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Chapter 1

Allison turned the corner onto Elm Street and
slowed down, watching for Reverend Wade’s black minivan. She
spotted it a few houses down on her left and pulled her red Kia
Sportage up behind it.

She shut off the car but didn’t
get out. Instead, she closed her eyes and took a few slow deep
breaths to make sure her mind would be calm and focused. You never
knew what you were going to walk into when dealing with an alleged
possession, and it was best to be as centered as
possible.

A couple of years ago she would
have prayed for strength to endure what might be in front of her,
and the guidance to make the right decision and help the person who
was suffering.

But that was before Daniel was
taken from her, the victim of a drunk driving accident. No, not
quite an accident. It didn’t seem like an accident when the person
who’d killed her husband had been arrested three previous times for
DUI, yet because he had money kept getting back on the
road.

In that instance she saw it as
murder, a criminal allowed to continue to endanger lives until he
took one. The six figure law suit, one they probably could have
settled for more, but Allison couldn’t handle dragging it out,
provided financial stability and paid off James remaining two years
at PC, but was a poor substitute for no longer having the love of
her life by her side.

Daniel was a good man. A fantastic
husband, amazing father, and her best friend. A man of god, he had
been a deacon of their church who helped all in need and a
fantastic role model for the young men in the youth ministry he
taught on Friday nights.

He’d saved Allison from a life she
no longer wished to remember and put her on the right path. He
worked two jobs so Allison could go back to school after James
started first grade so she could get her degree in psychology and
chase her dream of one day having her own practice.

A dream she achieved two years
before the accident, so at least he was able to see that. Not much
of a silver lining, but a small something. Allison had met him at a
church revival she’d wandered into, something she’d mocked before,
and to her surprise, she loved it. It was a place of forgiveness
and fellowship who welcomed her with open arms.

A place where few knew her past
and those that learned of it, never judged her for it. They
embraced her, and unlike her sorry excuse for parents, loved her
unconditionally.

Allison took to her new family and
faith like a fish to water and over the years became a prominent
member of the church, and eventually, because of her career was
asked to assist in cases like today.

Cases of alleged possession.

Allison used alleged even back
when she had faith in god, as she believed they were either
mentally ill or had suffered some form of temporary break with
reality. Because of her churches fire and brimstone ideology, they
fully believed in possession, but the church guidelines required a
psychologist to help decide if it was real.

Over the years she’d been present
for a dozen such instances and she never felt there was anything
supernatural involved. If anything, the exorcism did more harm,
feeding the patients delusion.

In that case she supposed it could
work in the sense if the person believed in possession and thought
a man of god could drive out the demon, but for that reason, not
faith or religious mumbo jumbo.

Because to her that’s now what it
was. After Daniel, she became angry at God and bitter at sayings
like “God’s will and it’s all part of a plan.” She also heard the
ridiculous free will argument. Right, because Daniel chose to be
hit by a drunk.

Her son chose to lose his father
two days before his 18th birthday and a week before his high school
graduation. She chose to lose her husband, the man that believed in
her and turned her from a disgrace to a proper, well-educated
professional woman as well as a loyal loving wife and a good mom,
something she’d never thought she could be considering how she was
raised.

So no, there were no more prayers,
and a few weeks after Daniel’s accident, no more church. She turned
her back on the unfair god who’d turned his back on her and her
family.

Reverend Wade argued that god put Daniel in her
life, saved her, made her who she was, gave her an amazing son, and
as he gave so he could take away for reasons we’d never
understand.

Right, all the credit none of the
blame. That didn’t work for her. She did keep in touch with some of
her friends from church, but the topic of religion was forbidden,
they were friends and no longer part of the same faith as she had
gone back to having none.

Reverend Wade had called her
several months ago and asked if she would be willing to assist in
another case as church goer or not, she was still an expert in her
field, and he trusted her judgement.

Sometimes. Several times she had
convinced him he’d do more harm than good and the patient had been
sent for treatment at a psychiatric facility. Other times he went
ahead and did it anyway.

Only twice had the patient ever seemed to
recover right away, couple more over time, one poor soul committed
suicide.

Allison jumped when the phone in
her hand rang. She was glad for the distraction as showing up here
had triggered the bitterness, that despite her best efforts, she
couldn’t let go of.

“What is it James?”

“Hey, Mom, glad I caught you in
time. Just wanted to wish you luck.”

“I appreciate that, but I don’t
need any luck. The person who does is the one who needs me to
convince the poor man’s Father Merrin that no one needs an
exorcism, just help.”

“Cool Exorcist reference,” James
told her “But ouch. Reverend Wade’s a decent guy, mom, he means
well.”

“Yeah I suppose he is, and he
does.” Allison admitted. “But this is science versus sorcery and
like I told you even when I believed, I always leaned towards
science.”

“Be careful though. You’re on Elm
Street after all.” James laughed diabolically through the phone.
“Exorcism on Elm, Freddy vs the therapist supreme!”

“Cut it out,” Allison told him,
but through a big smile. James could always make her laugh and
after Daniel passed tried harder than ever to get her to do
it.

“You’re a good boy, you know
that?”

“Excuse me, I’m twenty, I’m a good
man.”

“True, but you’ll always be my
boy, and you’re a good one.” She paused for a moment. “Even though
your sense of humor sucks.”

“Hey, at least I try to add some
fun into things, you’re wound so tight these days I swear I can
hear you ticking.”

“I know, I’m working on
it.”

“Right, the dating site,” James
voice turned serious. “Any bites lately?”

“Not really, the few messages I
get are either lewd or their profile screams they need someone to
take care of them.”

“Yeah, not a lot of good guys out
there,” he paused. “But if someone seemed decent you’d go out with
them?”

“Kind of the point of being on a
singles site, don’t you think?”

“True, but you really think you
could meet someone that could be as good to you as Dad?”

“James, we talked about this. Your
father was one of a kind, but its been two years and I think its
time.”

“Right, but that’s the point, you
might kind of jump in to quick, and…”

“James I’m getting ready to walk
into a very serious situation. This isn’t the time for more of your
twenty questions about my decision to date crap.”

“It’s not crap, I’m worried about
you.”

Allison took moment to calm down, and said
softly,

“And I appreciate it, but I’ve
told you before my love life or lack of one, is off limits,
especially to you. You’re my son, not my father.”

“Wow, you’re in a
mood.”

“James, I can’t do this right now.
We’ll talk later.”

“Yeah, okay,” he sighed. “I love
you.”

“Love you too.”

“Even though you’re uptight and
act frigid these days.” Before she could reply he chanted, “The
power of Mom compels you! The power of Mom compels you!”

“Little shit.” Allison grumbled
when she saw he ended the call.

“Frigid,” she grunted at the
irony. If he only knew who she’d been before his father.

“No more trips down memory lane,”
she said loudly, claiming the affirmation Daniel had instilled in
her. “Always forward never backwards.”

Right now, what was in front of
her was someone who needed help, and that, along with James, is
what gave her life meaning these days. She texted Shirley she was
outside and checked the mirror before she stepped out of the
car.

She could see where the frigid
crack came from. Allison always wore her long black hair pinned up,
and favored long skirts, many of which were close to ankle length,
or loose-fitting slacks coupled with similar fitting
blouses.

James was fond of saying she
dressed like she was 64 not 44, and didn’t know why seeing she ‘had
nothing to worry about’ in his words. He was being supportive, and
she loved him for it, but he had no idea that in her mind her body
was a source of shame. Old, and from another lifetime, but it was
still there.

She dressed modestly from the time
she’d begun dating Daniel, part of the new Allison, but once he’d
passed she’d dressed to the point of severe.

The therapist in her knew why, it
was a way not to attract attention she wasn’t sure she was ready
for. The same reason she wore no makeup and sensible shoes with
little to no heel.

She no longer painted her fingers
or toes and kept her fingernails short. Allison figured if women
who dressed in a revealing way were said to be wearing a free lunch
sign, her look these days implied closed for business.

Today’s ensemble was a pair of
baggy black and white striped slacks and a voluminous black sweater
that James called a shoplifting sweater because she could probably
fit a bag of groceries in there with her.

The only feature that attracted
any attention in her ‘nothing to see here folks’ attire were her
eyes. They were a shade of emerald green so bright many people
thought they were contacts.

Cat’s eyes, others had called
them, and she herself had seen them that way to the point it had
led to the name the young sinful her had gone by. Allison supposed
her perfect cupid bow lips garnered some attention as even without
lipstick they were well defined. Made for kissing and utterly
irresistible Daniel would tell her.

To prove it the second he’d see
her he always kissed her, whether it was waking up in the morning,
coming home from work or if they met somewhere for an
event.

Even at church he wouldn’t
hesitate to give her a quick peck. Allison adored him for that
constant and sweet sign of affection, but knew there were men who
would say her lips were perfect for something else, and in her
younger days she was more than happy to prove them
right.

“Allison! Good to see you!”
Shirley came bustling down the walkway to meet her. “It’s been
awhile.”

“It has, too long.” Allison
accepted the older woman’s hug.

“We have to get together for
coffee.”

“I’m working a lot these days, the
practice is doing well,” Allison told her. “But maybe one night
after I get out.”

“Sure,” Shirley eased back, but
kept her hands on her shoulders. “Miss you at church.” She gave her
a hopeful smile. “We’d love to have you back.”

“What are we dealing with here?”
Allison gestured to the house. “Anything dangerous?”

“Right,” Shirley gave her a sad
smile. “Just business now.”

“It’s what I’m here for,” she felt
bad an added. “But I appreciate the door always being
open.”

“Happy to hear that,” Shirley
nodded. “No signs of violence, however Vivian’s hands are tied to
the chair for the time being.”

“She hurting herself?”

“No, she decided to rip her blouse
open and flash her breasts at Reverend Wade.”

“Tempting the man of god, pretty
typical behavior.”

“All of this one’s behavior,
actions, and language are lewd and sexual in nature.” Shirley
continued. “I’ve never seen the Reverend blush so much.”

“Strict religious upbringing?”
Allison pulled a small notebook from the pocket of her
sweater.

“Yes, hardcore Catholicism from
what her husband says, made to feel guilty about breathing too
loud.”

“Is she saying she’s a demon or
other entity, or is she still her and just acting
strange?”

“Says she’s a demon of
lust.”

“Repressed sexual desires rising
to the surface,” She spoke aloud what she wrote. “Blaming a demon
so she can’t take the blame for her own actions. Devil made her do
it.”

“I’d go along with you, but this
is a bit extreme.”

“How so?”

“Several reasons, and maybe it’s
better if it comes from her husband. You usually talk to the spouse
before you interview the victim, right?”

“Patient,” she corrected. “This
woman is a patient, she’s not a victim of anything but her own mind
and whatever caused this sudden change in behavior.”

“Allison, you know that even
though I’m very much a believer I don’t see the devil in every
person’s issues.”

“True, you’ve been the tie breaker
between me and the Reverend more than once.”

“This time I’m leaning his way.
There is something unnatural going on here. Not just her actions,
but things she said to us, there’s no possible way she could
know.”

“Glad Reverend Wade takes our
agreement seriously that we meet the patient together.” Allison cut
her off. “Just his presence enforces the possession delusion. If he
keeps doing it he can find someone else to give evaluations he
doesn’t believe in anyway.”

“I did remind him of that,”
Shirley explained. “And for what it’s worth, Allison, you never
believe his side either. You don’t think anyone is ever being
influenced by a demonic entity.”

“Touché’, but the church requires
someone who is not biased by religious belief, and if he wants that
to be me, this is the last time he breaks the rule or I’m
done.”

“It’s not completely his fault. We
were early and her husband asked Reverend Wade to speak to her
right away and see what he thought. He’s very distraught over the
event that led him to calling us yesterday.”

“Which was what?”

Shirley’s response was to lower her eyes, and
run her fingers through her short graying hair,
something

“Something unnatural.”

“I know it might be awkward to
talk about, but we’re grown women Shirley, and I need to know.” She
endured another pause. “I’m sure it’s nothing I haven’t heard
before." Or maybe done in another lifetime.

“So sure of that?” Shirley asked
softly.

“Enough of the cryptic bullshit,”
Allison rolled her eyes. “This is real life, not some lame horror
movie.”

“Okay,” she nodded. “Two days ago
he came home and caught his wife in their bed having sex,” she
looked away as she finished.

“With their son.”




Chapter 2

Allison followed Shirley into the house, her
mind still trying to wrap itself around what she’d just heard. She
had to admit, that was extreme.

Sure, incest existed, but it was
generally the product of living conditions or dysfunctional
families where wires were crossed. That would all happen at younger
ages, and certainly not out of nowhere in what she assumed was
previously a healthy relationship between a mother son, and a
stable family unit.

They emerged from the short
hallway into a large well-furnished living room where Reverend Wade
sat in a leather armchair across from a tall thin man who looked
like a deer in headlights.

Not that Allison could blame him.
Sudden onset of mental illness or personality disorder was a
harrowing experience. That and walking in on your wife in bed with
her son, something no man would ever be prepared to see.

“Ah. Allison,” Reverend Wade rose
from his seat and came over to shake her hand. “Glad you could find
the time to help us today.”

“Reverend.” Allison took his hand,
but her eyes were darting around the room.

There were pictures everywhere of
Mark with Vivian and their son from the time he was an infant to a
high school graduation picture. That many pictures, and the nice
house in an upscale neighborhood and expensive furniture, the
matching BMW SUV’s in the driveway all spoke of money and a
comfortable life.

The three were all smiles in the
pictures, with an air of genuine affection in the way they looked
at each other. The pictures of just Mark and Vivian were the same.
That didn’t mean anything in and of itself though, people were
great actors, so she resisted dismissing marital or family issues
that quickly.

“Casing the joint?” Reverend Wade
whispered with a smile.

“First impressions and all,” she
said softly noting that he had at least heeded her advice of not
showing up in his robes, but wore a pair of jeans and a plain blue
t-shirt. She’d admonished him in the past for flying his colors and
immediately instilling the belief in the patient they were
possessed.

He put his left hand over hers, giving it a
fond squeeze. “Bad circumstances, but good company.” His smile was
sincere and his light blue eyes mirrored that sentiment. “How are
you doing these days?”

“Busy,” Allison eased her hand
from hers. “Practice is doing well.”

“James?”

“Freshmen year at PC, still wants
to be a Medical examiner. CSI Providence as he says.”

“It’s good he still comes to
church sometimes, but he always leaves before I get a chance to
catch up with him.”

“He’s a good kid.”

“Had a great father,” he gave her
a friendly wink. “His mom’s pretty good too. A strong woman and
role model.”

“Yeah, that’s me.” She nodded.
“But this isn’t the time or place to catch up.”

“Of course, it’s just been a few
months.”

He turned and they walked over to
where Mark had also stood.

“Allison Reed.” She shook his
hand. “I’m here to assist Reverend Wade in determining the best way
to help Vivian.”

“I appreciate you being here.” He
gestured to the loveseat Shirley had sat down on. “Please sit, can
I get you coffee or anything?”

“I’m fine,” she sat down next to
Shirley. “Thank you though.”

“I don’t think this will be
something you can help with.” Mark sat back down. “This isn’t an
issue with my wife’s mind. It’s more unnatural than
that.”

“You’d be surprised what
supposedly unnatural things the human mind is capable of.” Allison
explained. “It’s best to explore every option before jumping into a
superstitious ritual.”

“Meow,” Reverend Wade laughed as
he resumed his place across from Mark. “But that’s why the church
does require a psychiatrist be present both in evaluating the case,
and if you do decide you need my help, she will be present for that
as well.”

“I know this is a tough time and
you’ve already told the reverend some details, but do you mind if I
ask some questions?”

“Whatever will help.”

“Shirley mentioned two things that
stood out to me. Your wife had a strict upbringing,
correct?”

“Yes, she broke away from that not
long after we met, but even years later she still has some issues
realizing there’s nothing wrong with things she was raised to
believe were wrong.” He shook his head. “Like pretty much
everything.”

“Right, I’m all too familiar with
the antiquated beliefs of hardcore Catholics, it’s especially hard
on women. We have to be submissive, seen and not heard, moms,
cooks, and servers of our husband’s needs.”

“Easy, Allison.” Shirley tapped
her leg.

“No, it’s true,” Mark said.
“Vivian’s mother was livid when she went back to work when Kevin
was old enough to be in day care, told her she wasn’t a good
mother.”

“I’m also told that all the recent
changes in her behavior are sexual?”

“Yeah, you can say that
again.”

“Women are taught sex is sin
unless for procreation in that type of faith. Even when married
they’re only supposed to have sex when the husband wants it, and
anything aside from the basic act is considered wrong. We aren’t to
enjoy it.”

“Glad I’m not Catholic,” Reverend
Wade joked.

“Yes, that’s true.”

“I know I’m going to get
personal,” Allison warned. “But I need the truth, okay?”

“Nothing is off limits, she needs
help.” The quiver in Mark’s voice told her he was sincerely
concerned for his wife, she could sense his pain and
frustration.

“Did Vivian have a lot of sexual
hang ups early on in your relationship?”

“Yes, she didn’t enjoy sex at all
because we started before we were married, but she did it for me.
Made me feel bad about it as well.”

“Did it get better over
time?”

“Allison, really?” Reverend Wade
sighed.

“I’m told her actions are sexually
oriented, it’s relevant.”

“Kind of, but there were still
hang ups on her part. She even had issues with me wanting to…” he
glanced away from the reverend. “Please her.”

“Would you say, it’s been a bit
vanilla and always has been?”

“I guess that’s a good word for
it. But sex isn’t everything, and we’re affectionate
and…”

“You don’t need to defend
yourself, Mark.” Allison circled her notes about the repressed
sexual desires. “It’s not uncommon and could be behind what’s going
on now.”

“How do you figure?”

“Guilt can do a lot of damage to
someone’s psyche,” Allison would know, but in the other direction.
“Vivian’s conditioning to see it as wrong made her incapable of
enjoying it for herself.

“That affected you as well and I’m
sure the guilt stemmed from her loving you so much and wanting to
make you happy in every way including the bedroom. Maybe not on the
surface, but deep down she felt frustrated, inadequate, maybe she
has the unfounded thought you’d look elsewhere for it.”

“I would never step out on my
wife,” Mark said indignantly.

“Note I said unfounded,” Allison
put her hand up. “I am not here to judge, Mark, not at all. I’m
telling you I have dealt with this before.”

“Okay, sorry. I…I just hope I’m
not responsible for any of this.”

Seems defensive, something he’s
not saying? Aloud she continued.

“I doubt it. Where I was going is
repressed guilt is a powerful thing and can be triggered by events
small or significant. Once it overwhelms the conscious mind and
manifests itself, it can be extreme.”

“This is extreme,” Mark
muttered.

“Before you noticed her change in
behavior, did your sex life change? Did Vivian suddenly become a
bit wild? Act uncharacteristically lusty? Develop fetishes or want
you to do things to her she’d never shown interest in
before?”

“No, all her behavior was directed
at others.” Mark took a deep breath and wiped at his moist eyes.
“In the last week, she’s…slept with two men, tried to seduce our
19-year-old maid, and she…” he put his head in his hands. “Oh, god
she…”

“Shirley told me,” Allison spoke
quickly.

He nodded into his
hands.

“Allison,” Reverend Wade spoke up,
and she was sure it was to give Mark some time to compose himself.
“I know that behavior can be explained by your theories,” he
frowned. “Although the last would be a stretch to me in any
instance, but there are things that can’t be.”

“Like?” Allison held her pen over
the notebook.

“She can read minds.” Shirley said
from next to her.

“In cases of mental illness or
other trauma, the mind can become hypersensitive as can the
physical senses,” Allison continued to keep things within the realm
of the physical. “You’d be amazed at what can be picked up by body
language, things said, that could lead to good
deductions.”

She saw Mark looking at her dubiously and she
put her hand up.

“Okay, ever see someone on TV who
says they’re a mentalist? They seem to be reading minds or making
predictions and when they’re done we’re all like ‘how the hell
could they do that?”

“Sure,” Mark nodded.

“Some people do have some natural
gifts in the way of intuition and pushing as in they are subtly
suggestion what you’re going to think and creating the answer in
your mind.

“The subconscious is immensely
powerful, so much so that we have to keep it repressed to keep our
sanity. If it rises to the surface it can achieve things the
conscious mind cannot, but at a cost because it overwhelms our mind
and forces it to shut down lest we for lack of a better term suffer
an overload.

“What remains is an awareness that
borders on uncanny, and in the past was explained away by entities
when fact is that’s it’s our suppressed memories, pain, guilt,
remorse, frustration and all the bad stuff our mind filters out
when we’re in control.”

“A mutiny of the mind?” Mark
asked.

“Kind of.”

“Farfetched, don’t you
think?”

“I could give you examples if
you’d like.”

“Before you do, let me add
something.” Reverend Wade put a hand up. “And it will debunk your
idea.”

“Go ahead,” Allison gestured to
him. Of course he was going to plead his case, this was the usual
pattern.

“I do believe to an extent about
mind reading, but that would be picking current thoughts from
someone’s mind or like you said being clever enough to manipulate
your thoughts to seem like they’re reading them. That’s not the
case here, not at all.”

“How so?” Allison tapped the pen
to the notebook wondering why he and Shirley could never just give
an answer without building drama.

“She’s seeing things in people’s
pasts that there is no way on God’s good earth she could possibly
know.” The Reverend spread his hands. “She did it to both Shirley
and I in the few minutes we were with her.”

“I’m sure the same
applies.”

“No,” Mark disagreed. “There is no
way Vivian could know the things she’s said.”

“Example?” Allison raised her
eyebrows.

“Well,” Shirley stared, but Mark
put his hand up. “I’ll tell my story. The two of you don’t have to
air whatever dirty laundry whatever is in my wife told
you.”

“Back when I was 20, about two
years before I met Vivian, I attended a Halloween party hosted by a
fraternity. It was in a large house in Newport that belonged to the
family of one of the frat members, filthy rich little shit, but
hey, who wouldn’t want to go party in a mansion?”

“Lot of drinking and for some
people a little too much. I’d had a lot, and decided to go upstairs
to find a quiet spot to pretty much sleep it off. I walked into a
room and there was a young girl in a rather trashy Red Riding hood
costume on the bed.

“I said sorry for coming in, but
she didn’t answer. I went into the room and saw she was passed out.
Even shaking her shoulder didn’t wake her up. Her short skirt was
up, and she wasn’t wearing panties.”

Mark lowered his head as he continued. “I was
young and drunk and…I think you know where I’m going.”

“You don’t have to.” Shirley told
him.

“I locked the door and I took
advantage of her. You know even as I was doing it I wondered if she
had panties on and I wasn’t the first asshole to do it. Who knows?
But I did it, and I…well I showed what a good guy I was by locking
the door on the way out so no one else would get to
her.”

“To this day I feel like shit
about that. I’d never done anything like that before, nor after. I
consider Viv to be my soul mate, my best friend, but I couldn’t
tell the love of my life I date raped a young woman.” He sighed.
“There are some things so shameful they’ll go to the grave with us,
that’s one of them.”

“I understand,” Allison said
softly. All too well.

“She told me what I did three
nights ago.”

“She just brought it up?” Allison
asked.

“Viv had on a red dress, a new
one, and a racy one. Something she would have never worn before.
She asked if I liked it. I told her I liked the color on her, but
it was a bit much.

“She asked if red were my favorite
color because of Red Riding Hood. I asked what she meant and she
told me not to play coy. Then she told me the story. Every detail
down to the color of the girl’s hair, and that I…made a mess all
over her thigh and wiped it off with the edge of the sheet. How
could she know that?”

“Red Riding Hood is a common sexy
costume and fantasy.” Allison remained unimpressed. “The second she
said it the story rose in your mind because of your guilt, and she
picked it up.”

“Oh, yeah?” Mark challenged her.
“How about the fact I never knew the girl’s name and she called her
Robin. That night I dug up my college yearbook and there were three
Robins and one of them was that girl because trust me, I can never
forget her face.”

“You never looked at the yearbook
before?”

“Not every picture, just who I
knew and flipped through it.”

“Your subconscious picked up her
face and name and decided you didn’t need to realize it. It came to
the surface when…”

“Bullshit!” Mark showed signs of
anger for the first time.

“Easy, Mark, she’s doing due
diligence.” Reverend Wade defended her.

“Okay, how about what happened the
night before? We had a dinner party, three other couples were here.
In the middle of it, Viv stands up and starts talking about all the
stuck up snots around the table and how they all had dirty
secrets.

“She points at each person and
tells them something, and each case involved a sexual indiscretion.
Told Mary how she’d run a train in the bathroom in 10th grade, her
husband that he performs oral sex at a glory hole in a gay club
once every few months.

“I won’t tell all of them, but the
looks on their faces were more than just being shocked at what she
was saying, but she was hitting home on every one of them. Needless
to say the party was over, but as Mary left, I caught her and asked
if it were true because Viv had been acting strange lately and she
admitted she had done it, down to the number of boys
involved.

“Go ahead and tell me those six
people were all thinking of their sins at the table at the same
time and she picked them as you say.”

“I…okay, that’s something I
haven’t encountered before,” she admitted. “But I’ll look for
precedents in the journals.”

“You do that.” Mark
mumbled.

“She told me I slept with my
sister’s husband before they were married,” Shirley added in a
subdued tone. “Told me the night, the wine we were drinking while
we were waiting for her to come home from work and that I…” Shirley
blushed. “Told him I gave better head than my sister and could
prove it.”

Allison frowned. This wasn’t anything she’d
ever heard of before. Not to that detail.

“How long ago was
that?”

“They just celebrated their 30th
anniversary. It was a onetime thing, we both felt awful, but like
Mark said there’s some things are best kept secret, it would have
destroyed her marriage and my relationship with her. I was
promiscuous back then and that event led me to confession and my
path to God.”

“Would you like to know what she
told me?” Reverend Wade asked.

“No, I don’t see the need.”
Allison waved him off.

“It’s more embarrassing than
anything because it was a victimless incident.” He volunteered.
“But like the other examples there is no human explanation for her
knowing.

“When I was in my teens I was
curious like most young boys, and I used to peep on my sister who
is three years older than me. Hid under her bed a couple times and
watched her undress.”

“That’s not victimless,” Allison
pointed out. “You were violating her privacy. Peeping Toms get
arrested for that.”

“Allison!” Shirley scowled at
her.

“No, I suppose she’s right,” the
reverend shrugged. “Guess because she never knew I considered it
harmless. When I was the only one home I used to,” he lowered his
head, shall we say soil her underthings”“

“Don’t feel too bad,” Allison
tried to smooth her prior comment over. “Far more normal than you
think. For young boys their sister or sometimes their mother are
the only women accessible at that age and…” she stopped when she
saw the look on Mark’s face and dropped the topic. “But regardless,
Vivian told you this?”

“Down to the color of panties I
soiled most often; purple.”

“There’s physical manifestations
too.” Mark spoke into the awkward silence that followed the
reverends admission.

“Like?”

“Look at the pictures. Viv has
kept her hair short for the past ten years, and this,” he pulled
his cell from the clip at his waist and scrolled through it. “Is a
text she sent me a week ago when she was visiting her sister in
Maine.”

He leaned over and passed it to Shirley who
handed it to her.

“Look at the date on the text so
you know it’s only a few days.”

Allison took in the picture, a
selfie of Vivian cheek to cheek with her sister who closely
resembled her. She studied Vivian’s face. She appeared to be late
forties which she judged Mark to be.

She was attractive, but in a
natural way, cute, but not what James and boys his age would call a
Milf. She had light blue eyes and a pretty smile, but also some
lines around her mouth and eyes, definitely looked her
age.

“Notice her hair? She’d just had
it done before she drove up.”

Allison looked at her short curly
auburn hair, noting some streaks of gray, and admiring her for not
caring about it. Allison was just seeing some showing up at her
temples and kept telling herself not to dye it because she was no
longer vain or concerned with her appearance.

Allison handed the phone to Shirley.

“You’re telling me I’m going to
see a different person in there?”

“You’ll see.” Mark took his phone
from Shirley. “Keep in mind, she’s a journalist and has always kept
her nails short because she said she can’t type with them even a
little bit long.”

“Okay,” Allison tapped her pen to
her chin. “Before I see her, I need to know a couple more things.
Is she on any medication?”

“Just high blood
pressure.”

“Drink a lot?”

“Socially, a glass of wine at
dinner, here and there at a party.”

“Marijuana? Pills, any other type
of recreational drugs?”

“Never.”

“Anything happen recently? An
event, a recent death of a friend or family? Maybe a new friend in
her life? She reading or watching anything that could suggest
possession in her mind?”

Mark nodded.

“As a matter of fact, yes. When
she came back from Maine she told me one of her sister’s friends is
an alleged medium and they went over there for dinner. They had a
little wine and they talked Viv into using a Ouija board to contact
a spirit.”

“What kind of spirit?” Allison
noticed Reverend Wade look her way, then look away with an annoyed
look on his face.

“Vivian told me that she would
discuss her sexual hang ups with her sister who had the same
upbringing, but is much more open to sex. They were attempting to
contact a spirit that could help loosen her up so to
speak.”

“Bingo.” Allison tried not to
sound smug. “This is 100% power of suggestion.”

“She said she got some answers,
but she was convinced the board was rigged and the woman was moving
pointer around herself. But now I know something heard them and its
in my wife.”

“I’m sure she thinks
so.”

“What about her telling people
their secrets and like I said, you look at that picture and go in
that room and put that on her mind.”

“One thing at a time. Right now I
see a damned good trigger to explain her sexual
behavior.”

“She cheated on me! She slept with
a man she met at a bar and she never goes to bars. Then she seduced
the guy who came to do an estimate for a new kitchen.”

“How do you know this?”

“She told me and she…recorded
herself with the man in our house, had her phone on the counter,
then sent it to me. I was in New Jersey for a meeting, and she sent
it with the message, this is what a satisfied woman looks
like.”

“She remember it when you came
home?”

“No, and when I showed her the
video she…I can tell she wasn’t faking, she burst into tears and
said she didn’t know what was happening, but she had been losing
time the few days before that. She doesn’t remember the dinner
party incident either.”

“Blacking out is
common.”

“By the way, she ended her dinner
party list of transgressions with inviting the men into the living
room where they could ‘service her’ while the woman watched and got
wet for their turn.”

“What about you?”

“I was going to watch like the
useless cuck I am.”

“Animosity to you,” Allison wrote
‘payback? Did he cheat at some point? Is she blaming him for her
hang ups?”

“I know this is painful, but the
incident with your son. You caught them in bed
together?”

He gave a minimal nod, and swallowed
nervously.

“And they were having sex, it
wasn’t just…”

“They were on top of the covers
and naked and Viv was on her knees with Kevin behind her.” He
rubbed at his temple. “No doubt there.”

“Wait,” Allison paused trying to
think of a delicate way to go further, but nothing presented
itself. “The position they were in doesn’t imply her taking
advantage of him, but him…” she saw the look of pain on his face
and finished quietly. “Participating.”

“It wasn’t their first time,” he
spoke so quietly she could barely hear him. “She said she’d already
taken him, and he was now truly his mother’s boy and always would
be.”

“She said that when you caught
them?”

“Yes, she said that in between
laughing while Kevin was rightfully scared and saying he was sorry
over and over.”

“She say anything
else?”

“Allison maybe you and I can talk
later.” Reverend Wade gestured to Mark. “He’s already told this to
me.”

“Because you spoke to him without
me,” she reminded him. “I am asking for a reason because I see
something that could be important.” She looked back to Mark. “I
know its difficult, but if you could tell me?”

“She told me to sit and watch
because seeing my son was already more of a man than I was I might
learn something.”

“She is showing a lot of hostility
towards you. Everything she is doing is to hurt and humiliate you.
Seducing your own son is the ultimate form of that, and most
extreme thing I’ve heard when it comes to these
matters.”

She took a breath then took the
plunge.

“Mark, are you sure you never
cheated on her?”

“Yes!”

“What about your unsatisfactory
sex life, you ever blame her? Even in the heat of an
argument?”

“No, I swear!”

“Is your son home?”

“He’s upstairs, but he already
spoke to Reverend Wade.”

“Of course he did,” Allison shot
him a venomous look. “I’d like to as well if he’s up for
it.”

“Now?”

“No, I’ll see Vivian first.” She
rose to her feet, and when she saw the Reverend rising, added.
“Alone. You got to ask questions without interruption, I want that
same courtesy.”

“But…”

“You said she’s not dangerous
right?”

“Right, not physically, but she is
mean spirited and can see into your past.”

Allison doubted the latter was true, and was
going to stick to her principles, he’d already had enough influence
here, she wasn’t going to let him interfere more.

“I can handle that. Think I could
untie her hands? Get on her good side?”

“If you don’t mind being flashed,
I suppose not.”

“Oh, right you said she tried to
sleep with the maid?”

“Yes, but Mandy left, and called
me because she said Viv wasn’t herself.”

“Viv knew your maid was into
women?”

“She’s not, she’s recently
engaged. But…” Mark added. “Mandy said Vivian told her she knew she
was curious about being with a woman and watches Lesbian
porn.”

“Did you ask If that were
true?”

“I did and after I told her it
might help Viv, she admitted it, and went so far as to say she’d
thought about Viv a couple times. Which I suppose is why Viv told
me Mandy was down for some cougar kitten fun, so she gave it a
shot.”

“Does your wife still act like
herself?”

“Last two days has been all nasty
all the time. I’m forcing her to stay in the house, and so far
she’s not fighting me. I’m also keeping Kevin away from her.
Thinking of sending him to stay somewhere else.”

“Might not be a bad idea.” Allison
pointed down the hall. “Which room is she in?”

“The last door on the left.” Mark
leaned back in the chair. “You’ll excuse me if I don’t walk you
down?”

“That’s fine. I look forward to
talking to her and getting to the bottom of this.”

“I look forward to you talking to
her too,” Mark looked her in the eye for the first time. “That way
you can put your notebook away and let the reverend do his job,
because that’s not my wife in there.”




Chapter 3

“That’s not my wife in there,”
Allison mumbled as she made her way to end of the hall. “James
would love that one.”

She paused outside the door to
slip her notebook into her pocket. From her experience patients
grew nervous and didn’t always respond naturally when they say
people jotting down their responses.

Allison knocked softly.

“Next.” A woman’s voice sounded
from the other side. “Now serving number three.”

Allison entered a large bedroom dominated by a
massive king-sized bed with a beautiful ornately carved cherry wood
headboard. There was a matching long woman’s bureau to her left,
and a tall man’s armoire to the right.

Both featured intricate carvings,
especially the frame around the mirror over the woman’s bureau. She
imagined she was looking at a ten-thousand-dollar bedroom set and
along with everything else she’d seen could cross financial stress
of any kind off the list of what Vivian has against her
husband.

Vivian sat in an antique claw foot
reading chair near the window. The first thing that struck Allison
about her was indeed her hair. Short in the picture, but now so
long that the strands falling over the front of her shoulders hung
just above her breasts.

Hyper-stimulation? Everything was
related to sex, perhaps she equated long hair with being sexually
desirable, and her body somehow responded? Allison also noted not
only was there no gray to be seen, but her hair seemed darker and
thicker as well.

For that matter her hair could be extensions
and she got it colored and styled. Allison relaxed, she was buying
into the hype of Mark and the reverend.

“Wrong, sweetie,” Vivian laughed.
“Everything about me, including my tits are real and
spectacular.”

She knew she’d talked to Mark and was sure Mark
had already made a production over her appearance. Good guess was
all.

“I prefer lucky.” Vivian gave her
a sly smile. “I love getting lucky, do you?”

“Hi Vivian, I’m Allison Reed, I’m
here to talk to you about what’s been bothering you
lately.”

“Here to pump me?” she laughed
again, a rich throaty laugh that didn’t seem to match her petite
frame. “I’d rather you do that with a strap on. Maybe we could take
turns? You can be the giver first, how’s that?”

“I don’t think that would be very
proper.” Allison walked over stood by the side of the bed. “You are
a married woman after all.”

“Married implies having a man in
my life,” she snorted. “If you think that pathetic needle dicked
little shit out there is a man, I feel bad for you.”

“You’re upset at your husband I
take it?” Allison gestured to the bed. “May I sit?”

“I’d rather you strip naked and
roll around on it, but if all you want to do is sit, then be my
guest.”

“Thank you.” A sexual reply to
every comment had the air of being forced, and Allison wondered if
this was some type of weird game to get her off the hook for the
sudden unleashing of her carnal desires.

No, sleeping with her son meant
there had to be a real issue. No mother in her right mind would do
that, at least not out of the blue.

“That’s what we’re told, right?”
Vivian asked. “Family bedding family is a sin, but yet the bible is
full of incest, isn’t it?”

“Several instances, yes.” Allison
agreed.

She looked closely at Vivian as
she spoke and at first couldn’t put her finger on what was off. But
when she smiled, she realized there were no lines around her mouth
or her eyes, or anywhere for that matter.

Her face was smoother, more
youthful, and her blue eyes were deeper and more vibrant. Physical
manifestations of a separate personality weren’t unheard of, but
she’d never run into it before.

“Lots of sin in that book. Incest,
murder, sexism, racism, homophobia,” she shrugged. “And they call
it the good book.”

“People take what they like,
ignore what they don’t.” Allison replied, keeping up the initial
conversation.

“Oh, I like you. You’re not
drinking the Kool Aid are you?” Her eyes narrowed and bored into
hers.

Allison felt a strange tingle in
her scalp and the hairs on her neck rose.

“But you were. You were a good
wholesome god fearing woman not long ago. What happened, God show
the cruelty his lemming followers claim is mercy and you got fed
up?”

“We’re here to talk about you,
Vivian.” Allison didn’t bite. “But you’re right, I don’t buy
everything they’re selling. That’s why I’m here because I don’t
think you need the church, just some help.”

“Weren’t always that good girl
though were you?” Vivian’s eyes remained on hers and this time
Allison felt a pressure in her head.

She jumped when Vivian burst into laughter.
“Oh, you were not good at all.”

She dropped her eyes from Allison’s and she
blinked as the pressure was gone as quickly as it had
arrived.

“I could go all day with your
Pandora’s box of fleshly delights, but for now, what the hell
happened to you?”

“Excuse me?”

“You’re standing like you either
have a pole up your ass or want one there.” She cocked her head and
her lips curled into a nasty smirk. “You know a thing or two about
poles don’t you? Flesh and steel.”

Allison felt a flutter of nerves
at what she was alluding to, but quickly smothered it. She was
fishing. She looked back at her arms to see her wrists were held to
the chair by bungie cords that had been wrapped around several
times and were hooked beneath chair’s arms.

She wore a short white button down
dress, the top of which had been torn open and was held together
with a pair of safety pins. Allison frowned at the amount of
cleavage showing, she’d sworn in the pictures Vivian hadn’t been
large on top.

“I had to make some
modifications.”

“Excuse me?”

“Some women come fully loaded as
they say, but sometimes I need to make some improvements. The
slender angel look is okay on young girl, but in older women there
should be some curves and real breasts.”

“Sexy is subjective.” Allison
responded, trying to regain her wits. That was twice she seemed to
know exactly what she’d been thinking.

“That whole more than a mouthful
is a waste?” Vivian scoffed. “Flat chested girls made that up. A
real woman should be able to titty fuck her boy and give him
something to grab onto when she’s riding him, don’t you
think?”

“Never thought of it.”

“You don’t have to,” she ran her
tongue slowly over her lips. “Even in that old lady sweater I can
see you have nothing to be ashamed of.”

“You said her boy.” Allison needed
to turn the conversation back to her. “Not man, you talking about
Kevin?”

“Yes, a woman should want to
please her son in every way. Have everything she needs to keep him
happy and at home and away from those cock teasing little whores
who want to take him away.”

“You believe a mother should be
her son’s lover?”

“A mother should be her son’s
everything. There is no greater love than that of a mother and her
son.”

“But wouldn’t crossing the line
and having sex with him taint that love?”

“Not at all. Here’s the thing
Allie,” the sly smile was back. “Can I call you Allie?”

Allison again fought back a wave of nerves. It
was short for her name, nothing more was being implied
here.

“If you’d like.”

“I do like. Allison is all prim
and proper, Allie though, that’s a fun name. A fun name for a fun
woman.”

“We were talking about your
son.”

“All sons really. A mother does
everything for her son. She takes care of him in every way and like
no other woman could. Let’s face it, the reason boys leave is they
have needs so they go hook up with some girl so they can get
laid.

“That woman might even care about
them, but never as completely and unselfishly as a mother. But they
sacrifice some affection and care, and endure the bimbo’s neediness
and all to get their cock sucked and their balls
drained.”

“Very crude, Vivian.”

“Don’t pretend to be offended,
Allie, we both know you’re no stranger to dirty talk.”

Allison caught herself asking what
that was supposed to mean. She needed to dictate the conversation
not get caught up in mind games.

“You’re so much more fun than that
minister and the dried up old prune with him. They were flustered
and blushing within two minutes.”

“I do what I can.”

“Bet you can do plenty,” Vivian
leered at her. “How about you untie me and…no, don’t untie me, just
hike up my dress and eat my cunt. I’ll pretend I don’t like it,
how’s that?”

“Back on topic, you’re saying that
boys only leave home for sex?”

“We need to find the old Allie
under that prig look and game you’re playing,” Vivian sighed. “But
okay let’s chat a bit, at least you let me talk. That lame preacher
doused me with holy water after I told him about him fantasizing
about fucking his sister.”

Idiot, holy water just served to
convince a person they were possessed. Out loud she
asked.

“He told me it was just using her
things.”

“What do you think was in his
pervy little mind? You think he jacked off in big sis’s panties and
thought about a girl in school? His head was full of his sister
giving head and taking care of her little brother.”

“Makes sense.” It did, who’d have
guessed? But he’d been a kid.

“Yeah, not everyone acts on all
their depraved thoughts, right Allie?”

“I’m guessing your idea is that if
a mother gives her son sex he has no reason to leave?”

“Exactly! Mom becomes his
everything in every way and he does the same for her.”

“What about the father? He takes
care of the mother’s needs.”

“Ha!” Vivian laughed harshly.
“Many husbands lose interest in sex, well at least with their
wives, after motherhood because his sad little self is no longer
her priority. He has to share his time with his child, often even
her tits.

“They get that delusion they’re
being ignored, the wife isn’t as fun anymore, she put on weight
she’s thinking about lunch and schoolwork instead of sucking my
dick. But let me ask you, Allie…do they try?”

“I’m sure some do.”

“Oh, an optimist! No, most don’t,
but women are conditioned to take that crap as the way it is. Men
want their women to be porn stars, but do they make an effort? No,
they want their dick sucked by their wife wearing sexy lingerie and
look like they did when they were 18 and talk dirty and fuck like a
wild cat.

“What do they do? They stick their
dick in for the minute they last, blow their little dribbles, then
fall asleep. They don’t go down on their wives, they don’t touch
them, if the wife wants to use toys, they get insecure because
they’re too small minded to see that as an enhancement not a
substitute. But it is at that point because they’re not doing their
fucking job are they?”

This was delivered in an increasingly harsh
tone and by the end her voice had turned husky as her throat
constricted in anger. Allison felt she’d been on the right track
earlier.

“You feel that about Mark? He
hasn’t taken care of you for years and you finally had enough so
you sleep around?”

“Warm.”

“You cheat on him to humiliate
him, but what could unman him more than sleeping with his own
son.”

“Warmer.”

“By seducing your son you now
control him. He’s a boy, he’s conditioned to listen to and obey his
mother and you can overwhelm him with sex and train him to touch
you the way you like. Built in perfect man, he adores you, listens
to you and wants to please you:”

“You are good!” Vivian whistled.
“But don’t look now, Allie, your inner bad girl is coming out
because most shrinks don’t pick up on the idea of sexual
control.”

“Am I offending you now by not
being totally professional?” Allison raised her eyebrow.

“Clever girl. I really like you!”
Vivian beamed at her, a huge smile that seemed completely sincere.
“Never mind the potential.”

“Potential?”

“What I see lurking deep down in
that place you keep your dirty secrets. Girl, the fun you should be
having now that you’re not stuck with that dud anymore.”

“What did you say?” Allison’s
control slipped.

“Oh, right, sorry about your
husband.” Her eyes narrowed and Allison felt the strange pressure
again. “You really loved him. Rare these days.”

“How did you know about
him?”

“Feel that?”

Allison gasped when the pressure
in her head increased to the point of being painful.

“That’s me. What do you want to
know about yourself?”

“That’s… not possible.”

“Okay, whatever. I’ll let you
doubt, makes things more fun.”

“Mark didn’t take care of
you.”

“Oh and stubborn too!”

“But thing is Mark says all the
sexual boredom came from you and your hang-ups.”

“Yeah, this poor woman was not
comfortable with herself, that’s true. But I’m helping her catch up
on lost time.”

“So if I believe you’re a demon or
a personality disorder, whichever…does Vivian know what you’re
making her do?”

“She see it. She fusses a little
in there, especially with her son, but I’ll tell you, the little
minx did not seem to mind Freddie the kitchen guy, she was into
that.”

“But its revenge on Mark. For
what? Is he not the great guy he says?”

“He never cheated. I’d see it if
he did. But he held it over her, made her feel like less than a
woman because it was his way of playing martyr. You’re a boring
fuck dear, but I love you anyway.”

“He said he didn’t do
that.”

“And Peter denied Jesus three
times before the cock crowed.” Vivian giggled. “They wrote cock in
the bible, isn’t that funny?”

“What you are is Vivian’s closet
slut.” Allison told her. “I’ve seen that before, but never a case
of sleeping with one’s son.”

“Slut, now who is crude?” Vivian
met her gaze. “And who are you to talk about closet sluts? You have
a garage in there.”

“Who are you?”

“My real name?”

“Real to you, sure.” Allison
risked a taunt. “But made up so Vivian isn’t responsible for her
actions.

“Hmm, sticking to the guns in the
face of what you know you can’t explain. I admire the plucky
spirit, but you’re crossing into being willfully
ignorant.”

“Then give me your name so I can
talk to you, not someone you say isn’t in control right
now.”

“Okay.”

“Jesus!” Allison cried out and
came to her feet when in front of her Vivian’s face
transformed.

Her skin was lobster red, and her
eyes black as coal. Her hair was the same shade, and sprouting from
her head were two curled Rams horns. The apparition in front of her
smiled, her teeth an ivory flash against her ebony lips, and
flicked a long black forked tongue at her.

“Hiya, Allie!” she exclaimed in an
incongruously light voice. “I’m Familial!”

As quick as it had appeared it was
gone, leaving her staring at Vivian who was grinning up at her.
Allison’s heart was pounding and she struggled to come to terms
with what had just happened.

Had she brought that on herself? Was it some
kind of push by someone with true telepathic gifts?

“Jeez, will you stop with the
techno babble? Hate to break it to you, Allie sweetie, but this
time father Sister fucker wannabe is right. I’m not an illness, I’m
a hell spawned spirit out to have some fun at my chosen
specialty.”

“Which is?” Calm down, slow deep
breaths. This couldn’t be what it seemed.

“Lust of course, but as you may
guess from my name, I dabble in the family loving family variety.
Too bad for your ex-reverend I wasn’t around back when he was
younger I could have gotten his sister to fuck him.”

“You…”

“I used to be a person back
around,” she frowned. “1628 I think I died. I was hung for sleeping
with my brother. We became lovers, ran away and lived as a couple
but were caught.”

“Your brother.”

“Yup, he’s a demon now too. His
name is Incestial. Sometimes we team up to bring family together,
other times we work alone. I happened to be listening when Viv
here’s friend starting using the Ouija to get help from beyond for
her lame as fuck sex drive.”

“That’s…a good one.” Allison said
softly. “Nice detail, unique story.”

“Cool story bro?” she laughed. “I
love that meme. The internet is awesome, isn’t it?”

“Okay so say I buy you’re a demon.
You’ve tuned Vivian into a nympho and seduced her son. If you’re
all about incest then mission accomplished right?”

“Not quite.”

“There’s more?”

“I need to keep making Vivian into
the whore of Providence until Mark gets so disgusted he leaves her.
Then Kevin takes his place and neglected mother and loving son live
happily ever after.”

“Kevin wants this?”

“Mark told you what he saw.” She
sighed wistfully. “That boy was giving it to mommy good and hard,
she came on his cock twice just from him fucking her.”

“But it’s not her, it’s you.”
Allison protested. “You leave, she’d be beside herself with guilt
and remorse. She’d be ashamed of herself.”

‘Maybe need a shrink?” Vivian
cackled as if she’d said something hilarious.

“She wouldn’t be
happy.”

“Never underestimate the power of
forbidden lust and love. Family is conditioned not to be together,
correct?”

“The Westermark theory says as
early as in the womb that is imbued in people, to not be attracted
to family.”

“But what about Genetic sexual
attraction?” Vivian asked. “That in some cases the fact that
they’re blood creates a desire so strong it has to be acted
on.”

“Good library in hell.”

“Nah, reading your mind. You
thought of it right after that westerfart crap.”

Allison rubbed at her throbbing
temples. This was by far the most disturbing encounter she’d ever
had. There was too much here for her to chalk up to natural
explanations. But what was the alternative? This woman was really
possessed?

“Yup. But you can still doubt me.
You’ll see soon enough.”

“What’s that mean?”

“Let’s get back to your intriguing
line of questioning. You think Vivian will be a wreck when I
leave?”

“Yes.”

“Wrong, once that line is broken
the right way there is…”

“Right way? There’s right and
wrong incest?”

“Of course there is! Not all of it
is abuse you know.” She looked genuinely offended. “A lot of it is
rape and abuse, parents taking advantage of their under age
children, lot of sickness there.”

“I’d think a demon would want
that.”

“Because you made the mistake of
following God and all the hypocrisy and lies his mindless children
spew.” She was getting angry and Allison blinked, she wore the air
was shimmering around Vivian as she continued.

“They talk of love, don’t
they?”

“They do.”

“Love is love. No love should be
forbidden and the ones that are preached against, that society
tells you are wrong? They can be the sweetest of all. My brother
loved me and loved me hard and with all his heart and I felt the
same.

“We were put to death for that
love. Many were persecuted and judged for it, but in the bible how
many generations of parents and siblings slept together to populate
this cesspool of crap you call civilization?”

“No argument on that.”

“What changed? Oh, back to the
lying self-righteous religious sorts. What was okay now became sin.
No love is sin, Allie.”

“But this isn’t love, you forced a
mother to have sex with her unwilling son.”

“You heard how unwilling he was
from Mark himself. Why do you think that useless tool is so
upset?”

“Because his wife slept with his
son.”

:”Because his son was loving it!” she hissed
causing Allison to flinch.

Allison didn’t reply, Mark had
said it was doggy style, that wasn’t her climbing on top and taking
him.

“But,” she said slowly. “Sons are
conditioned to obey as we said, so you told him to do it and he
did”

“Big head controls the little one.
No desire, no fire.” Vivian chuckled.

“Maybe you’re a good
fluffer.”

“Dirty girl!” Vivian nodded in
approval. “But you can’t rape the willing, girlfriend. The first
time sure, he put up a fuss, so much I backed off. Then the next
night I was a little more subtle, played the neglected no longer
desired mom card, started slow with a kiss…he was nervous and yes
some fluffing was involved, but he got into it quicker than you’d
think.

“Because once that taboo door is
unlocked, that feeling of lusting for the one you loved
unconditionally, but never wanted in that way is irresistible, it’s
the ultimate sexual rush. It’s a goddamn drug.

“The taste of forbidden fruit is
an addictive one. The night Mark caught Vivian getting it better
than she’s ever gotten it in her life? Kevin came in looking for
it.”

“So he’s been warped by sex the
same way you said a bimbo would do it to him, except it was his
mother, no, sorry,” she cleared her throat “It was the devil making
her do it.”

She flashed a coy smile. “Who said I was in
control when Mark walked in?”

“I…don’t believe that.” Or did
she? End of the day this was only a part of Vivian, so it was
possible.

“I took over when Mark came in
because otherwise Vivian would have been as panicked and contrite
as Kevin, so I had her tell him who the real man of the house
was.”

“And your endgame is you drive him
off, release control and leave behind a mother and son in lust with
each other.”

“And love, and it will be a mix of
motherly and womanly love. It’s so hot!” Vivian declared.
“Personally, I have a soft spot for sibling couples having been one
and all.

“But the combination of an older
woman, a milf who can overwhelm her boy with her sexual prowess and
experience and is in her prime coupled with a young man who is
eager to please, willing to learn and can go all night? Hot
damn!”

“What if Reverend Wade casts you
out?”

“Please,” she made a farting noise
with her lips. “That moron couldn’t cast a fishing
pole.”

“But you’ll leave on your
own?”

“Soon.”

“How soon?”

“Don’t know,” I was planning on
hanging around until Mark leaves in shame and disgust or whatever
emotion it takes for him to take a hike.”

“Was?”

“Yeah, I think I may have a change
in plans though.”

“Why is that?” Allison wondered if
whatever triggered this could just stop as quickly as it started.
Vivian’s fractured psyche created this alleged demon to accomplish
the goal of ending what may not have been as happy of a marriage as
she thought and once that was done, it could go back to the
recesses of her mind.

But had she wanted her son? Had
there been a desire there and that twisted need was what drove her
to this?

“Hamster is still in the wheel.”
She clucked her tongue. “You are close though, just have it
wrong.”

“How so?”

“Come closer and I’ll tell
you.”

Allison had remained standing
since she’d hallucinated the demonic face, and was only three steps
from Vivian, but she found she didn’t want to get any
closer.

“Come on, my hands are tied, what
am I going to do to you?” Vivian asked. “I’m not the violent type.”
She giggled like a little girl. “I’m a lover not a
fighter.”

“Tell me from here.”

“I’ll give a hint. I have rules to
follow. In order for me to get family together there has to be a
latent desire there at least on one side. That’s why its love, I’m
not totally forcing anything just giving it a good lusty
push.

“But if you’re all about love and
family, why sleep with some random guy at a bar and then the guy in
the kitchen, hit on the maid?”

“I had to loosen good ole’ Viv up
a bit, get her ready by degrees, some sin before the ultimate sin,
plus get back at Mark who’s ego is not happy he was cheated on. So
we took a couple test drives, gave Viv a taste of what it’s like to
actually have fun during sex, then we went to the main
event.”

“You do this all the
time?”

“As often as I can. Now lean on in
and I’ll tell you the reason this worked with Viv.”

“She had a hidden desire for her
son.” Allison tried to sound triumphant.

“Warm.” Vivian rolled her eyes.
“You going to make me play dirty?”

“I think we’re done.” Allison
needed to get out of here. Not just because she was conflicted with
everything she’d seen and heard, but she’d been in here awhile and
didn’t want the reverend barging in.

“I’m going to talk to Kevin, I’ll
be back tomorrow, okay?”

“No, I don’t think so. I think
you’ll see me long before that.” Vivian smirked. “And up close and
personal even.”

“Goodbye Vivian.” Allison turned
her back to her and took a couple of steps towards the
door.

“Allie Cat, Allie Cat, she’ll hop
on your lap just like that.” Vivian sang behind her.

Allison froze as a chill ran down her
spine.

“She’ll show you her titty maybe
even her slitty.”

“Shut up.” Allison whispered as
she stood there trembling.

“She’ll blow for some blow, that
dirty little ho.”

“Stop it!” Allison whirled around
to face her.

“Allie Cat, Allie Cat, give her a
fifty, you’ll get a piece of that kitty!”

“Where did you hear that?” Allison
stormed up to her and grabbed her shoulders. “Tell me,
now!”

“From you,” Vivian laughed. “I
learned it from watching you, and goddamn what a show you put
on!”

“That’s not possible!”

“Too bad you started going by
Raven when you got hired at the high end place. Allie Cat was a lot
cuter.”

“You…just can’t know that.”
Allison’s rage was giving way to fear. “You…can’t.”

“I know everything, my pretty
little kitty.” Vivian lowered her voice. “Let me whisper in your
ear and I’ll tell you something even juicier.”

“No,” Allison wiped at her now
sweaty face. “I…I’m leaving.”

“Fine, I’ll just tell the good
revered all about the adventures of dirty Allie, the hottest piece
of tail in that skanky dump, the Wolf’s den.”

“He wouldn’t believe you,” Allison
whispered.

“I told him his dirty secret, and
he knows what I told Mark was true. He’ll believe me, but let’s
change the game. How about I tell you something about
James?”

“Don’t you dare talk about my son,
you sick bitch.” Allison snapped at the mention of her son coming
from Vivian’s mouth.

“Now that’s not very professional,
I am a patient after all.” Vivian giggled. “But I know something
about him you should know.”

Allison forced herself to calm down.

“What is it?”

“Closer, come on Allie, just
pretend I’m one of the other stripper’s you’d make out with to get
the slobs to throw some more money at you.” She wagged her tongue
provocatively at her.

Feeling like she was trapped in
some surreal dream, Allison leaned over, turning her head so Vivian
could speak into her ear.

“What do you know about my son?”
she asked.

There was a snapping sound as
Vivian easily broke the bungie cords around her wrists and caught
Allison’s face between her hands. With a strength that belied her
size, she forced Allison’s head to turn so she was face to face
with her.

Even in the midst of sudden panic Allison saw
Vivian’s eyes were no longer blue, but black and rimmed with
red.

“You’re going to fuck him.” Vivian
purred as she drew Allison’s face to hers. “We’re going to fuck
him.”

She kissed Allison hard, her tongue plunging
into her mouth. Allison squealed in pain as a blast of heat seared
her throat, then everything went dark.




Chapter 4

“Hey, Mom,” James greeted her from
the couch as she entered the house. “How did it go?”

“It went very well,” she dropped
her purse on the coffee table and stood in front of him. “Learned
something interesting.”

“What was that?”

“That I need to keep you away from
those little sluts that want to steal my baby.”

“What?” James blinked in
confusion.

“You heard me.” She pulled her
sweater over her head revealing the black bra beneath
it.

“Mom, what the hell?” His eyes
widened as she tossed the sweater on the floor, and removed her
hair from the bun she’d pulled it into.

“Those whores can only give you
one thing your mother can’t, right?” She shook her head, allowing
her long jet-black hair to cascade down her back and over her
shoulders.

“Mom, have you been drinking?”
James tried to stand, but she shoved him back down into the
couch.

“They’re going to use their slutty
mouths and tight little cunts to lure you away from me,” she
reached back and unhooked her bra. “But I’m not going to let that
happen.”

She slipped her bra off and let it
fall to the floor, exposing her breasts.

“Holy shit!” James eyes looked
like they were going to pop out of his head. “What the hell is
wrong with you?”

“Does it look like anything’s
wrong with me?” She put her hands beneath her heavy breasts and
lifted them, proudly displaying them to her son. “Baby boy, men
used to line up to see Mommy’s tits.”

His eyes were on her breasts, watching as she
lightly ran her thumbs over her hard rose shaded
nipples.

“And not just my tits.” Allison
released her breasts and pushed her slacks down over her hips,
showing off her matching black panties.

“Sorry, Mommy isn’t wearing
anything fun, but your dad didn’t like me to be fun anymore. It
reminded him of when I used to be fun for any man waving money at
me.”

She put her back to him and bent
over, working her ass in a sexy shimmy as she pushed her slacks
down to the floor.

“How’s that rear view,
honey?”

She peeked over her shoulder and
smiled when she saw James staring at her ass. The look on his face
was still one of surprise, but he no longer seemed appalled.
Rather, there was a look in his dark brown eyes that Allison was
all too familiar with from her younger days.

A look of hunger.

“Yeah, your mother’s not so bad is
she?” Allison turned back to him and leaning over, put her hands on
the couch over his head and shoved her breasts in his face. “Go
ahead, honey touch them. Mommy has real tits doesn’t she? Not those
little things that skank Heather you were dating had.”

She groaned when he hesitantly
placed his hands on her breasts.

“There you go, baby. That’s what a
real woman feels like.” Allison breathed as her son fondled her
breasts with more confidence, his eyes glued to her
nipples.

“Know what else a real woman
does?” She eased back from him, and slowly sank to her knees. “She
knows how to make her boy happy. Make you happy in a way no young
girl ever could.”

Allison smiled up at him as she
unsnapped his jeans and pulled down his zipper. There was a look of
anticipation on his face that had her wet and squirming, her hips
working in slow circles. God, she hadn’t been this horny in
years.

“Hmm, someone is hard for their
mother,” Allison purred in the sultry phone sex rasp she’d mastered
when she’d worked the men at the clubs.

James slipped his hands into her
long soft hair. “You…you’re so damn hot.”

“You have no idea how hot I can
be, baby boy.” Allison slipped her fingers into his boxers and with
practiced ease, pulled his cock through them.

His hard cock.

Not just hard, but long and thick,
his head swollen an angry purple and a drop of precum oozing from
it.

Allison stroked his cock as she licked her
lips. “So hard, so big so,” she flicked her tongue across the
spongy tip making him groan. “So young and eager for
me.”

She blew lightly on it, then
parting her lips, eased them over his head. James groaned as she
slowly took him between her soft lips and into her warm willing
mouth. Allison moaned at the sensation, and taboo thrill, of having
her son’s throbbing flesh in her mouth.

His moan of pleasure and the look
of lust in his eyes sent a wave of heat through her. She’d suck him
off quick, show him how shamefully talented his mother’s mouth was,
then hop on his still hard and twitching cock and ride him long and
hard.

She’d claim that cock, make it
hers; make him hers, just as it should be.

“Oh, Mom!” James moaned as her
excitement caused her to bob her head faster.

He slid his hands down and Allison
groaned when he grabbed her tits, his palms sliding over her
sensitive nipples. She sucked faster, now deep throating him and
making wet gagging sounds as she drove her mouth repeatedly down on
his long cock.

“Mom!” he gasped, his fingers
trembling on her breasts and his legs shaking around her. “Mom…,I’m
going to…!”

Allison turned her eyes upward to
see the look on his face when he exploded into his mother’s mouth
for the first of what she now knew would be countless times. Her
head stopped moving and her heart froze in her chest.

Behind James, her arms around his
shoulders and her chin resting on his head was the red demonic
visage she’d seen Vivian momentarily transform into.

“See Allie? I told you we’d fuck
your son.”

“No!”

Allison’s eyes flew open and she
sat up, her heart pounding in her chest. She looked around wildly
until she realized she was on the couch in her living room.
But…

How did she get here?

Allison focused on trying to
remember coming home. Her mind was drawing a blank not just on
that, but she couldn’t remember speaking with Mark or Reverend Wade
before she left. She closed her eyes and tried to slow her addled
mind. What was the last thing she could remember?

Vivian grabbing her and telling her…That she
was going to fuck James. Which is what she’d just been dreaming
about with a vividness that was as disturbing as not knowing how
she’d gotten home.

As her heartbeat slowed and she
overcame the disoriented state she’d woke up in, she became aware
of how hot she was. Her fingers came away wet from her temple, and
when she wiped at her forehead she frowned at how much sweat was on
her hand.

She could feel it trickling down
her back and as if on cue a drop of sweat dripped into her eye.
Blinking through the stinging sensation it caused, she put her
hands to her cheeks. She was burning up.

Headache, sore throat, the sweats
and a fever. She’d felt fine when she’d gone to see Vivian, but
there was a flu that had been going around. Just seemed odd to hit
her so suddenly. There was another feeling she slowly became aware
that added to her unease.

Her nipples were erect and aching
as if they’d been that way for some time and she could feel a
different kind of heat between her legs. Allison turned on the
couch, swinging her legs off so her feet were on the
floor.

“What the hell?” she whispered
when moving her legs revealed the fact she was wet. So wet she
swore she felt her panties peel away from her when she
moved.

Putting her hand into the waist
band of her loose fitting slacks, she slid her fingers over her
crotch. Allison gasped when just that brief contact through the
silky material sent an electric shock through her clit and set off
a throbbing that matched the one in her nipples.

Sliding her hand out of her pants,
she lightly caressed her right breast with her other hand. Even
though her touch was light and through the bulky sweater and her
bra, the contact caused her to draw a sharp breath.

She couldn’t remember her nipples ever being so
sensitive, or her clit for that matter. Allison looked at her
fingers which were glistening from touching her panties. They
weren’t wet, they were soaked through.

She rubbed her fingers together
and the slick sticky texture of the moisture took away any though
it could have been sweat. Allison’s breathing hadn’t completely
slowed and it wasn’t just from waking up suddenly.

Her breathing wasn’t just faster
than usual, but heavier. It was the way she breathed when she was
aroused. Allison hadn’t felt this worked up in years, but it had
been common in her younger days when she’d enhanced her natural,
and already high sex drive with…No, she didn’t think about those
days anymore, no matter what.

Regardless of past or present, she shouldn’t be
responding to a dream about giving her son a…

She couldn’t finish the sentence even in her
mind.

She knew she had just come from an
encounter full of sick mother son talk, but nothing should have
been able to inspire Allison to think that way about James. Let
alone leave her in a state of arousal that had her body yearning
for a release.

“Well, when you’re so ashamed of
sex you only jill off when you’re ready to explode it doesn’t take
much to work yourself up.”

Allison’s stomach twisted at the sound of the
voice in her mind. It wasn’t Vivian’s but the light girlish voice
of the demon Vivian claimed to be possessed by.

“Familial, I know it’s not as easy
as Allie, but,” A naughty giggle sounded in her head. “We both know
there wasn’t much easier than her now was there?”

She was still asleep, she had to be.

“Nope, you woke
up before the best part of the dream,” A
breathy sigh drifted through her mind. “Allie Cat was going to get herself some cream, wasn’t
she?”

“Hmm, come on,
baby,” This time the voice was Allison’s,
the much younger and obviously drunk version. “Give your pretty kitty some cream.” A pause, then her in a
sultry pure. “I’m hungry, baby. I’m sooo hungry.”

Allison put her head in her hands
and forced herself to focus. It wasn’t real, it couldn’t be. Vivian
had rattled her and showed signs of having abilities that were
beyond anything Allison could explain in purely psychological
terms.

She’d had a sudden onset of fever
and just awoke form a vivid and twisted dream. The combination of
events had caused her to not be able to think clearly, or perhaps
she was hallucinating.

But that wouldn’t explain how
she’d lost time. She sought out the time on the DVR under the TV
and she saw it was 4:45. She had met Reverend Wade at noon, figured
she was there for maybe an hour. She’d lost close to four
hours.

“Shit!” she exclaimed. She had a
patient at 3 and another for 4:30!

Allison dug her cell out of her
sweater pocket. She unlocked it, ready to call Judy and…tell her
what? She’d just woke up and had no idea what she’d been doing the
last few hours? Before she hit her contact list, she saw she had
text messages.

Judy asking her where she was no
doubt. Allison tapped the phone to read them, and her eyes widened.
The texts were from Judy, but in reply to hers.

“Judy, the situation here is
serious, please call Carla and Larry and reschedule their
appointments. Tell them I had an emergency and I’m sorry for the
short notice.”

The next texts were from Judy,
wishing her luck with what was going on, then one a few minutes
later with the day and time of the rescheduled appointments. She’d
sent the text shortly after one, but couldn’t remember doing
it.

At this stage Allison had to
assume she spoke with Mark and Reverend Wade on the way out, what
the hell had she said? Had she spoken to Kevin?

“Hey, Mom!”

Allison jumped when James entered the room, she
hadn’t heard him pull up, or the front door.

“Hey, honey,” she sounded like
shit, her voice weak and hoarse.

“So how did it go today?” James
spoke as he made his way over. “You get sprayed with any green puke
or...” he trailed off when he appeared in front of her. “Hey, you
okay?”

“I think I’m coming down with
something.”

“Already have it,” James sat on
the edge of the coffee table. “Damn, Mom, you’re red and sweaty.
You want me to drive you to the walk in?”

“Oh, what a good boy he
is!”

“Mom?”

“What?” She shook her head, as if
she could shake the voice away.

“You sure you’re okay? You look
freaked out, like you saw a ghost.”

“I…I’m okay, just thought I heard
something.”

“We should get you to the ER,”
James rose from the table, his eyes, a slightly lighter shade of
green than hers, were full of concern.

He leaned over her and as she had
done to him for years when he was a child, pressed his lips to her
forehead.

“Aw, how
sweet!” There seemed to be no sign of
sarcasm in the voice. “Be better if those
lips were on yours though,” the raunchy
giggle she’d heard come from Vivian echoed in her head.
“Both sets!”

Allison flinched when her mind was
filled with the image of her on the couch, but naked, her legs wide
open, feet on the coffee table, and James kneeling, his face buried
between her thighs. Her hands were in his hair, her hips grinding,
working her…

“Now you’re cold, but still
sweating.” James voice mercifully dissolved the lurid vision, and
she pushed herself to reply despite how rattled she was.

“It’s just the bug that’s been
going around. I’ll be fine, I’ll take some medicine, take a hot
shower, and call it a night.”

“Its only 5.” James told her. “You
want me to make you some soup first or something?”

“You’re a good boy, honey.”
Allison managed a smile.

“We’ve been over this,” he sighed
dramatically. “Man, I’m a good man.”

“And like I say, you’ll always be
my boy.”

“Hmm, I like that one, and nothing
better than making your boy into your man.”

Sick, Allison told herself. A high fever could
cause delirium in some people.

In front of her James cocked his
head.

“What are you listening for?” he
asked her.

“Nothing, maybe whatever I have is
getting into my ear.” She rubbed her ear for effect.

“You know you hear me, but that’s
fine, I’ve been possessing women since the 16th century, I’m used
to it. We’ll have a real talk later when baby boys not
around.”

“Here you go.”

Allison looked down in surprise
when James placed a cold bottle of water in her hand. She didn’t
remember asking for it, or him leaving to get it. Maybe she should
go get checked out. No, she would try to sleep it off, see how she
felt in the morning.

“Thanks, hon.” Allison brought it
to her lips intending to only take a sip, but the sensation of the
cold water on her sore throat felt so good she chugged more than
half the bottle before stopping and placing it against her burning
forehead.

“How’s that towel feel? Is it
helping?”

Allison was aware of something cool and damp on
the back of her neck and reached up to touch the edges of the towel
draped over her shoulders. How the hell had she not felt him put it
there?

“Good, feeling better already,
doc.”

“You’re so full of crap,” James
told her. “I’m surprised…

“My eyes aren’t brown,” she
finished one of their many long running jokes. “If that was the
case you’d have your father’s eyes not mine.”

“Yeah, I suffer with the girl’s
calling me green eyes..” He ran his fingers through his hair. “I
gotot a lot from you, it’s why I’m so damned pretty.”

“If you say so
yourself.”

“You tell me that.”

“I’m your mom, I have to tell you
things like that.”

“Oh, she shoots, she scores,”
James laughed. “Maybe you are feeling better.”

“No, you just always know how to
make me smile.”

“That’s what I’m here
for.”

“Hear that, mommy? Your boy is
here to make you happy. Why don’t you tell him what would really
make you smile?”

Allison focused more closely on
him, using him, and the normalcy he represented, to help her ignore
the voice, no it was her voice, her mind doing this.

Physically, James was all her. The
same eyes, thick black hair, and even his features were on the
softer side. The pretty boy comment had come from Daniel who’d been
calling him that since he’d turned 14 and started spending as much
time in the mirror as most girls his age.

But there was nothing soft or
feminine about his body. James stood slightly over six feet with
broad shoulders and a solid upper body. He’d never played sports
but took to the weights and the gym when he was sixteen. His arms
were well defined as was his flat stomach.

Countless sit ups and hours
working out had given him a ‘six pack’ which he was always
flaunting at the beach or taking advantage of any opportunity to be
shirtless in the summer. His waist was narrow however, giving him
the tapering build of an athlete, but his legs were as well toned
as his arms.

Sitting in front of her in a light
blue collared shirt and black jeans, while sporting his usual ‘five
o clock’ shadow which he kept trimmed to never become a full beard
in order to take some of the ‘pretty away’ he looked damn
good.

“Yeah, he does.” The words were
accompanied by a tiger’s growl. “Bet he tastes even
better.”

Where he took after his father was
his sense of humor, which at times consisted of jokes so bad that’s
what made them funny, and his easy-going nature. Like his father,
James possessed a smile that could light up a room or melt your
heart.

Considering his formidable size, James was a
gentle soul who would never hurt anyone, and had a sense of
compassion and empathy for people that was well beyond his
years.

While most kids his age were
partying and dogging after any girl that walked by, James didn’t
drink, smoke pot, or even attend the parties his friends from
school invited him to. Instead he worked three nights a week at the
Cranston medical examiner’s office as an intern and volunteered at
Crossroads on Sunday where he’d serve meals to the
homeless.

His other time was spent at home, often with
her, trying to get her to watch movies and relax, or play cards or
just kind of hang out and as he would say save her from “Mopey Mom
syndrome’

The one thing he rarely seemed to
do was spend time with girls. Considering his looks, personality,
and the fact he was a sweet kid, and not the jack ass a lot of boys
his age were, he didn’t have a girlfriend.

For that matter since Daniel had
died, he’d had only one girlfriend, Heather who he had been seeing
for a few months before the accident. They broke up several months
after it happened, and Allison figured it had something to do with
James spending so much time at home with her.

“That’s why he’s a good boy, he
dropped that tart because he knew his mother needed
him.”

Since then, she stubbornly refused
to acknowledge the voice, aside from a handful of dates which never
seemed to lead to anything, he’d been alone. Allison would bring it
up occasionally because she felt he was spending too much time
worrying about her, and not having the fun he should be having at
his age.

He’d never been as into the church
as his parents were, but he did go every Sunday morning which was
more than most boy. He went less after the accident but unlike her
he hadn’t completely left the church. James was the best thing that
had ever happened to her next to Daniel, and in some ways even
better, because he was hers.

“That’s so
beautiful,” Again there was no mocking
tone to the words. “If I were in the
flesh, I’d be getting weepy right now!”

“You don’t have to babysit me, I
do feel a little better.” That wasn’t a lie, she didn’t feel quite
as warm and the pounding in her head had lessened. Fortunately, the
state of arousal she’d woken up in had faded as soon as the voice
had started.

“Just as well, you’re not ready
for anything just yet, but we’ll get you there soon.”

“You sure?” he started to rise,
but she caught his wrist.

“Know what? How about you sit and
talk to me for a few minutes: I was sleeping before you came home,
and I feel like I could nod off.”

Not to mention each time she
became lost in thought she seemed to blank out and any pause in
conversation was filled by whatever she was dealing
with.

“You should sleep, you probably
need it.”

“In a bit, like you said its
early, and I want to stay awake and see if I keep feeling
better.”

“Okay.” He sat back down. “How did
today go? Anything crazy?”

“It was different.”

“Yeah?” he turned on the cushion
so he was facing her, his eyes bright with excitement. “How was it
different? Was it creepy? Think it was real?”

“Some things I haven’t seen
before, but nothing scary.” No, just a demonic face appearing in
front of me and having my dirtiest secrets pulled out of my
head.

“Think it’s real for
once?”

“It…could be,” she
admitted.

“Wow! For you to say that it must
have been like the Exorcism of Emily Rose! What did they do that
was...?”

“Honey, you know I can’t give
details, and I’d rather talk about something a little lighter. How
was school?”

“It was fine.”

“Halloween’s in a couple weeks,
you going to any parties?”

“Got invited to a couple, probably
won’t go.”

“Why not?”

“Figured I’d stay home with you
and pass out candy and watch horror movies like we did the last
couple of years.”

“James, I appreciate you want to
keep me company, but you should go to a party. Have some fun, maybe
meet a pretty girl in a naughty costume.”

“You’d know
about those. Imagine what baby boy would think of Allie’s old
wardrobe”. She flinched at the sound a
finger snap. “Maybe you could dress up for
him and have your own party! Hmm,” Allison
heard a sound as if someone was tapping something.
“Looking through your memories, I recommend that
naughty devil costume, course I may be biased.”

“Hello?” James waved his hand in
front of her face. “Mom?”

“Sorry,” she gave him a weak
smile. “Senior moment.”

“You’re not old, you just act
old,” he gestured to her. “Dress it to. Shit, Mom, you could fit
two of you in that sweater.” He scrunched his face up. “And those
pants, you look like someone in a weight loss ad wearing their old
clothes.”

“Thanks.”

“It’s true,” he paused and poked
at his lower lip, the telltale sign he was thinking of something,
but not sure if he should say it.

“What is it, hon?”

“Nothing.”

“I know you better than you know
you,” she put her hand on his knee. “Told you before, James, you’re
an adult now, and we can speak like adults. Nothing’s off limits
between us. We promised each other that after your father
passed.”

“You guys are
like a Family channel movie!” The sound of
someone blowing their nose reverberated through her mind. Her mind
that was much clearer than when she’d first woken up. Clear enough
that she was having a hard time telling herself she was delusional.
But what did that leave?

“Why do you dress like this?” His
tone had an air of frustration as if he’d been thinking about it
for a while and finally blurting it out. “I get being professional,
but even around the house you dress like a bum.”

“If you’re this smooth at school I
see why you haven’t had any dates lately,” she cracked.

“It’s true. Modest is one thing,
you’re close to Amish these days.”

“Why is that a problem for
you?”

“Good question, but I can’t see
yet. I’m not integrated yet.”

“I want to know why. You weren’t
this bad when Dad was around.”

Allison paused before she replied,
her mind on that last unnerving comment. No, this could be
explained, she just didn’t have the answer yet.

“Maybe I just don’t want the wrong
kind of attention.”

“From me?” James asked. “Even when
you’re home you wear those baggy ass pajama pants a shirt that
looks like its two sizes too big.”

“I’m a mother of a now adult son.
I should dress properly.”

“First off, it doesn’t matter what
you wear, I’m not checking you out, but you’re taking it a bit far
don’t you think?”

“Look, James, I know I just said
we could talk, but it’s complicated for me and I don’t think you’d
understand.”

“You could try me.”

“I don’t think so.”

“It’s not like you have anything
hide, you look great.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”
Allison realized she sounded defensive and that it was from all of
Vivian’s taboo talk. The talk she was still somehow hearing. “How
do you know what I look like?”

“Easy.” James put his hand up in a
disarming gesture. “You wear no make-up and keep your hair hidden
and you’re still beautiful.”

“Thank you, how much money do you
need?”

“I’m serious. Plus you do those
online yoga classes and you use the universal gym in the basement a
couple times a week. You stay in shape.” He shrugged. “Besides,
it’s been awhile, but I’ve seen you in shorts and shirts that fit
you. You have nothing to be ashamed of.”

“What kind of comment is that to
make about your mother?” Defensive again and she knew he must be
wondering what her problem was.

“I didn’t say anything out of
line, Mom. But I am a guy and I can tell you that if you dressed
that way in front of any of my friends they’d call you a
Milf.”

“Isn’t that nice,” she muttered.
“Case in point of why I don’t dress that way. I dressed a little
more relaxed when you were younger and for your Dad. Now you
already said you know what you’re looking at and I don’t want to be
Mrs. Robinson to your friends.”

“Who?”

“A teasing older woman so
desperate for attention she’d lead on boys her son’s
age.”

“Damn, you’re uptight! You make
the old Vivian look like a tramp. But you did get off to a hot
start, didn’t you?”

“You’d be teasing by dressing like
a woman and not a scarecrow?”

“Watch it, James.” She warned him.
“I’m still your mother and you won’t be rude to me.”

“Sorry, but I don’t get it.
Besides, you started that profile on RI Singles, so you must want
some attention.”

“Yeah, Mom, you know it’s time to
get some action, but why leave the house for it? Baby boy can give
you all you need.”

“Shut up.” Allison
whispered.

“Whoa, now who’s being
rude?”

“I…” What was she going to say,
she wasn’t talking to him? “I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, you don’t seem
yourself. But seriously, you see what I mean? That pic you put up
isn’t very flattering.”

“I don’t want someone who wants me
for looks.”

“I get it, but in the beginning
there has to be some type of attraction. You’re barely
smiling.”

“Because it’s not an easy step,
James. I miss your father and part of me really has no interest in
another man, but I don’t want to die the lonely old lady you say I
already look like.”

“I hear a but in
there.”

“But I’m not sure I’m ready for
it. I put up the profile the way you would dive into cold water at
the beach, just get it over with.”

“You don’t have to meet anyone if
you really don’t want to.” James told her. “Look at me, I’m not
looking for anyone.”

“You should be. At your age, and
with everything you have going for you, you should be with
someone.”

“Not sure what I’m
offering.”

“Please, you’re in school, you
work, you volunteer, you’re sweet, compassionate, and you’re a damn
fine looking young man.”

“So it’s okay to tell me I’m good
looking?”

“I’m your mother, of course I
can.” She forced a grin. “I can do whatever I want.”

“Yes, you can, and he’ll listen to
his mommy. Especially when we make some much-needed
changes.”

“Speaking of the ad, I asked
earlier if you had any replies and you said you couldn’t talk then.
But now we’re chatting, so any bites yet?”

“Couple of chat requests, but one
t guy looked so old he must think I have daddy issues, the other
was a guy who was so proud of his fuck the world tattoo on his back
that it’s one of his profile pics.”

“Maybe the old guy thought you
were his age?” James flashed her a wicked smile, and for the first
time since she woke up her smile was real.

“That one was so good, I can’t
even be mad.”

“What if someone asks you out, you
going to go?”

“We’ll see when the time comes. I
suppose as long as I have some interest I’d go if for no other
reason than to go on an actual date to get used to it
again.”

“What if the date goes
well?”

“If it goes well I guess I’d see
no reason not to go out with him again.”

“Your boy is
awfully concerned about you meeting someone.” Allison frowned as there was a snuffling sound in her head,
like a bloodhound on the hunt. “I’m
picking up a trail here, and I bet I know where it
leads.”

“Why do you keep asking me about
it?” Allison frowned. The question had been a result of what had
just been whispered in her mind.

“Because I want to make sure
you’re careful. Lot of assholes out there.”

“I’m a big girl,
honey.”

“I know, but you’re my mom, and
you deserve to be with someone who will appreciate you and take
good care of you and love you the way dad did.”

“Who could be just like his
father? I wonder”

“I appreciate that, James, but I
have to meet someone to know if they’re that person.”

“Can I ask you a
question?”

“Of course.”

“If you end up on a date, you
going to dress like that?”

“Good question. You going to go
out looking like Mary Poppins, or you going to advertise the
goods?”

“I suppose I’ll dress a little
better.”

“Maybe wear a short dress? The red
one you bought when you planned on going to a bar and getting
lucky?”

“No,” Allison spoke softly. “That
never happened.”

“What never happened?”

“Nothing,” she shook her head.
“Thinking out loud.”

“Thinking about
how it took you a month to get up the nerve to even buy the damn
thing? Then another week before you bought the fuck me shoes to
wear with it.” A sigh. “Couple more days to pick up the sexy lace bra and
thong.”

Her own thoughts. There had to be
her thoughts, but coming in the voice she’d briefly heard when she
thought she saw that face. Yes, that was it. Vivian’s sexual
issues, although the opposite of hers, still struck home, then the
fever.

“Then another two weeks before you
told James the lie you were going out with friends to catch up and
have dinner. You even booked a room at the hotel two blocks from
the club you were going prowling in. Had it all planned out how you
were going to get what you needed.

“Bring the old Allie out of
retirement and get fucked like your goody two shoes husband
never…”

“Stop,” Allison put her fingers to
her temple and noticed she was sweating again. “Just
stop.”

“I’m just asking a question.”
James replied, rightfully thinking she was talking to
him.

“You were hornier than you’d been
in years. Wet at the office thinking about it. Fingering your
neglected cunt every night and coming to the thought of having a
cock between those perfect lips and then getting on all fours and
getting it hard and fast.

“Talking dirty, acting dirty,
going full on porn star, or maybe just repressed church girl
telling herself she was a reformed slut, but secretly wanting, no
needing, to be taken the way they used to take you back
then.”

“Oh, my god,” Allison put her head
in her hands and noted her hair was damp with sweat and the
pounding was back in her temples.

But as shaken as she was, she
clung to this was coming from her.. The sex talk had brought up her
own issues, the ones that as a therapist she knew she should deal
with, but couldn’t.

“Mom, what’s the matter?” James
had his hands on hers, gently trying to pull them from her face so
he could look at her.

“Physician heal thyself? That
never works, but that’s okay, Allie. I’m helping as we
speak..”

“Put your arms up,” James told
her.

Allison blinked when she realized she was now
standing. James was in front of her… and trying to take off her
sweater!


Chapter 5

James had pulled her sweater up to
just below her breasts and another tug caused her to feel it
sliding over them, exposing the bottom of her black bra.

Without being aware she’d done it, her arms
were up over her head and the sweater was now over her chest.
Allison’s breath caught as once again her mind was overwhelmed with
an unwanted visual.

James getting her sweater off and
tossing it away, her putting her hands on his face and pulling him
into a deep passionate kiss. His hands were on her stomach, her
sides, sliding over her breasts.

His tongue darted between her
parted lips and into her mouth where it was eagerly met by her
tongue. His arms were around her, his hands on her bra, unhooking
it with an ease that made her wonder how many girls he’d done this
to.

“That doesn’t matter, all that
matters is you’ll be the last women he does it to, because once a
boy has his mother, no girl can compare.”

“Stop it!” Allison brought her
arms down before James could get her sweater over her head. What
the hell are you doing?” she grabbed his forearms and roughly
shoved them away.

“Easy,” James backed away, a
confused look on his face. “I’m helping you off with your
sweater.”

“I can see that” Allison snapped,
quickly shoving the sweater back down. “Why the hell would you do
that?”

“Because you asked me
to.”

“I did not!”

“Mom,” James spoke slowly, the
confusion in his eyes now replaced with concern. “You said you were
burning up, and for me to help you take your sweater off. You don’t
remember that?”

“I…” I what? Calm down, think. She
knew there was no way she’d ask him to do that.

“Oh, sorry, that might have been
me. I know its early, but figured I’d toss out a line and see what
bites. He does seem obsessed with you covering up that beautiful
body after all.”

“I think we need to get you to the
hospital.” James told her. “I think you’re blanking
out.”

He was dead on, but she wasn’t
going to an ER. What would she tell them? So there’s this voice in
my head, thinks it’s a demon and wants me to fuck my
son?

“Yeah, I’m kind of rattled and not
feeling well. What I said was I need to get the sweater off, I
didn’t ask you to do it. I was going to go in my room
and…”

She trailed off when she saw the dubious look
on his face.

“I’m not deaf, Mom. Why would I
try to take your top off on my own?”

“Maybe because he wants to see
what Mommy has going on under there?”

“I don’t know, you seem to be
pretty interested in what’s under there.”

“What did you say?” James eyes
went wide.

“You heard me, you were just
talking about how I dress and cover up what you seem to think is a
nice body. Even called me a milf.”

“Mom, you’re not making any sense.
Just sit down, and calm down.”

“Asked if I’d dress better on a
date. What’s the matter, baby boy? You jealous if some guy gets to
see more of me than you do?”

“Baby boy?” James
repeated.

“You got a mommy thing,
James?”

“You need to stop, Mom, seriously,
this isn’t you talking.”

“Know what?” Allison crossed her
arms, grabbing the bottom of the sweater. “How about I give you
what you want? Satisfy your curiosity?”

With no hesitation she peeled the sweater off
and flipped it at him.

“Well, what do you think?” She
spread her arms, showing off her breasts. “Your mother have a nice
rack?”

“Jesus,” James whispered, but with
his face averted.

“Bigger than those tiny little
titites that bitch Heather had,” She sneered. “But that’s what
happens when you go for little girls. Your mother’s a real woman,
baby.”

She paused when he remained looking away, his
lips moving, but nothing coming out as if he had no idea what to
say.

“What, this isn’t good enough? You
need to see them without the bra?” she reached behind her. “No
problem, I mean its only fair you get to see them. After all, just
about every guy in…”

“No!” James lunged forward and
grabbed her arms, pulling them down in front of her. “What the hell
is wrong with you?”

“I…I…” Something within her seemed
to break and she would have fallen backwards if James hadn’t been
holding her arms. “I don’t know what…”

“Just a push, Allie. You’re much
more receptive than Viv. I couldn’t influence her to do anything
for a couple of days. Guess you’re just as easy as you ever
were.”

“Easy,” James gave her a gentle
push, easing her down on the couch.

“Look at those
big strong hands on his mama’s nice soft skin. That boy could just
pin you down and take you if he wanted,” a
sultry purr followed. “And you’d love it,
because you could pretend you didn’t want it.”

James, focus on him, and just him. Allison told
herself. Nothing else, just him. His words, his actions,

Once she was sitting he picked up
her sweater and handed it to her, then made a show of putting his
back to her while she pulled it back on.

“Okay to turn around?”

“He got an eyeful, don’t let him
fool you.”

“Yes,” she said meekly,
humiliation now being added to the list of emotions she was dealing
with. “Honey, I’m so sorry. I don’t know what came over
me.”

“You need some cum over you,
that’s your problem, little miss frigid.”

“Mom, what the hell was that all
about?”

“I’m not myself. I’m not feeling
well.”

“Spacing out can be from being
sick, so can being snappy. But that shit you were talking doesn’t
come from a damn fever.”

“You’re right,” she said in a
subdued tone.

“I know I am. Now how about you
tell me what’s really going on here?”

Allison frowned. He deserved the
truth, especially after that shameful meltdown and the things she’d
accused him of. But how could she tell him?

“Come on, Mom.” He sat down on the
table in front of her. “I see there’s something, just tell me.” He
gave her a nervous smile. “I feel like I’m the parent
here.”

“I get to be the kid who doesn’t
fess up?” she joked halfheartedly.

“You always guilted me into
fessing up.” He put his hand on her leg. “That was crazy talk and
you were so red and sweating bullets.” He looked at her more
closely. “That stopped when you snapped out of it. Your color is
better and not sweating anymore.”

“What can I say, I run hot early
on.”

“I really can’t say.”

“Mom, if this were pretty much
anything else, I’d say okay, but you were making it sound like I
wanted to see your…” he began to blush. “Um, breasts. I mean, did I
do something that would make you think that? It can’t be about me
making fun of your clothes.”

He was right, she had to clear this up or he
might feel as if he’d done something wrong. Or worse, wonder if the
issue –and potential interest-was on her end.

“Someone has it
or I wouldn’t be able to be here,” The
voice sounded odd, as if it had doubts as well. Wait, what was she
on about? This was a projection of the things she’d
heard.

“Okay, I’ll fess up as you say.
But you can’t say anything because it has something to do with the
patient I saw earlier.”

“I understand,” he nodded.
“Besides, you don’t have to tell me names or anything. I have no
idea where you went.”

“It was disturbing, the woman had
some symptoms I’ve never seen, and need to look for some kind of
precedents to make sense of it.”

“Still not seeing how this made
you talk like that.”

“Her condition has led to some
sexually deviant behavior.”

“Details? Is she hot?”

“I like this kid!”

“It’s not funny, James. The woman
seduced her son.”

“Whoa,” James whistled. “You mean
like all the way? She had sex with him?”

“Round the world and back
again!”

“Yes, more than once. That’s why
her husband called the church. But during my time with her it was
mostly all she talked about. Sick talk of mothers needing to be
their son’s lovers to save them from needy girls and the son to
please their mother.

“Between all that talk and the
other things, it really got to me. Then I come home okay, and wake
up with a fever and I wasn’t thinking straight and you’re making
comments about my clothes, and telling me I look good, then the
sweater.”

“You did tell me to take it
off.”

“I,” At this point she had to lie.
“Like I said, not myself and I…I thought I was giving you some kind
of test, figured you’d say no.”

“Why would I? You were sweating
and saying how hot you were and asked me to help.”

“But all I had on underneath was a
bra, you shouldn’t want to see me like that.”

“First, its no different than
seeing you in a bikini top, second I wasn’t thinking about it like
that, just trying to help. I don’t look at you like
that.”

“Lying, he has
to be.” Again, the voice sounded
confused. “I’ll see when we’re much
closer.”

“First, have you ever seen me in a
bikini top? Second, its just not proper.”

“Mom, do you have some type of
body issues?”

“What?”

“I don’t know, you seem
self-conscious or something. Like you’re hiding yourself for some
reason.”

“I’m the shrink in the house thank
you.”

“Sorry, but okay, so the crazy
incest lady got to you?”

“I told you never to use the word
crazy.”

“Whatever, but I can see where it
got to you, especially with being sick, but still think you over
reacted.”

“I did, and I’m sorry.”

“Not that weird
anyway.”

“Excuse me?”

“Don’t get me wrong, actually
sleeping with your family is out there, but taboo stuff is all over
the porn sites.”

“You watch porn?”

“I’m 20, Mom.” He sighed. “Guess I
shouldn’t have said anything, but it was my turn not to
think.”

“You watch incest porn? That’s a
thing these days?”

“This is getting more awkward by
the minute,” he muttered. “But no, at least not on
purpose.”

“You accidentally watch it? It
jumps onto your laptop?”

“I like Milf stuff. Some of the
women I like do the mommy videos. I usually don’t watch those if
it’s in the title, but sometimes if they just show the actress I
click them.”

“Actress,” Allison rolled her
eyes. “Then again they are acting like they like it.”

“You never faked it though, did
you? Whenever the johns touched you, your naughty ass came for
real.”

“Anyway, I clicked on one awhile
back that had my favorite in it, and it turned out to be a mom
thing, but had a story to it, kind of romantic in a
way.”

“Romantic incest porn.” Allison
grunted. “Wow, what have I been missing?”

“Come on, you watch
porn.”

“I do not.” Allison said
defensively. “Why would you think I do?”

“Because…” he looked away. “Never
mind, dumb comment.”

“No, you tell me why.”

“Because you’re a healthy woman in
her prime who has been alone for two years.”

“You shouldn’t be thinking of me
like that.”

“I’m picking that trail up again.
For a minute there I thought I screwed up.”

“Why? I know you’re my mom, but
you’re a woman and we’re adults. You don’t think I…”

“TMI!” Allison cut him off.
“Somethings don’t need to be discussed.”

“You really don’t watch
porn.”

“No, but she pretty much lived it
for a few years.”

“No, I really don’t and you
shouldn’t either.”

“You said porn is fine as long as
you don’t get carried away or expect women to act like that, or
that’s all sex is.”

“Picked funny times to listen to
me didn’t you?”

“I read the article you wrote
about it for that journal a couple years ago.”

“Yes, fine, you caught me being a
mom and not a psychiatrist. There’s nothing wrong with it in
moderation, but it’s not my thing, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Because it would drive you wild
and you’d want to act that way.”

“But back to the whole taboo
thing. Its mega popular, the top searches on the site is mom and
sister and daddy’s little girl stuff.”

“Seriously?”

“He shits you not, Allie, I told
you the internet was awesome!”

“Not like its real, they’re all
pretending, so it’s just fantasy.” James went on. “I suppose a lot
of people who watch it maybe had some thoughts about family, and
it’s a way to get it out of their system, but I think a lot of
people just think the idea is hot.”

“Why they would is beyond
me.”

“Crossing the ultimate line. Some
people get into breaking the rules, makes things more
fun.”

“That I can
understand.”

“Plus the movies that aren’t just
hardcore, but have that forbidden love angle make it seem sort of
right in away. Like love is love.”

“Think I said that to you through
Viv, when talking about society’s bullshit rules, love is
love.”

“James how many of these things
have you watched?” His saying exactly what Viv had said had her
worried.

“I…only a couple,” the way he said
it told her it wasn’t entirely true. Christ, was he watching movies
about the exact situation she had just come from?

“Nothing is a
coincidence in this world, Allison,” The
use of her full name caught her attention. “Timing is everything and destiny must be fulfilled. That’s
the part I play. Angel, demon, heaven or hell, we all serve
fate.”

Mind games that was it. Her
subconscious was creating these replies based on her own concerns.
But she couldn’t control what he was saying, and if he was watching
those movies? No, she was paranoid, like he saida lot of people
watched them.

That was it, no different than women who would
have rape fantasies and read stories and watch rape play porn
videos. Hot fantasy, but nothing they’d want to be real.

“But this woman really slept with
her son?” James pulled her from her latest attempt to explain
whatever the hell was happening.

“That’s what I said, and there is
nothing hot about this. It could destroy their family, and once she
is better and realizes what she did, the guilt will be hard to deal
with.”

“Wow, its like an incest version
of Devil in Mrs. Jones.” He chuckled. “The Devil in
Mom.”

“Nothing funny here, James. Then I
come home and you’re talking about my body and now you’re telling
me you watch that shit.” She scowled at the thought. “Guess I’m
glad I dress like a prude.”

“That’s low, Mom.” James returned
the scowl in identical fashion. “I don’t think of you like that,
not at all.”

“People watch porn to see things
they’d like to do, but can’t.” Careful, she warned herself, she was
getting accusatory.

“Any woman who watches a video
where a woman screws her boss, must want their boss?”

“Its different, that’s common,
taboo is extreme, hence the word.”

“Sorry I brought this up.” He
groused, but kept going. “I like older women, that’s my thing when
it comes to fantasy. The mom vids are older women. I admit the
thought that a mom would sleep with her son is kind of hot, but
she’s not my mom.”

“I see your point.” She was still
uneasy about it, but needed to drop it. In fact, she wondered why
the hell she’d kept the awkward conversation going.

“That would be me, little push is
all I can manage right now. Ask him why he likes older
women.”

“Why do you have a thing for older
women?” What the hell? She had no desire to know that
answer.

“You’re wondering why we’re
talking about this and you keep it going?”

“Just curious, You’re twenty,
girls your age are young and pretty and fun, why a woman your
mother’s age?”

James didn’t answer right away,
and Allison heard an odd buzzing sound in her head accompanied by
the pressure she’d felt earlier in Viv’s room.

“Can’t read anyone yet, need more
time.”

“If you need to know I feel like
I’m more mature than girls my age. They get on my nerves a little.
Too cutesy, giggle, kind of needy.”

“We’re talking porn, not dating.
What makes you get,” she searched for the word. “Inspired shall we
say by older women?”

“I think its because a girl my age
should look good and be in shape. But a woman in her late thirties
or forties who has had kids and gone through a lot of real life
shit, and are still hot and in great shape? That’s a lot more
impressive.”

“Never thought of it like
that.”

“They don’t play games, and they
know what they want and they,” his turn to hesitate. “They have a
lot of experience and no hang ups.”

“You’re saying they’re better
fucks?”

“Mom!” James looked genuinely
surprised at her words.

“In their prime, high sex drive,
and tired of the drama and baggage of guys their age. Guys who are
supposed to be men but act like little boys and talk big and expect
their wife to be a wildcat but they’re boring as fuck and one and
done?”

As he had before, James stared at her with no
idea how to respond.

“But those boys your age? They’re
eager to please, and can go all night can’t they?”

“Um, TMI?” James gave a weak
laugh.

“And if they do get tired? Well,
women my age know how to be persuasive don’t we? Girls your age
think all they need to do is pose and look good, women my age?
We’ll work for that cock won’t we?”

“Who the hell are you?”

James words startled her and she
felt her face flushing in shame. They also caused a twisting
feeling in her stomach because he was right, who was she right
now?

“You, I’m working on your
inhibitions, you built up a lot of them last twenty
years.”

“Sorry, I just…”

“Don’t blame this on being weirded
out by some crazy sex talk, Mom. What’s got into you?”

“Nothing in two years, and nothing
good in decades.”

“I don’t know,” she said softly.
“For some reason this topic keeps pissing me off.” Keep going, she
told herself. Try and come up with something. “I…I don’t like the
way you think of women my age, thinking we’re all horny out of
control cougars looking for a cub.”

“For someone who doesn’t watch
porn, you know what cougar cub means.”

“I didn’t say I never watched,
just not for a long time. I think you should go out and find a girl
your age and have some fun James, not hang around here with me
using porn and hand lotion as your sex life.”

“That was damn crude.”

“Its true though, college is a
great time of your life. You’re at a great age. In a couple more
years you’ll graduate, start a career and real life. Take advantage
of being young, honey. You say I act old, but look at you, work,
school and time with your mother.”

“I like being with you, and I
don’t have anyone I’m interested in and you told me sex should
never be just sex, that I should care about the person. I’m not
going to just hook up.”

“James, what really happened with
Heather?”

He rolled his eyes.
“Again?”

“You were with her for two years,
and six months after your dad passed. I still don’t buy it just
didn’t work out.”

“We broke up over a year ago, Mom,
why is this still a thing?”

“Because you haven’t done much to
meet anyone since.”

“Focusing on school and work which
is part of school.”

“And hanging with me when you
should be having fun.”

“Whatever.” James gave his default
response for when he was done with a topic.

“I’m trying with the dating site.
I’m willing to get out there and so should you.”

“Right, you’ll be dating someone.”
He said it with an unhappy look on his face. “I asked if you were
going to dress better for your dates.”

“You did, we got way sidetracked
after that. Did you have another question about that?”

“You going to put out for
them?”

It was James voice, but his lips hadn’t moved
and she’d heard it in her mind, not her ears.

“Got that one! Shows how close you
two are, I should be a day or two away from doing that.”

Aloud James said.

“No, like I said, just be careful.
Don’t want you meeting some creep.”

“Or fucking them.”

Again, in her head while in front of her James
rose from the table.

“You seem a lot better, at least
when you’re not acting like you have turrets and saying weird shit.
I’m going to heat up some leftovers and go in my room, I have a
paper to work on. You want me to make you anything?”

“I’m okay, hon, and I’m sorry if
this was a strange conversation and I’m out of sorts.”

“Its okay, but maybe you should
get some rest.”

“I think I’ll do that.” Allison
stood up and put her hand on his arm before he could turn away from
her.

“I love you, honey, with all my
heart. You know that, right?”

“All your heart?” He smiled, but
it had an air of sadness to it. “If you want to meet someone you
must have a part for someone else, no?”

“That’s a different love, James.”
She told him. “And it takes nothing away from you. You’ll always be
my boy, and the most important man in my life.”

“Promise?” The smile seemed more
real now.

“You have my word.” She moved her
hand to his scruffy cheek and rose up on her toes to give him a
quick kiss.

At the last second, James turned
his head and her lips found his. He kissed her hard, and for a
moment she resisted, but when his strong arms encircled her and his
hands slid up her sweater, caressing her back, she caved and
returned the kiss with equal passion.

“You’re wrong, Mom,” he whispered
against her lips.

“About what?” she asked
breathlessly as she felt him unhook her bra.

“There’s only one love, and I have
it for you.” He whispered, his intense eyes staring into hers. “And
you have it for me, you just don’t know it yet.”

“Then how can you
know?”

“Because, silly girl, I told him
you did.”


Chapter 6

Allison opened her eyes at the
sound of her cell ringing. She went to reach for it, then stopped
when the movement caused water to splash on the floor. She was in
the tub, slouched down, her head resting on the small pillow she
kept there, and the rest of her body submerged unto the lukewarm
suds filled water.

“When?” she whispered, as again
she had no memory of drawing the bath and getting into
it.

At least this time she didn’t feel
hot or have a headache and burning throat when she woke up. Nor to
her relief, did she feel any type of arousal.

When she thought back on the last thing she
clearly remembered it didn’t cause any pain and her mind itself was
clear. The memory came quick and without effort, but the image
itself didn’t comfort her.

Her and James kissing, he was
trying to get her bra off and whispering about how much he loved
her, and how she supposedly loved him too. Had that been another
hallucination? One of her mini black outs had led to him taking her
sweater off, what if this had been another?

No, she couldn’t see him saying
anything like that, let alone kissing her. In spite of the initial
paranoia his confession about mom porn had caused, she didn’t
really believe there was anything there. His concerns over her
dating wasn’t jealousy but being protective of her.

James now saw himself as the man of the house
his father had been and was nervous that she was getting ready to
meet someone. His nerves would be soothed if he knew that she was
still unsure if she could go through with a date.

She had needs, not just sexual,
but she needed company that wasn’t her son. She needed affection,
someone to hold her hand and curl up with on the couch. But the sex
was there as well. Allison had done a good job of keeping her sex
drive in check, settling for Daniel’s romantic love making and
pretty much vanilla approach.

She managed it not just because
she had no choice as she’d never be unfaithful, but she was getting
something, and it was with love not lust. But she would still
sometimes crave that lust and long for some down and dirty pants
down, skirt hiked up, take me against the wall, sex.

But now that she’d had nothing for
two years she was reaching the point she needed to find something
and do it the right way, before she lost control like she almost
had the day she’d gotten dressed up to get messed up, and rented
the motel before she managed to reign herself in.

That dress and her entire plan had
been repeated to her by that voice. It had to be hers, no other way
it could have risen like that. Feeling foolish, yet apprehensive at
the same time, she cocked her head and closed her eyes, listening
for it.

There was nothing, which should be what she
expected, but it was still a relief.

“Hello?” she whispered. “Anyone
there that’s not supposed to be? Viv? Weird imaginary demon
girl?”

A comforting silence, and she
released a long sigh as she reached down and picked her cell up
from the floor to see who had called. Before she looked she saw it
was ten pm. It was five when James had come home and they’d talked
for a while, but again she was missing four hours.

The water in the tub wasn’t cold and it was
still full of enough suds to prevent her from seeing through them
so she couldn’t have been in there that long.

“Not out of the woods yet.”
Allison went to slide open her phone and froze.

Her fingernail was at least a half
an inch long and painted blood red. Allison pulled her left hand
from under the water and saw that all her nails on that hand were
that length and all red except for her middle finger which was
black.

Painting them while blacked out
was possible at this point, but she’d trimmed them yesterday and
they had been barely past her finger. She thought of Vivian’s nails
and a shudder of fear went through her. Please still be dreaming
she thought.

“Don’t you remember what you told
James when he didn’t want to go to bed?”

“We grow when we sleep,” she
replied softly.

Jesus, not only was it back, but she’d replied
to it. Allison lifted her left leg, until her foot emerged from the
suds and saw her toenails were painted the same as her
nails.

Her phone vibrated in her hand,
and she saw the notification she had a voice mail. Slipping her
foot back under the water, she checked the message, trying to
distract herself from her current unexplainable
circumstances.

“Hey, Miss Reed, this is Kevin, my
dad said you wanted to talk to me about,” a long silence that had
her wondering if he’d hung up. “What happened. He told me you
didn’t want to meet in the house and for me to pick a spot. I can
be at Starbuck’s on Route 4 any time tomorrow morning if that
works. Thanks.”

She had a conversation with Mark
that she couldn’t remember, but apparently she’d been acting fine
and had asked what she would have had she been aware, talk to Kevin
and not in his house where he’d be more uncomfortable.

Allison found his number and sent him a
text.

“Tomorrow is Saturday, I won’t be
in the office so let me know what works for you.”

“10 okay?”

“That’s fine, see you then and
thank you for agreeing to talk to me.”

“No problem, have a good
night.”

Allison saw she missed a text from
Reverend Wade asking her to call him. He’d texted her at 8:45. She
wondered what she’d been doing at that time? It was a little after
ten, but he tended to be a night owl so she called.

Fact is at this point she would call even if
she thought she’d wake him, she had to keep her mind moving and in
the moment.

“Hello, Allison, how are
you?”

“I’m okay.”

“Good to hear, you said you were
feeling a little under the weather when you left. Did Kevin call to
meet with you?”

“He did, and it turned out to be
pretty much nothing. Maybe I’m at hot flash age,” she forced a
laugh. “I felt better once I got home.”

“Did you find what you were
looking for as far as precedents for her behavior?”

“No, I ended up getting a bit tied
up, but will be spending tomorrow morning on it.”

“Please do, but it may not be
necessary.”

“What do you mean?”

“After you left, Vivian came out
of the room, guess those bungies weren’t tied to well, and she
seemed to be her old self. No odd behavior, and very distraught
over the things that had happened.”

“Interesting.”

“She was claiming she could see
herself doing and saying things, but had no control. Claimed it was
a demon named,” she could hear him shuffling papers. “Familial.
I’ve gone through demonology texts and did a google and wiki search
and there’s no record of a demon by that name.”

“Maybe because she made it up?”
Allison was close to admitting Vivian hadn’t made anything up, but
was staying in character.

“I knew you’d say that. You seemed
convinced we were dealing with a personality disorder. That’s your
area of expertise, but I doubt that just goes away
instantly.”

“It can actually. As fast as an
event can trigger the onset, something can snap them
back.”

“And if she was still disturbed
when you spoke to her what do you suppose happened in a few minutes
that she is suddenly herself?”

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “I’m
going to talk to Kevin tomorrow because regardless of how she is
acting now, that family is going to need some professional help
getting through this mess.”

“Agreed, the church offers
guidance as well.”

“If they want the spiritual angle
then that’s fine, it’s their choice, but not everyone believes
faith heals all.”

“You used to.”

“I was proven wrong wasn’t
I?”

“I don’t want to argue, Allison, I
want what’s best for this woman and her family.”

“Agreed.”

“You pick up nothing new in your
talk with her?”

“In confidence?”

“Always.”

I have a feeling the marriage may not be as
perfect as it seemed. I was right that she is angry with him and
getting some sort of payback.”

“I wonder if she remembers what
she told him about what he did to that young girl.”

“Tough one, because if we ask that
would put it out in the open.” Allison stifled a yawn. Damn she was
tired even though it seemed like she hadn’t done much of anything
since she’d been home and had already been sleeping when she’d
woken up from her first time lapse.

“Interesting you mentioned there
being some issues we weren’t aware of though.” Reverend Wade
said.

“Why is that?”

“As you say, in confidence. The
reason I called was I was fishing a little because Mark called me
after 7 o’clock and was very distraught.”

“I thought you said she was back
to herself.”

“She still is according him. But
he said she wanted to talk to him and proceeded to tell him that
she thinks they need some space.”

“Damn, she wants to
leave?”

“Yes, and with their son. She does
not seem to feel as much guilt over that as she should. He told me
she said she was sorry about the other encounters, and about
sleeping with their son behind his back, but she…well, she is
pretty much saying she wants to be with him, not Mark.”

“That’s….” Love is love, back to
those words again. “She still can’t be herself. I’ll see her
again.” She thought back on what happened this afternoon. “With
you, together this time. Deal?”

“Deal. Will you call me and let me
know what Kevin has to say about this?”

“I will.”

“Thank you, good night, Allison.
God Bless.”

“Good night,” she ended the
call.

Allison lifted her foot and pushed
the lever over the faucet to drain the tub. She remained where she
was as the water ran out. She kept her eyes straight ahead as it
did, not looking down as her body was revealed.

She stood, and tossed the pillow
on the floor, then drew the shower curtain across the tub. Allison
turned on the shower to rinse off, again her eyes staring at the
tiles in front of her, and not glancing down.

She released her hair from the bun she’d tied
it into and shook her head, letting her long lustrous hair, cascade
down her back. She ducked under the shower, wetting her hair, then
grabbed the shampoo and washed it.

Leaving the shampoo in, she picked
up a bottle of a bottle of apple scented body wash and squirted
some in her hand. Eyes still focused on shower wall, she
methodically washed her body. Her hands running quickly over her
breasts, then down her stomach.

She washed between her thighs,
closing her eyes and trying to ignore the fact it had been so long
since she masturbated, just her soapy fingers quickly sliding over
her sent a shiver through her body.

Allison put one foot at a time on
the edge of the tub, leaning over and washing her legs and feet,
then straightened and washed her back, taking her time, until she
reached her ass which she did quickly.

At no point did she look at her
body. The body the first club owner she ever worked for said was
built for sin, and sin she had. At this point with her no longer
wanting anything to do with Church or god, she didn’t see the sin
in the biblical sense anymore.

But she’d sinned against herself.
Shamelessly exposing herself to drunken leering men, whoring
herself to any of them that had the money to take her into the
back. Then the ones with more money, enough to meet her at a motel
for something more than a ‘get him off and get to the next one;’
encounters in the club. The private parties were the worst, and
most shameful.

Allison stood under the shower,
rinsing off and went through the daily routine of telling herself
she was being ridiculous. She should take no shame in her body. She
did those things willingly, she had control of her body, not the
other way around.

The argument quickly reversed that
her body was in control. Always horny, always wet even as she
degraded herself on and off the stage, always needing to satisfy
those urges. With men, the expression little head controlled the
big head was often true, but it could be for women as
well.

She shut the water off and drawing back the
curtain plucked a towel off the rack and dried herself off while
she stared off into space. Even though it was only a few feet from
the bathroom to her bed, she wrapped the towel around
herself.

She wouldn’t walk even that short
distance naked. As it was she felt uncomfortable in just the towel,
but she’d tossed her robe in the dryer this morning and forgotten
to grab it on her way into her room.

She assumed she forgot anyway, not
like she remembered coming in here. Allison paused to pick up the
brush on the bathroom counter and run it through her damp towel
dried hair. When she was done, she left the bathroom and walked
over to her bed.

She pulled open one of the drawers
built into the base and removed a pair of baggy yellow pajama pants
with pictures of Snoopy all over them, and a plain white
t-shit.

“That’s what you wear to bed? Girl
you do need help, don’t you?”

This time the voice didn’t come
from inside her mind, but behind her. Allison whirled around, and
felt her heart freeze in her chest.

She was facing the mirror over her
dresser, but instead of her reflection she found herself staring at
the demon she’s seen for a split second at Vivian’s house. But this
time, not just her face, but her entire body.

Her skin was the same red as her
face, and she wore a black low cut skin tight half shirt, and a
pair of matching denim shorts cut off so high the lining of the
pockets were visible on her crimson thighs. Her breasts were full,
looking as if they were going to spill out of the skimpy top, and
her hips flared out to give her a nice figure.

Her legs were long, and ended in a
pair of black sandals which featured straps that wound up and
around her legs up to her knees. Her long black hair was down, and
now that she had a longer look, Allison realized the black ram
horns curled around her head were part of her hair.

“Like that? Took
me a hundred years to get my hair to do that.” She put her arms over her head, and did a quick turn showing
off her well rounded ass in the shorts which had a slit in them to
accommodate a long black tail that ended in a three pronged
fork.

“What do you
think?” She faced Allison again, and
cupped her impressive breasts. “Not bad
for almost four hundred years old, huh?”

Allison had been speechless with
shock, but her paralysis snapped, and she let out a loud
scream.

“Jeez, I’m not
that bad.” She rolled her black
eyes. “But whatever, have a seat we need
to have a little girl to girl chat.”

“You’re not real!” Allison yelled
at her.

“No, I’m a reflection, but I’m
real enough to be inside you and projecting this.”

“Get out!” Allison shouted. “Get
the hell out of here!”

“Allie! Are we cross? What did I
do to you? I’m here to help you and your boy.”

“I said get out of my house and my
head!”

Allison screamed again, but this
time in response to her bedroom door flying open so hard it slammed
against the wall behind it and rattled on its hinges. James, clad
only in a pair of gray boxer briefs and brandishing an aluminum
baseball bat exploded into the room.

“Oops!”
The demon in the mirror laughed, and vanished,
leaving Allison staring at her own wild eyed
visage.

“Where is he?” James demanded,
gripping the bat in both hands. “Where the fuck are you,
asshole?”

He stormed towards the bathroom,
and Allison, her legs suddenly weak, sank to her knees in front of
the bed. James entered the bathroom, then came out, and headed for
her bedroom window which was closed and the blinds pulled
down.

He stopped in front of it, then
turned back to Allison where she remained kneeling on the
floor.

“I don’t see anyone.” He lowered
the bat. “Who did you see?”

“I…I…I don’t know,” she
stammered.

“You had to see someone.” James
looked around the room. “But your window and the bathroom window
are shut.”

His eyes searched the room and landed on the
door to her walk in closet.

“In there?” he
whispered.

“No,” Allison slowly shook her
head.

James gave her an odd look and
walked to the closet door. He quickly yanked it open and stepped
inside, pushing the bat into the rows of clothes, and peering
behind them. Allison stayed where she was, her heart pounding in
her chest, and unable to move.

Was she losing her damned
mind?

“Mom, there’s no one here.” He
closed the closet door and walked over to stand in front of
her.

“Goddamn, look
at your boy!” Familial meowed in her
mind. “Those arms, that stomach, and
honey, look at that bulge in those cute little boxers. Hmm, I bet
it gets bigger very soon.”

Allison didn’t want to look, just
keep her head down because she wasn’t only scared and humiliated,
but how could she explain this? Yet her head lifted, and her eyes
roamed up and down her son’s body as if he were just some guy she
was checking out.

He did look good, his powerfully
built upper body, that washboard stomach and his thick muscular
thighs. Her eyes, even as she fought to tear them away lingered on
his crotch and going by what she could see his cock would match the
rest of his beautiful body.

Allison’s dream played through her mind. The
way she’d sank to her knees, slipped her fingers in and deftly
pulled her son’s hard cock through them. The way she’d taken him
into her mouth.

The mixed look of surprise and
lust on his face as he watched his mother blow him. She was on her
knees now. His cock eye level and only a couple feet away.
Allison’s breathing picked up and her nipples stiffened beneath the
towel.

A moist heat was rapidly building
between her thighs. She lifted her head and saw him staring down at
her. She was just in the towel and although her breasts were
concealed, she knew it was a sexy look.

Sexy look, what was she thinking?
It was her thinking it, this was her mental voice, not Familial’s.
When did ‘the voice’ as she’d referred to it become first name
basis? Her attention shifted, as if redirected by some type of
push, and she was back to watching James watch her.

There was still a look of worry on
his face, but his eyes were moving as hers were, darting up and
down her kneeling form. There was a flicker in her mind, like that
of an old-fashioned movie projector, and Allison was now looking at
herself as if from his eyes.

Her shoulder and upper chest bare,
a fair amount of cleavage showing above where the end of the towel
was tucked in between them. Her still damp black hair was fanned
across her shoulders and flowed down her bare upper
back.

Kneeling had caused the towel to
ride up, showing off most of her upper thighs, and only a few
inches of it concealing between her legs. The heat which had been
building there turned into a dull throb, as her now swollen clit
ached to be touched, to be licked, to be given the attention she’d
stubbornly denied it for so long.

She watched her dark eyes roaming
his body and could see where people had told her in the past they
smoldered. There seemed to be a light behind them as well, as if
the same heat between her legs were being reflect there.

Allison felt disembodied as if she
were watching a movie. She felt weightless as if she were floating,
and when she watched herself suck on her lower lip, a move of pure
lust, there was conscious thought behind the action.

But she could feel herself doing
it, feel her hard nipples rubbing against the towel as her
breathing became much heavier. Her face was flushing, and this time
not from fever. She released her lower lip, then slowly licked both
lips, her pink tongue sliding over her soft flesh.

“Jesus, she’s so fucking
hot.”

As she’d heard it once earlier,
that was James voice in her head, but she was now back to seeing
him through her eyes and his lips hadn’t moved. Was she hearing his
thoughts?

“Knock it off, she’s my goddamn
mother, and she’s not right.”

Her gaze fell on his crotch once
more and despite his words, the bulge was obviously bigger, and
longer.

Her son was getting hard watching
her.

Allison’s left had rose of its own
volition, and she placed her palm on his stomach. His hard-flat
muscular stomach. God, he was sexy! Sexy, young, hard and full of
forbidden lust for his mother.

Her new nails looked so damn good against his
skin, why had she kept them short and plain for so long? She slid
her hand down, her nails lightly teasing down his skin towards the
edge of his boxers.

“Mom, what are you
doing?”

He spoke out loud this time, but she ignored
him, now moving her hand side to side, tickling him with her
nails.

Her right hand rose and gripped
the towel between her breasts. One tug and it would open. One tug
and it would fall to the floor, leaving her naked and on her knees
for her son. She would watch his face when she did it, see his
expression when she revealed her breasts to him for the first
time.

Because it would be the first time
of many times, countless times, the rest of their lives her body
would belong to him. Her body, and her heart. Lust and love, they’d
be everything to each other and would make each other so happy in
every way.

But he was a good boy, and would never make
that move, she had to do it. As his mother she would have to show
him it was okay, that she wanted this, that she was his for the
taking. All she had to do was remove that towel.

Seeing her naked, licking her
lips, tugging down his boxers, would be the point of no return. He
wouldn’t be able to resist her. If he did try to protest? She’d
take that big, and now close to fully hard cock into her warm, wet,
and sinfully skilled mouth, and…

“Mom!”

James exclamation was followed by
him grabbing her wrist and pulling her hand away from the towel.
Him pulling it away caused the towel to begin to slip, but in an
instant whatever spell she had been under snapped, and her left
hand left his stomach and pressed against the towel just before it
slid from her breasts.

“What are doing?” James released
her hand, and grabbing her by her shoulders, tugged her upwards.
“Let’s get you up, and on the bed.”

“Yes, the
bed.” Familial’s voice was back in her
mind. “Where he can strip off that towel,
lay his mother down, and admire her amazing body. Then he’ll spread
your legs and give you that very special taboo kiss,
and…”

“Stop,” she moaned.

“Did I hurt you?”

She was now standing, but his hands were still
on her arms, as he peered into her face.

“Look.”

Allison looked to her left and saw
her and James reflection. The two of them standing together, James
clad in just the tight underwear, his damn near perfect body on
full display. Allison in the towel, which had slipped enough to
show off the top of her breasts and her legs to her upper
thighs.

He stood several inches taller
than her, and his large strong hands on her arms, had her thinking
how easily he could take her. Throw her on the bed, rip the towel
from her and pin her down as he took her, giving his cock teasing
more the hard fucking she’d been asking for and so desperately
needed.

“I’m not a cock
tease!” She directed the thought at the
presence in her mind. “I cover myself all
the time, even he says I dress like a prude!”

“That’s why you’re a tease. You
don’t think your boy knows what mommy’s hiding beneath those baggy
clothes?”

“No! I’ve always been proper! I’m
a good woman and a good mother.”

“Let’s make you a better
mother!”

Allison grabbed the bottom of the towel and
tugged on it. It came away from her breasts and fell to the floor,
leaving her completely naked in front of her son.

James mouth opened, but nothing
came out, he looked stunned, but at the same time his eyes
immediately went to her breasts. Allison took his face between her
hands and kissed him. It wasn’t a quick peck, or even a slow
sensual kiss, rather it was so hard it bordered on
violent.

James gasped into her lips. Then
emitted a soft groan as his mother all but devoured his mouth with
hers. Her hands slid from his face and down his muscular chest to
his hard stomach. His hands followed suit, his arms going around
her as he struggled to return her kiss.

Allison moaned as his strong hands
caressed her back and when his slid them down over her ass and gave
her cheeks a hard squeeze, a wave of wet heat went through her
pussy. She pressed against him, working her hips and grinding into
his now fully hard cock.

Allison grabbed his boxers and
yanked them down, causing his cock to spring free. He released an
adorable whimper into her mouth when she grabbed his cock and
stroked it. His cock matched the rest of him, big thick, and so
hard!

She added a second hand, jerking
him in both her fists and he moaned, and his hands slid around
between them to fondle her breasts. Allison released his cock and
pushing away from him, hissed; “Take me!”

She threw herself back onto the bed, sliding
all the way up while watching James slip off his boxers.

“That’s it, baby, come to Mama,”
she purred as she watched him crawl up between her legs, his cock
bobbing between his.

He placed his hands on either side
of her head, staring down at her, and Allison put her arms around
his neck and pulled him down into a long tongue filled
kiss.

“I need you inside me baby,” she
whispered to him. “Give your mother what she needs.”

“I’ve wanted you for so long,” he
told her.

“Then have me.”

Without another word, James lowered his hips,
easing the head of his cock between her wet lips. He tried to enter
her slowly, but Allison wrapped her legs around his waist and
thrust her hips, driving the full length of his cock hard into her
needy cunt.

“James!’ she cried out.

“Right here, Mom.”

Her eyes flew open to see James looking down at
her, but from where he was sitting on the edge of her bed. Allison
looked down at her body, relief flooding through her when she saw
she wasn’t naked, nor was he.

Another dream so vivid it bordered
on lurid. She was breathing hard and her relief was replaced by
disgust when once again she had awakened from a dream about her son
to feel her nipples aching and her clit throbbing.

In addition to dealing with the
shame of being aroused in front of her son, the fact she wasn’t
naked was tainted by the fact she wasn’t wearing the towel donned
when she’d gotten out of the tub.

Instead she wore her usual long
black terry cloth robe, the one James referred to as her old lady
robe. When she woke up in the tub, she hadn’t seen it and thought
she’d left it in the laundry, yet here she was in it.

Allison noticed the robe was
loosely tied, and the inner halves of her breasts visible. Had she
tried to untie it in her sleep while in her dream she was removing
the towel? How had she even gotten into it?

“You awake?”

“What?” Allison fought to slow her
breathing.

She could feel her face was
flushed from the heat her taboo dream, the second in a matter of
hours, had caused, and hoped James would think she still wasn’t
feeling well.

“Are you really awake this
time?”

Shit, what did he mean by that?

“Yeah, was I not
before?”

Allison slid up to a sitting position, careful
to hold the robe together so it wouldn’t open, then tied it
tightly.

“I heard you screaming for someone
to get out and I came running in here.” He leaned over and picked
up the bat. That part had been true.

“You were standing by the bed when
I came in and there was no one here. I asked if maybe you had a
nightmare. You looked at me kind of funny, and you just fell back
on the bed, and didn’t answer me.”

Allison listened, thankful he was
unwittingly telling her what had happened without her having to ask
and make him wonder what was going on. James was shirtless, but
unlike the dream, he wore a pair of sweatpants, not just his
underwear.

“I figure you had some kind of
waking nightmare thing I read about somewhere.”

“Somnambulistic behavior,” Allison
replied reflexively. “Subconscious rises up through the deep sleep
cycle.”

“And people used to think that was
possession back in the day, right?”

“Wow, you do listen,” she cracked
a smile.

“When it’s cool stuff like
that.’

Could that be the answer? Had
Vivian’s situation affected her to the point she was acting out
when she fell asleep? But that wouldn’t explain her inability to
remember what had happened from after she left Vivian’s room until
she woke up at home.

“James, I’m not trying to worry
you, but my head’s a little foggy. After we spoke in the living
room, I just went to bed?”

“Yeah, you said you were going to
lie down for a nap then come out and get something to eat. But you
didn’t. I checked on you around 8:30.” He frowned. “You don’t
remember that?”

“No,” she shook her head, but
refrained from saying anything else.

Her hand strayed to her hair,
which was still slightly damp so the bath, or at least the shower
had been real

“I knocked and you didn’t answer
so I peeked in and you were sitting at your dresser painting your
nails.”

Allison glanced that way and saw the case she
kept her nail polish and rarely used make-up was there and open.
Next to it were bottles of red and black polish and the foam blocks
she used to put between her toes back when she used to paint them
regularly.

“I asked if you felt better and
were hungry, and you said you didn’t want anything to eat, but
you’d taken a bath and shower and felt a lot better.”

She painted her nails after the
bath. That made sense, the polish wouldn’t have stayed on
otherwise. Inconsistencies like that spoke to delusion, not
reality. She’d seen her fingers painted in the tub, but the two
events were out of the correct time line.

Could she just be suffering from
something she’d treated others for? The experience with Viv
triggering something within her? Her issues with the guilt of her
past brought out by a woman who had gone from hang ups to full on
depravity?

“I think I remember that now,” she
lied. “Dumb question, was I in this robe?”

“Yeah, I got the clothes you left
in the dryer and tossed the robe on your bed. The other stuff is
over there.” He pointed to her reading chair by the window where
he’d laid her clothes over it.

“Why are you asking?”

“Then it was a dream, when I
thought I saw someone in here I was in just a towel.”

“Wish I could have seen
that.”

Allison heard him clear as day in her mind.
She’d heard him say that in her dream when he saw her in the towel,
but now she was fully awake. Or was she? Why would he think that
about her?

He hadn’t thought it was the
answer, because even if he had, how would she hear it? All part of
the same problem of her reality being suddenly blurred.

“All part of the process, Allie.
Wait until I’m ready to read him like a book and show you what your
boy has been thinking about his sexy mommy.”

“But you woke up just now, right?”
James had a strange look on his face, one she recognized as the
nervous or guilty one he’d get when he’d done something
wrong.

“Bet I know what it
is!”

“Yeah, why?”

“Just asking, you were talking in
your sleep, well mumbling is more like it, couldn’t understand
much, but heard my name.”

Oh, god, she hoped she hadn’t been
moaning or saying anything from the dream. Maybe that was his off
look, he’d heard his mother groaning like a porn star and with his
name on her lips.

“Your nails look great by the
way.” He pointed to her hand. “I didn’t know you could put the tips
on.”

“I bought the kit a long time ago,
figured I’d give it a try, get my mind off of today.”

“Toes look good too.” He nodded
towards her feet.

“What boy looks at his mother’s
toes, let alone says they look good?”

Allison gritted her teeth so she
wouldn’t tell it to shut up aloud like she’d done
earlier.

“Bet he’s thinking how good those
pretty painted toes would look on his chest or on his shoulders
while he gives you that special tongue filled kiss.”

“Okay,” Allison decided to bite
because it was an odd thing to say. “I didn’t realize you looked at
my feet.”

He hesitated just long enough to
make her wish she hadn’t said anything and for a chuckle to sound
in her mind.

“Your feet are like the rest of
you, I never see them. I just looked because you did your nails so
wondered if you’d gone all in.”

“All in?”

“When did you dye your
hair?”

“What?” Allison was confused. “I
haven’t done anything to my hair.”

“Oh, right,” James laughed.
“Sorry, my bad, guys aren’t supposed to talk about grays if we want
to live.” He pointed to the side of his head. “I guess the gray you
had on the sides, must have just vanished on their own.”

Her nails, now her hair. Vivian’s
short hair had grown. Allison still wore her hair long and except
for the grays, it was still beautiful. Long and thick with subtle,
but natural curl to it. Modifications, Vivian had told
her.

“Fine, smart ass I dyed it in the
shower.” She added an air of realism, and an attempt to throw him
off by adding. “I wasn’t sure if I dreamt that or not at this
point.”

“No, you did.” He gave her an
appraising look. “It looks good, but the touch of gray was kind of
cool.”

“It was?”

“Yeah, it said you didn’t care
about it and was even kind of sexy in a way.”

“Sexy?” Allison repeated.
Dreaming, she had to be. “You’re losing me.”

“Sorry,” he seemed to realize what
he was saying. “I just think older women who look good, but embrace
getting older are kind of hot.”

“The Milf thing again.”

He nodded and gave her a rueful
grin.

“Guess I can see that, except I’m
your mom, not your milf.”

“Didn’t say you were, just giving
you a compliment.” James sounded indignant, but she wasn’t
convinced. Either that or her recent dreams had her looking for
something that hopefully wasn’t there.

“Then, thank you,” she gave him a
smile as real as his being offended.

“So, like what’s with the hair and
nails?”

“What do you mean?”

“Come on, Mom, you haven’t painted
your nails since Dad’s been gone and you haven’t had them that long
in,” he thought for a moment. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen them
that long.”

“I told you, I was looking for a
distraction and it made me feel good.”

“Nothing to do with being back on
the market?”

“Rally, James? Back to
this?”

“The boy is jealous, Allie. It’s
like watching your crush hook up with someone else.”

“Just wondering why you won’t say
it. I’m supposed to think you just did your nails and hair for
something to do? You been dressing like a 1950’s schoolteacher for
years. Tonight you decide to be fun?”

“Fun? I’m in bed and just had a
bad experience and all you care about is if I’m going to start
dating.”

“You’re right, like I said before
I’m just worried you might meet a d-bag.”

“Or worse, someone you like.
Someone you’ll spread for and give them what he’s been fantasizing
about.”

“I appreciate that, James. You’re
a good boy. But I’m a big girl and I promise I’m not rushing into
anything, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Besides, not like I’m getting any
traffic on that site. You’re right about the picture, not exactly
come hither and I didn’t put much in the bio that sound like I’m
any kind of fun.”

“You’re beautiful, Mom, and you’re
smart and make good money. You have a lot to offer.”

“Thank you, honey.”

“You want anything? I could make
you some soup or a sandwich or heat you up something and bring it
in here.”

“Not hungry, but I am tired.” That
wasn’t a lie. She’d been wide awake yet her eyes now felt so heavy
it was an effort to keep them open. On the plus side her aroused
state had gone away almost immediately after she’d woken
up.

“Well, I’ll be up awhile. Finished
studying and I’m going to watch something online.”

“Probably some mom son
porn.”

“Hey, James, I meant to ask you
something.” Ask him what? She hadn’t wanted to ask him anything!
She tried to say ‘never mind’ but found she couldn’t. She was no
longer in control of her speech.

“What is it?” he asked while
rising from the edge of the bed.

“What was the name of that kind of
romantic Mom son movie you were telling me about?”

“Why would you want to know that?”
he sounded defensive. “You messing with me now because I’m being
nosy about you dating?”

“No, I’m supposed to meet with my
patient’s son tomorrow, the one she slept with. I’m wondering if he
watched some of those things.”

“I don’t remember the name, it was
a while ago,” James told her. “Not like I was really looking at the
title anyway.”

“Man of the House starring Molly
Minx.”

Allison not only heard him name it in her mind,
but his voice was accompanied by an image of a blonde woman
kneeling on her bed in a black bra and panty set and beckoning a
shirtless young man who looked half her age.

“You must remember the woman in
it.” This was her asking, and she had a feeling she was being
allowed to do it to prove a point.

James rolled his eyes at the
question.

“Fine, it was Molly Minx, but good
luck she’s done a ton of movies.” He picked up the bat and headed
for the door. “Good night.”

“Night, honey, thank you for
rushing in here to save your crazy mother.”

“That’s my job,” he told her.
“With Dad gone, I need to be here for you.”

“My man of house.” The words
weren’t hers, she whimpered in frustration, but knew the sound was
only in her mind where she felt as if she were trapped.

The look of surprise on James face
where she could see his reflection would have been laughable if not
for the situation. Unless this was another dream, he’d just proven
what she’d heard in his mind to be true.

“Something like that,” he replied
weakly.

He stopped with his hand on the
door.

“Oh, I meant to tell you. Eddie
from school is meeting me here early tomorrow morning. “We’re going
to work on a school project for a couple hours then probably go
shoot some hoops.”

“Okay,” Allison nodded. “Thanks
for letting me know. I wouldn’t want to wander out of my room not
dressed properly.”

“Good point,” he looked over his
shoulder and laughed. “Wouldn’t want him to see you in that robe,
he might not be able to control himself.”

“Real funny, mister.” Allison
retorted. “We both know I rock this robe.”

“Sure you do, get some sleep. No
more bad dreams.” He waved over his shoulder and left the
room.

She looked down at her old ratty
robe, and had to agree she doubted anyone, even a horned out kid
her son’s age, could find anything remotely sexy about
it.

“Then maybe we’ll wear something
else, tomorrow morning. Teach your son a lesson for making fun of
you.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”
Allison asked out loud. The fact she did upset her, it was as if
she were accepting this all was real.

“Never mind, pick up your
phone.”

“Why?” Even as she asked, her
hand, moving on its own reached over to the nightstand and picked
it up. “What are we doing?”

Why was her finger sliding to open the phone
and then tapping her google app. Worse, why had she just said
‘we’

“Because Google is your friend.
Now look up that movie.”

“Siri, look up Man of the House
starring Molly Minx.” She spoke into the phone.

“I found this on
the web,” Siri replied, and Allison found
herself staring at the image she’d seen in James
mind.

It was on the cover of the DVD available on a
site called Loving Mothers. Allison clicked on the
description

“It’s been over a year since
Laura, played by legendary Milf Molly Minx, lost her husband.
During that time, her son Jake has been everything to her. A son, a
friend, and the man in her life, taking his father’s place in every
area, but one, the bedroom.

“Laura is lonely, but who could
ever be as good to her as Jake’s father? The answer is right under
her nose as Jake has been harboring a secret desire for his mother.
When Laura agrees to a date with a co-worker, Jake knows he could
lose his chance to be with her and confesses his
feelings.

“Surprised and uncertain at first,
Laura finds herself willing to cross the ultimate line, allowing
Jake to become the true man of the house.”

“Oh, no,” Allison
whispered.

“Hey, what do they say? Life
imitates art, right?”




Chapter 7

“Suck that cock, suck that
cock!”

The men, standing in a circle around the
Allison chanted as she blew the groom to be as he sat in a
chair.

She was naked other than her black
knee-high fuck me boots, but he was fully dressed, his cock pulled
out through his jeans. Behind her, Maria, the other stripper
working the party, held her hair behind her head so it wouldn’t
obstruct the view of her mouth working his cock.

“Suck, suck suck!” The men, most
of them drunk called out while clapping and whistling.

Money landed around her, and not only ones, but
fives and a few tens. A hundred dollar bill, given to her by the
best man to give the groom his last thrill as a single man was
tucked into her boot.

Allie was earning her money, not
just sucking him, but making a show of it. She’d stop sucking and
run her tongue up and down his shaft, then went to work on his
balls, sucking on them and bathing them with her soft
tongue.

She’d then go back to sucking,
first short hard sucks, then opening wide and effortlessly deep
throating him. She made sloppy wet gagging sounds even though he
wasn’t that big to add to his thrill, and that the men
watching.

Who was she kidding, it wasn’t
just for them. Most strippers who did more than just danced went
through the motions, a few sucks, a quick fuck, take the money and
go. Either onto the next pathetic perv who had to pay a hot girl
for sex, or maybe to buy some candy so she could endure doing it
again with someone else.

But Allie loved it. Nothing got
her hotter than sleazy sex, and being watched made it even better.
She was sure the several shots of Jack she had done along with a
few lines she’d sniffed off a mirror give to her by one of the
other men was adding to the thrill.

Her large dark nipples were hard,
and her pussy wet. Her hips ground in slow circles as she slobbered
over his cock, spitting on it, then slurping it up, and letting pre
cum and drool ooze out of the sides of her mouth.

“Jesus Christ,” he moaned. “My
fiancée can’t suck like this!”

“That’s because she’s a good girl
and not a fucking whore like this one.”

The man to her right’s words
should have upset her, instead they sent a fresh wave of moisture
through her aching pussy. She was a whore, a wanton slut who made a
living showing off her body, fucking any man who could pay her, and
doing a lot of partying in between.

“Better hop on, before he busts a
damn nut, Allie,” Maria whispered behind her.

Allie released him with a loud
sucking sound, spit flowing down her chin and onto her tits. She
rose to her feet, and took the condom Maria passed her.

“For another fifty, I’ll
bareback,” she declared while her eyes roamed the group of men,
loving the way they were all staring at her amazing
body.

They looked at each other and one
man removed a money clip and tossed a fifty onto the floor. With no
hesitation, Allie swung a leg over him, so she was straddling him.
She reached between them, holding his cock, before plunging down on
it.

He slid easily into her sopping
cunt, and bracing her feet on the floor, she bounced wildly up and
down.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned while the
men around them laughed and clapped

Allie grabbed his hair and shoved his face into
her left breast.

“Suck that fucking tit!” she
hissed earning loud cheers from her audience.

She groaned as he eagerly sucked
her aching flesh, while she now worked her hips in hard circles in
his lap. Over his shoulder she could see herself in the mirror over
the bar and smiled as she raised her hands over her head, taking
her long thick hair up with it.

“God, she’s so fucking hot!”
Someone called out.

“For a hundred you can have me,
baby!” She yelled as she dropped her hands to the groom’s shoulders
and really went wild, pounding up and down on him.

She was so wet she could feel her
juices squirting out of her when she descended on his cock and
oozing on her thighs.

“Look at her fuck, Jesus man, you
sure you want to get married?” Someone asked.

“Hell, I want to marry her,”
another yelled.

Allison stood up, and stepping
back, threw her leg up in the air, swinging it over his head and
spinning around to put her back to him. She bent over, lowering
herself onto his lap, and took him back inside her.

She put her back against his
chest, and raised her legs, placing her feet on his thighs.
Grabbing his arms, she pulled his hands to her tits, as she pushed
against his legs, using them to bounce on his cock.

Allison put two fingers on her
swollen clit and rubbed in hard fast circles as she rode a man who
in less than twenty four hours would be married. A man starting his
married life off as a cheating dog whose loser friends were paying
a stripper to fuck him.

But that was none of her business,
all that mattered was she had a good buzz going, was flying high on
coke and riding a nice hard cock in front of a group of men, all of
whom were wishing they were the ones fucking her.

“Yeah, pinch those nipples!”
Allison hissed, and when he did so, moaned. “Harder! Twist them,
make it hurt!”

“What a goddamn wild cat!” someone
whistled.

Allison’s fingers blurred across
her excited clit and her body tensed. She’d been so worked up from
putting on a show, the rush of the cocaine, and finally get some
cock after she’d been wet the entire time she’d danced, stripped
and given a few lap dances, she was already on the verge of
exploding.

The groom, growing bolder, gave
her nipples a savage twist, and Allie threw her head back and
released a long loud squeal that would put a porn star to shame.
Her body erupted into orgasm, her pussy convulsing around his cock,
and her hips bucking wildly.

She emitted a series of sharp high pitched
yelps as her orgasm tore through, waves of pleasure washing over
her as she writhed on his lap. Her fingers kept moving, and she
gasped, her back arching and her body tensing.

Her body seemed to pause for a
moment, before exploding once more. A stream of sticky fluid
erupted from her pussy, splattering on the floor three feet in
front of her. Allison cried out as another stream gushed from
beneath her fingers.

“Holy shit!” Someone shouted. “I
thought that shit only happened in movies!”

“Oh god,” The groom moaned behind
her. “I’m going to come.”

Allison dropped her feet to the
floor, and quickly stood and turned, dropping to her knees. She
took his cock in her mouth, her eyes rolling back as she tasted her
sticky juices from his cock.

She bobbed her head rapidly, her hands on his
thighs, showing off her oral skills by giving him a hands free blow
job.

“Fuck,” he groaned.
“Oh…fuck!”

His hips jerked and she felt the
first spurt of cum hit the back of her throat. Allison sighed as
she continued to suck, keeping his spurting cock between her lips,
and letting him fill her mouth.

She sucked hard enough to hollow
her cheeks while she jerked his cock and fondled his balls, milking
very drop from his twitching cock.

“Stop,” he gasped, pushing on her
shoulders as she swirled her cum covered tongue around his
sensitive head.

She carefully eased him from her
mouth, then, lowered her head, parted her lips and let his load
spill out of her mouth and onto her tits.

The men around her cheered as she rose to her
feet and turned in a circle so they could all get a look at the cum
sliding over her nipples, some of it now sliding down her
stomach.

“Hey, baby,” she pointed to the
best man. “You have any more coke?”

“I do, but this shit isn’t
cheap.”

Allison smiled at him and walked over to a
table, cum dripping down her body as she did.

“How about the coke goes here.”
She tapped the table, then bent over it. “And your cock goes here?”
she reached back and slapped her left ass cheek.

On her cheek was a tattoo of a cartoon black
cat with the word Allie over it and the word cat beneath. She
wiggled her ass enticingly and as the other guys chanted his name,
the best man walked over.

He opened a small white packet on
the table and placed a razor blade next to the small pile of white
powder. As Allison picked up the blade and cut the powder into
lines with practiced ease, he got behind her.

She heard him unzip and felt his
hands on her ass. As she held one side of her nose and snorted the
first line, he plunged his cock into her now sloppy cunt and tore
into her, fucking her with long hard strokes.

“Fuck that slut, fuck that slut!”
The chant went on as she did two more lines in quick
succession.

She moaned and yelped as he fucked
her hard enough to rock the table, and within a short time he was
groaning behind her. He whipped his cock out and she felt his cum
spray onto her lower back and her ass.

When he was finished, she did the
last line, then smiled at the men who’d gathered around the table
to watch.

“Next!” she giggled.

“Hot damn! You were one naughty
little girl weren’t you?”

Allison turned away from the scene
of her degradation, one of too many to count, or want to remember.
She had thought she was simply dreaming, but now it seemed as if
she’d been a spectator to it.

But when she turned around she saw she was now
in her room and staring down at herself sleeping. What was this,
was she now dreaming in her damned dreams?

“We’re in your mind.”

Allison spun around to see
Familial, now clad in a short black dress stiletto heels sitting in
the chair by the window.

“I’ve been here
long enough you can see me in here, and not just here me.”
She gestured to the bed. “Sit down, and let’s
talk.”

Instead of sitting, Allison forced
herself to walk over and cautiously reaching out, touched the
demon’s red hand.

“You…you’re real
aren’t you?” she asked.
“This isn’t my mind playing tricks on
me?”

“Nope, I’m not a trick or any kind
of crazy that you’ve seen in other people. This, my sexy little
kitty is a full blown bona fide possession.”

Allison backed away from her until she felt the
bed hit the back of her legs, and sat down.

“Why me? What did I do? Was it
because I didn’t believe you?”

“You know, I
wondered that myself.” Familial crossed
her legs, and tapped a long black nail on the arm of the
chair. “We answer to arch demons, and do
as we’re told, just like any employee. I was finishing up with Viv,
figured I’d stay there another couple of days, then you showed
up.”

“I was just having fun with you,
but then I got the message that you being there wasn’t an accident,
and I was to help you next.”

“Help me do what?”

“Seriously?” Familial rolled her red
rimmed ebony orbs. “You that naïve or you
in denial? I told you through Viv what my purpose is, and you saw
what I accomplished there.”

“You forced a woman to degrade
herself.”

“That poor woman
felt dirty anytime she thought about sex. She spent her entire life
guilty and frustrated over normal natural desires.”
Familial tapped her chest. “I set her free.”

“You destroyed her marriage, her
family. She wants to leave her husband now.”

“That wasn’t a marriage, it was
prison. She lived like a 1950’s housewife. That jack ass you met
fought her tooth and nail when she wanted to go back to work,
wanted her home cooking and playing mom.

“When it came to sex, he made her
feel awful, he didn’t help her hang ups, he used them to make her
feel guilty. That she was less than a woman, wasn’t a dutiful wife,
made himself into a hero that he loved her so much he’d put up with
her being a boring lay.”

“They seemed happy.”

“You of all people should know
people lie to themselves.”

“True,” Allison
conceded.

“You
did.” Familial pointed to her.
“Still do.”

“What makes you say that?” And why
was she having such a rational discussion with…was she really a
demon?”

“I am a demon and we’re chatting
because you’re asleep and receptive to me instead of clinging to
stubborn beliefs and rules. No inhibitions, just
acceptance.”

“Then what am I lying to myself
about?”

“That you were completely happy in
your marriage.”

“I was, Daniel was a good man and
I’m not going to let some bitch who thinks mothers fucking their
sons is a good thing, run him down!” Allison’s voice rose. “You
understand?”

“Easy there,
Allie.” Familial put her hands up
defensively. “I didn’t say he wasn’t a
good guy, just that in a way you were just like Viv, but the
opposite, and he was fine with that.” She
gave her a sly smile. “Or was he? Maybe
we’ll find out when I get a good read on your
son.”

“You’re talking about our sex life
and how I limited myself.” Allison reluctantly nodded. “I can see
that, but it was better that way.”

“Why?”

“Because if I let myself cut
loose, I wouldn’t be a good woman.”

“Care to
explain?” A notebook appeared in her hand,
and a pair of black rimmed glasses were now on her face.
“Don’t worry. This is
confidential.”

“A demon with a sense of humor.”
Allison grunted. “Lucky me.”

“You are, I’m a fun mischievous
sort, you don’t want the other kind, they’re a bunch of angry
assholes, and no good ever comes from them. They encourage despair,
I promote love and lust.”

“Sick disgusting incest is not
love.”

“Baby steps, let’s get back to
you. Why would you have been a bad woman if you went full out Allie
Cat on your husband? Why would that have been wrong?”

“Because I was out of control. If
I opened up my sexual Pandora ’s Box, I’d have been unfaithful. I
wouldn’t have been able to limit myself to him. I’d have destroyed
our marriage.”

“That’s what he told you, wasn’t
it?”

Allison paused before nodding. “In
so many words, he thought it was a risk, and I agreed.”

“But when you were doing things
like that little weren’t you always drunk and strung out on
drugs?”

“Yes.”

“So you don’t think that fueled
your desire to have a train run on you and all the other wild
things you did?”

“Without a doubt, that’s why I
quit drugs and only drank occasionally with Daniel.”

“Then when you were sober why
would you think you’d cheat on your husband? If anything, you’d be
enjoying some nasty fun with the man you love, and be able to limit
it to him. Best of both worlds. Wild Allie, but a one man only
Allie.”

“I was addicted to sex as much as
the other things. I could never get enough. Even when I was
straight I was always horny, always wanting it and always finding
it.”

“But you never had anyone serious
before Daniel to want to be loyal too, right?”

“It wasn’t worth the
risk.”

“You were also
very young,” Familial gave her a wicked
smile, and Allison was now confronted with a visual, pulled out of
her memories.

Her on her back on a table. Her head was
hanging off and a man was fucking her mouth while roughly fondling
her tits while a second man had her legs up in the air as he fucked
her.

“How old were you then? Back when
you first started at the Wolf’s Den with that ID the owner knew was
fake, but knew how much money he could make off jailbait
cunt.”

“You….” Allison felt a wave of
shame wash over her. “If you can see that, then you
know.”

“Don’t even want
to say it do you?” Familial
smirked. “Okay, we’ll leave it at you had
a license to fuck before you had one to drive.”

“Proves my point of how carried
away I was with sex. I…I was involved in gang bangs while most
girls my age were worrying about their grades.”

“Not all your
fault. I mean how else could a teenage runaway support
herself?” She gave her a smile that had a
hint of sadness to it. “Don’t worry, I
won’t bring up anything about your parents.”

Allison nodded, refusing to even think about
them.

“On the other
hand, I do want to see a montage of your greatest hits.”
Familial snapped her fingers and Allison jumped
when Buck Cherry’s ‘Crazy Bitch’ blasted through her
mind.

In front of her the room turned
into a movie screen and when it flickered to life, there she was
swinging from a stripper’s pole in a skimpy cat costume.

“Here she is
boys!” A voice sounded over a
speaker. “The Wolf Den’s newest, hottest,
and most succulent little treat! Get those hands together and those
wallets out for Miss Allie Cat!”

“No,” Allison whispered, but found
she couldn’t look away.

The young, way too young, version
of herself danced around the stage, stripping off her costume,
including her thong. Completely naked, she rolled around on the
stage, writhing and playing with her tits, spreading her smooth
pink slit open as money rained down around her.

She crawled across the stage to
where a man was waving a fifty-dollar bill in one hand and his cock
in the other. She took his money, then took his cock in her mouth
sucking him off in front of two dozen people, then drooling his cum
out onto the stage.

The movie sped up, a series of
images she’d long buried, locked away in her personal room of
shame. Her on stage at an underground fetish club that put on live
sex shows for wealthy pervs. She was on her hands and knees, a cock
in each end and being taken like a pig on a spit.

Her on a narrow cot in a back room, a bottle of
Jim Beam on a table next to her as well as a mirror and what was
left of the eight ball the john had given her to take him and his
friends.

They took her one at a time, each
one getting on the bed and fucking her until he’d whip his cock out
and cum all over her, then the next one and the next, as she lay
there moaning and rubbing her clit, coming several times as they
had their way with her.

The images sped faster, her
dancing, taking her clothes off. On her knees in back rooms sucking
and fucking countless men then taking the money to the club dealer
and spending it on coke which she’d do right away then get back to
working the room for the next fuck.

Repeat, repeat, repeat.

Allison dancing on tables at
private parties, fucking grooms, fucking the birthday boy. Fucking
a kid on his 18th birthday. On a pool table with a cock in her
mouth, one in her cunt and one in each hand. Another image of the
same party, her laying on the table, red, sweaty, exhausted and her
face and tits covered with their cum. But four hundred dollar bills
by her head.

Faster and faster the images came,
her lap dancing, and several rapid fire images of her between the
legs of other strippers, licking their cunts and putting on a show
for the men. Women between her legs doing the same.

Licking pussy while taking cock from behind.
The time she let two men double penetrate her. Allie pinned between
them, taking a cock in her ass while the man beneath her fucked
her.

The last images were of her when
she’d changed her name to Raven and worked at a high end club.
Better costumes, music, and the clientele a lot more well off. The
things she had done for a hundred dollars was now earning her five
hundred. A thousand dollar threesome where she fucked a CEO
traveling for business while his wife joined in.

It was a visual history of sin and
shame. A life of addiction. Booze, drugs, and sex, never getting
enough of any of them. A five year stretch where she had blown and
fucked more men than a popular porn star, and at the time not only
didn’t regret it, but lived for it.

The screen went dark, then came
back to life. Allison’s eyes teared up when she saw herself at 21
staggering down the street at 10pm. The club had been raided
because the feds had found out the owner had mob connections and
was running their money through the club.

Allie had been outside getting some air in
between sets, and the cop that had seen her, either had pity on her
or just didn’t think she was worth arresting and told her to take
off, and he’d forget he saw her.

She was heading home to her run
down two room apartment she shared with another dancer when she
heard music. She looked across the street and saw it was coming
from the storefront that served as a place a local church held
revivals in the inner city.

Something about the music called
to her and she crossed the street and walked in. She was greeted by
a blonde man in a suit. She was dressed in a mini skirt and
sleeveless top without a bra and knew he could tell she was wasted.
He still greeted her with a big smile, shook her hand and asked her
name.

She told him it was Allie, but when he replied
he said.

“Welcome to Truth Tabernacle,
Sister Allison, I’m Daniel, and we’re so happy you came
in.”

The first words spoken to her by
the man who would change her life. First taking her under his wing
and helping her get clean, then finding her a place to live, a
small in-law apartment in the basement of one of the church
members.

He found her a job, nothing
special, a cashier at a craft store, but it was an honest job that
gave her structure and she wasn’t degrading herself. The money
sucked, but on the other hand she had more in her pocket because
she wasn’t spending it on coke, weed or liquor.

Daniel became her mentor, teaching
her about the church, sitting with her at the bible studies and
explaining the teachings to her. Allison took to the church in a
way she hadn’t expected.

Everyone was so welcoming to her.
They were genuinely happy to see her when she attended a service.
Reverend Wade especially always made it a point to talk to her
after church and ask how she was doing.

She imagined most of the church knew her story
and it was a familiar one, runaway, drugs, night life, trying to
fill a hole inside her, and finally finding what she needed through
God’s grace.

As time went on she grew closer to
Daniel, her interest in him as more than a friend grew, and she
could tell he was feeling the same way. She’d never had an actual
boyfriend, her sex life had been her shameless behavior in the
clubs, but she found she liked the feeling of caring for someone
and wanting them to feel that way about her.

They began dating and would marry a year later.
Although the church believed in no sex before marriage, Allison had
been good for a long time and craved to touch and be
touched.

She tried to seduce him, and came
on to strong, borderline crude. At one point pushing him down onto
the couch and dropping to her knees. She wanted to do it for the
right reasons.

He’d been so good to her, and she
wanted to please him, make him feel good, make him want her. Daniel
had taken her by her arms and pulled her to her feet, telling her
it didn’t have to be dirty.

Humiliated, she was going to
leave, but he took her by the hand and led her into his bedroom. He
kissed her, took his time touching her, undressing her. He laid her
back and made love to her.

He was slow, sweet, and touched
her with a tenderness she had never experienced before. He didn’t
fuck her, he loved her, using his body to show that love. When they
were done, Allison, unable to control herself, burst into
tears.

Daniel had thought he’d hurt her,
but she told him they were tears of joy mixed with shame as she
realized how she’d used her body before and with who. She ended up
confessing to him the things she’d done, not in graphic detail, but
talked about the back rooms, the parties, and motels, the public
displays, more than one man at a time, even the times she’d been
with women to get the guys going.

Daniel listened to it all, and
told her he understood and it was all in the past and all that
mattered now. Allison was a good woman now, a faithful loving woman
who would be loyal and dedicated to him and him alone, as well as
the church.

Allison put her head in her hands,
crying softly, after witnessing a fast forward of her first few
months in the church and with Daniel.

“He was a good
man, Allie,” Familial said in an
incongruously gentle tone. “He loved you
very much, and you had a good life, a good marriage and made a
beautiful son together.”

“We did,” Allison sniffled. “I
miss him so much.”

“But as he told you the past was
the past, now he’s the past. You’re at the crossroads of your
future. You’re trying one of those stupid sites, hoping to meet
someone, but not even sure you want to.”

“I have to. I can’t stay alone. I
need someone I need…” she trailed off.

“You need to get laid,
girl.”

“But not sex, it has to mean
something.”

“That could take
time, a lot of dates, finding the right guy, getting to know him.
Or,” Familial smiled. “You could find everything you need right here in your own
home.”

“My son?” Allison took a breath to
get her emotions in check. “Like that stupid movie description?
He’s going to profess his taboo love and I’m going to accept it and
sleep with him?”

“It’s why I’m here. My powers that
be don’t make mistakes. I’m not seeing the initial desire in you so
its in your son.”

“Bullshit.”

“Awfully concerned with you being
on the market.”

“Worried about me.”

“Worried that the woman he has
been secretly lusting for and in love with is going to slip away. I
told you how those little sluts try to take sons from their
mothers? Well, sometimes a mom can be taken away by some jerk who
doesn’t deserve her.”

“I’m not having this sick talk.”
Allison told the demon. “You’re wrong this time.”

“Am I
now?” she didn’t seem upset.
“We’ll see because by tomorrow I should be able
to get a real look in his mind and see what he thinks of
you.”

She waved her hand.

“But you’re
making me digress. Let’s get back to Daniel. Good man that he was,
he suppressed you sexually. Held you back, didn’t
he?”

“He…wasn’t very adventurous.”
Allison admitted. “But he enjoyed making love to me and always made
me feel special and desired.”

“Yuck!”
She stuck her finger into her mouth and made a
gagging sound. “You hear yourself? Look,
Allie that sweet loving stuff has its place, but sometimes a girl
just has to get down and dirty, doesn’t she?”

When Allison looked away, she
continued.

“Daniel was forgiving of your past
and a lot of guys wouldn’t have been so I give him props as the
kids say. Some guys are jealous over being sloppy seconds, Danny
boy was the last man at the damn buffet, and loved you
anyway.”

“Thanks,” Allison
muttered.

“But it did affect him. Deep down
in the place men keep their secrets, the things they tell no one,
even their wife. He was ashamed of your past. He spent the first
few years with you worrying about that day some guy would recognize
you as the slut who sucked his dick at a bachelor party.

“He didn’t want you going porn
star on him not because it would remind you of those days, but it
would remind him of them. He couldn’t watch you suck his cock
without wondering how many his wife had in her mouth before him. In
your case, what? Dozens? Probably over a hundred. I mean you did it
for five…”

“Shut up!” Allison snarled at her.
“I’m not that person anymore!”

“You’re not, but you would have
loved to suck and fuck the shit out of that one cock, wouldn’t
you?”

“Maybe, but it was a small price
to pay for the life I had. The man supported my dream of going back
to school. To become a psychologist and help people and be
successful at it.”

“He did, we’re talking about where
he lacked and forced you to submit. He had your libido under his
thumb. The man didn’t even like you going down on him! What man
doesn’t want his cock sucked?”

“You’re right, it reminded him of
my past which means it was my fault.”

“Bullshit!” Familial shouted and
exploded out of her chair.

Allison cringed back as the demon
was in front of her even though she hadn’t seen her cross the room.
She broke out in a sweat from the heat emanating from her, and her
black eyes were now glowing red, like hot coals.

“That’s what he wanted! He was so
insecure in his own manhood, that he could not handle his wife
acting the way she had with other men. But he couldn’t admit that,
so he blamed you!

“Well, Allie if you weren’t such a
fucking whore maybe I’d be okay with you sucking me off or hopping
on top or wearing sexy little costumes and doing a little dance for
me. I could have fun with you and maybe even get you off, because
how often did that happen?”

Allison remained silent.

“See?”
Familial’s voice lowered and the heat diminished
around her. “You know because you’d tell a
patient the same thing. If you spoke with Viv before I was in her
you’d blame her husband for her issues, wouldn’t
you?”

“N…yes,” Her eyes
widened.

“Forgot to tell you, you can’t lie
to me. I’m integrated with you now, your thoughts are mine to see,
and I can make you think or say anything I want.”

“Then in that case you’re making
me say what you want,” Allison flashed a smirk of her own. “I’m
admitting nothing.”

“Clever girl, but you have free
will, Allie. We believe that as much as your uppity minister. I can
try and show you the truth, push you to a point, show you things
you need to see, but in the end, you have to make the
choice.”

“No, you made Viv fuck those
men.”

“Did I? I might have encouraged
her, but deep down she wanted those men, Allison,. She needed cock
in the worst way. She needed a man to want her, really want her and
show her the problem was her husband because there were plenty of
men out there happy to give her the good hard fucking she’d been
dying for.”

“Think of me like a drug, I remove
inhibitions.”

“Daniel didn’t suppress
me.”

“Are you serious? Allie, you can’t
even look at your own body without feeling shame. He did that to
you! Telling you that women’s bodies are made for sin until god is
in their life. He made you see your sexuality as bad, and you let
him.”

“Not true,” she whispered, but
weakly.

“No more long nails, hardly ever
any make up, dressing like its 1950, even hiding your beautiful
hair. Telling you to do it because otherwise all you were doing was
showing pride in your sinful nature.

“The truth was he didn’t want
another man looking at you. He used your shame and a bunch of
religious bullshit to cover up his petty little teenage
jealousy.”

“Why are you saying these things
to me?” Allison’s eyes welled up with tears.

“Because he’s gone and you’re
still walking around with a mental chastity belt on. You going to
live the rest of your life like a vanilla dutiful Old Testament
wife? Forty three, and decades removed from your Allie Cat days and
still guilty over them?

“Going to feel guilty that you
want to show off your body, have fun in bed, have orgasms? You
fight yourself not to masturbate for fucks sake! You think that’s
healthy?”

“No,”

“There’s that
forced honesty.” Familial clapped her
hands. “I’m going to change that, Allie,
I’m going to get you back to being the sensual sex loving woman you
are. Hopefully with your son, but if you need a warm up or two, it
can be arranged.”

“You say you’re about this mother
son thing, but you had Viv sleep with other men, why?”

“I just said, she needed to cut
loose before the main event. Can’t be too aggressive in a
seduction, plus she had a husband to get rid of, so she had a
couple of not so discreet fucks to piss him off.”

“I’m not married, why would you
want me to have sex with someone other than my son?”

“Fear of
loss.” Familial said in a matter of fact
tone. “Been playing this game a long time.
James is a good young man, he’s ashamed of his desire for you. He
won’t admit it, he might not even give in to you first time out, so
we may have to show him you’re not waiting
around.”

“This is absurd.”

“So was your
pathetic sex life, and your husband’s hang ups that wouldn’t allow
him to enjoy the kind of sex most men would give anything
for.” Familial turned away and walked back
to the chair, her long tail whipping around behind her.
“Except there was that one night wasn’t
there?”

“His 35th birthday.” Allison said
quietly.

“He went out and had some drinks
with his friends. You knew he was coming home drunk, and when he
called to say he was taking a taxi home, you asked him if he was up
for something special, didn’t you?”

“I did. He hardly drank and I
figured if he were drunk I’d…” she averted her gaze.

“Finish the
sentence, Allison.” Familial’s words
carried an air of power with them, and she spoke against her
will.

“I could get what I
want.”

“You dug out some lingerie you’d
bought, but never used because he felt it was too racy, and you put
it on with the pair of fuck me shoes you bought to go with them.
When he came home you sat him on the couch and asked if he wanted
to see a show.

“You were so excited when he said
yes, but surprised too, because what did he say to you?”

“If you’re in my mind, you
know.”

“Say it,”
Familial hissed.

“He said he wanted to see Allie
Cat come out of retirement for him.”

“And she did, didn’t she? You put
on some music and you danced around that living room, doing a nice
slow strip tease, then gave him a lap dance that would have made
the old you proud.”

She laughed.

“Maybe stripping is like riding a
bike, you don’t forget.”

“You got down on your knees, and
got his cock out and he was so hard. Harder than he’d been in years
wasn’t he?”

“Yes,” Allison could see it
unfolding before her.

“And what did he do? That good
Christian boy who was so ashamed of his wife’s past?”

She didn’t answer, she didn’t need
to. In front of her, Daniel, watching her stoke his cock and lick
her lips, flipped a hundred dollar bill at her. She sucked his cock
like it was best thing she’d ever tasted; it had been years since
he’d let her go down on him.

Within two minutes he’d filled her
mouth, and living up to her old reputation, she spit his cum out
all over her breasts. Allison had then sat on the armchair,
throwing her legs over the arms, wantonly spreading herself for her
husband.

Daniel had removed his clothes and
got onto his knees, going down on her and causing her to not only
cum, but squirt, spraying his face and chest with her sticky
secretions.

He’d fucked her long and hard
after that, first in the chair as she was, then with her kneeling
on it, as he took her from behind. She had him lie on the floor and
rode him, bucking wildly on him until he filled her cunt with his
hot cum.

“You’re leaving
something out.” Familial told her.
“Even in this state you’re repressing things you
don’t want to remember.”

“What are you talking
about?”

“He said something that night,
something that even in the heat of the moment stuck with you, but
you didn’t want anything to ruin what was the only real wild fuck
you had in the fifteen years prior and there was never anything
like it afterwards was there?”

“No, he…was upset the next
morning. He blamed me at first, said I’d backslid and reverted back
to who I used to be.”

“Typical man.”

“But later he apologized and said
it was on him, he’d had a weak moment, and encouraged me to be that
way.”

“Saying he’s sorry for wanting to
enjoy some hot sex with his smoking how wife.”

“He said we’d never talk about it
again, and we never did.”

“But what did he
say, Allie?” Familial’s words were
followed by a pressure in her mind. “Dig
deep, what did he say to you that sounded odd.”

“He said,” Her
head felt like it was in a vise as his words rose in her mind.
“That’s it, just like that video,” She
breathed through the pain in her head, and kept going. “Except no
one’s watching, and its just me.”

“You never asked him about that
because of how he acted the next morning. You forgot all about it
because you were upset, and ashamed.”

“What was he talking
about?”

“Still have his old
laptop?”

“James has it. It was a top of the
line when it came out and he was always trying to get Daniel to buy
him one, or give him that one, so I let him take it.”

“Pieces falling
into place.” The demon nodded, her horn
shaped hair bobbing with the movement. “I
always know where the love comes from, the lust sometimes isn’t as
easy to figure out.”

“You’re not making
sense.”

“Not yet, I’m not, but that’s
fine. It will happen as its meant to. But like I said, we’re going
to have to put the pressure on baby boy to declare his feelings to
you. To do that I’m going to need you not to be the prig you’ve
turned yourself into.”

There was a bright flash that
caused her to close her eyes. When she opened them, she was staring
at her ceiling, the room around her dark except for the soft red
glow of the small night light next to the bathroom door so she
could see her way into it in the dark.

She sat up, happy the pain in her head caused
from digging through her memories was gone. Her happiness was short
lived when she reached over and turned the lamp on without being
aware she was going to.

She swung her legs off the bed,
and stood up, stretching her arms over her head, before she walked
around the bed to stand in front of her dresser.

“What am I doing?”

“We’re going to get you back in
the game, Allie. Now let’s see what you’ve been covering
up.”

“No!” Allison gasped even as her
hands untied the robe. “Stop it!”

“I’m sorry, do you want some
music? Make it like the old days?”

Mustang Sally played in her head,
and Allison stared in shock as she watched herself sway seductively
in the mirror. Working to the beat, she shimmied down to the floor,
then back up.

She pulled the tie to the robe,
causing it to fall open, but caught it before her body was exposed.
Allison turned slowly in a circle, and when her back was to the
mirror, slid the robe down past her shoulders, exposing her long
black hair flowing down her bare back.

She shrugged it back onto her
shoulders, then turned around to face the mirror once more. She
eased the robe to the right, flashing her nipple before covering it
back up. She did the same to the left, then lowered her head and
worked it in circles, whipping her hair around.

“Stop,” she whimpered. “Don’t make
me do this!”

“Hear yourself? You’re the only
one here. You don’t even want to see your own body?”

“I know what I look like, and I
don’t want to dance…I’m not her anymore!”

“No, but you’re still a woman who
has needs, and should use what she has to get what she wants. Now
stop whining, and let’s see some skin.”

Allison spun around, letting the
robe slide down her arms. She caught it and lifted it, so she was
covering her body with it by the time she faced the mirror. She
winked at her reflection, wagged her tongue provocatively, and then
let the robe fall to the floor.

“Oh,
Allie,” Familial sighed.
“Look at you! How can you be ashamed of
this?”

Allison tried to look away and
couldn’t. She couldn’t even close her eyes as the demon forced her
to look at herself. Her breasts were large, perfectly shaped, and
still sitting fairly high considering their size and her
age.

Her nipples however were small,
the dark wine-colored skin around them barely the size of a half
dollar. But her nipples themselves stood out and curved slightly
upwards. Her stomach was still flat and her hips, although a bit
wider than they were when she was dancing, weren’t large, but big
enough to give her a nice curve to her figure.

Likewise, her thighs were bigger, but still
well-toned. Her long legs had stayed strong and well-shaped, and as
she did a slow, unwanted turn, and looked over her shoulder she
took in her ass.

A bit bigger and maybe a little
softer than in her prime, but her cheeks had a sweet curve to them,
the left one still sporting the Allie Cat tattoo.

“You wanted to remove it, but your
husband said to keep it, why?”

“To remind me of what I used to
be, and I had to stay on a good path.”

“Or to keep reminding you of your
shame and be oh, so grateful he loved you anyway.”

“No, he wasn’t like
that!”

“That’s why he didn’t like taking
you doggy. He’d see it and wonder how many others looked at that
cute little kitty before they painted it white.”

“Stop.”

“But maybe, and I’ve been
wondering this, it could be for the opposite reason. Maybe it
turned him on in a strange way that so many men used his wife, then
he got pissed he was turned off. His shame projected to
you.”

“You’re…why do you keep talking?”
She demanded.

“I think out loud. Now show me
those tits.”

Allison cupped her breasts, and
her breathing picked up as she her thumbs teased her already aching
nipples.

“They are things of wonder, Allie.
Even had them as a teen, you were never one of those scrawny little
sluts with those itty bitty titties, you were a real woman even
back then.”

“Remember what I
said about Viv? How sometimes I get the keys to a nice ride, other
times I have to give them an overhaul?” she whistled, and in her mind’s eye she could see her black
forked tongue slide over her matching ebony lips.

“You are fully loaded. Eight
cylinders in this body and we will use them all. Except for the
nails and wiping out some grays not much to do. But I’ll do you a
favor and tighten those beautiful tits just a little.”

Allison caught her breath as she felt a
tingling in her chest, and her eyes widened when she felt her
breasts raise slightly, her skin growing more taut and
supple.

“I could make a
fortune as a plastic surgeon!” Familial
laughed in her mind. “But hey, my job is
to give these lucky sons their mom at their best, and help their
mothers keep them happy and satisfied.”

Allison released her breasts and noticed they
were indeed higher and firmer.

“Turned back the clock twenty
years, didn’t we? Now…this bush between your legs because you’ve
been so guilt ridden you don’t even like to trim? Let’s do some
landscaping.”

Another tingle, and she looked
down to see the admittedly untrimmed mass between her legs had been
replaced by a thin strip of black hair. That left her pink slit
visible, and her hand strayed down her stomach of its own accord
until her fingers slid through her lips.

She gasped and her hips jerked when her fingers
met her now swollen clit.

“I think we
should accessorize” Familial hummed
tunelessly. “Nipple or naval?”
She giggled. “I’ll flip
for it.”

“Ow!” Allison cried out at the
sudden sharp pain in her stomach.

“Now, that’s hot!”

She stared at the silver chain
dangling from her now pierced navel.

“That old nineties dangly earring
looks much better there! Look at yourself, Allie. You aren’t just a
smoking hot Milf, you’re goddamn hot for any age. A body built for
sin, and you’ve been wasting it, first on a prude who couldn’t deal
with his own bullshit, then going without. No more.”

Allison walked backwards, and threw herself
onto the bed. She spread her legs, but for the moment her hands
were on her breasts, roughly fondling them.

“Remember the good old days,
Allie? How about that pool table scene? Four guys and their hands
were all over you weren’t they?”

“No, please no,” Allison’s moan
was a mixture of fear and pleasure as despite her struggle not to
recall that night, her fingers were now teasing her nipples, and
she couldn’t deny how good it felt.

“One of them even went down on you
didn’t he? While you stroked two dicks and the other one was
pushing into your mouth. He was rather good wasn’t he? Making and
effort to make the party slut come.”

Allison squirmed on the bed, as
the sensation of something soft and wet glided over her clit. Her
hands flew out to her sides and curled into fists. She could feel
hard flesh in her hands, and they moved back and forth, jerking off
invisible cocks.

She moaned when it was now her
nipples that felt the moist caress of phantom tongues.

“Oh, god,” she whimpered as she
lie on the bed, writhing beneath the touch of men who at this point
existed only as a memory.

“You were loving it, Allie. You’d
done a few lines, but it was earlier. This was just you being the
sex crazed exhibitionist slut you were. Four of them! That’s what
you kept thinking, wasn’t it? Four cocks around you, four men
lusting for that perfect body.”

Allison’s body jerked and she
released a low guttural growl as her legs straightened and her toes
curled. One thought raced through her mind; she was going to
come.

“You came for them. You came in
that first guy’s face didn’t you? While sucking a cock and playing
with others.”

Allison’s lips parted, and
something invaded her mouth. Something hard and thick, which was
now pumping, the flesh sliding between her lips.

She yipped when she felt her left
nipple pinched, then squealed around the illusion stuffing her
mouth. Her body jerked and writhed on the bed as a very real orgasm
tore through her.

Her hands released the cocks and
she moaned when something hard slapped against her aching nipples.
They then struck her face, and she recalled how they’d whacked
their cocks against her cheeks even as she sucked the man who had
been kneeling on the pool table over her head.

She yelped and wailed as best she could with
her mouth full. Her pussy contracted, then exploded and she was
aware of something warm and thick flooding down her
thighs.

She squealed as another fountain
of fluid squirted from between her legs, then cried out as best she
could when something long and hard violated her pussy. Her body
jerked and the bed rocked as she was pounded by whatever force was
taking her.

She gagged when her mouth was
flooded with a thick load of cum. It was so real she could taste
it. After the first spurt, it was removed from her mouth and she
felt the rest of the hot sticky load splatter on her
face.

Her fingers went to her clit,
rubbing it while she was still being fucked by her ghostly lover.
The force between her legs was removed and this time she felt a
warm splattering on her breasts and her stomach.

She heard someone yell “Got next!” and seconds
later her pussy was impaled by another imaginary lover.

“You took all four, didn’t you? By
the time the three of them painted you with their loads, the guy
you sucked off was hard and he took you. He lasted didn’t he?
Fucked you for so long you came twice on his cock.”

“They all had you second time,
they shoved their semi hard dicks in your mouth and you fluffed
them hard, and then they took you. By the time they were done with
you, you had eight fucking loads all over your tits and face and
had come so many times, you couldn’t even move, you laid there like
a rag doll while they had you.”

Allison wailed long and loud as
she erupted into a second orgasm. Waves of intense pleasure crashed
through her as her hips bucked into whatever was fucking her. It
was incredibly real, she felt her cunt contracting around the force
inside her.

“That’s right cunt. You’ve been
saying pussy, that’s a little girl’s word, a cutesy word that
little Allie Cat used sometimes, but you’re a woman now and women
have cunts. Wet, sloppy, greedy insatiable cunts.

“The type of cunt that can only be
satisfied by a young stud that can go all night. Your son wants to
be that stud, you know. He wants to finger and lick and suck and
fuck his mother’s neglected cunt.”

“No!” Allison gasped in between
her sharp yelps as her body erupted for a third time in the last
five minutes.

“He’ll keep you satisfied, and
make you feel desired and loved. He will be as good to you as his
father, but even better because you can be his Allie Cat, his sex
craving cock hungry milf, and he won’t make you feel bad about it,
he’ll fucking love it!”

Allison felt more hot nonexistent
fluid spray her face and across her tits, then groaned when her
pussy was quickly refilled by another thrusting cock.

“And the sex will be hotter than
anything you can imagine, because you will be able to get into it.
You can be his good mother, his sweet love, and his bad girl, all
in one. His everything, and he’ll be yours. The lust you crave with
the love you deserve, its all waiting for you Allison, your boy is
waiting for you.”

Allison tried to answer, but all
that came out was a long shuddering moan as she came again, this
time her drained body wiggling weakly on the bed, as yet another
wave of ecstasy had its way with her helpless body.

As she lay there gasping, the
pounding between her legs stopped, and something pushed between her
lips, squirting another faux load down her throat, she gagged, and
felt some of it flow out of her mouth and down her chin.

“Devil’s in the
details.” Familial chuckled.
“You have a very vivid memory of that night,
don’t you?”

Allison’s reply was a low moan as
the assault on her body ended, and she lay there breathing hard,
her heart racing and her pussy aching as if it had really been used
as hard as it had that night.

She was too drained to move, even
when she felt the mattress shift and Familial appeared next to her,
sitting on the edge of the bed.

“You look ridden hard and put away
wet, girl.”

“W…why did you do that to me?” her
voice was barely audible.

“Because you hadn’t gotten
yourself off in over a month, and you needed it. As for reliving
your little put your cock in Allie’s pocket, pool tournament, its
one of your go to fantasies isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she answered despite
wanting to say no.

“Its okay, lots of women get off
to gang bang fantasies, difference is most have never lived them.
But don’t worry, you’ll never do that again. You’ll be a one cock
woman again soon enough.”

“No, I won’t be with my
son.”

“Yes, you will. Once you find out
he wants you, you’ll start seeing it differently. If you don’t?
I’ll just make you keep fucking random guys until you see it my
way.”

“You wouldn’t do that. You want me
with him.”

“I do what it
takes, Allison.” She shrugged.
“So what you endure is up to you. I told you I
already know James won’t make the first move, you’ll have to get
him there.”

“What if I don’t?”

“Then you’ll be giving yourself to
strangers like you used to except this time not getting paid, just
for fun.”

“Thought you wanted to see love,”
Allison was lying there completely naked, her legs shamelessly
spread, but couldn’t find the energy to even cover herself. “Why
would you hurt me?”

“Oh, you’ll enjoy it, trust me.
But don’t worry about something that hasn’t happened. You just came
more times than you have in the last few months and I did that to
whet your appetite. That pounding you just took was the first
action you’ve had since a few weeks before your husband
passed.

“Now you’ll want and need it even
more. A little more of the snakes that bit you.”

She put her hand on her
forehead. “Now you got to sleep, and
tomorrow morning we start on my plan.”

“What are you going to
do?”

“We, Allie, what
we’re going to do.” Familial smiled down
at her. “And what we’re going to do is
begin seducing your son.”




Chapter 8

Allison sat in front of the mirror carefully
applying her lipstick. The lipstick, the same hot pink as the silky
camisole top she wore, was the finishing touch on her look this
morning.

She’d used black eyeliner and
mascara to bring out her eyes and make her long lashes stand out,
along with some light pink eyeshadow to accentuate her lips, and
match her outfit.

Allison brushed some pink blush
onto her cheeks, giving her normally fair complexion some color,
and overall, she was pleased with the results. The make-up wasn’t
there to cover up any defects, but accentuated her high cheek
bones, her gorgeous eyes, and the lipstick more fully defined her
already perfect lips.

No, not just defined, called
attention to, and she was sure every man she saw today would
notice, and think about them. Her goal was to only get one man, one
young man who happened to be her son, to notice them, but any
attention would be a compliment.

“Especially if we need to find you
some cock later to prove a point.”

Allison nodded as she put the
lipstick down and picked up a bottle of spray mousse. She squirted
it liberally around her blown dry hair, taking some of the volume
out of it, and bringing out the natural waves in her once again
completely black hair.

Raven black. Raven her last
stripper alter ego back when she was 20. Even that thought didn’t
bother her. Why should it? Raven was a beautiful, sensual, and sexy
as fuck woman every man wanted, and could have for a
price.

Being desired was a compliment,
being paid for sex was also a compliment, Men didn’t pay to have
sex with good girls or unattractive women, they paid for the hot
bad girl who knew how to fuck, and Allison fucked like few could
back then.

She hummed happily as she picked
up the curler and created a long banana curl on each side of her
face, framing it beautifully.

“Look at that
woman,” Familial whispered in her
mind. “You’ve been hiding that gorgeous
sensual creature for years, even when you were married you
downplayed your looks. Forget the damn Bible, pride is not a sin,
it’s a birthright when you look the way you do.

She laughed softly.
“Beauty is only skin deep? That’s something ugly
people made into a slogan, you know that right?”

Allison chuckled along with her.
Familial no longer bothered her, nor did looking in the mirror and
using this much makeup for the first time in years to bring out her
full beauty.

She also wasn’t bothered by the
fact she wore no bra under the slinky sleeveless cammy top. The top
wasn’t full length to begin with, and combined with the size of her
ample, and recently ‘tweaked’ breasts lifting it higher, her
stomach, complete with her sexy new piercing, was on full
display.

“Funny how you were ashamed of
your body but did Yoga in your room twice a week and used that
machine in the basement. You stayed in shape because deep down,
Allison you were still proud of your body, and now you can show
that pride, and show off how good you look.

“No guilt, no shame, just
flaunting this fine body. You’re going to love men, and some women,
looking at you, and know what? You’ll make them happy too. It
brings a smile to a man’s face to see an attractive woman, gives
him a quick dirty little thought too, think of it as spreading some
joy making them want to spread your legs.

“I like that,” Allison whispered,
and smiled at her reflection. “I really do.”

“You do, is right, I’m not forcing
anything here. I just removed all that guilt and those stupid hang
ups your shame and your husband’s issues built into you the last
twenty years, you’re free to be you, Allison.”

Allison rose from the chair, and noticed her
stomach wasn’t the only thing on display. Her nipples were erect
and clearly visible through the thin material. She put her hands on
her breasts and sighed as she slid her palms over her
nipples.

She’d started the morning by waking up at five,
and masturbating. She’d done it slowly and sensually, her hands
caressing and exploring her body as a lover would. She took her
time, in a way getting reacquainted with herself.

Her fantasy was less wild than
last night, thinking of only one man, a young man in bed with her.
He was young and hard and enamored with her sexy mature body, he
went down on her, taking his time enjoying her scent, her taste,
and the way she squirmed and moaned for him.

After she came he slid up between
her legs and took her. He grabbed her ankles and lifted her legs,
pushing them back so she was staring up at her feet, and he fucked
her so hard she came on his cock without even touching her clit,
just stroking her nipples and getting it good and hard.

Allison fell back to sleep for an hour, then
took a shower. Her shower was very different this morning. She
watched as she took her time soaping up her breasts and her
stomach, her supple thighs and her pink slit.

Touching herself, and for the
first time in years not being ashamed to do so, she masturbated
again, coming with one foot on the edge of the tub and while
imagining she was being fucked from behind under the hot
water.

But this time the person fucking
her was her son. James behind her, his magnificent young body wet
and slicked with soap. His hands on her hips, squeezing as he
pounded his mother.

He pulled his cock out at the last
second, squirting his cum all over her pussy and down her thighs.
Allison moaning as she watched a mixture of cum and soap slide down
her legs.

Fantasizing about her son didn’t
bother her in the heat of the moment as it should have, but she had
a rough few minutes after it, especially with how hard she came.
But Familial whispered to her that it was okay, because it was what
James wanted, and she was going to be proving that to
her.

Even if he wanted it, she was his
mother, she should know better. There were some things a mother
just couldn’t or shouldn’t do for their son, including sleeping
with them. Not to mention she didn’t have any desire for it to
happen.

“Not
consciously, and because you keep leaning on these made up
rules,” Familial replied.
“When you see he wants you, when you know you
wouldn’t be hurting or taking advantage of him, you’ll feel very
different.”

Allison had settled back into a good mood
afterwards and even better when she dug through the old bureau in
the back of her walk-in closet and looked through the drawers
containing her lingerie.

What little she owned of it,
seeing Daniel never seemed to want to do any type of long slow burn
foreplay. He took his time during sex-well, his lovemaking, sex was
a lot more fun, but wanted to get right to it.

He seemed nervous and
uncomfortable when she came out in something sexy. As she thought
about it, while looking through things she hadn’t worn in years,
the demon was right, Daniel had a lot of strange hang-ups in the
bedroom.

She’d been right that she’d not
only felt responsible for them, but that he’d encouraged her
thinking it was her fault. The tattoo…why did he have her leave it
there? To shame her was the only reason she could think
of.

“Maybe one more
reason, but we’ll get there,” Familial had
told her. Then when she saw Allison holding up a light blue baby
doll nightie added. “That one’s too much
out of the gate, that’s smoking hot, we need some cute sassy sexy
to start.”

Allison had found her ‘sexy
pajama’ sets, she liked to wear to bed, when she wanted to entice
Daniel, but not be to ‘racy’ for him. But compared to her normal
around the house attire of old lady robes of baggy pants and
oversized shirts, the hot pink set was outright risqué.

Especially to wear around her son.
It wasn’t just the tops short length and her lack of bra, the boy
shorts were just as inappropriate. The pink high-rise shorts were
sheer lace around her thighs and waist, with solid material between
her legs and the middle of her ass.

They were form fitting, hugging
her upper thighs and showing off her well-shaped ass. Allison put
her back to the mirror and looked over her shoulder, nothing her
black cat tattoo was visible through the hot pink lace.

A long time source of regret and
reminder of the years she had embraced a lifestyle of alcohol,
drugs and selling her body, Allison now saw the tattoo as being
playful, cute and sexy, which is exactly how she felt at the
moment.

“Because you are a sexy and
playful little kitten, aren’t you Allie?”

Allison smiled and rolling her
tongue released a soft seductive purr. She hadn’t made that sound
since she prowled the club and would do it in the guy’s ear while
she ground her cunt onto the hard cock trapped in their
pants.

She laughed at how perfectly she was able to do
it after all these years and wondered what else she could do just
as well as she used to.

‘Everything, you don’t forget how
to please a man or how to get them to please you, Allison. Your son
is going to get the benefit of all of that carnal experience, and
unlike your conflicted husband, he is going to revel in every bit
of it, and never be able to get enough of his mother.

“See how good you look? How sexy
you feel? How dressing like this makes you feel like what you are?
A sensual woman in her prime who knows she looks good and wants
someone to appreciate this fine body of yours?

“You can feel that every day. You
can walk around like this every morning and every night and I bet
there will be times James will see you, and be so overcome with
lust he’ll take you in whatever room he finds you.

“On the couch, on the kitchen
table, against a wall, probably even on the goddamn floor. You’ll
have the sex life you deserved to have all these years. It will be
like back in the day, the more you get the more insatiable you’ll
become.

“But this time no drugs, no booze,
no random married dogs or strangers. It will all be for your son,
and the more you give him, the more he’ll want it. James is going
to make Allie purr for the rest of your life.”

“I…no,” she said
softly.

As caught up as she was with how good she felt
and even with Familial’s voice no longer bothering her, she still
couldn’t accept she would seduce her son, or that he would want her
to.

“We’ll get
there,” Familial assured her.
“In a few minutes you’re going to hear what he
thinks of you, you’re going to see that jealousy
too.”

“Jealous of who?”

‘”You’ll see, and you and I are
going to do some snooping, because that memory of you dancing for
your husband the night he let you cut loose, makes me think I have
the reason for the lust he’s been harboring for you.”

“He doesn’t want me. I keep
telling you that.”

“We’ll find out
soon enough,” Familial giggled.
“Let’s go, Allie, its show
time.”




Chapter 9

Allison drifted down the hallway
following the aroma of coffee and enjoying the sensation of walking
barefoot through the house, a simple pleasure she’d denied herself
as apparently even showing her feet was something she’d shied away
from over the years.

She felt as if she were moving
through a dream. She wasn’t in control of her movements, but unlike
last night she didn’t feel as if they she were being coerced, more
like she was watching herself from behind her own eyes.

Allison felt no fear or anxiety,
to the contrary she was reveling in the freedom of walking around
the house dressed like a woman and not bundled up like an old lady.
No, not an old lady, just someone who had been conditioned to be
ashamed of her body.

Familial had been right, Daniel
had instilled that in her, and deep down she’d always known it, but
never thought about. The demon had dragged that unpleasant
knowledge from deep within her and made her confront it.

It didn’t mean Daniel didn’t love
her, even Familial had seen that, and knew he was a good man. But
no one was infallible, and he had used her own guilt of her past to
shape her present with him, and she’d allowed it because she
believed it to be true.

What a waste, she could have spent
years flaunting herself for her husband and reaping the benefits of
having him in a constant state of desire, rather than their boring
sex life which at times seemed planned the way he’d schedule an oil
change.

But no more. From now on, Allison
would take pride, not shame, in her appearance and would welcome,
not shy away from, the attention it would get her. Allison smiled
as she approached the kitchen, walking slowly, her hips swaying and
her legs crossing in front of each other in the practiced strut she
used when she walked onto the stage at the clubs.

She entered the kitchen to see
James sitting with his back to her and across from a tall thin
young man with long blonde hair and a scruffy attempt at a
beard.

“Good morning!” she
chirped

“Hey, mom,” James spoke without
turning around. “This is Eddie from school.

“Why hello, Eddie from school!”
Allison gave him a huge smile as she sauntered over to the counter.
“Nice to meet you.”

“Uh…hi,” Eddie’s
blue eyes went wide as they did a quick up and down inspection of
her body. “Holy shit, she’s fucking
hot.”

His lips hadn’t moved and Allison
realized she was hearing his thoughts, the same way Viv had been
hearing hers and anyone else around her when Familial was inside
her.

Allison faced the counter, and
spun the rack containing the pods for the Kuerig. She picked one
and popped it in while plucking a mug from a hook under the cabinet
and putting it under the machine.

As she waited for it to brew, she
put her elbows on the counter and leaned over, pushing her ass out.
She swayed slightly back and forth and smiled when she heard Eddie
in her head once more.

“God, look at that ass! Talk about
a fucking milf.”

“We’ll be out of your way soon,”
James said behind her. “We’re just reviewing this last chapter and
we’re going to…” his voice trailed off, but she heard him as
clearly in her head as she had Eddie.

“What the hell is she
wearing?”

“Take your time, honey,” Allison
turned around to face him while she waited for the Kuerig to heat
up. “There’s worse things than spending time around a couple of
good looking young men.”

She looked at Eddie and winked.
Within her mind, Allison protested ‘stop that!’ but the only
response from Familial was a naughty giggle. Eddie looked like a
dear in headlight, unsure how to react.

His eyes however, were focused on
her chest, and Allison caught a vivid image from his mind of her
naked and on the counter, her legs spread and him on his knees
eating her pussy.

The image fast forwarded to her
now bent over the kitchen table and him fucking her from behind.
His hands squeezing her ass as he pounded his young cock into her
with long hard strokes.

Allison knew this wasn’t her
fantasy, or Familial’s, but his and being shown to her as vividly
as if she were watching porn. Even though this wasn’t what she
would have wanted, her nipples stiffened, and a warm feeling grew
between her legs.

She’d come multiple times last
night during the gang bang flashback Familial had forced her to
relive, and twice this morning. Yet she had to resist the urge to
start rubbing her thighs together, squirming as if she hadn’t had a
release in months.

She gave Eddie a sly smile and hopped up onto
the counter, opening her legs enough for him to be able to stare
between them. His jaw dropped as he saw her in the exact position
as his fantasy.

“Are you hungry, Eddie?” She was
speaking in Allie’s smoky stripper voice. “Would you like something
to eat?”

“N…no Ma’am, I’m fine thank you,”
he spoke with his eyes averted and Allison shifted her gaze to
James who was staring angrily at his friend.

“Okay, well let me know if you
change your mind, I’m sure I have something here you’d
like.”

“She’s fucking
flirting with him!” Even her son’s
thoughts sounded mad. “What’s wrong with
her?”

He looked away from Eddie, and
looked as if he were going to say something. No words came from his
lips, but his mind was racing, and from wherever she currently was
in her own body, an uneasy feeling came over her.

“Oh, god, her nipples. Stop it!
It’s Mom for fucks sake! But look at her, I can see her goddamn
camel toe in those shorts. Jesus Christ, why does she have to be so
hot? Why the hell can’t I stop looking at her?”

“Hey, Eddie, I think I’m all set
with this, you want to head down to the court?”

“Why don’t we keep going, we have
that test and…” Eddie stopped when James shot him a nasty look.
“Okay, sure, we can always work on this tomorrow.”

“Do me a favor, and wait outside,
I need to talk to my mother for a minute.”

Eddie nodded and getting up from the table gave
her an awkward wave.

“Bye Miss Reed, nice meeting
you.”

“Same here.” Allison put her arms
over head and stretched, not only showing off her nipples, but
causing the shirt to rise close to the bottom of her breasts. “You
feel free to come by anytime, sweetie.”

“Right,” Eddie took a quick look
at her chest, then pivoted on his heel and quickly left the
kitchen, heading down the short staircase that led to the back
door.

“He seems nice,” Allison scooted
over on the counter and picked up her coffee, sipping it, and
savoring the strong dark roast flavor.

Everything seemed so much clearer
and more vibrant this morning, she swore coffee had never tasted so
good.

“What the hell was that?” James
demanded, walking up to stand in front of her.

“What was what?”

“Give me a goddamn break.” James
pointed to her. “You know what I’m talking about.”

“I know you’re mad for some
reason,” Allison took another sip of coffee. “Really mad, when was
the last time you got laid?”

“What?” James stared at her his
eyes wide.

“Tell me you’ve gotten it since
Heather, because that was over a year ago.”

“What is wrong with you this
morning?”

“Nothing, I’m not the one acting
all pissed off,” Allison shrugged and was aware of two things, the
way her braless tits jiggled and that he noticed them do
it.

“Seriously, honey. Boy your age
needs to drain the poison, or you’ll end up all angry and
frustrated.”

“Drain…?”

“And you can only jerk off so much
before it doesn’t help anymore. Sometimes you just need the real
thing,” she sighed. “I know I do; fingers and batteries only go so
far you know.”

James mouth opened and for a
moment nothing came out until he blurted out.

“That’s it, that’s why you’re
dressed like that!” He jabbed a finger at her. “You have someone
coming over, don’t you?”

“Why would you think
that?”

“The way you’re dressed and that’s
why you came in here and acted like that with Eddie, to get us out
of here.”

“Who would I have coming over?”
“

See this, Allie? This is where
you’ll see that jealousy I told you about.”

“You’re on that site, you met
someone.”

“Honey, I’m either at work or at
home running errands. I’m home every night. I haven’t been seeing
anyone.”

“Then it’s not a date it’s a hook
up. You have someone coming here to fuck you!”

“Watch your mouth!” The words were
Allison’s this time, as if Familial was allowing her natural
reaction. “I’m your mother.”

“Then act like my mother! You come
strutting out here dressed like that and flirting with Eddie like
your some kind of desperate housewife, and as soon as I leave
you’ll have some asshole over here.”

“That’s not true,
James.”

“You going to do him in your bed?
You going to put Dad’s picture a way so you won’t feel guilty? Or
you going to leave it up so you he can watch you?”

Allison was stunned, not just by
his words, but the anger behind them. When she responded she was
surprised to hear herself addressing her own doubts about meeting
someone and how she ultimately talked herself into it.

“I’m forty three years old, James.
I’m too young to be a widow for the rest of my life. Your father
would never want me to be lonely and miserable. He’d want me to
move on and be happy.

“It’s been two years since he
passed, it’s not like I ran right out there. I’ve grieved and
missed him since the night of the accident. But now its time for me
to try and enjoy life again. I thought you wanted to see me
happy?”

“I…I do,” he said quietly, the
anger leaving his voice. “But it should be with someone who
appreciates you and loves you and treats you the way you deserve.
Not some sleazy hook up with some jerk you met online.”

“There is no jerk online,” Allison
assured him. “But for me to have that person to make me happy, I
have to meet him, and that means I will be dating, and I might not
meet the right guy off the bat, but he doesn’t have to be mister
perfect to give me what I need.”

The last part, Allison would have
never said. It was as if she were standing offstage on a Broadway
play and occasionally feeding the actor-in this case an allegedly
400 year old demon-lines while the rest of the time just watching
the show.

“That’s real nice. That you’ll
just give it to someone because you’re horny. Way to remember
dad.”

“Why are you so upset about this,
James?”

“Because I want my mother to be
with someone who’ll be as good to you as dad was. A guy who would
deserve you, all of you, not some prick who’ll tell everyone how
lucky he got with the hot woman he met online.”

“You think I’m hot?”

“Huh?” he blinked. Shit, be
careful, you idiot!

“You just said the hot woman
online.”

“I meant, well I mean…you’re
beautiful, Mom.”

“Thank you, but that and hot are
different things.” Allison gave him a saucy smile, and putting her
arms over her head swayed side to side for a moment, her tits
shaking beneath the top. “You think you have a hot
mommy?”

“She knows. She
knows and she’s fucking with me.” His
thoughts sounded panicked, and caused her stomach to twist.
“No, there’s no way she could know. She never
looked at Dad’s lap top before she gave it to me, and I changed the
password!” 

“Bingo!”
The sound of clapping accompanied Familial’s
exclamation.

“Why are you acting like this?”
James demanded. “Overnight you go from dressing like a prude to
wearing lingerie in front of me. Christ, Mom, you don’t even have a
bra on!”

“Funny how you noticed that.”
Allison teased him.

“Its…pretty obvious.” He looked
away his face flushing.

“Let’s go
fishing, and see what we catch.” Familial
laughed. “Not that I don’t already know,
but I want you to see it from the source.

“I figured you’d like the look,”
She cocked her head and raised her eyebrows. “After all, you were
trying to get a peek last night, weren’t you?”

James face, already flushed, turned red as a
beet, but Allison’s focus was on the scene playing through his
mind.

Her yelling someone was in the
room, then when didn’t find anyone, her falling back onto bed, as
if she’d fainted or been sleep walking. James sliding his arms
under her and easing her up the bed so her head was on the
pillow.

He sat by her side for a couple of
minutes, watching her. As more time passed the look on his face
switched from worry to confused, to annoyed, as if he were
experiencing some internal conflict.

His eyes kept darting from her face to her
chest where her robe had loosened from him sliding her up the bed.
At one point he stood up from the bed and looked as if he were
going to leave, then sat back down on the edge of it.

He continued to stare at her
exposed chest, until finally, after saying “Mom?” a couple times to
see if she’d respond he took the edge of the robe in his
hand.

He lifted it slightly while
lowering his head, trying to peek beneath the robe. He revealed the
inner half of her left breast, but didn’t seem to be able to tug
the robe any higher.

Allison watched as his other hand
trailed down to where her robe was tied and tugged on it, loosening
it even more. He lifted the edge again, this time revealing the
inner half of her breast as well as her nipple.

“Please
no,” Allison groaned in her mind.
“Honey, what are you doing? I’m your
mother!”

James stared at her breast with a
mixture of lust and self-loathing, telling her he was thinking the
same thing, but was unable to help himself.

“Lust is a
powerful thing, Allison,” Familial sounded
serious, a change from her usual taunting. “But when that lust is for family it’s even stronger because
it’s overcoming years of societies conditioning that has been
instilled in people.”

The scene continued, James, red in the face,
and breathing through his mouth as he battled with both his
conscious and his desires. He eased the robe further until he could
see her entire breast.

Allison heard herself moan softly
in her sleep as she was experiencing the dream Familial had placed
there. The sound was too much for him, and he licked his lips as
she moaned once more.

His free hand reached for her, and
she could see it shaking. It hovered over her breast and Allison
groaned inwardly as he lowered it and placed it over her breast.
His eyes were wide and she could see lust was winning over reason
as he lightly caressed her soft flesh with his fingers.

His thumb traced a circle around
her nipple, causing it to stiffen, and that’s when she stirred, her
head turning on the pillow. James jerked his hand back as if it had
been burned and yanked the robe back over her breast just as she
opened her eyes.

“That’s right,” Allison spoke into
James awkward silence. “I was awake a few seconds before I opened
my eyes. I seemed to feel a draft,” she put her hand over her left
breast. “Right about here, then it was covered pretty damn quick
when I said your name.”

“I…you think I was looking at you
while you were asleep?” James seemed properly indignant, but
Allison had the feeling his reaction was a product of fear and
being disgusted with himself lending itself to his
reaction.

“I know what I felt.”

“Your robe was barely tied when I
came in and when I helped you up the bed after you fell, it moved
and I was fixing it!”

“Really?” she asked
skeptically.

“Yes!”

“Then why did I feel your hand on
my tit?”

“I wasn’t looking because it was
open so I guess I must have touched you, when I was trying to grab
the robe.”

Up until this point she was hoping
what she’d just been shown was a trick of the demon, but his
stutter and the look of fear he could no longer hide told her it
was true. Her stomach, and her heart sank at the
realization.

Her son wanted her.

But why? How? When? Had she done
something wrong? Even when Daniel was alive and she didn’t dress
quite as reserved, she never wore anything revealing. She and
Daniel only had sex in their room, with the door shut and always
locked during.

There was no way he could have
witnessed anything that could have made him see her that way. Where
the hell had this come from?

“Can’t believe you think I groped
you!” James was back to trying to act offended. “Since you talked
to that crack pot that screwed around with her son, you’ve been
screwing with me. What do you think, I want you the way that sick
kid wanted his mother?”

“Why is it sick? Love is love,
honey.” Allison gritted her teeth helplessly as Familial uttered
those words in her voice.

“Nice try.” James shook his head.
“This is why you dressed like this? You’re fishing to see if I have
some mommy thing? You using me to research your new
case?”

“Maybe I am fishing,” she raised
her leg, and placing her bare foot on his upper thigh slid it up
under the leg of his loose shorts. “Anything biting?”

James jumped back so fast he
stumbled and would have fallen had he not caught the side of the
fridge with his hand.

“Touchy!” Allison
laughed.

“This is bullshit.” James jumped
at the sound of a horn. “Shit, Eddie’s waiting. I have to
go.”

“No kiss goodbye?” Allison
puckered her hot pink lips.

She caught a quick flash from his
mind, him kissing her, his arms around her, his hands sliding under
her top and caressing her back. In addition to the image, Allison
could feel his longing for her, and his frustration and anger that
longing caused.

“Bye, mom.” He blew her a kiss.
“Know what? I’d rather have you dressing like this because you have
someone coming over than you think I have a thing for
you.”

“Good,” she nodded. “Because he
should be here soon, so you should go.”

James gave her an angry stare, but
she could sense the hurt beneath it. More than that the quick
thought that it should be him, that what she needed was right in
front of her.

“Kidding, baby,” Allison gave him
a disarming smile. “No one’s coming. I just wanted to show off for
your friend a little. I’m a single mother who works a lot, and its
been a long time since I felt like a woman. It was wrong, and I’m
sorry.”

“Yeah, okay,” James seemed to
relax. “But it was really embarrassing. I hope he doesn’t go around
telling people.”

“Tell them what, your Mom’s a
milf?”

“Something like that.”

“Can I have a kiss
goodbye?”

“Sure.”

James came over and kissed her on
the cheek. He went to step back,” but her hands moving with a speed
she’d never exhibited before, she caught his face in her
hands.

He tried to pull away, but like her speed, the
strength she felt as she held him still was unnatural. It was the
same way Vivian had grabbed her when she had gotten close to
her.

Allison kissed him on his lips. It
was quick, but soft and sweet, and followed by another quick peck,
as if she were adding a quick exclamation point to the first kiss.
It was how she’d always kissed Daniel, and it never failed to make
him smile.

“Its okay, you know,” she
whispered as she released his face.

“W…what is?”
James stuttered as he blushed once more, as she heard him
think, “She fucking kissed me!” The
thought had an air of elation to it, she found
disturbing, but was followed by. “Messing
with me, she wants me to admit it.”

“The way you feel,” she took his
hand in hers and gave it a gentle squeeze. “It’s okay, honey,
really.”

He stared at her and his lips moved, but
nothing came out and she didn’t need telepathy to see the struggle
behind his eyes.

“I…” Was he going to say it?
Please don’t say it! Allison pleaded, don’t make her right, don’t
do this to me!

The horn sounded again, mercifully
interrupting them.

“Gotta go.” James turned and all
but ran out of the room.

“And that, my
doubting Thomas,” Familial purred.
“Is why I’m here.”




Chapter 10

Allison entered James room, and
sitting down at his desk opened his laptop. She looked at the time
and noticed it was 8:30, she was due to meet Kevin at
10.

“Don’t worry this won’t take
long.”

“James was right, I don’t know the
password,” Allison spoke aloud as she stared at the screen in front
of her asking for the login.

“No problem, as soon as James
thought password, he thought of it.”

“I didn’t hear it.”

“You focus on hearing his
conscious thoughts I go deeper.”

Allison felt a lump in her throat when she
typed “MissuDad.”, which brought the screen to life.

“Okay, let’s
see,” Familial began to hum tunelessly as
she moved Allison’s hand to browse the computer.

She went to the favorites
bar and giggled. “Just a couple of mom son
movies?”

Allison was crestfallen as she saw
the long list of videos he’d bookmarked, all of them mother son
themed.

“He doesn’t watch milfs, he
watches son’s fucking their milfs.”

The mouse drifted over to documents and
scrolled through. There was a long list of college related projects
and papers. At the end of the list was one named “ZDad’s
files.”

“Warmer,”
Familial muttered, as Allison clicked
it.

Allison watched a series of church related
files titled board meetings and youth group, along with some files
related to his job as an accountant.

“No wonder he
was so boring.” Familial
chuckled.

She exited the folder and the
mouse moved around the desktop and went into my videos. There were
a bunch of things James had downloaded, but the mouse kept moving
until it stopped at one marked ‘Dad’s vids.’

It opened and Allison was now
looking at a video titled. “AC”

“Hmm, AC…Allie
Cat?” Familial pondered as a wave of
apprehension ran through her as she clicked on it to see a title
screen.

“Thank you for purchasing This
full video and supporting our site, enjoy!”

The screen faded and was replaced by the
title:

Strippers Gone Wild Episode
41.

“Oh, no,” Allison
groaned.

There was list of the scenes with links to go
directly to that video. Each link featured the name of a stripper
and their state. Allison’s apprehension turned to dread when she
saw

Scene 5 Allie Cat:The Wolf’s Den
1993.

She watched in frustration as her finger
clicked the link. The video came on, and it was obvious it was
being filmed by someone with a camcorder as it opened with someone
panning around the room.

She instantly recognized it as the
VIP room at the Den where they hosted Bachelor or other private
parties. The camera worked across the guests lingering briefly on
each as the waved or saluted the camera with their
drinks.

There were five men in the
‘circle’ the small area around the stage where the groom and his
best man and groomsmen sat. It was fenced off with security rails
and beyond it were several tables where a dozen or so men sat, all
facing the stage and yelling at whoever was filming
them/

It cut to a man sitting in the
leather chair featuring a sign on the back. “The Groom’s last
ride”. A ruggedly built dark haired man in his thirties sat there
and the cameraman introduced him as the lucky guest of
honor.

The parties were not supposed to
be filmed, at least not after the dancer came on stage, but Allison
knew for an extra fee that other than getting out of line with, or
trying to hurt the girls, there wasn’t anything that couldn’t be
bought.

The opening notes to Def Leopards
Pour Some Sugar on Me sounded and the camera swung to the small
stage. Allison came out from between the black curtains, dressed as
a sexy business woman. A short black skirt, blazer and white blouse
beneath it and wearing a man’s black tie.

But her attention was on her face.
She was flushed red and her green eyes wide and electric from the
coke she’d done in the back room. The coke was courtesy of the
party, for a fee the club would make sure their dancer was feeling
‘properly playful and up for a wild time”

“Please,” Allison implored
Familial. “I was there, I don’t need to see this.”

“True, but I am a demon, can’t be
too nice to you, now can I?”

Allison whimpered as she watched
herself on stage, dancing seductively and swinging from the pole,
while stripping down to just a black thong and the tie. She dropped
off the stage and crawled on her hands and knees to the
groom.

The scene did play out faster,
skipping the lap dance she knew she’d given him and cutting to her
on her knees sucking his cock. A cut to her riding him wildly while
the other four men stood around her egging the groom on to fuck
her.

The men behind the fence cheering
and tossing some money in, and the music blasting as Allison
switched to riding him in reverse then dropped to her hands and
knees on the floor so he could finish taking her doggy
style.

Her spinning around when he
whipped his cock out, removing his condom just in time to shoot his
load into her open mouth and all over her face. A jump cut to her
still on her knees, the other four men around her, dressed but with
their cocks out.

It was a merry go round, her
sucking each cock before turning in a slow circle to suck all the
others. Second time around she urged them to hold her hair and fuck
her mouth. She was wasted and because of that was beyond being
humiliated, to the contrary she craved cock and was a more than
willing participant in the debauchery.

Fast forward to each man fucking
her. Two took her doggy while she bent over the stage, another took
her while she lied on her back at the edge of the stage which was
the perfect height for him to pound her with her feet up over his
shoulders.

The last man laid on the stage
while she rode him. By then the groom was ready for another round
and being he was guest of honor she took him around the world, a
couple minutes in each position until he emptied his load on her
tits.

Each man she fucked, the camera
had come closer and she had faced it, smiling and commenting on how
hard she was being fucked and how she loved it. Allison hadn’t
remembered the camera, but she’d started out messed up and several
times during the gang bang, guys had handed her shots, one while
she was on top of the guy on the floor.

Seeing herself on screen smiling
through a load of cum with other loads splattered on her tits and
ass, she began to cry in shame as even Familial couldn’t hold back
her emotion.

“Hey, you were
young dumb and full of lots of guys cum,” Familial told her. “But single and
having fun. You weren’t hurting anyone.”

“I hurt myself, I…made myself into
a whore.” She protested. “And those men were getting married. Those
brides never knew what he did!”

“Meh, their morals or lack of
weren’t your problem. Let’s get back to the here and now. This
video was found by your loving husband, who was so appalled at
finding a clip of you on line, he bought the video so he could
watch the whole thing.”

Her words hit her like a slap. This was no
trick. Daniel had somehow seen a piece of this video on a porn site
and downloaded it and watched it. Why?”

“Back to the love hate with your
sexuality.”

Allison closed the video and
hovered over the link to see it was downloaded six years ago. A
year before their fifteenth anniversary, the night he’d had a lot
to drink and egged her on to ‘perform’ for him at home.

“Just like that
video.” His words, confusing at the time,
came roaring back to her.

He’d been watching this damn thing for a year,
then when his inhibitions were down caved into his guilty lust and
for the only time in their mariage encouraged her to be
wild.

“Bet he was thinking about all
those guys banging you. Typical closet cuck.”

“Cuck?”

“A man who likes to picture his
wife with other men while he watches. More men fantasize about it
than you think, some do live that life. Your hubs got off for years
to this thing, watching his young slutty little kitty getting used
and loving every second of it.”

“And hated that he did,” Allison
said numbly. “I’ve had patients with those feelings, to where it
caused problems in their marriage because they wanted their wife to
be with another man and they wouldn’t.”

“I told you, Allison, his
repression of you was repressing his own desires. Well before he
found that video, he’d pictured what you’d done before him. Your
confessions turned him on. But seeing? That took it to another
level.”

Allison rubbed her throbbing
temples.

“And your son found it and watched
it. He keeps watching it, and he feels the same way. You’re his
mother and he should be disgusted, but it turns him on, and he
can’t help himself.

“James,” a fresh wave of tears
flowed down her cheeks. “How can this be happening? Why would this
make him want me?”

“Like father like son. He found it
on his father’s lap top, he knows his dad got off to it, and that
gave him a sense it wasn’t that wrong.”

“I…”

“By the way? As
you ask your questions, it’s you answering them as a shrink. I’m
only voicing your thoughts,” Familial
sighed. “I’m nowhere near that
smart.”

“What am I going to
do?”

“Him
hopefully.” Familial
replied. “But wait, there’s
more.”

“How can there be?”

“Going to show you proof of your
husband not being the sweetheart you thought he was.”

Allison’s hand moved the mouse again and went
back to the bookmarks, scrolling through the porn vids and other
sites until clicking on a link named ‘MHW”

It went to a porn site called My
Hot Wife, and subtitled. “Real videos of real wives and girlfriends
getting down and dirty.”

Her finger took the mouse to
login in and the name DR1975 came up. She clicked it, and then my
uploaded videos. Allison gasped when she saw “My stripper wife in a gang bang.” As
the title of his lone video.

She unwillingly clicked on it and
saw it was indeed the full scene she’d just watched.

Under the title was his
comment. “This is my wife back in her wild
days before I met her. Love to hear what you guys think of
her.”

“Holy shit,” Allison
muttered.

The video, uploaded five years ago
had over 250k views and 150k thumbs up with over 1200 comments. She
briefly scrolled the list, comments jumping out her.

“Holy fuck, she’s a
freak!”

“What a wild cat, goddamn she can
fuck!”

“My god, man, you married that? I
hope she’s putting on shows like that in front of you these
days.”

“Wow, she looks young and all
kinds of high, makes it even hotter.”

The link closed and Allison fell
back into the chair. The chair her son had no doubt masturbated in
countless times while watching his mother fuck five men.

“You weren’t his mother then, you
were younger than he is now. But his lust for past you led to
wanting the present you. I told you earlier that your boy already
knows what you have going on under your boring clothes.

“Except now you’re older and more
mature. Remember what he said, older women who are still in good
shape are even sexier. Plus he knows you’re a good woman now, and
that everything he saw you do, you would only be doing for
him.”

“Okay, okay!” Allison snapped.
“But all I see is misplaced lust inspired by watching his mother
going full out porn star. Where is this love you keep talking
about? Nothing in that movie says love.”

“We’re going to
get there very soon.” Familial assured
her. “That’s why I made sure you would
meet with Kevin. So you’ll learn the truth.”

“What truth is that?” she asked
despondently.

“The truth that a son can love his
mother more completely than her own husband.”




Chapter 11

Allison sat at a small table in
the corner of Starbucks sipping her coffee while waiting for Kevin.
There was a part of her that hoped he wouldn’t show up. The last
thing she needed was to hear him talk about having sex with his
mother and how they were going to start a life together.

“Whoa, dude, look left. Total
cougar town.”

The voice was in her head, not her ears, but
when she looked over towards the counter, sure enough she saw two
college aged boys looking her way. One of them smiled at her, but
she simply looked away.

“Bitch.”

“See what happens when you dress
fun? You get attention.”

Familial referred to the pair of
denim shorts and pink sleeveless top she wore. Neither were risqué
but did show off her toned legs and ample chest. Her hair was
pulled back in a loose ponytail she felt was too young for her, but
had to admit was a cute look on her.

Her outfit was completed by a pair
of pink heeled sandals that strapped around her ankles. It was the
first time she’d shown this much of herself off in public in a long
time, to the point it even felt odd to have her feet and toes not
encased in shoes and socks or stockings.

Allison looked up when she saw
someone approaching the table, but it was an older woman, carrying
her coffee. As she passed, Allison flinched when she was assailed
by an image of the woman, who she guessed to be in her late fifties
naked on a bed.

She was being taken on both ends while a man
sat in chair, watching her, and playing with his cock.

“Speaking of hot
wives and cucks.” Familial laughed.
“Let’s see what else we have
here.”

Allison looked around the room,
her eyes resting on a middle-aged man in an expensive suit, sitting
by the window. Her mind filled with the visual of him on his knees
at a gloryhole with a cock in his mouth, cum dribbling down his
chin.

Her gaze turned to a man in line
and saw him on his knees being pegged by a woman with a strap on.
An older well-dressed woman with a briefcase passed her talking on
her phone about pushing back a court date.

Allison witnessed her on her
knees, surrounded by men who were taking turns urinating on her
face and breasts. The man in the booth across from her dressed head
to toe in leather, his mask covering all but his mouth, and
strapped to a table while a woman rode him and told him if he came
before she said he could he get thirty more days of
chastity.

“There’s some
good ones in here!” Familial
whistled. “I love people watching.”


A young girl walked by holding hands with her
boyfriend, but in her mind was the visual of her lying in between
an older woman’s legs, her tongue busy on her clit.

A woman in line, in bed, on her
knees with a man slowly fucking her while she was on her cell
phone, telling her husband she’d be late, and that she loved him. A
man fucking a young girl, that Allison somehow knew was his
babysitter, and telling her how much tighter her cunt was than his
wife’s.

A man lying in bed wearing stockings heels and
panties and sucking a man’s cock while his wife told him he better
take every drop.

“Oh!”
Familial cried out, causing Allison to jump in
her seat.

Her attention fell on a
young man talking to a pretty blonde that looked about his age. She
saw him imagining being in bed with her. He was on top, and they
were making love, their young bodies entwined and moving in unison.
He was kissing her neck and she moaned. “Oh, little brother, that feels so good!”

Allison somehow knew she was looking at a
fantasy, and not something he’d done, but was stunned by the fact
he wanted his sister.

“More common than you think,
Allison, trust me. Tell you what, I need to lock onto that one,
give sis a little push to make her little brother
happy.”

“Miss Reed?”

Allison was pulled from her
visions of the other patrons’ sexual secrets and found herself
staring at Kevin. She recognized him from the pictures, and no
longer had her eyes found his face then she saw him in bed with
Vivian, first with her on top riding him wildly as if he were a
prize bull at a rodeo, then with him making love to her, and
telling her how much he needed her.

“Y...yes,” Allison gestured for
him to sit. “Sorry I was lost in thought.”

“No problem,” he sat down and
opened the bottle of iced tea he’d bought. “What do you want to
know?”

“Right to business?” Allison
laughed. “Okay.”

“I know why you want to talk to
me, and know that you’re going to tell me how wrong it is, so I
guess I just want to get it over with.”

“Before we do, how is
Vivian?”

“She’s fine, totally herself since
right after you left.” He shrugged. “My dad said you didn’t say
anything about what you said to her, but something must have
worked.”

“So she’s back to acting the way
she did before she slept with those men and acting
strange?”

“That’s right.”

“But she wasn’t herself when she,”
Allison glanced around, but the tables on either side of them were
currently empty. “Slept with you. Now that she is, have things
changed between you?”

“You mean does she feel bad about
what we did?” Kevin paused to take several long swallows of the
tea. “She does and she doesn’t.”

“Can you elaborate on
that?”

“She says she knows its wrong,
especially seeing she made the first move, but that she can’t deny
how good it felt to be with me.”

“You think that’s
okay?”

“Love is love.”

“True, but you don’t think there’s
some people you shouldn’t love in that way?” Allison
pushed.

“Ask me that last week I say yes,
but now? Maybe no one should put rules on love.”

“You feel you love your mother the
way you would a girlfriend or wife? Or is this still loving her as
mom, but there’s some confused lust going on?”

Kevin drummed his fingers on the table as he
thought about it.

“I’m not here to judge you,”
Allison promised, and with a start, realized she was the one
speaking now.

“I want you to do this so you
can’t say I tricked him into any responses. You’ll hear the truth
as you lead him into it.”

“I just want to know what happened
and how.”

“You know how you see those cheesy
romances, and women tell a guy that they’re not just their husband,
but best friend, lover, soul mate, they’re everything?”

“Yes, pretty sickening sometimes,”
she joked, trying to relax him.

“Well, just add mother to the
list. I love her in every way.”

“And all because she seduced you a
few days ago?”

“No, I had feelings for her before
that.” When he saw her eyes narrow, he added. “Really, I’m telling
the truth.”

“I don’t think you’re lying, just
confused. You’re what? 19? How much do you know about
love?”

“Really?” he looked annoyed. “You
have to be a certain age to know love? Do they give you a
license?”

“Sorry, I just mean that you might
be confused with how you feel. I get you love your mom, but it’s
not the same.”

“I know the difference and I know
I do love her the way a man loves a woman.”

“Fair enough, but can I ask how
this started? Because I think you know it is not the
norm.”

“You’re right, but I don’t know
why you care, nothing I say will matter you’ll think its wrong no
matter what.”

“Kevin, I came by to help your
mom, see what she needed, and figure out what’s wrong. Now, she
seems better, but your family now needs some help.” She hesitated
before asking. “You do realize what you did, right?”

“Of course I do, and so do
you.”

“Humor me,” she insisted.
“Please.”

He sighed, but said softly. “I had sex with my
mother.”

“Yes, but you also had sex with
your father’s wife. You didn’t just cross a line in the sense of
incest, but you helped her cheat on your father, which can
seriously affect their marriage, could even end it.”

“Good,” Keven sat back and folded
his arm across his chest. “He never deserved her.”

He didn’t raise his voice, but she could feel
his anger.

“I have a lot of experience with
couples. A lot of marriages look perfect on the outside, but
there’s a lot going on people, even them sometimes don’t see. I’m
not surprised that you seem like you’re telling me they had
issues.”

“He had issues; it wasn’t her
fault.” Now he sounded overly defensive, and she sipped at her
coffee to give him a minute and not keep pressing him.

“Your mom, even though she was
acting strange when I spoke to her, did make some comments that
alluded to her being angry and bitter towards him. So again, I’m
listening, Kevin, I’m not arguing.”

“I know, it’s just kind of tough.
Look, I love my dad, he’s always been good to me, but when I wasn’t
a little kid anymore, I started seeing things
differently.”

“How so?”

“He used to travel a lot when I
was younger and before he took an inside sales job a couple years
ago. I didn’t get to spend a ton of time with him, but he was
always cool when he could.

“But he was always asking me what
mom did when he was gone. Did she go out and leave me with my
grandparents or a sitter, if she did where did she go? Was she on
the phone a lot? Did I ever see a guy around her I didn’t
know?”

“Jealous, possessive.” Allison
nodded.

“He kept her from starting her
career as a journalist when she graduated, married her quick, had
me quick. Insisted she be a stay at home mom. Even when I started
school he didn’t want her pursuing her dream, said it would take
time away from me and him.

“Got it, know the type. So long
story short, he kept your mom down as much as he could. Fair to say
that?”

“Yeah, and I felt bad because I
think my mom sold herself short. I think she loved being a mom, and
a wife, but that’s all he wanted her to be, and she settled for
that. She didn’t start her free-lance writing until I was in middle
school and the only reason he didn’t fuss is she does it from
home.

“When she started doing well and
making money he tried to get her to stop. I didn’t get it at first,
then I realized it’s because he wants her dependent on him. Its
like she was a possession, not a person.”

“And you felt bad for her, and I’m
going to guess you two were always very close?”

“Yeah, really close. When I was
younger it was because he wasn’t around much so we did everything
together, when I got older it was because I knew she was
lonely.

“She didn’t have a lot of friends
that weren’t dad’s friends from work, his buddy’s wives, know what
I mean?”

“Keeping her alienated and within
his circle.” Allison grumbled. “Have to tell you, Kevin. I see that
way too often”

“It was more than that. I would
hear them arguing sometimes late at night, and I’d slip out in the
hallway and listen. It was always about sex. Dad telling her how
boring she was, and she was lucky he loved her so much and was
loyal to her even though she didn’t make him happy in
bed.”

“What a sport,” Allison sniped,
then caught herself. “Sorry, not very professional.”

“It’s cool because you see why I’d
feel that way. But thing is I’d been thinking for a while mom
wasn’t happy, and how wrong it was.

“I started thinking about her
getting divorced and meeting a guy who would appreciate her and let
her be her. Then there was this night about a year ago. Dad was
away for a conference, and I came home from work and Mom was still
up.

“She’d been drinking. There as an
empty bottle of wine on the table and she’d started on another. She
looked as if she’d been crying so I sat down to talk to her. She
was drunk, and brought up sex.

“She told me how she was raised
and how it was seen as bad, but said how much she wanted to like
it, wanted to be better at it was how she put it. She said the way
Dad made her feel was what stopped her.

“I guess a couple times she had a
few drinks to loosen up and got a little bolder, and Dad complained
about that, saying she was acting like a drunk slut, and a real
woman didn’t need booze to know how to please a man.”

“Goddamn,” Allison was taken
aback. “He seemed so nice, and I had the impression he was worried
about your mother, and loved her.”

“I think he does love her, but
their love has always been on his terms. He cared, but like you
said like it she was as much a pet or something as a person. The
good little woman.”

“You see a lot, Kevin, I’m
impressed, and I mean that.” Allison nodded approvingly. “Some men
go through their entire lives not getting it, you already know
it.”

“Thanks, I guess. But back to that
night, she was so upset, and I told her she was an amazing woman
and took a chance and said she deserved better, and some one that
accepted her and encouraged her, and wanted her to be
happy.

“Mom got emotional, hugged me and
told me how I was everything to her. That I was the best thing to
ever happen to her. The man in her life that loved her
unconditionally. She admitted she was so desperate for the right
attention she’d thought about leaving dad and looking for someone
else, but would never want to do that to me.”

Kevin stopped and Allison saw he had tears in
his eyes.

“Sorry,” he picked up a napkin and
dabbed at them. “She broke my heart that night. I heard how sad and
lonely she was. It was tough.”

“I can imagine. You’re a good
young man, Kevin.”

“I told her I loved her and would
do anything for her. Mom got quiet for a minute then downed a full
glass of wine like it was fruit punch.

“She asked if I thought she was
pretty and I said of course. She asked if I thought she was sexy,
and I didn’t know what to say. She told me she thought her problem
in bed was that she wasn’t with the right guy.

“She needed to be appreciated like
I said, and encouraged and made to feel beautiful and sexy, and my
father never did that, at least not since they were young. She told
me I made her feel special, and maybe what she needed wasn’t
another man in her life, but one that was already there.

“She leaned over and kissed me.
Like on the lips, a real kiss.” Kevin looked down as he spoke. “I
was shocked, and wanted to stop her, but for some reason I didn’t.
She kept kissing me, and I was kissing her back.

“Mom put her arms around me and I
could feel her hands shaking when they were on my back. But she was
kissing me harder, and her tongue…” he stopped. “Sorry. We were
seriously making out.

“I’d never thought of her like
that, honest. But the way she kissed me. The way her lips felt, and
she made this little whimper sound when I kissed her back, and her
hands started moving, went down my shirt, pulled it up.

“I let her take it off and I
remember thinking I was, uh, you know, excited down there, and Mom
slid the straps of her sun dress down until I could see her,” he
stopped again.

“I had my hands there and she was
pulling on my zipper and her phone rang and it was Dad’s ring tone.
I panicked like he was there and fell off the damn couch and Mom
seemed to realize what we were doing and started crying saying she
was sorry.

“I told her it was okay and left
the room. We never talked about it and I wondered if she were so
drunk she forgot about it. But I couldn’t get it out of my mind. I
kept thinking it was good we got interrupted, and she was my
mother, but that kiss! That goddamn kiss and the way she felt and
how excited she was to be with me.

“I thought there was no way she’d
be boring with me. I’d get the best of her because I was the best
of her and she’d want to make me happy.”

“Wow, I like
that!” Familial spoke for the first time
since Kevin had shown up. “This kid has it
dead to rights.”

“But I never brought it up or did
anything. But I couldn’t stop dreaming and thinking of her. I
couldn’t date a girl my age, what was the point? The woman I wanted
was right in front of me.

“I watched mom son porn, read
incest stories, and was obsessed with wishing they could all be
real for me with her. Then she starts acting weird last week. I
find out she did cheat on Dad, and twice.

“I felt hurt. I kept thinking why
didn’t she come to me? Then went back to she didn’t remember that
night.”

“But she told me she came onto
you, and you said no.” Allison pointed out.

“She’s right. It was the way it
happened. She came in my room, and with my father right down the
hall, dropped her dress and just about jumped on me. She was
talking dirty and saying she could see how bad I wanted her, and
this was my chance to make her mine.

“She didn’t seem herself, and even
though I’d wanted nothing but her for the last year I told her that
she wasn’t my mother. I don’t know what had gotten into her, but my
mother wouldn’t come to me acting like a sex crazed
nympho.

“If it happened my mother would be
affectionate, she’d be sweet, she’d love me and let me love her,”
he gave her a rueful grin. “At first anyway, not going to say I
didn’t have some hardcore thoughts about her.

“She backed off?”

“Yeah, she got all flustered, said
she didn’t know what happened. Honestly, she seemed like someone
who woke up from a bad dream. That’s why I was starting to buy
something had gotten into her or she was losing her
mind.

“Two nights later, dad’s out to
dinner with a client, and she comes back into my room. She’s
dressed, but in a short skirt and a silky top. Her hair is down,
and it was so much longer than it used to be, really
weird.

“She had on makeup and sexy shoes
and she was so damn beautiful, sexy too. She told me she was going
to head out and meet someone, cheat on Dad again. I told her that
wasn’t right and it wasn’t her, and she needed to stay
home.

“She asked if I’d give her a
reason to stay home. I knew what she meant and tried to say no, But
then…” he released a deep breath. “You’re going to think I’m
crazy.”

“Try me, you’d be surprised what
I’m open to these days,” Allison encouraged him.

“I saw all the things I’d thought
about her in my mind, like it was a movie, and she said she could
see what I was thinking, and she wanted nothing more than to make
it all real.

“But before she did, she needed to
know if I loved her, and if I’d always love her. Mom said she would
only cross the line if it meant forever. She would never sleep with
me just once, she wanted to know it would be the first night of the
rest of our lives together.

“I can sling the
sugary shit too you know,” Familial
laughed.

“I said yes, and she asked me to
open my heart. I didn’t know what she meant, but just like the
dirty things I’d seen came out of nowhere, I felt this overwhelming
love for her.

“Like, I was tearing up at the
thought of kissing her, and holding her and telling her I loved
her, and hearing her say it back. Mom was crying too, and she
kissed me, told me she loved me, and we…made love. Noting racy, no
dirty talk. I’d never felt anything so good and so real in my
life.”

“And then your father caught
you.”

“Yeah, we…we couldn’t keep away
from each other. Anytime he was gone we went at it, and it was
better than the movies. No hang ups with me, that was for sure.
Then dad walks in, I was scared shitless, but mom starts calling
him names and being nasty and saying he wasn’t man enough for
her.

“She calmed down, but locked him
out of the room that night and that’s when he called the guy from
the church.”

“I heard your mother left and you
went with her?”

“We’re staying at a motel, and
before you ask, yes we are sleeping together, and Mom wants to get
a divorce, and she’s going to let Dad keep the house, but wants
enough money for us to move out of state.

“We want to go where no one knows
us and we’re going to be a couple. People will still look at us
funny, think she’s an older woman with a guy less than half her
age, but no one will know who we really are to each
other.”

“And what’s that,
Kevin?”

“Everything,” he said softly. “Now
this is where you tell me we’re sick and we need therapy, and she
should just stay in a miserable marriage and…:”

“No,” Allison interrupted him. “I
don’t believe she should stay with your father, but are you sure
you’re not just overwhelmed right now? You love your mother, but
she’s also an older experienced woman you’re conditioned to obey.
Are you sure you want this or is she pushing you into
it?”

“When Mom went back to acting like
herself, she talked to me. She said she was sorry she seduced me,
and said she felt like she took advantage just like you’re saying.
She told me if I was angry, she understood and that it would never
happen again.

“I asked if that’s what she
wanted, and she said no, she wanted me, but it was my choice, and
she’d never want me to be with her out of guilt or obligation or
especially some kind of weird pity.

“I answered her by taking her to
my room and making love to her, and this time I knew it was totally
her. Whatever had been egging her on before was gone. This was my
mom, my sweet, loving, beautiful mother, and when we were done, and
she was lying in my arms, nothing could have felt more
perfect.”

“Holy
fuck,” there was the sound of sniffing
them Familial blowing her nose. “This boy
has me all weepy!”

In spite of who he was talking about Allison
herself couldn’t help but feel touched. The kid was teary eyed and
choking up talking about the woman he loved, a woman who happened
to be his mother.

“Like they say
on the net, find you a man who looks at you the way Kevin looks at
his mom.” A finger snap in her
mind. “Hey, I know just the
boy!”

“I don’t know what you expected me
to say today,” Kevin continued. “But we don’t need help, and
neither of us are sick or crazy or using each other. What we have
might seem wrong, but its real and we’re not hurting
anyone.

“I’m a grown man who can make his
own decisions, and I’ve decided I want to be with Vivian as her son
and her love.”

“You father?”

“Not happy, but he can’t refuse
her a divorce, and I don’t think he’d tell anyone the truth because
imagine how that would look for him?”

“You have a point
there.”

“My mom wanted me to ask you to
tell the reverend we don’t need him. She’d rather not talk to him
again, and no offense, but you either.”

“None taken,” Allison answered.
“One more question and I’ll let you go.”

“Shoot.” He gestured for her to
continue.

‘What came first for you with your
mother? Lust or love, and I mean love as a woman, not your
mom?”

Kevin paused, then shrugged.

“Hard to say, but I maybe the
dirty thoughts might have been there first.”

“Okay.”

“But, we never acted on the lust.
It was the love that got us together,” he gave her a sly smile.
“But the lust makes it a whole lot more fun.”




Chapter 12

Allison looked up from the monthly
assessment reports she was working on for the parents of her
teenage patients, at the sound of her phone beeping. It meant she
had some type of notification, but she didn’t see a text or
Facebook post showing up in a bubble on the screen.

She opened the phone and saw it
was a notification from the dating site. With everything going on
since yesterday morning, she hadn’t bothered looking. Not that
there had been anything worth seeing anyway.

Her austere picture and vague
profile hadn’t encouraged much but the type of guy who sent a
message to every woman on the site, bots, or total jerks like
mister fuck the world tattoo.

Still she clicked the link to see she had a
message from, “Milffan96.”

“Really with that name?” Allison
rolled her eyes, but still read the message title “Why so
serious?”

“What’s with the series look? Why
is a beautiful lady like you not smiling? Aren’t we all here to
find some kind of fun? I’m Jeff, and I see you’re looking for
serious, but it seems like you have too much of that
already.

“I’m way too young for serious,
and am only looking for fun. Girls my age are annoying and full of
drama. Me? I prefer to spend my time on a sexy mature woman who
knows what she wants.

“Apologies if this is too forward,
but at least I’m honest. If you’re interested in a good time, and
by that even if fun is just a couple of drinks and some talk, I
bartend at Shane’s on Broadway, from six to midnight every Friday
and Saturday night. Shane’s closes at the witching hour, but I’m
always open for business. LOL. Have a good day!”

“Today is Saturday.”

“Whatever,” Allison mumbled, but
clicked on his profile.

“Jeff is my name. Mixer of drinks,
lover of older women, and an unapologetic optimist. Life is short,
why not have some fun?”

She had to admit, he was cute.
Short dirty blonde hair, deep blue eyes and a big smile that
matched his description of being fun. He wore a plain black t-shirt
that hugged an impressive upper body, and equally tight jeans that
showed off something else that was either a sock or as impressive
as his muscles.

“Promising plan B.”

“Whatever you’re thinking, rethink
it.” Allison warned the demon, but her words were met with
laughter.

She looked at the clock over the
mantel, it was five o’clock. James still hadn’t come home, and when
she texted him a couple hours ago, he said he was hanging out with
friends and didn’t know when he’d be home.

Allison went back to her report,
jotting down a few more things she wanted to go over on the last
one, then set the stack of folders aside. They usually ordered
pizza or Chinese on Saturday nights and watched a movie or binge
watched a show on Netflix.

“Netflix and chill, with your
mommy. Allison how did you not think a kid that age and that good
looking wasn’t hooked on you to be spending his Saturday night like
that?”

She had a feeling he might be
ducking her after this morning, but no sooner had that thought
occurred to her, she heard a car door close in front of the house
and a moment later, James entered the living room.

“Hey, honey, how was your
day?”

“Aside from a conservative
estimate of a hundred and eighty three milf jokes and comments
about what a great rack my mother has, it was okay.”

“Surprised you didn’t smack
him.”

“How could I? You came out
flaunting them like you were starring in a goddamn
porno.”

“Ba-by!” Allison spoke in a little
girl voice and pushed her lips out into a pout. “Are you still made
at me?”

“Baby?” he repeated. “What’s with
the pout and the voice, you still playing twisted mommy games with
me?”

He walked past her and headed for
the kitchen. Allison rose and padded after him. She was still
dressed as she had been at the coffee shop, but was now barefoot
and had her hair down, the curls from this morning still holding up
and tickling her cheeks as they strayed into her face.

She walked into the kitchen to see him pulling
a container of leftover meatloaf from the fridge.

“I thought we were going to get
pizza tonight?” Allison asked.

“Nah, this is fine.”

“What do you want to watch? It’s
your week to pick.”

“I need to get some studying done.
I’ll pass on TV.”

“Why are you mad at
me?”

“I’m not thrilled with this
morning, and soon as I come in you start with little girl talk.” He
shot her a dirty look. “Thanks for at least wearing a bra
tonight.”

“Thanks for noticing. Funny how
you always notice my chest.”

James had opened the microwave but now slammed
it shut and going back to the fridge tossed the food back
inside.

“I’m going in my room. I’m not up
for any more of your lunacy right now.”

“Lunacy?”

“Since I got home yesterday, you
told me to take your sweater off then yelled at me for doing it.
You had a Twilight zone conversation about porn with me, then you
wake up screaming someone’s in your room.

“You pass out, then this morning
you not only come out looking like a reject from Milf’s gone wild,
but accuse me of groping your damn boob. I’m in the door thirty
seconds and I get a daddy’s little girl voice and another crack
that I look at your chest.”

“Are you mad because of all those
things, or mad at yourself?” Allison swallowed nervously as she was
no longer in control of her words.

How much longer before Familial made her make a
real move? Come into his room the way Viv had and throw herself at
him?

“Relax, you don’t quite want it
yet, and we need him to say it. It’s how I roll, ya
know.”

“Good night, Mom.”

He turned away, but she caught his
wrist.

“Don’t walk away from me, we’re
talking.”

His shoulders slumped, and with an air of
resignation, he turned back to her.

“Talking is a conversation, all
I’m getting from you is nonsense. The kind of nonsense you claim
that woman was spouting. Hope you didn’t see her again today, you
might ask me to rub your feet then accuse me of looking up your
shorts.”

“No, today I spoke to her son
about why he slept with his mother.”

“Great, hope I don’t accidently
say anything he said.”

“Want to know why he did
it?”

“The devil made him do it?” James
smirked. “No, wait, his mom was possessed, not him.”

“No smart ass, he did it because
he loved her. His father oppressed her, and she was sad, and lonely
and frustrated, and he wanted to see her happy.”

“Yeah?” James tone changed. “Well,
I can see that, but how did that lead to what happened?”

“He started wishing she’d get rid
of his father and find a better guy, then they had an interesting
talk. She was drunk, said something she wouldn’t have said, and
kissed him.”

“And it led to the mess you’re
involved in?”

“It was over a year ago, but
that’s what got him thinking about him being the right man for her
because he could be better to her than anyone else because he saw
all the good in her and felt only he could appreciate her the way
she deserved.”

“But he didn’t tell her or try
anything?”

“Nope, kept it all bottled up, was
frustrated in every way. Partly because he said he couldn’t even
date anyone because he was so hung up on his mother.”

“Huh,” James
grunted, but his eyes avoided hers. “This
is getting way to close.”

She winced at his thought, god,
was this so common two sons that lived a half hour from each other
had both become enamored by their mother?

“Nothing happened until his mother
came onto him, and it still didn’t work first time out because she
was too aggressive and he didn’t like her coming on strong and
talking dirty.

His voice sounded envious in
her mind. “Lucky
bastard.”

“She tried again and with a more
loving approach and that’s when it happened. Been happening
since.”

“What about her
husband?”

“She’s leaving him, they want to
move and live as a couple.” She grinned. “Sounds like one of those
movies you watch, no?”

“Mom, stop it.”

“You said some were romantic.
That’s kind of romantic, running away together to spend their days
in a forbidden relationship.”

“That’s a movie.”

“This isn’t. Guess that proves it
really happens.”

“Guess so. Can I go study
now?”

Allison stepped up to him, noticing he seemed
to be trying not to back away from her.

“I meant what I said this morning,
James.”

“What did you say?”

“That it’s okay,” she gave him a
soft smile and put her hand on his arm. “You can tell me how you
feel.”

“Don’t!”
Allison cried out from the depths of her
mind. “Don’t admit it! You don’t want me,
honey, you just think you do!”

“Feel about what?” James eased his
arm from her hand and this time did step back.

“Me.”

“I don’t have any feelings for
you!” he shouted so suddenly it was her turn to step back. “For
fuck’s sake, Mom, knock it off!”

“You know, James, you are right
about that women getting me thinking,” she still spoke
calmly.

“I can see that.”

“I thought it was crazy and
twisted, and who the hell would do that? But after hearing how she
talked about it, made me think it could happen more than people
think, and I started seeing some things in you, that she saw in her
son.”

“Like what?”

“You want me happy.”

“Most kids want their mom to be
happy.”

“How you spend so much time with
me, how you not only don’t date, but broke up with a very nice girl
you were with for close to two years.” She paused for effect. “Why
did you break up with her?”

For a fleeting instant,
Allison heard Heather’s voice. “I won’t to
do it anymore, James. Its sick. I think you need to talk to
someone.”

She flinched at an audible bang, and there was
nothing there.

“Wow, he has that one locked up
tight, but there’s a big puzzle piece there for sure.”

“I told you it wasn’t working
out.”

“Was it because you were spending
more time with your lonely Mom than with her? That you’d rather
watch movies on the couch with me, than be in bed with your pretty
little girlfriend?”

“It’s none of your damn business.”
James snapped.

“Sex is the one thing a mother
isn’t supposed to give her son. It’s why they all leave home, so
they can get laid.”

“I…I can’t do this,” James pointed
to her. “Maybe you need to find someone to talk to. Do you get a
discount with shrinks because you are one?”

“Tell me something, baby boy.” She
spoke in her smoky Allie persona. “What came first? The lust or the
love?”

“I’m done with this bullshit.” He
spun way from her and headed for the hallway.

Allison followed closely behind him.

“Answer me, James. Were you
falling in love with me before or after you started fantasizing
about me?”

“Leave me alone!” he hissed over
his shoulder.

He reached his room and slammed
the door in her face. Allison heard him thumb the lock. She grabbed
the knob and twisted it hard. She heard something snap, and the
knob turned, and she entered his room.

“What the hell?”

“Old lock,” Allison shrugged. “Now
answer me.”

“Neither because I’m not in love
with you, and I sure as hell don’t think about you like
that.”

“You sure about that?”

“Positive.”

“Well then I guess you’re a better
man than your father.”

James had walked over towards to his window,
staring out into the yard, but she saw his body tense.

“What does dad have to do with
this?”

“He was crazed with lust, but was
too guilty to admit it, so he just stayed frustrated. Worse, he
projected it onto me, made me feel bad about something that I just
found out excited him.”

“Get her out of
the damn room!” his thoughts were urgent,
but he didn’t move.

“I don’t know what you’re talking
about, but I’m sorry if there was a problem between you and
dad.”

“Only a problem because he didn’t
tell me. We could have had some good times if he confessed his
feelings. Years of good sex that never was. You going to make the
same mistake?”

James spun around and pointed to
the door.

“Get the hell out of my room! I
don’t care if you’re my mother, you’re acting crazy, and I’m not
talking to you about this shit! Now go!

“Poor, baby boy,” she sighed. “All
mad at his Mom. Or is it that you’re mad at yourself? Maybe
both?”

“Mad at you. What do I have to do,
leave and spend the night at a friends to get away from
you?”

“Well that won’t work.” She made
sure to meet his nervous gaze. “How are you going to jerk off to
episode 41 if you’re not here?”

The color drained from his face
and even his ensuing thought had an air of defeat to it.

“Oh, fuck me.”

“What’s the matter James? Cat got
your tongue. Maybe an Allie cat?”

“How did you see that?”

“I snooped on your laptop. Figured
I’d see just how much mommy stuff you watch, then I find out you’ve
been watching your mommy. Courtesy of your closet voyeur father who
made me act and dress like a prude and be ashamed of my past, hell,
my body. Meanwhile he was not only jacking off to one of my gang
bangs, but decided to upload it to a hot wife site.”

“My god, Oh, my god.” James looked
as if he wanted to run. “I…I only saw it once! I swear! I found it
in dad’s files and…”

“Don’t lie to me!” Allison’s anger
exploded and again seemed to override Familial. “You would have
deleted it if it upset you! You would have gotten rid of that
bookmark, you might have even tried to have the video pulled, but
you didn’t, did you?”

When he didn’t answer, she strode up to him and
jabbed her finger into his chest.

“No, you watched it over and over
and blew your fucking load to it. You watched your mother strip and
take on four guys! It turned you on, got you hard thinking what a
little fucking slut your mother was!”

“N…no, its not like
that.”

“Bet you read every comment on
that site, bet you probably left one, did you say Hey, that’s my
mom, look at her go! Bet it would turn you on to know I did that
more times than I can count, private parties, lot of guys and
getting paid to take them all for a ride.”

“I swear I don’t watch
it!”

“You’re lying! You ever think
while you watched it how I would feel about it? The humiliation of
knowing my son saw me do those things? That he knew his father
loved it so much he spread it around the net? I was a runaway, a
drunk, drug addicted girl with only two things in my favor, a hot
body and a nasty sex drive.

“I loved it you know,” she told
him. “The drugs helped, but trust me, even straight taking those
men while others watched? It got me off. You saw me cum on those
cocks, that wasn’t fake!”

“Stop talking like
that.”

“Why? You like your father? It’s
okay to watch the old me do it, but you don’t want me to do it now
and for you?”

“Because it’s wrong.”

“Watching that video is wrong!
Getting off to it is even more wrong!” Allison forced herself to
calm down. “This why you don’t like me dressing like an old lady?
You been wanting to see how Allie’s body held up over the years? I
think it did, but maybe you want to be the judge?”

She stepped back, and grabbing the
bottom of her shirt, pulled it up over her head, tossing It on the
floor, revealing her pink lace bra. It was the second time she’d
done it, but last night he had immediately stopped her from doing
more, this time he stood there speechless.

“Should I dance a little first?”
She did a quick spin, and backed away, swinging her hips to an
imaginary beat.

“How about you sit in your chair?”
Allison reached back to undo the bra. “Mommy will give you a lap
dance, see if I’ve still got it.”

“Stop it!” James shouted at her.
“Please stop it! I admit it, okay? I watch the video all the time
and it…it gets to me and I get off and every time I do I hate
myself and say I’ll get rid of it, but I never can!”

“Repeat, repeat, repeat!” he
pounded his fist into his palm at each word. “I can’t stop it, and
every time I see you, I swear I see the younger you in that video!
I don’t know why it turns me on, but it does and I can’t help
it!”

He put his head in his hands and
leaned against the windowsill. “You were right last night, I
touched you when you were sleeping. I wanted to see your tits. You
let all those men have you and I…I know I never can and it’s not
fair and…

He took a breath then yelled.

“Jesus, I’m so fucked up! I’m
sorry, Mom, I’m so sorry.”

“I am too. Sorry you found that,
and sorry it had a bad effect on you.” She walked over and put her
arms around him. “I’m sorry you’re in pain over this.”

“I…I don’t know what to do.” He
said into his hands.

“James, is that all it
is?”

“What do you mean?”

“Is what you feel all about sex or
do you have feelings for me? Are you like that boy I spoke to
earlier? You hate seeing me lonely, but you don’t want to see me
with anyone else, because you think it should be you?”

“I never did, until I saw that
movie I told you about. Made me think it could really happen. But
how would it? You don’t feel that way, and I would never want you
to think what you think now, that it’s just some sick thing and is
all about that video.”

“Things happen for a reason,
honey.” Familial had slid back in and retaken the wheel. “I talked
to that woman and her son, and it led to me finding out about your
feelings, that was meant to be.”

Allison felt Familial tense within
her and knew it was coming, the point of no return. She was going
to offer her to James and if he accepted it would be within her
screwy rules and she would be forced to watch herself have sex with
her son.

“You were meant to know what a
sick bastard your son is?”

“Don’t talk about my baby like
that.” Allison took his hands in hers and eased them from his face.
“He’s a good boy.”

“Good boy who gets off to his
mother’s hardcore party video, and wishes he could…” he stopped,
and shook his head.

“Could what? Come on, James, the
secrets out, talk to me.”

She stepped back, tugging on his
hands, pulling him away from the window. James allowed himself to
be led over to the foot of the bed.

“Sit down, let’s work this
out.”

“Please put your shirt on.” James
kept his eyes down.

“Thought me in a bra was like me
in a bikini.”

“I never saw you in a bikini,
remember?”

“Clever,” Allison grabbed her
shirt from the floor and slipped it on. “Guess I am losing it, guys
used to pay me to take my clothes off, you want them back
on.”

“Don’t joke about that,” James ran
his fingers through his hair. “Its not funny.”

“Like the saying goes, you laugh,
or you cry.”

Allison sat next to him on the bed
and as he rested his forearms on his knees and stared down at the
floor, took a longer look at him. His muscular arms bare in the
tank top and the shorts showing off his thick thighs.

The shorts had bunched when he sat
and even with him being upset there was a sizeable lump visible.
Her eyes made it to his face. The scruff on his cheeks trying to
cover his smooth pretty features.

His short naturally curly hair and
those beautiful eyes, her eyes. Right now, his eyes were wet and
there were tears on his cheeks.

Allison leaned over and kissed away a fresh
tear that had slipped from the corner of his eye. She sucked on her
lip, savoring the salty taste. Damn you, demon, you even make a
sweet gesture into something dirty.

There was no response from in her
mind, and when she spoke, it was her words.

“I’m sorry I yelled at you about
the movie. I only saw it this morning and it hit me hard that your
father had that the last few years before he died, and watched it
all the time, worse that he decided to post it to get other guys to
tell him what they thought of his wife.”

“I can’t lie, there was a kind of
train wreck thing going on for me when I went there a couple times
and saw what people said. The ones saying how hot you were gave me
a weird thrill, but the ones who called you a whore and trash
pissed me off.”

“Who says chivalry isn’t dead?”
Allison forced a small laugh.

“Lot of comments calling you
jailbait. How old were you in that video? Even with the makeup you
look barely 18.”

“Let’s say its better you don’t
know the answer to that.” Allison grunted. “I ran away at fifteen.
My mother died of a drug over dose when I was 12 and I was tired of
my father beating me. He was also starting to…” she shuddered at
the memory. “Try to touch me.”

“God, Mom, I never knew that. When
I asked you about why I didn’t have grandparents on your side, you
said they died in a car accident.”

“I know, and your dad backed that
lie. We always tried to be honest, especially with you, but
somethings don’t need to be discussed. Like my past.”

“I can see why, how long you did
that?”

“The last time was a couple weeks
after I walked into that revival and met your father. I worked a
few more nights, but it all seemed wrong suddenly. That night at
the church made me feel different, like people cared about me for
something other than my looks or my body.”

It was Allison’s turn to wipe a tear from her
eye.

“The church and your father saved
my life. I’d been so lucky those years. Lucky I never overdosed,
lucky I was never beaten or raped by the men. The fact I was never
arrested was a miracle in itself.”

“Meant to be, right?” James
asked.

“Yes,” she put her hand on his
leg. “So I could meet your father, so I could have you, and have
the family I never had. A family built on love not addiction and
dysfunction.”

“Dad loved you so much.” James
whispered. “It’s why I hate myself so much for watching that movie
and what I do during it and how I think about you. He’s rolling in
his damn grave, I’m sure.”

“He did the same thing. You
couldn’t have found it, if he didn’t have it.”

“He was your husband. He was one
of those guys who got off on other people having sex with his wife,
like those swingers or whatever they call them. I’m your son, I
should have shut that thing off as soon as you come out on stage,
and washed my damn eyes out with soap. But I couldn’t not
watch.”

“Okay, so that video,” Allison
spoke slowly and in a soft soothing tone. The tone she used with
her patients. “It’s me, but it’s not me.”

“What do you mean?”

“It was over 25 years ago. My last
time on stage was over twenty years ago. I was an entirely
different person. I’m 43 years old now, James. I was married for
twenty years, I had a beautiful son, I went back to school, and I’m
a successful professional woman.

“I’ve never touched drugs since I
left the club scene, and I only drank on special occasions with
your father. A couple glasses of wine or a Jack and coke to just
relax and enjoy a nice night. I never drank without him and I
haven’t had a drink since he died.

“I couldn’t be a more different
person now than I was. That was the definition of misspent youth. I
was a troubled young girl, who fell into an all too common pattern
of drugs and selling my body.

“But like I said, I can’t blame
the drugs, I was just wild when it came to sex. The nastier the
better, the more humiliating the better. I was as addicted to it as
I was to the drugs.”

“Dad knew all of it?”

“Yes, I didn’t want to lie to him,
and I used to be afraid that we’d be somewhere and some guy who saw
me dance, or do worse, would say something and it would come out
that way.

“Dad was something because I don’t
think a lot of guys could handle that.”

“Your dad believed in forgiveness
and second chances, but what I have come to learn since he’s been
gone, and was driven home today, is your father wasn’t as good with
my past as he seemed to be, and he wasn’t good to me when it came
to sex and my body.”

“How was dad bad to you?” James
asked. “I don’t understand.”

“Your father said he could move on
from my past, but I knew it haunted him. We had a very vanilla sex
life.”

“What a
waste,” James voice spoke in her
head. “God, if she were mine, she’d be
lucky if I ever let her out of bed.”

Allison tried her best to ignore
the thought. It was really there as Familial had said, at least the
lust was, but considering the source of it, she could understand
that, deal with it. But if he really loved her, what
then?

“I don’t need details.” It was his
turn to try and laugh. “TMI.”

“That was hard for me, because I
had a high drive and no longer lived a lifestyle that fed it. I had
no desire to be a party girl, but I had this amazing man I loved so
much and I wanted to make him happy in every way.

“I wanted to be his personal porn
star, his dirty girl, but only his and behind closed doors. To
everyone else I was a proper church going woman, a good wife and
mother. I guess the line lady in the street freak in the sheets
would be fitting.

“But he told me early on when
I…tried to go full freak on him that it reminded him of my past. He
didn’t want to have crude sex with me, he wanted to love me. So
that’s mostly what it was. He was always slow and sweet, took his
time, but I can’t say it wasn’t frustrating.

“Dad was a dud, huh? That must
have really sucked.”

“Life is more than sex, and
everything else was great. But what happened was him saying that
made me blame myself. If I wasn’t a whore and a stripper he
wouldn’t feel that way. I felt ashamed of my desires, and even my
body.

“That’s why I dressed the way I
did. If I saw a man look at me, I felt like it was my fault, and I
was dirty. I…I don’t even look at my body when I
shower.”

“Damn, Mom. That’s extreme.” He
put his hand on her shoulder and the simple gesture sent a wave of
affection through her. “But you talk to people with self-esteem
issues all the time. How did you not see it in you?”

“Because I wanted to think my
marriage was perfect, your father was perfect. I deserved to not be
satisfied, because I took satisfaction in sin, and wanton behavior.
I was a whore who was lucky enough to find a man who loved me
anyway.”

“That’s bullshit.”

“It is and I’ve seen that
recently. The woman I spoke to yesterday, she snapped to some
degree, because of a similar scenario. She was raised to think sex
was bad, she wasn’t very much fun in bed and her husband rubbed her
nose in it, made it worse.

“That was what your father did,
but a lot more subtly. Then I see he had that video and…it dawned
on me the issues were his. My past turned him on, excited him. He
got aroused by thinking of me with other men.

“And if I went full wild cat on
him he would think of those other men, maybe picture me doing it
with others while we played. He felt that was wrong, and how could
he think that, he projected his shame onto me, made it my fault, I
did that to him.

“He shared that video so other men
would tell him how hot it was his wife did that. Men like him, or
men that did share their wives and were open and accepting of their
kink.

“I’m sure he loved and hated that
video the way you do. But if I had known, we could have talked,
worked it out. All those years of boring lovemaking and missionary
and him thinking me getting on top on a special occasion was
kinky.

Allison laughed, but it was a harsh and bitter
one.

“Used to try and get him drunk
just so he’d get so wild that I might be able to get it doggy once
a year.”

“Okay, I get it.” Her mind filled
with James picturing himself fucking her from behind, pounding into
her with long hard thrusts that had her eyes rolling and tits
bouncing and yelping each time he drove into her.

“Sorry. But you know the
frustration I’m talking about. You’re obsessed with something you
can’t have. There is guilt and shame, but longing and desire and no
matter what you do, you think you’re wrong.”

“Just like that, yes.”

Allison felt something shift within her, and
her next words were Familial’s as she was sent back into her own
mind to watch.

“That’s how I feel about the
dating site. I so need to meet someone, to have some fun. But I
still have that part of me that is ashamed to dress sexy and have
sex. I…I’m afraid I would turn Allie loose, would get wild
again.”

“I doubt you’ll go back to
stripping, Mom.” He gave her a weak smile. “But you really want to
meet someone?”

“Think I need to. Too young to be
alone for the rest of my life, and honey, I’m so sexually
frustrated I’m ready to pop. I need to be with someone.”

“But that would be just sex, and I
don’t think you’d want that.”

“I’d like to have someone to love,
not just sex, but falling in love takes time. I might meet some
guys that aren’t right, then there’s the game of this guy could be,
but do I want to put out right away?

“Then will my issues come back? I
say no because they won’t know my past. It will be a fresh start,
but I spent so much time with your father, its not
easy.”

“Then wait,” James said a little
too quickly. “Wait until you don’t have any doubts.”

“I can’t wait anymore, honey. Your
mother needs it, and needs it bad.” Allison sighed dramatically.
“If only there was someone who could satisfy that need, but love me
too. Love me for who I am and everything I have to offer. Someone
who would treat me like your father did, but without the guilt and
shame in the bedroom.”

James removed his hand from her shoulder and
went back to staring at the floor.

“I think maybe that person is out
there.” Allison cringed inwardly as she knew it was coming.
Familial had let her ease James guilt over the video and tell her
about what his father had done to her, and it was all to soften him
up and pave the way for her to seduce him.

“Maybe he’s closer than I think.”
Allison rose from the bed and turned so she was standing between
James legs. “Like right under my nose?”

James looked up at her and her
heart broke at the naked conflict on his face. She saw both his
desire and his self-hatred plain as day, and the struggle was an
emotional and painful one.

“What are you saying?” he asked, a
tremble in his voice.

“I’ll say it again, but now that
we’ve talked, maybe you’ll believe it.”

She swung her leg over his and sat
down, straddling his thigh.

“It’s okay,” she put her arms
around his neck, and placed her face directly in front of
his.

“What is? And why are you…”
Allison stopped him with a finger to his lips.

“How you feel about me is okay. I
talked to that young man today, and he changed my mind. What I
thought was a sick act of a mother taking advantage of her son, was
nothing like that.

“It was two people who loved each
other in a way they were told was wrong. Two people who crossed the
line, and consummated their forbidden desires. Love is love, is
what they taught me.

“That boy loves his mother so much
he had tears in his eyes while he was describing it. She was in an
unhappy marriage, unappreciated, shackled by old fashioned rules
and beliefs and her desires suppressed.

“But her son’s love for her and
her admitting her own feelings for him set her free. They’re going
to be together now. Living, laughing, loving. Everything to each
other.”

“What does this have to do with
us?” James spoke against her finger.

“Don’t play dumb, James. I know
you lust for me, you admitted it. If it was just lust, then that
would be wrong. But there’s love there for me, and not just that of
a boy for his mother, but love for me as a woman.

“You don’t want me to meet
someone. You were angry and jealous this morning when I flirted
with Eddie and worse when I teased you and said someone was coming
over. You want me for yourself. You want to show me that all I need
is right here in my beautiful son.”

“I…I don’t think this is
right.”

“Right for who?” Familial was in
full swing, trying to talk James into saying the words that would
put them at the point of no return. “Who is anyone tell someone
else who to love?”

“You’re my mother.”

“Being your mother didn’t stop you
from watching that movie and jerking off to me. If you can be nasty
and dirty about your Mom, why can’t you be loving too?”

Allison was aware of her hips
rocking, grinding on her son’s thigh. Her breathing was heavier,
and her nipples aching. James was flushed and beginning to sweat.
He put his hand on her thigh just below the leg of her shorts, and
she felt how badly he was shaking.

“How would you like your mother to
be your everything? Think about it. I’m already your mother, we’ve
become very good friends since your father passed, we talk about
everything, and all we want is what’s best for the
other.

“All those things are what make
great marriages, its all the things people want in a partner. “Only
one thing is missing, and that’s being lovers.”

“We can’t be.” He sounded as if he
were arguing with himself more than her, but his hand eased under
the leg of her shorts, his fingers on the soft flesh of her inner
thigh.

“Of course we can. I want you to
think about having the best of both sides of me. Your mother who
adores and cares for you, a love who will never hurt you and will
treat you better than no other woman ever could because you’re
truly mine, not mine as in a lover, but mine as in literally part
of me.

“And as a lover? You saw that
video. That woman is still in there. I’ll be you’re nasty girl,
your own personal milf porn star. Any dirty thing you want, I’ll be
happy to do for you, and you’ll take good care of me.

Her hips ground faster and she
pulled James tighter until she was hugging him and her breasts were
pressing into his chest.

“I’ll fuck you like no girl your
age ever could. I’ll leave you drained and satisfied every night
and be after more in the morning.”

“You’re….making me nervous.” James
put his hands on her arms and tried to ease her back, but Familial
had boosted her strength to a degree that rendered him incapable of
moving her.

“I want you to think about
something. How many lucky boys have the pleasure of watching their
mother suck their cock? To see their load all over her face? You
can even think of it as payback for all the times I punished you,
and now you get to shove your dick in my mouth.

“Think about spanking your mother.
About treating me the way no girlfriend would let you because
they’re young and don’t even know what they’re doing yet. You like
Milfs because they can fuck? You saw what I could do as a teenager,
imagine me now?”

“All of it, James. Every fantasy
you ever had anytime you want. But when we’re not being dirty?
You’ll love me. Slow and sweet and sexy. We’ll make love, and it
will be amazing, in each other’s arms, you inside me, telling each
other we love each other and you moaning in my ear when you give it
to me, every drop inside of your mother’s forbidden
cunt.”

“You need to stop talking this
way.”

“You’re hard,” Allison purred, and
dropped her hand into his lap, to prove her point.

James gasped and she moaned at how hard he was
for her, how hard and how big.

“Don’t.” he grabbed her wrist, but
couldn’t move her hand.

“You want it, you want me. You
can’t lie. Everything I just said will happen, James, and it won’t
be once it will be forever. Just you and me.

“But there’s one catch. I won’t be
with you if its all about sex and lust. I gave my body to far too
many men out of lust. I gave my heart to your father, but there was
no lust there, there was affection, some desire, but no
passion.

“I want both, I need both. I need
to be fucked senseless, but held and kissed and cherished, and
loved.”

“Not fair,” James moaned as she
rubbed his cock through his shorts. “This…it’s wrong, Mom.
You…you’re talking about love, but you’re just using
sex.”

“No, baby, I’m just showing you
I’m fine with your desire for me. But nothing happens until I get
the other. This is it, James. All you have to do for us to be happy
for the rest of our lives is to confess your feelings for
me.

“Tell me you love me, and you and
I will make love right now, in your bed. Or we can be dirty first,
that’s fine with me, its been a long time. But you have to tell
me.”

“Mom.” He swallowed hard then
licked his lips nervously.

“What is it honey?”

“Mom, I…”

“Tell me.” Allison turned her
head. “Whisper it in my ear.”

James breath was hot against her
cheek and his cock twitched beneath her fingers straining to be
released.

“Tell Mama, you love her.” Allison
purred. “I love you, Mom. Four words that will change our lives
forever and all for the better.”

“Mom, I…can’t do this!”

He surged to his feet so suddenly, even
Familial was taken by surprise and Allison yelped as she fell off
his leg and landed on her back on the hardwood floor.

“What’s wrong?” She pushed herself
into a sitting position, noting she’d only cried out in surprise,
and hadn’t felt any pain from hitting the floor.

“Everything! He walked away from
her, then turned and walked past her the other way, pacing as he
shouted. “This is so fucking wrong!”

“No, it’s not!” Allison protested
as she rose to her feet. “James, we can be so happy! Just tell me
the truth!”

“The truth is I’m fucking broken!
No son watches his mother gang banging and gets hard! Every time I
see you, I think about you being naked, having sex with me, doing
all those things you did for those guys, but doing it to
me!

“I thought about talking to
someone, but you’ve been practicing for years and it’s a small
state and I was afraid I’d end up with someone who knew you. So I
just deal with it! Every night I lay in bed and want you in a way
no boy should. I watch that frigging video at least a couple times
a week!”

“Then be with me!” Familial argued
through her. “I can make it all better, James. I’ll give you
everything you want and more. You’ll feel so much better, be so
much happier!”

“You’re trying to trick me!” he
swung around and pointed angrily to her. “You got proof of how I
want you that way, but you want me to say I love you!”

“Yes, because then I know I’d be
sleeping with you for the right reasons! I can’t make you happy
unless I know you can make me happy and I need your heart as much
as I need your body.” Allison lowered her voice.

“Please tell me how you feel. Stop
all the pain and guilt and help me with my loneliness and shame. We
need each other, James.”

“I can’t say it! Even if this
isn’t a trick, there is no way its right! I don’t care what that
woman and her son said to you. Maybe it worked for them. Maybe that
kid could fuck his father’s wife and think it was okay, but I can’t
do that to dad, I can’t!”

He spun around and punched the
wall, smashing a large hole into it.

“I won’t!” He stared down at his
plaster covered hand, and his shoulders slumped. “And you won’t
either. You’re fishing, playing therapist on me. Want me to say I
love you, then start trying to fix me.”

“Your father is gone.” Allison
could feel Familial becoming frustrated as she was losing the game.
“You’re not betraying anyone but us. Only stopping us from being
together.”

“Maybe you need therapy. That
woman got to you. I know you would never act this way with me, so
you’re trying to trap me into something or you’re losing your shit
over some weird sex case.”

“Honey, stop fighting it. You know
what you want, and I’m telling you I want it to.”

“Then get on your
knees.”

“What?” Not only was Allison taken
aback, but she felt Familial’s surprise as well.

“Go ahead and get on your knees
and give me a blow job. Let’s see if you still have those mad
skills from that video, or if being with boring dad made you
rusty.”

“I…what are you doing?” The demon
was beginning to get angry and it showed through Allison. “What
game are you playing, boy?”

“You keep asking me to tell you
something. I think it’s a trick. So how about I have a catch? How
about you put your money where your mouth is,” he gave her a nasty
smirk to go with the painful dig of her past. “You show me it’s
okay by doing something you would never do.”

“I…was playing with your cock.
Think I’d do that if I wasn’t serious?”

“Through my shorts. Cock teasing
and cock sucking are two different things.”

“You little shit,” Allison’s voice
sounded deeper and harsher, and she wondered if James would notice,
or just think she was mad. “That’s no way to talk to your
mother.”

“That’s crude, what about all that
nasty shit you were just talking? Thought you’d be my dirty girl?”
He gestured to the floor. “Go ahead, and prove you want
me.”

“Tell me you love me and I will.”
She walked over then dropped to her knees and looked up at him.
“Say I love you mom and your cock will be in my mouth before you
finish the last word.”

“How about you start sucking then
I tell you?”

Allison heard a low growl in her head, and
could feel a wave of heat flowing through her.

“This fucking
kid!” Familial hissed in her mind.
“He’s got me! How the fuck does he know the
rules?”

“He
doesn’t,” Allison replied to her.
“He’s daring me, because he doesn’t think its
real.”

“Fuck, fuck,
fuck!’ The demon yelled in her
mind. “This is worse than when I botched
the first try with Kevin. What is it with these fucking boys who
have a conscience?”

“They were
raised right,” Allison smirked within her
mind. “Maybe you don’t belong here. Have
to lose sometime right?”

“I don’t
lose!” Familial bellowed in a guttural
tone that sounded as if an animal were speaking.
“He’ll be mine by being yours! I will break
him!”

Allison felt a twinge of fear. Up until this
point the demon had been teasing and snarky, downright silly on
occasions. Now she was angry and there was nothing funny about
her.

“You said you have rules. Maybe
he’s not saying it because it’s not there.”

“It’s there! I
feel it within him!” There was a pause and
her voice lowered. “I would never force
it. My purpose is to show people with feelings for their family
that it’s okay and they can be happy. I am not here to hurt anyone,
only help.”

Allison’s unease lessened, and she
saw she was now standing in front of James. His hands were on her
arms and she had the feeling he may have hauled her to her feet
while the demon was ranting.

“I knew it.” James spoke, but
softly, and without anger. “You’re not going to do anything like
that. Even if I said what you want me to. This is something you’re
going through, and I’ll always do what I can to help you, but this
one you’re on your own to figure out.”

“You watch mommy porn and have my
video on a loop in your mind, but its my issue?” Allison rolled her
eyes. “We’re in this together James. I just wish you’d surrender to
your feelings so we could be together.”

“You’re right, I have some things
I need to work out.” James told her. “But I’m not going to make it
worse, and you need to straighten yourself out too. We don’t need
to feed each other’s issues.”

“Honey, I’m going to ask you one
more time. No, not ask. I’m going to beg you to tell me how you
really feel. If you don’t then I’m not going to have a
choice.”

“What is that, a threat? What are
you going to do?”

“If you don’t tell me you love me,
and let this happen the way we need it to, then I’ll just find
someone to have a good time with because I need it so bad I ache
for it at night.”

“You’re going to go out and have a
stand if I don’t say what you want me too?” He whistled. “Wow,
you’re really pulling out all the stops. But just like I did with
all your dirty little promises, I’ll call your bluff. Go
ahead.”

“You’d let me? You’d let another
man fuck your mother, when you could be the one doing
it?”

“Guess I’ll take that
chance.”

“Okay,” Allison nodded. “But just
remember, you could have been my first since your dad passed. It
would have been more special, but you want to live in denial,
fine.”

She turned and walked towards his
door, speaking over her shoulder.

“I’ll be going out tonight. Don’t
wait up.”

“You…you’re not going out.” James
said behind her, but she could hear the lack of conviction in his
voice. “You’re not,” he repeated. “Are you?”

Allison closed his door on the way
out and walked down the hall and into her room. She locked the door
behind her, and went to her closet. She opened it and stepped into
the large walk in area, staring at the racks of clothes and the
tall thin armoire in the corner with drawers full of more
clothes.

“Okay,”
Familial said. “Start
digging, you have to have something sexy in
here.”

“Not much, couple of sun dresses.”
She hesitated. “I have that red dress.”

“We won’t waste that on a random
fuck. You really are pathetic. Girl you will so thank me when a few
months from now this closet is full of cute and playful outfits and
a lot of sexy lingerie to model for that boy.”

She shut the light out and left
the closet, and her room. She went back into the living room and
slipping her sandals back on grabbed her purse.

“Where are we going?”

“Shopping, then we’re coming back,
getting dressed up to get messed up and heading back
out.”

“No!” Allison protested even as
she walked out the front door, fishing her keys out of her purse.
“You can’t make me do that!”

“I’m not, your son is. He wants to
dare me? I’ll show him how bad he messed up.”

“No, its wrong, I…” Think Allison!
“Wouldn’t you want James to be my first since Daniel like you had
me say?”

“Ideally, but your stubborn jack
ass son thinks he’s so goddamn smart. Now I have to do it the other
way. Same way I handled Kevin. Funny that little shit didn’t talk
about how jealous he was over Viv fucking those guys. It was part
of what drove him to realize how much he needed her.”

“This won’t work! It will make him
mad, drive us apart. I can’t lose my son.”

“You won’t. Jealousy is a powerful
motivator, Allison. Besides maybe its best you have a warm up. Get
you an appetizer before the main event. Get the dust fucked out of
your neglected cunt.”

“What if it doesn’t
work?”

“Then I’ll have you do it again,
and again until your son declares his feelings or…” she left it
hanging.

“Or what?” Allison asked
nervously.

“You become the milf whore of the
goddamn city.”




Chapter 13

Allison sat in the parking lot of Shane’s Pub,
and watched the front door. The parking lot, which had about a
dozen cars, a good crowd for such a small place, when she pulled in
twenty minutes ago, contained only a few other cars.

She’d done some shopping and
stopped for a quick bite at Panera, before getting home a little
after 8. James had been in the living room when she came home, and
she had no doubt he’d been wondering where she was.

When Allison came into the house
she said a quick hello and asked if he’d eaten. He told her he’d
had some leftovers and eyed the bags she was carrying with obvious
relief, that she’d been shopping, and not for a guy.

Allison had gone to her room,
tossed the bags on the floor, and taken a hot bath, dozing in the
warm water until the alarm on her phone went off, telling her it
was ten thirty.

She showered, did her hair,
applied her makeup heavier than she normally would, especially her
deep red lipstick, and got dressed. She put on the lace teal bra
and matching lace thong she’d bought at Victoria Secret, then
donned a short blue skirt.

The hem of the skirt went to her
mid-thigh, but featured a thick strip of lace on either side that
showed off her leg up to her hip. Her top was a sleeveless blue
number with a neckline that plunged down between her
breasts.

The shirt featured a row of silver
eyelets and a black tie that laced the top together over her
breaths like an old-fashioned bodice. The shirt was short enough
that when she raised her arms or leaned back it would show off her
stomach.

She’d stopped at a jewelry shop
across from Victoria Secrets and bought a black barbell to replace
the silver earring Familial had pierced her with. The outfit was
completed by a pair of blue stiletto heels that matched the top in
the way they featured black straps that went over the top of her
foot to tie around her ankles.

Allison had left her room,
noticing the house was dark other than the nightlight in the
hallway and a blue light coming from under James door, where he was
still up watching TV.

She went out the back door and made sure to let
the screen door fully open before letting it go, so it would slam.
By the time she entered her car, slamming that door as well, she
received a text from James.

“Hey, where are you going? It’s
after 11!”

She replied, “Don’t worry I won’t turn into a
pumpkin.”

“When will you be
home?”

“Don’t wait up.” She added “Sweet
dreams.” with several heart emoji’s and shut her phone
off.

She arrived at Shane’s but didn’t
go in. She didn’t need to spend a half hour drinking, nor did she
want to tip off her prey, or deal with anyone flirting with her.
There was no reason to bother with anything before closing time.
She knew who she wanted, and what she needed.

The clock on the dash said 11:55
and she watched two couples leave and head over to two of the three
cars in the lot other than hers. Shane’s was a small place, and she
was betting, Jeff would be the only one in there after close, doing
some cleaning and cashing out.

Allison exited her car and walked
across the lot, her heels clicking on the ground. She hurried to
the door when she saw two young men leaving. She wanted to catch
the door before it closed in case it had already been locked behind
what she figured were the last customers.

“Damn, look at you.” One of the
young men said when he saw her coming. “Where you been all
night?”

“I was here earlier, I think I
lost my phone in there.” She lied. “Thanks!’ she told the other man
who held the door for her.

“Night boys.” Allison slipped
through the door, knowing both men would be staring at her ass in
the tight skirt, as well as her dark hair as it flowed down the
exposed upper portion of her back.

She let the heavy door close slam
closed behind her and smiled when she saw the place was
empty.

“Sorry, we’re closed.”

She followed the voice to see Jeff behind the
bar, his back to her as he wiped off glasses and hung them on
hooks.

“That’s too bad,” The smoky purr
flowed from her ruby lips. “I was told I could come here if I ever
wanted a break from being so serious.”

Jeff turned around, his face breaking out into
the big smile she remembered from his profile.

“Well, far be it from me to deny a
lady some fun.” He gestured to the rows of bottles behind him.
“What can I get for you?”

“Get down that bottle of Jack.”
Allison pointed as she walked up to the bar.

She walked slowly, her hips
swaying and her curly hair flowing about her face. Before he turned
to look for the bottle, Jeff’s eyes drank her in, lingering on the
exposed inner half of her impressive breasts, before working their
way down her long toned legs.

He turned and grabbed the bottle, plucking two
shot glasses down between the fingers of his other hand.

“I’m sorry, but do I know
you?”

He put both glasses on the bar, and deftly
poured them each a shot.

“You sent me a message on RI
Singles today,” She picked up the shot and knocked it back. “But I
bet you send the same message to twenty women a day, don’t
you?”

“Um, cheers?” he downed the shot
and poured them another. “Nah, I’m not that bad, I send a few
messages every week. I only sent one today.”

His eyes narrowed as he looked at
her.

“Allison?”

“In the flesh.”

“Wow, you really look different
when you let your hair and everything else down.” He laughed. “No
offense, but you look pretty stiff in that picture. Kind of why I
sent the message, figured if nothing else maybe it would make you
smile.”

“You look stiff in your profile.’
Allison picked up the second shot, but this time held it up for
his. “You stroke yourself up, then hurry up and snap the
pic?”

“Maybe that’s not even hard.” He
clicked his glass to hers and they both did their shot.

Allison felt the bourbon burn its
way down her throat and leave a warm trail into her stomach. It had
been years since she’d drank hard liquor straight.

“Be careful, I might check to see
if you’re lying.” Allison warned him.

“Well in my defense, sometimes it
depends on the company,” he winked. “Only as good as my
inspiration. “You seem like you could be pretty inspiring,
Allison.”

“It’s Allie.” She picked up the
bottle and took a long pull directly from it. “Allison is who I am
most of the time. Professional, proper, boring as fuck Allison, but
all work and all that, so sometimes I let Allie come out and
play.”

“Damn,” he whistled when she took
another swig from the bottle. “You can drink, and you do look
pretty playful.”

“I’m a playful little cat.” She
giggled. “Allie Cat, they called me that back before I decided to
be a good woman.”

“Isn’t it playful kitten?” He took
the bottle from her and took a long swallow of his own.

“Baby, kittens are young. Little
girls are kittens. I’m a full-grown cat on the prowl for something
fun to bat around for a few hours.” She released a perfect tiger’s
growl. “Allie Cat’s looking for some cream, baby. Know where I can
find it?”

His confident smile faltered. “You don’t mess
around do you?”

“What’s the matter, Jeff? You all
show no go?”

“Oh, I can go. Just Most women
usually have a few drinks, talk a little, we head back to my
place.”

“I’m here for one thing, Jeff, and
it isn’t talk.” She shrugged, making her tits jiggle. “No, not
true, some dirty talk is fine.”

She took the bottle from him and
took another long pull. She was already feeling it, her body
flushing and her mind getting the fuzzy feeling of a buzz, a
feeling she’d pretty much lived in during her club days.

“Okay, well, I’ll lock up and you
can follow me to my place, is only a few blocks.”

“What’s wrong with right here?”
Allison put the bottle on the bar.

“Here?”

“You deaf or am I making you
nervous?”

“There is a couch in the office in
the back.”

“Good, you’ll have something to
pass out on after I’m done draining your balls until you can’t get
it up anymore.”

Allison removed her I-phone from
her purse and placed it on the bar.

“Hey, Siri,” she spoke loudly.
“Play Cry little sister by Marilyn Manson.”

Up until now Allison had been
quiet, helplessly watching the scene play out and bracing herself
for the ordeal of being forced to fuck a stranger. But as soon as
the haunting intro for the song came on, and she walked backwards
from the bar, she pleaded.

“Familial, please don’t do this to
me! I don’t deserve this!”

“Then blame your boy, everything
we do here is because he wants to play hard to get.”

“Whoa,” Jeff watched as she
stopped moving backwards and putting her arms over her head, worked
her hips in grinding circles to the heavy beat. She used her legs,
working herself down to the floor, then back up.

She put her back to him, working
her hips in faster circles and pulling her skirt up to expose the
lower portion of her ass, showing off the curve of her cheeks and
the thin strip of blue lace between them.

She dropped the skirt and ran her
hands up under her long hair, taking it up over her head. She
whipped around, her leg up in a high kick that pushed the skirt up,
and gave him a quick flash of her crotch.

She lowered her head and spun her
head in tight circles, sending her hair flying around. She
straightened and grabbing the tie over her breasts tugged it,
loosening the shirt.

Jeff came around to the front of
the bar and hopping up on the stool, took another swig from the
bottle, and then beckoned to her. Allison shook her head, pulling
on the string and undoing another section of the shirt.

She ran her hands up her stomach, lifting the
shirt and showing off the minimal lace bra that barely contained
her tits. She dropped it, then putting the string from the shirt
between her teeth, strutted up to him.

Allison moaned in despair as she
felt herself kiss him, and pass him the string. Jeff returned the
kiss, then as she leaned back pulled on the string. Allison moved
her body in a circle, ducking down, working her way to the right,
and coming back up, using the movement to untie the
shirt.

Jeff watched her, his blue eyes
bright with excitement as she worked the string down to the point
the top of the shirt was wide open. She spun quickly and dropped
her ass into his lap, grinding it on his very interested cock, as
she quickly undid the buttons between her breasts.

She spread her arms, opening the shirt, then
worked her shoulders so it slid down. She spun around tossing the
shirt into his face, and cupping her tits, fondled them through the
bra as she strutted around, swinging her hips.

Allison whimpered as she swore
over two decades of shame washed over her. She grabbed the top of a
chair and spinning it on one of its legs, turned it to face her.
She straddled it and leaned all the way back, whipping her hair
around and thrusting her hips in the air.

“You haven’t
missed a beat girl!” Familial laughed as
Allison snapped herself back up to a sitting
position.

She swung her leg easily over the
back of the chair, doing a full spin, with her back to him, she
worked the straps of the bra down and slipped her arms out. She
faced him once more and saw he was starting to unbutton his white
long-sleeved shirt while he watched

She let the straps fall, but
teased him, by holding the cups to her breasts. Allison then
reached back and unhooked it, but still held it to her tits with
her forearm. She did another spin, this one taking her down to her
knees, and when she came around, threw the bra at him.

He caught it and pressed it to the
lower part of his face, taking in the scent of her perfume.
Allison, now on her knees, covering her tits with her hands, but
spread her fingers, letting him see her nipples.

She rose to her feet and slowly
approached the bar, working her hands up and down, making her large
breasts bounce beneath them. She walked to the right, turning and
leaning against the bar between the stools to his left as he spun
in his to watch her.

Allison leaned against the bar,
bending back, and then one at a time lifted her long legs until her
heels were on the stools, her legs spread wide. She pumped her
hips, thrusting them in the air, then using her legs pushed up
until she was sitting on the bar.

She drew her legs up, and spinning
on her ass was now on the bar facing Jeff, her arm still over her
breasts and her legs bent at the knees. She lay on her back, and
lifted her legs straight in the air, then slowly let them fall
open, giving him a good view up her skirt.

She sat up, and spun on her ass once more, and
came to her feet.

“Goddamn, you do this shit for a
living?” Jeff clapped. “Allie, the Milf stripper!”

She groaned internally as she was now shimmying
on the bar, strutting back and forth.

“Stop teasing and let’s see those
titties!” Jeff called up to her as he slipped his shirt off,
exposing his a solidly built upper body.

Allison put her back to him once
more, and released her breasts, reaching back she unzipped her
skirt and worked her hips back and forth as she slowly lowered it,
pulling it down her thighs.

She bent over completely, briefly
grabbing her ankles, and wiggling her barely clad ass at Jeff.
Allison straightened and turned to face him, her arms over her head
and moved side to side, shaking her bare tits at him.

“Fuck, they’re amazing. You’re
amazing.”

Allison walked across the bar, and
bending each leg, removed her heels, flipping them onto the floor.
She came over to stand in front of him, leaning over to grab the
bottle of Jack Daniels, then straightening.

She lifted her right leg, and
shoved her bare foot into his face, her toes pressing against his
lips. Jeff didn’t hesitate to suck on her toes and after taking a
swig from the bottle, she poured some of the bourbon down her
leg.

It flowed down over her foot and
into Jeff’s mouth, some of it trickling down his chin and onto his
chest. Allison removed her foot and sat down on the bar, opening
her legs, so he could step between them.

Allison lifted the bottle and
drank from it even as Jeff buried his face in her chest, eagerly
sucking her right nipple while fondling both of her large breasts.
Allison moaned and poured some of the booze over each tit, watching
Jeff slurp it from her nipples.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, pinning
him to her and grabbed his hair in both hands while arching her
back, shoving her tits into his willing mouth.

“Yeah, suck those tits!” she
hissed. “Show me how much you want them!”

He opened wide, sucking not just
her nipple, but as much of her breast as he could into his mouth.
In her mind, Allison was aware of the sensation of him working her
tits, and the way she was moaning, but part of her was angry and
humiliated.

All the talk of her being meant for James and
the demon had her at a bar acting like…

“Like what? A single healthy woman
with needs? Most women your age only dream of doing a kid like
this.”

“Damn, your fine,” Jeff was now
kissing her neck, his fingers teasing her nipples, rolling them
between them. “You got me so hard for you, baby.”

“Allie, call me Allie.”

“Allie I think I have that cream
you were talking about.” He eased back from her and grabbed the
sides of her thong, trying to tug it off.

“Wait your turn,” Allison pushed
his hands away, then slid off the bar so she was standing in front
of him. “I need it now.”

She kissed him so hard he gasped.
Her tongue drove into his mouth and her hands caressed his broad
chest and hard flat stomach. He grunted in surprised pain when she
gave his nipples a hard pinch, but was now returning her kiss with
equal passion.

Allison took him by his arms and
turned him to the side. He allowed her to move him, until his back
was against the bar, and after flicking her tongue playfully across
his lips, she sank to her knees, her tongue leaving a wet trail
down his chest and stomach.

She ran it along the edge of his jeans as she
unsnapped and unzipped him.

“I don’t want
to!” Allison sobbed. “I don’t want him, stop making me do this! I’ll do anything
you want!”

“You’ll do your son, but only when
he’s ready and this will show him he can lose you. Think of it as
taking one for the team.”

Allison watched powerlessly as she
tugged his jeans down his thighs. She licked the long hard bulge
waiting for her, through his boxers, then yanked them down. His
cock, big, thick and so fucking hard, sprang free, bobbing in front
of her face.

She took him in her hand, pumping him, and
smiling up at him.

“All for me?”

“All of it.”

“This my treat for being a good
girl?”

“You said you wanted some cream,”
he breathed, his hands sliding through her long hair.

“I am hungry,” Allison purred,
licking her lips. “So hungry.”

She took him into her mouth and as
she whined pathetically, trapped within her own body, she slowly
bobbed her head.

She took a little more of him each
time, but by the time she had him half way, the feeling of having
something hard, dripping and pulsing in her mouth, after so long,
caused her to lose control.

She opened wider and took him all the way,
gagging when the head of his cock hit the back of her throat, but
overcame her gag reflex with a skill that was shameful, and took
the last of him, her lips pressed to the base of his
shaft.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

Allison shook her head side to side, then slid
her tongue out over his balls. She released him with a slurping
sound, then spit on his cock, pumping his now slick shaft rapidly
in her hand.

She spit on him again, then took
him deep, noisily slurping it back up. She bobbed her head rapidly,
while putting her hands on his thighs, showing off by blowing him
hands free.

She released him once more, and nodded her head
towards the bar.

“How about a drink?” She wagged
her tongue at him.

“Allie, you’re the mother fucking
jackpot.” He lowered the bottle and poured some down his cock,
letting it flow between her lips.

Allison slurped the liquor from
his cock, her eyes rolling back at the mixture of booze and dick.
She resumed sucking his cock, and for a minute or so took her time,
savoring it, she slurped on it several times before letting it fall
from her mouth.

She pinned it to his stomach,
lightly stroking it while her tongue went to work on his balls.
Jeff moaned her name, his cock twitching in her hand while she
bathed his balls with her tongue.

She sucked each of them, swirling her tongue
around them while they were in her mouth. She ran her tongue back
up to the tip and took him back in her mouth.

“Suck that cock, suck that
cock!”

Allison knew the voices weren’t
from the demon, but her personal demons and she was helpless to
stop them. Worse than hearing them was the reaction they caused.
She was now bobbing her head faster, and gagging on him.

Spit drooled from the sides of her
mouth and down his cock as she deliberately made the blow job as
sloppy as she could. Because that’s what Allie did, she put on a
show, and gave the Johns every penny’s worth, making sure they knew
who the best whore in town was and making them want to come
back.

Allison sucked harder, now driving
her head forward, impaling her mouth on his big cock. She gagged
every time he hit the back of her throat, and several times a glob
of drool exploded out of her mouth.

Her eyes were now watering and hot
spit flowing down her chin and onto her tits had her hips rocking
and her clit throbbing. She gripped his hips and pulled and pushed,
urging him to fuck her mouth.

“Oh, shit, you’re…shit!” He moved
his hips in rhythm with her movements and she moaned as he fucked
her mouth.

Allison was now numb as within her mind she
heard men yelling her name, cheering her on, calling her a pig and
a slut and a whore, telling the guy to shoot his load all over her
face, to wipe their dick off on her.

She was now sucking to the point
it was close to an assault on his cock, but Jeff wasn’t
complaining. He was however, moaning continuously and his cock was
jerking in her mouth.

Allison took him deep, then
stopped moving, she shook her head hard side to side, working his
sensitive head around her sloppy mouth.

“Jesus,” his hands tightened in
her hair. “Fuck, don’t stop, don’t stop!”

Allison shook her head so fast
that between that and the booze she was getting dizzy, but her
nipples were aching and her cunt flowing in anticipation of him
coming. She only had to wait a few more seconds as with a low groan
and a thrust of his hips, Jeff came.

His cock erupted, sending his hot
thick load into her mouth. Allison moaned physically, but whimpered
mentally as she kept sucking, letting him fill her mouth. She
cupped his balls, rubbing them, encouraging him to give her every
drop.

“Oh, fuck, stop!” Jeff gasped when
she continued to suck, his cock sloshing around in his own
cum.

Allison eased him from her mouth,
keeping her lips pressed tightly together. She rose to her feet,
and staring him in the eye cupped her tits and opened her mouth.
His huge load spilled down her chin and all over her heaving
breasts and down between them.

“Holy…shit,” Jeff was still trying
to catch his breath. “You’re a nasty fucking girl aren’t
you?”

“Nastiest you’ll ever meet,” she
whispered as she licked the cum from her lips. “But the sweetest
you’ll ever taste.”

Allison turned and hopping back
onto the bar, lay back and raising her legs, slid the thong over
her raised hips. She got it down her thighs, then bent her legs.
Kicking her feet playfully.

Jeff all but ripped the thong from her lower
legs, then pushing them open buried his face between her
thighs.

“Yes!” Allison squealed as he
plunged two fingers into her sopping slit while his lips fastened
to her throbbing clit. “Eat that fucking cunt!”

She curled her left leg around his
head, pinning him to her wet slit. Jeff moaned between her legs,
his tongue rapidly flicking over her pink nub. Allison let her
other leg dangle from the bar, her bare foot finding his still hard
cock, and rubbing it with her soft sole.

“Suck it!” she demanded as she
rubbed his cum into her nipples and all over her tits while he
licked and sucked her clit. “Put another finger in! I’m not some
little girl! I’m a real woman, baby, now stuff your fingers up my
cunt, and make me fucking come!”

Jeff followed instructions well
pushing another finger inside and pumping them rapidly into her
while Allison took her cum slicked nipples between her fingers,
squeezing and tugging on them. She was so wet she could hear his
fingers penetrating her, and so worked up that she could already
feel her thighs trembling, and her back arching off the
bar.

She had to admit, he knew what he
was doing, his tongue played her clit well, flicking up and down,
then side to side, and tracing fast wet circles over it, in
between. His long thick fingers were moving confidently within her,
and his cock beneath her foot was as hard as it had been in her
mouth.

The thought that his big young
cock was going to be inside her as soon she came had her hips
thrusting and working in tight circles, helping his tongue get her
to the point of no return.

Jeff made her gasp when he sucked
her clit, moaning and making a loud slurping sound as he did. His
free hand slid up her stomach and under hers, playing with her left
nipple.

Allison put her now free hand in his hair,
pulling it and rubbing his face into her cunt.

“Right there,” she whimpered.
“Right there, baby! Just like that!”

Allison’s breath caught and Jeff
gave her clit another hard suck as she twisted her nipples hard
enough to hurt, but that sharp sudden pain, sent her over the edge.
She released a loud squeal as her body exploded.

Her hips thrust into Jeff’s face,
smearing her quivering cunt in his face as it convulsed around his
fingers. Allison yelped and moaned, squirming on the bar as Jeff
kept his fingers and tongue busy, prolonging her orgasm.

It had been years since she’d come
like this. Daniel hadn’t gone down on her in years, blaming the
thought of how many other men had, but the reality was he knew him
thinking that would get him excited, and god forbid he actually get
into sex.

Allison, gasped as she felt a warm
sensation building within her, and her stomach tighten. Her toes
curled into Jeff’s cock and she straightened her other leg, out
behind him, her foot pointed forward.

Her entire body tensed and her
back arched. She remained that way for a few seconds as if her body
was on pause, then something let go within her and she screamed,
“Oh my god!”

Jeff yelled in surprise, pulling
away from her as stream of sticky fluid sprayed his face and upper
chest. Another squirt caught him, some of it going into his mouth
and she felt a warm gush flow around his fingers and down her
thighs.

Allison groaned as a final squirt, this one
much less, most of it dribbling down her already sloppy slit, and
into the crack of her ass.

“Oh, wow,” she moaned. “The damn
ceiling is spinning.”

“That was…intense.” Jeff
straightened and wiped his face off with the back of his hand.
“Thought that shit only happened in the movies.”

“You need to fuck me.”

As weak as her orgasm had left
her, Allison slid off the bar until her feet where on the floor.
She turned her back to Jeff, leaning over the bar and pushing her
ass out.

“Fuck me!” She snapped, staring at
his reflection in the small mirror over the cash register behind
the bar. “Now!”

“Yes, Ma’am!”

Jeff grabbed her hips and entered
her in one long hard thrust. Allison cried out in pleasure as for
the first time in two years she experienced the incredible feeling
of having a cock inside her.

She moaned and slumped over the
top of the bar, still breathing hard from her orgasm as Jeff fucked
her with long delicious strokes, his young cock as eager as it had
been just minutes ago.

“Harder!” she demanded. “Just give
it to me! Fuck me until you come!”

In the mirror, Jeff had a look on his face as
if saying. “is she for real?”

But he squeezed her hips harder
and tore into her. Fucking her hard and fast and making her yip
each time he buried himself within her.

“Harder than that!” She yelled.
“Come, on, kid, show me what a man you are! Take that cunt! Make me
come on that cock!”

Jeff took her harder, and for the
next few minutes the only sound in the room was their flesh
slapping together and her soft moans mixed with his heavy
breathing. Allison lifted her left leg, first getting her foot on
the stool, then raising it onto the bar and stretching it
out.

She emitted a high pitched yowl as
that changed the angle driving him even deeper into her. Allison
grabbed the edge of the bar, her fingers gripping it hard enough to
turn her knuckles white as he relentlessly hammered her sloppy
cunt.

She caught sight of herself in the
mirror, her eyes wide, mouth open, and a trail of black lines down
her face from her mascara running when she was downing his cock
hard enough to make her eyes water.

She was completely naked bent over
a bar, with a kid not much older than her son behind her, fucking
her like he was auditioning for an adult film. God, he looked good,
his muscular and now flushed and sweat slicked torso, his arms
bulging and his eyes on her ass and watching his cock plunder her
mature pussy.

Allison slid her right hand down
between her and the bar, until her fingers were on her once again
swollen clit. She rubbed it hard as he pounded away on her, fucking
her so hard she knew she’d be bruised in the morning from her hips
and thigh being driven into the bar.

“Yeah!” she gasped. “Look at you
fucking me! I’m a real fucking slut, aren’t I? Walking in here and
stripping and sucking you dry after barely talking to
you!”

She moaned as she talked herself towards
another orgasm.

“I still have your sticky cum on
my tits. Bent over the bar, naked, just getting fucked! My cunt’s
so fucking wet its dripping down my thighs and all over your
fucking balls.

“Fuck,” Jeff groaned, but didn’t
let up, fucking her harder than she had been since she’d been the
hottest piece of tail on the circuit.

“Come on, baby, pull my fucking
hair, and slap that ass! Treat me like the whore I am!”

She cried out in pain when Jeff gave her right
cheek a hard-stinging slap while catching her long hair and yanking
her head back.

He slapped her other cheek, then
went back and forth delivering a serious of sharp slaps that had
her yelping, but her pussy gushing.

“That’s it, put some color on
those cheeks! Slap that silly little cat on my ass! You even notice
it? It says Allie Cat! Back when I was everyone’s bad
kitty.”

She was in full Allie mode, the
dirty talk, craving to be treated badly, well on her way to her
second orgasm while getting fucked to the point she was going to be
feeling it tomorrow.

“Guys used to pay for this pussy,
you know that?” Allison felt like bursting into tears. Especially
because she knew Familial was tapping into her dark past, bringing
out the girl she used to be. These weren’t the demon’s words, they
were hers, all she was doing was holding the present Allison back
while releasing her inhibitions.

“W…what?” Jeff groaned behind
her.

“Men paid to see me dance, paid
for my mouth, paid to fuck me! I was the star of the show at
bachelor parties! I’d get used by the groom and his party.” She
cried out as he was now fucking her with short savage
thrusts.

“The after party was always at my
body, just like the song says!”

Allison let loose with a long loud howl as
another orgasm tore through her. Jeff moaned behind her as her cunt
contracted around his thrusting cock and she pumped her hips up and
down, thrusting back into him.

She squealed again and again as waves of
intense pleasure smashed through her already tired body.

“Oh, fuck, I’m going to
cum!”

He whipped his cock out and she
moaned when she felt the first hot squirt of his come between her
cheeks. It slid over her pink rosebud, then flowed over her still
quivering pussy.

She watched him pump his cock in
the mirror, spraying cum on both sides of her ass. Allison felt it
sliding down the back of her thighs and oozing between the lips of
her cunt, she released a long shuddering moan, and dropped her legs
from the bar, but had to hold herself up as her knees were too weak
to stand.

“Jesus,” Jeff, turned and slumped
against the bar, his still oozing cock wet and jerking between his
legs, and his pants still around his knees. “That was…Christ,
you’re wild.”

“Yeah?” Allison pushed herself up
from the bar, and turned so she was leaning against it next to him.
“Still think I’m too serious?”

“Seriously hot.”

“Good to know.” She grabbed his
cock, which was rapidly softening. “Because we’re not done
yet.”

“Are you kidding?” His eyes went
wide. “Allie, I…I can’t. That was like twice in a half
hour.”

“Stop whining,” Allison pumped his
cock in her hand. “Thought you were a young stud?”

“How the hell can you want
more?”

“Haven’t you heard, baby? Allie
never gets enough.”




Chapter 14

Allison entered the house in a daze. She was
drunk, her body ached from a sexual marathon, and she was
emotionally drained. The time with Jeff had been a living
nightmare.

Yes, her body felt all the
pleasure of the four orgasms she’d had and the three times, Jeff
had fucked her. He hadn’t thought he could get it up again after
the first time over the bar, but she had stroked and sucked him
hard twice more.

Each time he fucked her it took
him longer to come and Allison, under Familial’s control, loved
every minute of it, egging him on talking dirty and degrading
herself. The last time was on her back on the bar’s pool table, her
legs up, feet behind his head as he fucked her.

She lay there exhausted and sore,
as limp as a rag doll, but kept urging him to keep going. He wasn’t
even completely hard at that point and when he came, it wasn’t much
more than a few dribbles on her thigh.

When she’d gotten dressed to
leave, he was heading into the office, saying he was too worn out
to drive home and would crash there for a while. Allison should
have stayed, she’d been drinking the whole time, the two of them
killing the bottle of Jack, then doing a few shots of
Tequila.

But apparently demons didn’t get
drunk, and she drove the same way she did everything else under
Familial’s sway, perfectly and as if she were watching herself.
Allison felt as if the clock had been turned back over twenty
years.

Here she was barefoot, her heels
in her hand, her bra and thong shoved into her purse, and her pussy
a hot sticky mess. Her legs and back ached from contorting herself
into positions she hadn’t tried in years, and two hours of being
fucked by a young strong man.

In addition to being a sloppy
mess, her pussy hurt from so much fucking, her nipples were sore
from both her and him pinching and teasing them for so long, and
her ass was stinging for the multiple spankings she’d begged him to
give her.

Her face, when she’d glanced in
the rearview mirror was a mess. Her lipstick smeared around her
mouth from sucking Jeff’s cock several times, and her mascara
smudged all around her eyes. She hadn’t wiped her face off before
she left, and the black streaks were still on her face from her
make up running while choking herself on his dick.

She had the taste of booze and cum in her
mouth, and her hair was a wild sweaty mess, and she was fairly
certain he’d gotten cum in it when round two ended with her on her
knees telling him to jack off in her face.

Allison carefully made her way
through the dark living room, her hand seeking the top of the couch
to guide her towards the hallway. She knew she needed to shower
tonight’s cum and shame from her body, but at this point, just
wanted to fall in bed and sleep.

Fortunately, tomorrow was Sunday
and she didn’t have to get up for work and could hide in her room
all day. There was no way she could face James after this. When
she’d left the bar, at two thirty, she’d turned her phone back on
and saw he’d texted her several times between midnight and two
asking if she were ok.

As if her thoughts summoned him, the hallway
light came on just as she had reached it, and there was James
standing outside the door to his room.

“Mom!” he began to walk over to
her. “Where the hell have you been? Are you okay? I …” he stopped
and stared at her, and as bad as she knew she looked, she knew it
seemed worse to him.

James had only known Allison, he’d
never met Allie, at least not in person, just saw her in that
video. The drunken hot mess he was confronted with was an everyday
occurrence for her back then, and she would always take great
satisfaction in that dissolute appearance, as if looking this way
was the sign of a job well done.

‘Jesus Christ,” James whispered.
“What the hell did you do?”

“His name was Jeff, and I did him
three times,” she informed him. “And that was after I sucked him
off.”

“You’re slurring,” James came
closer to her, his eyes staring into hers. “You’re
drunk.”

“Yup, drunk, ridden hard and ready
to be put away wet and sticky. Night, honey.” She lifted her hand
to wave and blinked when she saw her heels dangling from the straps
she held between her fingers. She’d forgotten, she was holding
them.

“I can’t believe you,” James
didn’t seem angry, he looked hurt.

“Jealousy, Allison. He knows you
just gave it away to another man, when he’s been dreaming of you
giving it to him.”

“I told you I have needs, and I
couldn’t wait anymore.” Allison pointed to him. “Your fault, James.
We could have been lying in your bed right now, but nope, you won’t
tell me what I need to hear.”

She pointed back to herself.

“Some bartender got to use your
mother’s body the way it hasn’t been used in years.” She stopped
and shook her head. “No, not true. I think I used him. Used him so
long and hard he had to sleep at the bar, couldn’t even drive
home.”

“You shouldn’t have driven home.
Shit, Mom what if you passed out behind the wheel or hit
someone?”

“No worries, I have an infernal
co-pilot.” She giggled.

“Huh?” James raised his eyebrows,
“What the hell does that mean?”

“You
slipped,” Allison giggled inside her
mind. “You drunk too?”

“Allie, everything I say is for a
reason, you’ll see soon enough.”

“I don’t know,” she spoke out
loud. “Don’t seem myself lately, maybe whoever I’ve been can drive
drunk.”

“Really drunk because you’re not
making any sense, even for you.” James scowled. “Blaming me for you
acting like a goddamn slut? That’s real cute.”

“You mad, baby? You mad that boy
got to see Allie in action, while you just lay there jerking off to
her?”

“We’re done,” James waved
dismissively at her. “Go sleep it off. Maybe tomorrow you’ll be
ashamed of yourself like you should be.”

“You say those things, but,” She
smirked and pointed two fingers at her face. “My eyes are up
here.”

His eyes had dropped to her chest
where her shirt was unlaced, and her braless tits barely concealed.
At her remark he shifted his gaze lower. She followed where he was
looking, figuring it would be her legs.

Instead he was staring at her
purse where it hung next to her hip. It was open, part of her thong
and bra hanging out from when she’d hastily stuffed them in
there.

“Dad would be so proud.” James
grunted.

“Your dad would probably have
jerked off to the idea of another man doing me,” Allison
retorted.

Allison pulled the thong from the purse and
flipped it at him.

“Here, you can use this when you
do the same later.”

Allison went to walk past him, but he grabbed
her arm, and pulled her back to stand in front of him.

“What Dad did wasn’t right,” James
hand remained on her arm. “What I did wasn’t right, and I’m sorry,
Mom, I really am. But that doesn’t give you a right to go out and
get drunk and act like a whore. Then come home and talk shit about
my father and make nasty cracks about something I feel bad
about.”

“So, you two get to keep secrets?
The two of you had that video, that fucking humiliating video of
me, and for years, I’m not supposed to say anything? It’s all
okay?” Allison yanked her arm from him. “It’s not.”

“Dad told me you used to have a
problem with drinking,” James told her.

“Why the hell would he say that?”
Allison couldn’t believe this, another blow to how she saw her
departed husband.

“I made a comment once I never saw
you drink even when you guys would have parties here. He said you
had a problem when you were young, so you only do it on special
occasions with him, and even then not much.”

“You should have asked me.”
Allison complained. “He had no right telling you that!”

“From that video I can see what it
led to. The same thing it led to tonight.” James tried to put her
hand on her shoulder. “I’m worried about you, Mom. This isn’t you,
and you can’t do it again.”

“I was sober when I went to that
bar because I knew what I wanted. The drinking was just a bonus and
to loosen up.” Allison pushed his hand from her
shoulder.

“You look like you got way more
than loose.” James anger returned after she brushed him off.
“Hopefully there was only one guy this time. You going to work your
way up?”

“You son of a bitch,” The anger
was hers, not the demons. “How dare you say that to me?”

James averted his eyes. “You’re
right, that was…too much. I just can’t believe you did it. Look at
you, Mom. You’re a drunk mess, and…you didn’t even know the
guy!”

“You mad I had sex, or mad it
wasn’t with you?” His apology didn’t impress her.

“Why do we keep coming back to
this? I don’t want you!”

“You do, and all but said it. You
get off to watching me, so don’t fucking lie and say you don’t! You
want to say you wouldn’t, that’s one thing, but don’t say you don’t
want it, I know you do!”

James rubbed at his eyes.
“I…you’re right about thinking about it, but right about I never
would.”

“But we could have!” Familial was
now back, claiming a lust Allison didn’t feel she had and would
never want to explore. “See the way I look? You could have been the
one who did this to me!”

“We could have lived out every
sweet and dirty fantasy you’ve ever had of me. I would do anything
you wanted, and it would have been better than anything you ever
imagined. You have no idea how amazing sex between a mother and son
can be!

“All the love and all the lust is
so much stronger because it’s a dual love, that of a couple and a
mother and her boy. A mother can love, and fuck, her son like no
other woman can.”

“You need to go sleep it off,”
James moved to the side so she could pass. “Maybe when you wake up,
you’ll be you, and be ashamed of what you did.”

“You mean what you made me do. I’m
not ashamed. I got what I needed, it just wasn’t from who I wanted
it to be, but I couldn’t wait anymore. But you,” she
sighed.

“You’ll be going back to bed
upset. Angry you didn’t tell me how you felt so I would have stayed
here. Heartbroken because after wanting me for so long, playing all
your mommy movie fantasies in your head, I just went out and fucked
another man.

“Think about that, another boy not
much older than you fucked your mother. He rode your ride, blew his
load in my mouth and all over body. I still have his cum on my cunt
and my thighs while I’m standing here with you.

“Stop talking like a goddamn pig!”
James demanded.

“But the worse part of it? Now
that Allie came out of her closet, she’s going to want more, and
she’s going to get it.”

James anger drained from his face. “You don’t
mean that.”

“Soon as I wake up tomorrow
morning I’m going online. Won’t be on that lame singles site
either. I’ll be on tinder posting some sexy selfies and saying come
and get it boys. I’ll have a nooner set up in no time.”

“You’d do that to yourself? Go
right back to being what you were before dad?”

“No, I sold it back then. I’ll
just be giving it away now.” She laughed harshly. “Every night,
James. I’ll go online or hit the bars and I will get fucked. I’ll
spread my legs for every young man in the goddamn state if that’s
what it takes to…hey!”

James had put his back to her and was storming
towards his room.

“You can stop me, James, just tell
me how you feel!”

He entered his room, slamming the door behind
him hard enough to make the pictures hanging in the hallway rattle
against the walls.

“Please, Familial,” she whispered.
“Please don’t make my son hate me. I…I can’t lose him, he’s all I
have left.”

There was silence, and Allison thought the
demon was ignoring her, or was thinking of something snotty to say.
However, when she did speak, her tone was serious.

“I wouldn’t do that to you or him.
My purpose is for the two of you to be happy.”

“Then leave us be,” she replied
softly as she made her way to her bedroom. “You’re wrong this
time.”

“You hard his thoughts about you!
You saw the video he’s been watching. You know its
there!”

“Misdirected lust, and he needs
help with that. He is not in love with me. He doesn’t want me the
way Kevin wanted his Vivian. What you made me do tonight upset him
because he saw his mother go out and have meaningless sex, and get
drunk on top of it.”

“He’s upset because it made him
see how he should tell you how he feels,” the demon insisted.
“Trust me, as we speak he’s blaming himself. Now that you did it,
he knows you’ll do it again, he won’t let it happen twice. He will
come to you.”

“If he doesn’t?” Allison entered
her room and tossing her purse on the bed, went into the bathroom
to shower Jeff off of her. “You really going to keep forcing me to
have sex?”

“If that’s what it
takes.”

“What if it taints his feelings
for me? Makes him see me as spiteful, flaunting my affairs to hurt
his feelings? Is that the person he’d want to be with? Makes him
angry and bitter and drives a wedge between us?”

“Never possessed
a shrink before, not saying I’m liking the experience,”
Familial muttered.

“My son isn’t Kevin. There is no
father here to hurt me to make him think I need him. No other man
to use cheap one-night stands to drive away and clear a path. If
there are feelings there, its like that movie, he wants to be the
man in my life, right?”

“Yes,”
Familial answered warily. “That’s what it is.”

“Then how does making him watch me
whore myself help? You said yourself it would be more special if he
were my first after Daniel, that’s already out the window, any
subsequent lover would…”

“Alright
already!” Familial snapped, and Allison
too a small amount of pleasure in knowing she’d not only made a
point, but gotten under her skin. “I’ll
think of something else.”

She stripped her clothes off and
rather than put them in the hamper shoved them in the trash, she
could never wear them again after tonight.

“I need a new
approach,” Familia mumbled as Allison
turned the water on and stepped into the shower.
“Maybe…”

“Maybe what?” Allison squirted
shampoo into her hand and started lathering her hair.

“A direct plea, from you, not
me.”

“What do you mean?”

“And the truth
shall set you free.” A deep voice rumbled
from somewhere in her mind causing Allison to cock her head. That
was one she hadn’t heard yet.

“You go to him tomorrow morning
with the truth.”

“That a demon is making me act
like this and wants us together?” Allison rolled her
eyes.

“Exactly. I’ll step back, no
interference, all you. Your words, your feelings and in the end you
make it clear I can come back at anytime and make you do anyone I
want anytime I want. Tell him next time it will be a
threesome.”

“You wouldn’t?” Allison
gasped.

“Depends if he
keeps pissing me off, but yeah, that’s it.” Familial agreed with her own idea.

“The truth could work.”

“That, and a little help on the
other end perhaps?”

The deep voice again.

“What is that?” Allison
asked.

“Me talking to myself. Now finish
in here and get some sleep. Tomorrow morning is important, either
he comes clean and you two consummate your relationship, or you’ll
be back on your knees sucking cock in a motel by lunchtime
tomorrow.”




Chapter 15

Allison knocked softly on James
door still without an idea of what she was going to say. Not
completely true, she knew she was going to tell him the truth, but
how? She herself had never believed in possession until two days
ago when it happened to her.

How was she going to convince him
with a story that was literally ‘the devil made me do it’? It
sounded insane and tall tale a little kid would come up with for
bad behavior. But she had to try.

If she failed she had no doubt the
demon would have her out strutting her stuff until she found
another guy to fuck. At this point it would be sheer spite as James
was testing her patience. The fact this thing believed mothers and
sons could be pushed into sex in such a short time was
disturbing.

Also disturbing was the thought
that what would happen if James proved her right and he was in love
with her? What then? She imagined Familial would take over and have
her sleep with him, which is what happened with Viv.

By the second time Viv was
supposedly herself when having sex with her son. But she had
started it with kissing him a year ago, there was nothing between
her and James but that video and maybe a bit of him being over
protective of her, mixed with some jealousy if she found someone
that would take his father’s place and her time from
him.

But love? If it was there in him,
it wasn’t in her, at least not that she was aware of, not in that
way. On the other hand, if James remained steadfast in denying
there was any emotion there, then what? She’d be forced to be
Familial’s whore because she was too stubborn to admit
defeat?

Allison was pulled from her thoughts by James
calling out.

“I don’t want to talk.”

“Honey, please, its important, and
I don’t know how much time I have!” There’s a cryptic bad horror
novel start if she ever heard one. “Please!” she knocked
again.

James didn’t respond, but she
heard something moving near the door, and a moment later it
opened.

“What is it, Mom? You want to
model a new bikini for me, or ask if I whacked off to you last
night?”

“No, but its about the last couple
of days. Can I come in?”

“If you’re going to behave. Any
bullshit mommy talk or telling me who you’re doing later and I’m
done.”

“I deserve that.” Allison walked
into his room and frowned when she saw he’d pushed a folding chair
under the knob. “Did you think I was going to attack you in your
sleep?”

“Never know,” James gestured to
her. “The old lady robe is back. Trying to put me at ease or you
naked under there?”

“I have a shirt and shorts on
under it” Allison tugged the tie to demonstrate how tight it was.
“Nothing to see here, folks.”

James, clad in a pair of white
shorts and a t-shirt walked over and dropped into the chair at his
desk. “What’s so urgent, and what’s this time thing?”

“Not sure how long I’ll be
myself.”

“Because you have been
lately?”

“Glad you said that.” Allison sat
on the foot of his bed. “James, this is going to sound crazy, and I
don’t blame you for thinking that, but if you love me, you need to
try and believe me, okay?”

“I can’t promise
anything.”

“You said yourself I’ve been
acting different the last couple of days. Out of sorts, confused,
I’ve been talking a lot about the mom son thing, and my behavior
yesterday from coming out dressed like that in front of Eddie to
last night was nothing short of shameful and
disgusting.”

“I’m with you so far.” He
grunted.

“A couple of times you made
comments that I wasn’t myself or this wasn’t me. Well,” she took a
deep breath. “You were right.”

“Who am I supposed to think you
were?”

“Vivian, the woman I went to
evaluate was really possessed.”

“What?” James interest seemed
piqued despite his current mistrust of her. “You really think
that?”

“I know it because.” Allison
closed her eyes then took the plunge. “Its inside me
now.”

James stared at her, then waved huis hand at
her. “You’re funny.”

“No, I mean it. James I know that
sounds absurd, but I swear its true! I talked to her and she was
telling me things about myself, what I was thinking, things from my
past. Things no way she could know.”

“Like what?”

“Like the Allie Cat name and a
song the regulars used to sing about me that I haven’t wanted to
think about in 25 years. She knew it!”

James leaned back in his chair and
stroked his chin.

“You said she freaked you out, but
that was it.”

“She said something about you,
tricked me into leaning close to her and she kissed me. I woke up
at home four hours later, no idea who I got there, that’s when you
came in. That’s why I was sick and freaking out, she was taking
control.”

“Devil made me do it?” James
raised his eyebrows.

“I know, I know. But honey, you
have to believe me. Most of the last two days I’ve been somewhere
in my head watching myself and listening to her talk to you. I
can’t help what she makes me do.”

“You’re right, this is
crazy.”

“James, think about it. The way
I’ve talked to you, the way I dressed. Is that me?”

“No,” James admitted. “But once
you found that video I blamed a lot on that.”

“Yes!” Allison snapped her
fingers. “Think about it. How did I know to look for that, how did
I know your password? She can read minds and I can hear your
thoughts!”

“Really, mom?” James sighed.
“Okay, what am I thinking right now?”

“I don’t know, she’s not here. Not
sure what she’s doing but I woke up myself and don’t hear her so
its why we need to talk.”

“Mom, this is hard to swallow. You
know that right?”

“James please!” Allison begged.
“You need to believe me and we need to talk about what’s between
us. If we don’t get it resolved, she is going to make me go out
again, make me have sex with some other guy.”

“Sure, she’s making you do
it.”

“She is!” Allison burst into
tears. “You have no idea how awful it was! She made me drink and
she made me strip for him, and the things I did for and with him! I
was crying the whole time!”

“Easy,” James rose from the chair
and sat next to her, taking her hand. “Calm down.”

“I can’t! It was…all the shame
from years ago came back. She made me that person again, and next
time it could be worse, she’s threatening for it to be two men next
time! Honey, you have to believe me!”

Allison turned and threw her arms around him.
“Help me, James, please!”

“Damn,” He put his arms around her
as she cried into his chest. “This…is real isn’t it?”

“Yes! That piercing? She did that.
I didn’t dye my hair or put tips on, she made my nails grow and got
rid of the gray. That woman Viv had short hair and in two days it
was past her shoulders.”

“Why?”

“Everything about her is sex.
She’s some kind of succubus, but its all incest, she claims she
helps families get together.”

“Because its sin, makes
sense.”

“No, she talks about it being in
the Bible and love is love and she sees herself as some fucked up
carnal cupid. She also claims she can only possesses someone if
they or someone close to them has a taboo love within
them.”

James stiffened, but he continued to hold
her.

“She saw that in you?”

“Its in you, and she was right.
Those videos had you thinking of me. You admitted you were peeking
at my body the other night.”

“Yesterday when you kept saying
how I felt was okay and you were offering yourself to me, but only
if I said I love you?”

“Her, but what about
it?”

“If this things game is to push
family together why not just have you come after me in full on mom
porn mode? Try and seduce me, or even try to take it?”

“She claims she has these rules,
and there has to be love. She knows you have lust for me, but needs
proof of the love.”

“But…” James hand slid up into her
hair, idly stroking it. In and of itself it was a harmless way of
touching her, but not something most sons would do to their
mother.

Allison was also surprised to find
herself enjoying it. She’d always liked having her hair played
with. Especially during sex, a man’s strong hands gripping it while
she went down on him, or pulling it during sex.

James had strong hands, but a
gentle touch, at least with her. But she could well imagine how
forceful he could be if he wanted. Like now, his hand lightly
running through her long hair as he cradled her against him, but
one sudden yank and,..

Why was she thinking this, was Familial still
lurking somewhere? She didn’t seem to be, these were all her words
and thoughts thus far, and there seemed to be no detectable
pressure or presence in her head.

“But what?” Allison asked as she
relaxed into him. She was no longer crying and had calmed
considerably

“But if I said I did, it wouldn’t
be you I’d be with, it would be her, right?”

“Yes, that’s how it worked with
Viv. But when I spoke to her son he mentioned something happened
between them last year that led to him thinking of her, that was
what she keyed in on.”

“But it wasn’t this kid’s mom, it
was this…does it have a name? You know like Pazuzu or
something?”

“Familial, it’s a woman with red
skin and horns made of her hair.”

“Right,” James whistled. “So its
this Familial making the mother do it. Its not real
love.”

“She said it was her the first
time, but the next time she released control and it was Vivian
wanting and enjoying her son.”

“But you said something happened
between them so she was using that?”

“Yes, I know it seems
unbelievable, but its true.”

“You don’t have that, do you?” The
pause before he uttered the last two words had a trace of hope in
them.

“I love you, James, and with all
my heart. But I don’t recall ever thinking of you as more than my
son.”

“But…it has to be there,” he
insisted.

“Why do you say that?”

“Because you said she needs love,
and can’t just shove people together. How can it be love if it’s
one sided?”

“I’m not sure.”

“You said that woman and her son
want to run away together. It was there in both of
them.”

“What are you getting at?” she
asked.

“Maybe there is something for me
in there.” James suggested. “You know all about repressed feelings
you deal with patients who have them all the time.”

“True, but I think I’d know that.”
Allison eased from his embrace. “You sound like you want there to
be something.”

“I didn’t say that.” James
scowled. “Please tell me this whole story about being possessed
isn’t a stretch to bait me into saying something.”

“Honey, no one would ever think to
make something this bizarre up.”

“True, but…when is it coming back?
How will I know if its you talking to me or her?”

“I’m sure you can tell the
difference. I’m not throwing myself at you, and I’m fully dressed.
You’ll know for certain though when you see me leave the house
dressed in an outfit that screams free lunch and come back like I
did last night.”

“I won’t let you
leave.”

“You won’t have a choice.” Allison
pointed to his door. “I broke that lock last night because she is
capable of super human strength.”

“Twilight zone.”

“If she wants to leave, she will,
and I wouldn’t want you to get hurt.”

“Why would she hurt me if she
wants us together? And,” his eyes narrowed. “How is sending you out
to screw random assholes supposed to help us?”

“That’s why we’re talking! I hit
her with that last night! I think she realizes she made a
mistake.”

“Mom, I’m not sure I’m buying this
unless its some kind of breakdown, that I could handle. This is
far-fetched, don’t you think?”

“I swear on your father’s soul,
James. She’s real.”

“I believe you think she is
and….holy fuck!” James eyes widened and he jerked back, falling off
the bed and onto the floor.

Allison had a split-second view of
what he’d seen, Familial’s face superimposed over hers the same way
she’d first showed herself to Vivian.

“Hey, baby boy!” It was the oddly
light girlish voice of the demon chirping from between her lips.
“Nice to get a face to face!”

“Jesus Christ!” James remained on
the floor, propped up on his elbows, the color drained from his
face and his eyes looking as if they were going to pop out of his
head.

“Not even close,” Familial
giggled. “Think the other team.”

“You…” James gathered himself and
rose from the floor. “Get the hell out of my mother!”

“I will, as soon as you get into
her. Only one thing ends this hot stuff, you professing the love I
know is in there.”

“I’ll call Reverend Wade! He’ll…”
he stopped when Familial burst into loud laughter.

“Hate to break it to you, sweetie,
but mommy dearest no longer has faith so it won’t work. Plus that
old coot couldn’t exercise at the gym.”

“You’re lying.”

“I do have a forked tongue,”
another giggle. “Great for wrapping around a cock by the way. But
I’m not a Hollywood demon, kiddo. I have purpose and until that
purpose is served I’m part of the fam!”

As James stood there speechless, she pointed to
him.

“Balls in your court, and could be
in mommy’s mouth if you do the right thing here, and tell me what I
need to hear!”

“If I don’t?”

“She told you what would happen.
You want to dare me again, boy?”

“But she doesn’t love me, so what
would be the point?” James was recovering from his shock and
Allison was proud of how clearly he was thinking in the face of the
impossible.

“You’d be sleeping with me, not
her. I wouldn’t have her heart I’d have her body, but even that
would be you, I’d be sleeping with a puppet who looks like my
mother.”

“Wow,” Familial caused Allison to
clap. “I am so impressed with you, James. You really don’t want
this unless your love is reciprocated. I admire that, and I give
you my word it will be.”

“The word of some bootleg demon? I
don’t think so.”

“Bootleg? Oh, ouch.” Familial made
a perfect cat’s meow hat started soft then turned into a screech
that caused the hair on Allison’s neck to stand up. “Funny boy. But
sometimes it takes that first time for that love to be realized,
happens in the afterglow.”

“You know those cheesy romances,
people are friends for years, one of them has a crush, the other is
oblivious, then the intentions are made clear, some passion ensues
and they’re like “OMG my love was right there all this
time!”

“You’re saying that my telling and
showing my mother I love her could make her realize she loves
me?”

“Head of the class,” Familial
sighed. “Good thing you’re pretty and have a nice body because
you’re not exactly a brain trust if I have to explain this to
you.”

“Stop talking to him!” Allison’s
voice cut through, causing James to gasp.

“Why? I’m making progress, you
were just sitting there whimpering and liking the way he played
with your hair and thinking about his hands.”

“I was not!” Allison was again
allowed to blurt that out.

“Tell the truth!” Familial
bellowed, and Allison moaned at the pressure in her
mind.

“I was! I liked how you touched
me, and I like strong hands.”

“This…who the hell is in control
here?” James made Allison cringe when he continued. “Familial, you
were saying I could bring her feelings out of her but you
can’t?”

“I have limits. If I didn’t I’d
have had you blubbering about how much you loved mommy an hour
after I got here. You have to say it, and she” she tapped her
chest. “Then has to feel it. Then my job is done and you two pains
in my ass can spend the rest of your days in taboo bliss, and all
thanks to yours truly.”

“I don’t know,” James ran his hand
through his hair.

“You know, at this point you may
as well say it. Its obvious you’re just holding back out of
principle. You’re not denying it to me.”

“I…don’t think this is like those
movies. We could never be together, its just a fantasy cause of
that video, and…”

“Why did you break up with your
little girlfriend?” Familial asked.

“Why the hell does that
matter?”

“You told your mother you didn’t
think I was real. Now you see I am, but how about I go the extra
mile? Come here,” she stood up from the bed and beckoned to
him.

James remained where he was.

“I won’t hurt you, how would that
help my cause? I just need to touch you, so I can show both of you
something.”

“Do it, honey,” Allison spoke.
“She’s shown me things, it doesn’t hurt, its like a
movie.”

“What do you want to
see?”

“I want Mommy to see just how much
she means to you.” She put her hands out. “Look sport, if you want
a shot at making your dreams come true, you take my hand. Want to
keep truth dodging, I send Allie Cat back on the prowl.”

She extended her hand.

“Please do it,” Allison encouraged
him. “Don’t let her do that to me again, honey. Its like she’s
raping me.”

“Rape victims don’t come four
times.” Familial muttered and raised her hand. “Going once,
going…”

James stepped forward and put his palm against
Allison’s, their fingers linked together, and the room went dark.
There was a flicker and Allison heard a young woman’s
voice.

“Baby, I told you, I don’t want to
keep playing that game, it makes me feel kind of dirty.”

She recognized the voice as Heather’s and as a
picture began to form in front of her, she heard James.

“Come on, Heather, its just for
fun, and I really like it.”

“That’s the problem, you like it
too much. You want to do it all the time now.”

“What can I say, you’re good at
it.”

Allison found herself staring at Heather as she
stood at the foot of a bed. She was clad only in a black thong,
showing off her slender body and her small perky
breasts.

She had her arms folded under
them, and was shaking her head, causing her long blonde hair to
flutter about her face.

“James, I try to be fun and make
you happy, but know what? Its kind of creepy, and I’m not into
it.”

“Why’s it creepy?” The vision
expanded to show James body from the neck down as if the scene were
being shown from behind his eyes.

He was bare chested a sheet over his waist, and
a large tent pushing up beneath it.

“Because who thinks like that?”
Heather asked. “Why can’t you just want me to be a student who
needs a grade or a girl who can’t pay her rent? Why do you want
this?”

“Same reason tons of people watch
the movies about it, it’s a fun fantasy for a lot of people. Come
on, H, one more time then I promise I won’t ask you for a long
time, okay?”

He kicked off the sheet, and
Allison wanted to look away, but couldn’t when she was confronted
with the sight of her son’s cock. His long thick and very hard
cock. His head was swollen purple and there was a glistening drop
of precum in the slit.

“Promise?” Heather’s blue eyes
were now on his cock, and she sucked on her lower lip.

“Promise. Now come on gorgeous,
let’s have some fun.”

“Okay,” Heather smiled. “Seeing
you asked nice, and you do have a really nice dick.” She put one
knee on the bed, and the smile faded slightly. “Last time for a
long time?”

“You have my word, now can we
play?”

Heather didn’t look too thrilled, and the smile
she gave him was obviously forced.

“Hey, baby, you look upset, what’s
the matter?”

“Not too good, mom.”

At the word mom Allison’s stomach
tightened.

“Aww, my baby had a tough
day?”

“Yeah, had to work, and school was
tough, the exams have me stressed out.”

“Well, we can’t have my baby all
uptight can we?” She tapped her chin. “Maybe, just maybe there’s
something mommy can do to help?”

“You are good at getting me
relaxed.”

“Hmm, right now it looks like
you’re more excited than relaxed.”

Heather crawled up onto the bed and stretched
out between His legs. She took his cock in her hand and slowly
stroked it.

“Hmm, this all for
mommy?”

“Every inch.”

“Lot of inches,” she licked her
lips. “My son does have such a nice big cock, and its always nice
and hard for Mommy isn’t it?”

“How could it not be? My mom’s
damn fine.”

“Yeah, you like Mommy’s tits, or
you just looking at my pretty lips?”

“I like everything about you, Mom.
You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever seen.”

Heather gave him another awkward smile. “Tell
mommy what you want.”

“I want my hot mom to suck her
baby boy’s hard cock.”

“It is a mother’s job to take care
of her boy, isn’t it?” Heather parted her lips and slowly took him
into her mouth.

She bobbed her head and James hand appeared,
brushing her hair from her face so he could watch.

“Damn that feels good,” he
whispered. “Looks good to. Nothing hotter than seeing my cock in my
mother’s mouth.”

Heather released him, and teased her tongue
around his head. “Yeah, baby, you like watching mommy suck your big
dick?”

“I love it, now please suck it
some more, mom.”

The scene jumped forward and
Heather was now straddling his hips, riding him. James hands were
on her tits, completely covering them, and her hands were over
his.

“How’s mommy look riding you,
baby?”

“Amazing,” James groaned. “Your
pussy’s so tight and wet.”

Another switch and James was now
looking down at Heather, who was beneath him. Their faces were
inches apart and her eyes were closed and her lips parted as she
moaned.

“Yeah, James, just like that, nice
and slow. You feel so good, honey.”

“You look so good, Mom.” James
said softly. “So beautiful, so sexy.”

“Stop,” Heather whispered. “No
more, mom, just love your girl, baby.”

James was silent, as they slowly made love,
then Heather gasped as he picked up the pac, fucking her
harder.

“That’s it!” she yelped. “Give it
to me, James.”

“The game,” he moaned.
“Please?”

Heather’s look of delight turned
into a brief flash of annoyance, but her next words
were.

“There you go, baby, that’s it,
give it to mommy, show me how much you want me.”

James moaned and Heather’s eyes
rolled back and she sighed softly as James came inside
her.

“Keep going,” he groaned. “Just a
little more.”

“Every drop, give Mama every drop,
baby, I want it all.”

James sighed, and gave her a kiss then
whispered. “I love you mom.”

Heather’s eyes widened.

“What did you just
say?”

“I said I love you.”

“You said I love you, Mom!” James
grunted when she shoved him hard in the chest. “Get off
me!”

“W…what’s the matter?”

“What’s the matter, you just said
you loved your mom!”

“Its part of the…”

“It is not! The other times we
played this, it was just dirty talk and you’d stop after a few
minutes. You just made love to me and made me keep talking that
sick shit, then you told your mother you loved her!”

She squirmed out from beneath him,
and rolled off the bed. Grabbing a t-shirt, she pulled it down,
covering her upper body.

“Heather I…I didn’t say
that.”

“You did! And it was the way you
said it! You weren’t playing, you said it the way you say it to
me.” She looked away. “The way you used to say it, because I barely
hear it anymore and you don’t even sound like you mean
it.”

“Babe, please, you’re getting
carried away.”

“I am? You’ve had me playing this
fucked up mommy game for the last two months and when I try to say
no, you don’t want me. Christ, James, you can’t even get hard for
me anymore unless I’m acting like your mother.”

“Not my mother!” he exclaimed
defensively. “It’s a game, its…”

“That’s why you had me wear the
black wig from last years Halloween costume a couple times, isn’t
it? Surprised you didn’t ask for green contacts!”

“I don’t have a thing for
my…”

“You do! You’re with her all the
time! I’m lucky if I see you twice a week and when I do, you act
like you don’t even want to be here, and our sex life has been this
bullshit role play .” she pointed to him. “You’ve been thinking
about your mother every time, haven’t you? You don’t see your girl
playing a game, you’re seeing mommy dearest in your mind and
wishing she was between your legs.”

“That’s crazy!”

“You’re crazy, and you’re sick!
The way you just said I love you was nastier than any dirty talk.
You said it with feeling and the look on your face?” Heather wiped
at her eyes. “It’s the way you used to look when you said it to me.
So happy, almost teary eyed. I loved it, now all I get is you
making me call myself mommy.”

“Heather, calm down, we can talk
about this.”

“I knew it, you know. Not like its
not right there. I mean, when a guy wants to pretend to be mommy
there’s something going on with his mom, and I should have never
done it even once. But I love you and want to make you happy. I was
wrong all I did was encourage your messed up feelings for your
mother.”

“There’s nothing going on with my
mom!” James told her defensively.

“Of course not, there shouldn’t
be, but its why you have me doing this. You want her, that’s why
you want me to be her.” She scrunched her face up. “Know how dirty
I felt blowing you and fucking you while you called me mom? I can’t
do that anymore.”

“O…kay, we won’t but…”

“Why do you bother with me
anymore. What happens, you get horny looking at your mom and when
you can’t take it anymore you come here?”

“Stop talking like that. I don’t
see my mother like that.”

“Part of me thinks I should call
her. Tell her she should keep an eye on you.”

“Don’t you dare!” James shouted
and sat up on the bed so quickly, Heather stepped back. “You don’t
her about that. In fact you don’t ever talk to her again, got
that?”

“Not going to be a problem seeing
we’re through.” Heather wiped tears from her cheeks.

“What?”

“You heard me. I.. I love you
James, and you were such a nice guy and so good to me, but since
you lost your dad you’re different. You spend all your time with
your mom and I thought it was kind of sweet, but then you start
this sick shit with me, and that I love you? I won’t be part of
some sick game, and I don’t like the way you just yelled at
me.”

She pointed to her left. “Get dressed and
leave.”

“Heather, come on we
can…”

“James my brothers are downstairs,
you don’t get up right now I’ll start screaming and tell them you
hurt me.”

“You…”

‘Because you did hurt me, you’ve
been using me. You make me feel cheap and dirty. You just made
loved to me and still wanted the mommy thing. You came inside me
and wished it were her.” A soft sob escaped her. “You broke my
heart, James. Now please leave.”

James got up and hastily put his
clothes on while Heather stood with her back to him. As he went to
leave she spoke without turning around.

“James?”

“Heather?” he asked expectantly as
if she were going to change her mind.

“Please go talk to someone. You
need help.”




Chapter 16

Allison expected the memory to
fade away, but instead the scene shifted. She was staring at their
house from outside and as the view shifted she recognized the
dashboard of James Ford 250.

“I can do
this,” Allison was somehow aware she was
hearing her son’s thoughts as he sat in the car.
“Just go in there and say it.” 

His fingers drummed nervously on the steering
wheel.

“No, I can’t. she’ll think I’m
sick, make her think of me different.”

She caught sight of James face as
he stared at his reflection in the rear view mirror.

“Come on, James, suck it up. She
put that ad on the site. I don’t do this soon it’ll be too
late.”

The scene jumped to her front
door, which opened and she watched the hallway pass by as James
entered the living room. Allison sat on the couch in a pair of
baggy red pajama bottoms and a faded red sox t-shirt.

“Hey, honey, how was the
party?”

“The usual, a bunch of drunk
jerks. I got tired of their crap and left.”

“Meet any nice girls?”

“No,” she grew closer as he came
over and sat next to her. “Not much more annoying than sorority
girls.”

“Most boys would disagree. I wish
you’d meet someone, James. Heather was almost a year
ago.”

“Yeah, I know. You’re pretty ready
to meet someone, huh?”

“I’m dipping my toes in I guess.
Not sure how I’ll react if someone comes along who’s interesting,
but I’m not meeting anyone hanging around on the couch.”

“Guess you’re right.” Come on!
Just say it!

“Seeing you’re home want to finish
watching Haunting of Hill House?” Allison picked up the remote and
turned the news off to go to Netflix.

“Sure,” his head turned to face
the tv as he settled into his usual spot in the corner.

Allison drew her legs up under
her, and as she often did, leaned into him, her shoulder resting
against his arm. “Don’t make fun of me if I jump, you know I hate
scares.”

“I’ll protect you.” He slid his
arm around her shoulders.

“I know you will, you’re my man of
the house these days, aren’t you?”

Allison didn’t remember saying
that, but it’s not like she could remember everything, but it was
only a couple weeks ago. Must have messed with him seeing it was
the name of that movie he’d watched.

“I try, and um, speaking of, can I
tell you something?”

“You can tell me anything.”
Allison remained staring at the TV.

“Well, its like,
I was thinking,” Do it, just do it!
“We spend a lot of time together and we get along
great, and…” what are you doing? You sound
like you’re trying to ask a girl from school on a
date!”

“That we do,” she paused the show,
and Allison sensed James excitement, then felt it crash when she
said. “Want me to go make popcorn?”

“Sure, but first like I was saying
I think we’ve gotten a lot closer, and I see you a lot different
than I used to.”

“You’ve been by my side since the
accident. I see you different to, you’re a man now, not a
boy.”

“Yes, exactly, and like you said,
kind of like the man in your life.”

“Pretty much, sad as that
is.”

“I don’t think its sad,
but…”

“Honey? Is there a point? I need
to pee.”

“Wow, that was
smooth!” Familial giggled in her head, the
first noise she’d made since the flashback
started.

“Mom, I love you.”

“Aww, that’s sweet!” Allison
turned on the couch and kissed his cheek. “Love you
too.”

“No, I mean, I really…” he trailed
off when she got off the couch.

“Want extra butter on the
popcorn?”

James stared at her, a crestfallen
look on his face, that Allison completely missed at the
time.

“Yeah, that would be great,” he
said softly.

“Be back in a couple
minutes.”

Allison saw herself walking away,
and as everything went dark again heard his final
thought.

“What did I expect? I sounded
pathetic. Hell, I am pathetic. What loser wants his mother to fall
in love with him.”

“What the fuck?” James yanked his
hand from hers. “What the hell was that?”

“Your memories,” Allison replied
quietly.

“No, I…that’s not how I…” he
frowned. “Well it was, but I…”

“What’s the matter?”

“I guess I wanted to forget it
because it was so damn embarrassing.”

“Honey, I’m sorry. I had no idea
what you were really trying to say.”

“Not your fault, and it was better
anyway. We can’t be what that other lady and her son
are.

“You know, James,” Damnit! Allison
swore when Familial slipped back in control, and in her voice. “You
could say it now. I’m listening, and with everything that’s
happened, I understand.”

“I…mom you have your own practice.
I’m in school. We couldn’t pick up and leave like those people are
going to do.”

“Does that mean its true? You love
me?”

“Yes,” he said it so softly, she
could barely hear him. “I love you, but” he took a step back. “I
don’t care what your made-up rules are, demon lady, I’m not
sleeping with you.”

“But honey, you just
said…”

“And you told me it wouldn’t be my
mother first time out.” He went and sat back down at his desk. “I
said it, got it off my chest, now maybe I can get over
it.”

“No, we can be together, James!
I’ll be yours in every way!”

“I never want to touch my mother
without her wanting it with all her heart.” James wiped at his eyes
and his voice was tight with emotion. “I love her too much to have
her be forced to be with me.”

“Oh,
James!” Allison exclaimed in her
mind. “You’re amazing!” 

“You’ll give up your chance to
have her forever because I’d be giving her a push just this one
time?” Familial was so surprised it was her voice coming
through.

“You heard me, and let me tell you
something, you nasty little bitch. Don’t come in here pretending to
be my mother. Now that I know what’s going on, I’ll know its
you.”

“And how will you know that, smart
ass?”

“Easy,” James wiped at a tear that
escaped from his eye. “My mother doesn’t love me like
that.”

“Oh,
honey,” Allison would have been crying if
she were in control.

“You know what this means, don’t
you?” Familial wasn’t moved by his emotion. “I’m taking her out for
another spin. You so selfish that you’ll let her get used by over
and over rather than just give in?”

She spread her arms out.

“Its what you want anyway! Don’t
you get that you stubborn little jerk? I’m giving you everything
you ever wanted!”

“Its not what she wants!” James
surged out of his chair so suddenly, Allison flinched in her mind,
but Familial stood her ground as he stalked up to her, his green
eyes blazing with anger. “Don’t you fucking get that? What matters
to me is what my mother wants! What will make her happy! She’s more
important to me than I am!”

He shoved her in the shoulder, but
she didn’t move.

“Go back to hell where you belong,
and leave us alone. All you’re doing is hurting us.”

“I am from hell, boy.” Her voice
was taking on that animalistic growl that stirred fear within
Allison. “I am a demon, a playful mischievous one, but don’t think
for a second I can’t be as evil as the rest of them.”

“Tell you what, I think Mommy will
have that threesome today. Maybe I’ll have her tell them to meet
her again tomorrow and bring a couple friends. Get her back in full
Allie mode!”

“Don’t hurt my mother!” James took
her by her shoulders and shook her violently. “You hear
me?”

“It doesn’t hurt her! She loves
it! She’d get there without me.” Familial easily slapped his arms
away from her as if he were a child and not a powerfully built
man.

“You don’t get that do you? Your
father saved her some her worst addiction, sex. Now that I opened
that seal last night she’ll crave it even more even with me gone.
She’ll go full on cougar hunting for cubs.

“Just like when she was young, one
won’t be enough, she’ll want more sex, more cock more degrading
sex! She’ll be online all the time looking for it! She needs a man
like your father. A man that loves her and protects her from
herself, but you’ll be better to her. You’ll let her be the bad
girl she’s repressed all these years.

“She needs that! She’s ready to
explode. I got her there last night, but everything she did was
what she wanted, I was co-piloting.” She tapped her
head.

“Hear that, Allie? You know its
true! All the dirty talk, the dancing, the sex, it was all coming
from you! You may have been whining and crying, but part of it was
because you knew you were getting into it. All those years of what
to you may have been celibacy came out, and now that you got the
taste for it, you know it will be impossible to stop!

“Now tell him! Tell your boy its
true!”

“Its…” Allison saw everything the
demon had said and with heart wrenching clarity knew it was true.
She’d been upset last night, but would have kept going anyway, just
as she had when she was young.

Sex was a drug to her, and she’d fallen off the
wagon hard last night. If the demon left, would she go looking for
it, now that she saw how easy it was to get it? Could old Allie
overcome 25 years of being a good woman?

Without someone who cared about
her to give her a reason not to, it very well could. James cared as
a son, but it wasn’t enough, she needed sex.

“You do,”
Familial purred in her mind. “If last night wasn’t quite enough, I’ll stick around long
enough to do it a few more times and by the last time there will be
no shame, just wanton lust and need. If you won’t be with your son
who wants you so bad he’s in pain, I’ll turn you right back into
that little gangbanging skank.”

“She’s right,” Allison
whispered.

“Timing is everything, James.”
Familial was speaking again. “I was meant to meet your mom when I
did. The ad was going to lead her to a date, the date to her
realizing how much she needed sex. She’d go home with the first
jack ass who took her out and fuck his brains out.

“If I didn’t show up when I did
there would be no chance for you, because you’d never say it. Just
sit on the sidelines watching her get progressively more
promiscuous and by the time you realized it? You’d be so mad and
disgusted by her you wouldn’t want her.

“Your mother doesn’t need saving
from me, she needs saving from herself.” She put her hand gently on
his cheek. “You going to save your mother, save your love for her,
or you going to let her ruin herself, and poison your feelings for
her?”

“I…mom?”

“I…don’t think I can.” Allison
moaned in frustration.

“I can.” Familial said quietly. “I
can release your inhibitions, remove the walls the rules of society
have built in your mind, and your own walls built by you thinking
you’d be a horrible mother for doing this. I don’t force this, I
just get the clutter out of the way so you can see your son the way
deep down you’re willing to.”

“I’m okay with you helping,” James
put his hand over hers where it still rested on his cheek. “I can’t
lose her, I can’t watch her lose herself.”

“Allison?”

Allison looked into James eyes and saw concern,
but also love. Not just love but compassion and the longing to help
her. The same look she’d seen in his father years ago.

“Only if its Allison and not
Allie. Love first, not lust.”

“James?” She heard herself ask
softly. “Would you like to kiss your mother?”

“Is it really okay?”

“Allison?” Familial asked out
loud.

“Yes,” her voice trembled. “Show
me how much you love me.”

James gave her a soft smile that
melted her heart and had her eyes moist even as he took her face
between his hands and kissed her. His fingers trembled on her
cheeks, and his lips were tentative, barely touching
hers.

She felt her lips pressing into
his, not aggressively, but enough to tell him it was okay. James
released a soft whimper in his throat she thought was adorable as
he kissed her more firmly. His lips worked against hers and his
hands slid down her face, and over her shoulders.

Allison’s hands rose, and slid under his shirt,
caressing his hard stomach.

James moaned into their kiss and
his lips grew more confident, sliding along hers with a growing
passion that caused a warm feeling to build within her. Allison’s
tongue flicked playfully across his lips, then pressed into
them.

They parted and her tongue slid
between them, darting into his mouth and meeting his tongue. James
put his arms around her, pulling her against him, and the movement,
and the strength in his arms, caused that warm feeling to turn into
a flame, a flame of passion she hadn’t felt in far too
long.

It wasn’t lust, it was simple
desire. The desire to be held and kissed and touched. To be wanted
and appreciated by a man who she now knew loved her more than he
loved himself, a man who would turn down his hearts desire if it
would hurt her in anyway.

She was as aroused emotionally as
she was physically as their tongues danced across each other and
their lips fought to devour one another. She was aware of her hips
moving, grinding into him.

Allison could feel him pressing
into her stomach. His hard flesh pushing into her soft skin through
their clothes. There was far too much clothing between them.
Allison grabbed the edges of his shirt and tugged.

James raised his arms, letting her
take it off. Before it was even over his head, Allison’s lips were
on him. Kissing the top of his chest, sliding along his skin, then
finding his right nipple. James moaned as she first kissed, then
swirled her tongue around it.

She sucked it gently between her lips, moaning
as both his hands went up through her long hair and his cock pushed
harder into her. Allison kissed her way across his chest to give
his other nipples some attention.

James kissed the top of her head
as his hands left her hair and slid between them. She felt him
untie her robe and pull it open. He pushed it off her shoulders and
as it fell to the floor Allison found herself wishing she had
something better under it than a tank top and a pair of
loose-fitting cotton shorts.

But she’d wanted to set him at
ease that she wasn’t trying to seduce him when she’d come to see
him this morning. Yet here they were anyway, and when James hands
caressed her upper arms and her bare shoulders, a shiver went
through her.

The shiver turned into a wave of heat between
her thighs when it was his turn to take the bottom of her shirt and
tug on it. Allison held her breath both physically and mentally as
her arms went over her head.

Familial was only partially
guiding her, and it was far more mental than physical. For instance
her son was pulling her shirt up over her head, her breasts seconds
from being exposed to him, and there was no anxiety at
all.

She was enjoying it the way she
would with a lover who she hadn’t given birth to and raised. As
promised there was no inhibitions, just her natural reactions as a
woman and a lover. Her shirt went over her head, and the look on
James face had her hips rocking.

It wasn’t just a look of desire,
but the wonder of someone who had longed for something finally
setting their eyes on what they’d been dreaming of. She kept her
arms up, showing them off, and there was not an ounce of shame to
be felt within her.

“Like them?” she asked.

“I like you,” he placed his now
shaking hands over her breasts. “But yeah,” he smiled. “They’re
pretty damn amazing.”

Allison giggled and it was a
natural reaction and one that left her feeling…fun. When was the
last time she’d giggled like a girl, and laughed or smiled during
sex? Daniel’s love making was sweet, but at times has an air of
seriousness or even formality to it that made it more like
something they did than an enjoyable experience.

Her giggle turned into a moan when
James lowered his head, and holding her nipple between two fingers
teased his tongue around it.

“Yes,” Allison breathed through
her parted lips as she leaned back, pushing her chest into his
face. “They’re yours baby, they’re all yours.”

Familial’s words, but she was fine
with them because she found she wanted them to be his. He was such
a good boy, no a good man, and he would do anything for her and
loved her unconditionally and in every way.

He had seen the shame of her past,
and yes, it had caused a forbidden lust to grow within him, but he
had so much real love in his heart for her, and her past meant
nothing to him. It was the woman she was now that he
loved.

Allison arched her back, leaning
further from him, and allowing him better access to her breasts.
James hands went behind her, holding her up as he leaned over her,
his lips and tongue pleasure each of her nipples.

Allison let her arms fall back,
enjoying the way he easily held her weight as well as her hair
flowing down her bare back. His soft licks and gentle sucks on her
aching nipples felt pretty damn good as well, and she sighed
contentedly as he pleased them.

She leaned up and met his lips,
this time in a much harder and deeper kiss. As their tongues once
again met, her hands went down his stomach and into his loose
fitting sweat pants. They both moaned when her hands found his
cock.

God he was hard! Allison again
felt no regret in the thought as she wrapped both hands around his
long thick shaft, pumping it in her fists. She could feel her hands
growing slick from his pre-cum as she rubbed over his head, making
his hips jerk, then sliding her now slick hands along his
shaft.

Allison slid her lips from his and
moved them to his neck sucking on it as she continued to stroke
him. His hands found her breasts, his long thick fingers rolling
her nipples between them. She trailed her lips down his neck and
onto his chest as she moaned at the duel pleasure of his touch and
the feeling of his cock throbbing in her hands.

She needed it in her mouth, she
needed to taste him and to look up to see the expression on his
face as she licked, teased, sucked and worshipped this incredible
cock that was part of such an amazing young man.

She began to sink to her knees, but he stopped
her with his hands on her arms.

“No,” he shook his head. “I don’t
want Allie, I want my mom.”

Before she could react, he ducked
down, and swept his arm behind her legs. Allison gasped, then
laughed when he effortlessly lifted her in his arms cradling her
against his chest. He lowered her head, kissing her as he turned
and brought her over to his bed.

Her heart pounded with excitement
when he gently lowered her to his bed, his lips still on hers.
James straightened and walked around to the foot of the bed. He
pulled his pants off, releasing his beautiful fully erect cock, and
Allison sucked on her lower lip as he put his knee up on the
bed.

She lifted her hips, pushing her
shorts down. Allison drew her legs back, bending them at the knees
to slide them all the way down. She playfully kicked them off her
feet and into his chest as he knelt at the foot of the
bed.

His eyes were between her legs, focused on her
moist pink slit. Allison kept her legs bent, giving him that view,
before slowly stretching them out on either side of him.

“God, you look incredible,” James
whispered, his eyes roaming his mother’s now fully naked body. “So
beautiful, so damn sexy.”

“Looking good yourself, honey,”
she beckoned to him. “Come on in, the water’s just
fine.”

James burst out laughing. “Wow, that’s
lame.”

“Just come up here and give your
mother a kiss, and maybe a little something else.” Allison told him
with a smile.

She was smiling so hard her cheeks
were hurting, which showed her how long it had been since she’d
been this happy. The sight of James crawling up between her legs,
his muscular arms and broad shoulders, and that big cock bobbing
between his legs, helped keep the smile on her face.

He stopped when he was above her,
his hands braced on either side of her head. He lowered his face to
hers, kissing her softly. Allison moaned into his mouth as she felt
his cock sliding along her stomach.

Her hips rocked, arching up and trying to get
his cock between her legs. James had other ideas, his lips leaving
hers to fasten on her neck. Allison moaned, as he licked and sucked
the sensitive skin there.

She let her head fall back on the
pillow, her arms around him, her nails teasing his shoulders and
upper back as he kissed his way down to breasts. She closed her
eyes, sighing and moaning as he once again used his soft wet tongue
and lips to give her nipples the attention they needed.

Familial had been right. Last
night’s wild encounter was already a thing of the past, and her
nipples and cunt ached with need as if she hadn’t had sex in
months. She did have a lot of time to make up for. Years, decades
considering Daniel had never, except that one drunken night, given
it to her the way she craved.

That was going to change. James
would take care of her just as the demon said he would. Right now
he was being a gentle attentive lover, but she knew the things he
wanted to do to her, and she would be happy to let him have his way
with his mother’s body.

That thought caused nothing in her
but pleasure and she licked her lips at the thought of the passion,
lust and love that was in store for the two of them. James tongue
left her breasts and was now trailing down her stomach, he was
sliding down the bed, and she knew where he was going.

She wanted that in a way that should disturb
her, but now was only something else to excite her. But not now,
not this time.

“Stop,” Allison caught his face
between her hands. “Allison, not Allie, remember?”

“Oh,” he gave her mock sigh.
“Dammit, I did this to myself didn’t I?”

“Next time,” she promised. “For
now, come love your mother, baby. Show me how much you need me.”
Her voice grew husky as she added. “Show me how much I need
you.”

James slid back up the bed, and she moaned when
his cock pressed against her clit. His lips found hers once more,
and she pushed her hips into him, sliding his cock through her soft
wet lips.

Allison slid her hand down between
them, gripping his cock, and guiding the tip inside her. James
gasped into her lips, then released a long groan as he slowly
entered her. Her eyes rolled back and she whimpered as the full
length of her son’s long thick cock nestled into her forbidden
flesh.

“Oh, mom,” he moaned as he slowly
worked his hips, moving within her. “You feel so good.”

“So do you, James, so do you. Come
down here, I want to feel all of you.”

She put her arms around his neck.
Pulling him down to her. He let himself go, his arms sliding
beneath her body so he was holding her to him. Allison wrapped her
long legs around his waist, crossing her ankles as if trapping him
within her.

“Oh, that’s so nice,” she cooed
into his ear as he used long slow strokes, pleasuring her with his
full length.

Allison’s hips matched his, and their bodies
moved in a harmony that it usually took lovers a long time to
achieve. But why wouldn’t they be in sync? He was her son, a piece
of her, the best parts of her, and now his own man.

A man who wanted the woman who had
given him life. A man who wanted to give all the love she’d given
back to her, but in every way. A man who wanted to protect and love
and cherish her, a man who would appreciate her, even the parts of
her she’d been ashamed of.

A man who would never judge her or
hold her back. A friend, a son, a partner and a lover who loved her
more than she could ever love herself. The thoughts weren’t the
demons, they were hers, rising up from deep within her as Familial
had removed the walls she’d talked about.

What Allison felt was pure love, one that
transcended the made up rules of god and society. Love as it should
be with no limits and no borders.

“I love you,” she moaned into his
ear. “I love you, James! I love you so much.”

Like her thoughts they were her
words, and even in the throes of pleasure, her eyes filled and her
throat tightened with emotion. “Tell me you love me, baby. Tell
Mama you love her.”

“With all my heart!” James face
was nestled in her neck and she could feel his cheek was wet
against her skin.

“Then love me! Keep loving
me!”

James moved his hips faster, his cock thrusting
harder within her as his emotions made it hard for him to hold
back.

“Yes, oh, yes!” Allison gasped.
“Oh, honey! You’re making me feel so good!”

James was breathing harder in her
ear and his thrusts had shifted to shorter and harder with more
urgency behind them. They hadn’t been making love long, but he’d
wanted her for so long, she knew it would be hard for him to hold
back.

“Its okay,” she rubbed his
shoulders as her hips moved faster, keeping time with his. “Just
relax and give it to me. “

James thrust harder causing her to
release a soft yip each time he went deep inside her. Her yips were
mixed with longer louder moans as she felt a warm tingling
sensation building within her.

Her legs tightened around him and
her nails dug into his shoulders as her body tensed. Allison had
never orgasmed from lovemaking, it was normally too slow and tame
for her, but she swore she’d never felt anything so sensual and
erotic, and…special. Not even with Daniel.

She bucked her hips harder into
his thrusts and James hot breath came more rapidly against her skin
as he pumped her harder. Allison recalled Familial’s words about
how much stronger the passion was between family, that it was like
nothing she’d ever experienced.

She was right. She’d been right about just
about everything that Allison had argued and resisted her
over.

“Oh, god!” Allison cried out as
James more powerful thrusts had her rapidly approaching the point
of no return. “Just like that, baby! Don’t stop, please don’t
stop!”

Allison’s breath caught and her
body tightened then exploded into orgasm. She moved her hips wildly
as she bucked and writhed under her son. Her pussy contracted
around his driving cock, causing him to moan, and give it to her
faster.

She yelped and squealed into his ear as she
squeezed him harder, her arms and legs tightening around him, as
she came with her son inside her.

“Mom,” he moaned. “I…I’m going
to.” He tried to pull up from her to slide it out.

“Inside!” Allison clutched him
even tighter, her nails digging into his flesh. “I want to feel it,
all of it!”

James relaxed against her and
after several hard fast strokes that made her yelp, his cock
twitched inside her and the first warm sticky jet of cum squirted
within her.

“Oh!” Allison’s eyes rolled and
she let her head fall back on the pillow as her son continued to
move inside her, filling her still quivering flesh. “Yes, all of
it, honey, every drop, give your mother every drop.”

James hips jerked when she
contracted her pussy around him, milking everything he had, her
body urging him to drain himself completely into her.

“Oh my god,” James stopped moving.
“That was so…I…” he kissed her neck. “I love you so much, Mom.
Thank you.”

“Thank you?” Allison, gently
stroked his hair as she tried to catch her breath. “Should I say
you’re welcome?”

“Thank you for letting this
happen, for letting me show you how much I love you.” He tried to
roll over, but she wouldn’t let him go.

“Stay where you are, it feels too
good for you to move.” Allison told him.

“I know this is her not you who
did this, but I hope you felt it, and I don’t mean the sex. I hope
you felt how much I feel for you.”

“I did, and it was me as much as
her, James. She didn’t lie, she just made it so I didn’t worry
about it being wrong. I felt it the way I should have, no stress or
what ifs, just letting my baby love me, and loving him
back.”

“You did,” she felt warm tears on
her neck once more. “I…I could feel it, and I kept hoping it was
part of you and not her.”

“I…love you, James.” Allison
whispered. “I fought it because of what we’re told, and I fought it
because I was afraid you were confused, and I didn’t want to hurt
you. I fought it because maybe I didn’t think I’d deserve to be
happy again after your dad.

“Do you think you loved me before
this?”

“I think maybe I did. Deep down in
those places we all hide our shame or what we think is bad or
things people would judge us for. But I don’t think it was
conscious and maybe I fought it so hard because part of me knew it
was there, and I was upset at myself like you were.”

“What now?” James eased away from
her and this time she let him, sighing as his now soft cock slid
from her and dripped on her thigh.

He rolled over next to her,
propped up on one elbow as he looked down at her.

“Maybe a nap?” she stretched, and
James whistled. “I know this sounds bad, but damn Mom, did you know
you were sexy as fuck?”

“The old me did. The new me needed
the right person to feel it again.” Allison smiled up at him.
“You’re pretty hot yourself. My own personal young
stud.”

“I mean like what now for
us?”

“Whatever happens, happens.”
Allison told him. “I’m not going to fight anything anymore when it
comes to us. Once we settle down from how incredible this was, if
neither of us feels bad or weird or that it wasn’t right, then we
go with it. If you feel is not really what you wanted, we
don’t.”

“You said me, you’re not worried
about you? You’re the one that really held out.”

“James,” she reached up and put
her hand behind his head, and pulled him down to her.

She kissed him, then whispered. “Only thing I’m
worried about right now is you getting cold feet or that I took
advantage because as far as I’m concerned?”

She released her classic Allie Cat
purr. “This little kitty is satisfied and happy, and,” she kissed
him once more, a longer more lingering one. “Very much in
love.”

“Thank you.” James told her,
wiping a tear from his eye.

“Again with that?”

“No, not you, Familial.” James put
his hand on her cheek. “If you’re still in there, thank
you.”

“You’re very welcome,” The demons
voice came from between her lips, but this time Allison didn’t
mind. “You two were a real pair of stubborn jack asses, but I’m
happy you’re happy.”

She chuckled then whispered. “Now
go to sleep.”

Allison looked around confused as she was back
in her bedroom. What had happened? Had that all been a dream? Had
she and James not…

“It was all real.”

She looked over to see Familial
sitting in her chair dressed in a white strapless floor length
evening gown, slit all the way to the hip on her right side, and a
pair of silver heels.

“Fancy,” Allison gestured to
her.

“What can I say, I’m a clothes
whore and it is a special occasion when a mother and son consummate
their love.

“I’m asleep I take it?”

“Yes, curled up
in your son’s arms.” She smiled.
“The two of you are beautiful
together.”

“Are you leaving me
now?”

“I am. Your love came through,
Allison and you realized it was you and not me. My work is done.
Sorry, it wasn’t the smoothest. Everyone is different.”

“Now you do what? Find another
couple go back to hell?”

“I don’t know, I might hang around
a bit, this area has its share of family wanting
family.”

“I am mad at you about making me
fuck that bartender.”

“Nah, you’re really not. You did
like it, that was why you were so upset, Allison. I wasn’t blowing
smoke, if you didn’t end up with your boy you’d have been with
everyone else’s boy.” She laughed. “Little slut.”

“I don’t know what we’re going to
do as far as life goes.”

“What’s to know? You two live
together, no one needs to know your lovers, its just you and James.
Mom and son to the world at large, loving couple in your home.
Don’t stress, Doc, few people would suspect anything, after all, it
is wrong, right?”

“So wrong its right?” Allison gave
her a smile.

“Now you got
it.” Familial rose and walked over to
her. “Goodbye, Allie.” She gave her a surprisingly affectionate kiss on the cheek
and a brief hug. “You be good to that boy,
and let him be good to you.”

“I promise.”

“And don’t be afraid to let Allie
out. James does want that side, but you’ll have no worries. Allis
will be a one cock cat from now on because for the first time her,
not just Allison, will be loved.”

“I never thought of that,” Allison
frowned.

“Allie is your dual nature because
you made her that way, but she needed love to, and now she has it.
Allie, Allison, Mom, James will love them all.”

Familial gave her a quick peck on the
forehead.

“You are woman,
Allison you are mother, friend, lover, and protector. We rule this
world, sweetie.” She winked.
“We just let the boys think
otherwise.”

Black smoke swirled up from the floor engulfing
the demon, and when it faded she was gone.

Allison rose from the bed where
she’d been sitting and was surprised to see herself in the bed with
James. He was on his back, and she was lying curled up next to him.
His arm was around her shoulders, her leg draped across his, and
her head nestled on his chest.

She smiled, and the Allison in front of her
smiled in her sleep.




Chapter 17

Allison stood in front of the full length
mirror on her closet door, and had to admit, she loved what she
saw. The red micros dress, purchased with the intent of going to a
club to pick someone up a couple of months ago, looked incredible
on her.

The form fitting material hugged
very curve, showing off her ample breasts, and displaying the fact
there was no bra beneath as her nipples poked through the thin
material.

The dress clung to her hips, and
flattered her the curve of her ass, and was short to the point if
she bent over she’d be showing her ass cheeks to anyone behind her.
The only person what would be behind her, over her, under her, and
on top of her for the rest of her life would be her son, and she
was sure he was going to enjoy this look.

As well as braless, she’d forgone
a thong, making the dress the only article of clothing she wore
other than the red heeled sandals with straps that wound up her
claf and tied behind her knees.

She had gone heavy on the make
-up, especially her slut red lipstick, and her hair was down and
teased out, giving her a wilder appearance than most women her age
would be comfortable with.

But most women her age didn’t have
a 20-year-old boy they needed to keep happy and satisfied coming
home from school any minute now. On a whim, Allison walked over to
her bureau and picked up the black choker, she’d bought last
night.

Allison had done a lot of shopping
yesterday. Everything from fun cute dresses to an assortment of
heels, both professional and come fuck me, and a lot of lingerie.
Every night would be dress up, or dress down now that she had
someone to show off for and entice.

She was even dressing better for
work, not inappropriate, but sun dressed, heels, blouses that
showed a hint of chest. The comments she received from her
receptionist and clients about how good she looked and it was nice
to see her letting her hair down, made her realize how wrong she’d
been to dress like it was the damn 50’s.

Allison smiled at herself in the
mirror and did a sexy shimmy down to the floor, before working her
way back up, then turning and bending over, twerking while watching
her ass in the mirror.

No shame at all in either her body
or her lewd movements. She was now proud of her body, her looks and
her ability to seduce and satisfy her newfound love who two days
ago had only been her son and was now everything.

But so far they’d only made love.
James seemed nervous about being dirty and Allison had a hard time
resisting his soft touch, sweet kisses, and slow tender sex. Maybe
she needed some of that first, but today in the office she’d found
herself wet and horny and thinking of the kind of raunchy sex she
needed.

James wasn’t Daniel, he would be fine with
Allie, but she knew he was waiting on her and afraid to ask. Today
would be the day he’d meet her alter ego. She’d even gotten out of
the office early to be home before him.

Allison sprayed some coco channel
onto her neck, then reaching under her skirt a little on her
thighs. She heard the front door, and with a lascivious flick of
her tongue and a wink, turned from the mirror.

“Hey, Mom!” James called from the
living room. “You’re home early. Everything okay?”

“No,” she called out. “I have a
problem in here, can you come help?”

She heard his footsteps down the hall and sat
down on the edge of the bed.

“Hey, what’s…” James jaw dropped
when he saw her. “Goddamn,” he whispered.

“Hey there, sexy,” she purred. “My
name’s Allie and a friend of mine, some old prude, told me you
needed to have some fun.”

“You look fun,” James said as she
made a show of crossing her legs, lifting her right high enough and
holding it there to give him a quick flash of her bare pussy. “A
lot of fun,” he added as she approached her.

“Sit,” she pointed to the kitchen
chair she’d pulled into the room and put near the bed. “You are the
guest of honor after all.”

James eyed the chair. “Mom, you don’t have
to…”

“Mom’s not here. Its Allie, baby.
The girl you been watching for the last couple of years.” She rose
from the bed. “Except she’s here in the flesh, and she is all
yours. Now sit down, and enjoy the show.”

“I can do that.” He sat down, a
smile on his face and a delicious looking bulge in his
jeans.

“That’s it, just relax, baby.
Allie Cat is going to take good care of you.” Allison sauntered up
to him, then walked in a slow circle around the chair, her blood
red fingers teasing through his hair.

Allison leaned over and tapping
her phone brought up Crazy bitch and hit play. As the opening notes
came on, she strutted in front of him and squatted down to the
floor her head, down, hair over her face.

When the singer’s primal scream
started the song, she sprang to her feet, her head whipping in
circles, sending her hair flying. She put her hands in it, taking
it over her head, and worked her hips in rapid circles.

“Wow,” James clapped his hands.
“Look at you go!”

Allison put her back to him, and
doing her best cat walk strut walked around to the other side of
the bed. Keeping her back to him, she worked her hips in slower
tighter circles, before bending over and flashing him her ass and
pussy.

She let herself fall back onto the
bed, pushing herself across it so her head was hanging off and she
was facing him. She raised her legs in the air, keeping them
together, the slowly letting them fall open, causing him to crane
his neck to try and get a glimpse of her pussy from that
angle.

Allison’s hands roamed her body,
caressing her exposed thighs, going up under her dress and rubbing
her pussy, her hips grinding into her touch. She slid them up her
stomach and over her breasts, before giving the dress a quick yank
and showing off her nipples and most of her tits.

She pulled it back up and rolled
onto her stomach, her legs bent, and kicking playfully behind her,
she rolled about the bed, tossing her hair about, and kicked her
long legs while giving a couple more flashes of her
tits.

Allison got to her knees, then
stood on the edge of the bed, balancing carefully on the heels in
the soft mattress. She lifted her dress, flashing her cunt, and
holding it up with her left hand, stroked her pussy with her right,
spreading her lips and showing off her swollen clit.

“Fuck,” James was red and
beginning to sweat as he watched her lift her right leg and place
it on the headboard, then slip her fingers into her
slit.

She pumped her hips, fucking her
fingers as she pulled the left side of the dress down, toying with
her nipple. Allison pulled the dress over her breast then stepped
down off the bed and swaying her hips walked up to him.

She pushed her fingers under his
nose, and his eyes rolled at he scent of his mother’s pussy. She
eased them between his lips and her pussy gushed when he sucked on
them, sighing softly.

“Two days and you haven’t tasted
it yet,” she was still speaking in Allie’s smoky voice. “Allison
was feeling insulted, and that’s why I’m here.”

She stepped back and swung her
right leg up and around, easily clearing his head and giving
another flash of her cunt.

“Whoa!” James called out. “You
haven’t lost a step!”

Allision repeated the kick with
the other leg, but this time spun all the way around and dropped
onto his lap. She worked her hips, grinding her ass into his hard
cock, as he moaned behind her.

She yanked her top down, and grabbing his hands
put them on her tits.

“Play with those tits, baby!” she
demanded even as he was already squeezing and fondling
them.

“Best tits you’ll ever play with,
those aren’t perky little girl tits, are they? Those are a woman’s
tits! Your woman’s!”

She ground harder and faster into
his crotch as she held her breasts while he played with her
nipples. She leaned back, turning her head and kissed him hard, her
tongue driving into his mouth while he squeezed her nipples
harder.

Allison pushed his hand down her
stomach, and under her skirt, groaned when his fingers ran through
her wet lips. She spread her legs further open and leaned back into
him as his fingers found her clit and rubbed.

“Other hand!” She hissed and
shoved his hand from her tits.

She lifted her legs, placing her
heels on his knees. James grunted as they dug into him, but it
didn’t stop him from putting his other hand between her legs and
plunging two fingers inside her.

“Fuck yeah” Allison cried out as
she moved her hips, driving his fingers deeper. “Get another one in
there, stretch out that cunt, get it ready for your
cock!”

She cupped her tits, rolling her nipples
between her fingers as James worked her clit while finger fucking
her.

“Bad boy!” she moaned. You’re
going to make kitty purr, aren’t you?”

“Going to do more than that,” he
promised. “Going to fuck you long and hard, give it to you just the
way girls like you need it.”

“Hmm, girls like me? Bad girls?”
Allison giggled.

“Bad mommies.” James whispered in
her ear.

His words sent a surprising thrill
through her and she groaned as her thighs trembled and her hips
moved faster into his driving fingers.

“Rub that fucking clit! Make your
bad girl come!” she moaned and tugged harder on her nipples. “Make
mommy come!”

His hips moved, pushing his hard
cock into her ass and showing her the words had the same reaction
in him as it did her. More of the forbidden passion enhancing their
already hot encounter.

James fingers blurred over her
clit rubbing side to side then in a circular motion. Allison
released a shuddering moan and let her head fall back on his
shoulder. She gave her nipples a violent pinch while twisting them,
and squealed as her body erupted on her son’s cock.

She bounced up and down, fucking
his fingers while her pussy convulsed and waves of pleasure smashed
through her. Allison yelped and moaned as she arched her back, and
pushed harder on his legs, lifting her hips and straining to get
his long thick fingers even deeper.

James kept his fingers moving, and
Allison’s body jerked violently and she released a sound that could
only be described as a howl. A stream of fluid sprayed from under
her clit, splattering on the floor in front of the
chair.

“Oh my god!” James
gasped.

“Push harder on my clit,” she
moaned.

He did as she asked, and she cried
out as a second spurt erupted from beneath his fingers joining the
mess already on the floor.

“Oh, fuck.” Allison slumped
against him, her feet dropping to the floor. “I came
hard.”

“I can’t believe that, I never saw
anything like that before.”

“Baby, you haven’t seen anything
yet.” Allison stood up and turned between his legs. “Let’s see if
there’s anything else here that squirts.”

She lowered herself into a squat, and unsnapped
is jeans.

“Kitty needs cream, baby.” She
yanked his zipper down, and he lifted his hips so she could tug his
jeans and boxers down.

She grabbed his cock as soon as it sprang free
and stroked it in her fist.

“My pussy is dripping on the
floor,” she stared into his eyes. “You made mommy make a mess of
herself didn’t you?”

“Thought you were Allie,” he
breathed as she pumped him faster.

“Baby, haven’t you figured it out?
Mommy is Allie,” she giggled. “Allison is just an act, this is who
I am, and can be again because of you.”

James reply turned into a sharp
breath as with no hesitation she opened wide and took his cock deep
into her mouth.

“Holy fuck!” James groaned as her
lips reached the base of his cock, and she shook her head rapidly,
working his head around in her wet mouth,

She released him with a loud slurp and spit
trailing down her chin.

“You want to see mommy suck you
cock, James? Want to get a blow job from your mother?”

“I’m a lucky man,” he laughed,
then moaned when she pushed his cock back and sucked his balls into
her mouth. “Oh!”

Allison kept her eyes on him as
she sucked on his swollen sack, then let them slip from her mouth
so she could swirl her tongue around them, then suck gently on each
of his balls.

“Like that?” She asked as she ran
her soft cheek up the side of his cock. “Not many boys get to watch
their mother work their balls.”

“Or talk like that.”

“I have a dirty mouth, a dirty
mind and a greedy cunt,” she whispered. “Think you can handle
that?”

“I’ll die trying,” he groaned as
not waiting for an answer she stuck her tongue out and slapped his
cock against it.

Pre cum splattered on her face and
into her mouth, and she turned her head, nuzzling his thick cock
into her cheek like she was a kitten, a sex crazed kitten. She
switched to the other side, pushing his head into her face and
getting it wet and sticky.

“How’s that big dick look in your
mother’s face?”

“Damn good.”

“But how does the song go? I’d
look cuter with something in my mouth?”

She sucked him between her lips and he sighed.
“

“Nickelback were wise men,” he put
his hands in her hair, pushing it away from her face, and resting
them on her head.

Allison giggled around his cock
then went to work. James groaned as she bobbed her head, rapidly
working her lips up and down his shaft, taking him further each
time. When she reached the base, she slid he tongue out, sliding it
side to side and licking his balls.

“Again, I am a lucky son a bitch,”
James whispered.

Allison slid him back until his
tip was between her lips, then opening wider drove her mouth down
onto him. She made a gagging sound when his tip hit the back of her
throat, but proceeded to go even faster.

James groaned and squirmed as
Allison fucked her mouth with his cock. Her face flushed and her
eyes watered as she pounded her head up and down. Spit and drool
slid out of both sides of her mouth as she devoured his cock like
it was the best thing she’d ever tasted.

Because it was. Her son’s hard flesh twitching
in her mouth, as he moaned helplessly while his mother pleased him.
Not Heather or any other girl he may have been with had sucked him
like this.

No other woman would get a chance
to ever do it again. Allison was going to keep him drained and
satisfied as she used his cock mercilessly to keep her insatiable
cunt and mouth filled and as content as he would be.

She moved her head faster, gagging
and slobbering on his now sloppy cock. She noisily sucked up her
own spit just to leave more then next time. James hands tightened
in her hair, and his hips were moving, pushing up into her
mouth.

Allison took him deep and stopped. Looking up
at him with watering eyes she moaned.

“Hmm-mmm!” and slapped his
thigh.

His eyes widened but he didn’t pause long
before he thrust his hips. Allison moaned and the sound caused him
to go into a frenzy, his cock pounding his mother’s helpless
mouth.

She put her hands over his and
pushed. Again the look on his face was one of shock, but he pushed
down, holding her head still as he violated her face. Allison’s
hips were thrusting and moving in circles as she imagined the sight
of her squatting between her son’s legs getting brutally face
fucked while her pussy made a small puddle on the floor.

Allison cupped her tits, playing with them
while he fucked her mouth and giving him yet another thrill. His
hands and his thighs were trembling as he assaulted her
face.

“Shit!” he moaned. “I…I’m going
to…”

His hips slowed, but Allison
resumed driving her face down hard and fast James groaned “Oh,
Mom!” and his cock erupted in her mouth.

She squealed around his twitching
flesh, but didn’t slow down. Cum squirted from the sides of her
mouth as she continued to take him as deep as possible, gagging and
gurgling over him.

James hips jerked and he groaned
and squirmed in the chair as she slurped and sucked for every drop
he could give her. She cupped his balls, rubbing them in her
fingers and for the first time added her hand, to his cock, jacking
him into her mouth.

“Stop, oh god, stop!” James pushed
on her head.

Allison pulled her head back, her
mouth open and let his drool laced cum flow from her mouth and down
her chin. It spilled onto her tits and she shuddered as it slid
over her hard nipples before dripping onto her dress.

Allison smiled through her white coated
lips.

“Now that, baby, is a blow
job.”

“Fuck me,” he breathed. “You’re
like a goddamn porn star.”

Allison rose to her feet, hiked
the dress up over her hips, and lifted her right leg. She put her
foot on top of the chair using the heel to hook over it, and
leaning forward, grabbed James hair and shoved his face between her
thighs.

“Eat your mother’s sloppy fucking
cunt!” she hissed. “Make me cum in that pretty face so you can fuck
me!”

James moaned into her pussy, but his tongue
quickly found her clit. Allison rocked back and forth, working her
clit into his tongue while putting her hands on his shoulders to
keep her balance.

She looked to her right and saw
them in the mirror, her up on one leg, getting her pussy eaten like
she had back at the bachelor parties over 25 years ago. Her dress
now bunched between over her waist leaving her tits and ass
exposed, and James hands now on her ass, squeezing it hard, while
he licked and sucked her aching clit.

“Fingers inside,” she told him as
she continued to watch their reflection.

James was good at following
instructions, his hand sliding between her legs, and his fingers
sliding easily inside her messy cunt. Allison gabbed her tits,
rubbing her son’s cum into them, then once again roughly twisting
her nipples which were still sore from pinching them a few minutes
ago.

She remained perfectly balanced on
one long leg, as she worked her hips, grinding into his face and
played with her tits.

“Yeah, suck it,” she moaned.
“Getting my face fucked by my son got me all worked up again,
didn’t it? Your mother’s a dirty girl, baby boy, the dirtiest
you’ve ever had and the last one you’ll ever have!”

James groaned into her sticky
flesh and in the mirror she saw his cock was still hard and jerking
between his legs. The sight had her hips moving in grinding
circles, and tugging on her nipples to the point it as painful, but
it as a good pain and pushed her closer to coming for the second
time in a few minutes.

James added a third finger and was much bolder
than before, plunging his fingers deep into her sopping cunt. She
was so wet she could hear his fingers entering her and her juices
dripping down her thighs.

“Yes!” She gasped, as her stomach
tightened, and her body gathered for another release. “Suck that
clit! Make mommy come again! Make me…”

Allison released a low guttural
growl as her body hovered on the edge, but a hard suck to her clit
accompanied by him driving his fingers home sent her tumbling into
another powerful orgasm.

She cried out in ecstasy and had
to release her tits and put her hands on his shoulders as her knee
weakened from the force of her climax. She ground her cunt in tight
circles in her son’s face, and he kept licking, his fingers buried
within her.

Her pussy gushed, sending a stream
of clear fluid into his face and all over his shirt. Allison’s leg
began to buckle, but he got his arm around her waist, holding her
up as he made wet sucking sounds, making her moan as he slurped on
her cunt.

She dropped her leg from the chair, wincing and
knowing she was going to be damn sore later. But for the moment,
all she cared about was straddling his legs, and gripping his cock,
dropped into her lap.

They both groaned as she impaled
herself on his long hard cock, and she slid back and forth and side
to side, riding him wildly, the same way she did when she was
working the clubs.

James, not caring about his cum
still being on her tit sucked her nipple into his mouth while
putting his hands on her hips guiding her along his cock. She
grabbed his shirt, yanking it up his chest.

He reluctantly released her
breast, but as soon as the short was off went back to sucking the
other. Allison used her legs now bouncing on his cock. She put her
arms over her head, showing off as her tits bounced as wildly as
she was.

James hands went to her ass cupping her
cheeks.

“Oh my god!” Allison cried out
when he surged to his feet, easily taking her up with
him.

She wrapped her legs around his waist as and
gripped his shoulders as he thrust up into her, fucking her while
standing.

“Fuck yeah!” she laughed as she
let her head fall back, her hair swinging behind her. “Look at you,
baby!”

James turned and shuffling slowly
due to his pants still being around his knees, moved a few feet to
his left and pushed her back into the wall. He turned himself
loose, pounding his hips into her where she was trapped against the
wall.

Allison yelped and dug her nails
into his shoulders hard enough to leave red trails along them.
James was grunting with effort as he fucked her so hard the picture
on the wall next to her rattled.

She raked her nails down his back,
purposely scratching him and squealed when it caused him to fuck
her even harder. Her back banged against the wall, and she thought
again that she was going to feel this later, but holy fuck was this
hot!

James pulled her from the wall,
and turning around moved a couple steps then literally threw her on
the bed. She bounced on it, her legs dangling off. She lay there
trying to catch her breath while watching James yank his shoes
socks and pants off.

He approached the bed, and she
pushed herself backwards onto it so he could climb up between her
legs. James had other plans. Grabbing her ankles, she dragged her
back until her ass was on the edge of the bed, and lifting her legs
in the air plowed into her.

Allison howled as he tore into her
with a force that had the bed rocking. He put her legs over his
shoulders and leaned forward, putting his hands on the bed next to
her. Allison yelped and squealed as she was now staring up at her
feet, her ass in the air as her son fucked her with a ferocity that
bordered on crazed.

“Oh, oh, oh fuck!” she cried out
as he pounded her with long hard thrusts that ended with his balls
slapping against her pussy.

Allison let her arms fall to her
sides and lay there limply as he had his way with her. Between the
orgasms and the force of his fucking she was helpless to do
anything but lay there whimpering and moaning.

James eased back, sliding his cock from inside
her. He grabbed her hips and with a wrench of his shoulders flipped
her over onto her side, then shoved her onto her
stomach.

Allison drew her legs up so her
knees were on the bed, and screamed “Oh fuck!” as he hammered his
cock back into her.

He grabbed her hair in one hand,
pulling her head back while giving her ass several hard smacks,
hitting both cheeks until they were red and stinging. Allison’s
eyes felt as if they were going to pop out of her head and her
mouth was wide open in a continuous “O” as he could barely yelp at
this point.

James dropped his hands behind
him, grabbing her ankles. He lifted them causing her ass to lower
and allow him to pound straight down into her. She looked into the
mirror, watching him hold her legs up as if she were a wheelbarrow
and his long slick cock driving down between her red
cheeks.

“Fuck, oh god, oh fuck!” she
whimpered. “Fucking mommy so hard!”

She couldn’t remember ever being
fucked this hard, not even back in her wild days. It was obvious
this was what James needed. Months, perhaps over a year, of
frustration and self-loathing, and desire mixed with guilt, all
coming to the surface as she went dirty for him for the first
time.

“That’s it,” she moaned. “Take it
out on Mommy, baby. Get it all out! Its your cunt now, honey. Your
cunt, your mouth, maybe your ass when I feel really naughty. You
take it, claim it, make it yours! Show mommy who her man is, show
her how much you want her!”

“Yeah,” James breathed. “Mine,
you’re all mine now!” His hips found a way to move faster and
harder, driving savagely into her. “Going to show you why you’ll
never want another man.”

“You’re my man! My son, my love
and my young stud who’ll make me his own little fucktoy! Take me,
James! Take Mommy’s naughty nasty cunt and…”

James gasped and whipped his cock
out he leaned over her and Allison sighed as a hot stream of cum
sprayed across her back. She lay there breathing hard, her pussy
still gaping and dripping as he son pumped his cock, painting her
back with his load.

The last few dribble landed on her ass, and
with a low groan, James turned and fell onto the bed next to
her.

“Holy…wow,” he fought to catch his
breath. “That was intense.”

“Yeah, it was. Goddamn, baby, you
fucked me against the wall.”

“Sorry, something just came over
me.”

“Funny, something just came over
me too.” She giggled.

James laughed. “No, seriously I
was just overwhelmed with wanting you. I had some dirty fantasies,
but I never thought of fucking you that hard, but you went full
Allie.” She gave an appreciative whistle. “The way you had me eat
you while you stood there with your leg up? That’s porn star shit
right there.”

“Fun position in the shower.”
Allison told him. “Which we’ll be heading to when I’m able to move.
Baby, your mother is going to pay for thinking she’s your
age.”

“I’ll give you a nice massage,
how’s that?”

“Happy ending or no deal.” Allison
giggled.

“Me or you?” he gave her a wicked
grin.

“Both.”

“Okay, but this?” he rolled onto
his side and kissed her sweaty cheek. “Is a pretty happy ending if
I say so myself.”

“That it is, James.” Allison
sighed as he rested his head on her shoulder, his hand idly
caressing the part of her back that he hadn’t gotten any cum
on.

“I still can’t get over how hard
we just went at it. I know I was frustrated for a while and so were
you, even with dad, but that was a lot, don’t you
think?”

“That’s okay, we have an excuse?”
Allison smirked.

“What’s that?”

“The devil, silly,” Allison
laughed. “The devil made us do it.”




Prologue

Familial, dressed in a short black
skirt and a sleeveless half shirt that hugged her large braless
breasts, smiled as she watched from outside Allison’s bedroom
window. She’d watched the wild show her Allie persona had put on,
then teleported into the bathroom to watch them have sex through
the sheer shower curtain.

Now she watched them sleeping,
James curled up behind his mother as he spooned her. It was only
six, meaning this was a nap and she was sure more sex would be had
before the night was over.

She smiled at the look of peace on their faces,
and as always seeing two family members in both lust and love
brought a tear to her ebony eye.

“Never gets old does it?” A deep
voice rumbled behind her.

She turned to see Incestial leaning against the
picnic table behind her.

“Her, little brother, I was
wondering where you’d gone.”

“Watching you watch them.” He
flashed her a big smile, his white teeth, flashing against his own
ebony lips. “Love seeing you happy, sis.”

“You love that it gets me
horny.”

“What doesn’t get you horny?” He
laughed, but it sounded like several dogs barking at the same
time.

“That fucking shirt!” she pointed
to the awful blue Hawaiian print shirt stretched over his broad
shoulder and unbuttoned halfway down his wide muscular
chest.

But he looked good, his long black
hair pulled into a pony tail, and his red and black eyes, as they
always were, eyeing his sister’s body. In turn her eyes dropped to
the equally absurd Tommy Bahama shorts he wore. There was nothing
absurd about the massive bulge in those shorts though.

“Thanks for the help in there.”
She turned and strolled up him. “I was never going to get that kid
to fess up.”

“You know we’re always better
together, don’t know why you keep freelancing.”

“I thought you were busy with that
father and daughter in California.”

“Nah, they were easy, Mom had
left, he’d been paying barely legals to call him daddy. All he
needed was a little push to find all the daddy porn on his baby
girl’s computer.” He clapped his large hands together. “easy
peasy!”

His tail whipped between his legs, and slid up
between hers, lifting her skirt. “Not as easy as you of course, but
what is?”

“Pig,” she told him. But moaned
when his tail made it up between her thighs and entered her always
wet pussy. “Oh, you know I love that.”

“Piece of tail for my favorite
piece of tail?”

“I don’t love your jokes, and I
better be your only tail.”

“You know you are, sis.” He kissed
her, his forked tongue sliding into her mouth where it entwined
with hers.

His tail gently eased in and out of her a few
times, before sliding up through her lips and rubbing her hard
clit.

“You did take a chance though,
that memory on the couch didn’t happen did it?”

“Not exactly. He planned on saying
it, but never did, so I planted the image of him saying it. Tossed
that man of the house line in too. Thought it was a nice
touch.”

“You do have a nice touch.” She
ran her fingers affectionately through over the small horns
protruding from his forehead as her own tail went up the leg of his
shorts and teased his balls. “But, really, thank you. I was losing
them, I shouldn’t have pushed her to fuck that kid.”

“You do that because you get off
on making women embrace their inner whore, you’re not exactly
patient. Hell, you seduced me the first time our parents left us
alone.”

“Oh, poor you.” She turned away
and sauntered over to the picnic table and stood in front of it.
“How you suffer.”

“I suffered when we were hung for
it, but hey, look what it led to! An eternity of fucking my
beautiful big sis, and helping family get together. Pretty good
life we have.”

“Or death seeing we did die four
centuries ago.”

“Whatever.” He was behind her, his
arms sliding around her waist and his face nuzzling into her hair.
He found the crimson skin of her neck and sucked on it.

“Hmm, not tired of your sister
after all these years?”

“Tired of your mouth,” he
chuckled. “Well, when my dick isn’t in it, but nope, can never get
enough of my sexy sister.”

“It’s been four hundred years, no
need for sweet talk.” Familial snapped her fingers and her skirt as
well as his shorts vanished.

She bent over the table as her
tail encircled his massive red cock, and guided the large black tip
between the black lips of her cunt. He entered her with a long hard
thrust that moved the table a few inches, then ripped into
her.

Familial sighed as while her
infernal brother fucked her she stared at Allison’s bedroom window,
her supernaturally enhanced vision allowing her to see through the
blinds, and watch them as they slept.

“Tell me, little brother,” she
asked as he continued to take her. “Do you still love me as much as
you did when we ran away together?”

“Hell no,” he snapped his fingers
and she was now on her back stretched out on the table with him
over her, his cock buried inside her and his arms around her. His
beautiful crimson features inches from hers. “I love more than
ever.”

“Hmm,” she kissed him softly as
her hips moved in time with his. “I like that, little brother. I
really do.”

“You love me more than
ever?”

“Yeah, little brother I do,” she
smiled up at him. “Now hurry up and fuck me! There’s this brother
and sister that I saw at Starbucks a couple days ago and he is so
hot for her!”

“Really?” he fucked her harder and
faster, the table protesting beneath them. “Little brother big
sister?”

“You know it!”

“We’ll each take one! I love
fucking you through other people.”

“Then hurry up and fuck me now,
Incestial, there’s work to be done!”

 


The End.
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