

  

    
      
    

  




  

    [image: Image]

    The Mom Experience


    By Laura Lovecraft


    


    Artwork by Moira Nellingar


    Copyright 2023 L.L. Craft Publications


    ~~ All characters in this book are over 18. ~~


  




  


  


  Part One




  Chapter One


  Nate slowed his blue Mazda 6, preparing to turn into the parking lot of the Hilton, but hesitated when he saw a Warwick police officer approaching from the other direction. His heart skipped a beat and his stomach clenched as the cop appeared to slow down.


  He jumped when the driver behind him hit the horn, but his eyes remained on the cruiser. To his relief, the cop zipped past him, and Nate turned into the parking lot, ignoring whatever the guy behind him yelled out his window.


  “Be cool, Nate,” he told himself as he pulled into a parking spot in front of the hotel situated two blocks from the airport.


  Easier said than done when he had a flask of Old Grand Dad on the seat next to him. Although he was 21 and could legally drink, he was pretty sure he’d filled himself with enough liquid courage to fail a breathalyzer.


  Oh, and the fun fact he was here to see a hooker, and for all he knew could be walking into a damn sting. He’d asked the question of “Are you affiliated with any law enforcement” in his first text, and the reply was no, and asking him the same.


  Police had to tell the truth, or was that something made up for TV shows? If it wasn’t true then he was already doomed just by contacting her and they had his phone number.


  Should have bought a damn cheapo phone from Wal-Mart and bought minutes. Not that he hadn’t thought of it, but that had been over the last few months he’d toyed with the idea of doing this.


  But today there had been no thought, just being overwhelmed by a combination of lust, frustration, and desperation caused by the need to rid himself of an unhealthy obsession that both excited and upset him.


  Three years of filthy dreams and waking fantasies of doing something he knew on the surface was wrong, but inside knew he needed and he couldn’t take it anymore.


  The first two years he’d managed to deal with them, but the last six months had been unbearable. Nate looked around, and not seeing anyone near the car, unscrewed the silver flask and sipped from it, trying to slow down his fevered mind.


  A mind that wouldn’t stop thinking about that night, the one that had started all of this. The night that was wrong, yet felt so right. A night that wrong as it was, was nothing compared to the ones that followed. All of which would lead to the event that destroyed his family, but still left him with a craving for something he knew was unnatural.


  He’d been able to repress that night from his waking life, but not his dreams which never failed to leave him with that blend of aroused bitterness upon waking up. But since he saw that ad, saw her on that escort site, he’d been nothing short of a hot mess.


  The ad had said, “Here in Rhode Island for a good time, but not a long time. “Catch me now before I head back home to Miami. But hey, if you miss me here, I have plenty of content for sale!” The ad ran every day for a week, and that was it.


  Nate had then searched the same site he saw her on here but entering a series of Miami zip codes he found online. It wasn’t that easy, the city was a serious party down, with a wild night life, a ton of tourism and a police force that had better things to worry about than prostitution.


  The porn industry was thriving down there as well, making it easy to find cameramen who were experienced in filming adult content and plenty of ‘talent’, male in her case, available to shoot with.


  Nate knew he shouldn’t have been surprised she’d turned to that life. After all, like dad said, once a whore always a whore, but god he wanted, no needed, for her to be his whore. No, more than his whore, his everything.


  Like the lying bitch had promised him.


  He checked the site every day looking to see how often she posted. Sometimes a few days in a row sometimes only once a week. But he imagined that’s when she was busy filming her ‘original content’ for her Only Fans.


  She had her own damn site, and of course he had to sign up. Months of watching her videos, everything from her masturbating with toys, giving hand jobs, blowjobs, even foot jobs and of course sex, but the ones that sent him into a frenzy were…


  “Don’t,” he whispered. “Please don’t.”


  He could hear the pathetic desperation in his trembling voice. It was why he was here, to try and get it out of his system. It wasn’t her, it would never be her again, but the woman he was about to see was close.


  A goddamn sexual placebo, but one he hoped could take the edge off his frustration. Not that he hadn’t had his share of sex, Nathan was good looking with the lean muscled build of the promising tennis player he had been until he’d given up playing, just like he’d given up on college, and just about everything else over the last year.


  Trading education and a chance at a career as an athlete for drinking and working as a laborer loading and unloading containers at the port. But he could play the part of everything being okay when it came to girls.


  He had the looks, he was smooth when he wanted to be, possessed a good sense of humor, and when in the mood could be surprisingly romantic. Most of all he wasn’t a player and always treated women with respect.


  All that led to having sex with any girl he’d set his sights on, and not that he didn’t enjoy it, but at some point, they became her. He’d see her beneath him, above him, going down on him.


  He’d hear her voice, see her eyes, and worst of all he’d always get them to say those words – well as close as he could get without freaking them out – the words that haunted and tortured him.


  The words she said in her damn videos. Saying them to guys she didn’t even know. Making their moment into a meaningless joke and…


  “Fucking whore.” He chugged from the flask, and capped it, frowning at the initials “H.R.” She still went by those initials, but the R was no longer a name, but a description. She was the one woman he’d never respect because she didn’t deserve any. All she deserved was to be treated like the slut she was, and he longed to be the one to treat her that way.


  Who was he kidding, they all treated her that way. Skank made a damn living out of it. Nathan dropped the flask to the floor of the passenger seat and took a deep breath. He’d been sipping from the bottle while browsing the site, making his choice and contacting her, then sipped at it on the ride over.


  He was past buzzed and shouldn’t be driving, but he needed to lose his inhibitions to be able to do this. Two wrong things to try and make a twisted right and the irony of that last thought wasn’t lost on him. After all, hadn’t drinking led to this mess?


  He plucked his I-phone from the clip on the dash, planning on sending the text that would bring him one step closer to the point of no return. That was his intention anyway, instead he found himself opening the icon for the escort site, “Classy Companion.”


  Nate wasn’t sure classy was the right word to describe women selling sex, but the game was they were only selling their ‘company”. Every ad featured a disclaimer that all you were paying for was time, and anything else that happened was simply an act between consenting adults.


  How that disclaimer would hold up in the eyes of the law he had no idea. Being a defense attorney, Nate was sure his father would know, but didn’t think it would be something he should ask.


  He’d opened the site out of habit, no, habit wasn’t the right word, more like an anxious tic, something he did as many times a day as he could. Sometimes he’d close it out and find himself back on it minutes later, like he was in some kind of unconscious loop.


  He typed in the zip code her ads always showed up on and scoured the new postings, after all, he hadn’t looked in close to an hour! As always he experienced both anticipation and dread as he looked to see if she were advertising.


  If she did he’d be staring at the damn pictures again because unlike many of the other women there she posted new ones all the time. Those pictures would simultaneously make his cock hard and his heart ache, and were no good for either reason.


  He’d lost track of the amount of times he’d thought about reaching out to her with the much debated cheap ‘ho phone’. Ask her questions until she blocked him for being a time waster. Worse than that were the times he’d debated asking her for a ‘custom video’ of her saying all the things she’d once said to him in person.


  But he’d never gone that far, but today he was going as far as he could. He found that ad, and brought it up, using her pictures to get him motivated to finish what he’d started when he’d reached out to her.


  Rose, he doubted that was her real name, was older, 38 according to her bio, and had a strong resemblance to her…her, he hadn’t allowed himself to say her name aloud or in his own mind, even when fantasizing about her, but when he dreamed he loved to say…


  He pulled his focus back to the pics on the phone. Long, light brown hair with blondish highlights, big brown eyes, and a slutty mouth with lips made for exactly what she was offering. Similar body type as well, not heavy, but busty, big tits, nice round ass, good hips and soft looking inviting thighs.


  His cock stirred and he was cautiously relieved to find that reaction was based on looking at a woman who in a few minutes was going to suck his cock while pretending to be her, and giving him a lot more relief than just the physical act of blowing a load.


  He patted his pocket, ensuring he had the $150 for the quick visit. She had a hundred dollar quickie special for $100, but an extra fifty for her to suck you off bareback.


  It was a bit risky, god only knew how many cocks had been in her mouth, but he wasn’t doing this to get blown through a condom. He wouldn’t have needed one with her, and that’s what this was about.


  He wished he could have paid for a full hour. Her ad said she allowed ‘multiple shots on goal’ meaning she could suck him off, and he could go down on her because she offered “DATY” which he had to look up and discovered it meant dining at the Y.


  Then fuck her. She’d want a condom for that, but he’d be crazy not to use one, even though the slut that started this went bareback in her vids.


  But after getting busted last month for buying weed outside a club, and his father seeing how much he was spending at the liquor store, he was now linked into Nate’s online account and checking everything he spent, and a cash withdrawal would show up there.


  Dad knew he smoked and didn’t care as long as it wasn’t too much but lost his shit because he was dumb enough to buy from someone he didn’t know, and in public. Not a great look for his attorney father, and Nate knew all he was really mad about was the embarrassment it caused him.


  But the drinking was the real issue and he knew his father was sincere in his concern over it, and the reasons why. But he was 21 and a man now and it was BS to be on a damn allowance when he made decent money busting his ass, but he still lived at home and until he didn’t, his father called the shots.


  The cash he had on him, the fifty dollars he’d withdrawn to grab coffee and food at work for the week, but saved and a hundred his friend Tom owed him that his father didn’t know about. Doing all this just to get a blow job was lame, but he couldn’t stand it anymore, and end of the day, it’s not like he’d had sex the night that set this in motion.


  “I’m here,” he texted and closed his eyes trying not to think about whether or not there was a cop replying to him.


  His phone vibrated and he opened his eyes to see, “Room 414, can’t wait to see you, baby.”


  “Can’t wait to see my money,” he muttered. Like dad said, all women fucked for money, and all men payed for sex, just in different ways. That was his father; a true romantic, but who was he to judge these days?


  Nate pulled down the rear view mirror, briefly running his fingers through his curly black hair which he’d styled with ‘that girlie hair shit’ another classic Dad comment. His deep blue eyes were tinged with red, the results of a week of only being able to sleep if he drank himself into it, then waking up hung over.


  He’d trimmed his thin beard down to not much more than a stubble, a look that had always served him well, covering up some of his pretty features and giving him more of an edgy look.


  Nate stepped out of the car, and stretched out his 6′2″ frame, taking a few deep breaths, trying to clear his head with the cool fall air. He quickly made his way across the lot, and once in the hotel foyer tried to walk confidently as if he belonged there, and wasn’t there to do something sketchy.


  From what he’d heard, most hotels knew escorts frequently ran their businesses out of their establishments, and for the most part looked the other way because they were paying for a room that would otherwise be empty.


  Another myth? Nate wasn’t sure, but felt a flutter of nerves when the older woman behind the check in counter eyed him as he passed by. He reached the elevator and frowned when another guy stepped in with him and hit the fourth floor.


  He wore a suit jacket over a white shirt, but no tie and with jeans. A look he could imagine a detective having. When the doors opened, the guy headed to his right and Nate breathed a sigh of relief when he saw room 414 was in the other direction.


  He walked down the carpeted hallway, his eyes on the descending room numbers. 432…430. A feeling of the surreal came over him as his mind inevitably turned to her. Had she ever been in this hotel? How many men had walked down halls like this, hard in anticipation of what she was going to do for them?


  How many cheap carpets had she kneeled on to suck cock? How many beds had she spread her legs on? Nate reached the room, but kept walking when the door across from it opened and two women exited their room. He looked over his shoulder to see them going the other way, but waited until they took the turn towards the elevators before going back to 414.


  He paused when he swallowed nervously and tasted the whiskey. Nate pulled out a pack of wintergreen Lifesavers and popping two in his mouth, knocked softly on the door. This was it, no going back now.


  He heard a click as the security latch was released from the other side and just as the door opened his lust and alcohol addled mind filled with the thought of how many men she had opened that door for, and what had they thought when they saw her.


  Overriding that thought was another:


  What if she opened the door to him?




  Chapter Two


  The door opened, but the only visible part of Rose was her long red tipped fingers on the edge of the door as she stood behind it.


  “Come on in,” she said quietly.


  Nate entered, taking a few steps into the room and heard the door close behind him as his eyes darted around the space, relieved not to see a cop waiting for him. Not sure what he was expecting but it was a typical hotel room with a queen sized bed in the center of it, a small armchair in the corner, two end tables and a long dresser beneath the flat screen TV on the wall.


  It was on, the volume louder than he thought would be necessary in the room, and he stared idly at the screen which showed a running river while someone droned on about its temperature.


  Nothing said sexy like the History Channel.


  “Hey there, sweetie.” Rose stepped around him. “It’s good to see you.”


  “You don’t know me,” he replied, then wanted to slap himself, he sounded like an asshole.


  But he had to say it was good seeing her. Rose wasn’t one of the bait and switches he’d heard about on escort sites. She was definitely the woman in the pictures. She wore a simple short blue robe tied loosely enough to give him a view of the impressive tits she’d teased in the picture where she was topless but had her hands over them.


  A good amount of her shapely legs were visible down to her bare feet featuring red tipped toes. But her face was what captivated him. In person she bore a more striking resemblance to her.


  Her hair was just about the same length, and mostly straight with a little curl to the edges. Rose’s eyes had that same wide eyed innocence, and considering what she did for a living, that look was just as deceptive as it was in her.


  Her lips, coated in the same shade of slut red as in the pictures were large, sensual and looked to be able to back her talk of her head game being ‘on point’ in her ad.


  “Well, let’s fix that.” She stepped up to him, surprising him with a quick embrace, he awkwardly returned.


  Easing from his arms, she caught his wrists and pressed his hands to her breasts. He gasped in surprise, but didn’t hesitate to give them a squeeze, marveling at not just their size beneath the robe, but how firm they were.


  His eyes went wide when she dropped her hand between his legs, squeezing his cock through his jeans.


  “See?” She laughed at the look on his face. “Now we know each other.”


  “Guess so.” He forced a laugh.


  “Wow.” Her eyes narrowed as she focused on his face. “You’re really young.”


  “Is that a problem? You need an ID?”


  “Someone’s nervous.” She clucked her tongue, her demeanor remaining calm and friendly. “Young, and been drinking. I can smell it and see it in your eyes. Maybe you should leave, I don’t need any drama.”


  “No.” He shook his head, putting his hands up in a defensive gesture. “I’m sorry, but you’re right, I’m nervous and had a couple drinks, and not sure how I’m supposed to act. I’m not trouble, I promise.”


  “Fair enough.” She seemed to believe him. “Just so you know, the reason I put your hands on my tits and I grabbed you was because law enforcement is not allowed to touch or be touched. So, if you’re worried I’m a cop, don’t be.”


  “Good to know.”


  “But let’s go back to why a good looking young man like you needs to do this. Something tells me you wouldn’t have a problem getting a girlfriend.”


  “I can’t get what I want from them.”


  “And what do you want, honey?” She cocked her head. “Girls your age might not have much experience, but pretty sure they know the basics.”


  “You said in your ad you role play?”


  “I do, but you said you just wanted a quick visit.”


  “Right, but I figured it’s okay as long it’s only fifteen minutes. I don’t want anything fancy, promise.”


  “What’s your name, sweetie?”


  “Oh, sorry, I’m Nate.”


  “Well, Nate I can tell this is the first time you’ve done this, so let me explain it.” Rose folded her arms over her chest. “In this business a quick visit is a BJ. Some women will do full service, but most of us like to get paid more for that so we charge a half hour.


  “Now role play and fetish? Those cost more, and you didn’t say anything about either when we texted.”


  Shit, all he had was the hundred and fifty.


  “Not to mention we get guys trying to lowball us all the time. Get more bang for their buck, figure once they’re here we won’t want to and lose time and money and just deal with it.”


  She gave a meaningful pause. “That doesn’t work for me, I have a lot of regulars who value my time. I’ll give you what you paid for, and trust me, I’m worth the money, but no extras.”


  “But…”


  “Unless you want to pay more. I have a couple hours before my next appointment. You want to pay another hundred for a half hour?”


  “I only have one fifty in cash,” he told her. Jesus, had he got himself worked up to do this for it to not happen.


  “I take cashapp, paypal, venmo.” She dipped into the pocket of her robe and removed her cell phone. “You can send it to me and when I see I have it, we play whatever game you want, fair?”


  “I…can’t. His father would see it, how would he explain it?


  “Okay, but what’s so bad about just getting some great head from a beautiful woman?” She tapped her phone which displayed the time. “Some women would count this time we’ve talked as you being on the clock. Lucky for you, I’m not like that, so, what do you want to do, sweetie? Get what we agreed on or go home horny?”


  He wasn’t feeling horny at the moment, but when she slipped her phone into her robe, her hands went to her hips as she eyed him. The pose was so her. Not just the pose but the air of being in charge, the borderline parental lecturing tone…and all while looking so fucking sexy and teasing with her cleavage and those long legs and…


  “Please?” God, he was begging a hooker, could he get any more pathetic? “I don’t know how this works and I’m not trying to screw you over, but I really need this.” His voice cracked, adding more embarrassment, but he piled more on to it when he added. “Please, Rose?” Like he knew her, like she owed him anything. She was a damn prostitute not…her.


  Rose frowned, her eyes probing his face, but he couldn’t meet her gaze.


  “This is about more than just getting off isn’t it?”


  When he looked away, she sighed.


  “Tell you what, give me the money and I’ll be whoever you want me to be.” She put her hand out.


  “Thank you!” Nate pulled out the money and handed it to her.


  “You can get undressed or just take your cock out.” Rose walked over to the nightstand, slid open the drawer and dropped the money into it. “You can stand, sit on the bed, or in the chair, wherever you want.”


  Jeez, not that he was expecting romance, but this made him feel like he should be taking a number. Then again, wasn’t he? She probably had guys lined up all day and night.


  Just like she did. One guy to another, one cock to another, and none of them anything to her but money, and she treated them the way she’d treated…


  Reminded of why he needed this in the first place, Nate walked over to the recliner and taking off his shirt kicked his sneakers off, and unsnapped his jeans. He pushed them down, and pulling them off along with his socks, grabbed his boxers, but hesitated.


  “Can’t suck it, if I can’t see it.” Rose removed a tube of Chapstick from the pocket of her robe, and quickly ran it over her lips, layering it over her lipstick.


  Nate took a deep breath and shoved his boxers down, exposing his semi-hard cock.


  “Have to say, hon, not sure why you’re paying for this.” Her eyes gave him a slow up and down. “You have nothing to be ashamed of.”


  “Can’t ask them,” he muttered.


  “Okay.” She stepped up between his legs. “So what’s the game, Nate? Who’s giving you a blow job?”


  “I…damn,” he breathed as she pulled her robe open and let it drop to the floor.


  She wore just a dark blue thong beneath it and her breasts were even bigger than they seemed in the picture where she was topless, but with her hands over them. Maybe even bigger than hers, and her nipples were a lighter pink, but Jesus they were fine and so was the rest of her.


  “I’m older so maybe a teacher you’re crushing on?” Rose put her knee up on the chair and leaned closer. “Boss?” She grinned. “Sunday school teacher?”


  “I…” He eyed her breasts, using them as motivation to say the words and admit his twisted desire. “I want you to be my mother.”


  “Yup.” Rose chuckled. “I can see why you couldn’t ask one of your little girlfriends for that one.”


  She cupped her breasts and held them up to him.


  “What are you waiting for, Nate? Suck mommy’s tits.”


  She sounded nothing like her…oh, for fuck’s sake, enough with her. He’d said it aloud, owned it, and was paying this woman to be her. His mother, his goddamn mother who since that night owned him in a way no one could ever understand.


  Owned him, then abandoned him.


  But hearing Rose utter those words had the effect on him he’d hoped. Even before his hands were on her epic tits, his cock had surged to a full erection. He opened wide, sucking not only her nipple, but as much of the soft flesh of her breast as he could fit in his mouth.


  He moaned around it, when Rose grabbed his cock and slowly stroked it.


  “Hmm, someone’s hard for their mommy.”


  His cock jumped in her hand and a soft whimper escaped him as he switched to sucking her other nipple.


  “There you go, baby,” Rose purred. “Suck mommy’s tit while she plays with your dick.” She released a moan that real or not, sounded convincing. “My little boy’s not so little anymore is he?”


  Nate moved from one perfect breast to the other, licking and sucking her delectable nipples, and fondling her tits as Rose moaned and signed above him. But as incredible as enjoying her tits was, it was her whispering for him to play with his mother tits, lick mommy’s nipples and what a good boy he was being.


  He was so hard he could feel himself throbbing in her grip. Rose eased back from him, and his heart raced when she sank to her knees. She cupped his balls with her free hand, gently massaging them while now using just two fingers around his cock to jerk him off.


  “Oh, no wonder you’re so nervous,” she purred in a sultry tone that had him squirming in anticipation. “Your poor balls are all swollen! I think Mommy is going to have to drain them for you.” She turned her eyes up to his.


  “Would you like that, Nate? You want mommy to suck her baby boy’s beautiful dick?”


  “Yes,” he groaned. “Please suck it.” He swallowed and added in a barely audible whisper. “Mama.”


  “Mommy will suck her baby off, but,” she gave him a meaningful stare, “no coming in my mouth, okay, honey?”


  “I want to come on mama’s tits,” he told her, his inhibitions dropping away exactly as he’d hoped.


  “Good moms always make their son’s happy, don’t they?” She flicked her tongue over his swollen purple head. “You feel free to keep telling mommy…”


  “Mama,” he cut her off. “It’s mama.”


  “Keep telling your sexy mama what to do and what you want.” She kissed the tip of his cock, making his hips jerk. “Get it all out, Nate.”


  With that she parted her lips and took him into her mouth.


  “Fuck,” Nate sighed as she bobbed her head in a steady rhythm.


  Her long hair fell over her face, and he swept it aside with his right hand, holding it to her head to have an unobstructed view of his cock disappearing into her mouth. He relaxed back into the chair as he watched her red lips slide along his now glistening shaft.


  Rose moaned softly as she sucked, her eyes closed while gradually taking him deeper into her warm wet mouth. Nate moaned as he took in the entire view, her big soft tits between his thighs.


  The way her hair fanned over the smooth skin of her back and the sweet curve of her cheeks with just the thin blue strip of the thong between them. Even the soles of her feet visible as she knelt on the rug.


  His attention shifted to the main event when she released his cock and ran her tongue up one side of his shaft, and down the other. Feathering his hard flesh with soft teasing licks.


  She briefly swirled her tongue over his balls, giving them some attention before working her tongue up to his tip and taking him back into her mouth. As he watched her, and as often happened when his girlfriend’s went down on him, his reality gave way to fantasy.


  Except Rose’s resemblance to his mother made it so much easier to do, it could really be her now taking the full length of his cock repeatedly down her throat.


  “Suck it, Mama,” he said softly. “Suck my cock.”


  Rose moaned for him as she began stroking him, her fingers following the wet trail of her mouth. His hand tightened in her hair and his hips rocked, pushing his cock deeper into her descending mouth.


  “Slut,” he said in a louder voice. “Cock teasing whore.”


  Rose’s eyes opened and locked onto his. For a second he thought he’d gone too far, but she didn’t let up on his cock, in fact she sucked faster, now making loud gagging sounds.


  Most likely for show, but they fueled his already lust filled mind, and the words he’d been longing to say burst from his lips.


  “Look at you on your knees, blowing your son. Choking on your son’s dick, shoving your tits at him, needing me to want you!”


  He was saying too much, way too much, but Rose kept moaning and gagging, slobbering on his cock as sticky drool flowed from her mouth.


  “Teasing me, making me want you, sleeping in my bed, touching me…” He moaned as Rose’s relentless mouth had his balls tightening in her hand and his cock twitching.


  “Keep sucking,” he breathed. “Work for it, mama.”


  Rose released another moan for him, widened her brown eyes and emitted a whimper, then gagged louder on his cock as she stared at him in mock helplessness. His other hand went to her head, gripping it between his palms and losing control, he thrust his hips, fucking Rose’s mouth.


  “Gag on it,” he hissed. “Always do your best work on your knees don’t you?” His fingers trembled in Rose’s hair and she moaned, “Hmmm-mmm!” agreeing with his last statement.


  “Should have you on your knees with your face down and ass up and…” His breath caught as he felt himself slipping past the point of no return.


  Sensing his impending explosion, Rose removed him from her mouth, a string of drool trailing from her lips to the tip of his cock. She rose higher on her knees and leaned forward, pumping his cock over her tits.


  “Tell me to come,” he moaned.


  “Come for mama, baby,” Rose whispered.


  “Nice big load,” he fed her the words.


  “Nice big load for mama, baby,” Rose repeated. “All that come for Mama. Give it to me, honey.”


  “Fuck!” Nate gasped as his cock erupted, sending a long thick spurt of cum splashing between Rose’s breasts.


  “That’s it.” To her credit, she stayed in character for him. “Come for mama, hmmm,” she moaned as she eased his cock side to side, spraying both her heaving tits with his cum.


  “Yeah, just like that, empty those balls all over Mama’s big tits; all that warm sticky cum she sucked out of her boy’s cock! I want all of it, every drop!”


  Nate whimpered and squirmed in the chair as his ears heard Rose’s words in his mother’s voice, while looking up at him as she painted her tits with her son’s cum.


  “Oh,” he groaned when her next few strokes only managed to get a dribble from him. He watched his cum slide over the curve of her breasts coating her hard nipples and dripping down onto her thighs. “Damn,” he sighed, slumping back into the chair.


  “Damn is right.” Rose held her tits up with her left forearm as she stood. “So used to older guys I forgot what a real load looks like.”


  She grabbed an open package of baby wipes from the dresser under the TV and handed it to him. “Here you go, sweetie, clean up.”


  Feeling as if he were in a daze he pulled out one of the moist wipes and dabbed the drops of cum and her drool from his cock. He was still hard, his cock twitching as he pulled out another to get the lipstick off his shaft.


  While wiping, his eyes followed Rose, taking in her nice round ass and backs of her legs as she walked to the bed, and picking up a towel, proceeded to wipe off her tits.


  “Feel better, babe?” She tossed the towel into the bathroom to her left and returning to him, picked up her robe. “You really had that stored up.”


  “It was a lot,” he agreed his eyes moving from his cock to her tits as she slipped her arms into the robe. Now that he was able to think clearly something dawned on him. “You’ve played that game before, haven’t you?”


  “Been doing this a long time, sweetie. I’ve been Mom, Auntie, big sis, little sis, slutty super heroes and the damned wicked witch of the west complete with green body paint.” She laughed. “I’m in the business of making men happy.”


  “Thank you,” he said awkwardly.


  “It’s all good, sweetie. Hope this helped.”


  “You look a lot like her.”


  “Then I hope she’s pretty.” Rose grinned, then pointed. “Time to get dressed and go, hon.”


  He nodded, and leaning over grabbed his jeans, but couldn’t ignore the fact his cock had barely softened and his mind filled with the image of Rose’s ass in the air. That was after he went down on her and asked her to call him her boy while he did. Even better, calling her Mama while he fucked her, and having just cum he’d be able to give it to her good and not be quick.


  “You have someone coming now?” he asked.


  “Not for a couple hours, but time’s up, sweetie.”


  Nate slipped his phone from his jeans and held it up to her.


  “You said you take cash app, right?”




  Chapter Three


  “What’s the matter, baby?” Mom spoke behind him as he rinsed the dishes in the sink. “I heard your father bitching at you about something.”


  “The prom.” Nate went to turn, but she slid her arms under his and encircled his waist. “I’m not going.”


  “So?” Mom rested her head on his shoulder and his heart skipped a beat when her hands dipped under his untucked t-shirt, her long nails lightly caressing his stomach.


  “He says only losers don’t go because they don’t have dates. Said I should be going and,” he rolled his eyes even though she couldn’t see his face, “scoring big time because all the sluts want to get laid on prom night.”


  “Smooth as always,” Mom sighed. “Look at him out there, leaning against the deck railing and talking on his phone in his white shirt and slacks. Trying to get the neighbors to think he’s important.”


  “Yeah, well, I have to…Mom!” he gasped when she unsnapped his jeans and tugged down his zipper.


  “What?” She giggled while working her fingers into the slit in his boxers. “A girl can’t play with her favorite toy?”


  “I…oh,” he moaned as she deftly fished his swelling cock out and slowly stroked it. “Dad’s out there.”


  “Out there, not in here.” Mom stroked him faster and within seconds he was fully hard in her soft grip. “Now just relax and let mommy make it better.”


  He shut off the water and stood there moaning softly as his mother jerked him. He could feel her breasts pressing into him through their shirts and his hips began to rock, thrusting his cock through her hand.


  “Calling you a loser and here’s his son getting a hand job from his wife ten feet away from him. She squeezed his cock. “Don’t feel like a loser to me, baby.”


  “That feels good,” he whispered, his eyes darting from his father who had his back to him to his raging erection in his mother’s hand, her purple nails gliding along his shaft.


  “It does,” she repeated, then released him. “Now turn this way.”


  She guided his shoulders until he’d turned to the left and before he could react, Mom stepped in front of him and sank to her knees.


  “Now keep watching mister big shot.” She flicked her tongue over his swollen purple head. “Watch him while his wife sucks your cock.”


  She parted her full lips and Nate groaned as she sucked him into her mouth. Mom bobbed her head several times, her large brown eyes on his.


  “Hmm.” She removed his cock from her mouth, and smiled up at him. “Nice and quick, okay? Just relax and let mommy use her mouth while he runs his.” Her smile turned nasty.


  “His wife on her knees, draining his son’s balls, swallowing every drop.” She kissed his tip. “Who needs those sluts when you have a slut mommy to take care of you at home, right, baby?”


  “Right,” he breathed as she opened wide and took him deep.


  Nate turned to watch his father who was now pacing back and forth while waving his hand in the air as he argued with whoever was on the other end of the call. His lips curled into a smile as the room filled with the noisy slurping sounds of his mother’s sloppy cock sucking.


  His father’s gaze found the kitchen window and for a moment their eyes met. Nate raised his hand in a small wave while the other wrapped in his mother’s long hair. His father gave him a halfhearted wave, and put his back to him.


  Nate looked down, watching his mother gobble his cock, and whispered softly, “Who’s the loser now, asshole?”


  Nate’s eyes opened to see it was only eight thirty. He grimaced as within seconds the dull pounding he’d fallen asleep with returned. Next to the clock was the flask, and he cursed himself for leaving it out in the open.


  His father would not only be rip shit he was still drinking all the time, but that he had something that belonged to his mother. He turned his head to stare at the slowly spinning ceiling fan above him, and hoped he could fall back to sleep.


  Every part of his body ached, the results of taking an under the table job helping his friend Gabe’s uncle unload trucks from six to ten at night during the week. The job solved his problem of being able to have money his father didn’t know about, enabling him to drink as much as he wanted.


  And to fuck Rose or whatever escort was available.


  In the three months since he’d first seen her, Nate had become a regular, seeing her once a week, occasionally twice. The times she wasn’t around, he had found two more women in their late thirties who were happy to be cougars to his cub…for a price.


  The price always went up when he mentioned he wanted the “Mom experience”, but he was okay with shelling out the extra it cost. Rose was by far the best, and getting better as time went on and he had her replay some of his real mother’s greatest hits.


  Nate had moments of being disgusted with himself when it came to that. He was being way too specific for Rose not to think he may have done the things he was paying her to do and say.


  At the least she thought he had a serious Oedipus complex and needed help. But once he had enough to drink he didn’t care what she thought, he was getting what he needed.


  The others were okay, not great at it, and their resemblance not close, as other than dark hair and eyes, they weren’t much of a match. One was even much smaller in the chest department and not the best at staying in character, but she gave amazing head, and let him get a little rough with her as well as call her degrading names, like he wanted to do to the woman she was role playing as.


  At a rough guess he’d spent an easy two grand on his newest addiction, and the rest of his secret stash went to booze. His excuse for never being home during the week was telling his father he’d met someone and was spending all his free time with her.


  Dad surprised him by seeming to be happy for him and often asked about his ‘girl’. Nate knew the reason. His father could never bring himself to admit Nate had an issue, especially the lingering one his mother had caused by playing sexual games with him.


  In the three years since Harley had imitated her namesake and ridden off into the sunset never to be seen again, at least in person, because god knew, he knew where to find her online, Nate hadn’t had a girlfriend for more than a few weeks at a time.


  He did have a few hit-it and quit-it encounters at clubs when he bothered trying to have a life, and dear old dad loved to hear about those because banging girls like it was all they were good for made him a man in his eyes.


  But this time he was happy – or at least relieved – Nate was seeing someone. Ironic seeing the girl dad approved of didn’t exist. He thought she did because Nate conned Hannah, a sister of one of his friends, to meet his father and pretend to be dating him.


  She’d given him an odd look at the request, but went along with it and came over for dinner one night. His father’s comment about her after she’d left was she had nice tits, a good mouth, but not much of an ass.


  Stay classy, Dad.


  Nate released a long breath that reeked of Old Grand Dad as his mind turned back to the dream he’d awoken from. It had been toward the end of his bizarre affair with his mother, and one of many risky little games she’d played with him while his father was close by.


  Over the weeks they were secret and forbidden lovers, his mother had made good on her many promises of being his dirty girl. In addition to jerking him off, giving him amazing porn star quality blow jobs, Mom had given him foot jobs, let him fuck her tits, and once ‘hot dog’ her, sliding his cock repeatedly through the cheeks of her ass until he erupted all over the top of her ass and lower back.


  She’d committed these acts more and more often with his father somewhere in the house, or like his dream, outside. But when Dad spent the day ‘golfing’ on Saturdays, and it was always in air quotes as his mother claimed the holes his balls were going in weren’t on the course, they had sex.


  Not just sex, but long hot torrid encounters that prior to his mother taking his virginity, Nate had thought only existed in movies. Every position he could think of, and some he never had, and all over the house including one exceptionally hot time in the pool when the neighbors were away for the weekend and wouldn’t see them.


  His mother fucked like a wildcat while talking dirtier than a cam girl. The dirty talk bounced between incestuous comments about being his slut mommy and her son’s whore to her referring to herself as “his wife” and Nate having his way with her and making a fool of his father, who was always at some point “that cheating dog.”


  All of the things she did for him and how she did them were In exchange for him giving her the affection she said his father hadn’t shown her in years, and together they got what they needed while getting a twisted form of revenge on his father for his cheating on her, and treating Nate like the loser continued to refer to him as because he still thought he was a lonely virgin.


  Nate was always reluctant to play around with his father nearby, but as much as she played with him, and put out all the way whenever she could, Nate was still completely obsessed with getting more of her.


  He thought of his mother in every waking moment, and dreamed of her at night. It was torment to see her at times when his father was home. Sitting there fully dressed, playing wife and mom and all he could do was envision her naked, those big tits, sweet well rounded ass, her pink slit that he loved to taste and lived to be inside.


  The way she touched him, sucked him, fucked him. How it felt to kiss and touch her, to play dirty with her then hold her so sweetly at night. She was right, she deserved a better lover than his father, and he could be that man.


  His mother promised him that would happen someday. That when he was older she would get proof of his father’s infidelity and after the divorce they would move away.


  Nate wanted it to be right away, but Mom explained she wanted him to go to college and be able to get a good job. She was afraid if she ended it with his father then that he might now pay for his education, and cause other problems.


  Looking back, Nate was now convinced that was never going to happen. Mom was getting the best of both worlds. She lived a comfortable life in an expensive home and bought whatever she wanted.


  Her issue with Dad cheating on her and their marriage growing cold had been solved by seducing her son, and she now had an attentive and adoring lover on the side while she enjoyed a lofty lifestyle thanks to dad’s income.


  Since she’d left, Nate realized her desire for him to graduate before they left together – if that was ever true – wasn’t about what was best for him, but for her. Nate could get a good job and help take care of her. At that point she’d go from leaching off Dad to sucking off him in order to be taken care of.


  But…would he have cared? He was completely in lust with her, led by his cock, but happily so. No other girl was ever going to fuck him like his mother, or love him the way she did, which she insisted was in every way.


  But whatever might have happened down the line all went to hell when…


  “Just stop,” he whispered and even in those two words could hear his own frustration.


  Fucking Rose and others was supposed to get him over her, give him catharsis, some type of closure. Get it out of his system, but the more he played with them the more he thought of her.


  They were sexy women who could do anything for him, be anyone he wanted, but…they weren’t his mother. The taboo element was not there, but he kept trying in hopes he’d have the one encounter so perfect it would assuage his torment.


  And stop him from looking at her ad, and worse, her Only Fans which he had subscribed too. That was the reason he couldn’t forget her through sexual surrogates, he kept looking at the real thing.


  And the real thing had carved out a niche for herself offering the “Mom Experience”. His lips turned down into a scowl anytime he thought of the fact she had taken the things she had done with him and made videos of them.


  Making money on twisted games she’d played with her own son. Doing things with actors she paid to play ‘her boy’ mocking what they’d had together.


  “Don’t do it,” he said aloud even as he reached across the bed.


  Opening his night stand drawer, he removed his tablet, and turned it on. He rested it on his chest as he waited for it to boot up, and in the meantime grabbed the flask, and lifting his head took a few sips.


  The tablet came up and after entering his password, opened to her site, because it was about the only thing he used it to watch the last few months.


  “Harley Rides,” was her page title, the incongruously fancy font curled over a picture of his mother astride a man.


  Her hands were covering her ample breasts, her head thrown back, eyes wide, and mouth open in a wide red painted “Oh!” of pleasure as she rode her lover. Nate bet it wasn’t a pose or act, he bet the whore loved every second of what she did.


  Every man, every cock she took in her slutty mouth or shoved deep in her whore cunt, and sometimes even her ass. No holes were off limits to dear old mom!


  That was just the content she sold. Who knew how many men she’d called her baby boy as they pounded ‘mommy’s’ cunt. How many lovers she charged to have the pleasure of her mouth and body, giving them everything that should have been his and his alone.


  Had she made good on her promises, it would have been them by now. Dad gone, and he and Mom living in another state. Living as a couple, a cougar and cub to the people around them, but secretly a mother living in taboo sin with her love and lust struck son.


  “Lies,” he muttered even as his eyes perused the gallery of pictures on the first page of the site.


  His mother in every trashy outfit imaginable. Sexy nurse, school girl, dominatrix, teacher, Manga characters, super heroes, and even one featuring her dressed as a slutty nun, opening her habit to expose her luscious tits.


  His finger trembled as he clicked the link below the pictures for “My movies.”


  Nate’s cock was already hard from staring at the pictures and he struggled not to reach under the sheet and touch it as he eyed the disturbing amount of adult videos his mother had made in the two years since she’d created the site.


  “Mommy rewards you for getting straight A’s!’ was the newest and was done POV style with just the guy’s cock visible as Mom, dressed in an expensive looking grey blazer and skirt, sank to her knees and gave a long nasty blow job to her ‘son.’


  The video ended with her opening her white blouse and popping her tits from her bra the last couple of minutes of sucking then spraying them with the huge load she’d spent fifteen minutes coaxing from the massive cock.


  “Shh, Daddy’s sleeping!” was next. Dad, some guy she probably paid fifty bucks to lie in a bed with his back to the camera while Mom knelt on the other side of the bed, her night gown over her hips and her son fucking her as she yipped into the pillow.


  His lips twitched into a scowl when his eyes landed on the movie he’d watched multiple times, and each time couldn’t help jacking off to, but afterwards being overwhelmed with anger.


  “Your first time with Mommy.”


  The video was slower and more erotic than the rest of her hardcore stroke material, and featured Mom inviting her son into her bed where she told him it was her duty as a mother to make him a man.


  She took her time, kissing, touching and slowly undressing both her son and herself before engaging in slow sexy foreplay and a surprisingly sweet sex scene which was all missionary, culminating in her son filling her with his “forbidden love.”


  The video was her highest rated on Only Fans and the top seller on her Many vids page which he’d found before her OF and bought several of her videos. He could see why.


  Mom had toned down the trashy appearance and looked nothing short of amazing in the video, with her make up light, her hair down and her natural beauty enhanced by the candle light the movie was shot in.


  Her dialogue, usually dirty talk in her other movies, was sweet and loving, and her movements slow, seductive and even tender. The male actor was the same, looking at her with an adoration that was rare in porn, and acting like the love struck teen he was playing the part of.


  The way they kissed and spoke in soft whispers during the actual sex was hot in a completely different way than the hardcore material was, and for Nate it was salt in the wounds because it mirrored – and belittled – their first time. Even ending with her in her son’s arms promising him they’d be together forever.


  Exactly what she’d promised him, but instead turned what should have been a special night into…


  “Fuck!” Nate, his rage overwhelming his lust, flipped the tablet angrily across the room where it struck the edge of his desk, the screen shattering and the case breaking into pieces.


  He sat up and put his face in his hands, taking several deep breaths to calm himself down. Luckily his father wasn’t home, but out with Melanie who he’d met at a networking event and had been dating for the last year.


  She seemed nice enough, and Nate was happy for his father in one sense, but it still rankled him that his father had been a cheating dog to his mother, but after she left he grew up and no longer acted like a midlife crisis frat boy.


  He still had some of that “man’s man” attitude towards women, especially when it came to Nate and how he should be playing the field, but he didn’t go after the young girls anymore, and after a few short lived relationships had become serious with Melanie.


  Dad would never move Melanie in until Nate got out on his own, and he was in no hurry to do that if for no other reason than to continue to disappoint his father, and be the failure he’d always told him he was.


  Mom was fucking for a living, his father had met a nice woman who made him happy. The two people who had made him the hot mess he was were doing what and who they wanted, and here he was a drop out who had inherited his mother’s alcoholism, and was so fixated on her sexually he was banging escorts he desperately wished were her.


  Speaking of…


  He’d told himself he needed to slow down with Rose and the others. He was wasting money, and taking the chance that one of these times the cops would be watching the hotel the woman was working out of.


  Most importantly it was doing nothing but giving him a half hour or so of relief which was ultimately followed by more angst and bitterness because the point of doing it was to forget about his mother, but it somehow made him think of her more.


  He was also exhausted and had deliberately drank enough to cause him to fall asleep before he’d had the vivid wet dream that woke him. But it was barely nine on a Friday night, and he was now experiencing that all too familiar mix of anger and arousal.


  Nate could get off to one of her videos, and hope the orgasm would put him back to sleep, but why should he jerk himself off like the loser he’d been when all this had started?


  He had money, his father was spending the night with Melanie, and that dream had him needing his mommy fix in a bad way. Nate swung his legs off the bed, and grabbing his phone texted Rose who he had in his phone as “Vince”.


  “Hey, you around tonight?”


  Nate rose from the bed, and headed into the bathroom to shower. He’d just turned the water on when his phone vibrated on the counter and he frowned when he saw Rose’s reply.


  “Hey, sweetie, I’m in New Hampshire for the weekend, Be back Tuesday, hope to see you soon!”


  Nate moved on to his other two go to girls, sending each a text and figuring whoever replied first got to earn some of his money by being his slutty mother for a half hour, or maybe he’d go an hour tonight seeing he didn’t have his father around asking where he was going.


  He took a quick shower, his cock still semi hard in anticipation of being in a warm wet mouth or if the mood hit him bending his ‘mother’ over and fucking her brains out doggy style while she begged him to give mommy what she deserved.


  Nate dried off, teasing himself a few more minutes before seeing who replied first, but was disappointed when neither had. He went back to his room and took his time getting dressed, but when there was still no response, sat on the edge of his bed and went to the main site.


  He scrolled through the now familiar faces, ignoring the young women he imagined most guys went for first. He didn’t see anyone he’d seen previously or anyone close to what he wanted.


  Classy Companion had always been the site he used, but Nate knew of others and went to “Skip the Games.” He typed in his zip code, then put in the key word ‘mature’ in hopes of seeing a cougar type who might be game for his game.


  “Hello,” he said softly when confronted with “Charlie” an attractive brunette wearing a green party mask over her eyes.


  “Hey boys, I’m Charlie, a voluptuous older woman looking to make all your dreams come true. If you can say it, we can do it, so forget the rest and hit up the best!”


  She had three pics, all of them featuring her in a long form fitting red dress which showed off all her curves. She wore the mask in all of them as well, but her full lips and sensual mouth were visible as were a pair of dark smoldering eyes.


  Her hair was darker than his mothers, but she had the right eyes, the same mouth, and large breasts. Her hips and ass had the same sweet curve, and his cock was on the rise as he imagined what was beneath that dress.


  He looked down at services and saw she had none listed, but just her phone number with “Ask, and we’ll see.” A little sketchy, but then again a lot of escorts were afraid of divulging too much information publicly in case law enforcement were prowling the site.


  He texted her asking if she were available, and his heart fluttered when she responded in seconds.


  “Hey! I’m around, what are you looking for?”


  “Do you role play?”


  “Sure do! What kind of sex are you looking for?”


  “BBBJ?” he typed. “I’ll pay extra.”


  “$200 for a half hour and we can do anything you want.”


  He took a breath, then the plunge.


  “Are you okay with being my mom?” He quickly followed by repeating. “I’ll pay more.”


  “What time are you looking to meet?”


  “Where are you located?”


  “Marriott on Jefferson, you want to meet soon?”


  “I can be there in fifteen minutes.”


  “Sounds good, text me when you’re outside and I’ll send you my room number.”


  Nate slipped his phone in his pocket and going into his desk drawer took three hundred dollars from beneath an old notebook. She’d said two, but maybe he could con her into an extra half hour for another hundred.


  He picked up the flask as no matter how many times he’d done this, he still required liquid courage to get himself there. Once in their presence Nate was always fine, but until then his nerves were always on edge.


  Nate left the house and drove slowly to the hotel, well aware it was Friday night and even this early the cops were already out waiting to catch people leaving bars. When he pulled into the Marriott, he texted Charlie, who once again replied immediately.


  “I’m in room 332.”


  Nate took a long pull from the flask, then putting it in the glove compartment, locked the car and made his way into the hotel. He took the elevator to the third floor, his cock twitching and his heart pounding with that mix of nervous desire he always experienced when he did this.


  He followed the numbers until he came to the room and knocked softly.


  “Come on in.” A light voice spoke quietly as the door opened.


  Charlie, dressed in jeans and a t-shirt gestured for him to enter and put her back to him, making her way over to the bed where she sat down on the edge of it. She wasn’t wearing the mask, nor for that matter any make up, and once he closed the door behind him, she put her hand out.


  “You have something for me?”


  “Yeah, sure.” Jeez not much personality with this one.


  He removed the money from his pocket and was handing it to her when the bathroom door opened to his left and a tall man dressed in a black sweatshirt and jeans stepped out.


  In his hand was a leather case with a badge.




  


  


  Part Two




  Chapter One


  Nate glanced up at the door for the fifth time in the last few minutes. Christ, how long did it take for his father to tell the shrink his kid was a sick prick who wanted to fuck his mother?


  His eyes roamed the waiting room which was completely empty. Even the receptionist had gone home for the day. Of course she was because Nate had no doubt the therapist he was about to meet, Dr. Regina Page, was someone his father either knew or had been recommended to him by one of his co-workers or clients.


  Someone he – or whoever – knew well enough to ask that they see his disgrace of a son after hours so no one would see him at a shrink’s office. Nate supposed he couldn’t blame him, after all, it was one thing to have your son arrested…


  But another entirely for it to be for prostitution.


  Your twenty one year old son caught red handed – and drunk enough to blow a damn .09 on the breathalyzer given to him at the hotel – was pretty embarrassing to a high end attorney.


  But not as much so as when the arresting officer presented his father with copies of his texts to “Charlie” the police decoy posing on the escort site. His father seeing him asking her if she would role play as his mother was a real kick in the balls to the old man.


  By rights Nate should have had to spend the weekend at the station with the judge having gone home a few hours before he’d been brought in, but his father knew a lot of people and got his bail posted so he could go home with him.


  Once home, his father had shocked him by not laying into him about how bad he’d made him look, and telling him what a pathetic loser he was, but acting more sad than angry.


  He’d asked Nate to come clean about everything and tell him what was going on, and to his own surprise, Nate had not only confessed, but went on and on about everything he’d been going through.


  Years of sexual frustration over his mother, something his father said he’d suspected, but how it had gotten so much worse since he’d spotted her on the escort site?


  His father had been shocked at that, and sat there stunned as Nate not only told him, but showed him her ads on Classy Companion, then her only fans and many vids pages.


  He told him everything. About watching her videos, dreaming of her more and more and all of it leading to his encounter with Rose and months of paying for the “Mom Experience.”


  By the time he was done he’d been in tears and expecting that to be the moment his father went full cave man on him and called him a weak pussy or whatever other names alpha males called their loser wimp kids.


  Instead, he shocked him with an awkward hug, and telling him it wasn’t his fault, but it was time to get help with both his drinking and his obsession with his mother. That was two weeks ago and his father continued to make him wonder who this guy was when he spent as much time with him as he could.


  He took him to work, picked him up, had dinner with him and was on him 24/7, making sure he didn’t have anything to drink and also forbid him to smoke, at least for the time being.


  In the interim, he’d found someone who specialized in sexual disorders and told him he’d be taking him to the appointments because they were in this together. His words managed to drive home something he already knew, but hated to admit.


  That as big of a dick as his father could be, it was Mom who had run off and left him with his father who had been blindsided by a situation no man should ever have to deal with…


  Finding out his wife was using their son as a sexual plaything.


  Now that it had come to a head and his secrets out in the open, his father could no longer pretend Nate was okay, and the past was the past. Now he had to ‘man up’ as he’d always told his son to do, and deal with the problem at hand.


  Nate glanced down. His father had made him give him the password and had put parental controls on it as if he were twelve. He couldn’t go to any adult sites, and his father could monitor his texts, calls, and browsing history.


  He’d done the same to his lap top and his own computer in case Nate tried to use it. It had been two weeks since Nate had been on the sites or had watched one of his mother’s videos, by far the longest stretch since he’d discovered them several months ago.


  He felt a wave of shame come over him at his father’s reaction when he’d found the videos of his mother he had downloaded on his phone and lap top. The look on Dad’s face was a mix of disgust tinged with sympathy.


  He told Nate it wasn’t all his fault, that he was a victim of a twisted woman whose own descent into addiction had warped her to the point she’d turned into a sexual predator who preyed on her son’s shyness with girls and his love and desire to make his mother happy.


  Dad even went so far as to admit he was part of the problem. He should have been home more, been more concerned with being a father than a playboy trying to impress his friends.


  He fessed up to his affairs and knew he’d hurt Mom, but not enough to justify what she’d done because nothing could justify that. Nate felt his father still downplayed his involvement, but compared to before, this was a whole new person he was seeing.


  Hell, the old man even admitted the things he’d done before were why he worked so hard to be a good man when it came to Melanie.


  Nate had asked if he told Melanie about what happened, seeing she was with his father when he called from the police station. He told him he left it at he was struggling with some things since his mother had left and had been caught drunk driving.


  Fortunately his father’s connections had kept Nate’s name from going in the police news so he could be vague and leave out little details like offering an undercover cop money to suck his cock and let him call her mommy while she did it.


  Nate looked up at the sound of the door opening and his father came out, closing the door behind him.


  “So I filled Dr. Page in with as much as I could from my end.” Dad spoke as he came over and took the seat next to him. “Which means she knows the things that went on between you and your mother.”


  “Okay,” he sighed. “Man, this sucks.”


  “Going to suck worse because she still wants to hear it all from you.” Dad ran his fingers through his salt and pepper hair. “Listen, kiddo, this woman’s specialty is sexual dysfunction so there’s nothing she hasn’t heard or dealt with.”


  “Doesn’t make me feel any better.”


  “I get it, but just like you told me everything, that’s what you need to do in there, but even more. The more you say the more she can help.”


  “I’m sorry about putting you through this.” Nate lowered his head.


  “Your mother did this, and to both of us. I…” he leaned back in the chair and closed his eyes. “I had to say some things in there too. Had to own my part as far as where some of her sick ideas came from. It’s not easy thinking you’re the man then realizing maybe you were never a good one, at least not as a husband or father.”


  “Woah.” Nate whistled. “I need to know who you are and what you did to my pops.”


  Dad gave him a small smile at the joke.


  “That guy left when your mom did. Just took me some time to figure that out. I should have been there more for you, Nate. You needed a father and I was more like an asshole big brother who made fun of you. I created the opening for her to take advantage of you.”


  “But she was the one who did it, and she left and never…” Nate took a breath when his voice had begun to rise. “Even called or wrote or…she just left like I was nothing to her.”


  “Yeah.” Dad looked away. “But maybe that was for the better, you could never see her as a mother again after what happened.”


  “Yeah, and um, look, this probably isn’t the place for it, but I don’t think I ever said I was sorry.”


  “Because there’s no reason for you to be.” Dad waved his hand dismissively.


  “Dad, I…I helped mom cheat on you. I cheated on you and I thought it was right and…”


  “Stop.” Dad put his hand up. “You were an 18 year old boy who was being led by his dick by a woman who was much older and more experienced than you. It was like some messed up porn video turned into reality.”


  “She makes those videos now,” Nate noted.


  “And that’s all you need to know about her, and for right now all you owe me is to go in there and be honest and let this woman help you get your head together, deal?”


  He extended his hand and Nate took it. “Deal.” He nodded.


  “I’m going down to the Starbucks on the corner get some work done while you’re here. Take your time it’s not a regular appointment, and,” Dad paused. “do whatever she asks you to do, okay?”


  “Promise.” He rose from the seat. “Well, here goes,” he sighed. “Most embarrassing conversation ever.”


  “At least you’re not calling her from the police station.”


  “Thanks, pop,” Nate replied, but with a grin. “Way to be supportive.”


  He approached the frosted door, knocked lightly on it, then entered.


  “Welcome, Nate.” A woman rose from behind the desk, and for a moment he found himself unable to move forward due to the fact…


  She looked just like his mother.


  The same long light brown hair that fell straight but she’d curled near the ends, and a large pair of warm brown eyes starting at him from behind a pair of black rimmed glasses.


  Even her features were similar, especially the large sensual mouth.


  “Are you okay?” She emitted a soft laugh. “It’s okay, I don’t bite.”


  He pushed himself to mumble the word ‘sorry’ and shuffle over to her desk.


  “Pleasure to meet you, Nate.”


  He took her hand, noting how soft it was as well as her long French manicured nails.


  “Nice to meet you too, Dr. Page.”


  “It’s Regina,” she told him. “Have a seat.” She gestured to the leather chair in front of her desk.


  “I don’t have to sit on the couch?” He pointed to the matching black couch along the wall to his right.”


  “You can if you want.” She shrugged. “I use it for naps, but if you want to be more comfortable, be my guest.”


  “Uh, no, the chair is cool.” He sat down, and couldn’t help noticing the swelling of her breasts in her silky black top visible due to her gray blazer being opened. Busty as her too…


  Great, his father had somehow managed to find him a milf doctor, and worse, one that looked like the milf that had started this mess in the first place.


  “Would you like a bottle of water or a soda?”


  “Not unless there’s something in it besides soda,” he laughed, then stopped when he saw her pink lips turn down. “Joking.”


  “Probably not,” she replied while sitting down across from him. “But that’s understandable. I’ll make this easy on you. Your father filled me in on a lot of things over the phone and even more just now. I have a good idea of what we’ll be talking about.”


  “Great,” he mumbled.


  “First rule here, Nate, is there’s nothing to be ashamed of. Sometimes things happen and they cause our wires to get crossed when it comes to our sexuality and once that happens it’s very difficult to get yourself sorted back out.”


  “It’s been three years and I don’t understand why I think about it more now than before.” He spoke slowly, pushing himself to begin the conversation.


  “I think you know the answer as to why.” Regina leaned back and folded her hands over her stomach. “In fact, I’ve found that most of my patients have all the answers, they just don’t realize it, and that’s where I come in.”


  “Okay.”


  “Let’s prove my theory, and you tell me what changed that brought these thoughts of your mother back to the forefront.”


  “Finding her on the escort site, then clicking on her website links.”


  “Exactly, and those sites brought everything back to the surface. Everything you did, and seeing it played out in reality, watching your mother commit those acts overwhelmed you.”


  “You’re right,” he agreed.


  “And I imagine you found them upsetting, yet at the same time titillating. Caused you to hate her and yourself, but as much as it did, it still stimulated you. Watching them was like scratching a mosquito bite, you know it makes it worse, but can’t help it.”


  “Right again.”


  “But that effect was caused by what happened at the start of this. It’s past events that give the present its hold over us.” She gestured to him. “What I’d like you to do for me, Nate is tell me about the first encounter, can you do that?”


  “I don’t know, I mean you just said my father told you the gist of what happened.”


  “That was him as a third party, you’re the one who experienced it, and you’re the one who needs the catharsis of sharing it with me.” Regina reached out and picked up a notebook. Sliding a silver pen from the binder she tapped the paper with the tip.


  “Okay, so let’s start before that first time. What would you say your relationship with your mother was?”


  “Like when I was little, or right before she…you know, started touching me?”


  “As far back as you want to go.”


  “Well, I guess it was pretty normal. Dad worked a lot so I think I was closer to her than a lot of boys are to their mothers. Even in my teens she always went to all my tennis matches, my track meets, all my school functions, and Dad missed a lot of those things.”


  “Your father commented on that closeness, I bet.” Her eyes focused on his. “Called you a Mama’s boy, told her she coddled you too much?”


  “Yeah, dad was an old school kind of guy.”


  “We call that toxic masculinity, but I suppose your expression is as good as any.” She jotted something down. “Now, your mother had a drinking problem around the time she seduced you, correct?”


  “Yeah, she started drinking a lot.”


  “But she wasn’t like that you’re entire life?”


  “Not that I remember. Since everything happened, Dad told me she had a problem when they first met. That mom was a real party type and he told her he was going to leave her if she didn’t get over it.”


  “I take it she did?”


  “I never saw her drink when I was a kid, even when dad did, but when I hit my teens I noticed she’d have a couple of glasses of wine at dinner and sometimes when her and dad came home from dinner or a party she was kind of lit.”


  “Did your father seem upset by it?”


  “No, not that I noticed, but she didn’t get carried away that I saw. That started a few months before she came on to me.” Nate shook his head. “I’d come home from school and she’d be passed out on the couch, or by the pool. If she were awake she’d be slurring and kind of a hot mess.”


  “Did you notice her getting closer to you then? Not what it turned into when the problems started, but maybe a little more handsy? Little too affectionate?”


  “Kind of, and she’d ask me if I thought she was pretty.” He pursed his lips as he thought back to that time. “Then it went from pretty to if I thought she was hot.”


  “Was she graphic, or was it in general?”


  “In general I guess, but she also started dressing different, like really showing herself off. Before if I had friends over to use the pool, she would stay in the house or if she came out she was just in shorts and a shirt, nothing inappropriate.”


  “That changed, I take it?”


  “Oh, yeah. She came out a few times in these painted on shorts and these little tops and sometimes no bra. My friends would be staring and she’d be flirting with them. Like, it was embarrassing.”


  “I can imagine.”


  “Came out in a bikini once, and dove in, then came out all wet and playing it up like she was in some milf porn video.” He scowled. “Like the ones she makes now.”


  “We’ll get to her current career choice,” Regina assured him. “Odds are this voyeurism, even though it was fueled by alcohol, was the beginning of her going down that path, or perhaps.” She tapped the pen to her lip. “A return to form?”


  “Huh?”


  “Do you know how and where your father met your mother?”


  “A work thing they said.” Nate’s eyes narrowed. “What are you getting at?”


  “Your mother is younger than your father, and attractive now, so I imagine quite stunning when she was your age. From what I gather in questioning him about their background, your mother never went to college and when she worked it was unskilled positions like cashier or waitress, and only for something to do because your father earned a high income.”


  “You’re saying she was a trophy wife.” Nate shrugged. “Can’t argue I guess.”


  “And the problem with the type of man who wants that type of wife is once she gets to a certain age, the trophy becomes tarnished and they look for younger and shinier.”


  Regina had a tone he imagined spoke more to the woman inside her than a professional who wasn’t there to judge, but he supposed he couldn’t blame her.


  “I think that’s what happened,” he said vaguely.


  “And on her end, she needed the validation of still being attractive, and like your father wanted that to come from younger people. Men earn the attention of young women with looks to a point, but more so with money, career, the car they drive and the confidence they show.


  “Women use their bodies and sexuality to turn the heads of young men. It sounds like your parents were an all too typical story of successful alpha male who thinks he’s entitled to do what and who he pleases, and his feeling put out to pasture showpiece wife who in this case sought not just revenge, but in an extreme manner.”


  “I thought this was about me and my mother?” Nate asked. “You sound like a marriage counselor.”


  “Because you’re a victim, Nathan. Mostly of your mother, but if your father was honest with you like I asked him to be when I sent him out to get you, he had a part to play. No situation that dysfunctional is the work of one side.”


  “But one side is all I care about,” he told her. “Sure, Dad was a dickhead to her for cheating, but she could have left him, and didn’t have to come after me, or leave me the way she did.”


  “But she did those things so here we are,” Regina pointed out. “That was me putting out some thoughts about your home life at the time this started, and how you were put in the middle of an unhealthy situation. Now, how about you tell me about that first encounter, and then we’ll see how close to the mark I am.”


  “You really need me to give you details?”


  “Yes, as much as you can remember, especially about your thoughts and feelings leading up to and during. The physical aspects are not where the problem and solution lie, it’s where your mind and emotions were. Sex is an act, Nate, the effect of a cause and we need to know the cause.”


  “Yeah, fine,” he grumbled. “I guess I can’t get any lower these days, may as well tell a total stranger what a loser I was.” He laughed coldly. “Or should I say still am.”




  Chapter Two


  Three Years Ago


  “Nathan, what the hell are you doing?”


  Nate flinched at the sound of his mother’s voice, and pulling her purple thong from around his erect cock, shoved it behind his back while fumbling to grab his blanket to pull over himself.


  “I…um…” he stammered as she stood in the doorway, then in desperation, tried to act indignant. “It’s my room and you didn’t even knock!”


  “I did, you just didn’t hear me.” Mom entered the room and even in the midst of his panic he caught the way she slurred the s in just. Great, she was drunk, then again, when wasn’t she these days?


  She’d gone to take a bath an hour ago and it was now clear to him there had been a bottle hidden in the towel she had rolled up under her arm. He should have known that because he’d caught her doing it before. If he were a good son who cared, he’d have asked her to see what was under this one, and tried to shame her into giving it to him.


  But with his father away at a conference, and Mom saying she was heading in for one of her notoriously long baths, he’d seen his chance to have a little fun. Not that jacking off these days was fun.


  Sure, if he teased himself a bit it felt good and he could get lost watching porn or his own dirty thoughts. It felt good to come, but within minutes, sometimes less, he felt like what he was; a bitter loser who at 18 wasn’t just still a virgin, but had no sexual experience with girls at all.


  Making it worse, he’d only kissed a couple of girls and been so nervous both times they’d laughed at him. One, that skank Betty, had posted all over social media he was a virgin who didn’t know how to kiss.


  Making it more embarrassing was Dad saw it on a mutual friend’s Facebook feed and been his typically understanding self. Instead of feeling bad for him, or trying to talk him up or give him advice he was told how embarrassing it was for people to find out his son is a loser with women.


  By the end of the rant during which his father referred to him as a simp, a cuck – which he had to later look up – a mama’s boy and a loser, he then asked Nate if he was gay.


  Part of him wanted to say yes just to piss his father off, but he was afraid he’d get disowned and shipped off to a boy’s school in the sticks. Imagine, Super stud Rick River’s son can’t score with the girls! How awful…for Rick.


  Even as his mother approached the bed, and he struggled with how embarrassing this was, he wondered what would happen if his father found out he’d taken to using Mom’s thongs, bras, stockings, and once, even a shoe to get off with.


  He didn’t have a mommy thing, but having never been with a girl he had never seen or touched any of the sexy things women wore. It seems his mother never wore anything but sexy things beneath her clothes and sinking even deeper into loserdom, he’d begun to use them while imagining them being on anyone else but her.


  “You didn’t answer, what were you doing?” Mom now stood by the bed, looking down at him.


  All he’d manage to cover was his cock and his upper thighs and he grabbed the sheet, planning on pulling more of it over himself. Mom caught it and yanked it from his hand.


  “I asked you a queshton.” Damn, between the slurring, her red cheeks and how wide and bright her brown eyes were, she was well past buzzed.


  Which could explain why she was standing in his room in an insanely short blue satin robe that barely made it to her upper thigh. The robe was loosely tied, leaving a lot of her chest and the upper portion of her breasts exposed.


  Her long light brown hair was much darker due to being wet, and hung down over her shoulders, some of it lying across the creamy skin of her chest. Nate was well aware his mother was an attractive woman with a killer body.


  That wasn’t just his observation, but he’d been hearing comments about how his mother was a smoking hot milf and when one his friends snapped a pic of her in a bikini and posted it on Twitter, she was voted the mother I’d most like to fuck by the senior boys at school.


  His father found out about that too, and his response was to reply to the Tweet with “You can look all you want, but she’s all mine.” His father; still the obnoxious jack ass he’d been in college.


  But as mom told him, lawyers were the ultimate boys club and law firms no better than frat houses. However, the owner of the firm had caught wind of the tweet and told his father to remove his reply because he adhered to family values and didn’t like the “Man’s man” routine.


  Of course that somehow became mom’s fault for wearing the bikini, and Nate’s fault for having that friend over which was typical Dad…never his fault. But despite that incident, and always being aware his mother was not just the definition of a milf, but a classic example of a trophy wife.


  Not half his age, but forty two to his fifty five and appearing much younger, not to mention her ‘attributes’ earned her looks every time she went out with Dad, especially to parties thrown by his firm or one of his high end snotty friends.


  “What did it look like I was doing?” Nate gave up any pretense of lying about it, and truth be told he was so disgusted with his one handed sex life, he didn’t care if she knew.


  “Whacking off.” She pointed. “With something purple and lacy that belongs to me.”


  “Huh?” This he tried to cover up because there was a far cry between getting caught masturbating and doing it in your mother’s underwear. “I don’t know what you mean.”


  She gave him a skeptical look, then with a sigh leaned over the bed. His eyes widened when the move caused her tits to fall forward, coming close to spilling out of the robe and giving him a view of everything but her nipples.


  “Ahem.” Mom cleared her throat as she lifted the corner of the thong which was peeking out from under his pillow.


  Before he could react, she yanked it out from under it, and dangled it in front of him.


  “As your mother, I’m supposed to motivate and inspire you.” Her full pink lips curled into a smile. “But this takes it a little far, don’t you think?”


  “I’m sorry, I…”


  “Why, Nate?” She dropped the thong on the bed and sat on the edge of it.


  “I know it’s messed up, but I guess I wanted to feel something um…” Where the hell was he going with this? “I wasn’t thinking of you, I mean it!”


  “I mean why is a good looking, smart, sweet boy like you by yourself? I’m sure there’s plenty of pretty girls who would do that for you.” She gave him a drunken grin. “Probably a lot more.”


  “Because I’m a loser, okay?” Nate waved his hand at her. “Can you leave me alone?”


  “Who tells you that?” Mom’s eyes narrowed, her expression turning serious. “Other kids? Who cares what they think?”


  “Dad does. Says because I haven’t gotten laid yet and get nervous around girls I’m a loser.”


  “He told you that?” Mom shook her head disgustedly. “Well, he is the man, just ask him, he’ll tell you.”


  “Yeah, but he’s right, I should have been with someone by now. Shit, I’ve only been on a few dates, and I liked them, and wanted to, you know, get closer, but I just get nervous and one girl made fun of me, told other kids I’m a virgin and don’t even really know how to kiss.”


  “You’re just shy is all, and you need to meet a girl who’d rather have a sweet boy than a frat boy ass-hat,” Mom told him.


  “Even if I found her, I’d probably mess that up too!” His voice rose in frustration. “I know it’s not supposed to be all about sex, but I need it, and how can I get it, if I can’t even kiss right?”


  “My poor baby.” She placed her hand on his cheek. “Boy’s do need that release, and doing it yourself just isn’t the same.”


  “Great, now my mother feels bad for me.” He eased his face from her hand.


  “I know what it’s like to need,” she said softly.


  “You?” he scoffed. “Please, you’re hot now, and I bet even hotter back at my age. You could always get what you needed.”


  “I’m hot?” She cocked her head. “That how you see me?”


  “I…come on, mom, you know you are.”


  “I do,” she admitted. “And I’ve always been able to get what I wanted, but learned the hard way be careful of what you want because you might get it.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “This is about you, not me.” Mom brushed his question aside. “But I’ll just say there is something I need, and maybe.” She paused, a look of uncertainty on her face, then asked, “Your father really called you a loser because you haven’t had sex?”


  “Yeah, and more than once, even told me I was an embarrassing son to him.”


  “Huh,” Mom grunted. “Well, then maybe it’s time I got involved and helped you with your problem, you know.” She giggled. “A woman’s touch?”


  “What do you…whoa!” he shouted when she abruptly yanked the covers back, exposing his now flaccid cock.


  He received a second shock when she quickly put her hand on him.


  “What the hell are you doing.” He reached for her hand, but she pushed him away with the other, then rested it on his chest.


  “Shh, you just relax and let mama help her baby boy feel better.”


  “Mom, this is…oh,” he gasped when she wrapped her slender fingers around him and slowly stroked his cock.


  “Feels good, doesn’t it?” She moved her hand faster and he stared with a mix of dismayed excitement as he rapidly swelled in her hand. “Hmm.” She smiled at the way his flesh responded to her. “Someone’s getting awfully happy.”


  “We…you shouldn’t do this.”


  But even as he said the right thing, he made no effort to stop her. Instead, he released a soft moan as she continued to pump his now raging hard on. Her red nails looked good around his shaft and the way she slowly jerked him from his base to his tip, ending each stroke with a twist of her wrist.


  His hips twitched when her palm grazed his sensitive head, and he was unable to hold back from moaning or releasing a sharp breath each time.


  “Better than your own hand?” Mom’s eyes were also on his cock, and the look of desire on her face was undeniable.


  Nate had no idea how this was happening, or even if it was, as part of him thought he was having some kind of taboo wet dream, but if it were real, it was as wrong as wrong gets, but he’d be damned if he weren’t enjoying it.


  “That’s it.” She slid further onto the bed, and leaned over until her face was inches from his. “That’s mama’s good boy,” she purred.


  He could smell the booze on her breath, and this close it was more obvious how glossy her dark brown eyes were. She was drunk, and not in control of herself, another reason he shouldn’t let this go on, but god, it felt good!


  “Kiss me,” she whispered, and without waiting for an answer, pressed her lips to his.


  Nate gasped into her mouth, then groaned when her full soft lips gently glided along his. Her tongue flicked across his lips so lightly it tickled, and he whimpered deep in his throat as he returned the kiss as best he could.


  She released a soft sigh as she now kept her lips still, letting him take the lead. In his past attempts, Nate had always kissed either too hard, too tentatively, and never with any confidence.


  Yet now, kissing the one woman he had no right kissing, he found himself feeling more relaxed, his lips moving boldly over hers. It could have been her sighs of pleasure spurring him on, or the way she stroked his cock, making him forget all worries, but whatever it was didn’t matter, all that mattered was she was enjoying his kiss.


  His eyes widened and his cock jumped in her hand, when his mother slipped her tongue between his lips and into his mouth. She swirled it around his as her mouth opened wider, her lips now devouring his more aggressively than before.


  She grabbed his hand, and he moaned into their kiss when she slipped it inside her robe and over her breast. Any reservations he had about this being wrong fled his mind as he fondled her.


  Her breast was firm, yet amazingly soft, and when she whimpered into his mouth as his palm slid over her nipple, a surge of excitement went through him. Mom eased back from the kiss, and with a smile, handed him the tie to the robe.


  “Go ahead, baby, you know you want to see them.”


  He didn’t hesitate to tug on the tie, causing the robe to fall open and expose his mother’s breasts.


  “Oh my god,” he whispered. “They’re…wow.” Wow, he felt like an idiot, but mom laughed softly.


  “I’ll take wow, and you’re,” she squeezed his cock, “pretty wow yourself. Trust me, Nate, you have nothing to be ashamed of. Those little sluts find out you have a dick this big, they’ll be begging to have you stuff their twats with it.”


  She released his cock, and grabbing the top of her robe, slid it off, letting it fall to the floor behind her. She wore nothing underneath and for the next several seconds his eyes bounced from her chest down to between her legs.


  Her breasts were amazing, bigger than he’d imagined, well rounded and tipped with surprisingly small nipples the color of strawberries. In spite of their size, and her age, her breasts were still sitting high and proud, and those adorable nipples as stiff as his cock.


  As incredible of a sight as they were, he couldn’t stop flicking his gaze down below her waist. Mom had one leg curled on the bed, her other foot on the floor, giving him a clear view between her soft creamy thighs.


  Beneath a neatly trimmed triangle of sandy brown pubic hair, he had a full view of her pink slit. Her lips were tucked up tight forming a luscious ripe peach begging to be tasted.


  Despite never seeing a woman naked in person, Nate had watched more than his share of porn and couldn’t help thinking his mother’s pussy resembled those of the young ‘barely legal’ type girls, rather than that of a mature woman.


  His mother’s pussy…Holy fuck, his mother was completely naked on his bed!


  And his cock was not only hard, but twitching in response to seeing her incredible body.


  “Like what you see, baby?” Mom’s smile told him she knew he’d just been thinking about how much he did. “I know you like girl’s your age, but your mama’s a real woman, honey.” She eased off the bed and patted the edge of it.


  “Sit right here.”


  With a surreal feeling, Nate did as she asked, swinging his legs off the bed and sitting in front of her, his cock so hard his swollen balls ached.


  “Hmm.” Mom stepped between his legs and ran her hands down his chest. “You’re pretty damn fine yourself. “Youth,” she sighed. “It’s wasted on the young.”


  Nate lifted his hands, planning on touching her breasts, but she caught his wrists, and he felt a moment of panic thinking he’d done something wrong…even though it was his mother who had grabbed his dick and stripped naked.


  “On one condition.” She leaned over. “Show me how my shy boy isn’t so shy anymore.”


  She parted her lips, and closing her eyes, angled her head in anticipation. Nate had been obsessed with looking at her body, but in that moment was struck by how absolutely beautiful she was.


  Her dark bedroom eyes, full inviting pink lips, darkened wet hair framing the fair complexion of a face devoid of lines or wrinkles, and as smooth as that of any girl his age, his mother wasn’t just pretty, she was damned near flawless.


  “Not nice to keep a girl waiting,” she whispered, then ran her pink tongue over her lips. “Come on, baby. Kiss your girl.”


  “My girl?” he repeated.


  “I am if you show me you want me to be.”


  At those words, Nate kissed her with a confidence he’d never before experienced. He worked his lips over hers, taking full control of the kiss. Mom sighed in approval, causing him to press his lips more firmly to hers.


  She tugged on his wrists, guiding his arms around her neck, and he eagerly pulled her into his embrace. He groaned when her bare breasts pressed into his chest, her hard nipples poking him.


  The smell of her French vanilla body wash filled his nostrils and the feel of her cool damp hair along his warm flesh felt amazing. But not as amazing as it felt to be holding a naked woman in his arms.


  Nate gasped when she swung her leg over his so she was straddling it. The feeling of her hot wet pussy against his thigh had him so hard he felt as if he were going to burst.


  His lust overwhelmed his nerves and Mom cooed in delight when he pushed his tongue between her lips. He traced a circle over and under hers as her arms went around him, her nails digging into his back as their kiss grew more passionate.


  Mom moaned deep in her throat as her hips worked, grinding her slick wet flesh into his leg. She broke the kiss and leaned her head to the side. Taking his cue, he kissed the smooth white flesh of her neck, and smiled at the contented purr she released as his lips traced their way down to the top of her shoulder.


  He switched to the other side, this time sucking gently in between kissing. He ran his tongue along the delicate curve of her neck, and her body trembled in his embrace as she moaned;


  “Oh, Nate, that feels so good!”


  She leaned away, now gripping the top of his shoulders, and arching her back, presented her breasts to him. With an assertiveness completely out of character for him, he lowered his head and sucked her left nipple into his mouth.


  “Yes, baby, yes!” she moaned as his eyes rolled back as if he were experiencing as much pleasure just from sucking her breast as she was from him doing it. “That’s Mama’s good boy!”


  The words should have caused him to realize what he was doing. That he was in a sexual embrace with his mother; both of them naked, kissing, and touching each other in a way no mother should ever touch her son.


  But she’d made the first move and who was he to argue? He needed it, and she was willing to give it to him. His asshole father had never tried to help him, but here was his mother crossing the ultimate line to take care of her son.


  He switched to sucking her other nipple, reveling in her soft sounds of pleasure and the way his thigh was now slick and sticky from her gushing pussy.


  “Suck my tits,” she moaned, then giggled. “Suck his tits.”


  Nate’s hands slid from around her and cupped her breasts, hefting them as he went from one to the other, giving each of her swollen nubs equal attention from his lips and tongue.


  He was surprised at how heavy her breasts were and how her flesh was firm, yet soft, at the same time. Nate was in heaven, a hot older woman on his lap, moaning his name and shoving her tits into his mouth.


  So what if it was his mother, she was still a woman, right?


  “Such a good boy.” Mom slid back off his lap, causing him to groan in disappointment.


  “My good boy.” She took his face in her hands and leaned in close. “No, my good man.”


  He once again caught the scent of hard liquor, but instead of being concerned she was only doing this because she was wasted, he found himself oddly turned on by the fact she was drunk and all over him.


  “Now let’s give you what you need.”


  She sank to her knees between his legs and grabbing his yearning cock, stroked it. She did it faster than she had before and he couldn’t hold back a moan as she rapidly pumped him in her small fist.


  Mom leaned over and surprised him by spitting on his cock, then working it into him with her hand. Nate’s hips rocked into her hand as her stroking felt even better now that his cock was slick.


  “Yeah,” she purred. “My baby likes that, doesn’t he?”


  “Oh, yeah.” He nodded.


  “See, baby, you’re no loser,” she told him, turning her glazed eyes up to meet his. “Know who is? The man who told you that. He’s out of town acting like a big shot and here’s his wife naked and jerking off a hot young stud.”


  Just like the fact she was his mother, his intoxicated mother, didn’t bother him, neither did her words. The fact he was technically helping her cheat on his own father not only meant nothing to him, but he was experiencing the same satisfaction he could hear in her voice.


  “You’re going to cum for Mama, aren’t you, my good boy?”


  “Yes,” he breathed. “Please make me cum.”


  “Please who?” She spit on his cock once more and his first attempt at a reply turned into a groan when she cupped his balls with her free hand and gently massaged them while stroking him even harder.


  “P…please, Mama,” he managed in between moaning.


  “I like that,” she told him. “But not as much as I’m going to love you cumming on mommy’s tits.”


  Nate felt his balls tighten as she tickled them with her long nails and his thighs trembled as for a moment the only sound in the room was the wet slapping sound of his mother beating his cock.


  “Big hot load on Mama’s tits.” She slurred the S’s in the last two words, and he loved the sound of it.


  Mom seemed to sense his thoughts and whispered, “That’s right baby, your Mama’s a trashy little thing isn’t she? Drunken whore on her knees for her boy, begging him to cum on her tits. You like Mommy being a slut, don’t you?”


  “Yes,” he answered.


  “Your slut though.” She made his hips jerk when she flicked her tongue briefly over the head of his cock. “Your dirty mommy slut, but only when you’re a good boy for me.”


  “I’ll be good, I promise.” Even his voice trembled as he felt the pressure building in his balls.


  “Be my good boy so Mama will be your bad girl,” she continued, her words helping her hand to coax the impending explosion from his balls.


  “That’s it,” she exclaimed when his cock twitched in her hand. “Come for Mama, baby, show me how much you like mommy’s tits.”


  Nate felt the rush rising through his shaft and whimpered as he struggled to hold back and enjoy every moment of this taboo encounter.


  “Give it to me, Nate. Show him what a man you are, and paint his wife’s tits.”


  “Fuck!” Nate gritted the word through his teeth when he could no longer hold back and his cock erupted.


  “Ohh,” Mom purred as a thick line of white sprayed her left breast. “Yes, baby! Cum for Mama! Nice big load for Mommy!”


  He gave her what she wanted as he sent several long thick spurts onto her breasts. Mom moved his cock side to side, making sure he gave each of her tits several white creamy stripes.


  “Hmm, so much cum!” she cooed. “And all for your nasty mommy, every drop from those big young balls covering my tits.” Her eyes narrowed and her lips curled down into a scowl.


  “His wife’s tits, your asshole father’s tits. Such a big man his woman needs to teach his son how to handle a woman and how to take care of her like he hasn’t in years.”


  Even as she wrung the last drops of cum from his swollen purple tip, Nate felt a twinge of discomfort at the way her tone had gone from playful to nasty.


  “Wants to fuck little girls so he can be like the rest of his dog friends? Make me feel like the loser he says his son is? Well, we’ll show him, won’t we, baby?”


  “Yeah.” He nodded as he stared at the huge load splattered all over her heaving breasts. “Showed him.”


  Had she just confessed his father cheated on her? That, and getting the release he desperately needed, cut through the lust infused fog he’d been in. The fact he had no problem believing it even though she was bombed out of her mind spoke to the fact that deep down he knew his father was that type.


  The ‘real man” the big shot, the high roller, and surrounded by guys just like him who were also married.


  “Does…” God, did he want to fuck up the best – albeit strangest – moment of his life? “He really cheat on you?”


  “No matter how hot your wife is, no man should ever settle for one piece of ass his whole life,” she said softly. “And even if they hold up when they get older, no middle aged woman who had a baby is ever going to be as tight as a young girl’s cunt, and men deserve that treat from time to time.”


  “Huh.” He blinked.


  “Know who I heard say that?” Mom picked up her robe and wiped cum from her tits. “Your grandfather to your father right after we got married, never knew I was just outside the room.”


  “Mom, I…”


  “Shhh.” She rose and put her finger to his lips. “It doesn’t matter. Since I found out he’s been paying young girls to moan for him, I’ve made sure it’s the only moans he hears.”


  She pointed to the bed.


  “Lay back down, and I’m going to show you how to give me what I need.” She winked. “At least one way for now.”


  Nate’s mind had been reeling at the fact his father really was the cheat he’d suspected he was, but when his mother slipped up behind him on the bed and stretched out, showing off her nude form, he shook it off and lay back next to her.


  “On your side,” she told him, and he quickly did as she asked so he was propped up on one elbow, and looking down at her.


  She took his free hand and slid it down her stomach and between her legs. Nate’s recently spent cock twitched when she eased his hand up and down her slick wet slit.


  “See how wet Mama is for her baby?” she moaned when she gripped just his thumb and pressed it to her swollen clit. “Right there, rub in a nice slow circle,” she instructed, then sighed when he did.


  “Now.” She tapped his hand. “Ease your fingers down and slip them inside.”


  Nate moved his fingers, pressing into her hot flesh then gasped when his fingers encountered her hole and dipped inside it.


  “Oh, honey,” Mom moaned put her arm around his neck and tugged him down. “Now suck that nipple.”


  He took her into his mouth while he rubbed her clit and pushed his fingers deep inside her. He marveled at how hot and wet she was, and groaned when she contracted her pussy around him, squeezing his fingers and making him wish it were…


  “Want to fuck me, don’t you?” she asked, her fingers running through his hair, while her other hand cupped her breast, her thumb caressing her neglected nipple.


  “Yes,” he answered with disturbing quickness.


  “You will, but not tonight. I promise we’ll have fun and I’ll teach you everything you need to know to please a woman and how it feels to be pleased by one.” She moaned when he wiggled his fingers inside her. “Hmm, quick learner.”


  Nate moaned around her nipple as he felt his cock swell against her leg, and couldn’t help moving his hips, rubbing it against her.


  “Ready already.” She giggled. “Your father needs a pill to go more than once. Now rub that clit faster.”


  Nate did and smiled around her nipple at the way she moaned in response.


  “Move your fingers, fuck me with them, pretend they’re your cock because one night it will be.”


  He moved his wrist, thrusting his fingers in and out and Mom clamped her legs together, trapping his hand between her warm thighs.


  “Uh-huh,” she moaned. “Like that, baby, just like that. Make Mama’s pussy purr, make her come for her lover.”


  Nate pressed his thumb harder into her and Mom whimpered and her body tensed along his. Her back arched and her hips thrust into his fingers as he continued to pump them inside her sopping slit.


  “Oh, oh, Nate,” she moaned, her fingers now twisting her nipple as he sucked the other. “I…I’m right there, keep going, please don’t stop, baby! Mama wants to cum for you so bad! I…I need it as bad you did! Just…Ohhhhh!”


  Mom squealed so loud he flinched and her hips bucked wildly as she squirmed on the bed. Her squeal turned into several short sharp yips as her pussy convulsed around his fingers which he pushed as deep into her as he could.


  “Don’t stop,” she moaned. “Please don’t stop!”


  Nate had no problem with continuing, hell, he’d be happy to play with her all night long. He allowed himself a smile of satisfaction as his mother’s body writhed next to him while she moaned and whimpered his name.


  He’d gone from loser to having made a hot milf come. Not just a milf, but his milf.


  “I needed that,” she sighed and slowly spread her legs.


  Nate removed his hand and didn’t hesitate to bring it to his mouth, but stopped when she caught his wrist.


  “You don’t get a taste until it’s from the source.” She guided his hand to her lips and a shiver went through him when she sucked his fingers into her mouth.


  She bobbed her head, moaning as she slurped her juices from his fingers and Nate’s cock was as hard as it had been before in response to his mother sucking her juices from him.


  She released his hand and sighed.


  “I know you want more, but I’m sleepy, baby.” She gave him a smile that for the first time appeared uncertain. “And it’s time for you to give me what I need.”


  “I just did.” He blinked, confused.


  “I needed that, but it’s not what I really need.”


  She rolled onto her side.


  “Please put your arm around me,” she said softly. “Hold your Mama.”


  He rolled over against her and put his arm around her, suppressing a groan as his hard cock pressed into her soft ass and the full length of her naked body nestled into his.


  Mom took his hand and placed it between her breasts, then rested hers over it.


  “Nate, will you do something for me?”


  “Anything.”


  “Tell me you love me.”


  “Of course I love you, Mom.”


  “Say it again.”


  “I love you, Mom.”


  “Say it with my name, please?”


  There was an air of pleading that caused a pang of sadness in him. His supremely confident mother who had everything going for her, and had just seduced him into a sexual encounter, now sounded like a lonely child looking for attention.


  “I love you, Harley.” Using her first name felt strange, but the way she sighed and wiggled back into him made it seem far more right than wrong.


  “Do you need me, baby?”


  “I do.”


  “Do you want me?”


  “More than anything,” he added a soft kiss to her neck, and she gripped his hand tightly and when she spoke she sounded choked up.


  “Thank you, baby. I promise I’ll give you anything you want as long as you want me, deal?”


  “Deal.” He wanted to ask her for something more now because damn, he was ready for it, but when he felt her shoulders shaking and realized she was crying, he forgot about sex and tightened his arm around her.


  “You okay, Mom?”


  “I am now.” She brought his hand up and kissed it. “I am now.”




  Chapter Three


  “So…” Regina spoke after a few seconds of awkward silence following Nate finishing his story. “How did it feel to tell me that story?”


  “Well, I…” Nate struggled to come up with an answer. “I’m not sure.”


  “I bet you’re not as embarrassed as you thought you’d be.”


  “Now that you say it, I still feel weird about it, but not as much as I thought.”


  “That’s because you need to tell someone about these incidents,” Regina explained. “When someone your age…” She laughed. “No, it’s not limited to your age, guys of all ages like to kiss and tell. They have a hot night with a hot woman they want to brag, tell a friend, make a post online, and tell someone about what happened. Women do it too, just not as often. But in your case, you couldn’t do that.”


  “Hey, Chris, you know my mom? Well, let me tell you, her head game is on point.” He laughed harshly. “Yeah…no.”


  “Same with your recent stretch of paying women to role play for you. Not like you can talk about that either.”


  “You’re saying this won’t go away because I couldn’t give people the dirty details?”


  “That and other reasons that are tied into it,” Regina replied vaguely. “I don’t want to say them because it could affect how you respond.”


  “Whatever,” he mumbled.


  “That was the first time. How long did this relationship last?”


  “Few weeks,” Nate answered.


  “And over that time who instigated the encounters? Did you go looking for it, or did your mother offer?”


  “She was always waiting for me when I came home and the second I saw her I needed her.”


  “Need is a strong word.” Regina went back to writing on her clipboard. “It implies more than just being horny so to speak.”


  “I don’t know, maybe it was just sex, but that night I woke up with her in my arms, her body next to mine, and my…” Nate rubbed at his eyes. “This is just crazy.”


  “You told me that story and you didn’t hold back details, Nate. That’s what we need here.”


  When he shook his head as much to himself as to her, she added.


  “I’m here to listen and not judge. I have heard some extreme things from people that were truly disturbing.”


  “More disturbing than sex with your mother?”


  “Yes.” She didn’t hesitate. “Let’s leave it at it was wrong, but consensual and enjoyable, but some things I’ve dealt with were neither. I’ve had patients who craved pain, both inflicting and receiving and to the point of mutilation.”


  “Oh my god,” Nate shuddered.


  “In your case we have some issues. Some crossed wires maybe even some abuse themes, but nothing out of the realm of misplaced lust and feelings.”


  “My mother didn’t abuse me.” He surprised himself by defending her for the first time he could remember since it all happened.


  “Let me rephrase. She abused her power over you,” Regina corrected herself. “But I’m getting ahead of myself. I want you to tell me more. This is after my office hours and we’re not on a time limit, we have as long as you want to talk.”


  “My dad knows a lot of people,” he grunted.


  “He doesn’t know me, but he represented one of my colleagues who is also a good friend, and I’m willing to help anyone who helped him. Now back to when you woke up.”


  “Yeah, I was just kind of overwhelmed with all of it. A naked woman in my bed. Older, sexy, beautiful, she’d just gotten me off and showed me how to do that for her.”


  “Not to interrupt, but that list of things you said didn’t include her being your mother. What was your awareness with that? Did you try to keep her just as a woman in your thoughts?”


  “Kind of. Not like I didn’t know who she was, and how wrong it was, but I guess I wanted to focus on the not fucked up part of things. I liked watching porn with older women so I tried to see it as just that.”


  “But in your retelling of that night you said she used the words mommy and mama.”


  “Yeah.”


  “You told her when she found her thong that you never thought of her before, was that true?”


  “Um, mostly?”


  “Can you elaborate on that?”


  “I knew she was hot, my friends said it all the time, and like I said I kind of had a thing for older women, Not just porn, but I liked looking at them. Had a couple of thoughts about some of my friend’s mothers.”


  “But never yours?”


  Nate began bouncing his knee nervously.


  “Look at it this way, you just told me what happened that night, why would saying there was something there already in your mind be too much to admit?”


  “Because…” He struggled to say it.


  “Okay, we can come back to that.” Regina waved her hand dismissively. “You woke up and were excited to be in bed with her.”


  “Not just in a sex way, but it felt good to hold her, and I liked the way she got kind of soft before we went to sleep, said she loved me, wanted me to say it back. Felt like it was more than just sex.”


  “Your love for her was as her son when you said it?”


  “I think so. She did something totally wrong to make me happy. A good mom would do anything for her son.”


  “But there was something in it for her, Nate.”


  “I got that. I needed to be with a woman and she wanted to be loved. Seemed like it made sense at the time because a good son always takes care of his mom like she does him.”


  “Those your words, or she put them there at some point?”


  “She said it.” His eyes narrowed. “But I think she was right.”


  “When you woke up, did you do anything or were you content to lay there?”


  Nate put his hand on his knee to physically stop himself from fidgeting. The image his story had conjured in his mind was intensely strong. He found himself surprised because he always blamed drinking or waking up still hung over and not quite right for how vivid his memories were and the effect they had on him.


  It was a chicken or egg situation. Nate felt his twisted infatuation and emotional pain concerning his mother had led to his drinking, but then the drinking itself seemed to enhance both his anger and his lust where she was concerned, and he’d often used it as an excuse to justify his feelings.


  But the fact he’d been sober for the past two weeks and felt as if what he’d just described had happened yesterday and not three years ago was a wakeup call to the fact the issue wasn’t a result of alcohol, but deep within himself.


  He had told the story with startling ease, and now that Regina had him thinking back on it, his mind was flooded with memories, and the conflicted feelings they inspired.


  “Nathan?” she prodded. “Am I being to pushy?”


  “No,” he closed his eyes, and could see his mother as clearly as if she were there. “As crazy as what happened was, I fell right to sleep, but…”


  *****


  Nate’s eyes opened and the first thing he became aware of was his raging hard on nestled into his mother’s soft ass. He still had his arm around her, his hand resting on her stomach.


  Her head rested on his right arm which was stretched out beneath her, and as his mind cast off the heavy curtain of sleep he could feel her entire body along his. At some point he’d bent his leg, slipping it between hers and the sensation of her warm lush thighs around his caused his already erect cock to twitch against her.


  Nate pushed himself harder into her, and lowered his head, smiling at the way her long hair tickled his cheeks as he nuzzled into her neck. Mom sighed in her sleep, but her breathing remained slow and steady.


  He reveled in the sensation of being wrapped around this gorgeous naked woman, and in his bed! More importantly after she had jerked him off all over her perfect tits, and let him finger her to her own loud orgasm.


  Nate released a soft moan when he couldn’t resist moving his hips and sliding his cock along the curve of his mother’s ass. He throbbed against his mother’s firm flesh and his hips now rocked, teasing himself by thrusting into her ass.


  He felt like a kid on Christmas morning, awake and dying for his parents to wake up so he could get to his present. Except in this case his present, his mother, was already unwrapped and he’d played with her for the first time.


  Now that he’d gotten a taste of what it was like to play with a woman, he was even more excited than when he just had dirty fantasies to get himself going.


  Nate gently kissed her shoulder, and smiled at the small whimper she made, but other than that, there was no reaction. He kissed her shoulder more firmly while sliding his hand up between her breasts.


  He used his face to move her hair, and when he kissed her neck, she murmured, “Hmm, that feels nice.”


  He kissed her neck once more, then playfully nibbled her earlobe. Mom giggled, and now that she was awake, he boldly grabbed her left breast, fondling it as he returned to kissing and gently sucking on her neck.


  Mom’s nipple stiffened against his palm, and she leaned her head back to give him better access to her neck. He moaned into her smooth flesh when he worked his hips harder into her ass which was now slick and sticky from his pre-cum.


  “Someone’s horny,” she whispered.


  “Because someone’s hot as hell,” he replied as he continued to fondle her heavy breast.


  “I’m tired, baby,” Mom told him, her voice thick with sleep and the after effect of too much drinking. “And my head hurts. How about you go back to sleep and I’ll wake you up with a fun surprise in the morning?”


  “Please?” he thrust his cock harder into her for emphasis.


  When she didn’t respond, he squeezed her breast harder and asked again. “Please mom? I really need it.”


  “I really need to sleep,” she mumbled sounding like she was almost there despite him playing with her breast.


  “You said you’d give me anything I want,” he reminded her. “Long as I want you.” He pushed his cock into her to prove his point. “I want you.”


  Mom was silent and he thought she fell asleep. Annoyed, he rolled over into his back to remove his excited cock from the source of said excitement.


  “Why did you move?” Mom asked. “I like you holding me.”


  “Because I’m horny and being that close isn’t helping,” he told her then slid his arm out from beneath her head so he could roll over on his side, putting his back to her.


  Mom whimpered and he felt the bed shift and a moment later she slid up behind him, her breasts pushing into his back.


  “Please don’t be mad at me,” she said in that strangely needy tone she’d used before they fell asleep.


  “I’m not mad, I just…” He shivered when she placed a soft kiss on the back of his neck. “That was the first time for anything for me, and I woke up and you feel so good, and I want more.”


  “Just being close to me isn’t enough?”


  “No,” he said, then quickly regretted it when he realized how harsh it sounded and felt her ease away from him. “I mean yeah, it feels great, but…”


  “You need more,” she said in a subdued tone. “You like me better when I’m bad.”


  “No, I…” Jesus, how was this becoming drama?


  “It’s okay, baby.” She grabbed his arm and tugged on it. “Roll over and Mama will take care of you.”


  He quickly rolled onto his back and she slid up next him, her hand dropping between his legs. Nate moaned when she gripped his cock.


  He turned his head and even as she stroked him he frowned at the way her eyes were only half open and what he could see of them were red. She didn’t look excited as she played with his cock, and her body was tense next to his.


  “Uh, you okay?” he asked.


  “I’m just fine, baby,” she said in a tone that implied she wasn’t. “Little tired, but my boy needs his Mama to be his dirty girl, and a good woman always takes care of her man.”


  Nate knew he might regret his next words, but forced himself to say the right thing.


  “If you really don’t want to, we can go back to sleep and I’ll…oh!”


  He released a sharp breath and his eyes widened when Mom curled over him so she was lying across his stomach, her back to him.


  “It’s okay, baby, after all, it’s what your Mama’s always done best. Now I’m doing it for my boy.”


  He moaned like an idiot when he felt his cock engulfed in her warm wet mouth. Mom bobbed her head slowly as she gripped his shaft at the base while she…


  Holy shit, he was getting his cock sucked!


  Mom sighed softly as she sucked him in a slow rhythm and added to his pleasure by cupping his balls with her free hand. Nate’s hands moved as well, his left going into her hair, and resting on the back of her head.


  His other hand roamed up and down the smooth skin of her back, then over the curve of her ass which he fondled while his mother continued to work his cock with her mouth.


  Nate groaned and sighed, relaxing into the bed as he enjoyed his first blow job. He could feel his mother’s soft lips as they slid over his hard flesh, and her warm tongue pressed to his shaft.


  She released him from her mouth and he squirmed, his hips rocking as she peppered the length of his cock with quick soft flicks of her tongue before tracing an exquisite circle around the sensitive ridge beneath his swollen head.


  She took him back into her mouth, this time her head moving faster and her fingers now gliding along his slick shaft, jerking him off while continuing to blow him. Nate’s hand slid further down, his fingers encountering her still wet slit between her thighs.


  Mom moaned around her mouthful of her son’s dick and lifted her leg to allow him to stroke her cunt. She whimpered when he came into contact with her clit and her sucking slowed as he rubbed her.


  He bent two of his fingers, managing to slide them into her and keep massaging her swollen button with another. His hips rocked faster, thrusting his cock into her willing mouth.


  Her hips were now moving as well, pushing back into his touch and fucking herself with his probing fingers. In his excitement, Nate had wrapped her hair into his fist and was pushing her head, forcing his cock deeper into her mouth.


  Mom didn’t object and the sloppy gurgling sounds she was now making caused his balls to tighten in her hand. Her head moved faster, and she was now taking his full length with each long suck.


  Despite the nasty gagging noises emanating from her, she was taking him with an ease that spoke to the fact she was an older woman with a skilled and experienced mouth, and added to his excitement.


  How many guys could say they’d gotten their first blow job from their mother? On the heels of that was a more disturbing thought of how many would even want that? That thought was quickly pushed aside as Mom picked up the pace even more, driving her head down faster and harder, impaling her mouth on his cock.


  His legs straightened and his thighs trembled as his balls grew tight and his cock felt so hard he thought he was going to explode. Mom tickled his sack lightly with her nails and Nate released a long low groan when he could no longer hold back.


  His cock erupted in his mother’s mouth. She released a high pitched whimper, but didn’t slow her sucking as he sent several long thick spurts of hot cum down her mature throat.


  Mom rubbed his balls and jerked his cock into her still moving mouth, working him for every drop he had. Nate whimpered and wiggled on the bed as his head, which felt like a raw never, was engulfed by the hot mess of his own load while his mother’s tongue swirled over and around it.


  “Stop,” he breathed, his hand pulling on her hair as she slurped noisily on his dick which had no more to give. “Please stop.”


  Mom eased him slowly from between her lips and he slumped into the bed, breathing hard and staring at the ceiling with a satisfied smile on his face. God that had felt amazing.


  His only complaint was he hadn’t been able to watch her suck him, but he was sure she’d let him next time.


  Next time.


  She’d promised him she’d take care of him whenever he needed it and just proved it. But as long as he took care of her and he realized that when he came he’d stopped moving his fingers both inside her and on her clit.


  He began to stroke her once more, but she pushed herself off him.


  “You don’t want me to…”


  “I’m fine,” she said quietly. “That was for you, honey.”


  Now that he’d come and thinking rationally – or as rationally as one could when you were naked and in bed with your mother – he once again picked up the not so happy tone in her voice.


  “It felt really good.” What was he supposed to say, “Hey, mom, thanks for the blow job?”


  “I’m glad.” She turned over onto her side with her back to him, not letting him getting a look at her face. “Sweet dreams, Nate.”


  Nate stared down at his wet and now only semi hard cock, then rolled onto his side and slipped his arm around her waist, trying to give her what she wanted. He kissed her shoulder then rested his head behind hers on her pillow.


  “Love you, Harley.” Another attempt to make her happy because he suddenly felt like a pushy asshole.


  “That wasn’t love in my mouth,” she mumbled.


  “What?” He’d heard her, but her words reaffirmed his last thought about himself.


  “I said I love you too,” she lied and he let it go. “I don’t know what time your father will head home, but it won’t be early. I’ll make you happy again in the morning, okay?”


  “We don’t have to do anything like that, Mom. Maybe we can go out for breakfast or something.”


  “That would be nice.” Her hand found his on her stomach. “I’d like that.”


  Feeling as if he’d somewhat redeemed himself, he kissed the top of her head. “Me too, love you, Mom.”


  “Right,” she sighed. “As mom.”


  “What do you mean?” he asked, but the only response was her slow steady breathing. Whether she had fallen asleep or was faking to end the conversation, Nate let it go, and closing his eyes, chose to forget the drama and go with the positive.


  He’d just been sucked off and come in a woman’s mouth.




  Chapter Four


  “You okay, Nate? You look troubled.”


  “I am troubled, why else would I be here?” he snapped.


  “Is there something about the story you just told me?” Regina ignored his remark.


  “Yeah,” he reluctantly agreed. “I didn’t remember that last part until I talked about it. Before I’d just think about the sex part.”


  “You said you felt pushy, do you look back and feel bad about it?”


  Nate furrowed his brow in thought.


  “A little, but she could have kept saying no. Not like I would have tried to make her.”


  “What did her comments mean to you? Or mean now?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “You don’t, or don’t want to say?”


  “I’m not here to lie to you.”


  “But we often lie to ourselves.” Regina tapped her pen to her lip. “But we can circle back. The next morning did anything happen?”


  “I woke up first, and she had rolled over and was on her stomach. I pulled the sheet back so I could see her and I remember just staring at her. I couldn’t believe how good she looked, and that there was a naked woman in my bed.”


  “Again, woman and not mother,” Regina noted. “Denial, and understandable.”


  “You want me to talk, but you keep interrupting,” Nate pointed out.


  “Sorry, just noting something I felt was important. Did your mother take care of you as she promised?”


  “She was still pretty out of it. I rubbed her back and touched her ass, but she barely moved.” Nate left out the fact he’d eased her leg over so he could get his hand between them and touch her pussy, but the only reaction he’d gotten was an unintelligible mumble.


  “I noticed it was nine and thought it was a good thing Mom was right about my father not coming home too early. I felt like a jerk about the first time I woke up and even though I really wanted to play with her, I decided to get out of bed and let her sleep.”


  “Her phone rang on the nightstand and it was dad, and I felt like someone kicked me in the stomach. I started looking for something to toss on and get out even though it was my room, but Mom sat up and asked me not to leave.


  “I pointed at the phone and she answered it. She sounded like a frog and dad must have asked if she had been drinking last night and she made a joke about really sucking them down.


  “She winked at me when she said it, but I didn’t want to hear them argue, and was backing away, but she lay back and spread her legs open, then she…” he closed his eyes so he wouldn’t have to see Regina looking at him. “…started playing with herself. Shoved her fingers inside and rubbed her clit.


  “I couldn’t stop staring and she patted the bed next to her. I should have left, I know I should have, but she looked so good, and the way she touched herself was so hot.


  “I lay on my side next to her and she shoved my hand between her legs, then grabbed me. I…I could hear my father’s voice through her phone, but she was jerking me off and my fingers were inside her, my thumb on her clit like she showed me.


  “Mom was asking dad how his conference was and when he was coming home. She sounded fine while she had my dick in her hand and I fingered her.


  “I don’t know what got into me, but I went from nervous to excited and next thing I know I’m sucking on her tit and ended up coming all over her stomach while she’s still talking.


  “She tells dad to hold on, mutes the phone, then comes for me, unmutes and goes back to chatting away with my load all over her. She says goodbye then asks me to wipe off her stomach and tells me dad is on his way and will be home in twenty minutes.


  “She gets up, grabs her robe then goes into her room like nothing happened.”


  “And you felt?”


  Nate rubbed at his eyes. “How I should have felt was ashamed. Fooling around with my own mother, and doing it with my father on the phone. Even if he was cheating like Mom said, that was an awful thing for her to do to him, and worse for it to be with me.”


  “You said should.” Regina frowned. “What did you feel instead?”


  “Thrilled,” he admitted quietly. “Back then I saw my father as hurting both of us so why shouldn’t we get even?”


  “You look back and see it as wrong now though?”


  Nate took a moment to answer and Regine waiting patiently as he struggled to acknowledge how he felt about it.


  “It was wrong to do it that way.”


  “Good answer, and…”


  Nate continued to reply over her response.


  “She should have divorced him and we could have been together and we wouldn’t have been cheating on him.”


  Regina jotted something down, giving a slight nod as she did.


  “You said the affair last close to two months. How often were the encounters?”


  “Just about every day.”


  Regina’s dark eyes widened behind the glasses.


  “Every day?”


  “Dad was up for senior partner. He was working a lot. His firm closed at five and he’d be there until seven. Then there were the nights he was later because he wasn’t working, he was playing. I got home from school by three and Mom was always home and waiting.”


  “Neither of you worried he’d come home early some day? Maybe because he was sick or could work from home?”


  “I did at first, and sometimes I’d say maybe we shouldn’t, but Mom was always ready and I could never say no to her.”


  “You’re saying she was in total control of it?That even if you didn’t want it, she pushed for it?”


  “I’d say so.” Nate shrugged. “But trust me, it didn’t take much. Even after we’d been fooling around for a couple of weeks and she would always tell me she was a sure thing, I couldn’t get her out of my head.”


  “I can imagine.”


  “My grades started slipping because it was hard to study. All I could think about was her waiting for me. I’d wonder what she’d be wearing, what we’d do, where we’d do it.”


  “Your father mentioned you were an exceptional tennis player, won quite a few tournaments and even the state finals for your age group.”


  “I was pretty good,” he said and added. “Back when I cared.”


  “Takes practice to be that good. Were you skipping that too?”


  “Not at first. Mom wanted me to keep playing because I loved it, and she probably figured I could make money some day and take care of us.”


  “Did she say that?”


  “No, but she was a gold digger with dad and that’s what she wanted from me too. My mother didn’t want to give up being able to stay home when she wanted and being able to spoil herself with whatever she wanted.”


  He could hear the edge in his voice, and could tell Regina picked up on it as well when she once again scribbled on her pad.


  “But one time practice ran an hour late and when I got home she was pissed off and said I was shut off that day.”


  “Like you were a married couple,” Regina mumbled with a grin.


  “But she was just wearing a thong and this white tank top with no bra. She looked so good I begged her to play.”


  “Did she cave?”


  “She…” Nate blinked as it occurred to him this was a memory he’d never replayed over the years, and he’d pretty much dreamt of all their encounters in that time. “She told me to suck on her toes and lick her feet and maybe she’d do something for me.”


  “Did you?”


  “I did, I licked her feet heel to toe like a damn dog while she moved her thong and played with herself in front of me. I was pissed, but I was so damn hard. She came and then told me I could fuck her feet and if I didn’t like it I could play with myself like she had to.


  “I was mad, but…Christ, even her feet were sexy and I did it. Couple hours later she slipped into the shower with me, told me I was such a good boy she changed her mind and let me fuck her against the shower wall.”


  “Again, no worry your father would show up?”


  “She locked the bathroom door in case, but it was a Friday night and Dad claimed he had dinner with the partners every Friday.”


  “Was that true?”


  “Mom said she tried to check with one of the other partners she’d known for a long time and he said dad was always there, but he was divorced because his wife caught him cheating and Mom insisted he was lying, that they all cover for each other.”


  “Do you think your father was cheating or was it just her excuse to get you to feel bad for her and to try and please her?”


  “He admitted it to me after everything went to hell.”


  “Must have been a tough time for all of you. I think you should have gotten help back then, Nate. You wouldn’t have spent all this time being tormented.”


  “My father couldn’t deal with anyone else finding out, even someone like you who’s never supposed to tell anyone.”


  “Maybe he thought he was protecting you in a way?”


  “No, it was his fucking ego. Holy shit, did you hear Rick Rivers’ wife was fucking his damn kid? What kind of loser has a family like that?” His lips curled into a sneer. “He was still pushing for that promotion and that would have been the end of it, so he didn’t do a damn thing for me.”


  “I understand your anger, but try to see it from his point of view. He was not only betrayed by his wife, but his son and in a way no one would ever expect.”


  “Whatever.” Nate waved his hand, but then slumped back into the chair. “I do get that more now though.”


  “Good that you do.”


  “He said that with Mom gone for good we’d get over it and move on.”


  “No word from your mother in three years, correct?”


  “Not a call, text, an e-mail or anything.”


  “How quickly did she leave?”


  “I never saw her after that night. She was gone in the morning, all her stuff still in her room.”


  “Is your father officially divorced?”


  “Yeah.”


  “So, he had to have contact with her to do that, no? If nothing else he had to find her to get her served.”


  Nate’s eyes narrowed.


  “He said he was able to do it because she abandoned us and she defaulted by not showing up for the court date after being MIA for a year.”


  “You say your mother is a gold digger, but she’d run from a chance to get alimony or a settlement?”


  “She had sex with her son. I don’t think she’d want that brought up in court.”


  “But neither would your father, and I imagine she’d know that as manipulating as she seemed.”


  “Well…”


  “She had no education past high school, no trade, not much of a job history and no money, yet she just ran off. How did she think she was going to live? Family?”


  “Mom never talked about her family, I think things weren’t good there.” Nate flashed a nasty smirk. “As for money, she’s a goddamn hooker, she makes her living on her back and knees.”


  “Possibly.”


  “No possibly! You want to see her website and her come fuck me for a price ads?”


  “Easy, Nate.” Regina spoke in a soothing tone. “You may be right, but…”


  “But what?”


  “I’ve seen a lot of marriages and homes broken over sexual issues. Because of the nature of the problem.” She pointed to him with her pen. “Which you called out when you said your mother would never want to stand there in court and admit what she did, nor would your father, people at times do some extreme things to make bad things go away.”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about. My father found out what was going on and told Mom to get the fuck out and she did, but all the way out.” He moved his fingers down the arm of the chair. “Just ran away from it.” He swallowed and added in a softer tone, “She was supposed to take me with her.”


  It was Regina’s turn to become silent, her pen to her lips and eyes focused on nothing as she appeared lost in thought.


  “Can we call this quits for now?”


  “No, I promised your father that I would spend as much time as I need to tonight.”


  “Because the more sessions the more chance someone finds out his loser kid is in therapy.” He laughed nastily. “Should have known good old Rick was full of shit acting like this is about me.”


  “He cares, Nate, and he knows he waited too long to get you here and you’re in a bad way, so we’re going to try and get to the root of this quickly.”


  “My mother’s the root of this, kind of obvious.”


  “If you think she’s the only issue, then it’s not obvious to you.”


  “I…”


  “Let’s go back to the weeks you and your mother were lovers. What did you do?”


  “What do you mean? We did what people do when they have sex, we just happened to be related.”


  “Tell me about it.”


  “You want me to give you a blow by blow of every damn blow?”


  “Clever,” Regina laughed. “But no, not every time, but you were very detailed in your first encounter and in so doing brought up some things you weren’t recalling until now. I’d like you to tell me more, even if it’s just quick descriptions that could jog more forgotten feelings.”


  “I don’t know.”


  Regina rose from behind her desk and walking over to the small fridge by the couch bent down to open it. Nate reaffirmed his initial impression she was a milf, or possibly a cougar because he hadn’t noticed a ring on her finger.


  Her gray skirt only reached her mid-thigh and was pretty damn tight. Her legs were long, toned and ended in a pair of black heels with a strap around the ankle. When she bent to remove two bottles of water, the snug fitting skirt showed off a fine ass.


  Regina straightened and coming back to him handed him one of the waters, then grabbing her clip board went over to the couch.


  “Hope you don’t mind, but since we’re going to be here a while I’d like to get out from behind the desk.” She put the bottle of water down on the table in front of it, then removed her blazer.


  “Sorry, been wearing this thing since eight this morning and they lower the AC after hours.”


  “No problem.” Nate took in the silky sleeveless top she had beneath it which exposed her smooth tanned shoulders and called attention to her impressive chest.


  Regina finished ‘getting comfortable by removing the clip from her hair and shaking it out. Her long light brown hair flowed down past her shoulders and when she added the final touch of taking her glasses off and setting them down on the table, giving him a clear view of her beautiful blue eyes Nate felt as if he’d stumbled into a porn clip.


  That feeling grew when she leaned over, giving him enough of a view down her shirt to see the black lace of her bra. She undid the straps around her ankles and with a sigh of relief slid her shows off.


  “New shoes and I think I’ve suffered long enough,” she explained as she crossed her legs.


  Nate’s gaze rested on her toes which like her finger sported a French manicure and couldn’t help thinking Regina was as hot, if not hotter, than Rose and the other women he’d paid the last few months.


  “I’m not usually this casual, but also not usually here this late,” she told him. “Besides this is kind of an unofficial official visit so I figure I can be a little less professional, no?”


  “Whatever you want,” he replied, but made sure to keep his eyes on her face so he wouldn’t be distracted by the rest of her.


  Now that he had a full view of her, she reminded him of his mother even more. Big tits, long legs toned legs, nice round ass and great hips, the kind you could get a good grip on while fucking her doggy.


  The deep tan added even more to the resemblance. His mother lived by the pool in the summer, especially that regrettable, yet unforgettable, summer she was showing off for her boy any chance she could.


  “What I want is for you to tell me about the things you did with your mother, and what the tone was.”


  “Tone?” He had heard her, but stalled to try to get his mind off how much she looked like the source of the problem she was here to solve.


  “Was it always nasty talk and dirty games? Was it ever sweet? Or was sweet what you were afterwards? Did she punish you often like the time you told me about with making you worship her feet?”


  Regina pointed down to the floor as she asked the question, causing him to follow her finger and look at her bare feet. They were as sexy as the rest of her and made him think of the times he’s slid his cock between his mothers.


  “Never sweet,” he told her in a subdued tone while shifting his gaze down to the floor to avoid looking at her. She was a damn therapist, not one of the women from Classy Companion, or his mother.


  “Not even your first time?”


  “It was supposed to be, she promised it would be.” Nate’s throat tightened. “She lied, and was the way she always was. I tried but…no.” He released a long breath. “I don’t want to talk about it.


  “Then let’s leave that one for now, tell me about the rest of it.” She put her hand up, and wrapping her fingers in her hair, twirled it back and forth as she switched legs, now crossing the left over the right. She slowly kicked her leg, and he couldn’t help watching as she did.


  Both the leg kick and her playing with her hair were things his mother did back them and she even featured them in her videos. The one “Detention with Mommy” featured her as a teacher who had sat on the edge of her desk, performing both moves as her student who happened to be her son sat in the front row, ogling her.


  Nate took a long pull from the cold bottle of water and noted his hands shaking, something that had happened several times over the previous two weeks, but he had a feeling Regina unknowingly imitating his mother had something to do with it.


  “Would you like a drink, Nate?”


  “Huh?” He lifted the water. “I have one.”


  “Maybe something stronger?”


  “What are you talking about?”


  Regina leaned over and to her right, opening the drawer of the small table next to it. Nate’s eyes widened when she produced a bottle of Old Grand Dad. While he stared at it, she produced a glass.


  “You were open to talking before, but now you’re getting nervous and holding back.” She opened the bottle and poured a couple of inches of the bourbon into the glass.


  Nate couldn’t help licking his lips as he stared at the amber liquid that he swore he could already taste. But…no, this was some fucked up test, probably one her father put her up to.


  “I thought you were supposed to be helping me?” Even as he spoke his eyes remained on the glass. “You know I have a problem that I’m trying to quit.”


  “Being forced to quit, it’s not like you actually want to.” Regina lifted the glass, offering it to him. “I won’t tell if you won’t.”


  “This…is fucked up.” He shook his head. “You can’t do this. You’re a doctor.”


  “You’re right about all that.” Regina nodded, but brought the glass to her own lips and took a long swallow that sent an aching need through him, both for the drink and how her drinking made her even more like his mother.


  “But…” She released a sharp breath. “Wow, that’s nasty, must be an acquired taste. Anyway, like many of my colleagues over the years I’ve learned that sometimes unorthodox situations require the same type of solution.”


  She lifted the glass, and this time tilted her head and knocked the rest back as if doing a shot, and with an ease that was just so…her. Regina blinked, her brown eyes wide and this time whistled.


  “Couple more of these I’d be on my ass.” She tapped the bottle with a long nail. “Your mother could handle her liquor.”


  “Yeah.” he whispered while staring at the red lipstick on the glass. Another reminder of Mom, and his mind drifted to where else his mother’s lipstick ended up smeared all over.


  “And you were her licker, weren’t you Nate?”


  He was taken aback by the blatantly crude remark, but at the same time it invoked the memory of just that, him eagerly devouring his mother’s pussy was she gripped his hair while telling him to make her come.


  “I was, and it was wrong.”


  “Was it?”


  “Of course it was.”


  “Did it feel wrong at the time?”


  “I…no, I mean kind of, but…”


  “Mama had what you needed and unlike those mean girls that teased you, she was happy to give it to you, wasn’t she?”


  “A good mother takes care of her boy.” he repeated in a distant tone as Regina poured more into the glass.


  “And a good boy does the same for his Mama.” Regina gave him a smile that was unprofessional as her taking a shot and current line of questioning. “You were good to each other, weren’t you?” she asked while extending the glass to him once more.


  “I told you enough, and I’m sure my father filled you in.” Nate clenched his fists in order to not accept the drink.


  “I need to hear it from you, and like I said, when you tell me there’s things I’ll hear that you don’t think mean anything.”


  “It was all kinds of sex.” He switched to clasping his hands together, and watched his suddenly unethical therapist knock back the second drink making him think she wasn’t as much of an amateur as she was letting on. “And a lot of it. You keep saying you’ve heard everything, so just think everything.”


  “Mama had no limits?” Regina’s eyes were much brighter than before and her cheeks were flushing. She not only looked like Mom, but was acting like her as well. “Wanted to make sure there was nothing you could get from some young slut that you couldn’t get from her?”


  “I think she said that a few times.”


  “Even the back door?” Regina smiled, and briefly pushed the tip of her pink tongue out between her teeth. “Best mom ever, if she did, right?”


  “She was mother of the year if we’re just talking sex.”


  “Then let’s talk sex.” Regina picked up the bottle again, but instead of pouring another glass, offered it to him. “This better?”


  “Regina…”


  “Oh, wait, how about this?” She reached back into the drawer and his jaw dropped when she produced the silver flask his father had taken from him…and said he’d thrown away. “Would you like me to pour some into this?”


  Without waiting for a reply, Regina unscrewed the cap and tilting the bottle poured it into the flask. She did it with deliberate slowness and kept going until it was full. She put the cap back on the flask and held it up.


  “You know you want to, Nate, and as much as I know it’s not right on the surface I need you to go back to that time, and to do that you’re going to have to do what you did when you saw those women, and that’s loosen up enough to do it.”


  “My father will kill me.”


  “I’ll deal with him. You’re my patient and he told me to do whatever it takes. After this one time, I’ll put you in touch with someone who runs a great twelve step program, keep you on the path to being sober and able to maintain it. But for now…” She shook the flask enticingly. “Last call.”


  Feeling like a drowning man going down for the last time, Nate accepted it. Before he could change his mind he opened the flask and took several long swallows.


  “Easy, honey, I want you to loosen up, not pass out,” Regina chided him.


  The honey wasn’t lost on him, nor was the slight slur she displayed in the word “pash”.


  He lowered the flask, took a deep breath, then one more long pull before screwing the cap back on. Nate closed his eyes, enjoying the familiar and oh so comfortable hot trail the liquor left down his throat and throughout his body.


  “That better?”


  “Much.” He was already unscrewing the cap and quickly took another swallow before she could tell him not to. “This helps.” He grinned as he could already feel himself getting lightheaded and developing that delightfully fuzzy feeling he’d spent any waking hour he wasn’t working in the last few months.


  “For me too.” She giggled, sending a shiver through him. “Nice to let my own guard down. Now go ahead Nate, tell me all about your good mother being her baby’s bad girl.”




  Chapter Five


  Emboldened by liquid courage as well as a strange urge to brag to a woman he was seeing more as an attractive milf than a therapist – and with a resemblance to his milf that was getting stronger by the minute – Nate took a breath and proceeded to give Regina a highlight reel of he and his mother’s twisted sexual escapes.


  Nate pictured the encounters as he described them starting with one of the ones he thought of most often. Coming home from school on the Monday after that fateful Friday night when she’d first claimed him as hers.


  His mother by the pool, and with their neighbors at work, topless. She was on her stomach and Nate had stood there staring at her long, supple, and tanned form. Her hair pinned up, he took in the smooth bronzed skin of her back, her amazing and adorably plump ass and those long legs.


  He thought she was asleep, but she knew he was there and asked him to put tanning oil on her. Nate straddled her and worked his way down her body, rubbing the slick oil into her shoulders and back, then her firm ass and down her legs, even massaging it into her feet.


  He was so hard it bordered on painful, especially when she asked him to move her bikini to the side and play with her “hot cunt.” He eagerly did as she asked, plunging his fingers deep inside her wet slit and using his thumb on her clit.


  Mom came fast and hard, moaning his name as her hips bucked and she wiggled and squirmed under the power of her orgasm. She rolled onto her back and told him to strip for her.


  He did, and loved the way she licked her lips at the sight of his raging hard on. He oiled her up from the bottom to the top, starting at the tops of her feet and traveling up her legs to her lush inner thighs.


  He worked it into her soft stomach then took his time rubbing it into her incredible tits. Mom told him he’d earned a treat and had him straddle her. She wrapped her slick, glistening tits around his cock and he moved his hips, fucking them.


  Mom teased him by first flicking her tongue over his head each time he thrust through her warm sun kissed flesh, then giving just his tip a hard suck from time to time. Nate came as quickly as she did, spraying a huge load all over her upper chest, neck and breasts.


  The fun wasn’t over as she told him to jump into the pool. When he did she sat on the edge of it, her legs in the water and after removing her bikini bottom lay back and told him to give her a real kiss.


  Nate’s first time going down on her couldn’t have been hotter. The warm sun on his exposed shoulders, the cool water caressing the rest of him. His mother’s bare feet on his shoulders and hearing her soft sighs and whimpers as he explored her tight mature peach with his eager tongue.


  In her excitement, she opened like a flower for him, her lips spreading under his tongue. He shoved it inside her, moaning at the sticky sweet taste of her juices. His nostrils filled with the mixed scent of tanning oil and his mother’s cunt, and his cock was hard beneath the water.


  He forced himself to take his time, keeping his licks and sucks slow and teasing, and the way her hips moved, working her hot flesh into his face had his own hips moving in the pool.


  He focused on her clit, and within minutes, his mother’s thighs clenched around his face and her hips bucked wildly, smearing her sticky cunt all over her son’s face and tongue.


  She slipped into the water with him, and leaning against the pool, had him put his back against her. He did, letting himself relax as his mother reached around and fondled his balls while jerking him beneath the water.


  She gently kissed his shoulder, his neck, nibbled at his ear, while her wet breasts crushed into his back. He was so relaxed he closed his eyes as she gave him a deliciously slow hand job.


  When his hips began to move and his moans growing louder, she told him to turn around and when he did, ducked under the water. He gasped when he felt her take him into her mouth.


  Between blowing him, jerking him with her fingers and fondling his balls, his mother made him come in less than a minute, filling her mouth while she held her breath under the water.


  After that they went into the house and to her bed where she set the alarm and like Friday night, they fell asleep in a sweet embrace. This time with him on his back with her nestled into him, her arm over his waist and her leg draped over his.


  As he spoke, the images spun through his mind and from his lips like a Porn Hub compilation of taboo hits. Many of these involved his mother’s increasingly risky game of screwing with him when his father was nearby.


  The blow job he’d dreamed of the night he got his ass arrested where she sucked him off while his father was outside, barely a few steps from the window Nate watched him through.


  The hand job she’d given him under the table while his father – as usual – paid more attention to his phone than anything he or mom were saying. The foot job he’d gotten when Mom stretched out on the couch and put her feet in his lap.


  While his father sat in his recliner watching TV, Nate had slowly, teasingly slid his cock through his mother’s feet beneath the blanket she had over them until with a suppressed moan, he came between her soft soles and teasing toes.


  Mom on her knees, blowing him behind the kitchen counter as Dad watched football in the living room. Near the end, Mom’s daring had overcome Nate’s nerves and with Dad on the back porch, he’d bent her over the kitchen table, lifted her dress and fucked her as they both watched the back of his head where he sat on the bench just outside the window.


  Nate lying on the couch out of sight as Mom slowly rode him while resting her forearms on the window sill and talking to his father who was fixing the front railing. She’d blown him a kiss as her son came, filling her with the results of his taboo desire.


  In addition to the sneaky sex games, mom would often stand behind his father and flash him, lifting her blouse to expose her tits, or flipping her skirt up to show her son she wasn’t wearing any panties, and the pussy that was his anytime they had the time.


  That was what went on with his father home. When he wasn’t, his mother was insatiable, more than once when they had the entire night, she wore him out to the point his last load was little more than a dribble and he could barely stay hard no matter how long she sucked him before fucking him.


  Mom made good on her promise of being his dirty girl and not just the way she put out. She wore lingerie for him, everything from cute and simple baby doll nighties to fishnets and garter belts.


  Fuck me heels, trashy make up and even wore a school girl outfit for him once, complete with her hair in pig tails. She’d don soft gloves to touch him with, different colored wigs, would at times talk in a little girl voice rather than the full blown porn star role she usually played.


  She worked hard to get him hard then use him until his balls were completely drained, and in ways he’d never even thought of. But during that time three things were a certainty, and two of them should have been enough to stop him.


  His mother was always drunk, if not when they started, she would be by the time she finished because she’d have her silver flask on the night stand and drink from it in between rounds.


  She always brought up Dad in her dirty talk, calling him a cheat, asking him how his whore wife looked blowing and fucking his son as if he were there watching, and always with a venom that should have disturbed him, but he was so under her taboo spell that he found it exciting.


  The one constant that he never saw an issue with was how after they’d collapse on the bed, sweaty, exhausted, sexually depleted and satisfied, she’d let him be sweet with her.


  They’d kiss softly, hold each other, gently caressing one another’s body, but with their lust sated, slow and affectionately. They’d fall asleep close and Nate enjoyed holding her as much as he did fucking her.


  His mother was the best of all worlds, she was beautiful, sexy, an absolute wild cat when it came to sex, and as loving as a girlfriend afterwards. Beyond all that, she was still his mother; a mother with benefits.


  That was how he saw it, but he found himself wondering about how she saw the situation. The fucking and dirty play she was always all in on, but again, always in some form of inebriated state.


  The sweet afterglow she enjoyed, and thoroughly at the start, but near the end, and like she had the night he’d felt like an ass, pushing her to satisfy him, he’d feel her shoulders tremble and hear her crying softly when she thought he was sleeping.


  Nate had begun to wonder if everything was just for him, or maybe not for him, but as literally, the mother of all revenge on his father. Or the drinking, as the effects wore off was she…


  “Let’s stop on that.” Regina held her hand up. “The last part was very telling. First, you’re saying you saw her as the perfect woman?”


  “She was far from perfect,” he disagreed. “Perfect people don’t have a drinking problem and for that matter don’t seduce their sons.”


  “That’s how you feel now. Back then you were enjoying your time with her. More important is you didn’t see her just for sex, you liked the closeness, even mentioned the word girlfriend.”


  “Typical one, lied to me, used me and stuck it in my back.” He took a swig from the flask. “Mother of all bitches.”


  “Again, now she is. Let’s address your comment about not being sure what she felt. You were falling for her and…”


  “I was not!’ He hissed angrily.


  “You were,” Regina countered. “If you want to think she was playing you, that’s one thing, but don’t deny where your feelings were at the time.”


  “Whatever.” He took another drink.


  “You laid out all the possibilities as well. Alcoholism, revenge, and what could be seen as a woman who felt she lost her husband, and in desperation crossed a line to ensure she’d never lose her son.”


  “Lost me though.” He waved his hand. “No, she didn’t lose me, she left me.”


  “Her tears were probably from that I’d surmise.” Unlike him, Regina had easily slipped back into professional mode and showed no ill effects of the two drinks, another affirmation she was no stranger to hard liquor.


  “What? Using me?”


  “Yes, and demeaning herself for you.”


  “I never asked her to act the way she did.”


  “It’s what she figured a young man would want, and…” Regina frowned. “This is supposition based on prior cases, but being your mother was younger and as much of a showpiece to your father as she was a wife and mom it’s possible your mother felt sex was all she was good for so why not use everything she had to make you hers?”


  “The whole internet knows how good she is at sex now.” He made a disgusted sound. “I think the wigs and outfits were all practice for her because she does a lot of that shit in her movies.”


  “Or a return to form.”


  “I’m buzzed, but not trashed, you said something like that before.”


  “I have a feeling there is more to your mother than your father told you, which I could understand, but he was vague with me as well, and without all the pieces it’s hard to solve a puzzle.”


  “Are you saying my mother might have been a hooker before my father?”


  “Not outright, but maybe sex was always her way to get whatever she needed.” Regina shrugged, calling attention to her large breasts beneath the silky top. Damn, he bet they were amazing.


  Nate looked at the flask. That thought should be a sign he had too much and on that note he promptly took another sip.


  “Let’s put guessing aside. I notice that when you went into your montage of your mother being your personal taboo porn star, you left something important out.”


  “What’s that?”


  “You mentioned it just before I gave you the flask.”


  “You mean that back door crack.” His eyes narrowed. “You mentioned that. But if you need to know, she let me do that to her a couple of times when she was really plastered.” He laughed. “Couldn’t do that with dad in the house, she squealed like a pig.” His lips turned into a sneer. “Like the pig she was.”


  “I’d say TMI, but we’re past that point.” Regina sighed. “But what I meant was you skipped over the most important event, the first time.”


  “I told you that when I first got here. Those two drinks get to you?”


  “Don’t be rude, Nathan.” She rolled her eyes. “I mean the first time you had sex.”


  “Oh.” His jaw clenched in anger and he waited a few seconds for it to pass before he answered. “Not talking about that.”


  “You said she promised it would be nice, but it wasn’t.”


  “I said…”


  “We don’t leave until you tell me.” She cut him off with a firm no nonsense tone. “Your father said this takes as long as it takes and just so you know? He’s not coming for you until I call him.”


  ‘“Real nice,” he muttered. “Like you’re fixing this in one meeting.”


  “Fix? No, but get on the right path of fixing it is what tonight is about.”


  “Why do we need to talk about that one time? The other stuff wasn’t enough?”


  “You weren’t upset about the other encounters.” She gestured to the flask. “Have another drink.”


  “I repeat, real nice,” he muttered, but was unable to resist another taste.


  He eyed her over the flask and if there was any doubt he needed to be here it was erased by his reaction to her. Seeing her as his mother the way he saw Rose and the others. That last point was driven home when Regina once again crossed her long legs and his gaze ran from her perfect toes up the length of her legs to linger on the amount of thigh the move exposed as it caused her skirt to ride up higher.


  “You look like you want to talk,” she told him in a soft tone.


  “You really think it will help? Like right away?”


  “If this goes where I think it will, I assure you that I can make you feel much better before you leave.” She put her hand over her heart. “Cross my heart.”


  Her hand lingered on her breast and the way he wanted it to be his hand and without the blouse between him and her, he nodded.


  “Okay, after we’d played a few times I asked her when we could have sex because I really wanted to be with her. Mom said my father was going to be out of town for some conference in Chicago and that Friday night would be the night.


  “I asked her if she could be sober and she said she was no fun that way. I told her I wanted her to be her, and I wanted our first time to be special.”


  He gave a rueful smile.


  “She laughed at me, and I should have known it was never going to happen, but I kept going saying I wanted it to be like we were after we fooled around, nice and sweet and loving.


  “She gave me a look, then promised me what I wanted, that if her baby wanted to make love to his mother then that’s what we’d do. Should have known she was lying.”


  “Tell me about it,” Regina prodded. “I won’t ask you tell me anything else from that time in detail, deal?”


  “Can I go after I do? This has been a lot already?”


  “If you want to.”


  “That’s a yes then,” he said, relieved.


  But the feeling was short lived as he now had to recount the night his mother had cast the first doubt in his mind about what her feelings were towards them being anything but forbidden fuck buddies.


  *****


  Nate’s heart pounded with a mixture of nerves and anticipation as he made his way down the hall towards his parent’s bedroom. He’d had tennis practice and after that had to make good on his promise to help Greg move into his dorm room at RIC.


  They’d gotten something to eat and it was after seven. The entire time all he’d thought of was this was the night his mother had promised they would consummate their relationship, and she would officially ‘make a man out of him.’


  He’d forced himself not to act needy and send her a bunch of texts. His patience was rewarded when his mother sent him a text at five asking him to message her when he’d be on his way home.


  When he told her he would be there in a half hour her reply of “Meet me in my room, baby. Your mama can’t wait to love you!”


  Nate regretted having to delete the text, but even though there was no reason for his father to look at his phone, he knew he shouldn’t be keeping anything like that. Just like he’d deleted the pics his mother had sent him of her tits and the one of her playing with herself in front of a mirror.


  He was sure every boy got those messages from their mom.


  He arrived to a note on table for him to take a shower, and she would be waiting for him. She added that all he needed to be wearing when he came in was a towel and a smile and added a winking emoji.


  That’s all he was wearing and he was rock hard beneath the towel tied around his waist as he reached her door. He knocked and added the requested smile to his ensemble when she called out,“Come in my love!”


  My love…his heart soaring and his cock throbbing, he entered the room.


  It was the end of August and beginning to get dark a little earlier, and with the blinds down, the room was dark except for the flickering light of a candle placed on each of the night stands.


  “Hmm, there’s my boy,” Mom purred from where she sat on the bed, then smiled. “Or should I say, my man?”


  His excitement grew when he took in the short silk red robe she wore, and when she stood, it opened to expose a matching lace bra, and thong. His eyes roamed over her, starting with her long hair not only down, but she’d styled it so her face was framed by several long curls.


  Her make-up was light other than her lips which were coated in the same crimson as the lingerie. She wore a red choker around her neck with a heart pendent dangling from it and the French cut bra could barely contain her breasts and as she slowly walked over to him the exposed inner half of her breasts jiggled fetchingly.


  The cups of the bra were lace, and even in the dimly lit room he could make out the shadow of her nipples. Likewise, the patch of material between her thighs hinted at her neatly trimmed pubic hair and the sweet slit beneath it.


  Her long tanned legs ended in red fuck me heels that featured black straps around her ankles. Despite the fact he’d seen her fully naked, and multiple times, her appearance in the lingerie was still nothing short of stunning.


  “You look so beautiful,” he whispered.


  “Looking pretty good yourself.” Mom took his hands in hers and made a show of looking him up and down. “Good enough to eat.” She punctuated that remark by sucking on her lower lip.


  She walked slowly backward, holding his hands and leading him towards the bed.


  “Did you think of me all day?”


  “Oh, yeah,” he breathed. “I can’t wait to be with you.”


  “Be with me.” Mom giggled and he felt the first twinge of something not being right. “You mean fuck me?”


  “I mean love you, like you said in that text.”


  His mother had reached the bed, her legs against the edge of it, and releasing his hands, slid her arms around his neck.


  “I was sober when I said that.” She laughed as she turned around the familiar joke.


  Now that she was right in front of him he could see how bright her eyes were and beneath her Coco Chanel perfume he could pick up the strong scent of whiskey.


  “You want to give your mama a kiss?” The smile she flashed as she looked up at him was slightly crooked and his heart began to sink.


  But she closed her eyes and parted her red lips, and she still looked so good, especially the way her bronzed skin glowed in the warm light of the candles. Nate’s hands slipped into her robe to rest on her hips and his lips pressed to hers.


  Mom cooed happily as they kissed, but when her lips parted and her tongue entered his mouth, he could taste the booze on it.


  He broke the kiss, and dropped his hands from her hips.


  “What’s wrong?” Mom asked. “You nervous?”


  The word ended in ‘sh’ and Nate felt both his elation, and his erection, fade.


  “You told me you wouldn’t drink tonight.”


  “Seriously?” Mom put her hands up. “You don’t want to fuck me because I had a few?”


  “Stop saying that!” he snapped at her. “I don’t want to fuck you! I wanted this to be…”


  “Special,” Mom laughed. “You know, I hate to sound like your father, but you sound more like a girl than a man right now.”


  Nate looked away, his face flushing in both embarrassment and anger.


  “But all this Hallmark crap aside, a woman doesn’t seduce their son without a little liquid courage.”


  “Bullshit, you can’t breathe these days without being blitzed.” Nate took a step back from her.


  “Little preachy for someone who comes in his mother’s mouth, and begs her to have sex with him.”


  Her comment left him without an answer, both because of how nasty she sounded, and the fact she had a damn good point. She turned from him and sliding open the nightstand drawer, removed her ever present flask and took a long pull from it.


  She then offered it to him.


  “Here, you could use a little something to get the pole out of your ass.”


  “I’m only 18,” he said lamely.


  “You can die in the military at 18, vote at 18, and fuck younger than that. Why shouldn’t you have a drink?”


  “No.” He shook his head.


  “Fine.” This time she didn’t just drink from it, she tilted her head back and chugged. She capped it and dropping it back in the drawer, pointed to him.


  “What do you want to do, Nate? You want to fuck me, or you want to jack off while having a pity party about your feelings?”


  “You don’t have to be nasty,” he said softly. “I just want to be good to you.” He knew he’d regret it, but added. “Treat you like someone I love, not some cheap slut.”


  Mom’s lips parted, then closed, and her eyes not only softened, but just before she spun away from him he saw she was tearing up. She walked along the length of the bed, and stopped.


  Her shoulders rose and fell as she took several deep breaths, and when she spoke it was with her back still to him.


  “That’s sweet Nate, it really is, but I’d rather be treated like a slut.”


  “But…”


  “I’m better at it because it’s what I am.” Mom slid the robe over her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor and leaving him staring at her ass as the thong which was nothing more than string between her firm cheeks.


  “So you choose, take me the way I am and have a good time with your bad girl, or go find some girl who would love to be treated like she’s special.”


  As disheartened as he was, the longer he stared at her in the lingerie and heels the more his cock regained interest under the towel.


  “You can walk out of this room still a virgin or you can stay and have your first time be with a hot older woman.” She reached back and he swallowed as she unhooked her bra. “She’s a little tipsy, a lot nasty, but she’ll be the best you ever had.”


  She turned and walked back up to him while sliding the straps of the bra down her arms.


  “What do you want, Nate? Lovemaking and sweet nothings, or getting your cock sucked and fucking your mother’s brains out?”


  She grabbed his hand and brought it to her chest putting his fingers on the middle of her bra. She shrugged, and his eyes followed the bounce of her amazing breasts.


  “Can…can you be a little nicer?” He spoke in a barely audible whisper.


  “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Mom sighed, then without warning, yanked the towel from around his waist.


  Before he could react, she had his cock in her hand, and after sitting on the bed, took it into her mouth.


  “Oh…” he groaned as his semi hard cock swelled in her persuasive mouth. “Not fair,” he breathed. “So not fair.”


  Mom giggled around his already fully erect cock, and once again put his hand on her bra. Unable to resist, Nate pulled it down, and she straightened her arms so he could remove it from her.


  Letting it fall, his hands went to her breasts, fondling them as she rapidly bobbed her head. Even with this she wasn’t interested in going slow, but instead repeatedly and forcefully deep throating him.


  She gagged each time his swollen head hit the back of her throat, and succumbing to his lust, he gripped her long hair, wrapping it around his fist and thrusting his hips. Mom made a sloppy gurgling sound as she stopped moving and let her son roughly fuck her mouth.


  She’d blown him before, but he’d always remained still other than near the end, but now angry at her behavior, he thrust hard and fast, pounding his dick into her mouth, treating her like the slut she claimed she wanted to be.


  Her eyes, watering from choking on his cock, turned up to meet his and he felt another surge of frustration. Couldn’t not drink for one night, even after she promised. Couldn’t be sober for a night she knew he wanted to be special.


  But what the hell did he care? Like she said, he could slink back to his room still a loser or he could dip his cock into his mother’s willing cunt and finally get what he’d been dreaming of since he was old enough to know what sex was.


  Mom put her hands on his thighs and pushed, and thinking he’d gone too far, he stopped moving. She released his cock in a spray of pre cum laced drool, and pushing it up to his stomach, lowered her head and noisily slurped on his balls.


  His hand tightened in her hair as she licked and sucked his sac, bathing his balls with rapid flicks of her tongue while moaning like the porn star she resembled. Her skilled tongue worked along the underside of his shaft, feathering it with soft rapid licks.


  She angled her head, nuzzling her cheek into his cock like a kitten, she turned her head, smearing his sticky and glistening cock into the other cheek. Angling her head, she took him between her lips and moved side to side, sliding his length between her soft flesh.


  She released him and giggled. “Didn’t know I could play the harmonica did you?” She cut off any reply to her bad joke by slurping him back into her mouth. She resumed her at assault on her own face as she once again took him down to his balls with each sloppy suck.


  His moaning grew louder as she continued her relentless blow job, and the idea entered his mind she might be trying to get him off so he’d forget about sex for now. Grabbing her shoulders, he hauled her to her feet.


  Mom’s groaned as his cock slid from her mouth causing a thick line of slobber to slide down her chin and splash all over her tits. She smiled through the mess around her lips and leaned in to kiss him.


  Nate surprised himself by shoving her backwards, causing her to fall onto the bed.


  “Oh, I like that!” she purred. “Look at you manning up and taking charge.” She smirked up at him. “Hope for you yet.”


  She laughed, then yelped when he shoved her again, putting her onto her back. He crawled up onto the bed and shoved her legs open so he could get between them. Grabbing the sides of her thong, he yanked it down so roughly one of the sides snapped.


  “Yes!” Mom exclaimed, her eyes alight with lust and excitement in addition to whiskey. “Take what you want, baby! Make this whore yours.”


  Nate pulled the thong from her feet, and gripping her behind her knees, bent her legs back. He slid his cock through the length of her wet slit, then moaned when she reached between her legs and grabbed him.


  She worked him back through the soft folds of her pussy, then eased his head between them. At the first sensation of sinking into her hot flesh, Nate thrust his hips and drove the full length of his cock inside her.


  “Oh fuck!” they cried out in unison, but Nate was too far gone in his desire to even notice.


  He moaned as for the first time his cock was engulfed by his mother’s warm wet heat. He remained still, reveling in the sensation of her tight cunt embracing his hard cock.


  “Oh,” Mom groaned. “You’re so thick.” She squirmed on the bed and he could feel her spreading around his invading flesh. She moved her hips, trying to work him deeper into her, but Nate solved the problem by rearing back and slamming himself back into her.


  The way mom cried out caused him to lose control and he tore into her, fucking her with long strokes enhanced by the full strength of his hips.


  “Deep, deep!” Mom squealed, her eyes rolling back. “Oh, oh, oh!”


  Nate fucked her as hard and fast as he could, loving the way she yelped and whimpered each time he plunged balls deep into her. He shifted his grip to her ankles, and leaned forward.


  Mom’s squeals went up an octave when she was now staring up at her feet, her ass in the air as he had her bent like a pretzel. Nate couldn’t help smiling as he battered her prone pussy with his cock.


  This was it! He was doing it! Fucking a woman and not just fucking, but really putting it to…his mother.


  “That’s it!” she breathed, her glazed eyes on his. “Fuck me! Fuck your nasty Mama! Make her take her boy’s big cock! Make her yours!”


  She slipped her arms along her legs, and gripped her ankles, pulled her legs back even further. The move was straight out of porn and left her pussy even more exposed to her son’s frantic fucking.


  Her big spit and drool coated tits bounced wildly and the headboard banged loudly into the wall as he took his frustration out on her. She wanted to be a drunken skank then that’s what he’d treat her like.


  “Who’s laughing now?” he asked. “This man enough for you?”


  “Someone’s mad at mommy,” she managed between sharp yips. “It’s okay, baby, you do what you have to. Mama’s here to take it all.”


  Her liking how he treated her incensed him further and bracing his hands on the bed alongside her, he straightened and rose up on his toes as if he were doing pushups over her.


  Mom cried out in approval, her head falling back and her mouth stretching into a silent ‘O’ as her son fucked her with a force that bordered on violent. She slipped her legs up over his shoulders, one hand going to her left nipple, the other between her legs.


  She rubbed her clit as he continued battering her now sloppy wet cunt. Whether it was his anger or he just had more stamina than he thought, Nate had been putting it to her for several minutes and didn’t feel close to coming.


  But his mother’s cunt was twitching around his pistoning cock, and her hips struggled to move into his thrusts.


  “Oh…oh, keep fucking me, baby! Your Mama’s going to come on your big dick!” She laughed harshly. “On his son’s cock! His boy’s going to make his wife come because he’s giving her a real fucking!


  “Because his son’s more of a man than him, and knows how to treat his nasty wife! I…”


  As always the mention of his father was the final push, and his mother released a long loud wail as she exploded into orgasm. Nate moaned as her cunt convulsed around him while she writhed and wiggled on the bed, her hips bucking as much as they could and her feet kicking over his head.


  Mom’s fingers remained busy on her clit and he gasped when she contracted tightly around him. She released a similar sound, her eyes going wide and her back arching off the bed, her entire body tensing.


  With a loud cry that had him wondering if the neighbors would hear her, Mom’s body released and he flinched as a stream of warm sticky fluid sprayed his stomach and thighs. Mom yelped as two weaker streams erupted from her, before her body went limp on the bed.


  “Ohh,” she breathed. “You made Mama come hard, baby. Now how about you come for me?”


  “Not yet,” he told her and sliding his now dripping cock from inside her, eased her legs from his shoulders.


  He grabbed her hips and Mom yipped in surprise when with a wrench of his shoulders, he flipped her onto her side, then her stomach. Nate gripped her hips and yanked her upwards until she was on her knees.


  He entered her with one smooth thrust and after several long slow strokes during which he admired the view of his cock sinking into her pink flesh and her amazing ass, he went back to going full throttle.


  “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Mom shouted as he hammered into her.


  She reached out, bracing her palms on the head board to keep herself from pitching forward under his brutal attack on her gushing twat. Nate’s fingers dug into her hips hard enough to make her whimper, and the sound sent a twisted thrill through him.


  Lifting his hand he gave her ass a hard slap, then hit her other cheek while she was still yelping from the first blow. He lifted his other hand and slapped both sides of her ass at once, then again and again.


  His hands rose and fell, each sharp crack of his palms striking her ass eliciting another high pitched yowl from his mother. He kept spanking her, watching with satisfaction as her ass turned an angry red and he could make out the shape of his fingers on her flesh.


  “Punishing your bitchy mama?” She turned her head, one eye peering at him as the rest of her face was obscured by her sweat dampened hair. “Treating me like the nasty slut I am?” she cried out at another resounding double slap.


  “Go ahead!’ she moaned. “Spank his wife! Make her pay for being such a whore she’d fuck his son!”


  Her ass wasn’t just red, but swollen, his finger prints now nasty red welts that cause him to stop smacking her. Instead he leaned over, grabbing the back of her head and shoving her face down into the bed, while continuing his vicious fucking.


  “Yes, oh yes!” Mom’s muffled shouts sounded from the bed. “That’s how I deserve it! Face down, ass up! That’s how you give it to a slutty cum dumpster like me! So dirty even my son treats like this!”


  His thrusts slowed at her words. This wasn’t his idea, it’s what she drove him too! That reignited his lust driven rage and he went back to tearing into her so hard she howled into the mattress, her feet kicking up and down next to him and her hands gripping the sheet so hard her knuckles were turning white.


  Nate groaned as his balls tightened and a moment later he felt the pressure building in the base of his cock that told him he was close to the point of no return. He whipped his cock out, and gripping it tightly, he grabbed her shoulder and yanked her to the side.


  Mom rolled onto her back for him, and as he slid over her until he was straddling her chest, she obediently opened her mouth. He released his cock, sending a long thick squirt directly into her mouth.


  Mom pushed cum back out with her tongue, sending it flowing down her chin as Nate furiously stroked his cock. His next spurt splattered into her right cheek and he aimed his cock to catch the other side of his face.


  He moaned as he painted his mother’s face with a huge load, even getting some in her eye, and more into her hair. He stopped when he had nothing left and shocking himself, slapped her hard in the face with his cock, first one cheek then the other before pushing his cock against her lips.


  Mom opened her mouth and eagerly sucked him into it. Nate moaned as she slurped hard enough to get a few more drops from her son’s cock, making sure his balls were completely drained.


  He eased from her mouth and pushing himself off of her, sat on the edge of the bed, struggling to catch his breath as his heart pounded in his chest. After a few seconds, he looked back over at mom who was silent other than her own heavy breathing.


  The beautiful vision he’d walked into was now a hot nasty mess. Her cheeks red, sweaty, and streaked with black tears from her mascara, the result of him fucking her face.


  There was cum splattered from her forehead down to her chin, thick white lines decorating her cheeks. Mom’s arms were by her sides and her legs straight out in front of her as she stared at the ceiling, her right eye an angry red from his cum getting into it.


  “Baby,” she whispered. “You fucked your mother senseless.”


  She turned to look at him, and gave him a tried smile through her white coated, lipstick smeared lips.


  “Hell of a first time, no?”


  “Yeah,” he said quietly as now that his lust was sated and he’d calmed down, he was realizing how bad he’d just been to her.


  “I don’t think I’ll be sitting down much tomorrow.” She winced. “My ass is throbbing from that spanking.”


  “Mom.” He took her hand. “I’m sorry it was like that. I wanted to…”


  “It’s fine, baby.” She smiled again, but there was a tinge of sadness to it. “Not the first time I’ve been treated like that.”


  “Yeah, well dad is…”


  He stopped when she laughed softly.


  “Your father isn’t the only man I’ve been with, Nate.” She sighed. “Just what I thought I wanted back then.”


  She squeezed his hand.


  “But I got my baby out of it,” she told him. “Now he gets to do that to me.”


  She closed her eyes, and her breathing became slower and deeper. Had she passed out? Nate quickly entered the bathroom off his parent’s bedroom and after wetting a hand towel went back to the bed and gently wiped off the mess on her face and chest.


  “You’re a good boy,” she said while keeping her eyes closed. “Very sweet.”


  “Not so sweet,” he grunted.


  “Love and lust are different things.” She sounded far away and he had no doubt she was drifting off. “Lucky people can have both.”


  “I do love you, mom.” He leaned over and kissed her hot forehead.


  “In a way,” she replied groggily. “I love you too.”


  “Good.” He placed his hand on her cheek.


  “Someday we’ll love each other.” Her eyes briefly opened to look into his. “Just us, no more asshole making us feel bad. Just me and you making each other feel good.”


  “Promise?” He slid down so he was lying next to her and rolling onto his side, rested his hand on her stomach.


  “Promise.” Her eyes slowly closed as if she couldn’t keep them open. “I’ll be all yours, and my baby will be mine.”


  “I’d like that.”


  “Me too.” Her lips curled into another of those sad smiles. “Maybe I’ll even feel like I can let you love me when that happens.”


  “What do you…?” Nate didn’t bother finishing the question as his mother’s head lolled to the side and her breasts rose and fell with her deep breathing.


  Nate lowered his head to the pillow and closed his eyes. It was barely nine, but he was emotionally and physically drained. He’d finally gotten what he wanted, and with who he recently realized he wanted.


  So why wasn’t he happy?




  Chapter Six


  Nate leaned back in the chair completely drained. He felt more exhausted than if he had just played five sets against a much better opponent. The fact he’d stopped to sip from the flask several times during his retelling of that night didn’t help with his fatigue.


  He was flirting with drunk at this point, and caught himself slurring near the end, and the irony of him being in that state while describing being angry his mother was drunk that night wasn’t lost on him, meaning Regina had to see that as well.


  She remained silent for a few minutes, occasionally picking up the clip board next to her, and jotting something down. Nate had a feeling she was allowing him time to get himself back together and appreciated it.


  “Come on,” he broke the silence. “I know you said you’ve heard it all, but that’s pretty screwed up, no?”


  “No more than anything else you’ve said,” Regina replied. “But tell me why you think this is more extreme?”


  “Because…” He brought the flask to his lips and frowned when it was empty. Like mother like son.


  “Because?”


  “I’d asked her to be different, and she promised she would and then she turned it into that.”


  “You know, Nate, most guys of any age would be pretty happy with that. Men watch porn more often than not to watch the things their wife won’t do, or at least not in that way. Your mother was right as far as that being a hell of a first time.”


  “But it’s not what I wanted!” Nate shouted. “Why can’t you understand that? Why couldn’t she?”


  He put his fingers to his now throbbing temple.


  “I’m sorry, I don’t mean to yell at you.”


  “It’s okay.” She gave him a reassuring smile. “You need to get those feelings out.”


  “Why? What’s yelling at you, or telling you what happened, or doing anything going to matter? She’s the fucking problem, and she’s not here to tell off.”


  “Is that what you want to do if you saw her again, Nate?”


  “Damn straight! I want to tell that fucking whore what she did to me, how she ruined me! I quit school, I stopped playing tennis. My father thinks less of me than ever and deep down probably hates me for what I did, and I don’t blame him, but I blame her!”


  “I assure you, your father does not hate you, but I did suggest he speak to someone as well.”


  “Rick Rivers is a man among men, he doesn’t need any help.” Nate laughed bitterly.


  “He has an ego, and ego causes problems because it doesn’t allow you to admit you have them. But your father, like you, sees this as all your mother.


  “He feels she took advantage of you, abused her power as a parent and used her sexuality to overwhelm an inexperienced boy with low self-esteem when it came to women.


  “To him, she’s an evil woman whose sole motivation was revenge on his infidelity which she discovered, and seducing you was the ultimate blow to his aforementioned ego.


  “Humiliating enough if your wife has sex with other men, but your son?” Regina whistled. “That’s as rough as it gets.”


  “Yeah, and I was part of that.”


  “But again, he blames her and sees you as the victim.” She paused. “But you weren’t.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “You said several times to me you knew this was wrong and kept going, in fact, in the heat of the moment it excited you.”


  “But I…I couldn’t say no to her.”


  “You weren’t raped, Nate. If you rejected your mother she would have stopped.” Regina raised her hand. “This is something for another time, right now the first step is trying to get you over your obsession.”


  “Good luck with that seeing you keep making me talk about it.”


  “That’s how I figure out what to do. Now back to where we were. All you’d want from your mother is a chance to unload all your anger at her?”


  “What else would I want?”


  “Her.”


  “No, having her is what did this.”


  “Really?” Regina sighed. “You joined her website, you buy her videos and watch them, and have been paying women to be her, so let’s try again. What would you want if you saw her again?”


  “I…watch and was with those women because I can’t stop thinking of before. Now is different.”


  “Reliving those times, that’s it? No wishing it were more of those times?”


  “I thought you said I could go home after I told you about the first time?”


  “Nate, when you were with Rose and the other women your father told me about, what was it like?”


  “Do I have to tell you the details about them too?”


  “No, just in general. Sweet, dirty?”


  “Dirty, I had them talk and act like her.”


  “Have you ever tried to be loving with them?”


  “Loving?” he scoffed. “They’re hookers and pretending to be someone who’s just as much of a whore as they are.”


  “I’m going to hazard a guess here. Each time you saw them you’d say last time, right?”


  “Mostly.”


  “Same as with your mother. Disgusted with yourself, but doing it anyway. With these women you were looking for catharsis, and honestly you were on the right path.”


  “I was?”


  “Yes, and you went out of your way to find a woman like her, this woman Rose you saw quite a few times. That look and her playing the mom experience game as you told your father you called it, was you trying to be with her one last time, but on your terms, a type of closure.”


  “Didn’t work.”


  “I imagine it made you think of her more. You know.” She leaned forward. “Your father showed me your mother’s site. I look a lot like her, don’t I?”


  “You do, same hair and eyes.”


  “And age, and body type,” Regina added. “Tell me, since you’ve been here have you thought about how much I look like her? Has it made you think of her, or even me being her, like Rose was?”


  Nate lowering his head was the only answer she needed.


  “I’m sure the encounters helped.” Regina mercifully didn’t follow up on her last question. “But the relief was short lived wasn’t it? You’d get a little out of your system then it built back up, and I bet you kept doing it because you hoped there would be that one time that would be different somehow, that would make you forget her.”


  Nate gave a slight nod because she was dead on.


  “Right church, wrong pew as they say, because I think you’re missing what it is you really needed out of them.”


  “What’s that?”


  Regina rose from the couch.


  “I need a couple of minutes, please wait here, okay?”


  “You said I could leave.”


  “I’m going to call your father.” Regina picked up the bottle and took it with her as she approached a door to the left of the one he’d come in from. “Sit tight.”


  “Nice.” Nate stood and blinked as the room spun.


  He forced himself to walk around the chair to try and get his blood moving and clear his head. He’d been sitting for a couple hours and had killed the flask in the last half hour of that time.


  He hoped he could get himself passably straight before his father picked him up. He reached into his pocket and rolled his eyes when he pulled out the pack of Orbit gum and saw it was empty.


  He’d been chewing like a fiend the last two weeks, trying to replace his urge to drink with it. Nate walked over to Regina’s desk and after looking over his shoulder, leaned over, and stared at the folders and paperwork, wondering if she’d see something with his name on it and take a quick peek.


  “Hey, Nate?”


  He turned to see the door to the room Regina had entered was open, but didn’t see her in the doorway.


  “Nate?” she called again.


  “I’m still here.”


  “Can you come here please? I need to show you something.”


  “Now what?” he mumbled as he walked over to the room.


  He discovered it led to a small hallway and a few steps in front of him another door, which was barely open a crack. Nate pushed it open to find the only light in the room came from two candles. One on each side of the bed in the middle of the room, and on that bed sat Regina.


  Dressed in just a black lace bra and panties.


  As he stared in disbelief, she beckoned him with her finger.


  “Come here, baby,” she purred in a sultry voice. “It’s time for Mama to make you a man.”




  Chapter Seven


  “What…the…fuck,” Nate whispered. “What the hell is this bullshit?”


  Regina got off the bed and approached him. She walked slowly, and as startled as he was, Nate couldn’t help checking her out. She was as hot as he’d imagined, her large breasts looking as if they were a bounce away from popping out of the skimpy bra.


  Her stomach was flat and decorated with a silver pendent dangling from her naval, and her hips swayed seductively as she walked. The black panties, like the bra, didn’t cover much more than they needed to, and featured a pink bow on the minimal string that went over each hip.


  “Don’t be nervous, honey.” She spoke in a sexy rasp that along with her appearance caused a stirring between his legs. “Mama’s going to take good care of her boy.”


  She stopped in front of him and while he stood there experiencing a feeling of the surreal, she slipped his arms around his neck.


  “I’m going to make tonight special for you, Nate, just like I promised.”


  Regina rose on her toes, her now crimson coated lips seeking his.


  “No!” He turned his head and stepped back. “You…can’t do this!”


  Regina released her arms from around him.


  “I’d hoped I could get you right into his, but here’s the thing, Nate. I’m not just a therapist, but when needed I’m a sexual surrogate.”


  “Huh?”


  “When I feel a patient can only be helped by experiencing a fantasy, I provide that fantasy.”


  “You’re a hooker who takes Blue Cross.” He tried to turn away. “This is nuts, and my father…” Regina caught his arm before he could put his back to her and walk out.


  “He knows exactly what I am and it’s why he came to me.”


  Nate stiffened. “My father brought me here to get laid, right back to his answer to everything being his son needs to get laid. What he do, research every damn doctor until he found one that looks like my mother?”


  “I have red hair and blue eyes,” she explained. “Colored my hair last night and these are contacts, but…” She tried the sexy smile again. “The rest of me is all natural and all yours right now.”


  “Piss off with this, and let me go!”


  “Please, listen, Nate.” Regina gently squeezed his forearm. “I told you that seeking those women was what you needed, but you didn’t ask them for what you really wanted.”


  “They did anything I wanted.”


  “But none of it was what you’re most upset about.” She sidled back in front of him. “You had them acting like your nasty mother, which is what she always was for you. But what you really crave is what she never gave you.”


  She once again put her arms around his neck.


  “Your mother as your sweet lover.” She pressed against him and he could feel the pressure of her breasts between them. “That’s what this is over, she fucked you, but she never loved you, but we can do that now.”


  “This…”


  “Just relax, and let it happen Nate. Just like you did with Rose.” She leaned up again so her lips were inches from him. “Let me be your sexy Mama tonight.” She kissed his lips so softly it tickled and sent a shiver through him. “The mother who is sober and loving, just the way you wanted.”


  She gave him another kiss, and the fact her lips didn’t taste of the liquor she’d had in the other room, and her breath fresh and smelling like spearmint weakened his resistance.


  He became aware of her perfume; Coco Chanel. His father had been in on this otherwise how would she have known it was her scent? But she was right, this was no different than him seeing Rose, a woman who wasn’t his mother acting like her, being a…surrogate. Letting him, for a short time at least, get over the painful memories of the woman who’d made him like this.


  He’d never thought of having them be anything other than there for raunchy sex and dirty mommy talk. They offered the girlfriend experience, but he only wanted the mom experience, and for him, that experience had never been what he’d really wanted, and needed.


  “Tell me you love me,” he whispered even as a voice in his head, one that sounded eerily close to his father’s, told him he was being pathetic.


  “I love you, Nate.” Regina didn’t hesitate. “Mama loves her baby.” She kissed him again, this time more firmly.


  “And tonight.” She spoke softly, her lips remaining close to his. “Mama is going to love you in every way.”


  She stepped back, removing her arms from around him, and took his hand in hers. “Come over to the bed, and show me how much you love me.”


  She turned, and still holding his hand, sauntered over to the bed, this time giving him a view of her nice round ass and the toned backs of her legs. When she reached the bed, she turned, and gripped the bottom of his shirt.


  She pulled it up, and after a brief hesitation as his feelings of whether he should or shouldn’t do this warred in his mind, he lifted his arms. Regina stripped his shirt off and putting her hands on his chest, sighed.


  “My boy’s turning into a man on me.” Her long nails trailed down his chest and over his stomach. “And he’s going to become a man inside me.”


  The line was cheesy as hell, but her delivery of it in that soft smoky voice, her warm brown eyes on his, had his semi hard cock stiffening. Regina caused him to moan when she leaned forward and after kissing the top of his chest, tongued his nipple.


  She gently sucked it into her mouth causing him to swell to a full erection while reaching behind her and unhooking her bra.


  “Would you like to take it off?” she asked before turning her head to tease his other nipple by tracking a slow wet circle around it with her soft tongue.


  Nate, his hands trembling, slipped his fingers under the straps and eased them down her shoulders, Regina lowered her arms, allowing him to pull it off, and he licked his lips at the sight of her breasts.


  Large, well rounded and showing off a minimal set of tan lines that told him the bikini’s she wore over the summer didn’t have much to the top. Her nipples were surprisingly small compared to the size of her breasts, but were an adorable shade of pale pink, and as hard as his cock had become.


  Regina placed her hands on his cheeks, and easing his head down, kissed him. This time it wasn’t quick and Nate groaned as her full sensual lips worked along his. His hands went to her hips, then around her waist.


  Regina moaned in approval when her tongue entered his mouth and in his excitement he pulled her tightly against him. Her hands left his face and caressed his shoulders and upper arms, sighing sweetly into their lingering kiss.


  Nate, his head swimming from a mix of booze, confusion and lust, nevertheless put his hands on her hips, then slid them behind her and fondled her ass. His cock throbbed in time with his temples, but his focus was on the sensation south of his waist.


  Regina kissed him harder and rocked side to side sliding her hard nipples along his chest. Nate succumbed to the passion in her kiss and returned it with equal fervor. Regina whimpered in pleasure when his tongue invaded her mouth, swirling it around hers.


  Her hands slid between them and down his stomach. She caught his tongue between her teeth, giving him a playful nip, then sucking on it. Nate groaned when he felt her hands fumbling with his jeans.


  They snapped open and his heart raced at the sound of his zipper being tugged down. Regina’s hand dipped into his jeans caressing his trapped cock while she continued to kiss him.


  “All for me?” she purred into his mouth. “For your Mama?”


  “All of it,” he replied, stifling a groan when gave his cock a squeeze.


  Regina eased back from him, then sat on the edge of the bed. Grabbing the sides of his jeans and boxers she tugged them down his thighs, causing his cock to spring free.


  “Hmm, you really want mommy, don’t you?”


  “You know I do,” he breathed when she gripped his cock in her hand and slowly stroked it.


  “Want your Mama to be your first lover.” She looked up at him, her eyes wide and her red lips parted seductively. “Your only lover?”


  “I want that.” His hands found her breasts, cupping them and sliding his thumbs over her swollen nipples. “I want you so bad, Mama.”


  “I can see that.” She laughed softly and he smiled at the sound, it was a real laugh, not a drunken giggle. “I know my baby wants this to be sweet, but is it okay if Mama gives you a not so sweet kiss?”


  “You can do whatever you want.” His words were followed by a moan when Regina took him into her mouth.


  She bobbed her head with teasing slowness, her tongue pressed to his cock and her eyes fixed on his. She sucked softly and gently, moaning in her throat as she pushed his jeans further down his legs then teased her long nails up and down his inner thighs. Nate shifted his hands from her breasts, and gripping her hair, pushed his cock deeper into her throat.


  She released his cock and gave a slight shake of her head.


  “None of that nasty stuff, honey. Just relax and let Mama make you feel good before she makes you feel even better. “


  She went back to sucking him in a way he’d never experienced, slow, soft, almost lovingly. And mom was right, he wanted sweet and he shouldn’t have been pushy just now.


  Mom? This wasn’t Mom, this was a sex therapist taking ‘hands on’ to the next level. Mom…Regina continued to gently blow him, a contented purr emanating from deep in her throat.


  She looked amazing as she sat on the bed clad in only the thong, and his hands drifted back to her heavy breasts, cupping and fondling them as her mouth worked its magic on his aching cock.


  Her eyes were now closed and there was a look of complete bliss on her face while she savored his cock as if it were the best thing she’d ever tasted. There was no sense of urgency, no porn star gagging or dirty talk.


  No mention of his father, and no demeaning herself, just a woman enjoying her lover’s cock. No not just her lover, her son. Nate’s vision swam and the slight differences in Regina’s features faded before his eyes, and he was now watching his mother as she readied her son’s cock to pierce her even more forbidden lips.


  She eased him from her mouth, and after bestowing a tender kiss on his now slick, and lip stick smeared cock, she leaned back on the bed, and swung her legs up on it. Sliding to the middle, she smiled up at him.


  “Come share my bed,” she whispered. “It’s yours now, and so is my body, and my heart.”


  Nate’s throat tightened with unexpected emotion, and without realizing he’d done it, his shoes and clothes were on the floor behind him and he had walked around the bed. Moving with what felt like dream like slowness, he put his knee on the bed, then the other.


  “Yes,” Regina cooed. “Come make me yours and show me you’re all mine.”


  She lifted her hips and wiggled them playfully. “Would you like to unwrap the best gift a mother can give her son?”


  “Oh, yeah,” Nate breathed as he knelt between her legs and gripped the edges of the thong.


  He eased them over the soft swell of her hips then down her thighs. The thong briefly resisted as the crotch peeled from her wet flesh, and his eyes locked onto the pink slit between her thighs as she bent her legs so he could pull the thong from her feet.


  Regina…no, mom…yes, she was mom, lifted her foot and giggled when she pressed her toes to his lips.


  “You even like Mama’s pretty feet, don’t you?”


  “I like everything about my mother,” he whispered, then kissed the tip of each toe.


  She giggled again, but this time he smiled at the sound. It wasn’t the sound of a drunken slut, but a playful woman enjoying her boy. The giggle turned to a low moan when he sucked her toes into his mouth, his tongue swirling around them as he sucked each in turn.


  Mom stretched her legs out around him and raised her arms, inviting him to slide up and into her embrace. Instead he lowered himself on the bed, sliding onto his stomach and gently kissed her clit.


  “Hmm, you want to make Mama happy before you make me even happier?”


  “I want to show you how good I want to be to you.”


  “Then be good to me,” she sighed when he spread her lips open and blew lightly on her pink pearl. “That’s nice, baby, Mama likes that.”


  Nate swirled his tongue around her clit several times before sucking it in a slow gentle rhythm. Mom sighed contentedly, her right hand in his hair, her nails caressing his scalp while her soft feet rested on his hips.


  He did his best to mimic her, taking his time and worshipping her hot wet flesh. He resisted the urge to finger her or bury his tongue inside, instead he kept his tongue on her clit, pleasing her with rapid flicks mixed in with a soft suck.


  Mom moaned his name as her hips rocked and her fingers tightened in his hair. Nate forced himself not to speed up, content to listen to her whimpers and sighs and to feel her thighs and body gradually tense around him.


  “Oh,” she moaned. “Just like that, honey. You’re taking such good care of your Mama!” Her toes curled into his hips and her hips lifted from the bed, pressing her slick flesh to his face.


  “So good,” she groaned as her thighs trembled along his cheeks. “My babies being so good to me! I can’t wait to feel you inside me, to be your first lover, your special girl, your…”


  Her words trailed into a long breathy moan that Nate swore was the sexiest sound he ever heard. He briefly succumbed to his excitement, his tongue moving faster as her hips bucked into his face.


  Mom came hard, but again with no nasty talk, just a series of soft moans and tiny little yips as she came on her son’s tongue. When her body relaxed, she released a long satisfied sigh, and once again lifted her arms.


  “Come to Mama, honey. It’s time to show you how much I love you.”


  Nate slid up along her lush nude form, and eagerly lowered himself into her embrace. She kissed him without hesitation, tasting herself from his lips as her arms wrapped around him, holding him tightly to her.


  He moaned as the head of his cock slid along her thing then between her lips. Mom moved her hips and they both groaned as she worked the spongy head of his cock through her wet flesh.


  “I love you, Nate.” She uttered the words he’d longed to hear at the same time moving her hips forward and causing his tip to ease inside her.


  “I love you too, Mom,” he replied, his voice hoarse with emotion even as he slipped deep inside his mother’s forbidden heat.


  “Yes, oh, yes,” Mom moaned as Nate moved his hips, working his cock inside the warm, slick, and deliciously tight confines of his mother’s pussy. “You feel so good!”


  “So do you,” he groaned when her hips moved, quickly finding his rhythm. “Oh, Mom, I want you so bad!”


  “You have me, baby.” She draped her legs over her hips for emphasis. “And I have you.” She smiled up at him, her brown eyes and gorgeous features both enhanced by the candlelight. “This is right where you belong, Nate, in my arms and between my legs.”


  She slid her hand behind his head and lowered it to hers. He whimpered with pure joy when she kissed him. So soft and sweet, so loving, not rough and sloppy and acting like she was trying to devour his mouth.


  Mom made soft little sounds in her throat each time he sank deep into her willing flesh and wrapped her legs completely around him, locking her ankles and drawing him deeper into her taboo embrace.


  Her hands went to his shoulders, her nails digging into his flesh as he couldn’t help moving faster. Mom broke the kiss and let her head fall back on the pillow. For a moment Nate took in the way her long hair fanned across the pillow and those loving eyes and sweet tender smile.


  So beautiful and finally his in every way.


  He lowered his head, nuzzling into her neck as he kissed the delicate curve of her flesh.


  “Honey,” she whispered breathily. “This is even better than I thought. Having you inside me makes me love you even more!”


  She moaned and squirmed beneath him, her hips grinding harder into his.


  “Needed this so bad, needed my boy to be my man, to make me his lover, his woman, his everything.”


  “I want this all the time.” Nate spoke into her neck while sliding his arms under hers and pulling her into him, loving the way her soft breasts and hard nipples pressed against his chest. “Please say we can.”


  “All the time, baby.” Her body shuddered beneath him. “I’m going to…”


  Nate groaned when her pussy convulsed around him as her hips bucked hard into him, and her body writhed beneath his.


  “Baby,” Mom whimpered. “Nate, my love!” she groaned. “Come with me, come inside me! Give mama all of your love!”


  Nate moaned as his balls tightened and he was unable to stop from pumping her harder.


  “Yes, like that! It’s okay, this is just the first time, honey. We’ll be doing this the rest of our lives.”


  Nate’s eyes opened and his hips slowed at her words.


  “Any time we want, anywhere we want. Just us and no one else.”


  Nate lifted his head from her neck and he blinked as an unwanted thought crashed through his mind.


  “No.” He pushed upwards. “You’re…”


  “Easy, baby.” She tried to keep her arms around his neck. “Just relax and let go. Claim your love and then hold me and…”


  “Liar!”


  Nate thrust himself away from her so he was on his knees between her legs which she’d dropped from around him.


  “It’ll never be just us and you know it.”


  “Baby, I…oh!” Mom cried out when he grabbed her ankles, spread her legs open and drove his cock deep inside her.


  “You’re not mine, you’re still his!” he hissed as he hammered into her with a force that made the bed rock. “You’re just using me to get back at him!”


  “Oh, oh, oh!” Mom yelped.


  “Cock teasing drunk slut trying to pretend to love me!” He shoved her legs forward, pushing her feet over her head and pummeling her prone pussy with long hard thrusts that had her tits bouncing and her eyes rolling.


  “That’s it!” She switched gears to match his outburst. “Fuck me! Give it to your mother, make her pay for using you! Show that bitch what she’s good for.”


  “I’ll show you!”


  He pulled his cock out, and grabbing her legs whipped her to the left, rolling her onto her stomach. He put his hands on the backs of her shoulders and hammered into her as she lay flat on the bed with him fucking her so hard she was bouncing up and down on the bed.


  Her helpless pussy was pushed down and then driven back up into his descending cock.


  “Take it!” Her words were muffled by the mattress. “Take what you need, Nate. Make your mother sorry for teasing you and playing you, lying to you…ohhhhh”


  Her cry went higher in pitch as he tore into her with all the frenzied power of his rage and alcohol fueled hips.


  “Never,” he gasped between strokes. “You knew it would never be us. I’d never have you! I was just a fucking game to you! Stuffing your cheating mouth and cunt whenever you needed it!”


  “Whenever you needed it!” she shouted in reply. “You needed me, Nate! I made you need me and all I had to do was show you my tits and suck you off! You’ll always need me and here I am! Tell me you how you feel.” In a complete reversal of minutes ago she added, “Tell me you hate me! Tell me you never want to see me again! Tell meeeeeee”


  Nate gave her several more savage pumps as he struggled to say it.


  “I…I…H…” he moaned and whipping his cock out pumped it furiously, sending several long spurts across her ass and lower back.


  “Say it!” Mom snapped as he continued to cum, painting her round cheeks with several more thick white lines.


  “I…” Nate released his cock and sinking back on his knees. Lowered his head and moaned.


  “You’re right, I need you, Mom.” He put his hands to his head. “I need you so bad. I…”


  He took a breath and feeling as if he’d just awakened from a dream, gasped.


  “Oh my god! Shit, what did I just do?” He clapped his hands to the side of his head, physically trying to stop it from spinning.


  He stared wide eyed as Regina rolled over into her back, not caring about the sticky mess she was now smearing onto the bed.


  “It’s okay, Nate!” She sat up and grabbed his hands, pulling them from his face. “You didn’t hurt me.”


  “I did, I was so rough and I didn’t mean it!”


  “I know you didn’t. That wasn’t meant for me, but for her.” She squeezed his hands. “Slow deep breaths, let your body relax. This was my idea, not yours.”


  Nate nodded and remained on his knees, trying to catch his breath and staring down at his dripping, but already deflated cock. Regina slipped off the bed, and not bothering to wipe her back and ass off, grabbed a black robe from the bed post and put it on.


  “I’m sorry,” he repeated, feeling like an asshole. “I really am.”


  “I know, and I’m sorry to.” She leaned against the wall, her arms folded over her chest. “I thought this was the right thing to do. Let you drink to lower your guard, then give you the one thing she never did, show you love and not lust.”


  “I’m such a mess.” He eased to the edge of the bed and dropping his feet to the floor, leaned over to grab his jeans. “Hell, I just got laid by a hot woman and made it into a fucking train wreck.”


  “Then I guess I played my part well,” Regina grunted. “It was like your life since your mother seduced you, a completely dysfunctional roller coaster of love and hate.” She slowly shook her head. “And trying to get you to commit to either didn’t work, you couldn’t completely love her, but as mad as you are, you can’t hate her.”


  Nate pulled his jeans on as she spoke, careful to slip his legs into his boxers which were still inside them.


  “What the hell do we do from here?” he asked while pulling his shirt back on. “Please don’t tell my father how I acted with you.”


  “Other than it didn’t solve the problem, not a word.”


  “Thanks, just tell him that it didn’t work.”


  “That’s the thing, Nate.” Regina sat down on the bed next to him and put her hand on his forearm. “It did work. After this I know there’s only one thing that’s going to get you over this.”


  “What’s that?”


  “Not what, but who.” Regina took his chin in her hand and gently turned his head so he was facing her.


  “You don’t need the mom experience, Nate.” She gave him a sad smile. “You need the real thing.”




  Chapter Eight


  “So, he’s as much of a basket case now as he was when he walked in.” Rick Rivers leaned back in the leather chair of his home office.


  “Possibly even more conflicted,” Regina replied from an identical chair across from him. “Where is Nate now?”


  “At my sister’s in Boston, thought a change of scenery might help him relax a little.”


  “Boston has a bigger party scene than here.”


  “I have two nieces around his age, they’re not going to let him out of their sight.”


  “Your sister knows about his issues?”


  “She knows he’s been partying a little too much. I don’t want her knowing what his real problem is. He’d be humiliated.”


  “As would you,” Regina pointed out. “Let’s not act altruistic, Mr. Rivers.”


  “I’m protecting my son,” he said indignantly, but when she raised her eyebrows, he ran his fingers through his short salt and pepper hair, and his shoulders slumped. “And my reputation.”


  “Glad you can see that.”


  “My firm wouldn’t see his drinking as being all that bad, but the situation with his mother? That’s extreme.” He laughed humorlessly. “My firm believes in family values, but this takes it too far.”


  “Yet you at one point, and most of them now see nothing wrong with screwing women who aren’t your wives.” Regina took a sip of the iced tea he’d given offered her when she’d arrived.


  “Thought you didn’t judge,” he grunted, and stared down at the can of coke in front of him. “Sorry, I can’t offer you anything stronger for this screwed up mess, but I throughout everything in my bar.”


  “Good move.” She nodded. “Look, Mr. Rivers, I don’t doubt you care about Nate, and I know you’ve been more open to seeing your part of the problem, but I still think you struggle to deal with how disturbed your son is right now.”


  “You were supposed to fix that.” He pointed to her. “Guess you’re not as good getting into his head, or giving head as you think.”


  “That’s crude and indicative of your toxic personality, which by the way led to more of this than you care to confess to.”


  Rick sighed and rubbed at his red rimmed blue yes. “You got the kid drunk for Christ’s sake after I kept him sober for two weeks.”


  “You said do what I felt was best, and I needed his inhibitions lowered and his mind to go where I led it.” Before he could respond, she raised her hand.


  “I warned you that this was too much to quick. I should have had multiple sessions of just speaking to him before trying something that extreme, but you were insistent I go big or go home so to speak.”


  “He was already banging those damn hookers wanting them to be her so my thought was he just needed the,” his lips turned down in a scowl, “Mom experience from someone who could make it whatever it was he wanted.”


  “As I told you last night when we spoke on the phone after you took him home, he doesn’t know what he wants from his mother. Love, certainly, but at the same time he has three years of anger towards her.”


  “He should be angry, that drunken bitch corrupted him, ruined her own son, and with sex for God’s sake.”


  “All true, but what you’re not going to want to hear is the sex isn’t what he’s really upset over. It’s the fact she had him convinced they were going to be a couple down the line, forbidden lovers living somewhere no one knew them as anything but an older women with a younger lover, hiding in plain sight.”


  “Like one of those sick videos she’s made.”


  “He feels betrayed because he feels she was lying to him all along. That she had no love for him. It was all about sticking it to you for sticking it to young hookers and want to be sugar babies.”


  “Back to me again.” Rick waved his hand. “I told him that I was wrong for doing that. I wasn’t a good father, I was more like a bully and trying to hold him to the same bullshit I see now that I got from my father and the type of people in the circle I work in.


  “Not long after she left, I stopped that lifestyle because I do see I initiated all of this.” He tapped his chin in thought. “Or did I?”


  “You said you did, is mister attorney now going to argue in his own defense?”


  “No, but Dr. Paige, you know this happens all the time. Husband cheats, wife cheats, it’s a bad thing, causes problems in the marriage, and many end over it, correct?”


  “Of course.”


  “But when the hell have you ever heard of infidelity leading to a parent seducing their son or daughter for revenge?”


  “I’ll give you a point there,” Regina conceded as she stared down at the loose fitting Bruins t-shirt she’d worn over a pair of comfortable jeans and old running shoes.


  A casual look Rick requested because he didn’t want his neighbors to see a woman dressed to impress entering his house. She knew that was partially true, he was serious with someone now and didn’t want his neighbors to think he was ‘back in the game’ he used to play.


  But she was well aware it was to not look like she was any type of professional that could be visiting him over some legal or personal matter. She’d thought about bringing it up, especially when he refused to come back to her office to speak with her or let her come to his, and even declined an offer to just meet for coffee.


  In Nate’s voice she heard “Can’t have anyone recognize Rick Rivers with a successful shrink, now can we?”


  “That night I walked in on them.” He closed his eyes and shuddered. “My god, I couldn’t believe it.”


  “Understandable,” Regina agreed in a soft tone. Rick might be a bit to old fashioned in his idea of what a man should be, but he didn’t deserve the kind of trauma his family had gone through. “No parent would ever expect their spouse to do that.”


  “I had a feeling she was…”


  “Say her name.” Regina cut him off. “Both of you keep saying her or she. Nate will say ‘my mother’ but for the most part it’s like the two of you can’t even acknowledge her.”


  “Harley,” he said the word as if it left a bad taste in his mouth. “I suspected she was fooling around on me. Never looking for sex anymore, and giving me the cold shoulder in general.”


  “Then the drinking started and…”


  “Restarted, you said she had an issue when you met her years ago.”


  “Yeah, and when she drank she got wild, so once she started again I figured she was hyping herself up to step out on me for payback.”


  “Had someone follow her for a couple weeks, but she was always home, or when she went out alone and stayed that way.” He grunted sourly. “PI said the only other person he ever saw enter the house was my son.”


  “Harley discovered your affairs?”


  “Yes, a mutual friend saw me out with a young escort and snapped a few pictures. She confronted me and I admitted it.”


  “You did?”


  “I told her I worked hard, had a lot of stress, and she didn’t understand and she was the mother of my son and…” He saw the look on her face. “Every cheating dog cliché my old man and other guys used. I’ll say it again, I was wrong, but I can’t change it.”


  “No fear she’d leave you?”


  “No education, no skills.” He paused and added, “Well, other than the ones she uses to make money now. We have a beautiful home, a pool, she drove a BMW convertible, nice clothes, anything she wanted.”


  “She would have scored in the divorce with those pictures.”


  “Part of what I have isn’t all of what I have.” He shrugged.


  “Or she was conditioned to know her only worth was on your arm and in your bed and she was getting a little old to impress the boys club so you had to go young.”


  “This is about Nate, Doctor, can we get off my past transgressions? I’m good to my girlfriend, I’m trying to be a better father and man. It’s all I can do. Bad as I was, nothing excuses what she did.”


  “I’m not exonerating her in anyway,” Regina assured him. “But it’s obvious Harley had issues of her own that I suspect you may have been aware of and used to your advantage.”


  “Oh, look, toxic feminism, man bad, woman always the victim.” Rick smirked.


  “I’m doing my best to keep this professional, Mr. Rivers,” she replied coolly. “If you want to have this debate another time, we can. Men have had free reign since the beginning of time, and every holy book written by them and for them to keep women in their place. A few years of society waking up and no longer giving you man babies a free pass and all you do is whine.”


  “Coming from a woman who fucks men and calls it therapy, I’ll take that for what it’s worth.”


  “You sought me out to help you son and I think what he said to me was right, deep down you think the answer is sex because it’s what women are good for.”


  “Okay, I thought we…”


  “Your 1950’s bullshit that you try to blame your father for, because we all know men like you are not accountable for their problems, is a big part of this and going way back with your ex-wife and not just now with Nate.”


  “Christ, I knew I should have gone with a male doctor.”


  “No, because your son talking sex to a man would make him gay in your eyes.”


  “Enough,” Rick snapped. “I’m not some kind of phobe or ist, but a bad woman did this to him so I figured a good one could help him. This isn’t about a gender war or bad behavior, it’s about my son.”


  “Correct.” Regina nodded. “But how defensive you just became shows I have a point. I’m not all gung ho feminism, trust me. Many women would condemn what I do as far as being a sexual surrogate, they’d say I’m just giving in to what men want, but that’s not true. Sex has power over people in many ways, Mr. Rivers.


  “Sex is what consumed you to be unfaithful, sex is what Harley used for revenge, sex and the desire for it was what enabled her to seduce your son. And sex is apparently how she is making a living for herself these days.”


  She pointed to herself.


  “Sex is how I am able to breakthrough to some patient’s and help them. Sex doesn’t just have power, it is power, and that I think you could understand.”


  “Power over me?”


  “In a sense.” Regina held her hands up. “Hear me out for a moment. Your father was also an attorney. You came up wanting for nothing and with a good home life. College and a good career were inevitable for you.”


  “Now I’m an elitist who had things handed to me.”


  “I said hear me out. I don’t say that in a bad way. You were fortunate and you made the best of what you were given. You provided a lot of the same for Nate who until three years ago was going to go to college and also had a chance to succeed as an athlete.”


  ‘Where is this going?”


  “Harley doesn’t strike me as someone who had that. You don’t seem like you’d travel in the same circles. Nate said you two met at some type of work event?”


  “That’s true,” Rick answered, but warily, his eyes narrowed as he tried to guess where she was going.


  “You’re thirteen years older than her. Back then you would have already been working in a firm and she would have been how old?”


  “I met her when she was nineteen.”


  “What would a woman, no, more like a girl, at that age who wasn’t in college be doing at a conference for people in the legal profession?”


  Rick hesitated, but only briefly before responding.


  “She was staff serving the guests.”


  “So she caught your eye and you began speaking to her and took a liking to her?”


  “Yes, is that so hard to believe?”


  Regina shook her head.


  “Not at all if we’re talking a fun hook up, but doesn’t seem like someone you’d be serious with. Thirty two to nineteen, a waitress and a man already fast tracking on his career path, and one who I’m sure cared way too much about what his coworkers thought of him.”


  “I…”


  “And we’ve established she had a drinking problem when you met her. So you were dating a teenaged uneducated waitress struggling with alcoholism? That was your type? The girl you brought around your judgmental boys club friends?”


  “Is this pertinent to Nate?”


  “Past shapes the present, so yes.” Regina paused to take a sip of tea. “I feel there’s things about Harley you never told Nate, and if I’m correct, then that was the right thing to do. But you do know it, and not saying anything to me, or him, that would explain some of her bizarre behavior.”


  “Nothing explains or justifies the desire for one’s own son, Doctor. Nothing. You would treat her as a patient if she came to you, right?”


  “Yes, I would work to discover how her wires were crossed so badly it led her to seducing her son for some type of not just revenge, but validation of very low self-esteem.”


  “Low self-esteem?” Rick scoffed. “The woman is making money selling sex. She’s a freaking porn star and hooker. Pardon me being crude, but men don’t pay for ugly women.”


  “Crude, but accurate. Men like you wouldn’t date an ugly woman either. You’re an attractive man, Mr. Rivers. I’m sure more so when you were younger. Good looking, great job, good money, you weren’t going out with an average looking woman.”


  “I…I was vain and worried about reputation so yes, I can’t deny it.”


  “Harley had the looks befitting your status, but the other things? Something isn’t making sense.”


  “Opposites can attract,” he pointed out. “Yes, she was exceptionally attractive, and she was…” he rolled his eyes “…admittedly on the easy side. Yes, at the very beginning it was just meant to be a few fun nights, but I got to know her and saw there was more to her than being a party girl.


  “I gave her an ultimatum on her drinking. It was me and a chance at a good life together. A chance to be a good woman, a wife, eventually a mother. Or she could keep drinking and try to survive on her looks and being good in bed. She chose the former.”


  “Then went back to it after the emotional trauma of your infidelity.”


  “We keep coming back to me, and we’re not talking about my son. You’re his doctor not mine.” Rick leaned forward and put his hands out in supplication. “Can we please get to how you can help him? Yes, the past makes the present, but the present is where help is needed. Can we help him?”


  “Can we? Yes. Will you is the question.”


  “Name it, and I’ll do it.”


  “He needs to see his mother.”


  “For what? It will just make him worse!”


  “No, it will give him closure. Mr. Rivers, he never had a chance to speak to her after you caught them. He said she was gone the next day. No contact since, not a call or even a text.”


  “But I’m the one you play twenty questions with.”


  “If Harley were here with us, I’d have a lot to say to her, trust me. But she’s not, and that’s the problem. Broken as the unit is, you’re still a family and none of you will heal until all of this can be come to terms with.”


  “You think that cunt wants to heal? She wouldn’t have left.”


  “You threw her out.”


  “Of the house, and yeah, I don’t know how I would have felt about her reaching out to Nate after that, but she could have. I wasn’t with him all the time, she could call or meet him somewhere.”


  “Could have…unless she had a reason not to,” Regina posed.


  “She had reasons! Shame for one, that is if she has any, and she knew I was done with her, and I don’t know, maybe she couldn’t own up to what she did and say she was sorry to our son.”


  “Mr. Rivers, did Harley have a history as a bad mother?”


  “Other than fucking her son?”


  “He was 18 when that happened. Let’s put it this way. Before she went back to drinking, which no doubt is part of what she did, was she a bad mother?”


  “I…”


  “Please be honest, because this is all about Nate and I need to know what went wrong and when. According to him, she was fine and mentioned she was very supportive of all of his scholarly and athletic accomplishments.”


  Rick slumped back in his chair with an air of surrender.


  “She was a good mom from day one. You’re right that she didn’t have a good path, and being a mother made her feel worthy. She adored Nate, and before you ask, she was a good wife. My mother loved her. My old man was a little put off by her not being from our class as he’d say, but she tried her best to win him over.”


  “I imagine she was very proud of Nate.”


  “Oh yeah, talked about him all the time. Her Facebook and Twitter was nothing but posts about him and us as a family.” He swallowed hard. “I ruined the family part with what I did.”


  “That’s not where I’m going. Mr. Rivers, you’re a successful trial lawyer. When you are preparing your case have you ever looked at what’s in front of you and just felt there was something more? Something wasn’t quite adding up? Something that nagged at the back of your mind?”


  “All the time, and sometimes it was simply gut. Just not buying what all the evidence showed for some reason.”


  “Being a psychologist is similar in that I look at the case, I ask questions and note the responses. But sometimes I feel what I’m being shown isn’t all there is. That’s where I am right now.”


  “In what way?”


  “A woman who was a good mother for eighteen years. Happy to be a mom, so proud of her son, and up until that point proud of her husband and her family. A girl with nothing living the dream. Handsome successful husband, amazing son. Everything she wanted.


  “Then she discovers her marriage isn’t perfect, turns back to drinking for solace, it, and I’m sure other things I’m not aware of from her past, cause something to snap and she crosses the line with her son.


  “She gets caught, you rightfully tell her to leave, and then she…turns her back completely on her son? Like she threw a switch, no contact at all, not even a tweet to him, a note, a simple ‘I’m sorry’ or ‘I love you.’ Nothing.”


  “Just shows how cold, or sick, she was at the end.”


  “There is no end. She’s not dead, she’s out there and I find it hard to believe she hasn’t reached out in over three years.”


  “Guilt.”


  “Plausible, but this is gut versus fact, just like it is for you at work.”


  “And in a trial I have to either back that feeling with evidence or leave it off the table. What are you looking to prove, Doctor?”


  “That there’s more to this story. Both back when you first met and her and even more since she left.”


  “More like what?”


  Regina twirled her fingers through her once again red hair.


  “Nothing you’re going to tell me, and honestly? I’m not the one you need to tell. That would be your son.”


  “Very little smoke and no fire.” Rick waved her off. “Back to Nate. Seeing his mother is not an option. Is there something else?”


  “Why isn’t it an option?”


  “Because she ran off and we don’t know…”


  “She’s in Miami, she says it on her websites and she advertises on a Miami escort site.”


  “Doctor…”


  “She can be found, Mr. Rivers. You’re a lawyer, don’t tell me you don’t have connections with private investigators who have connections down there and could locate her.


  “For that matter, I’m sure you could go down here and find her yourself.”


  “Even if I could, again, what the hell does it solve? It’s like trying to perform an exorcism by inviting in another demon.”


  “If that’s all that would help, you’d do it.”


  “We’re talking about me, we don’t know about Harley. Who’s to say she’d even want to help Nate? You said yourself, she should have reached out, but didn’t. You think she’d even care about all this?”


  “One way to find out, and…” Regina drained her tea and putting down the glass, locked her eyes onto his. “Fact is Mr. Rivers? I think you know why she never tried to talk to Nate after that night.”


  He met her gaze.


  “I don’t know what you’re insinuating, Doctor, but this conversation is over. Nate’s mother wants nothing to do with him. She used him, broke him, ran from him, and now it’s up to me to fix him, and there is no way in hell that I think the cause is the damn solution in any way.”


  “Then stop saying you’ll do anything to help.” Regina rose from the chair. “I’ll be going now. Would you like me to put a bag over my head in case someone recognizes me?”


  “You’re not going to see him again?”


  Regina frowned.


  “I’d like to say no, because you don’t seem to want to explore the best avenue of success.”


  “It won’t help, and…”


  “But,” she cut him off. “I take helping people seriously, and although the first time was a train wreck because I went against my instincts and pushed too far too fast, I’m not going to walk away. I’ll do the best I can for Nate.”


  “I appreciate it.” He rose and led her back through the house to walk her out, but stopped her as she leave the doorway.”


  “I want you to know I care about my son, and want him better. I…I just can’t have that woman back in his life under any circumstances. I’d like you to understand that.”


  “I do understand that,” Regina acknowledged. “But I’m not going to lie when I say I question real reason.”


  Before he could reply, she spun on her heel and briskly walked down the path away from him.




  Chapter Nine


  “Man, this is even weirder than the first time,” Nate said from his spot on the couch while Regina sat across from him in the chair he’d been in last time.


  “How so?”


  “Well, um…” Nate shook his head. “We had sex.” He gave a low whistle. “I need to stop thinking my life can’t get more screwed up.”


  “It’s okay, it was a form of therapy that didn’t go quite as planned.”


  “Yeah, it turned into a mess. But it’s still kind of messed up to be sitting here with you again.” He pointed to his hair to indicate hers. “I like the red, and you have pretty eyes.”


  “Thank you, Nate.”


  “I have to tell you, you’re hotter than those women, even Rose.”


  “Thank you again, I think.” She laughed.


  “I’m being an idiot,” he mumbled. “But you were great with the role play too.”


  “That’s the point of it as a treatment, getting your mind to where it needs to be to heal.”


  “It’s just a job to you?” he asked. “I mean, we had sex, it’s not like you listened to my lungs.”


  “I’m aware of what we did.”


  “Doesn’t bother you?”


  “Know how guys would joke how it would be great to be a gynecologist to see women’s cunts?” Regina shocked him with her language. “Real gynecologists don’t see it in a sexual way. Doctors who see their female patients breast aren’t thinking nice tits, they’re thinking they’re a patient they’re treating.


  “For me, sex is the same. I see it as a way to help, not the same way I see it with my husband.”


  “You’re married and you do this?”


  “He knows and understands.”


  “How?”


  “We’re here to talk about you, Nate?”


  “Sorry.” He shrugged. “Just kind of fucked up. You’re cheating on him.”


  “Say the boy who screwed his mom who was also his dad’s wife.”


  “Ouch.” He winced. “Wow, that was tough, but yeah, I can’t say anything.”


  “Because I do want you to feel free in speaking with me, I’ll tell you that my husband understands this is work and not lust and it’s a physical act, and not one of love like it is with him.”


  “Okay, thanks for making me feel good about it.” He slapped himself in the forehead. “Right, so you faked it for me…twice.”


  “Yes.” She gave him a rueful smile. “Had to feed the fire. So you know my husband has a fetish of his own. He finds it exciting that I occasionally sleep with me, and even women, from time to time as part of my work.”


  “Women, damn!” He caught himself. “Sorry, being dumb again.”


  “You’re a young man, it’s fine. I can’t tell him what I do and when because it’s client confidentiality, but he knows when it happens and he likes the idea and shows me how much he does shall we say.”


  “Crazy.”


  “I didn’t wear my wedding rings.” She lifted her hand to show off a white gold ring and an obscenely large diamond. “Because if you thought I was married it might have hindered you.” She winked. “Or maybe not in your case.”


  “Ouch again.”


  “Now that we got that out of the way, let’s get back to you. How was the week?”


  “Same, work, home on internet lockdown and feeling like I’m grounded.”


  “Urge to drink?”


  “It’s not easy. Dad took me to a couple of meetings and I got a sponsor who’s going to call me every night to talk for a few minutes.”


  “Good move, and I’m sorry I pushed it at you last time, just needed you to be receptive to me.”


  “I didn’t need to be drunk for that, trust me.”


  “Okay, Rick Junior,” she told him.


  “That was meaner than the other cracks.”


  “I’m joking, well kind of. Your father means well, and I’m sure he’ll get better, but he’s stuck in some old behavior.”


  “Thanks for not telling him I got kind of rough at the end with you.”


  “What that anger showed is how badly we need to get you over your mother, and no need to be sorry I’ve had much worse than that.”


  “Sorry to hear that.”


  “You’re very sweet for a sexual deviant.” She laughed at the look on his face. “Totally joking, you seem to be more relaxed this time around, so let’s keep it that way.”


  “I’ll try, but taking to you isn’t talking about her, so it’s different.”


  “And here we are,” Regina announced. “Progress with your drinking, what about your feelings towards your mother? Still dreaming of her, still having fantasies?”


  He nodded. “When I was at my Aunts I snuck my cousin’s I-pad out of her room before she went to bed and watched some of my mother’s videos, then deleted the history.”


  “You watch the one we acted out?”


  “Yeah,” he admitted. “The teacher one too because you reminded me of her in it with the hair and foot thing.”


  “Because I watched it,” Regina confessed. “I researched her quite a bit to not just look, but try and act and sound like her. Surprised you didn’t catch that some of my mommy talk was from her clips.”


  “You did a good job,” he muttered. “Harley would be proud of you, well maybe not, you’re not bombed.”


  “Neither is she in her movies.”


  Nate cocked his head.


  “I…I don’t think I noticed that.”


  “Maybe she’s sober now?”


  “She can’t film fucked up, no guy is going to deal with that.”


  “I don’t think they’d care.”


  “Well, I…I don’t think she’s okay now.”


  “Why? You’re getting help for drinking, she could have too.”


  “I don’t want her to be okay.”


  “That’s not right to wish her to be struggling, even if she caused you pain.”


  “But if she’s okay, it makes it even worse.”


  “How so?”


  “It means she’s back to herself and still hasn’t wanted to talk to me.” Nate looked way to try to cover up the fact his eyes were welling up.


  Since he hadn’t drank other than the once with Regina, he’d been getting more emotional over his mother. His anger leaning more towards hurt.


  Regina looked at her clipboard, but didn’t write anything. Her lips were set in a tight line as if she were trying to hold back speaking, but when she did it was in the same sot tone.


  “Maybe she’s ashamed, or thinks you wouldn’t want to speak to her.” She paused once more. “Have you thought about calling her?”


  “Me?”


  “Her phone number is on the ads.”


  “She would know my number and says she won’t answer private numbers.”


  Regina dipped into the pocket of her blazer and produced her phone.


  “Here, try from this. I’ll leave the room for you.”


  “I…no.”


  “Why?”


  “Because she owes me that’s why! She fucked with me, she messed me up! She needs to call and tell me she’s sorry!”


  “That’s what you want if you talk to her, an apology?”


  “Damn straight!”


  “Nothing else?”


  “Uh…no. I want I’m sorry and hear her say what a bitch she was and how she knows she ruined our family, and my life. I want her in fucking tears when she does it!” His voice had risen, but Regina stayed calm.


  “If you heard that from her would it help?”


  “I…I don’t know. Maybe I’m better off never hearing from her again like Dad says.”


  “Like dad says.” Regina now jotted something down. “I’m sure that’s how he feels.”


  “You said that kind of funny, what do you mean?”


  “She hurt you, so he feels no contact is the best bet. But I don’t agree.” She pointed to him with her pen.


  “Nate, I’m going to ask you to go backwards one more time, and I promise you I’ll never ask you for another flashback. From now on it will all be about the now and not the then. You willing to do that?”


  “Past just keeps hurting.” He stared down at the floor.


  “I understand.”


  “But the present hurts to. Knowing she’s out there and the things she does, and doesn’t care about me. You think telling you about before can help with that?”


  “No doubt, but if you don’t want to, I’m not going to push this time.”


  “Still have the flask?” He was only half joking.


  “No, and there’s nothing in this office but water and a bottle of Cranberry juice.”


  “Wild Turkey to cold turkey.” Nate grunted so seriously, Regina smiled.


  “Joking’s good, Nate.”


  “Unless you’re the joke. What do you want to hear about?”


  “The last time you saw your mother.”


  “That would be the last time we…” His jaw clenched. “The night Dad found out.”


  “Can you tell me?”


  “You swear this is it?”


  “Yes.” Regina held her phone out once more. “But you’re off the hook if you try to call her.”


  Nate looked at the phone, then leaned back in the chair.


  “It was a Saturday morning, and Dad was out of the house by eight to meet his cronies for breakfast and go to the country club and golf all afternoon.”


  Regina shrugged, then lowered her phone to the arm of her chair and picked up the pen once more.


  “You two were really bold. Never a thought he could have come home?”


  “It was an annual tournament for charity but the trophy was a big deal and he’d been bragging all summer how he had the best player in the firm as he partner. No way was he going to miss it.” Nate gave her a forced smile. “Obviously he did.”


  *****


  Nate felt like a king. Lying back, his hands folded behind his head on his father’s pillow as his mother stretched out between his legs. She was completely naked, her legs bent at the knees and her ankles crossed, showing off both her amazing ass and even the soft soles of her sexy feet.


  The real show was between his thighs where she was working his cock and balls with her talented tongue, soft lips and insatiable mouth. Mom slowly jerked him off as she drooled and slobbered on her son’s sloppy wet cock.


  Her hair fell across her face, and she brushed it away, tucking it behind her ear the way the porn stars always did, and giving him a full view of her giving him yet another porn star quality blow job.


  Her eyes were wide, bright and glazed over with the usual mixture of lust and drunkenness. Ten in the morning and she’d already drained the flask and was now drinking straight from the bottle on the nightstand to his left.


  “Your father’s golfing.” She smiled over the swollen purple head of his dick. “But you’re going to be getting it in the hole, aren’t you?” The drunken giggle that never failed to bother, yet excite him. “His wife’s holes.”


  She resumed sucking his cock, the room filling with her nasty gagging sounds as she roughly choked herself her son’s dick. She slipped it from her mouth and slurped on his balls, making him squirm as she sucked on each in turn, stretching his sac to the point it bordered on painful.


  She rose on her knees, giving him an even better view of her round ass, then lifted her head from between her legs. Drool and pre cum flowed down her chin and her cheeks were sticky from her wiping his oozing cock all over her face.


  “Hmm, I was going to suck you off, but my baby is so hard for me, I think Mama needs to take him for a ride.”


  “Anything you want.” He smiled as she was already crawling up the bed, her heavy tits sliding along his stomach and chest. She swung one leg at a time over his hips and he grabbed them, gasping as she guided him inside her and impaled herself on his hard flesh.


  “Yes, yes, yes!” she cried out as she bounced wildly on him. She cupped her tits, fondling them as she threw her head back and laughed.


  “Talk about riding his ride!”


  She leaned over, bracing her hands on his chest and went into over drive, her hips pounding up and down hard enough to make them bounce on the mattress.


  “Drinking and bragging to his snotty friends while his son is making his wife his cock whore.”


  When they weren’t fucking, Nate knew how bad this was. Felt some guilt when he saw his father. Even tried to tell himself they needed to stop. But once his mother came on to him, any trace of regret fled his mind and was replaced with unbridled lust and the sheer joy of getting his brains fucked out by his wild cat of a mother.


  He grabbed her arms and pulling her down to him, wrapped them around her. He shifted his legs so his feet were on the bed and thrust his hips, driving his cock deep into her sopping slit.


  “Oh, oh, oh!” she yelped as he gave it to her as hard as he could he could in this position.


  At that thought, Nate wrenched himself to the left, rolling them over so she was on his back. She laughed delightedly, then howled when he sat up, shoved her legs back and drilled her mature cunt even harder than before.


  She reached back, gripped the head board as he hammered into her, squealing and begging him to fuck her even harder. Nate gripped her tits, squeezing them hard while fucking her, and Mom’s hands went over his, digging her nails into him as he fucked her with a manic energy fueled by unadulterated taboo desire.


  “Over!’ she yipped. “I want my face down and my ass up!”


  Nate eased out of her, his cock dripping on the bed as his mother spun around and crawled past him.


  “This way, so we can watch!”


  He got behind her, and entered her with a long hard thrust. His eyes on the mirror over her bureau opposite the bed. He smiled at the sight of his mother, wide eyed, sweaty, her mouth open in a wide O, and her tits bouncing as he pounded her from behind.


  “How do we look, baby?” she asked.


  “Hot as fuck,” he managed to breathe as he watched the wrong, but glorious scene in front of him.


  Mom pointed to her and dad’s wedding picture by her jewelry box.


  “Asking him!’ she lowered her hand, then her head, resting it on her folded arms and raising her ass so he could plunder her even better.


  “How does you son looking tearing up your wife’s cunt! They worth it, dog? Those little whores worth your wife becoming your son’s nasty girl, his milf porn star? His cumslut! Not yours anymore am I? I…”


  Nate gasped then the bedroom door exploded open and his father came charging in with a raised golf club in his hand.


  “Get the fuck off my wife, you…” He stopped, his eyes wide and his mouth hanging open as he took in the scene in front of him. “N…Nate?”


  Nate, his heart hammering in his cheat, pulled out of his mother and hopped off the bed as if he were launched.


  “Dad I…”


  “What the holy hell is this?” Dad bellowed. “Harley! You…Oh my god, with our son?”


  Mom rose to her knees, making no move to cover herself.


  “Fuck you, Rick! You think you’re the only one who can screw around? How’s it feel?”


  “He’s our son you fucking skank!” he shouted at her, and stepping forward, raised the club, his face contorted with rage.


  “Dad, no!” Nate, still naked, charged up behind his father and grabbing the middle of the club, ripped it from his hand and threw it into the hallway. “Don’t hurt her!”


  Dad spun around and shoved him hard enough in the chest to send him on his ass. He stepped over him and leaned over, his fist cocked.


  “You mother, you sick bastard! You’re fucking your goddamn mother! I should beat the living…Ow!”


  He yelled when Mom reached around him and raked her nails down his cheek.


  “Get away from him!” she screamed at him. “He’s more of a man than you’ve ever been.” She laughed drunkenly. “Way better fuck too!” she cried out in pain when dad spun and caught her with a back hand slap that knocked her onto the bed.


  “That the best you got?” Mom shot back to her feet as if she didn’t feel anything despite the side of her face already swelling, and at this point, between rage and being drunk, she probably didn’t.


  “Big man Rick Rivers hitting his wife!” She pointed to the other side of her face. “Go head, bitch, hit me again!”


  His father raised his hand and Nate came off the floor and gabbed his arm, spinning him back to face him.


  “Stop!” he yelled. “Please don’t hurt her, Dad! It’s my fault it’s…” He winced when a flash went off behind his eyes from the force of the slap his father dealt him.


  “You…” His other hand came up, and Nate braced himself, but the blow didn’t come.


  His father lowered his arm and stood there breathing hard, his face twisted in anger and trickles of blood running down his cheek from Mom’s nails.


  “You get in your fucking room, and you don’t come out until I come in there and…talk to you.”


  “No, you’re going to beat my mother! I…”


  “Go!” Mom shouted behind his father, pointing to the door. “Listen to him and get out of here, baby! Please!”


  “Baby? You sick fucking cunt!” Dad hissed, but when he turned to her seemed to make it a point to keep his hands not only down but behind his back. “I’m done with you, you goddamn whore! You…”


  “Go!” Mom pointed past his father.


  “You go!” Dad yelled in her face. “Pack your shit and get the hell out of my life, our of our life!”


  “No, Mom, I need you!” Nate yelled.


  His father turned, but Mom, still naked got between them and putting her hand gently to his cheek whispered. “Go, baby. I won’t ever leave you, I promise.”


  “This is…” his father’s rage seemed to be fading and his expression now one of shocked pain. “I…I can’t believe you would do this to me, Nate.”


  Mom leaned forward to kiss him, but yelped when Dad caught her arm and yanked her away from him.


  “Don’t you dare ever touch him again.” He spun and grabbed Nate’s shoulder and walking forward, pushed him out of the room. “Go.”


  “But…”


  “I won’t hurt her,” he told him. “That would mean I’d have to touch her and that’ll never happen again either.”


  He slammed the door in Nate’s face and he heard the lock click from the other side.




  Chapter Ten


  “I ran to my room.” Nate’s voice and hands trembled as he struggled to finish. “Closed the door, but I could still hear them screaming at each other.


  “There was a lot of banging and I was scared he was hurting her, but I…I couldn’t go back in there. “I just couldn’t…I was so scared and…I kept thinking that my father had every right to be that crazy.”


  “Do you think he did hit her again?”


  “I…I don’t think so. But she was screaming more and him, and I heard glass break. I think she was the one getting crazy because I heard him keep telling her to stop acting like an animal and get dressed and get out.”


  “I…sat on my bed and they just kept yelling, then it got quiet. I could just make out they were still going back and forth, and a minute later my father came in my room.


  “He said he had nothing to say to me right now, but we would all talk in the morning, and stay where I was. I asked if mom was okay, and he looked like he was going to lose it, but said nothing else happened except them arguing.


  “I asked if I could see her and he looked really pissed again, and said it wasn’t a good idea, but she’d be there in the morning.”


  He put his hands to his eyes, a wave of shame coming over him as tears flowed down his cheeks.


  “It was so awful, just…I…I didn’t know what to do!”


  “No one would, Nate,” she told him, a look of pity on her face.


  “I should have stayed, made sure he didn’t touch her.”


  “Doesn’t sound like he did, and you said you knew that.”


  “The point. I was supposed to be her man, and I let her down.”


  “You were never her man, you were her son, and at 18, you might legally be a man, but you were still a boy. A confused and scared one who listened to his father who had every right to be hurt and angry.”


  “I should have seen her again. Shouldn’t have listened to him. Should have gone to her.”


  “No, in that moment you did the right thing. Your father was hanging by a thread and if your mother said anything out of line to you…it could have been worse.” Regina spoke slowly as if his story had her as rattled as he was. “Nothing could have changed that outcome.”


  “T…the last thing she said to me.” He clenched his fists as he felt a torrent of emotion sweeping through him.


  “Was what, Nate?” Regina asked in a whisper.


  “That…she…” His throat felt so constricted it was hard to speak.


  “That she…” Regina prodded.


  “That she promised she wouldn’t ever leave me!” Nate shouted at the top of his lungs. “Said she never would and she did! I never saw her again! She lied! Lied, and lied and lied!” He slammed his first into the arm of the chair, then exploded to his feet.


  “We…were supposed to be together! She was going to leave him and it would be us!”


  “But you got caught.” Regina was remarkably calm as he now paced back and forth, swinging his arms wildly in anger.


  “We could have left then! She could have left, then came back and got me! Called and told me to meet her! I had money in the bank, she had credit cards, we could have driven away and just kept driving!”


  “Never leave me!” He spit out each word. “Lying drunken sick fucking bitch!” he screamed.


  Regina rose and didn’t hesitate to put her hands on his chest to keep him still.


  “But you love her. You loved her then and you love her now.” She gave him a sad smile. “Don’t you, Nate?”


  “N…no…how could I? She…and the movies!” He spun away from her. “The things she does! We did those things! Everything we did she does with those assholes and she even tells them that mama loves them and…and then says they’ll be together!”


  “She hurt me and thinks it’s fucking funny! Making money by sucking cock and putting her ass in the air and calling guys her son and being their mother, but she’s not mine anymore!”


  “She is, and always will be,” Regina said behind him.


  “If she were my mother she’d come back for me. She’d want me! Lying…no.” His voice lowered. “It was me, I wasn’t good enough.”


  “Not true.” She put her hands on his shoulders and gently turned him to face her. “None of this is you. Now tell me how you really feel Nate.”


  “She’s a lying cheating, slutty…”


  Regina shook her head.


  “Tell me. Say it. Let it out.”


  “I…” Nate felt something breath inside him and he sobbed. “I love her! I love her so much!” He couldn’t hold back and sobbed uncontrollably.


  “She was supposed to be mine and I was going to be hers and I wanted it so bad. I…should hate her, but I can’t, I just can’t.” He tried to back away, but Regina put her arms around him and pulled him into her embrace, easing his head down on her shoulder.


  “It’s okay.” She stroked his hair as she spoke in his ear. “It’s going to be okay.”


  “No, I…I can’t be okay without her. I just…oh, god, it’s so wrong, but I need her, I need her!”


  He gave up trying to talk and remained leaning into Regina sniffling like a baby.


  “I’m so fucked up,” he whispered. “It hurts, it really does.”


  “I know,” Regina replied. “But it won’t for much longer.”


  He eased away from her, now even more embarrassed at the wet stain on the shoulder of her blazer.


  “I’m so pathetic,” he told her. “Don’t tell my father.”


  “Screw your father,” she grunted. “Right now this is about you, and I’m going to help you, Nate.”


  “How?”


  “By getting you what you need.” She pointed. “How about you grab a bottle of water and sit down. I’m going to give you a couple of minutes to feel better by yourself, okay?”


  She picked up her phone and walked towards the door to the other room. The one he’d fucked her in.


  “No more,” he moaned.


  “Huh?” She looked at him and he pointed to the room. “Oh. No more of that, Nate. I do need to make a call then when I come out if you’re okay, I’ll call your father to come get you.”


  “Sorry,” He didn’t bother with the water and fell on, more than sat, on the couch. “I can’t even think right now.”


  “Then don’t,” she told him. “Be right back.”


  Regina entered the room and sitting on the bed called Rick.


  “Time to pick up Nate?”


  “Where are you?”


  “I’m in Starbucks, why?


  “I’m going to send you something in a minute. Don’t listen to it unless you have ear buds or are alone.”


  “What are…”


  Regina ended the call, and after spending the time to edit down the recording she’d made of Nate telling her about that night, down to the last few minutes where he’d broken down in tears, sent it to his father.


  She remained on the bed, the phone in her hand and when it rang five minutes later, she answered;


  “You can come pick your son up now.”


  There was a moment of silence before Rick spoke.


  “What can I do?”


  “You already know the answer to that.”




  Epilogue


  “Come in.” Harley rolled her dark eyes at the soft knock on the bedroom door.


  “Hey.” Roman entered. “You about ready?”


  “Another minute,” she replied as she used the applicator to add mascara to her long lashes. “Why do you knock?”


  “Well, you know, in case you’re not decent,” the older man replied while fiddling with his long black and gray pony tail he always had over his shoulder just so he could play with it as a nervous tic.


  “Roman, you have seen everything I have more times than I can count and are going to be seeing it again in ten minutes.”


  “That’s for work, but in the meantime nothing wrong with some manners, Miss H.”


  Her red lips curved into a smile.


  “That’s nice, Roman. Always good to know there’s still some chivalry out there.” She laughed. “Especially in this industry.”


  “You make your own content,” Roman reminded her. “The girls dumb enough to work for the studios still get nothing but assholes.”


  “Sucks to be them, sucking so other people can make money.” She finished her mascara and swapped the applicator for a brush, adding some color to her cheeks. “I don’t even know why I’m wearing makeup.” She tapped the paper in front of her.


  “Thing says I just came from taking a shower, why would I have makeup on?”


  “So.” Roman smirked. “The premise is believable, but the makeup is the problem?”


  “Premise.” She tapped the paper with a long blue nail. “This is two paragraphs and most of it is describing a blow job. I know I’m not the smartest person, but really?”


  “Will takes his ideas seriously, as limited as they are.” Roman chuckled as he lifted the Nikon from around his neck and fiddled with it.


  “About that.” She once again read the description of the minimal plot. There wasn’t even much dialogue, just things like ’Act upset’ and ‘Jason acts nervous’. There were a few lines in there that Will Temps, the male talent for this shoot thought were sexy or clever and were neither.


  No, not true. In the realm of erotica the most cringe worthy lines worked, if only because they were being delivered by naked performers with amazing bodies and while performing sexual acts.


  “I don’t know.” She frowned after she put the brush down. “I’m not sure I like this one.”


  “Too late now, he’s on the bed and.” He grinned. “Keeping himself interested.”


  “I’m interesting enough. If he’s playing with it, it’s because he’s worried he won’t get it up.”


  “He has to be hard when you walk in.”


  “There’s pills for that.”


  “He’s twenty-one, Miss H, he doesn’t need them.”


  “Whatever.” She picked up a spray bottle and liberally squirted her hair so it would be wet enough to look like she’d been in the shower. “This thing is so simple it’s sad.”


  “It’s a popular trope for a reason. People love the getting caught with…”


  “I know, but we could do something else today.” She picked up the ‘script’ and balling it up, tossed it in the basket by her feet. “How about he can’t sleep so I give him a blow job to put him out?”


  “Oh, much more thought provoking! But, okay, who’s blowing him?”


  “The maid, his best friend’s mother, could be anyone.”


  “That’s funny!” Roman clapped his hands. “Let’s stay with this one. Will’s a good kid and he thinks this is way better than it is. Make him feel good.”


  “I’ve made him feel damn good in pretty much every way the last few months, and the little shit gets paid to lay there and do nothing in this one.”


  “Not true, he’s acting.”


  They stared at each other and after a few seconds both burst out laughing.


  “Okay, we’ll do this one. I’ll be out in a minute.”


  “I’ll be on the left when you come in.”


  “So?”


  “So, don’t look to the left. You always do that on first takes, turn your head and look at the camera. Then we have to edit it.”


  “You’re getting a hundred dollars for what won’t be more than a ten minute clip. You can edit.”


  “Have to anyway, I’m sure one of you will screw something up as simple as this is.” He changed tactics when she shot him a dirty look. “After you come in I’ll circle a little, but when the action starts I’m going to get on the bed behind him, film over his shoulder.”


  “How many videos have I done? I know where you’ll be.”


  “But you always look…”


  “Know what I was thinking?” she interrupted. “That as simple as POV porn is I could stick a camera to the top of my headboard and film it and not need a…”


  “I’ll be heading out now.” He gave her a mock bow. “See you soon Miss H.”


  He closed the door and she shook her head, but with a smile. Roman was a good guy, and had become so disgusted that went in the ‘professional’ adult industry, he’d left a good paying gig to scrape by on doing shoots for her and some other Only fans or many vids creators.


  She rose from the chair and adjusted the short robe that matched the color of her fingers and toes and wore nothing underneath. Harley loosened the tie until a good portion of her large breasts were visible and then gave her hair a few more squirts turning it darker and causing strands of it to stick to her neck and exposed chest.


  She sprayed her chest, adding the sex touch of there being some glistening drops on her breasts. Harley took a breath and picking up the glass next to her, shook it, enjoying the clinking sound the ice cubes made against the glass.


  She took a sip as she pondered the ‘script’. It wouldn’t be the first time a common fantasy in the genre she excelled in had hit close to home, but she had moments of struggling with each of them until she got going.


  Once Harley began doing what she’d always done, and continued to do, best, she was fine. Tilting her head back, she drained the glass and taking a deep breath, walked to her bedroom door and knocked on it, a signal Roman could start filming.


  She knocked a second time in case he didn’t hear her, and it could seem more realistic she would knock more than once before walking into someone else’s bedroom.


  She entered the room, telling herself to keep her eyes directly ahead, and stopped, her mouth opening in a shocked expression that she embellished by placing her hand on her chest.


  “My god, Jason, what are you doing?”


  Will, as Jason, lay on her bed, completely naked, his large cock, partially obscured by the blue thong he had wrapped around it, yelled.


  “Holy shit!” With an expression of surprise so exaggerated, she had to try not to smile, he shoved the thong under his hip and pulled the edge of the sheet over himself.


  “You don’t know?” he demanded, now trying to look offended.


  “I did.” She sauntered slowly over to him, putting extra swing into her hips and giving Roman a chance to get a good shot of her long legs, and knowing him, her bare feet even though it wasn’t a fetish video, but it was his fetish.


  One she’d once indulged by filming him while she let him fuck her feet. He got a fantasy and she turned it into a five minute teaser vid she uploaded or free on Porn Hub.


  As she approached the bed, she had to fight back the uneasy feeling of déjà vu’ the scene caused. This was stronger than the feeling she’d experienced in some of the others, because this one had led to…


  She distracted herself by taking in the young man in her bed. Will wasn’t just good looking, he was flawless. Dark curly hair, ice blue eyes, high cheek bones and a strong jaw with a cleft chin, he could be an actual model.


  Neck down however, he was built for the industry. Ruggedly built without being muscle bound, his body was rock hard chiseled perfection. From his well-defined biceps, broad shoulders, deep powerful chest to his six pack abs, his body was a testament to the hours he spent every day in the gym.


  And between his thick thighs was no exception. Will’s cock was the biggest she’d ever had, and she’d had more than her fair share in both her distant past, and her current choice of profession.


  He had released it, but the tent the sheet was pitching showed he hadn’t lost any interest in his ‘job’. Technically out of character seeing he was nervous, but there was little room for soft cocks in porn.


  “You…” she hesitated for just a second, “didn’t answer me…What were you doing?”


  “Um, well…guess I can’t lie, and you know what I was doing anyway.”


  “But with this?” She leaned over and yanked the thong from under him and tried to ignore the momentary flashback it gave her while she shook the thong in her face.


  “Sorry, I…” He tried to look flustered even as his excited cock bobbed beneath the sheet. “I can’t help it! I’m so horny!”


  She eyed the thong and knew she was supposed to reply, but instead looked from it to him and told herself that he hadn’t for a moment been someone else in front of her. Her reaction seemed legit to the video and either he followed that, or just figured she’d forgotten her line.


  “I never thought about you! Really!”


  “Why?” she prodded herself as she sat on the edge of the bed.


  “Because I’m…”


  “Why are you doing it yourself? Looks and a cock like that, you should have some girl doing it, and more.”


  “I don’t have a girl, I…I’m a virgin.”


  “Really?” Harley could hear the word came out forced, but as always pressed herself to forget reality and give in to the fantasy she was going to inspire in a lot of men when this went live.


  “Yeah, I…”


  “Then why didn’t you come to me? I would have helped you?”


  “With girls?”


  “No, baby.” Her voice dipped into the trademark smoky purr her fans and clients loved. “With being horny.”


  She whipped the sheet off and as Will did a poor job of looking upset, she grabbed his cock and pumped it, her slender fingers barely touching around his hard flesh.


  “What the hell are you doing?” he gasped.


  “I’m doing what any good mother would.” She smiled as Roman slid onto the bed, sitting above Will’s shoulder. “Helping my son.”


  “Oh, mom, that feels so good,” he moaned. “But isn’t this wrong?”


  “You don’t worry about that.” She leaned over, and tugged open her robe, exposing her breasts. “You just lay back and relax, because honey?” She licked her lips as she lowered her head, her lips parting to take his cock into her mouth.


  “Your Mama’s going to good care of her baby.”
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