
        
            
                
            
        

    
Mother (1-7) Two Small Curved Labia


Introduction

Clang! The teacup smashed onto the floor, shattering into pieces! I shot up, shouting angrily, “Stop beating around the bush, Xiao Jing! All this is to say you just want to dump me, right?”

Xiao Jing sat opposite me, her face as white as paper, her thin body trembling slightly. Biting her lip, she said in a voice that was soft yet firm, “You… you’re right!”

My mind exploded, and I was so angry I nearly coughed up blood! This little girl was becoming more and more presumptuous, actually daring to embarrass me to my face! With a fierce look in my eyes, I stared at her sharply and sneered, “Good, you finally told the truth! After a few years at university, your horizons have expanded and you’re too proud now? You look down on a worker like me who has no education?”

Xiao Jing’s face flushed, and she hurriedly denied it, “Brother Zhibin, you’ve misunderstood…”

“I haven’t misunderstood a thing!” My voice rose an octave, and I kicked the chair, questioning her aggressively, “When you were young, who paid off the huge high-interest loans your family owed for your parents? Who paid for all your university expenses these four years? Heh, who was it that cried and promised me that once she finished her studies, she would obediently marry me and be my wife? Tell me! Tell me, you brat!”

“But… but you can’t force me to use love to repay a debt!” As she spoke, tears spilled from the corners of her eyes.

Looking at her pitiful, moving appearance, my heart softened a bit. This beautiful, pure young girl—elegant like a chrysanthemum in autumn, with her angelic, lovely smile and gentle, quiet grace—had always been my favorite.

In this life, I must have her, otherwise there’s no point in living; I’d rather go keep the King of Hell company! Whatever, she’ll be my woman sooner or later, why bother arguing with her?

“Fine! Stop crying…” I tried to bring my tone back to a normal range, saying gently, “Just come home with me after graduation… as for the marriage, we don’t have to rush it!”

Xiao Jing didn’t speak, sobbing silently for a while. Suddenly, she raised her head and looked me bravely in the eye, saying, “Brother Zhibin, I will not go back with you! Because… because I already have another boyfriend…”

“What?” I let out a strange cry, almost unable to believe my ears. After a good while, I came to my senses and shouted in rage, “Where the hell did this bastard come from? Who does he think he is, competing with me for a woman? Damn him, I’m going to slaughter this kid!” As I spoke, I rolled up my sleeves and charged toward the door in a towering rage, only to remember upon reaching the door that I didn’t even know who the bastard was!

Xiao Jing wiped her tears and said faintly, “Brother Zhibin, the money I owe you, I will definitely pay back! Even if it takes ten years, twenty years… I will compensate you with interest…”

“Interest my ass!” I was furious. I spat on the ground and cursed, “In ten or twenty years, I’ll be too old to get it up! Whose wife would still be willing to marry me then? No way, if you’re changing your mind, I’m taking you back right now!” After saying this, I pressed forward, grabbed her slender wrist, and dragged her outward without another word!

Xiao Jing cried out, “Let me go… let go!” She struggled with all her might, but her strength was nothing to me. Very quickly, I dragged her into the outer room and pulled open the door with one hand!

Suddenly, a figure rushed in from the corridor and crashed heavily into my chest. This hit was so unexpected—I never imagined someone was lying in ambush outside the door. I lost my footing and fell backward, and the three of us rolled together in a heap on the floor!

“Bastard!” I roared as I jumped up, grabbing the man’s collar and slapping him twice across the face without a word. “Damn, you dare crash into me? You tired of living?”

I was just about to give the fellow a few more punches to vent my rage when Xiao Jing suddenly lunged forward from the side, gripping my arm tightly. With a sobbing voice, she pleaded, “Brother Zhibin, stop hitting him! Please, don’t hit him…”

I froze and took a look at this guy! Hah, it turned out to be a pretty-faced, pampered youth, his head glossy and smooth, his skin as white as a woman’s. At this moment, he was staring at me with a face full of rage, his eyes filled with contempt and hatred.

“Xiao Jing, who is he?” As soon as the words left my mouth, I saw a look of nervousness and heartache appear on Xiao Jing’s pretty face, and she gazed at the kid with overflowing tenderness. In that instant, it dawned on me, and I understood everything! A powerful fire of jealousy surged from the soles of my feet straight to my head, burning my eyes red.

Xiao Jing obviously sensed my menacing aura; in her panic, her lips trembled and she couldn’t speak. Instead, the pretty-faced youth spoke, saying coldly, “I am Xiao Jing’s boyfriend! The one she loves is me, and the one she will marry is me! Heh, I won’t let you take her away, even if you have to kill me!”

“Good! You’ve got guts! Hahaha…” I burst into wild laughter. With a swish, I pulled a switchblade from my trouser pocket. With a flick of my wrist, the bright blade was pressed against his throat. I sneered, “Since you’ve got so much guts, I’ll fulfill you!”

“Don’t!” Xiao Jing let out a cry of alarm. Her knees gave way and she knelt straight down before me, sobbing uncontrollably, “Brother Zhibin, I’ll tell you the truth! I… I have already given myself to him… how could I still marry you?”

“What?” I felt as if five thunderbolts had struck my head, and I froze completely! The colorful lights and the beautiful furniture seemed to lose their color in my eyes. So, because of a momentary lapse in caution, my fiancée had been deflowered by someone else; she was no longer original goods… The corners of my mouth spasmed hideously, pain swept through my entire body, and my mind went blank.

Xiao Jing knelt on the ground, her frail shoulders trembling as she wept, “Brother Zhibin, I know I have wronged you! Wuu… I owe you so, so much, and I will not be able to pay it back in this lifetime! If… if there is a next life, I will certainly be a horse-grazing servant to repay you! Really, in the next life… in the next life, I will devote myself to you wholeheartedly…”

“Bullshit!” I shouted angrily, my heart a mixture of regret and resentment. Since this woman was not a virgin, there was no way I could marry her as my wife; all these years of effort had been completely wasted! This thought left me feeling utterly discouraged, but at the same time, an evil thought quietly rose…

“Fine, I can let the two of you go!” I waved my hand abruptly. Before Xiao Jing could thank me with joy, I gave a sinister smile and said indifferently, “But you must agree to one condition!”

“What condition?” Xiao Jing smiled through her tears, looking up with her pretty, flushed face and saying sincerely, “As long as it is something I can do, I agree to anything!”

“Don’t worry, you can certainly do it!” I looked her up and down, a greedy light shooting from my eyes. Any normal man, seeing a girl as beautiful as Xiao Jing kneeling before him in such a weak and helpless posture, would likely have a greedy look in his eyes.

Xiao Jing was wearing a plain-colored dress, her jet-black hair draped over her shoulders, her long eyelashes blinking in fear! That anxious expression might evoke pity in the eyes of others, but in the eyes of a lecher like me, it only increased the sinful desire in my heart…

“Take off all your clothes, don’t leave a single piece!” I said in a low voice, speaking one word at a time.

“X—”

I tilted my wrist slightly, and the sharp tip of the blade cut a bloody nick into his neck. In the coldest voice, I said, “If you dare say one more word, I’ll send you to the West!” Perhaps my fierce cruelty frightened him; the pretty-faced youth immediately became mute and shut his mouth, silent as a cicada in winter.

I gave a cold laugh and said viciously to Xiao Jing, “If you don’t want this kid to die young, then obediently let me have my pleasure once! Do you understand?”

Xiao Jing’s pretty face turned crimson. She silently wept for a while, her eyes full of bitterness. After frowning and thinking for a moment, she finally succumbed with a sob, and her slender fingers moved to her shirt, slowly undoing the buttons one by one.

As her clothes parted to the sides, her fair waist was dazzlingly bright. A pair of firm, pert breasts had already begun to take shape, rising like small hillocks; although they were still tightly wrapped in a bra, one only had to look at those exquisite curves to imagine how perfect and enticing the shapes inside were!

My blood surged. I hurriedly transferred the knife to my left hand to keep the powdered youth pinned, while my right hand did not pause for a moment, roughly tearing away Xiao Jing’s dress. She looked at me, frightened and helpless, pleading in a low voice, but she did not dare dodge or resist. In a few moments, I had easily stripped off her outer clothes, leaving only a bra and panties on her snow-white body to cover the most important forbidden zones.

“Fuck! So she’s already been opened!” My heart was filled with mixed emotions. This girl, who in my memory had always been pure and lovely, had unknowingly become a plump little woman! Slutty, truly too slutty! Today, I must vent my animal desires on this slutty body to compensate for my lost youth!

“From now on, you do whatever I say!” I pulled the powdered youth back a few steps and leaned against the wall, saying coldly, “First, crawl over to me! Crawl to my side using both hands and feet!”

Xiao Jing hesitated for a moment, then obediently lay flat on the ground. Supporting her semi-naked body with her long limbs, she slowly crawled toward me. She had certainly never crawled like this before; her movements were stiff and unnatural, her buttocks slightly raised above her panties, her black hair hanging down like a waterfall, making her skin appear even more white and crystalline. Looking down at the beautiful girl prone at my feet, my lust flared, and my penis expanded sharply in my trousers.

Xiao Jing also noticed the change in my body. Her face suddenly burned bright red, as lovely and charming as the glow of a sunset. Unable to restrain myself, I suddenly reached out and grabbed her beautiful hair, forcibly pulling her head down toward my crotch. Her delicate, lovely cheek was instantly pressed against my manhood, squeezing and rubbing in intimate contact; the feeling was truly incomparably refreshing!

Xiao Jing let out a few muffled whimpers, her pretty face struggling between my legs. The hard penis clearly made her extremely uncomfortable, and she was unable to breathe smoothly. Her brows were tightly knitted, and her expression was quite painful. I gave a cold laugh and released my grip with disdain. Her body immediately collapsed, curling up limply on the ground, gasping for air!

“Stupid girl, why act so pitiful?” I scolded her heartlessly. Strangely, since knowing she was not a virgin, the tenderness of the past had vanished without a trace, replaced only by a frantic desire to abuse. I stared at the fragile Xiao Jing without any mercy, the pleasure in my heart growing stronger, and shouted in a tone that brooked no argument:

“Get up and help me take off my pants!”

“Ah… please spare me, Brother Zhibin…” Xiao Jing’s watery eyes were filled with panic. Excessive fear had made her forget even how to cry; tears condensed into stains upon her bright, pretty face.

My expression darkened. Without waiting for her to finish speaking, I raised my hand and swung a slap across her face.

“Stop! You demon, stop it right now!” Suddenly, an angry roar rang out, nearly bursting my eardrums! Turning to look, I saw the slicked-back, powdered-faced man screaming in agony, his face terrifyingly distorted, his hands and feet struggling violently!

Anger flared in my heart. I swung the handle of the knife around and struck him hard on the head, knocking the fellow dizzy and leaving a large purple bruise on his forehead.

“Don’t hit him! I beg you…” Xiao Jing cried out and lunged forward, her arms wrapping around my thigh. Her powder-pink face, like a pear blossom drenched in rain, proactively pressed against my penis, rubbing as she said miserably, “I’ll listen to you… I’ll do whatever you say! Just stop making things hard for him…”

I interrupted her impatiently, saying harshly, “Enough nonsense! First satisfy me, then we’ll talk!”

Tearfully, Xiao Jing nodded. She knelt forward obediently to my front, her hands trembling as she undid my belt. The pants dropped from my waist and fell at my feet.

Then, she hesitated for a second or two. Closing her eyes shyly, her slender hand reached into my underwear and gripped the thick penis, clumsily pulling it out to stand exposed. I felt the cold wind blowing straight into my anus, providing a special kind of stimulation!

Cradled in her warm palm, the meat rod involuntarily swelled even larger. Xiao Jing likely noticed the startling size; she knelt before me at a loss, her neck turning completely red.

Feeling greatly excited, I forced her to open her eyes to “seriously” admire this tool of my trade. The moment she saw the penis, I clearly captured the expression of fear flashing across that pretty face.

Suddenly, I discovered that I liked this expression! I liked the deep fear this woman showed toward my sexual power!

“Since you’ve seen enough, take it in your mouth and give the cock a good taste!” I commanded in a cold voice, thrusting my hips forward to bring the meat rod to her red lips as a show of strength.

Perhaps because the body odor was too strong, Xiao Jing showed a look of extreme disgust, looking as if she were about to vomit! But under my piercing gaze, she finally opened her small mouth helplessly, her lips slowly closing around the tip of the meat rod…

Taking advantage of the moment, I thrust forward. Half the penis suddenly surged into her mouth, pushing all the way to her throat. This sudden attack left Xiao Jing stunned; for a moment she couldn’t recover, her eyes wide and round, her delicate face a mask of blank confusion!

I tilted my head back toward the ceiling, savoring the moving sensation of my penis being enveloped by her mouth; those moist, hot lips and that warm, soft tongue gave me an immense level of enjoyment. Although only a small part of the meat rod had been stuffed in, it was still too long for Xiao Jing, to the point that a cylindrical bulge protruded from her cheek!

Seeing her in such a humiliated and wretched state, a feeling of vengeful pleasure rose in my heart. I sneered, “Bitch, is this your first time giving head? Hehe, let me teach you how to do it! Use your tongue to sweep across the whole cock, then suck it forgetfully!”

Xiao Jing let out a muffled wail from her nose and clumsily extended the tip of her tongue, lightly licking the congested glans. Her movements were incredibly stiff, and her teeth occasionally bumped against the sensitive tender flesh, causing pain. Yet it was precisely this lack of skill and nervousness that brought me greater satisfaction!

“Mmm… suck deeper… yes, yes, right there… don’t stop… oh… little slut, you’re quite good at this… oh oh oh… so good…” I shouted loudly, using my free hand to fix Xiao Jing’s head in place. With the coordination of my body and hand, I gradually increased the speed of the penis’s thrusting. As the thick black meat rod continuously slid in and out under the pucker of her lips, her snowy-white, half-naked body also began to sway back and forth!

Suddenly, the sound of abnormal panting reached my ears. In the midst of my busyness, I glanced sideways and saw the oily-haired, powdered-faced man. His face was pale and sweat was streaming down his head, yet his gaze was staring fixedly at Xiao Jing as she gave me oral sex; the fabric at his crotch was already pushed high!

I laughed out loud, stroking Xiao Jing’s long hair like petting a pet, and said obscenely, “Blowing a horn for another man right in front of your own boyfriend! This kind of novel taste is very stimulating for you, isn’t it?”

Xiao Jing let out a bashful moan and did not answer me. But to my surprise, she actually “learned” very quickly, soon mastering several tricks. Her soft little hand supported the base of my penis, while her lips and tongue flirtatiously teased the glans, actively catering to my rhythm!

In a state of drifting bliss, my exploding desire became stronger and stronger. A moment later, finally unable to endure it, I let out a wild roar, and the meat rod pulsed, spraying thick semen directly into her mouth.

Xiao Jing had no time to dodge, and with her shoulders and back held firmly by me, she was unable to move. She could only accept this stream of hot, thick juice in shamed endurance. When the penis withdrew, two streaks of cloudy white liquid flowed down the corners of her mouth, dripping drop by drop onto her pert, milky breasts. Blinking blankly, her cheeks flushed red, her angelic face contrasted with this erotic scene, making it look exceptionally provocative!

I panted for a long while, staring at Xiao Jing’s full and exquisite figure. My meat rod couldn’t help but stir again, and I sneered, “Take off your bra. Let me see if your breasts have developed as sluttily as the rest of you!”

Xiao Jing looked at the slick-haired, powdered man with shame, sobbing softly. Her arm reached around to her nearly naked back and felt for the clasp of her bra… Just then, the room door was pushed open with a “creak,” and a childish girl wearing glasses appeared at the doorway. Seeing the situation in the room, she was suddenly stunned! The three of us were also stunned, frozen in place, our muscles feeling as though they had been frozen stiff!

Suddenly, the girl’s gaze fell upon the shiny blade in my hand. She immediately let out a short, panicked scream, turned around, and bolted! As she ran, she began to scream hysterically: “Help… there’s a robber… someone come help!”

A shock went through my heart, and I felt that something had gone terribly wrong! With such a loud commotion, it would be a miracle if it didn’t attract the people nearby! And what would be the consequences of everything that had happened in this room?

In an instant, several lines of bold text flashed through my mind: “Assault with a knife… intent to injure… attempted forced rape…” Cold sweat seeped from my pores. I was at a loss, my thoughts becoming a tangled mess.

These crimes were obvious; being caught would mean several years in prison! Was I to spend the remaining years of my youth in prison, helplessly letting this pair of young lovers love each other, marry, and pursue a happy life? Yet this happiness should have been mine…

Thinking of this, I glanced out of the corner of my eye and saw Xiao Jing, kneeling on the ground, hurriedly picking up her top in an attempt to cover her body. I couldn’t help but fly into a rage, and a crazy thought flashed through my mind: “Even if it costs me my life later, I must possess her body today…”

“Who told you to put on your clothes?” I roared, grabbing Xiao Jing by the hair and pulling her up. I said sharply, “Our account isn’t settled yet! What are you rushing for? Quickly strip off all your clothes for me!”

Xiao Jing’s beautiful face was distorted with pain, and she sobbed repeatedly, “I’ll take them off… I’ll take them off right now…” Yet her hands wouldn’t obey, clutching her clothes tight to protect the beautiful curves of her upper body.

I was anxious, knowing that others would soon arrive to intervene. The crisis was imminent, and there was no more time to dally! Thus, I suddenly turned Xiao Jing around, grabbed her underwear with my right hand, and tore hard! Amidst her scream, the pure cotton underwear ripped into two pieces and fell helplessly onto the floor.

I gazed at Xiao Jing’s exposed lower body, and there, on her full right buttock, amidst the snow-white skin, was a blue birthmark! The small, delicate birthmark was like embroidery; far from spoiling the overall beauty, it actually increased the allure of her buttocks! My heart pounded wildly, my penis hardened again, and I thrust from behind into the gap between the two buttock cheeks…

Suddenly, there was a sharp pain in my left wrist, as if it had been forcibly twisted and broken! In my shock, I instinctively turned my head and just happened to glimpse the slicked-back hair man, his eyes bloodshot! His facial muscles were hideously distorted, and his hands gripped my wrist, frantically struggling to snatch the knife away, screaming at the top of his lungs: “You bastard… I’ll fight you… I’ll fight you to the end…”

The slicked-back hair man had clearly decided to risk everything, fighting and kicking with me recklessly, his strength unusually great! I almost lost the upper hand and hurriedly pulled back my right hand to assist, only then gradually recovering my advantage.

The gleaming tip of the knife moved bit by bit toward the slicked-back hair man’s neck; I estimated that in another ten seconds or so, his counterattack would be neutralized… Just at this critical moment, Xiao Jing suddenly lunged forward and bit my penis hard!

I let out a loud cry of pain, the strength in my hand slackened, and the cold blade suddenly reversed, plunging swiftly into my chest! This strike went so deep it almost pierced through my entire body!

I could even clearly feel the most fragile part of my heart being hit dead-on, blood gushing out! All the strength in my body suddenly vanished, and my spirit and consciousness began to leave my body bit by bit, drifting toward a distant, illusory void!

The slicked-back hair man was terrified; he let go and retreated several steps, falling back onto his backside, unable to get up for a long time! Xiao Jing’s pretty face was also pale without a trace of color; with a panicked expression, she supported my wavering body and said with a trembling voice: “Brother Zhibin, are you… badly hurt? Quick… quick, go to the hospital…”

I spent what little strength I had left to painstakingly push her away, my eyes filled with a bone-deep hatred, coughing as I said: “You killed me… you… you pair of dogs… conspired… to kill me…” Before I could finish the sentence, I fell unconscious onto the ground.

Xiao Jing looked at me, then looked at the slicked-back hair man, her lips quivering a few times, and she suddenly burst into tears, saying through a face full of tears: “I didn’t… intend to hurt you… just now I only wanted to save him…”

The slicked-back hair man shook his head and said in a low voice: “Xiao Jing, don’t say any more, this man is finished!” Xiao Jing was stunned, looking at me with great fear, her gaze carrying a hint of guilt, while her body shuddered uncontrollably.

Using my remaining will, I struggled to prop up my body, letting out a wretched, rattling laugh that sounded more hideous than the howling of ghosts. I gritted my teeth and said, “This grudge… one day, I will avenge it… even if I become a vengeful ghost… I will not… let you go…” As I spoke, blood continued to seep from my nose and mouth, and my tongue ceased to obey me!

I continued to speak, one word at a time, gazing at Xiao Jing’s beautiful, pretty face. With a sinister smile, I said, “In this life… I cannot have you… but… I vow to you… in the next life, I will definitely make you my woman, and you will never be able to leave my meat stick…” Having said this, I suddenly pulled the knife out of my chest!

As the blood sprayed out, I used the final spark of my life to burn into a single sentence full of hatred, resentment, longing, and malice, screaming hoarsely: “Just you wait! I’ll see you in the next life!” All the scenes suddenly blurred, and what followed was a boundless darkness! A desperate darkness that seemed to have no end…

“Ah—” I woke from the nightmare, suddenly flipping over to sit up! It was still pitch black outside the window; under the shroud of the night sky, the hands of the alarm clock on the bedside table were emitting a faint fluorescence. I steadied my mind and felt a chill on my back; only then did I discover that I was covered in cold sweat from head to toe!

“What happened?” My brain had not yet fully cleared, and I felt somewhat muddled. I hurried to reach out and switch on the desk lamp to check the clock; it was four-thirty in the morning!

“So it was a dream… that terrifying scene was actually just a nightmare!” I gave a bitter smile, threw off the quilt, jumped out of bed, and took a quick shower in the bathroom next door. After that, I disposed of the dirty trousers stained with semen, changed into a clean set of underwear, and lazily lay back into the warm cocoon of my quilt.

It was still early until dawn. I yawned, preparing to continue with a sweet sleep, but for some reason, my mind kept churning and would not be quiet. That nightmare just now kept reappearing before my eyes, like watching a movie, the lens becoming clearer and clearer!

Why was it like this? This dream… something about this dream seemed not quite right! I thought hard; intuition told me that this was not an ordinary dream! The complex content and the terrifying atmosphere were as real as if they had happened right before my eyes! I could even remember every word and every action of the people in the dream, but strangely, the only thing I had forgotten was their facial features!

“Could it be… that tonight I wasn’t dreaming, but recalling my previous life?” I remembered a few books about past and present lives that I had read not long ago, and a subtle association rose in my heart! According to the views in those books, life always exists endlessly in various forms within the universe; the only difference is that atheists call it the conservation of matter, while theists prefer to call it reincarnation!

“If everyone really is reincarnated after death, then was everything I just dreamed my experience from a previous life?” I couldn’t answer this question, nor did I dare to! I couldn’t imagine that in my previous life I would have died so miserably, and moreover, at the hands of the woman I loved and her lover…

“Sleep, stop overthinking!” I forced myself to cast aside this doubt, otherwise, if I let myself be entangled by such a strange idea, I feared I wouldn’t be able to sleep well for the next few nights. Even if there really was a next life, so what? Could I really use my current identity to avenge the hatred of a past life? Who would be stupid enough to go to such trouble? Then again, that girl in the dream, Xiao Jing, looked a bit like…

Suddenly, a hoarse gasp escaped my mouth, and I jumped up from under the quilt, nearly hitting my head against the wall. A bizarre thought suddenly shot into my mind, making my skin crawl… Xiao Jing? My mother’s name happens to be Tang Jing, doesn’t it? Could it be… could it be that the girl in the dream was my mother when she was young? And that slicked-back, powdered young man was actually my father?

The bedroom was silent, without a single sound, only the second hand of the clock ticking away. I sat frozen on the bed, my thoughts boiling like a pot of hot porridge! Xiao Jing… Xiao Jing really is mother? She and father, together, accidentally killed the “me” of the previous life, and then this wronged soul was reincarnated and became her own biological son? This is too unbelievable!

Could the arrangements of fate really be this cruel? I shook my head in disbelief, shouting to myself in my heart: “No… this is just a dream! Anyone who takes a vague dream as truth would be the biggest fool in the world! The reason you had this strange dream is, fundamentally, because… because you want my mother too much…”

Yes, it must be that! People often say that dreams are always linked to the subconscious, reflecting the most hidden, most fervent desires of a person’s subconscious. Perhaps the cause of this strange dream is that secret hidden in the deepest part of my heart, known to no one—incest!

This secret has haunted me for many years! Only I know how crazily obsessed I am with my mother! Almost every day I long to have a close encounter with her. This disgusting thought, although it only exists in my fantasies, grows stronger day by day, becoming the most painful torture to my mind and body!

My name is Xiao Bing, I am sixteen years old, and I just started my first year of high school. To be honest, I am not handsome at all; I am not tall, and I am as thin and weak as a bean sprout! Like most children in this city, I have a family that lives relatively comfortably.

My father is a department manager at a company. He is much more handsome than I am; he always keeps his hair combed sleek and shiny, and wears brand-name suits and ties, possessing a certain refined, scholarly elegance. But for some reason, I have disliked him since I was a child, as if there is some innate sense of resistance and repulsion; a cold barrier exists between us father and son.

As for my mother, she is thirty-seven years old and works in the cultural department of the municipal government. In my eyes, she is simply the most beautiful woman in the entire world. Her delicate features, elegant temperament, and tasteful clothing, paired with the faint smile always lingering on her lips, give her a soft, feminine charm. Additionally, her slender stature of one hundred and sixty-eight centimeters and her perfect, curvy figure ensure that wherever she goes, she attracts the admiring and envious gazes of young and old alike.

Facing such a radiant mother, my heart has always been stirred by an unspeakable desire for possession; I wish she belonged to me and me alone! Even if she just exchanges a few jokes with others, it triggers my jealousy and resentment! I can endure her intimate attitude toward my father even less; just thinking about how she lies in my father’s arms every night makes me burn with a miserable rage!

When exactly did this almost perverted emotion arise? I have forgotten the specific time, only remembering that from a very young age, I was full of attachment to my mother, following her around all day long like a little tail, chatting incessantly.

My mother also liked me, her innocent and cute little rascal, and we always had endless things to talk about. In my young heart, my mother was the person closest to me in this world. I cannot imagine what my life would become if she were not there!

In the year I turned eleven, I began to vaguely realize that the physical structures of women and men are completely different! The most obvious difference was that my chest and my father’s chest were flat, but on my mother’s chest, there were two towering mounds of muscle. I heard from classmates that those things are called “breasts,” and when you squeeze them with your hand, milk flows out from the tips!

Every child grows up drinking their mother’s milk; no one is an exception! These words left me stunned! In my memory, I had never seen my mother expose her chest, let alone squeeze her breasts to suck milk! I had always drunk milk made by my father using powdered milk. Why was my mother unwilling to personally nurse me? Was it because I was not pleasing to her? My heart was full of doubt, but I was too embarrassed to ask her.

Children cannot keep secrets in their hearts. A few days later, when my mother picked me up to go home, her face was beaming with smiles and she seemed to be in a very good mood. I summoned my courage and asked tentatively, “Mom, when I was little… did I drink your milk?”

My mother stopped in her tracks and asked in surprise, “Little fellow, how did you think of this question? You’re such a little adult!”

“You must tell me!” I shook my mother’s arm and said seriously, “I’ve wanted to ask this for a long time; it’s very important to me!”

My mother looked at my solemn expression and couldn’t help but giggle. She teased, “Such an important question, I really must answer it properly! Good son, prick up your ears and listen well. The answer is—no!”

I was extremely disappointed. Pouting my lips, I said gloomily, “Why did all the other children get to drink their mother’s milk, but I didn’t? Is it because you don’t love me?”

“Silly child! How could a mother not love her son?” My mother leaned down and kissed my forehead, saying softly, “You were only three days old when your mother had to go away for work. There was really no way to take care of you, so I had to leave you in the care of your grandfather’s house! Who knew that this ‘leaving’ would last for a whole four years! By the time your father and I had settled in and come to get you, you had already grown and stopped nursing…”

As my mother spoke, her eyes were glistening, her expression full of guilt and tenderness. But I still felt unable to let it go; it felt as if a knot was stuck in my heart! No wonder… no wonder I am so thin and a whole head shorter than children my age. It turns out it was because I didn’t drink breast milk and was malnourished…

In the evening, after my mother finished the housework, she prepared to go into the bathroom to wash. She had just taken off her outer clothes when I rushed in without a word, my eyes staring straight at her. Because she was only wearing her underclothes, my mother’s figure looked even more sexy and provocative. The pair of plump breasts in front of her rose invitingly; although they were tightly wrapped in a bra, they could not at all hide those beautiful curves and outlines!

“Little brat, what are you doing coming in here?” My mother was startled and instinctively grabbed her clothes to cover her chest, scolding, “Get out quickly, your mother is going to shower!”

“No, no!” I twisted my body, acting spoiled, “I want to wash with you! Mom, since I never drank your milk, surely you can let me take a look…” My mother was stunned, then laughed and scolded, “Little fellow, I knew you had bad intentions! You’re a big boy now, how can you still take a bath with your mother? Be good and get out!”

I was helpless and could only walk out resentfully! The bathroom door was immediately closed, and for once, it was even locked! My mother’s voice came through the crack in the door, half-joking and half-serious, “Good son, you are not allowed to peep! Otherwise, your mother will be very, very angry!”

“I won’t!” I promised guiltily. I pulled up a chair and sat by the door, listening to the sound of rushing water in the bathroom. Imagining my mother’s full and plump breasts, my curiosity grew even stronger. What exactly were those two round lumps of soft flesh like? Why was my mother being so stingy, not even letting me take one look?

I sat restless, really wanting to disregard everything and press myself against the crack in the door to steal a glimpse of my mother’s naked body! But under her usual maternal authority, my courage simply would not grow, and I could only gaze blankly at the door, lost in thought…

From then on, “mother’s breasts” became a persistent obsession for me. Like someone possessed, my little head spent every day fantasizing and longing for this forbidden zone that was so close yet unreachable.

I became listless, losing my appetite and unable to concentrate; my grades plummeted in a straight line, and by the midterm exams, I actually dropped to forty-fourth in the whole class! My parents were shocked, and immediately tightened their supervision of my schoolwork, taking turns every night to accompany me in reviewing notes and completing homework. My father even made a special trip to the school to visit my teachers, attempting to make me improve within the shortest possible time.

However, despite them exerting every possible effort, the effect was negligible, bringing almost no improvement to my pitiful scores! My mother became somewhat anxious and had several heart-to-heart talks with me. With a woman’s keen observation, she vaguely sensed that I had something weighing heavily on my mind, which was why my studies were being affected.

One day, she asked me with a gentle expression whether I was hiding some secret in my heart? Whether I could, just like chatting with a good friend, share my confusion and distress with her! Under my mother’s caring and tender gaze, I was slightly moved. I said to her hesitantly that I had a wish in my heart, but even if I spoke it, it would be useless, because she would certainly be unhappy after hearing it!

“How could that be?” My mother laughed blankly. Comforting me, she stroked my hair and said gently, “Xiaobing, you are the apple of your mother’s eye. Whatever wish you have, your mother will try her best to help you realize it! Of course, if it is too difficult, the most that will happen is that it cannot be done; how could I possibly be unhappy?”

It seemed my mother did not remember the matter in the bathroom at all. She must not have imagined that the thing her own son could not forget was the two breasts on her chest! I sighed secretly and said stubbornly, “Forget it, it’s better if I don’t say it! Even if mother knew my wish, she would find an excuse and say she couldn’t do it!”

My mother was as bright as ice and snow; she naturally heard the displeasure in my tone. She frowned her beautiful brows and pondered for a moment, then a clever smile suddenly appeared on her cheeks. She said provocatively, “Xiaobing, do you dare to make a bet with mother? As long as you can rank in the top ten of the class in the final exams, mother promises you that no matter what your wish is, mother will do her utmost to satisfy it! What do you say?”

I leaped up and cried out in surprise, “Really? Mother, you… you won’t deceive me?”

“Of course it’s true!” My mother said solemnly, “If you don’t believe me, we can lock pinkies!” I hurriedly extended my little finger and solemnly locked pinkies with my mother, feeling happier than words could describe! With the constraint of this bet, my mother could not think of cheating; when the time came, even if she were unwilling, she would have no choice but to submit…

Hehe, my face flushed with joy. In the midst of wonderful visions of the future, I skipped and hopped back to my room to review my lessons. From that day on, I had a clear goal for my studies. In order to achieve good grades, I treated studying as the most important matter of all. I no longer let my mind wander in class, I no longer failed to hand in assignments, and in my spare time, I took the initiative to ask my teachers about problems. I braced myself and endured hardships, pouring all my energy into my books.

Primary school coursework was not difficult to begin with, and my intelligence was not low. “Bitter study” indeed produced the expected results! After two months, my grades improved by leaps and bounds, and in the final exams, I suddenly jumped to third place. The scores were so good that even I found them hard to believe!

The moment I received my report card, I was so excited I almost fainted. I barely managed to wait until school was over, then ran home at top speed. As soon as I entered the door, I shouted loudly, “Mama, my final grades are out!”

Mama was in the living room watching television. Hearing this, she turned her head and asked with a face full of smiles, “Xiaobing, did you do well?”

“See for yourself!” I stuffed the report card into Mama’s hand, glancing at her with pride.

Today, in my eyes, Mama looked even more beautiful than a movie star. Her long hair draped casually over her shoulders, and a set of casual home clothes wrapped tightly around her slender, moving body. The pair of full breasts in front pushed the clothes up high, attracting my gaze more than at any other time.

“What? Third place?” Mama was overjoyed. A flower instantly bloomed on her face, and she said beamingly, “Good son, you did even better than Mama expected! Hehe, truly a proud, good child! Amazing, really too amazing…”

Listening to the praise, I felt the time was ripe. I coughed and said righteously, “Mama, I made it into the top ten. You should fulfill your promise now!”

Mama let out a “puchi” laugh and said reproachfully, “When has Mama ever gone back on her word to you? Quick, tell me, my little sweetheart! What is your wish?”

My heart pounded. I swallowed and said, “I… I want to drink milk!”

“Wanting to drink milk isn’t simple. And here I thought it was some fanciful wish,” Mama said, clearly not understanding my meaning. She let out a breath and said with a smile, “I’ll call right now and ask someone to bring some fresh milk from the countryside. You can drink as much as you want…”

“I don’t want any fresh milk!” I interrupted her words and said one word at a time, “Mama, the milk I want to drink is yours!”

Mama froze. A few seconds later, she came back to her senses and said helplessly, “Xiaobing, Mama hasn’t had milk for a long time. How can Mama give you any to drink?”

“It doesn’t matter if there’s no milk. I just want to be able to see them with my own eyes and touch them with my own hands!” I stared greedily at Mama’s breasts and said with a giggle, “Mama’s breasts are so big, so beautiful, they’re my favorite…”

Mama’s face reddened slightly. She let out a tut and said crossly, “Little pervert, your head is full of naughty thoughts! Where in the world is there a son who wants to see his mother’s chest? Isn’t this just fooling around?”

I was extremely disappointed. Tears welled up in my eyes, and I couldn’t help but cry out, “Mama, you promised me… you’re going back on your word!”

“Mama doesn’t want to break her word, but Xiaobing, you should be reasonable too!” Mama bit her lip and said distressedly, “This matter is too embarrassing. How can Mama strip off her clothes in front of you? Xiaobing, you… you should change your request…”

Before she could finish her sentence, I let out a “waah” and wailed loudly, rolling around on the ground. While crying, I shouted resentfully, “No! I want to see Mama’s breasts, I want to… wu wu… Mama is deceiving me, you clearly agreed and now you want to sneak out of it! I… I’ve been tricked… wu wu wu…”

Mama was stunned. She hurriedly tried to comfort me with soft, gentle words, but I completely ignored her. No matter how she tried to coax and persuade me, using both soft and hard tactics, I refused to give in. Instead, my crying grew louder as I sobbed, “I’m so silly, I thought Mama loved me… now I know I was wrong… wu wu… I… I’ll never believe what you say again…”

Mama’s body trembled. A look of extreme conflict appeared on her face; it was clear her mind was in a fierce struggle. On one hand, she didn’t want to lose her son’s heart and personally destroy that intimate, seamless trust between mother and son. On the other hand, she was unwilling to give up her dignity as a mother and shamefully open her chest…

After a long while, Mama seemed to make up her mind. Her teeth lightly nipped her lower lip, and with a blushing face, she said, “Alright, Mama will let… let you look your fill! But you must promise Mama, you can only use your eyes to look, you aren’t allowed to use your hands to touch!”

My stubborn temper flared up, and I refused to give an inch. “I want to look, and I want to touch! Not only touch, I want to use my mouth to taste them too!”

Mama gave a helpless, bitter smile. After a moment’s hesitation, she crossed her hands to grasp the hem of her shirt and slowly pulled it over her head. I excitedly scrambled up, staring intently at her exposed waist.

Because the weather was hot, Mama was wearing only an undergarment as thin as a cicada’s wing. Beneath the semi-transparent fabric, the curves of her figure were faintly visible. Her mature physique was both plump and slender; her rounded shoulders and fair, jade-like arms were as exquisite as porcelain, and even her armpits were full of a unique feminine beauty.

“Mama, you are so beautiful…” I praised her sincerely and urged her impatiently, “Keep taking them off! Hurry up, Mama, keep taking them off…”

Mama blushed deeply and gave me a quick glance, then stood up from the sofa and, with an extremely elegant motion, took off her bra. I held my breath, my eyes shining with excitement, and my heart beat so hard it almost stopped.

Standing before me, Mama was almost naked from the waist up. Her curves were undulating and plump, her snow-white skin crystal clear and smooth without a single blemish. The only thing blocking my view was that bra tight against her body. Her two full breasts were firmly bound inside, so nothing could be seen, but the charming cleavage between them appeared all the more deep because of it.

“Xiao Bing, is that enough? Can we stop here?” Mama was flustered by my burning gaze, her face as red as if she had applied rouge. Her movements were awkward and uneasy, her hands and feet not knowing where to go. With a shy expression, she lowered her head and said to me in a tone that was almost pleading, “Good son, stop teasing Mama… Look… Mama is so nervous she’s even breaking into a sweat…”

I looked closely, and haha, she really was! Tiny beads of sweat covered Mama’s elegant bridge of her nose. Her gaze intentionally or unintentionally avoided mine, and as she spoke, her cherry lips parted slightly, and she seemed to be panting softly. I suddenly discovered that I really liked seeing Mama reveal this kind of weak demeanor; that obedient, lowered-brow look gave my self-esteem a great sense of satisfaction.

Feeling a bit lightheaded, I commanded in a sharp tone, “Stop rambling and take off the bra! Mama said she would strip naked in front of me, you aren’t allowed to go back on your word!”

Mama felt both annoyed and amused, softly cursing, “Little brat!” After a moment of hesitation, she reached her arm behind her back to unhook the clasp of the bra. In that instant, my eyes went wide, my mouth felt dry, and my breathing became hurried…

Just as the bra was about to leave Mama’s body, Mama’s body suddenly shuddered, and an expression of extreme surprise appeared on her face. I was stunned, and following her gaze, I saw that my little penis had raised itself at some point, pushing up a considerable tent in my pants!

“Ah…” I didn’t know what had happened. In my embarrassment, I instinctively reached out to cover this indecent spot, laughing awkwardly, “When I’m happy, it… it just becomes like this… haha… I’m used to it…”

Mama seemed not to hear my words, only staring at my lower body, her clear black-and-white eyes carrying a thoughtful expression. After a moment, without saying a word, she suddenly fastened her bra again, then picked up her clothes and dressed herself with the fastest speed possible.

“Mama, what are you doing? Our bet isn’t finished yet!” I shouted out in anxiety, feeling bewildered and confused, not understanding why the situation had changed, and why it had changed so badly!

“Now I’ve changed my mind!”

Mama’s words made my heart sink to the bottom of my feet. Looking up, I saw her face was as calm as still water, her expression having returned to a mother’s majesty. She said indifferently, “Xiaobing, you have grown up. You’ve developed even more… maturely… than Mama imagined. Since you are a big boy now, you should know that some jokes cannot be made, and some things shouldn’t even be thought about…”

“I’m not joking!” I protested with a miserable face, stretching my neck. “Mama promised me herself that as long as I got good grades, whatever my wish was, it would be granted…”

“If it were a proper wish, Mama would certainly not go back on her word!” Mama interrupted me without further discussion, her voice gentle yet firm. “But to indulge you in this area would only lead you down a wrong path! Good boy, listen to Mama, don’t be muddled…”

I felt extremely wronged. Thinking of the hard struggle of the past few months, only to be brushed off by a few light sentences from Mama, a wave of indescribable resentment surged from my heart, suddenly making my head burn! I leaped up and shouted hoarsely in a fit of rage, “I won’t listen, I won’t listen! You’re quibbling… you just want to renege on the bet!” As I shouted, I reached out and grabbed a flower vase nearby, smashing it on the ground with a “bang” until it was shattered into pieces!

“Xiaobing, you are too presumptuous!” Mama’s face turned pale with anger, her eyes filled with immense rage. She raised her hand and gave me a fierce slap across the face!

I was hit so hard my head spun, and I nearly tumbled over! A searing pain burned my cheek, yet my heart hurt even more! All this time, Mama had rarely hit me, and she had never been this angry before! Only then did I feel afraid; my arrogant air vanished instantly, and tears rolled out. I said tremulously, “Mama, I was wrong! I shouldn’t have lost my temper with you… I was wrong…”

Mama’s anger had not yet subsided. With a face like frost, she said, “Tell me yourself, according to the house rules, how should a mistake be punished?”

My heart trembled, and I stammered, “Spanking… spanking the buttocks!”

“Good. Then why haven’t you taken off your pants and proactively lied down on the bench?” Mama said coldly.

Wiping my tears, I silently loosened my pants! To my great shame, even at this point, my little penis was still standing straight, aiming at the air like a high-pressure cannon.

“Lie down!” Mama seemed unable to look further; somewhat irritably, she pushed me onto the tabletop. I lay prone with my back to the ceiling, feeling beyond terrified, but before I could plead for mercy, Mama suddenly raised her right palm high and struck my little buttocks without mercy!

“Waaaah!” I shrieked in pain, my hands and feet kicking wildly, but Mama did not soften. Her palm fell like the wind, striking five or six times in a row before she stopped. I cried until my throat was hoarse, and under her command, I tremulously put my pants back on and rolled back to my room like a beaten dog to “reflect on my mistakes” facing the wall!

By dinner time, Mama’s anger seemed to have subsided a bit. She spoke with great earnestness, explaining many principles, telling me in a gentle, persuasive voice that my behavior this afternoon was wrong! A good child should respect Mama; I could treat Mama as a friend, but I could not completely disregard the rules! It was very normal to long for Mama’s chest, but to make those kinds of demands was too much—it was like being a little hooligan…

I nodded repeatedly, answering in a timid, obedient manner, but in my heart, I felt a mixture of conflicting emotions, as if a bottle of five flavors had been knocked over! I finally realized that, for me, Mama’s breasts were perhaps like Mount Everest: mysterious, distant, and forever unreachable! She would never allow me to cross the line, nor would she agree to any attempt at exploration or climbing!

That night, for once, I suffered from insomnia. No matter what I did, I couldn’t sleep; before my eyes, the image of Mama’s snow-white body, wearing only a bra, kept flickering back and forth. By midnight, I felt thirsty, so I quietly got out of bed, thinking of going to the kitchen to pour a glass of hot water.

Passing by my parents’ bedroom, I suddenly saw that the door was slightly open, leaving a gap. Faint sounds of talking came from inside. My heart stirred, and I hurriedly crouched outside the door, peering inside.

I saw Mama sitting on the edge of the bed wearing a wide pajama shirt. With a worried expression, she said, “…this child Xiaobing really makes me worry! Husband, do you think he is developing too quickly?”

Papa stretched his arms, saying nonchalantly, “Children these days are all like this, what’s the need to make a fuss?”

Mama hesitated, saying with some difficulty, “But he… today he actually made a fuss about wanting to see my chest, and even said he wanted to suck milk…”

“Heh, he’s a boy; they all have a bit of curiosity about their mother’s body!” Papa said thoughtfully. “When he grows a few more years older, he’ll only be interested in girls his own age! It’s nothing…”

Mama frowned, appearing as if she wanted to say more, but Papa suddenly gave a嘿嘿 chuckle and pressed his whole body against Mama’s back. His hands reached inside her pajama shirt, wantonly kneading Mama’s full breasts, teasingly saying, “Wife, you’re getting more and more sexy! Look at how elastic they are! No wonder even my son has developed improper intentions…”

Mama’s cheeks flushed red. She gave Papa a coquettish glance and said breathlessly, “You men, not one of you is any good!”

“It’s your own fault; who told you to grow two such big nipples?” Papa let out a proud, low chuckle. Under the pajama shirt, his palm arched up; he must have gripped Mama’s full mammary spheres directly.

My head spun, and I could hardly believe my eyes! How could Papa also do such “hooligan” actions? What surprised me more was that Mama did not stop him; instead, she let out most melodious moans, her body leaning softly into Papa’s arms, her face flushing peach-red, her eyes full of tender adoration.

I felt both sad and angry, and could not stop the tears from falling! So Mama had been fooling me! Since the breasts were sacred and inviolable, why was she willing to let Papa touch them as he pleased? We are both her family, so why was she so unfair to me?

It seemed Mama did not love me as much as she said… at least, she loved Papa more… I stood there despondently, as if I had lost the most precious thing, my heart tightening with waves of pain! Then there was a new movement in the room; Papa lifted Mama’s delicate body and placed her across his thighs facing away from me, burying his head in her chest and rubbing against her.

Mama gasped repeatedly, whispering in a suppressed voice, “Ah… don’t lick… don’t lick there… oh oh…”

How could Papa heed her protests? After behaving wantonly for a while, and amidst Mama’s weak resistance and invitation, he forcefully pushed her down onto the bed. A quilt covered the bodies of the two of them, and then Mama’s pajamas were cast out from underneath…

I really could not bear to watch any longer and returned to the bedroom, full of irritation, jealousy sweeping through every cell in my body like a tide! Suddenly, an evil desire emerged in my mind, quickly occupying my originally pure heart!

One day, I will be like Papa, wantonly playing with Mama’s naked body and completely conquering her in bed! I did not know why I thought of the word “conquer,” nor did I understand specifically how to do it! I only instinctively felt that Papa must have some way of “controlling” Mama, which was why she could be so gentle and obedient… Lost in these wild thoughts, I fell into a deep sleep!

That night, I experienced the first nocturnal emission of my life… Day after day passed, and in the blink of an eye, four more years went by. I gradually grew up; my voice grew coarse, a beard sprouted on my chin, and an Adam’s apple appeared on my neck.

Like other children of the same age, I thirstily supplemented my “sexual knowledge” by reading yellow publications and visiting pornographic websites. By now, I completely understood the differences in the physical construction of men and women, and I also knew that on that night, Papa did not just stop at touching Mama’s breasts; he would also “have sexual intercourse” with her!

Thinking of this, an indescribable feeling welled up in my heart. Over these years, I have carefully hidden myself, remaining especially well-behaved in front of Mama, no longer showing any “disrespectful” intentions. That unpleasant episode from years ago seemed to have vanished like drifting clouds, leaving not a single trace in the family.

In Mama’s heart, she has likely already forgotten the matter completely; even if she occasionally remembers it, she would only laugh it off as the childish mischief of a young boy. Her attitude toward me remains the same as when I was little—full of laughter and chatting, intimate and close.

But she must not imagine that after so much time has passed, my curiosity and longing for her body have not diminished, but have instead become more intense and surged even higher! No matter how many naked beauties I see in pictures, it cannot dilute my lust for Mama’s naked body…

Perhaps it is because Mama is simply too alluring! At thirty-seven, her figure is still perfectly maintained, and her beauty is even more radiant than in the past. Her temperament remains noble and elegant, and her every frown or smile is still heart-stirring; the only difference is that in her every gesture, she has begun to naturally exude the charm of a mature woman.

Every time Mama and I are alone, my meat stick involuntarily begins to stir. No matter how thick her clothes are, the moment I close my eyes, her naked body, stripped of all clothing, emerges in my mind! These shameless fantasies fill me with a sense of guilt, yet at the same time, they feel incredibly stimulating…

I admit that my feelings for Mama have completely changed in nature. If before I was merely a child with a severe “Oedipus complex,” then now, I have become a thorough “incest lover”!

My only wish now is no longer as simple as touching her breasts, but to use my real sword and shield to go to bed and make love with Mama, then leave my hot, thick semen inside her body!

If Mama knew that her own son was secretly plotting against her, possessing her mature, moving body time and time again in his imagination, and joining bodies with her in various most indecent positions, I wonder what she would think?

Would she be like the descriptions in many erotic novels—face flushing, heart racing, yet uncontrollably seduced, and finally, driven by lust, actively offering herself? I think the answer is no! The way Mama was so inviolable back then still leaves a deep impression on me. I simply do not believe that just because I show her my sturdy penis and give it a shake, she would obediently kneel down, crawl beneath my crotch, and diligently and flatteringly suck my glans…

Dawn has come. Sunlight shines on my face, pulling me from my long memories back to reality. Placed before me is still the same troubling question: was the dream I had last night actually a true event that once happened? If so, would that not be too cruel and absurd? If not, why is every shot in the dream so clear?

In other words, I must figure out if it was because of my immoral thoughts about Mama that I imagined her as “Xiao Jing,” or if Xiao Jing truly was her when she was young. My mind is clouded with doubt…

After arriving at school, I was restless all day, and during class, I had no heart to listen to the lectures. If I cannot solve the mystery of this “strange dream,” I feel that I will never be at peace for the rest of my life.

So, how should I begin solving the mystery? Asking Mama directly might provide an answer, but that would undoubtedly be the stupidest choice! I do not want to cast any unfavorable shadows over our currently harmonious and affectionate mother-son relationship!

What should I do? I pondered in class, then suddenly remembered that in the dream, that girl “Xiao Jing” had always called me “Brother Zhibin”! Hmm, it seems the most effective method would be to investigate whether many years ago—at least sixteen years ago—there was a person in the world named “Zhibin,” and then check if Mama knew him!

If this person “Zhibin” was purely imaginary, then I wouldn’t have wasted my effort, and I could just treat that strange dream as a ridiculous fantasy! Otherwise, it would mean the situation is not simple, and that terrible scene in the dream might very well be true!

Based on the dialogue between the people in the dream, the following facts can be inferred: this Zhibin was likely a worker with a low level of education—he paid Xiao Jing’s tuition and repaid a huge amount of debt, on the condition that she give herself to him in marriage. But during her university years, Xiao Jing found a boyfriend of her own and secretly pledged her lifelong devotion to him. Finally, in an accident, she accidentally killed the predatory Zhibin!

The facts are only this little, truly pitifully few. I gave a bitter smile, and could only shift the target of my research to Mama. I remember Mama once mentioned to me during idle chat that her family was very poor when she was a child, and my maternal grandparents were frail and sickly; it was only by relying on the donations of neighbors and kind-hearted people that she had the chance to go to university.

On campus, Mama met my father, who came from a relatively wealthy family, and her heart was captured by him. After graduation, at the age of twenty-one, Mama naturally married Papa, and I was born the following year. Then, after a few years of struggle, the family of three finally established a firm footing in this large coastal city and lived a happy life that others envied!

Heh, what a romantic love story! After tasting hardship, Cinderella finally met her Prince Charming! Only, in this story, was everything truly that perfect, without any unspeakable blood? Within the surface calm, are there suspicious clues waiting for me to discover and find?

Suddenly a flash of inspiration hit me, and a bold idea popped into my head: why not secretly search Mama’s bedroom? Perhaps there will be an unexpected harvest! Women, more or less, always have some little secrets; as long as I can find one, it will likely be a useful clue!

At this thought, I couldn’t sit still any longer. I checked my watch; it was three-thirty in the afternoon. I pretended to feel unwell and asked my teacher for sick leave, then hurriedly rode my bike back home!

Entering the house, the place was quiet and there wasn’t a soul around. My parents hadn’t finished work yet; it was the perfect time for action! Feeling a surge of energy, I carried my schoolbag and sneakers over to the bookshelf and hid them there, creating the illusion that I hadn’t returned home yet. Then, with a mix of excitement and anxiety, I slipped into Mama’s bedroom.

After closing the bedroom door, I first took a deep breath. This was Mama’s most private space; even the air seemed to drift with her scent.

The neatly arranged bedding, the spotless furniture, and the unique decorations all showed what a refreshing and tasteful woman Mama was. The fresh flowers on the dressing table, renewed every season, further reflected the grace of her lifestyle. To be able to spend one’s life with a woman like her would surely never become boring!

Almost without thinking, I decided to start with the wardrobe. To my shame, despite having harbored a secret crush on Mama for so long, I wasn’t even clear on what kind of underwear she wore. She always tidied her undergarments meticulously and never left them lying around; after washing, they went straight into the dryer and then directly into the wardrobe.

Today, I had to see for myself exactly how Mama dressed underneath. The wardrobe was divided into two parts; the top section held outer clothes and dresses, things I was used to seeing, so I didn’t pay much attention to them. What caught my eye was the small drawer at the bottom. I pulled it open—haha, just as I expected, it was filled with all sorts of underwear!

At a glance, my feeling was that Mama’s preference was quite elegant; the bras and panties were mostly in shades of yellow and white. I swallowed, examining them one by one with great interest. Heh, Mama really is a conservative woman; the bras were all standard back-closing styles, none of the popular semi-transparent or cutout brands, made only of cotton or silk fabrics.

As for the panties, the vast majority were those low-waist, form-fitting triangle briefs without any lace edges; not eye-catching at all. I was somewhat disappointed, but I didn’t give up. I reached out and moved the underwear piled on the upper layer aside, continuing to rummage deeper.

Suddenly, my eyes lit up. I discovered there was actually a small secret compartment at the very bottom of the drawer. I hurriedly reached in and pulled everything out… Heh, so this is where Mama keeps her “treasures”! My eyes shone, overjoyed by this unexpected harvest.

What was stored in the secret compartment were actually several extremely sexy pairs of panties! One pair was the boldest of all: black lace, with a V-shaped cutout pattern in the front. At a glance, it was almost transparent—one could say it was quite provocative!

I closed my eyes, imagining how these panties would look on Mama. Through the tightness of her skirt, the V-shaped pattern of the underwear would surely be clearly visible. Her rounded buttocks would be at least half uncovered; it would certainly be a sight to behold! I believed that at her workplace, some perverts must make excuses to follow behind her on the stairs, secretly admiring those lines pressed against her full hips…

Damn, those guys are lucky… This also proved one thing: Mama wasn’t an absolutely conservative woman. Beneath her noble and refined exterior, she might have a restless, turbulent heart and a scorching, hot body…

I felt a surge of impulse, wanting to use these panties to vent my desires fully, then put them back drenched in semen to see how Mama would react upon discovering it. But after thinking it over, I dismissed the idea. Before I had peeked into Mama’s inner world, the wisest move was to not alert her prematurely, lest all my efforts go to waste!

So, I carefully organized all the clothes, returning them each to their original place, restoring everything as much as possible to how it was. Then, I began searching other places in the bedroom: the bookcase, the desk, the TV cabinet, the dressing table—any place that could hide something, I didn’t let a single one go. I stopped just short of turning the floorboards upside down!

Strictly speaking, I didn’t even know myself what it was I was looking for! Perhaps it should be photos of Mama with other men from when she was young, or some kind of special “token,” or even a diary or letters written in Mama’s own hand; there had to be some clues left behind…

But after putting in a great deal of effort, my hands remained empty. I couldn’t find any “suspicious” items related to Mama. I did, however, dig out a few obscene foreign picture magazines from Papa’s small bookcase. The Western women in them all had breasts like watermelons and intentionally enlarged vaginas, which completely killed my appetite.

I really didn’t know what Papa was thinking. Having a beauty like Mama wasn’t enough? He still had to buy these third-rate picture magazines? Psh, no taste at all! I cursed in a low voice with contempt, pacing around the bedroom a few more times.

Unintentionally, a pure bottle placed in the corner caught my attention. It was an antique-style white jade bottle, with fierce Arhat figures carved on the surface. It seemed to have been in the house since I was a child.

I had asked Mama and Papa before what the use of this thing was, but every time, their expressions became strange and they avoided answering… A thought struck me, and I hurried to lean over and look closely at this foot-tall bottle. But no matter how I looked at it, I couldn’t find any difference between it and the ordinary objects sold in stores.

I pondered for a moment, then picked it up and gave it a slight shake. A “shasha” sound came from inside the bottle, as if something were stored within, but I couldn’t tell where the opening was. Not discouraged, I held the bottle and studied it over and over, until finally I discovered a sealed piston at the bottom. To my astonishment, a colorful talisman was pasted onto the piston, and on it was printed a line of extremely small numbers: “198458”!

Huh? What did these Arabic numerals mean? Could they refer to a specific day? Driven by curiosity, I reached out and pulled the talisman; to my surprise, it came off easily, and it could no longer be stuck back on…

While I was worrying, suddenly, through the bedroom door, I faintly heard the sound of a key turning in the lock. Then the security door clicked open with a creak, and the crisp sound of high heels striking the floor reached my ears!

This… this was Mama! Dammit, why was she back so early? A cold sweat broke out over me. In a panic, I hurriedly moved the bottle back to its original place, but there wasn’t enough time to stick the talisman back on, so I had no choice but to stuff it into my pocket.

In that brief instant, I heard Mama change into slippers in the hallway. Her footsteps grew louder as she walked toward this bedroom! What should I do? If Mama caught me here, she would definitely become suspicious! If she sensed my purpose, it would be disastrous! Acting on a sudden impulse, I hurriedly rolled under the bed. Just as I had hidden my body, the bedroom door was pushed open!

Holding my breath, I looked out from under the half-drooping bedsheet. The first things to appear before my eyes were a pair of pink slippers; Mama’s delicate ankles rested inside them as she walked in with an extremely elegant gait. Above the slippers were two well-proportioned calves; although they were wrapped in stockings, the soft, beautiful lines were still visible.

I stared intently, fearing I would be exposed, my heart thumping wildly with tension. Fortunately, Mama did not notice anything unusual. After her feet moved to the side of the desk, she stopped. Then, I heard her place her handbag on the desk, take something out from inside, and fiddle with it for a few moments.

“Ring-ring… ring-ring…” The crisp sound of a telephone rang out without warning, giving me a huge start! Strangely, for a long time afterward, Mama did not answer the phone, letting the ringing echo piercingly through the room.

Surprised, I couldn’t help but stealthily lift a corner of the bedsheet. Mama’s pretty figure suddenly appeared in my line of sight. She was wearing a dignified and decent suit dress, and the expression on her face was very complex, as if she were hesitating about something.

But the ringing continued relentlessly, as if it would not give up until its purpose was achieved. Finally, she sighed, reached out and pressed the speakerphone button, and said indifferently, “Hello!”

“Hello, Sister Tang, how are you?” A deep, coarse, and rather magnetic male voice came from the other end of the phone, speaking with a light laugh, “I figured you would be home by now; as expected.”

Mama frowned deeply and said coldly, “Is there something the matter, President Yang?”

“Do I have to have a reason to call you?” That President Yang seemed not to care at all about Mama’s tone, saying cheerfully, “I’ll leave it there, and when I have time, we’ll talk…”

“Then, please set a specific date!” President Yang pursued relentlessly, following her lead, “I want to invite you to a simple meal. I’ve mentioned it many times already; why are you always unwilling to give me the honor?”

Mama paused, her foot fidgeting with annoyance, and an expression of disgust appeared on her face, but her voice remained gentle and pleasant, refusing politely and courteously, “I’m very sorry, but I don’t think it’s possible in the short term! Lately, my husband has been under a lot of pressure at work, and I need to spend more time with him at home!”

“Ah… that’s true, it’s only right, only right…” President Yang’s tone was very disappointed, but he had not given up, still striving to persuade her: “…But, Sister Tang, a meal won’t take up much of your time, wouldn’t you agree? Otherwise, why not have your husband come along! Just think of it as a couple occasionally going out for a change of scenery, a change of environment would be good…” He launched into a long-winded speech, his eloquence being quite considerable.

Eavesdropping under the bed, I gradually understood the general situation. This fellow had met Mama two months ago and was captivated by her beauty the moment they met, subsequently regarding Mama as a goddess. He called every few days to offer greetings and found all sorts of excuses to invite her out alone. But he was truly unlucky; having fussed over it for so long, he had not succeeded in a single invitation until now.

The buzzing male voice chattered on and on; after being filtered by the phone, it felt like a swarm of flies bumping and flying about randomly. At first, Mama responded with a few perfunctory words, but later, she simply couldn’t be bothered to speak anymore. She leaned her body against the edge of the desk and, lifting one long, beautiful leg, slowly began to pull off her stockings.

My eyes went blank. I had just noticed that after Mama returned home, she hadn’t yet had the chance to change, and this phone call was endless. It seemed she had grown impatient waiting and was anxious to shed this professional woman’s exterior to return to the natural appearance of a little woman of the home…

At this moment, Mama’s jade-like leg was stretching out as far as it could. Following the stroking of her fingers, the thin stockings slid down layer by layer, revealing the white, delicate skin of her leg inch by inch. The movements were extremely graceful and composed, carrying a touch of lazy, casual charm. Having finished pulling off the stocking of this leg, she began to pull off the other. A moment later, her pair of white, glistening beautiful legs were completely exposed before my eyes.

The noise on the phone continued to chatter on, showing no sign of stopping. Helpless, Mama shook her head. She braced herself with both hands behind her and lightly sat herself down on the desk. She let out a lazy yawn, leaning her body slightly backward, and her two enticing jade-like legs naturally curled up, revealing more of the snowy white roots of her thighs.

My heart pounded wildly! This… this was a rare sight! Mama always paid great attention to her poise and posture, always maintaining a noble and stern air; she was rarely so “unrestrained” as she was today… I truly hadn’t imagined that, when no one was around, Mama could have such a charming and flirtatious side…

I stared without blinking, looking from bottom to top, and suddenly glimpsed a flash of dark shadow beneath her skirt… But that was all; Mama, with her ladylike temperament, quickly recovered her demeanor as a daughter of a distinguished family. Her legs crossed properly, and she no longer made any “outrageous” movements…

At this moment, the tactless Manager Yang seemed to realize something, and finally bid farewell with a hint of disappointment. Mama gave a cool “Goodbye,” and before he could say another word of affection, she “click”—hung up the phone!

“Pah, annoying pervert!” Mama spat into the receiver, saying contemptuously, “A toad dreaming of eating swan meat!” After speaking, she jumped down to the floor and walked with bare legs and bare feet to the person-height dressing mirror. She casually took off her coat and gazed at the beautiful silhouette in the mirror. Mama seemed to be intoxicated by her own looks; she stood there blankly for who knows how long, her eyes shining.

After a long while, she suddenly let out a “puchi” laugh and made a cute face at herself. A youthful, girlish flush appeared on her cheeks, and she murmured, “Nearly forty years old, and still so concerned about looks and figure… you… you really are becoming younger as you live…”

“She murmured to herself, while instinctively arching her high, swelling breasts, pulling her arms inward to give them a gentle squeeze!

Suddenly, her two full breasts were pressed together in the middle, and the deep cleavage at her neckline flickered in and out of view, looking filled with an indescribable temptation! Sigh, Mama is truly a sexy beauty; if… if only I could see her naked body without a single stitch of clothing, how wonderful that would be.

As if she knew what I was thinking, Mama brushed her hair back and actually began to take off her clothes, piece by piece. Most of her snow-white, slender waist was exposed. My mouth went dry and I stared intently. Just as I was becoming infatuated, Mama suddenly turned around unexpectedly; her gaze landed on the wardrobe less than three feet away from me, and she almost came face to face with me!

I was scared out of my wits and instinctively shrank back under the bed, crouching on the floor with my hands clutching my head, not even daring to take a single breath. I heard a series of rustling sounds—the rubbing sound of a bra being stripped from a body. Even though I knew Mama had already exposed her upper body, I simply couldn’t find the courage to poke my head out and take another look…

By the time I finally calmed down and the sound of footsteps faded away, Mama had already finished changing and had leisurely left the bedroom. What bad luck; such a great opportunity for peeking had been completely wasted!

Lying on the cold, hard floor, I thought with a miserable face: the problem now is, how do I get out? To slip out undetected without being discovered would probably be harder than ascending to heaven!

The more I thought about it, the more nervous I became, feeling as restless and anxious as an ant on a hot pan. Suddenly, a burst of upbeat, passionate Latin music drifted in from the living room, mixed with a woman’s voice: “One, two, three, four… again, do it one more time… two, two, three, four…”

Eh? Isn’t that the accompaniment music for aerobics? Could it be… could Mama be… My thoughts raced, and I couldn’t resist crawling out from under the bed. I quietly edged toward the door and looked cautiously into the living room!

Wow, one look at this and my eyes nearly popped out of my head! In the open space in the middle of the living room, Mama was jumping up and down on the carpet with all her might. On her curvaceous, provocative figure, she wore only a tight-fitting outfit similar to a swimsuit, leaving her beautiful curves completely exposed!

What was especially blood-pumping was that what wrapped around Mama’s full upper chest was actually a skin-tight little vest! From below the chest down to her waist, her fair skin was completely uncovered, and even her extremely delicate little belly button could be seen clearly!

“…one, two, three, four… follow my command, jump…” Following the instructions in the video, Mama put her hands on her hips, her athletic body leaping like a dance! The two mounds of soft flesh high on her chest shook violently with the rhythm of the music, seeming as if they might pop out of the little vest at any moment…

Compared to four years ago, Mama’s breasts were even fuller, their heavy weight seeming ready to burst out… I didn’t know what her cup size was, but it was certain that one hand definitely could not grasp her breast…

Ah… Mama, I really want to grab your breasts and rub them fiercely; that feeling would surely be stunningly wonderful… Thinking of this, my blood boiled, and my right hand instinctively pressed against my meat rod…

After finishing the jumping exercises, she began to transition to exercising her legs. Mama lay on the floor, her alluring, jade-like body stretched out as she rested on her side, her straight, pink legs不停地 kicking and pumping into the air.

Those narrow panties could not possibly cover all that spring scenery; whenever she spread her legs, half of her round buttocks could be glimpsed through the seam of the pants. And at that mysterious, slightly raised spot between her thighs, outlined by the fabric, a narrow groove was faintly revealed, looking extremely seductive from a distance!

My fire was burning; I began stroking my meat rod even more vigorously, and the perverse desires in my heart reached their peak… Oh, Mama, your body is truly too perfect… Sooner or later, I must get your body…

Yes, Mama, I love you so much, I want to shoot all my thick semen onto you, shooting every single drop onto your naked body… Of course, Mama could not hear these rebellious, obscene words. She was gazing at the fluorescent screen with a focused expression, seriously performing every movement, not noticing at all that her son’s lust-filled eyes were staring at her mature, beautiful body lecherously and greedily, his mind filled with immoral evil thoughts…

Finally, the half-hour of fitness aerobics ended! The music stopped abruptly, and Mama lay back on her heaven, soft and limp, her limbs relaxing and stretching out. She panted heavily, her breath short; her entire body was already drenched in fragrant sweat, with droplets of perspiration covering her crystalline skin like stars. Her plump chest heaved exaggeratedly, and her face wore a moving expression of contentment!

Looking at it, Mama was likely not doing fitness dancing for the first time! No wonder her figure was maintained so well, her lower abdomen as flat as a young girl’s, without a single bit of bloated or sagging fat… But, why had I never seen her do fitness? Could it be that Mama intentionally hid it from me… Hmm, very likely! She hurried home from work early, perhaps just wanting to exercise secretly at home alone, to avoid letting this sexy, revealing outfit fall into my eyes!

Hmph, what a biased mother! Working so hard to train such a perfect body just for the sake of letting Papa vent his beastly desires; yet toward her own biological son, she is so stingy, not even willing to give him a chance to feast his eyes!

I looked at Mama full of jealousy, wishing I could rush forward in one stride and crudely strip all the clothes off her body… But for now, I did not have the courage; the only thing I dared to do was rub my hard meat rod, masturbating while hiding in the dark corner…

“Ah… no more, Mama… I’m going to shoot… I’m shooting my semen for you… ah… ah…” A joyful scream erupted from the depths of my heart! Opening my eyes, the turbid white semen sprayed out—not onto Mama’s feminine body, but spraying into my own palm…

A few minutes later, Mama had roughly recovered her strength. She stood up gracefully and walked with an elegant gait into the bathroom to shower. I took the opportunity to run back to my room, put my backpack back on and put on my shoes and socks, then quietly slipped out the door to wander aimlessly on the street.

By five-thirty in the evening, when I pretended to return home from “school,” Mama had already changed into clean, refreshing home clothes to greet me. She still had that gentle, amiable smiling face, which contained both caring love and the dignity of a mother…

At night, I lay on the bed and could not fall asleep for a long time! I knew that Mama truly loved me, just as all mothers in the world love their children! But the problem was, that was not all I needed…

What I longed for was her mature, moving flesh and her soul! I longed to turn Mama into my woman and possess her completely! But could such a thought be realized? Incest with one’s mother… this itself is a taboo subject! To want to persuade Mama to cast aside the shackles of morality and willingly make love with me, how easy would that be? I was almost certain she would never agree to such a crazy notion.

Then, what kind of means should I take to make my dream come true? I recalled many erotic novels I had seen on the internet, among which were not a few stories of mother-son incest! Perhaps I could research and borrow some clever methods from others…

But thinking it over and over, most of the novels wrote of either coercion, rape, and drugging with sleeping pills, or the mother herself was naturally promiscuous and could not resist the son’s seduction… And these were simply not applicable to me… I pondered for a long time and still could not find a countermeasure; my eyelids slowly grew heavy, my consciousness became blurred, and I finally entered the land of dreams…

In the dream, I was attracted by a very strange sound and climbed out of bed in a daze… No, it should be said that my soul left the covers, while my body remained on the bed sleeping soundly… I did not know if I was dreaming or if my soul had left my body; I only knew that in the unfathomable darkness of the night, I drifted and wandered aimlessly!

“Xiao Bing… come over here… Xiao Bing… come quickly… come over…” This voice was extremely provocative, sounding as if it came from a far-off place, yet also as if it sounded from the depths of my heart. I followed the sound, and under its constant guidance, slowly strolled into a small room.

In the center of the room stood a small round table covered with an old-fashioned tablecloth; a man in his thirties sat by the table and nodded to me. His skin was dark, his face was ugly, and his clothes were very old-fashioned; he was dressed like a migrant worker! But for some reason, after seeing him, a feeling of great closeness involuntarily rose in my heart!

“Who are you?” I asked blurting it out.

“Who am I? Hehe… aren’t you just looking for me? Why are you still asking who I am?” The man grinned, revealing a mouth of stained yellow teeth, and said meaningfully, “Can’t you feel it? I am you!”

My heart shook, and I cried out in surprise: “You… you are Brother Zhibin!”

“Correct, I am the Brother Zhibin you are looking for, which is to say, your past life!”

The man paused, glancing at me with a hint of mockery. “So, I know every thought in your head… including the privacy you’re most ashamed of…”

My cheeks burned, and I hurriedly denied it. “What privacy? You’re talking nonsense!”

“No such thing?” The man narrowed his triangular eyes, his piercing gaze seeming as if it could look directly through my heart. “Do you dare say you’ve never thought about screwing your own mother? That you’ve never thought about having sex with her?”

“That…” I was thrown into a panic, stammering, unable to speak.

The man laughed loudly and suddenly overturned the table, revealing his lower body as he sat upright in the chair. I looked closely, and hot blood rushed to my brain, making me feel as if the world were spinning…

I saw that the man’s trousers were open, and beneath his waist stood a thick, vein-bulging penis. A middle-aged beautiful woman was kneeling at his feet, passionately using her small mouth to stroke the meat rod. She was completely naked, without a single piece of clothing; her plump, charming body was trembling. Her pretty face held a hidden glow of holiness, yet her expression was stubbornly promiscuous… What shocked me most was that she… she was actually my mother!

“What are you doing? You bastard!” I screamed in anger, rushing forward, wanting to pull my mother away from this damned man! But she was as if possessed, hugging the man’s legs tightly, making satisfied murmurs from her mouth, refusing to let go no matter what!

“What… what is going on?” I collapsed onto the ground, my whole body weak, and glared fiercely at the man. “What kind of magic have you cast on my mother? You villain! Quick… quick, let her go…” The man gave a lecherous smile without answering. He reached out and picked up my mother, letting her legs wrap across his waist, his two rough palms covering her breasts and rubbing them wantonly.

Mother’s delicate brows furrowed, as if her breasts were being pinched with great pain. She looked at him weakly, her eyes full of an expression mixed with heat and pain… I could only watch in a mixture of shock and anger, panting heavily, but I had no way to stop all of this from happening…

“Actually, why be angry?” The man suddenly released his grip and said indifferently, “Don’t forget that you are me, and I am you… My enjoying your mother’s flesh is the same as you enjoying it yourself… I’m only doing this to let you see that your mother isn’t as unreachable as you imagined. With a little scheming, anyone can make her return to her natural state of promiscuity…”

“Bullshit! Bullshit!” I interrupted his filthy words, cursing loudly. “Mother is mine alone! Besides me, no one is allowed to touch her… If you dare touch a single finger of hers again, I… I will never let you off!”

“Fine then!” The man’s expression didn’t change as he casually released my mother. He gazed at me and said, “I can stop touching her! But I want to ask, what about others? What about your father? Can you forbid him from using methods even more reckless than mine to play with your mother?” I had nothing to say and slumped my head in defeat.

The man suddenly said mysteriously, “Xiao Bing, I have a plan. Not only can it let you taste your mother’s body, but it can also make her belong to you forever… do you want to try it?”

I snapped my head up and stared at him coldly. “Why? Why would you help me?”

The man’s eyes shot a cold light, and he spoke word by word, “Because at the moment of my miserable death, I swore that in my next life, I must obtain the woman I love! And only you can make this wish come true!”

I was silent for a long time, then said, “What is your plan? Tell me first!” The man leaned down, bringing his head close to my ear. His eerie, hoarse voice carried a sinister chuckle; it felt as if it were coming from his mouth, yet also as if it had always existed in the depths of my own heart…

Early morning, just as the sky began to brighten, I woke up from a deep sleep! As usual, the meat rod below my waist was standing high, pushing the bedsheet up into a little tent! Recalling the exquisite, half-naked figure of my mother that I had peeped at yesterday afternoon, the fire of desire grew even more intense, to the point that I couldn’t get up for a long while!

“Mother, I want you so much… I really want to get into bed with you right now, to lick every single inch of your skin…” But, imagination is imagination, and reality is still reality! I sighed, tried my best to restrain my erotic thoughts, and listlessly got dressed. After washing up in the bathroom, I came to the living room to have breakfast.

Just as I finished preparing the milk, I suddenly heard the clatter of pots and bowls coming from the kitchen, followed by the aroma of pork and preserved egg congee! Huh? Is mother making breakfast? Strange, why did she get up so early today? In my memory, she usually gets up half an hour later!

I quietly walked forward to peer in and immediately saw my mother’s familiar figure busy in the kitchen. She was wearing a wide sleepgown, her beautiful hair falling loosely over her shoulders. With not a bit of makeup on her face, that kind of fresh, pure, bare-faced look, combined with her slightly languid and charming manner, created a unique charm that deeply captivated my gaze!

Mother did not notice me standing behind her, only focusing on stirring the dishes in the pot. Her mood was clearly very happy, and she hummed a little tune softly. As the spatula in her hand moved, her plump body swayed slightly… Although that long sleepgown hid my mother’s seductive curves, just staring at the crystalline lower half of her jade-like legs was enough to make me excited and erect…

The vegetables were finished. Mother turned off the gas and scooped the food into a plate, then she lifted the lid of the electric rice cooker and used a wooden spoon to stir the cooked salted congee… as she stirred, she seemed to think of something, and her expression suddenly became somewhat strange, a hazy light shimmering in her eyes…

“Annoying person, always so full of energy…” Mother murmured to herself, a faint blush rising on her cheeks. In the reflection of the sunlight, her beautiful face was as radiant as the morning glow, and her entire person seemed glowing with vitality.

I was stunned, and then suddenly realized! Looking at her like this, it was very likely that Dad and Mom had been entwined all night, enjoying the pleasures of the flesh; perhaps they had even exhausted their physical strength. Mother felt sorry for Dad, so she got up early in the morning to cook his favorite preserved egg and lean pork congee…

Thinking of this, jealousy surged within me. I couldn’t help but run out the door to check the trash can placed in the hallway. I flipped open the miscellaneous items covering the surface, and what leaped into my sight were three glistening condoms! Pure white semen was slowly overflowing from the openings; the liquid was so abundant and thick, it was nauseating to look at… That meant that last night, Dad had “ravaged” Mother at least three times!

Heavens! A whole three times! My most beloved woman had suffered such humiliation, yet I could only watch helplessly… What was even more infuriating was that she had actually been played with to the point of being overflowing with spring passion… This heart-wrenching feeling could no longer be described by the word “pain”! In fact, it felt as if a knife were twisting in my heart; I was almost going crazy with jealousy, and tears flowed down uncontrollably!

—What should I do? Am I destined to be without Mother for the rest of my life? No, I am not reconciled… Suddenly, the dream from last night flashed through my mind, and the hoarse voice of that ugly man from my past life—“Brother Zhi Bin”—began to ring in my ears again, sentence by sentence, each word striking heavily against my heart…

“To break through the taboo, obtain your mother’s body, and possess her forever is absolutely not an easy task! I guarantee it is much more difficult than you imagine… However, if you can strictly follow the plan I teach you, success is not impossible…”

“This plan is divided into several steps… There is one point you must remember: during the implementation of the plan, you must never reveal your true thoughts to your mother… You must cautiously hide your illicit intentions. In front of your mother, always appear as a good child; this can maximize the relaxation of her vigilance. By the time she realizes she has fallen into the trap, it will already be too late, and she can only obediently become a prey for you to manipulate… But before that, remember that even a greedy glance could potentially leak the secret and cause all your efforts to go down the drain!”

“…Let us first discuss the first step of the plan! First, you must destroy the harmony of your parents’ sex life! Imagine, if your mother can always obtain satisfaction from your father, how could she ever throw herself into your embrace? Therefore, we must find a way to ‘waste’ your father’s capital, so that from now on, his masculine vigor will be no more…”

“As the saying goes, thirty is like a wolf, forty is like a tiger! Your mother is a married woman, and she is currently in the age range where her sexual desire is most vigorous. If she does not receive sufficient dew to moisten her, her mature body will begin to feel lonely, empty, and even restless… Over time, this anxiety will shift from the physiological to the psychological; she will become depressed and feel a sense of loss… When your mother frequently reveals emotions of suspicion and tension, the first step of the plan will be a success!”

“Additionally, I can tell you about several types of medicine. You secretly put them in your father’s meals; as long as you persist for a while, his sexual function will gradually decline, eventually becoming a lifeless impotence… Meanwhile, you must follow the methods I teach you and tirelessly exercise your own weapon, training your male organ until it can make a woman drop her defenses and be unable to resist… In this way, as one declines and the other grows, there will be unexpected uses in the future…”

These words were like pearls of wisdom, suddenly waking my mind. It was as if in a vast ocean, a bright lamp had suddenly been lit on the horizon, illuminating the direction of my advance!

“Fine, Brother Zhi Bin, I will try it just as you said! You are my past life, so you must protect me and ensure my success…”

The next day, I waited for an opportunity and once again sneaked into my parents’ bedroom, using strong glue to stick that talisman back in its original place.

Brother Zhi Bin told me in the dream that the white jade bottle was used for a sealing spell, the purpose of which was to prevent the resentful and poisonous energy of the past life from affecting the next. If I had not accidentally torn the talisman, it would have been impossible for him to send me a dream; only on a few days when the yin energy was particularly dense could I vaguely sense some of his thoughts. But now the situation was already different; as long as he was willing, he could meet me in the land of dreams at any time!

By evening, the whole family gathered together to eat dinner. This meal was prepared especially lavishly by Mother, with a table full of delicacies and a bottle of champagne opened that had been brought back from abroad.

Father’s face was glowing with red, and he spoke incessantly, with an unmistakable pride between his brows—this afternoon he had received notice from the board of directors that he was officially promoted to general manager of the company. He had looked forward to this position for many years, and now that he had finally seized it, he was naturally beaming with joy!

“Hubby, you are becoming more and more successful!” Mother’s eyes were full of the radiance of happiness as she said with a smile, “I propose a toast to your extraordinary achievement!” Father smiled so widely he could barely close his mouth, raised his glass to clink with Mother’s, and drank it all in one gulp.

I watched from the side, but my heart felt quite unsettled. My father—my love rival—was actually performing so well; the balance in Mother’s heart would surely tip even more toward his side! For me, this was not good news!

It seemed I had to speed up my actions! Otherwise, I might lose this war to snatch Mother… After several rounds of drinks, Father pondered for a moment and said with a hint of apology, “Wife, in the future I will be busy with official duties, and I’m afraid I won’t be able to come back every day for dinner! To leave you all alone at home, this really… is an injustice to you…”

“It doesn’t matter, just focus on your work!” Mother smiled faintly and said gently, “I can handle the things at home, you don’t need to worry… Besides, I’m not alone, don’t I still have such a big son to keep me company?”

My heart surged, and I spoke with a double meaning, “Mother, you are right! I will replace Father and “take care” of you properly!”

“Little brat!” Mother rolled her eyes at me and said reproachfully, “What ability do you have to take care of Mother? Humph, it would be good enough if you could manage yourself!”

Dammit, Mother didn’t understand my meaning at all, and still viewed me as an immature little boy… But then, this wasn’t a bad thing! Didn’t “Brother Zhibin” warn me to try my best to conceal my ambition? Fine, I will endure for now! Anyway, sooner or later, Mother will be “taken care of” by me all the way to the bed! Haha… I gave a silly, awkward laugh and lowered my head, falling silent.

Mother, however, let her smile fade and reminded Father with concern, “When you are out socializing, you must keep your digestion clean and not wear yourself out… Starting today, I will brew soup for you every night to nourish your body… No matter how late you come back, you must remember to drink it…” How mushy! I really couldn’t listen any more, and using the excuse of adding more rice, I walked sullenly into the kitchen.

Looking up, a purple sand pot was stewing on the stove, puffing out hot steam! This must be the soup Mother brewed. Hmm, it smelled quite fragrant, but unfortunately, the one with the good fortune to eat it was Father… Thinking of this, I suddenly had an inspiration: hey, to start the first step of implementing the plan, isn’t this moment a godsend?

My heart began to thumping. I looked around for a while, and after confirming no one was watching, I pulled a small porcelain bottle out of my pants pocket… This was the guanethidine I bought at the pharmacy this afternoon; as long as one takes 25 milligrams a day, even the strongest man will become impotent… I grit my teeth, reached out a trembling hand to lift the pot lid, and poured all the medicine inside!

Sizzle—

A plume of white steam curled up from the pot! Without looking further, I quickly replaced the lid and fled back to the dining table. Although I tried my best to steady my mind, I was nervous to death; my legs and feet felt soft. Fortunately, my parents were preoccupied with chatting and laughing, and did not notice my strange expression.

After the meal, Mother indeed brought out the brewed soup from the kitchen, carrying it to Father’s front with full care. I held my breath, watching Father drink it down sip by sip, a feeling of revengeful pleasure rising in my heart… Unexpectedly, after drinking half a bowl, he suddenly stopped!

“What is it? Does the soup not taste good?” Mother asked, puzzled.

“It’s not that…” Father frowned, speaking thoughtfully: “It’s just that I feel the taste of today’s soup seems a bit strange…”

“Could it be? Has my cooking regressed?” Mother said, picking up a spoon as she spoke: “Let me taste a bit and see…”

I panicked, nearly crying out… Heavens, there was medicine in this soup! If it really could lower a man’s sexual desire, it might just as well “sweep” women too! If Mother became “frigid” because of this, then everything would be ruined…

Fortunately, Father spoke up in time: “It’s not a big problem, maybe the taste is just a bit bland… Here, just add some more salt and it’ll be fine!”

Mother did not doubt him and did not insist. I breathed a sigh of relief, the tight string of my heart finally relaxing. I made a decision in secret—from now on, I would sprinkle the medicine into the soup. That was something Father would swallow every day, and it wouldn’t be easily detected!

I believe that in the near future, Father will become a tree without roots, a sun without heat! At that time, hehe! Mother’s beautiful body will be something only I have the ability to conquer… In the blink of an eye, more than three months passed. The first step of my plan had already been carried out without fail for over ninety days!

During this period, every night I would wait for the right moment to run to the kitchen and secretly “poison” the brewed soup. Because I was extremely cautious, the conspiracy had not been exposed yet! After Father came home in the evening, he always took the medicine I prepared for him in fixed amounts and doses, without missing a single day!

To be honest, sometimes a feeling of guilt would rise in my heart, feeling that I had let my parents down! Father works hard to support the family and earn money, nothing more than wanting the family to live more comfortably, yet he is being so maliciously harmed by me…

As for Mother, she must also not imagine that the nourishing tonic she prepared with her own hands would actually become an accomplice in destroying Father’s sexual function… But, guilt is guilt, and I can no longer convince myself to stop! Who told Mother’s body to be so seductive?

If in this life I cannot obtain her body, taste the soul-stirring pleasure of thrusting inside Mother’s body, I… I will never give up! To make love with Mother, what a leisurely and yearning thing that is…

To achieve this goal, stripping Father of his sexual ability was only a part of the meticulous work I had to do; at the same time, I also accelerated my own steps, working hard to train my penis!

According to the teachings of my previous life, if one wants to comprehensively improve the combat power of the thing beneath the crotch, the most fundamental method is to practice “male endurance”! In other words, only by properly adjusting the best timing for ejaculation and achieving free control can one make a woman surrender unconditionally.

Following this theory, I began training in three areas:

First, the urine-restriction method—it turns out that how to scientifically urinate after waking up in the morning is a science. The correct way is: when the urine is about to come out, exert all your strength to hold it back; only then slowly let it out; then hold again, then let out… repeat this several times until the bladder is empty. It is said that by practicing this method frequently, one can flexibly control the sphincter muscles of ejaculation.

Second, the hanging-object method—first use the habitual posture for masturbation, and after achieving an erection, stop the stimulation. Then, drape a small hand towel or another similar object over the erect penis and see how long it can remain hard. As long as one continues to cultivate this, the duration of the erection will greatly increase, and one can even hang heavier objects!

Third, the anal-lifting technique—this technique was created by the ancients and is said to have thousands of years of practical experience. Whether sitting, lying down, or standing, it can be performed in various postures. While practicing, relax the whole body and squeeze the buttocks and thighs together; breathe in and make the abdomen bulge, breathe out and make the abdomen concave. Between one breath in and one breath out, press the tongue against the upper palate and lift and contract the anus upward, then hold the breath for 5 to 10 seconds before exhaling and relaxing the whole body… doing this 20 to 30 times can produce miraculous effects in controlling orgasm!

These methods sounded logically sound, so I naturally believed in them without doubt. After tirelessly following them for two months, though it might have been a psychological effect, I felt that there had indeed been some success. First, looking at the appearance of the tool, it seemed much more majestic than before, with the menacing look of protruding blue veins giving a somewhat shocking feeling. Unfortunately, as for whether my sexual function had actually improved, a “green-headed youth” like me cannot know for the time being!

As for whether my ability to control ejaculation had improved, I was also completely in the dark! However, my ability to control urine had indeed improved greatly. Now, I can urinate for a full five minutes, and the sensitivity of the switch even exceeds that of a water faucet. What I am most proud of is the surge in my weight-bearing capacity.

I am not bragging; when I “strive upward,” I can sometimes even lift a handbag that is not light in weight… Of course, merely upgrading my own weapon is far from enough. What I care more about is Father’s side! How could I know if those medicines were actually working? After thinking it over repeatedly, I finally came up with a good method—check the condoms!

Thus, rummaging through the trash can every day and counting the condoms inside became my mandatory homework! After a long period of observation, I discovered to my delight that the situation was even better than I had originally expected!

According to my records, at the very beginning, Mom and Dad would have sex three nights a week, using three to four condoms each night. After “taking the medicine” for more than a month, they only did it two nights a week, and at most, only two condoms each night… As time passed, the weekly “frequency” and the nightly “condom count” decreased slowly and steadily together, constantly refreshing the lowest record…

After school today, as usual, I checked the trash can in the hallway at the front door, flipping through the contents several times, but I couldn’t find those film-like things at all… This was already the tenth consecutive day with no discoveries! It looked like Dad was truly finished…

“What are you rummaging for here?” Suddenly, a familiar voice sounded from behind me! I gave a violent shudder in fright and looked back; without my noticing when she had done it, Mom had already opened the door and was standing half a meter away from me.

“Noth… nothing!” I replied in a flustered state, feeling lost and clumsy.

“Really?” Mom stared at me, her gaze becoming somewhat stern. She said flatly, “Then why were you rummaging in the trash can so vigorously that you didn’t even know I had come up beside you?”

“About that… I accidentally dropped a coin… and wanted to find it…” Becoming more panicked, I stammered out a lie… If Mom discovered the truth, with her intelligence and intuition, she might guess that the recent obstacles in their marital life were my doing, and then it would be disastrous…

“Looking for a coin?” Mom looked at me suspiciously, her face full of disbelief. Her eyes rolled, and she suddenly stepped quickly to the trash can, picked up the small broom, and stirred the debris inside. Unfortunately, after searching for a while, she still didn’t find anything!

“No, you’re definitely hiding something from me!” Mom became a bit angry. She stopped and thought for a moment, then suddenly her pretty face stiffened, and she said coldly, “Xiaobing, tell Mom the truth! Did you throw away something scandalous? For example… a test paper with bad grades?”

I was stunned and asked, confused, “What test paper? I don’t understand…”

“Stop pretending!” Mom seemed to suddenly realize something. She spread her hand out in front of me and said with a slight frown, “Where is your midterm report card? According to the schedule, it should have been released already, so why haven’t I seen it?”

“Eh? Mom, you forgot? Didn’t I tell you the day before yesterday that the teacher said the report cards would be handed out during the parent-teacher meeting next week?”

“Oh, that’s right…” Mom smiled embarrassedly. “Really, I actually forgot about this… These past few days, for some reason, I’ve always felt restless…” As she spoke, a look of vacancy appeared on her face. She sighed as if she had something on her mind and slowly walked back into the house.

Following behind her, a thought suddenly occurred to me, and I remembered a few words from “Brother Zhibin”—that the results of an incongruous sex life would make a mother become nervous, suspicious, and insecure, and even absentminded all day… Hehe, how similar is that to how she just behaved! So, several months of effort had not been in vain…

I pondered for a moment, deciding to test her reaction further. Pretending not to care, I asked, “Mom, will Dad come back for dinner tonight?”

Mom’s shoulders trembled slightly, and she said irritably, “Don’t mention your father! He’s out wilding it up all day and night; how could he possibly remember us?” Hmm, listening to this tone, she had quite a few complaints about Dad, but this attitude was less about dissatisfaction and more like a coquettish pout—just like what is seen on television, that look of loving and hating him at the same time when a young wife mentions her husband…

“Mom, there’s something about Dad that I don’t know if I should say?” When I reached this point, I paused on purpose, putting on an extremely troubled expression.

“What is it?” Mom fell for the trap as expected, turning around like a whirlwind, her eyes staring at me. “Don’t hesitate, speak up quickly!”

I teased her, stopping just before the reveal: “Forget it, it’s better if I don’t tell you…”

“No, you must say it!” Mom became anxious, stamping her foot. “How dare a child disobey his mother’s orders? Isn’t this turning the world upside down?”

“But… Dad told me to keep it a secret!” With a face full of innocence, I remained unmoved regardless of how hard she pressed me.

“Good son, can you just do a favor for Mom, okay?” Out of helplessness, Mom’s attitude softened, and she pleaded softly, “If you are a good boy and listen, I’ll buy you a brand new mountain bike in a couple of days…”

“I don’t want a mountain bike!” I laughed inwardly and pouted coquettishly, “As long as Mom gives me a kiss, that’s enough!”

Almost without thinking, Mom leaned down, and her soft red lips lightly touched my forehead! Before I could even react, she flicked me with her finger and said resentfully, “You little brat with so many tricks! Aren’t you going to tell me?”

I coughed, reached out to grab Mom’s neck, stood on my tiptoes, and said in a mysterious tone, “I’ll tell you! Last Wednesday at noon, I saw Dad taking a young, beautiful auntie to eat together at the Juchun Restaurant…”

Mom’s face suddenly turned white. “You… you didn’t mistake it for someone else?”

“I saw it with my own eyes!” I said with a serious air, taking the opportunity to pull Mom’s body lower, my mouth almost pressing against her ear. At such a close distance, I smelled a delicate, elegant fragrance emanating from her. Her soft body was half-embraced by me; even though there were clothes between us, the feel in my hands was very satisfying!

“And… what happened after?” Mom asked urgently, not caring at all that I was holding her so tightly.

I steadied my nerves, resisting the urge to lick Mom’s tender earlobe or blow warm air into her ear canal, and whispered, “Afterward, Dad saw me, and he came over and told me that you absolutely must not find out about this, and then Dad left… when he went out, he was holding hands with that auntie…”

Mom’s breasts heaved with anger, and she asked with a trembling voice, “Really?”

“Fake!” I suddenly burst out laughing, doubling over. “Mom, you’ve been tricked! Hee hee, I was just joking with you, and you actually believed it…”

Mom froze, finally realizing she had been fooled. Both angry and amused, she gave me a hard pinch and cried out, “You little brat, how dare you play a joke like that? Have you no respect for your elders?”

“I don’t dare… I won’t dare again…” I repeatedly begged for mercy, using the most sincere tone. “Mom, I noticed you’ve seemed to have something on your mind lately… you frown all day, and it makes me feel bad too, so I thought of this trick to cheer you up… if you don’t like it, then… then…”

I spoke these words with great emotion, and Mom was moved. Her expression softened, and she stroked my head, saying softly, “Xiao Bing, I know you are good to your mother! But after all, you are still young and don’t quite understand many things… sigh, let’s not talk about this… what do you want to eat tonight? Mom will go make dinner for you now…”

I counted on my fingers and named a few of my favorite dishes. After Mom heard them, she went to the kitchen to get things ready. I leaned against the wall, my eyes staring at her slender and pretty back, falling into deep thought.

All signs indicated that Mom’s emotions were fluctuating, and that she was very irritable and suspicious. I had told such a clumsy lie, yet she actually believed it! If she weren’t feeling insecure and anxious, how could she be so easily fooled, played like a toy by a little brat like me?

With a “clink,” I looked toward the sound; it turned out Mom had accidentally knocked over a bowl! She shook her head in disbelief and with a bitter smile, she cleaned up the fragments…

While the food was cooking, I noticed that Mom’s expression was indifferent, no longer like a few months ago, when she would hum cheerful little tunes, her waist swaying slightly and rhythmically…

At this point, I could finally be certain: the first step of the plan was a success! Under my careful plotting, Dad was gradually losing his standing as a “love rival”; meanwhile, my beautiful and mature mother was undergoing subtle changes, from the physical to the psychological, that even she herself had not yet noticed…

That night, I had a dream. In the dream, I saw “Brother Zhibin” again after several months of absence. “Congratulations! You did a great job!” Brother Zhibin was still sitting in the chair, a hideous smile on his face. The difference was that this time, I didn’t see Mom…

“Those drugs you mentioned really worked!” I waved my hands, saying excitedly, “Now Dad is useless, and Mom isn’t getting satisfied. Her body must be very empty! I want to find an opportunity to make a move while she’s vulnerable, what do you think?”

“If you do that, you’ll definitely come back with a face full of ash!” Brother Zhibin poured a bucket of cold water over me, saying bluntly, “It’s true that your mother isn’t getting her fill in bed, but her feelings for your father are still very good. How could she possibly stray so quickly? Even if she really wanted to have an affair, she would only look for someone else; it’s absolutely impossible for her to be seduced by you… a sinful thought like mother-son incest simply cannot knock open your mother’s firm psychological defenses, let alone make her break through the taboos of morality…”

I couldn’t help but lose heart and asked depressedly, “Then… then what should I do?”

“Don’t be anxious, just do as I say!”

Brother Zhibin smiled calmly, speaking with confidence. “The second stage of our plan is to alienate the feelings between your parents… hasn’t your mother become more suspicious? You can take full advantage of this. Normally, perform some small actions to make her suspect that your father has a lover outside… but you must keep a good sense of proportion; you can’t go too far! It’s best to leave Mom half-believing and half-doubting, her mind in turmoil… as time goes by, her loyal love for Dad will be shaken. In her jealousy, she will feel a desire for revenge, and in her subconscious, she will want to find a man to accompany her, just to spite her husband…”

I listened with excitement, nodding repeatedly! This plan was simply wonderful! Mom had always been dignified and virtuous, and she had originally looked upon extramarital affairs with disdain. But now, I was going to make her, amidst a complex state of mind, actively wander on the edge of “cheating”…

Even if this were mostly caused by anger toward Dad and not out of Mom’s own original intent, as long as enough time passed, it would inevitably develop into a situation where the pretense became reality and things spiraled out of control… Hehe, when that time comes, Mom will have taken the first step toward the abyss of degradation, and she will no longer be able to pull back, until she is completely lost in carnal desire!

I smiled, a smile full of lechery; Brother Zhibin also smiled, a smile of utter sinisterness. The two laughs slowly merged into one, eventually becoming a single sound… Note: Guanidine is a blood-pressure lowering drug; long-term use leads to a decline in sexual function.

Alienating the feelings between my parents—this task seemed like no big deal when thinking about it, but actually doing it proved to be a great headache. Compared to the first stage of the plan, the difficulty of the action had clearly increased!

How should I start? I couldn’t just go to Mom every few days and blow the whistle, saying Dad was flirting with some woman. First, I didn’t have the talent for such fabrication; second, even if I could tell lies that sounded convincing, as soon as my parents confronted each other afterward, my lies would be immediately exposed.

Moreover, according to Brother Zhibin’s instructions, my goal was only to create a few cracks in my parents’ relationship, so they would no longer be as intimate as before, in order to make Mom develop the notion of “emotional cheating”! But I didn’t want them fighting all day, eventually ending in divorce. Yet, how to grasp the “degree” in between had become a problem that gave me a pounding headache…

After agonizing over it for a while, I suddenly had an inspiration: direct provocation and alienation wouldn’t work, so why not use indirect means? For example, intentionally forging scattered clues and some ambiguous traces…

Mom is a very meticulous woman; she would certainly keenly discover “inappropriate” points. With her current tendency toward suspicion, it was hard to guarantee she wouldn’t start overthinking, and then a “knot” would be left in her heart… Hehe, this idea was not bad; it could be called killing without seeing blood, and the safety coefficient was high! My spirits rose, and after thinking through the specific steps, I decided to put them into practice immediately.

The next day, I took out my saved allowance and ran to the department store to buy a bottle of cheap perfume; during class, I plucked several long hairs from the head of the girl sitting next to me. That little brat was plucked so hard she cried, and she even threatened to report me to the teacher. Fortunately, I thought quickly and promised to give her a Snoopy later, which managed to coax her into a smile through her tears…

Sigh, little girls are such a nuisance! No wonder I can’t bring myself to have any interest in the girls in my class, who are as lovely as flowers and as pure as jade; they are either too pampered or too simple! Only a mature woman like Mom—gentle, elegant, and possessed of such grace—is the target of my passionate pursuit!

At nine-thirty in the evening, Dad finally stepped through the door. While he, carrying a body full of exhaustion, took a comfortable bath in the bathroom, I also began my action! First, I went to the kitchen to “drop the poison” as usual; next, I picked up Dad’s outer coat, sprinkled some perfume on the collar, and carefully wound those few long hairs around it.

Looking at my handiwork, I felt a secret sense of pride! Mom has always been responsible for the laundry in our house, so if nothing went wrong, she would definitely see this “evidence”! Heehee, then Dad would be completely speechless!

With an excited heart, I returned to my room and waited patiently for the show to begin. Unexpectedly, the entire evening passed and the atmosphere remained as calm as any other day. Even after all the clothes had been hung on the balcony, the thing that should have happened still hadn’t happened!

I was greatly disappointed, unable to understand how Dad could have avoided this disaster! Had the hairs and the scent been blown away by a strong wind? Or was Mom too absentminded to notice such obvious clues?

In my desperation, I repeated the process, tampering with Dad’s outer coats for several days in a row. The hairs became more and more numerous, and the perfume became thicker and thicker; I was barely one step away from directly reminding Mom to pay attention. Yet, surprisingly, the house remained as calm as a windless lake. Not only was Dad completely unaware, but Mom’s expression didn’t show the slightest bit of abnormality!

This was strange. Where exactly was the problem? I was certain that with Mom’s meticulousness, it was impossible for her to discover nothing! But why didn’t she blow up? Did she simply not care, or was she temporarily not intending to make a scene?

It seemed that I had to be more “extreme” to test her true thoughts… Gritting my teeth, I went to the store again and bought a lipstick. Using my own lips, I left a faint lipstick mark on Dad’s clothes—and on the underwear… God, how disgusting! But to get Mom, I’d accept any amount of disgust… This time, the expected effect finally appeared!

“Husband, come to the bedroom for a moment!” That evening, while Dad and I were watching television in the living room, Mom suddenly walked over with a face like frost. She dropped those words coldly, then left without looking back. Dad looked bewildered, but I was secretly delighted!

“What is it, why so mysterious?” Dad muttered softly, standing up to follow her into the bedroom. I sat alone for a while, then stealthily slipped to the bedroom door, pricking up my ears to listen to the conversation inside.

“…Speak. How do you explain this?” This was Mom’s voice, sounding a bit choked.

“I have no way to explain it!” Dad said with a bitter smile. “I’ll say it again, I really haven’t messed around with any woman… at most, I accompanied them in a few dances, but that’s just a necessity for socializing…”

“Don’t change the subject!” Mom said irritably. “Does dancing produce a lipstick mark? A lie like that wouldn’t even fool a child!”

“But I really wasn’t lying!” Dad also grew anxious, defending himself. “Could it be… that someone played a prank?”

My heart jumped, and I couldn’t help feeling a bit guilty like a thief, but Mom quickly interrupted him, saying dissatisfiedly, “Nonsense! Even if it really was a prank, it must have been done by a woman! Would you actually let some grown man touch your underwear?”

“I’m a man!” Dad sighed, saying distressedly, “Do you know? I would rather be seen as a homosexual than have you be unhappy because of a misunderstanding…” The room fell silent, and for a long time, there was no sound.

After a long while, Mom spoke with hesitation, “Fine, I’ll believe you this once! But if there is a next time, I won’t let you off!”

“There won’t be a next time!” Dad’s tone relaxed a bit, and he said determinedly, “Tomorrow I’ll go to the office and investigate to see which fellow is so bold as to play such a joke while I was drunk…”

“What? You were drunk again?” Mom’s voice rose, sounding slightly reproachful, “Didn’t I tell you to know how to exercise restraint?”

“Wife, don’t be angry! Hehe… I will definitely change… come here, give me a kiss…”

“Go away! Your mouth smells of alcohol, how annoying…” The sound of teasing, kissing, and bodies rubbing together echoed from the room… I listened, my jealousy burning, wishing I could rush in and stop them… Fortunately, things did not develop further; Mom and Dad were only affectionate for a short while before they started discussing other topics. They talked about interpersonal relationships and trivial family matters, and since I had no interest in listening further, I quietly walked away…

For a while after that, I temporarily stopped my “framing” operations. The reason was simple: according to human nature, since Dad had exposed a flaw, he would at least restrain himself for a period of time. If I continued to stir up trouble during this window, it might backfire and instead expose me!

Besides, I could see that although Mom said she believed Dad, she still harbored suspicions in her heart. She would inevitably try every possible way to collect clues, attempting to figure out the truth of the matter.

Under these circumstances, the most effective method was to use “cold treatment,” leaving her unable to find anything of value… As for women, sometimes the calmer the surface, the more they love to chase shadows! Once Mom lost her lead, she would certainly start overthinking and feel anxious; it would be strange if this didn’t deepen her suspicion of Dad!

However, I couldn’t remain inactive for too long! The current situation was that a certain amount of suspicion already existed between my parents. As long as I stepped in to fan the flames once more, I could completely intensify the hidden conflict… As for the specific steps of the action, I had already planned the whole thing, and the necessary “props” were already prepared. The only thing still lacking was a suitable opportunity… Half a month passed, and this evening, the opportunity finally arrived!

It was a Saturday night, and Dad came home later than any other day, not stepping through the door until nearly eleven, smelling strongly of alcohol. Strictly speaking, he didn’t “step” in himself; he was half-carried and half-embraced in by the driver. Even from far away, the thick scent of liquor on him could be smelled!

“You, how did you drink yourself into this state again?” Mom’s brow furrowed slightly, complaining and scolding Dad as she carefully loosened his tie and outer coat.

Dad’s eyes were blurred with intoxication; he looked at Mom with a silly grin and mumbled incoherently, “I’m not drunk… only drank a little bit… Wife, you… why aren’t you… standing steady? I see… I see you’re the one who’s drunk…”

Mom shook her head helplessly, then suddenly looked at me and said reproachfully, “Silly, why are you just standing there blankly? Come over and give me a hand, help your father to the bed.”

I answered her and walked over, lifting Dad’s body with effort. With Mom’s assistance, I slowly and laboriously moved him toward the bedroom… After a few steps, a thought stirred in my mind, and that mischievous idea I had planned suddenly popped into my head.

Right now, wasn’t this a perfect opportunity to put it into practice? Dad was placed on the bed, stripped down to only his underwear, and fell fast asleep with his head resting on a large pillow. Mom paused for a moment, then told me to go to the kitchen and bring a basin of hot water. She personally wrung out a hot towel, first wiping Dad’s face, and then helping him wipe his entire body…

Watching closely from the side, I noticed that as Mom’s hand wiped across his crotch, a faint blush crept over her face and her breathing became somewhat hurried. She subconsciously glanced at me and gave a signal with her eyes, indicating that I could “retire” for the night… Dammit, that wax-nose was clearly useless; I really don’t understand why Mom is still clinging to it. If she wants pleasure, her son has a tool right here that has long been erect for Mom’s beautiful body, yet she doesn’t even spare it a glance…

I returned to my room feeling resentful and took out a plastic bag from a hiding place. Inside was a floral handkerchief for women and several unopened condoms. These were the “gifts” I had carefully prepared; as long as the frame-up succeeded, there would be a great show to watch!

Dad’s leather bag had been thrown onto a chair in the living room and hadn’t been put away yet. Seizing the time, I carefully opened the bag and stuffed the “gifts” into two different corners! The position was not too obvious, yet not so hidden that they wouldn’t be found… After finishing this, I sat down as if nothing had happened, waiting for the situation to develop further!

After a while, Mom came out carrying a basin of water, her expression appearing somewhat tired. Without a word, she wiped away some sweat and began tidying up the living room that Dad had messed up. The leather shoes, socks, outer coat, and keys scattered all over the floor were placed in order one by one. Finally, she picked up the leather bag…

Keeping my head down, I pretended to be focused on reading the newspaper, but out of the corner of my eye, I saw Mom turn her face and quickly glance at me. Seeing that I wasn’t paying attention to her, she took the leather bag and walked to the side. Then came the sound of a zipper opening; without looking, I knew she was secretly rummaging through Dad’s things…

Not long after she started searching, Mom probably discovered the “gifts.” Her expression changed abruptly, and the hand holding the bag began to tremble slightly. Her eyes revealed a mixture of jealousy, sadness, anger, and misery; clearly, her heart was like a knocked-over bottle of five-flavor powder, with all sorts of unspeakable tastes surging up at once!

I acted decisively, picked up the phone, and dialed a pager! This was the number of a hair salon massage girl; a few days ago, I had paid her two hundred yuan to buy her out. As long as she received my page, she would pretend to be a call girl and return the call…

“Beep, beep, beep… beep, beep, beep…” A few minutes later, Dad’s mobile phone rang, just as agreed! Heh, that salon girl is actually quite trustworthy; she didn’t let me waste my money! I only hope she has the ability to improvise so she doesn’t easily give herself away!

The ringtone continued to sound. Mom picked up Dad’s outer coat and quickly fished out the mobile phone from the pocket. After hesitating for a while, seeing that the ringing showed no sign of stopping, she resolutely pressed the answer button.

“Hello, hello… Sorry, he just fell asleep, do you have something… I am his wife, and who are you… What? You’re lying! Who… who exactly are you?” Mom’s emotions became excited, and she seemed to have lost her elegant and quiet composure. Her face turned red with anger, and her tone was much higher than usual… Very good, every reaction was exactly as predicted! That massage girl did not fail the trust I placed in her…

“You slut, you shameless woman! Get lost!” Mom, who was always refined and polite, was actually cursing; this was truly a novelty! From this, it could be seen that the anger in her heart had reached its limit, which was why she spoke so recklessly! I couldn’t help but feel a bit scared, thinking to myself that Mom was in a rage right now, and it would be better if I didn’t become her punching bag! So, I hurriedly slipped back into my room!

Sitting on the bed and thinking it over, tonight’s operation had achieved the expected effect, but it was hard to say what kind of ending it would bring. Mom had suffered such great humiliation; she must be both heartbroken and furious right now. It’s likely she will have a huge row with Dad! If she can’t suppress her anger and demands a divorce, what then? A storm might actually break out in the house for nothing…

I felt a faint regret that I had gone too far, but by now the situation was irreversible. I couldn’t go out and admit my mistakes to Mom, telling her that everything was the work of her own biological son, whose only purpose was to get a taste of her fragrance! I’d be beaten to death if I did… For now, I could only leave it to fate, hoping the situation wouldn’t be too terrible… I prayed for a while, and hearing no movement outside, I went to bed with a nervous heart…

In the middle of the night, I was sleeping soundly when I was suddenly awakened by a few “knock, knock” sounds at the door! “Who is it?” I switched on the desk lamp and asked groggily.

“Xiaobing, open the door…” a low, familiar, clear voice came, “It’s Mom!”

My spirits lifted, and my sleepiness vanished instantly. Just as I got up and pulled open the door, Mom slipped inside. She was holding a bed blanket in her arms, her long hair draped slightly disheveled, her eyes somewhat red and swollen, and her complexion appearing quite haggard. She looked heartbreaking.

“Xiaobing, Mom is sleeping with you tonight!” she said softly. Without waiting for my answer, she shook out the blanket, spread it over the bed, and sat down by the edge of the bed.

I was overjoyed, almost unable to believe my ears. From the age of four, I had no longer shared a bed with my mother! Every night, thinking of the woman I loved most sleeping in someone else’s arms, my heart felt like it was being twisted by a knife!

Now it was fine; Mom had been “won back” by me, and mother and son could lie on the same bed again… The difference was, the one sleeping beside her was no longer that innocent and romantic son of the past, but a “demon” who craved her mature body!

“What are you thinking? Do you not like sleeping with Mom?” Perhaps my strange expression caught Mom’s attention; she lifted her pale, pretty face and asked softly.

“How could that be?” I hurriedly denied, saying pleasingly, “I’m more than happy that Mom came to sleep with me!” Mom nodded, a lonely expression appearing on her beautiful face. She let out a sigh full of worries and remained silent!

I cleared my throat and asked tentatively, “Mom, why are you unhappy? Is it because Dad… did he make you angry again?”

“Don’t mention your father!” Mom’s face darkened, and tears shimmered in her black-and-white eyes. That expression of anger and her sorrowful look, paired with her poignant elegance, created a unique attraction. I couldn’t help but stare blankly…

I really didn’t expect that a beauty is a beauty; even the way she loses her temper is so pleasing to look at… My gaze involuntarily scanned her, wishing I could look straight through those oversized pajamas to see Mom’s naked body! At the same time, a lewd thought surfaced in my mind…

A woman who is empty and lonely is the easiest to lose control of her emotions! Right now, Mom’s heart was filled with resentment, and with her emotions unstable, her sense of morality and ethics would surely be blurred! If I could break through her psychological defenses, perhaps tonight I could make Mom lose her virginity to me, and from then on, she would walk into the abyss of depravity…

Thinking of this, my heart pounded. I hurriedly walked to Mom’s side and sat down, putting on the appearance of a good child. I comforted her with the gentlest voice and told many jokes, trying to coax a smile out of her and make her forget the disappointment and pain in her heart. But no matter how hard I tried, Mom’s beautiful face remained pale and her eyes remained brimming with tears…

After a long while, she suddenly looked up, gazed at me, and said solemnly, “Xiao Bing, if… if Mom and Dad divorce, you… who would you choose to stay with?”

“What?” I was greatly surprised and stuttered, “Not… it wouldn’t go that far, would it? Do you really plan to divorce?”

“Don’t worry about whether it’s real or not!” Mom interrupted me impatiently, looking at me with a hopeful expression. “Mom only needs you to say one word: if you could only choose one, who would you actually follow?”

I steadied my nerves and managed to answer, “Does that even need to be said? I’d definitely stay with Mom!” Inside, however, I was secretly anxious; it seemed this conspiracy had indeed gone too far, and the fake might actually become real…

Hearing my “confession of loyalty,” Mom’s eyes immediately lit up. A relieved expression appeared on her pretty face, and she murmured, “Still, it’s my son who is best to me…”

I calculated in my mind that the development of things was very bad, but I couldn’t care about that much anymore! Right now, regardless of everything else, I would get Mom’s body first! Thus, I suddenly stood up, grabbed her hand, and said emotionally, “Of course I want to be good to you, Mom! You are the most important relative in my heart, and I never want to be apart from you!”

“Silly child!” Mom smiled faintly and said softly, “In a few years, Mom will be old… And you will grow up and marry a wife; how could you possibly stay by my side forever…”

“No, I won’t marry a wife!” I said in an obstinate tone, categorically stating, “I don’t want anyone else in this life! Just having Mom accompany me is enough!”

Mom listened blankly, a flush of red crossing her cheeks. Moved beyond words, her lips trembled for a moment, and suddenly she burst into tears, “wu, wu,” throwing herself onto my shoulder, sobbing uncontrollably.

Sigh, poor Mom! During this period, she must have accumulated too much gloom and too much grievance in her heart! Unfortunately, the father who she had previously viewed as her pillar of support had not only failed to give her a sense of security this time, but had instead made her life miserable… Perhaps because of this, she had become so miserable and lost, acting so helplessly that she even used her own son’s shoulder as a place to rely on… While gently comforting Mom, I took the opportunity to wrap my arm around her waist, pulling her gently close to my side.

That soft, boneless, delicate body leaned limply against me in my embrace. Even through the dressing gown, I could feel that unique plumpness and warmth; the feeling transmitted to my palm was the wonderful sensation of touching a mature body. What I smelled in my nose was also the faint, clear fragrance emanating from her jet-black hair…

“Xiao Bing, you have to keep your word!” Being held by me like this, Mom did not struggle to get away; instead, she wrapped her arms around my neck and said faintly, “Don’t be like your father… heartless…”

I answered repeatedly, speaking sweet words, as a sudden current of heat surged up from my lower abdomen… Since Mom did not refuse, why should I be so polite? She must have tacitly consented… Thinking of this, my courage grew. With a slight exert of strength from my arms, I pulled her entire person into my embrace!

Mom was caught off guard and had not yet reacted before her high, protruding chest collided with my body, her two plump breasts pressing against my chest… I could not help but close my eyes, thoroughly savoring this hard-won pleasure…

Finally… I had finally touched Mom’s breasts! This was the first time since I had become sensible… Even though it was only such a light touch, I could already clearly feel how soft and firm those two mounds of tender flesh were… My heart began to beat wildly, and my hands slowly slid upward along Mom’s waist, advancing bit by bit toward the destination.

“Mom, I also want to ask you a question!” I intentionally diverted her attention, asking half-jokingly, “If it were between me and Dad, and you could only pick one, who would you choose?”

Mom touched my head lovingly and said softly, “If it were my choice… Mom would certainly choose you!” I was overjoyed, as if I had won a war against Dad! My palms slid without further reservation to the underside of Mom’s protruding breasts, touching the lower edge of the silk bra wrapping her full breasts. With a tentative, slight press of my fingertips, the heavy elasticity brought an unprecedented stimulating sensation, making me so comfortable that I almost cried out!

For so many years, I had dreamed of being able to play with Mom’s breasts at will; now, I could finally realize this wish!

Excitedly, my blood boiled, and my hands climbed more wantonly toward the peaks of those wonderful, supple breasts. The meat rod beneath my crotch also rose uncontrollably, pressing against her warm and smooth thigh…

Suddenly, Mom stopped crying and pushed me away with both hands! Tears hung on her cheeks, and her eyes were wide open, staring in astonishment at my lower body… I was at a loss, and my mind instantly went blank…

A few seconds later, Mom seemed to realize something. Her pretty face flushed red like fire, then suddenly turned pale. She stood up, her expression shifting to one of coldness, and said indifferently, “It’s late. Go to sleep early!” Without waiting for my answer, she lay down on the bed with her clothes on, pulled up the blanket, and turned her side toward the wall, putting her back to me.

It was over! My heart sank… This scene was so similar to what had happened when I was eleven years old. Back then, Mom had been prepared to expose her breasts, but because she saw my erect penis, she changed her mind at the last moment… Could it be that in her subconscious, her regard for chastity was truly so deeply rooted? Would simply exposing the motive for a crime in front of her wake her from her blurred state of desire?

I felt both angry and annoyed, yet I was completely helpless. I had no choice but to turn off the light and go to sleep resentfully. That night, although we mother and son slept on the same bed, our two hearts remained very far apart…

“Idiot! Didn’t I warn you long ago?” Brother Zhibin’s face was ashen, and he flew into a rage. “I repeatedly urged you to hide your ulterior motives carefully during the process of carrying out the plan! But you? You actually did something so stupid!”

I muttered unconvinced, “How was I to know the timing wasn’t ripe yet? In my thinking, since Mom feels resentment toward Dad and is so empty and lonely in her body, she should have been easy for me to capture…”

“You are truly a naive fool!” Brother Zhibin glared at me and said contemptuously, “Let me tell you! Given the current situation, no matter how thirsty and impatient your mother is, it’s impossible for her to break the taboo of incest with you! Hey, do you think a woman’s moral outlook, formed over decades, can be changed by you that easily?”

Knowing I was in the wrong, I said regretfully, “It has already come to this; how should I make amends?”

“Fortunately, what you did wasn’t too excessive; there is still room to salvage the situation!” Brother Zhibin’s voice softened slightly. He pondered and said, “But my original plan was disrupted by your rashness, so some modifications must be made… How about this: observe for a few days first, and then see how your mother reacts…” He paused to click his tongue, then said word by word, “A final warning: don’t act rashly! Otherwise, I guarantee you will never get your mother!”

I nodded obediently, a strange feeling arising in my heart! Is this person really my past life? Or is he just some reflection of my sinful soul in this life? I only hope that all of this does not become a “nightmare” in real life…

Early in the morning, I woke up. By the light of a few rays of sunshine shooting through the window, I saw that Mom was still sleeping quietly beside me. She was still facing away from me, but her shoulders were twitching slightly; she was clearly awake, just unwilling to get out of bed for the moment.

Gazing at her graceful, moving figure and the pink arms and jade legs slightly exposed beneath the nightgown and blanket, the fire of desire surged within me again. My already congested member stood up even higher… Mom… Mother… do you know that your son’s flesh rod has only ever become erect for you, and the scorching semen has only ever been shot for you… besides you, no woman can make my heart stir!

Mom, sooner or later you will belong to me… one day, I will make love to you to my heart’s content and completely conquer you on the bed… While I was gritting my teeth and making this vow, the bedboard suddenly made a few creaking sounds, and Mom actually turned over and sat up! I was startled and hurriedly placed my arm across my forehead to cover my eyes, but I peeked through the gaps between my fingers, secretly observing her.

I saw Mom stretch lazily, then let out a soft sigh. Her face was still pale, with some dark circles from lack of sleep, and her whole person appeared exhausted. But this kind of fragile look, which evokes pity, happened to be full of a heart-stirring beauty…

A mischievous thought suddenly occurred to me, and I wanted to test Mom’s inner world. So, I pretended to be in a deep sleep, drowsily turning to one side and “unconsciously” kicking away the quilt! Instantly, my rather indecent lower body was exposed! My member, already swollen to the extreme, almost broke through the underwear, forming a massive mound!

Mom’s body trembled, and her gaze indeed fell upon my member. Perhaps thinking that her son had not yet woken up, she did not avoid it this time; her clear eyes gazed steadily without blinking, looking very intently! But to my disappointment, Mom neither showed a bewitched, passionate look nor any expression of shy confusion! She looked at me with a tender smile on the corners of her mouth, just as every mother in the world looks at her child, and murmured: “Xiaobing… my good son… so you have already grown into a real man… no wonder you were acting like a puppy in heat last night…” As she spoke, she couldn’t help but laugh, her expression appearing slightly apologetic.

It seemed Mom was convinced that my actions last night were an “unintentional mistake,” and she had already forgiven my rashness in her heart! Perhaps, at this moment, she even felt some guilt… The mother-son relationship had not been damaged, which for me was supposed to be encouraging news, but I could not bring myself to be happy! Through this test, I had to depressingly admit—Mom truly only views me as a child! She has not a bit of masculine or feminine desire for me; all she has is deep familial affection!

After school that afternoon, I hurried home, my heart pounding with apprehension all the way, not knowing how far things had developed. When I entered the house, I was stunned—Dad and Mom had both returned! The two of them were sitting on the living room sofa, their faces tense, neither speaking a word. It felt as if a heavy atmosphere was enveloping the surroundings.

“Dad, Mom…” I greeted them in a small voice, feeling guilty as I said, “Why are you… home so early today?”

Dad forced a smile and said dryly, “Xiaobing, go play by yourself… Your mother and I have things to discuss…” As he spoke, he gave Mom a look, signaling for her to go into the bedroom to talk.

Mom, however, did not take the hint. Her face was frosted over, and she said coldly, “What is there left to discuss? You know what you’ve done in your own heart! Don’t try to argue with me that it was a prank—don’t talk nonsense!”

Dad’s expression soured. He dropped a resentful remark: “If you won’t believe her, then forget it!” He grabbed a cigarette, lit it, and smoked gloomily, puffing out cloud after cloud of smoke. The living room returned to a state of “cold war.”

Just then, the phone suddenly rang, “Ring, ring…”

Impatiently, Mom picked up the receiver and asked irritably, “Hello, who is this?”

The person on the other end mumbled something. Mom listened with an expressionless face, her tone very cold: “Oh… it’s General Manager Yang. What do you want?”

I had intended to slip away, but the moment the words “General Manager Yang” hit my ears, I stopped in my tracks. General Manager Yang?

Wasn’t that the guy who had called to pester Mom last time? Wasn’t being turned away once enough? Why was he calling again? Glancing over, I saw a look of surprise on Dad’s face as he listened intently.

“Dinner? No need… I have no appetite today…” Mom refused instinctively, her words quite curt. Just as I was feeling secretly glad, she caught a glimpse of Dad’s expression. Suddenly, she changed her tune:

“Then… if you really want to treat me to dinner, find a restaurant with a bit of elegance… yes, the romantic kind…”

My face and Dad’s face changed at the same time, our mouths twisting in anger. Mom, however, ignored us. She put on a deliberate smile, and even her voice became much gentler: “Alright… let’s eat there then… I’ll be there at six-thirty sharp. Goodbye!”

With a “click,” the receiver was put down. Dad suddenly stood up, his eyes wide, and said, “You really… want to go to dinner with that General Manager Yang?”

“What if I do?” Mom stared back at him, refusing to be intimidated, and countered sharply, “Who I choose to have dinner with is my freedom, just as… drinking yourself blind every day and not coming home all night is your freedom…”

“You—” Dad was choked up, his face and neck turning red, unable to say a word for a long while! Mom let out a contemptuous “humph,” lifted her head haughtily, and walked straight toward the bedroom, leaving the two of us in the living room staring blankly!

After a long time, Dad let out a long sigh and said to me helplessly, “Look, your mother is just like this. She’s over thirty and still loves to throw tantrums like a little girl!”


“Then why don’t you try to persuade her?” I tutted, my mood conflicted. “Dad, you’re the man, you should give in to Mom a bit more. Don’t always argue with her!”

“I didn’t want to have a conflict with her in the first place!” Dad gave a bitter smile, lifted his wrist to check his watch, and said thoughtfully, “I have to attend a cocktail party tonight. I have to leave now…”

“What? Dad, you’re really not going to try and make up with Mom?” I asked in surprise.

“If I go talk to her now, I’ll just run into a wall!” Dad waved his hand decisively, sounding quite confident. “Better wait until tonight! Once your mother’s anger has subsided and she’s more calm, I’ll have a proper talk with her…” Speaking, he put on his coat, grabbed his briefcase, and left!

I stared at his departing back, my mind a total mess… It was obvious that Mom was acting out of spite against Dad, which was why she agreed to that damn General Manager Yang’s invitation… And Dad, clearly unhappy, hadn’t done his best to stop her…

Sigh, I really don’t know what goes on in these adults’ heads? Why do they do this? I shook my head in incomprehension, stared blankly for a while, and then decided to go persuade Mom myself! So, I walked to her bedroom door and knocked on the closed door!

“Come in!” I pushed open the door, and the scene before me suddenly brightened! Mom was sitting upright at the dressing table, elegantly combing her beautiful hair. Her face was clearly made up, her cheeks flushed with a faint rose color, and lipstick was smeared on her lips—the dark red lip line was very seductive. Seeing that it was me coming in, an undisguised disappointment flashed in her eyes, and she asked impulsively, “Why is it you… where’s your father?”

“He has to attend a cocktail party, he just left!” I said cautiously. Even though my tone was quite peaceful, Mom still got angry! She hatedly threw the comb onto the carpet and let out several cold sneers. She seemed to want to say something, but after glancing at me, she finally forced herself to hold it back!

Seeing that the situation wasn’t great, I didn’t dare let out the persuasive words I had prepared. The two of us stood there in silence for a while, then Mom’s expression gradually calmed down, and she said in a tone that brooked no doubt, “Xiao Bing, go out! Mommy needs to change clothes!”

My heart jumped. It looked like she was determined to go to the appointment! Since things had reached this point, no amount of persuading would be useful. I could only retreat back to the living room, crestfallen.

Another ten or so minutes passed. I was sitting on the sofa, feeling lost and bewildered, when the sound of light footsteps drifted over. I looked up toward the sound, and I couldn’t help but freeze!

Mom, now deliberately dressed up, was standing right in front of me. She was wearing a bright, one-piece dress; the bodice was tight across her chest, accentuating a perfect curve. Her legs, clad in silk stockings, were long and well-proportioned. The skirt was extremely narrow, leaving at least half of her thighs exposed. She looked provocative and sexy, yet her demeanor remained elegant, without a hint of vulgarity, like a reserved and dignified noblewoman, radiating a mature and noble aura from head to toe…

Perhaps my dumbstruck expression looked cute, and Mom let out a “pu chi” laugh, saying reproachfully, “You little brat, what are you looking at? Have you never seen a woman before?”

“It’s not… it’s not that I’ve never seen a woman…” I woke from my daze and said sincerely, “It’s just… I’ve never seen a woman as beautiful as Mom…” This sentence carried a hint of flattery, but to my surprise, Mom let out a soft sigh and asked faintly, “Xiao Bing, tell me the truth, is Mom really… still young and beautiful?”

“Does that even need asking?” I said seriously. “In my heart, Mom is always the youngest and the most beautiful!” No sooner had the words left my mouth than I took a flick to the head. Mom gave me a sideways glance and scolded with a smile, “Smooth talker… Alright, Xiao Bing, just cook some instant noodles for yourself tonight! I’ll bring back some delicious late-night snacks. Be good!” After saying that, she leaned down and kissed my forehead, stepped into her delicate high heels, and quickly walked out the door!

I became greatly anxious, thinking that for her to go to an appointment dressed so sexily was practically pushing herself into a fire pit! Putting myself in her place, if I were that General Manager Yang, there was no way I would let Mom go tonight… Yes, even if it meant spending ten years in prison in the future, I would have to get her into bed first… No, Mom must not fall into those demonic claws and become the victim of a lecher’s venting! I must go protect her!

Thinking of this, I immediately sprang into action. In a few quick strides, I ran into the room and changed into a yellow jacket! This was a gift from a relative last year; because I found the style ugly, I hadn’t worn it once! Next, I put on a pair of large sunglasses that almost covered half my cheeks! This way, while my appearance wasn’t fundamentally changed, it would at least not be so easy for people to recognize me!

I looked at myself in the mirror, ruffled my hair a bit more, and then ran out the door, chasing through the alleyways to the street corner. From afar, I spotted Mom’s slender figure standing elegantly under a billboard waiting for a car. Her long, curly hair was lifted by the breeze, like ten thousand strands of love-threads stirring my heart…

A few taxis slowly drove by, and Mom waved one down. She stepped inside with an elegant posture. I hurried over to hail another taxi, ordering the driver to follow the car in front.

After about five or six minutes of driving, the two taxis stopped one after the other. Looking out the window, I saw that this was actually the city’s most high-end establishment, the West Lake Hotel… Damn! To seduce Mom, that guy is really willing to spend money…

While I was cursing in secret, Mom had already stepped out of the car. A tall, thin man dressed in a suit and leather shoes hurried to meet her. He looked to be around thirty years old, his sallow face full of smiles, and he held a bouquet of fresh flowers in his hand. He bowed and nodded, saying something—likely some flattering, polite words! Mom, however, remained unmoved. She didn’t even look at the flowers, merely giving a faint nod with a distant expression as she walked side-by-side with him into the hotel.

I quickly paid the driver and stealthily followed behind them into the lobby. I saw the two of them sit at a private table by the window; the surroundings were very quiet. After hesitating for a moment, I steeled myself and cautiously walked over to sit at the neighboring table. Although the two seats were very close, they were separated by a large circular pillar. As long as I hid my body behind the pillar, I shouldn’t be discovered…

“Sir, how many people?” A waitress wearing a qipao walked over and greeted me with a smile.

I made a gesture for one person, then picked up the menu from the table and pointed to a few dishes at random. Seeing that I was communicating with her through gestures, the waitress frowned in confusion, but she didn’t say anything. She recorded the dishes and left. I let out a sigh of relief, perking up my ears and trying my best to capture the conversation coming from the side…

“Sister Tang, please forgive my bluntness, but you seem very unhappy!” This was General Manager Yang’s voice—thick, rugged, and quite magnetic, the kind of baritone that is rather attractive.

“I am not! Who said I’m unhappy? I’m just… not feeling well…” Mom said stubbornly, but anyone listening could tell she wasn’t speaking the truth.

“Really?” General Manager Yang laughed softly, teasing her: “You’re still willing to come to a banquet while not feeling well… Sister Tang, you are too good to me; this little brother is truly overwhelmed by your favor.”

“Hmph! What use is being good to you men? In the end, don’t you just love every one you see?” I inwardly felt this was bad… Mom was speaking from the heart; her tone was full of grievance and resentment, unconsciously exposing her inner thoughts.

For a veteran of the pleasure quarters, this was undoubtedly a golden opportunity to open up a topic, and perhaps even turn around the awkward atmosphere…

“How is it no use? This at least lets me understand two things! First, how lucky your husband is to possess this kind of love…”

As expected, General Manager Yang began to talk fluently, saying seriously: “Second, if he doesn’t cherish it, perhaps he will lose this affection!”

I almost leaped up from my seat! This guy was truly acting with ulterior motives; these words were clearly aimed and intended to sow discord!

Mom looked at him out of the corner of her eye and said indifferently, “I can’t tell, but your mind is actually quite delicate!”

“Not at all, not at all!” General Manager Yang said modestly. “I just have a sweet tongue! As for thinking, how could it possibly compare to Sister Tang’s sharpness and intelligence?”

Mom smiled slightly, and her tense face relaxed a bit. Naturally, after this bout of flattery, her mood had improved significantly, and her attitude toward General Manager Yang became kinder! I felt sour in my heart, wishing I could create some kind of accident to destroy this gradually improving atmosphere…

The ordered dishes were brought up one by one! Aside from two or three home-style dishes, the other delicacies of mountain and sea were all sent to the neighboring table! I ate without appetite, stealing a glance toward the opposite side. Under the melodic music and brilliant lights, and amidst the deliberate pleasing voice of the man at the table, Mom seemed to have temporarily forgotten the unhappiness in her heart and became somewhat lightheaded! Her powdered face flushed with a red glow, and she spoke more than she had just now! Even, when the conversation reached a point of forgetting herself, General Manager Yang intentionally or unintentionally grasped Mom’s small hand resting on the table, and she only lightly withdrew it, without showing any expression of displeasure…

This meal lasted for about an hour. During this time, it could be seen that the rift between Mom and General Manager Yang was disappearing bit by bit, completely different from the coldness when they first met! People nearby who were uninformed might even think the two of them were old friends who had known each other for a long time!

“Thank you, General Manager Yang! At a time when my mood was most depressed, you specially invited me to a sumptuous dinner!” Mom put down her utensils and thanked him with a gentle voice.

“Haha, don’t mention it!” General Manager Yang took out his wallet, paid the bill with a dashing air, and said with a smile, “Anyway, it’s still early. Why don’t you come to my quarters to sit for a while, how about it?”

“This…” Mom hesitated.

“Go on!” General Manager Yang said sincerely. “It’s just at the hot spring hotel next door, very close! When I traveled to Europe, I took many photos of the scenery and landscapes; I’d like to invite you to admire them…”

Mom considered for a few seconds, then nodded with a blushing face. General Manager Yang was very happy, his joy overflowing. He raised his hand in a “please” gesture, exhibiting the manner of a polished gentleman. Mom gave a beaming smile and rose from the table with a graceful figure to leave.

Fearing she would recognize me, I hurriedly lowered my head and turned my face to the other side. Only after the footsteps had passed did I dare to raise my head again…

At that moment, General Manager Yang happened to walk past me. His gaze brushed carelessly over my face, then settled on the front… Suddenly, my whole body shuddered as I clearly captured General Manager Yang’s look! It was a look mixed with greed, lewdness, mockery, and triumph, scanning without any restraint over my mother’s swaying, rounded buttocks… He looked like a confident hunter, watching with total certainty as his prey fell into the trap…

Not good! A chill ran through my heart; I knew this guy held more than I had imagined! Worst of all was that my mother was completely unaware of his evil intentions! Following him so unguardedly—what difference was there between that and delivering a sheep into a tiger’s mouth? It was predictable that once she entered this lecher’s territory, my mother would become a delicacy on a chopping board for others to carve; even if she grew wings, she wouldn’t fly out of his palm…

Burning with anxiety, I hurriedly pulled out my wallet, paid the bill, and quickly chased after them. Following the silhouettes of the two people from a distance across a crossroads, General Manager Yang led my mother into a quiet, luxurious building. They stood in the lobby with a few other people waiting for the elevator; I didn’t dare get too close, so I had to patiently hide in the shadows. Only after they entered the elevator did I rush over like lightning.

With a soft “chime,” the elevator doors slowly closed, and a row of flashing numbers lit up in sequence.

I stared intently, hoping to see which floor General Manager Yang and my mother stopped on. To my frustration, that damned elevator seemed to be playing a trick on me, stopping at almost every floor… Heavens! This building had thirty full floors with nearly six hundred suites; who knew which one of them the two of them would go to?

I was anxious and lost, running back and forth through the entire building like a headless fly! Up stairs, down stairs, into the elevator, out of the elevator… I wished I could knock open the doors of every suite, searching room by room! In my heart, I held a sliver of hope, praying that my mother might suddenly realize the other party’s sinister intentions and thus make a timely retreat… But by the time my legs were so sore and numb that I could no longer move, there had not been a single bit of progress… It’s over! Exhausted in mind and body, I collapsed onto the floor, feeling so miserable I wanted to burst into loud crying! Unconsciously, more than an hour had passed. If that guy intended to violate my mother, whether through soft persuasion or hard pressure, he would likely have succeeded by now!

In an instant, a miserable and lewd image seemed to appear before my eyes—my mother lying naked on the bed, her snow-white body pressed down viciously by General Manager Yang, her face full of pain and humiliation, silently enduring his frenzied impact… Thinking of this, my whole person began to tremble violently; the fear in my heart reached an extreme… Suddenly, a thought flashed through my mind like lightning. I couldn’t help but jump up, crying out in joy:

“Got it!” Turning around, I dashed toward the building’s security station, where a guard was staring blankly at the monitors, looking bored. I pulled out a hundred-yuan bill and slapped it down in front of him with a “pah,” panting heavily. “Sir, please try to remember—about an hour ago, a man and a woman went up in elevator number two. Which floor did they go to?”

The guard gave me a strange look, then his eyes shifted to the money. He pondered for a moment. “A man and woman in elevator number two? There were at least ten pairs like that…”

“But these two had very distinctive features…” I cut him off, describing the appearance of General Manager Yang and my mother in detail.

The guard thought it over several times, then suddenly realized, “Ah, you mean Little Yang? He’s a wealthy boss; he stays in room 18 on the ninth floor…”

Without waiting for him to say another word, I bolted forward, rushing toward the ninth floor at top speed. My heart was a mix of joy and worry as I prayed incessantly to the heavens: Mom, you must hold out… don’t let that lecher succeed… just hold on a little longer, your son is coming to save you…

Finally, I reached the ninth floor! Gasping for breath, I stepped up the last stair. Just as I was about to charge toward the target, my vision blurred; a woman was hurrying toward me from across the corridor. I looked closer—hey, it was actually the mother I had been searching for so desperately!

Filled with a mixture of surprise and joy, I was just about to call out to her when my gaze suddenly froze. I saw that my mother’s hair was disheveled, and her pretty face was pale, without a trace of color. Her eyes were filled with tears, and her expression was one of both shame and misery. The collar of her top was open, revealing a portion of her white cleavage. What was shocking was that, beneath her tight-fitting skirt, my mother’s jade-like legs were starkly bare; the stockings that had been wrapped around her legs were gone…

With a “hua,” a thunderous sound echoed in my heart, and a surge of hot blood rushed to my brain. I swayed twice, unable to stand steadily. In that instant, I felt as if something deep within me had collapsed, shattered, and crumbled, and would never exist again… It was as if the most sacred, most perfect Jade Maiden Peak had been ruthlessly leveled to the ground in a single second…

I stood there foolishly, staring blankly at my mother, watching as she staggered past me and ran down the stairs. Her mind was clearly in extreme shock; she was blind to everything around her. Naturally, she did not see me, nor did she see the expression of pain, sadness, and despair on the face of her own biological son!

“Damned animal! I’ll kill you…” Rage surged in my heart, and I nearly lost my mind! Reaching into my pants pocket, I pulled out a switchblade and strode toward Room 18, knocking on the door with a series of thunderous thuds!

“Who is it?” an impatient voice came from inside.

I took a deep breath, forcing myself to calm down, and replied, “Is this Mr. Yang? Ms. Tang, who just left, has some words she wants me to convey to you!”

The door opened immediately! Mr. Yang, bare-chested and wearing only a pair of boxers, poked his head out and asked in confusion, “What is it—” Before he could finish, I lunged forward! I slammed my way into the room and, before he could react, I had the knife pressed against his throat. “Bastard! Are you tired of living? You actually dare to play with my woman?”

Mr. Yang was terrified. His face turned pale and his lips whitened as he trembled, “You mean… mean Sister Tang? Little brother, I… I didn’t…”

“You still dare to say you didn’t?” I gritted my teeth and punched him twice in the chest, sneering, “Then tell me, what did you do with her in here for over an hour? Were you really admiring a photo album?” Terrified and incoherent, Mr. Yang could not speak.

With a grim face, I pushed and dragged him into the bedroom. As my eyes swept across the room, I suddenly spotted a small camera placed on the table. It had clearly just finished working; the power switch was still flashing a red light!

“Scum! You actually recorded it secretly!” I flew into a rage, an unnamed fire rising in my heart. My hand moved and I slashed the knife toward Mr. Yang’s neck—he screamed in terror and grabbed my wrist. We struggled and tore at each other with all our might. Being thin, I was normally no match for him in strength, but grief and anger drove me to go all out, fighting frantically as if my life depended on it. After a moment of shoving, I snapped my head forward and slammed it hard against his forehead. Caught off guard, his eyes rolled back and he fell unconscious!

“Pah, useless ghost!” I wiped away my sweat and spat with contempt, kicking him hard several times. Then I took the camera and rewound the tape to the end. With a complex mixture of guilt and frustration, I sat down to watch this film that was likely “Category III.”

The small screen lit up. Mr. Yang’s sallow, vulgar face appeared in the frame—wearing a sinister smile, he made a “V” sign with his fingers, then quickly stepped away… Judging by the angle, I guessed he had hidden the camera in the TV cabinet, right next to the VCD player, perhaps covered with a cloth, which is why it wasn’t easily discovered…

At this moment, I also saw my mother. She was sitting on the sofa, her legs pressed together elegantly, looking through an album she held in her hands. Mr. Yang withdrew his smile and walked over to sit beside her as if nothing had happened. Using his silver tongue, he began to describe foreign scenery and travel experiences with great vividness. His eloquence was quite impressive; my mother had originally been somewhat absentminded, but as she listened, she was drawn in, her face showing a look of keen interest.

“This is the Louvre in Paris…” Mr. Yang said, pointing to a photo in the album. “Inside it is magnificent, not inferior to our country’s Forbidden City… Huh, Sister Tang, what is wrong? Are you uncomfortable?”

My mother gave a casual “mm,” waving her hand a few times to fan the air. She said wonderingly, “I don’t know why, but I suddenly feel very hot, as if a fire has started burning in my stomach.”

“Could it be that the oyster omelets from dinner were too heating?” Mr. Yang asked with concern. “Here, drink a few more sips of fruit juice to bring the fire down!”

My mother followed his words and picked up the cup on the coffee table, slowly sipping the orange juice through a straw. After drinking half a cup, she said apologetically, “Sorry, where were you talking about just now?”

“We were talking about the Louvre; it truly is a great building…” Mr. Yang continued talking incessantly, his interest in the conversation very high. However, my mother’s appearance became somewhat abnormal. She seemed to get hotter and hotter, her cheeks flushing red like ripe apples, and fine beads of sweat seeped onto her smooth forehead… Later, her hand actually inadvertently undone a button at her collar.

“Look at this photo. Do you know which of these two people is the real person and which is the sculpture?” Mr. Yang said with a mysterious look. “Hehe, you can’t tell, right? I’ve shown it to many friends, and not one of them could guess correctly!”

“Is that so? Then let me have a guess too!” My mother’s curiosity was likely piqued. She leaned over slightly, observing the photo in Mr. Yang’s hand carefully. She didn’t notice at all that the other party’s gaze was scanning her delicate body intensely, taking the opportunity to look inside the gap of her dropped collar.

“Hmm, it is hard to distinguish…” My mother leaned her body even lower, leaning close to the album to look seriously for a while. She said hesitantly, “I guess it’s the one on the left, am I right?”

“Are you sure? Do you want to look again?” Mr. Yang laughed softly, intentionally moving the album to a place with brighter light, inducing my mother to lean forward at a greater angle… Suddenly, his eyes lit up, and both eyes fixed straight ahead! From that greedy and crafty look in his eyes, I could completely imagine what kind of heart-stirring thing he had glimpsed at this moment.

“I’m done looking, I think it’s the one on the left!” Mother said briefly. Her expression suddenly became somewhat irritable, and she murmured, “It’s so strange… I’m still deathly hot!” She picked up the cup again, impatiently pulling out the straw and drinking the rest of the juice in one breath. Perhaps because she drank too quickly, two red clouds immediately appeared on her fair cheeks, making her look indescribably charming and moving.

“Since you’re thirsty, drink a few more cups!” Without waiting for Mother to answer, Mr. Yang diligently poured her another full glass of juice. Under the light, his expression was very strange, carrying an ambiguous and cunning smile.

A flash of inspiration struck my mind, and I suddenly understood his sinister intentions. A surge of anger rushed up—this shameless fellow had actually basely put medicine in the juice! No wonder Mother had been complaining of the heat and her manner was so abnormal! I just didn’t know what kind of medicine he had used…

“Now that you mention it, I feel it’s a bit hot in the room too!” Mr. Yang said to himself. He suddenly jumped up, quickly stripping off his outer coat and trousers, and sat back down on the sofa wearing only a undershirt and boxers.

Mother’s brow furrowed slightly, appearing not very satisfied with such “impolite” behavior. After a moment of silence, she picked up another album on the coffee table and began flipping through it, saying, “You’ve been to quite a few countries. Where were the photos in this one taken… Oh!” She suddenly let out a cry, abruptly dropping the album in her hand, and exclaimed in shock, “This… what is this?”

“Oh, sorry! I accidentally gave you the wrong one. This is a book of nude art photography I took!” Mr. Yang spoke words of apology, but his tone was frivolous; anyone could see that he didn’t have the slightest intention of apologizing.

Mother’s pretty face suddenly flushed deep red. She breathed lightly and said angrily, “How could you show me this? These obscene photos are hideous; how can you call this art? They shouldn’t have been photographed at all!”

Mr. Yang laughed out loud, picking up the album and flipping through it, saying boastfully, “Hideous? You’re mistaken there! Look at these strong men and beautiful women; which one of them doesn’t embody strength and beauty? You should appreciate them properly with me!” As he spoke, he opened the album and held it before Mother’s eyes.

“No, I won’t look… I’m going home!” Mother pushed the album away in shame and anger, stood up, and walked toward the door. But she had just taken two steps when a blurred moan escaped her lips. She fell backward involuntarily, actually falling right into Mr. Yang’s embrace.

“Sister Tang, why be such a killjoy?” Mr. Yang chuckled, extending his arm to wrap around Mother’s slender waist. He leaned in to kiss her fair, smooth cheek and whispered, “It’s getting late; why not just stay here overnight tonight!”

“You…” Mother’s face was full of anger, and it was only then that she seemed to realize his predatory ambitions. Her fingers pried at Mr. Yang’s wrist, her body struggling weakly, as she denounced him, “Lowly! Let me go… let go! You hooligan…”

“I’m not letting go!” Mr. Yang’s expression darkened, as if he had become a different person in an instant, his entire sallow face becoming indescribably ugly and ferocious. “I went through so much trouble to invite you here; how could I let you leave so easily?”

Mother involuntarily shuddered, yet her cheeks became increasingly flushed. Her state was very strange; it was as if she were freezing from fear, yet also intensely hot, with tiny beads of sweat hanging on the tip of her nose. She said with a trembling voice, “You… what do you want?”

“What do I want? You still can’t guess?” Mr. Yang gave a sinister smile, finally revealing his true face as a lecher. “Of all the women I’ve wanted to play with, none have been as unappreciative as you, always dangling the bait… none at all! But today, I can finally taste this fragrance!” Having said that, he gripped Mother’s chin, forcibly turning her pretty face, and planted a heavy kiss on her delicate red lips!

“Mmph, mmph,” before Mother had time to dodge, her small mouth was suddenly blocked, squeezing out suppressed, muffled sounds. Her expression was very complex; clearly, she wore a look of extreme disgust, but her lips and tongue were humming and moaning in response to him, her breasts heaving violently, as if she were already deeply intoxicated by this passionate kiss… I was burning with rage, unable to stop myself from kicking the unconscious Mr. Yang several times, wishing I could take a knife and castrate him…

Glancing back at the screen, this guy’s palm was wandering over Mother’s mature, seductive body, and a pair of demonic claws reached inside her bodice, skillfully climbing up her high breasts.

I stared blankly at everything happening, feeling both anger and jealousy in my heart… except for Father, no man had ever touched Mother’s breasts, not even me, her longing son… to think that now this bastard had gotten there first…

“Don’t do this… oh… stop… ahh…” Mother moaned distractedly, tears of shame and anger flowing silently down, yet her delicate body was as if under a magic spell, involuntarily leaning back, pressing tightly against the man’s chest…

After a while, having had his fill, Mr. Yang caught his breath. He suddenly reached out his arm to hook around the back of Mother’s legs, lifted her up horizontally, and threw her forcefully toward the bed. Mother let out another cry of surprise as her body fell heavily onto the mattress, her short skirt flipping up chaotically, exposing her entire thigh along with her white underwear to the light!

Before she could sit up straight, Mr. Yang had already rushed over. He reached out and grabbed her slender ankles, stripping off her high heels in one motion, and then, without a word, pulled off her transparent stockings. Very quickly, those snow-white, slender pink legs were completely exposed, their crystalline skin shimmering with a glow, nakedly tempting the man’s gaze.

Mr. Yang’s eyes shone with excitement. He efficiently stripped off his own underwear, and from his crotch there thrust a thick meat rod with protruding blue veins, standing proudly like a giant cannon. Mother’s entire body trembled; she stared, dumbstruck, as if shocked by the size of it. Her pretty face bore a look of horror, yet in her eyes there flickered an uncontrollable, wandering confusion.

“How about it? Do you really want to get close to it?” Mr. Yang said with a lewd laugh, proudly shaking his meat rod. “Hehe… if you want it, just make a sound! As long as you are willing to beg me to take you, I guarantee I can let you taste the feeling of being between heaven and hell…”

Mother bit her lower lip, stubbornly closing her beautiful eyes and refusing to answer, but her pretty face was a mixture of pain and ecstasy. She let out intermittent gasps and moans; it was clear she was already suffering greatly. One hand rubbed her full, half-naked breasts, while the other pressed against the swelling area below her lower abdomen. Her two beautiful legs were clamped tightly together, twisting, and her entire body was drenched in sweat as she writhed on the bed. However, even though she was suffering this much, she gritted her teeth and endured from start to finish, without showing the other man a hint of plea or submission.

“Still unwilling to beg for mercy? Hehe, you really are stubborn!” Mr. Yang’s voice rang out again, teasingly. “Then just keep performing. I’m in no rush anyway! After all, seeing such a beautiful and elegant woman in heat is a scene rarely seen normally… Hahaha!”

Listening to Mr. Yang’s words, I suddenly felt very uncomfortable, a feeling difficult to describe rising within me. Although I understood that under the effect of the drug, it was difficult for Mother to control her body’s instinctive reactions, for some reason, I still felt an indescribable disappointment and contempt. Perhaps from this very moment, Mother’s image plummeted in my heart, no longer the noble, holy, and stainless figure she once was.

Suddenly, Mother let out a particularly high-pitched scream, interrupting my thoughts. Her legs shook and wavered wildly, her body thrust forward sharply, and then she collapsed weakly, her eyes revealing a dazed, lost, seductive look.

“What? You… you came?” Mr. Yang was stunned. It took a good while for him to snap out of it, and he said in disbelief, “You slut, I didn’t think your physical reaction would be so strong that you’d actually resolve it yourself first!” He let out a frustrated sigh and said fiercely, “Since you’re satisfied, it’s my turn to show my power!” Like a hungry tiger pouncing on prey, he leaped onto the bed, his hands roughly attacking Mother’s half-naked body.

Unexpectedly, Mother did not dodge. Her expression remained ice-cold, and she silently let him act as he pleased. Just as Mr. Yang’s eyes flared with lust and he reached out to lift her short skirt, Mother suddenly lunged into his embrace and opened her mouth, biting hard into his shoulder…

“Waaaaah!” Mr. Yang let out a miserable scream and was kicked clean off the bed, falling clumsily onto the floor. At the same time, Mother leaped up quickly, slid her feet into her high heels, and without even taking the time to smooth out her crumpled skirt, stumbled hurriedly out of the bedroom and escaped through the door!

It took a long while before Mr. Yang crawled up, looking disheveled, and shook his head in frustration. But when he turned his head to look over, his sallow face regained its ferocious look, and he muttered, “With this recording of the hidden camera, I’m not afraid you won’t behave… Hehe, of the women I want, not one can fly out of the palm of my hand! We’ll see…”

The hour-long recording finally ended! Although Mother had been taken advantage of and had almost completely lost her dignity, she had managed to escape the tiger’s mouth at the last moment and preserve her chastity! Thinking of this, I let out a long sigh of relief, but for some reason, my heart still felt gloomy, as if I had lost something most precious…

A cold wind blew in from the window, and my mind cleared a bit. I thought to myself that it was time to leave; otherwise, it would be very troublesome once this lecher woke up! Thus, I took the tape out of the camera and put it in my inner pocket. Then, I searched the room carefully and found the stockings Mother had left behind in the bedside cabinet. Additionally, I found a stack of brand-new, large-denomination banknotes, likely just withdrawn; I honestly and unceremoniously claimed them as my own!

Turning back to look at the still-unconscious Mr. Yang, my anger surged again, and I couldn’t resist giving him a few more kicks! To save Mother from future trouble, I grabbed a pen from the table and wrote a note in one go: “Listen, dog, I’ve already filmed your naked photos, and I’m giving you a serious warning! If you dare pester my woman again, don’t blame me for being ruthless!” After writing it, I spat on it and slapped the note “splat” onto Mr. Yang’s belly, then quietly slipped out of the suite.

Leaving the building and arriving on the street, I hailed a taxi and took it home. A few minutes later, the car stopped. As I walked along the small street toward my family’s courtyard, a thought suddenly occurred to me; I remembered having a face-to-face encounter with Mother once. Although she hadn’t noticed me then, it would still be better to be cautious.

As the thought occurred to me, I immediately took off the yellow jacket, rolled it into a ball, and threw it into a nearby trash can. Anyway, this piece of clothing was incredibly ugly; even if I lost it, it wouldn’t attract any attention from my family. Fortunately, I was wearing a shirt underneath; by pulling the hem out over my trousers, it looked barely like an outer garment.

When I reached the front door, I took out my keys and opened it, but as soon as I stepped inside, I froze! I saw that the living room was brightly lit and bustling with people; four or five guests were sitting on the sofa, drinking tea and chatting.

“Xiao Bing, where did you run off to? Why are you only coming back now?” Papa stood up from the crowd and asked in surprise.

“Ah… I just went to a classmate’s house to hang out. Everyone is having a party tonight!” I tossed out the lie I had already prepared, my face remaining calm.

Papa nodded and said with a face full of smiles, “Xiao Bing, do you remember? This is Uncle Zhang, this is Uncle Chen; they both held you when you were little… Hmm, as for this one, you should call him Grandpa Wang! Hehe…”

Recognizing that these guests were all Papa’s direct superiors, I hurriedly greeted them politely, but in my heart, I felt somewhat strange. Why had all these fellows come to our house? Could it be… Suddenly, footsteps sounded behind me. Looking back, I saw Mama coming out of the kitchen, carrying a tea tray. She was slightly stunned when she saw me and asked strangely, “You’re back? Huh? Why are you wearing so few clothes? Aren’t you cold?”

I didn’t answer, my eyes carefully observing her. To my surprise, the expression on Mama’s face was actually very composed, just as usual; one couldn’t see a hint of guilt or anxiety. If I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes, I would never believe that such a dignified and virtuous housewife had recently gone behind her husband’s back to meet another man, and had even rashly gone to his home… Hmph, hypocritical Mama, you really know how to hide it!

I thought resentfully, my gaze moving down her body. I saw that although she hadn’t changed out of that sexy, provocative outfit, her pink legs were once again wrapped in stockings, and her overall dress was much more tidy… She must have touched up her makeup on the way, or perhaps even gone to a shop to buy new underwear, which was why she dared to come home as if nothing had happened…

“Why are you staring? Honestly…” Mama gave me a reproachful glance, seemingly embarrassed by my scrutiny, and hurriedly walked into the living room to pour tea for the guests!

“Sister-in-law, don’t trouble yourself! Sit, sit down and rest!” Uncle Chen took the tea cup and said to Papa half-jokingly, “To have such a gentle and virtuous wife, little brother, you really are lucky!”

“Isn’t that so?” Uncle Zhang echoed repeatedly, “That’s why I’ve said for a long time, little brother would never go picking wild flowers by the roadside… It’s obvious, the quality is just too far apart!”

Mama glanced at Papa and said with a half-smile, “Him? He has the thief’s heart, but not the thief’s courage…”

Everyone burst into laughter, and the atmosphere became quite harmonious. Grandpa Wang, whose face was full of wrinkles, cleared his throat and said with an air of maturity and prudence, “However, who exactly was the woman who called the mobile phone that night? This must be properly investigated!”

My heart leaped, and I suddenly felt some tension. That massage girl I had bribed—she must not let the truth slip! Fortunately, Papa took over the conversation, saying distressedly, “How to investigate? I looked at the caller ID; she called from a public telephone booth.”

“Looking at it this way, it’s very likely this woman was paid by someone,” Uncle Chen said thoughtfully. “You’ve been promoted to general manager, and there’s a group of people below you who have always been dissatisfied. I fear it’s them secretly splashing dirty water… Hey, I say, sister-in-law, you should trust your husband, and not let petty people use provocation to drive a wedge between you, understand?”

Mama’s face turned red at his words, and she hurriedly defended herself, “I didn’t suspect him in the first place, it’s just that I was indignant that he comes home so late every day, and is drunk as a drunkard, so I only intentionally gave him the cold shoulder!”

Uncle Zhang said in a strange voice, “Brother Ai, this is something else! Sister-in-law is blaming you for playing dead every night, neglecting her in the bedroom, haha…” As he spoke, he chuckled obscenely, his lustful gaze scanning the thighs exposed beneath Mama’s short skirt…

I didn’t want to listen any longer, so I turned back and returned to my room, closing the door and falling into deep thought. To think Papa would actually bring out several leaders to act as lobbyists. These fellows had always been highly respected by Mama; with their guarantee, she would surely be ninety-nine percent convinced of Papa’s innocence. Besides, she herself had done something contrary to her conscience tonight, so the two sides could be considered even. In the days to come, Papa and Mama would very likely forgive each other and return to being as harmonious as before…

In a word, all my previous hard work had been for nothing! Truly depressing. But wait… I still hold an important videotape in my hands. The content inside is absolutely a heavyweight bomb. If Mama finds out her private affair was secretly filmed, she will surely be scared out of her wits!

Good, I will use it for blackmail! With such a handle, I don’t believe Mama will still have the courage to resist… Hmph, this time, I must obtain her mature and seductive body, and then ejaculate in her vagina… Yes, I want Mama to be unable to go anywhere on her body without me, and to forever be unable to leave my meat stick… The sky is azure, so blue that not a single white cloud can be seen. The river water is clear, so clear that one can see all the way to the bottom.

I sat on a rock by the shore, staring with full love at a young girl in the river. Wearing a conservative style of swimsuit, she paddled through the waves freely and comfortably, the glistening water droplets on her forehead and cheeks clearly visible, as joyful as a mermaid.

“Brother Zhibin, come here!” She waved at me, her crisp voice carrying over. “Come down and swim! Let’s see who swims faster, okay?”

“Compete with you? Wouldn’t I be guaranteed to win?” I smiled and shook my head. “Xiao Jing, you should just forget it!”

“Hey, don’t look down on people!” Xiao Jing widened her bright eyes, saying unconvinced, “Let’s make it a bet; the loser has to accept a penalty, how about it?”

“Fine! As if I’m afraid of you!” My competitive side flared up. I leaped into the river with a splash, stretching out a wet arm and shouting, “I’ll give you a twenty-meter head start. I can definitely catch up to you before we reach that dam downstream!”

“Fine! The race starts now!” Xiao Jing shouted unexpectedly and suddenly dove into the water, her posture agile as she swam forward. After she had swam some distance, I followed at a leisurely pace.

After swimming for a while, I discovered that this girl’s swimming skill was indeed quite good; no wonder she dared to challenge me. She seemed to merge with the spray of the waves, her arms stroking vigorously and her two pink legs kicking, cruising through the river water like she was riding the wind and waves. If I weren’t careful, she might actually leave me behind!

Not daring to be careless, I quickly brought out my best skill. Taking a deep breath, my limbs moved rapidly as if wound by a spring. The brilliant sunlight shone on my cheeks, and droplets of water splashed into my eyes. The feeling was truly an indescribable sense of exhilaration…

Before long, I gradually closed the distance between myself and Xiao Jing. Through the layers of waves, I faintly saw her youthful and seductive body. I couldn’t help but slow my speed; my heart pounded, and my hands and feet inexplicably felt as if they were cramping.

With a splash, Xiao Jing popped her head up in front. Seeing me appear so close, a flash of astonishment crossed her eyes, and then she giggled. “There’s less than fifty meters to the dam… You can’t catch up! You can’t catch up… Just admit defeat!”

I looked up and saw that the destination was indeed right before my eyes. Unwilling to give in, I asked, “What’s the rush? We’re not there yet! Besides, what if I do catch up?”

“Then I’ll marry you and be your wife!” She playfully made a face; she was truly as cute as could be.

My spirits rose. Suddenly, I leaped from the river like a fish, landing beside her as if riding clouds and mist. My hand shot out, grabbing her naked shoulder, and I shouted triumphantly, “Still dare to say I can’t catch you? Here, I’ve caught you hand-over-fist!”

Xiao Jing shrank back in panic, trying to slip away, but I was prepared. Extending my long arms, I locked my hold around her waist and pulled her entire body into my embrace. Her smooth, clean skin pressed tightly against me, bringing a stimulation I had never experienced before; my breathing suddenly grew rapid…

“Brother Zhibin, you win!” Xiao Jing said softly. She seemed to sense something as well; her cheerful laughter became bewildered, and a shy expression flickered in her eyes.

“Yes, I win! You just said you would marry me, didn’t you?” I asked with a trembling voice, letting out a soft sigh. “You are my family’s great benefactor; if you don’t marry me, who else could you marry?”

“Xiao Jing!” I shouted excitedly, tightening my hold on her delicate body. Heedless of everything, I pressed passionate kisses onto her cheeks and onto her sweet lips. After dodging only a couple of times symbolically, she obediently rested her head against my chest, tilting her pretty face up to respond to my passion…

The river water was ice-cold, but my body was burning hot. My two hands involuntarily slid down along her graceful curves, slowly making contact with her swelling breasts. Under the buoyancy of the water waves, my palms supported her breasts almost effortlessly…

Before I could even feel the softness of these two pepper-like breasts, Xiao Jing’s body suddenly shuddered. She abruptly pushed me away with force and glided several meters away like a swimming fish, her face full of a frightened and ashamed expression.

“Xiao Jing, you…” I looked at her blankly, unable to react for a moment.

“Brother Zhibin, how could you do this?” Her hands covered her breasts, and her small mouth pouted as if she were about to cry. She said sorrowfully, “How could you just touch me here? Just like that, you’ve destroyed my chastity?”

“What?” I felt both annoyed and amused. “This is called ‘destroying’ chastity? Isn’t that too exaggerated?”

Xiao Jing’s face flushed red, and she said indignantly, “What do you know? My grandmother told me that a girl’s breasts are a symbol of purity, and they cannot be easily touched by a man…”

“But you promised to marry me. Letting your own husband touch them shouldn’t be a problem, right?” I said with a grin.

Xiao Jing had nothing to say. Her eyes instantly turned red, and tears rolled down like pearls. Suddenly, she said resentfully, “Brother Zhibin, you are too disrespectful!”

She swam quickly to the shore, grabbed her outer garment to wrap around her dripping body, and ran into the distance without looking back.

I was startled and hurriedly shouted loudly, “Xiao Jing, Xiao Jing! I was just joking, don’t be angry!” But by the time I climbed ashore, she had already vanished. Only my own lonely reflection remained, shimmering on the water’s surface, desolate and helpless.

“Sigh! This little girl, why has she been losing her temper for no reason lately…” I complained to myself, feeling very crestfallen, and couldn’t help but kick out hard! A pebble flew into the river water in response, splashing out circles of troubled ripples… Suddenly, the sky turned black, so black that not a single star could be seen! The river water also became turbid, overflowing with filthy mud and impurities!

Thick mist pervaded, and everything around became blurred! I stood there in a daze, only feeling the heaven and earth continuously rotating, rotating, as if crossing through layer after layer of time and space…

Suddenly, my vision blurred, and all the scenery changed! I rubbed my eyes and heard a coarse voice laughing triumphantly: “Haha, Sister Tang, your skin is really good, it feels great to touch!” Following that was a familiar woman’s voice sobbing lowly, moaning in pain… I was filled with shock and anger, grabbed an iron rod by my side, and strode toward the source of the sound, shouting loudly: “You bastard, let her go!”

The mist dissipated, and Manager Yang’s thin, wretched figure appeared in my sight—he was stunned the moment he saw me, and without a word, he turned and bolted. I chased after him without thinking, a surge of anger rushing through my chest, wishing to vent all the frustration from just now onto this fellow.

One fled and one chased; after an unknown amount of time, Manager Yang suddenly stopped. He turned around, his sallow face showing an expression of panic and helplessness. It turned out he had no way to escape; in front of him was a bare cliff.

“Bastard, your day has come!” I sneered through gritted teeth, waving the iron rod in my hand, pressing forward step by step!

“Don’t come over… don’t come over… help… don’t come over…” Manager Yang trembled in fear, stepped back a few paces, and his foot slipped. Unsteady, he fell backward!

“Ah—” he let out a desperate scream, his body breaking through the swirling clouds and mist, falling straight down into a bottomless abyss… I suddenly sat up in bed, drenched in sweat from head to toe, yet my hands and feet were ice cold! Outside the window it was still pitch black, quiet without a single sound. Glancing at the alarm clock, it was four-thirty in the morning!

“Again… it’s this time again!” I couldn’t help but smile bitterly, recalling the first nightmare I had a few months ago, which also woke me at four-thirty. The difference was that this time the dream was more of a mess, spanning previous and present lives, churning various events all together.

Getting up to drink some water to calm my nerves, a strange question suddenly occurred to me—why was it that sometimes I dreamed as “Brother Zhibin,” personally experiencing the events of a past life; yet other times, I was split into two people, and we could actually carry out a conversation? What on earth was happening? Lost in confusion, I lay back down, unable to find an answer, and could no longer fall asleep…

The next day at noon, Dad unusually hurried home for lunch. The moment he stepped through the door, he brought a shocking piece of news: “Do you know? Manager Yang is dead!”

Mom and I were both greatly shocked. Visibly shaken, Mom asked in a lost voice, “Dead? How did he die?”

“I heard that around four in the morning today, he suddenly ran naked onto the roof of the hot spring hotel and just jumped from the eighteenth floor!”

Dad’s expression was surprised, and he said wonderingly, “This matter feels strange, as if there’s something sinister about it!”

“Suicide? That… that’s impossible!” Mom’s eyes widened in disbelief, and she murmured, “He just asked me to dinner a few days ago, how could he… be dead today?”

“It might not be considered suicide!” Dad said thoughtfully. “According to the hotel security guard, his behavior just before death was very strange. He kept shouting, ‘Don’t come over… help… don’t come over,’ and his face emitted a ghastly green light, as if he had seen a living ghost, and then he lost his footing and fell…”

A shudder ran through my whole body, and I almost knocked over my rice bowl. My heart nearly leapt out of my chest—Good heavens, Manager Yang actually died like this! This… isn’t this almost exactly the same as what happened in my dream? Could it be that the dream was actually real? Did I secretly kill him? But… how could I have done it? It couldn’t be that my soul… I didn’t dare think any further…

“Manager Yang… did he leave a suicide note?” Mom’s expression was somewhat uneasy, and she asked tensely.

“At least none was found on his body!” Dad waved his hand and said carelessly, “Forget it, a tactless person like that; his death saves us some trouble. Let’s not mention him again…”

Mom nodded in agreement and let out a long sigh of relief. Looking at the way she absentmindedly ate the food in her bowl, it seemed that while Manager Yang’s death had brought her a huge shock, in a certain sense it was also a liberation—after all, the man who had almost raped her and caused her great humiliation had disappeared from her life forever!

But for me, perhaps the nightmare has only just begun… I suddenly discovered that the dream is intertwining with reality, just as the past life and this life are tightly connected, pressing down on me like a heavy stone, leaving me no peace…

“Xiao Bing, what’s wrong? Why is your face so pale?” A gentle voice interrupted my thoughts. Looking up, I saw Mom looking at me with concern, asking earnestly, “Do you feel unwell? Are you sick?”

“Mm, I… I’m a little dizzy…” I said with a forced smile. “Maybe I just didn’t sleep well last night. I’ll be fine after a nap!”

“Xiao Bing, you need to make sure you rest more. Don’t let your studies tire you out too much!” Dad put a piece of pork rib into my bowl and said with concern, “Eat more of the food… compared to other people your age, you’re still too thin and frail…”

I answered obediently and finished the meal without any appetite. Returning to my room, the thoughts in my mind were a tangled mess… A long while passed, and without having figured out a way forward, my eyelids gradually grew heavy, and I entered the land of dreams once again…

As usual, I saw Brother Zhi Bin in that pitch-black small room. The strange thing was, I didn’t ask him anything at all! The “splitting” of identities, Manager Yang’s mysterious death—all these questions that were troubling me endlessly in reality, I didn’t mention a single word about them! It was as if some invisible force was hindering me from digging deeper into these matters…

“I know you want to use the video tape to blackmail her, but that will absolutely not work!” As soon as Brother Zhi Bin saw me, he got straight to the point. “If you do that, the consequences will be disastrous! Not only will you fail to get your mother, but you will also lose the affection between mother and son and the warmth of the family!”

“Why?” I asked, puzzled.

“There are many reasons. First is your mother’s usual sense of dignity; second is a strong sense of shame; third is a deep-rooted moral taboo. These points determine that your mother will not negotiate with you… On the contrary, if the one proposing the blackmail were that Manager Yang, she might actually succumb…”

“According to you, then this video tape is completely useless?” I said gloomily.

“Not exactly. It depends on how you use it!” Brother Zhi Bin still had that look of complete confidence, speaking slowly. “Based on what happened tonight, I have already thought of the next step in the action plan. That video tape is just the thing for it!”

“I highly doubt your damned plan can actually be realized!” The more I spoke, the angrier I became, saying irritably, “I did exactly as you taught me, and the result was that I almost sent Mom into the tiger’s mouth… Besides, Mom and Dad have already reconciled now, and they won’t easily believe others’ attempts to drive a wedge between them again. What use is that method of yours?”

“Don’t have so little confidence in me… I’m sorry your mother almost met with an accident, but we also have a huge harvest!” Brother Zhi Bin shrugged and said with a smile, “After your father’s sexual function was destroyed, she hasn’t received the nourishment of rain and dew for a long time. All these days, she has been using her will to forcibly suppress her desires… But that night, under the effect of the drug, the desire in your mother’s body was suddenly released, and she tasted the pleasure she had long since bid farewell to… Hehe, no matter how self-disciplined a woman is, once the dam of passion collapses, it will become uncontrollable from then on…”

“But didn’t you say that no matter how thirsty and impatient Mom is, it’s impossible for her to shift her attention to me?”

“Correct, for the time being that is indeed the case!” Brother Zhi Bin said leisurely, “Therefore, our next goal is to provoke Mom’s latent passion as much as possible, and find every way to make it vigorous and boiling… We must make her discover in her subconscious, with shame, that she has a decadent and promiscuous body! However, we will not let her obtain true male-female pleasure… Until one day, Mom begins to fantasize about the violation of other men, and can only reach a climax by relying on this, when her remaining rationality can no longer control her instinctive desires, then this step will be a success!”

These words were spoken eloquently, possessing a kind of evil persuasiveness, and I became somewhat tempted. I pondered and said, “It sounds plausible, but how can I tease Mom? If I accidentally expose my intentions, that would be terrible!”

“That’s why I told you to make good use of that video tape!” Brother Zhi Bin smiled slightly and said mysteriously, “Don’t worry, I will guide you through the specific steps… Just keep your ears open and listen carefully…” Perhaps because I had dreamed too much, my spirit was affected throughout the entire afternoon. During class, I was listless and lacked energy; after two periods, I simply skipped class, carried my schoolbag, and secretly slipped out of school, preparing to rush home early.

“Little friend, please wait a moment!” While walking on the road, a kind and gentle voice suddenly sounded in my ear. Looking up, an old man with a simple appearance was standing beside me. He wore an old robe that had faded in color and was beckoning to me. I glanced at him warily, ignored him, and continued on my way. These days, swindlers are as common as dogs; ten out of ten people who strike up a random conversation on the street are not good people.

Unexpectedly, the old man actually chased up and blocked my path, saying with a solemn face, “Little friend, I see your glabella is dark, your footsteps are hollow, and your whole body carries a chilly aura… This is a sign that a great disaster is about to befall you!” It turned out he was a wandering fortune teller! According to my usual temper, I would certainly have given a cold laugh and left with disdain, but today, for some reason, I blurted out, “What disaster?”

The old man scrutinized me carefully and said thoughtfully, “Tell me the truth, has something felt strange in your head recently? For example, have you had any inconceivable, strange dreams?”

My heart shook violently, and I blurted out, “How do you know?”

“Hmm, as I thought!” The old man assumed the air of a master of the occult and said thoughtfully, “Based on the observations of my dharma eye, you are being haunted by a ghost…”

I froze, repeating blankly, “A ghost?”

“No, not an ordinary ghost, but more like a grudge that has not dissipated for over ten years!”

A look of surprise appeared on the old man’s face, and he whispered in confusion, “Strange. According to common logic, once one is reincarnated, no matter how great the resentment was in the previous life, it should disappear. Why has it remained on you?” He paused for a moment, then said slowly, “Tell me your eight characters of birth!” I hesitated for a moment, but still told him truthfully, my heart beating like a drum.

The old man pinched his fingers, calculating for a while with a solemn air. Suddenly, a sharp light shot from his eyes, and he said calmly, “In your home, there is a white jade pure bottle. A talisman is pasted to the bottom of the bottle, and on it are the words ‘May 8, 1984,’ correct?” I was so shocked that I nearly collapsed onto the ground… This strange old man, how could he know these things? Could he really be an immortal who can predict the future?

“Although the bottle is intact, the talisman has been torn away… I am correct, am I not?” the old man spoke again, sighing. “Sigh, back then, I exhausted every effort to set up such a perfect dharma instrument, but in the end, it was destroyed by human hands…”

“What? This talisman and pure bottle were set up by you?” I almost could not believe my ears and could not help but shout, “You aren’t joking, are you?”

“I do not make such jokes!” the old man said in a tone that brooked no doubt. “Now, please take me to your home immediately. Be quick… I am not being alarmist; the crisis is already imminent!”

“Crisis? What crisis?” I was stunned.

“Have you not noticed yet?” The old man gazed at me and said sternly, “You are recovering memories that you should not have, remembering facts that should have been forgotten long ago! This is by no means a good thing for you… Only when a person completely discards their previous life can they integrate into this life without any attachments…”

“No!” I suddenly cried out. “I don’t want to forget my previous life… I don’t want to…”

I was so agitated that my words trembled and I could not speak. In my heart, I vaguely felt that if I truly lost the memories of my previous life, perhaps even my “Oedipus complex” would be resolved, and I would become a perfectly normal child. But if that were the case, what meaning would be left in my life…

The old man seemed to see straight into the depths of my heart. He spoke with earnestness, “I must warn you, there are some thoughts that you absolutely must not have! For while they may grant you a moment of fleeting satisfaction, they will also cast you into a hell from which there is no return!”

“Get lost! You old geezer, it’s none of your business!” Having been hit where it hurt, I flew into a rage and cursed him, raising my fist and saying sharply, “If you keep talking nonsense, do you believe me or not that I’ll beat you to death?”

“Wretched soul, wretched soul… it is all fate…” The old man sighed gloomily and walked away with stumbling steps, calling back one last sentence from afar: “Little friend, behave yourself; we shall meet again!” His silhouette had already vanished across the street, yet I remained standing there blankly, as if I had become a wooden puppet unable to move.

Who was this old man who had suddenly appeared? Was he truly a high-level master of the arts, or just a lucky fraud? Would rejecting his advice bring about an unpredictable disaster? But if I followed his warning, it would likely mean I must give up my craving for my mother’s flesh and forever content myself with the role of “son” from now on. How unwilling I would be to accept that… I hesitated for a long time, my mind alternating between the gruesome sight of President Yang’s sudden death and the image of my mother’s naked, perfect body…

Eventually, a compromising voice sounded in my head: “I’ll just observe for a while! Once I’ve completed the third step, then I’ll make a decision!” Thinking of this, I felt slightly more relaxed and quickened my pace. Before school let out in the afternoon, I had to prepare several things so that I could begin the “conspiracy” tonight…

At five-thirty in the evening, my mother stepped through the door right on time. Carrying several large and small bags in her hands, she called out as soon as she saw me, “Xiaobing, come help! Carry these bags of cooked food and the vegetable basket into the kitchen, be careful!” I did as she said and asked casually, “You bought so many things?”

“Isn’t it all to cook some delicious things for you?” My mother exhaled, saying as she took off her high heels, “You weren’t feeling well at noon; perhaps your appetite was poor! Tonight I’ll make a few fresh dishes for you, guaranteed to make you eat with joy!”

“Mom, you are really too good to me!” I said gratefully, a warm current rising in my heart—but this emotion vanished after only a few seconds! As my mother changed into slippers, she naturally tilted her hips, and beneath the tight narrow skirt, there bulged a curve that invited crime…

My gaze was immediately drawn there, and in an instant, whatever remained of my conscience was chased away without a trace… Sigh, it is truly troubling. If my mother’s body were not so mature and sexy, I would never be so despicable as to plot against her; perhaps I would have long ago accepted that strange old man’s “advice”… But now, I can no longer restrain my wicked nature! Only by possessing my mother’s feminine body can we both be liberated…

“By the way, Xiaobing, did any guests come by looking for me?” My mother straightened her waist and asked, her brows slightly knitted.

“No!” I blurted out.

“That’s strange,” my mother said with wonder. “Someone left a large paper bag at our door. There’s no address or signature on it. Could some careless guest have left it behind?”

My heart leaped, but I pretended to be nonchalant. “Maybe it’s a gift… Open the bag and see; perhaps someone left a note inside.”

“Hmm, that makes sense. I’ll open it after dinner!” My mother said, placing the paper bag on the table. She nimbly tied her apron and went into the kitchen to get busy.

I felt a slight disappointment, but I didn’t dare press her, fearing I would arouse her suspicion. After all, that paper bag was something I had prepared for her personally. Inside was something that would leave her terrified and pale—that video tape containing scandalous footage of her!

I had spent the entire afternoon recording and producing this; both the image and sound were first-rate. Furthermore, I had deliberately cut out the scenes regarding the “juice,” making it impossible to tell that my mother had been drugged. What remained, filling the entire film, were only my mother’s emotional gasps, her soul-stirring moans, and her half-hidden, graceful body…

After eating dinner, I sat in the living room under the pretext of watching television, my eyes occasionally scanning my mother, eagerly hoping she would notice the paper bag sooner… Finally, around eight o’clock, my mother, having finished her hot bath, picked up the paper bag. She paused for a moment, reached out to tear open the seal, and took out a brand-new video tape!

“Eh? What is this?” I heard her mutter softly. I hurriedly shifted my gaze away, pretending to stare intently at the television as if I hadn’t noticed her actions. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw my mother look the tape over several times, then walk into the bedroom with a face full of confusion.

“Great!” I waved my fist in excitement, knowing she was going into the bedroom to put in the video tape. In another few minutes, my mother would see her own wanton, slutty appearance on the screen. How completely different this was from the noble and dignified image she usually displayed…

Recalling the contents of the tape, my chest filled with contempt and hatred for my mother. The warm family affection that had once filled me grew cold, replaced by a powerful desire for possession… Hmph, a two-faced slut; with a body as promiscuous as yours, you only deserve to be a toy tamed beneath my feet, you don’t deserve to be a mother at all…

Yes, since witnessing her slutty performance after taking the drug, the little respect I had for her vanished without a trace. Now, I preferred to call her a “slut” rather than mother, even if it was only in my mind…

Suddenly, there was a “clink,” and the sound of a teacup hitting the floor echoed from the room, seemingly mixed with some other unusual noise. I hurried quietly to the door and pricked up my ears to listen carefully, but now there was total silence in the bedroom, as if nothing had happened!

Could it be… could I have misheard? Why isn’t mother making a sound? What is her reaction? I grew anxious, wanting to rush in regardless of everything to see the expression on this slut’s face. It would surely be a look mixed with panic and shame, perhaps even the guilty pleasure of having one’s privacy exposed…

After a while, the door opened automatically, and mother stepped out. Her face was very pale, and her appearance was quite haggard. Seeing me, she was clearly startled and blurted out, “Xiao Bing, what are you doing here? Do you need something?”

“Nothing really, I just wanted to come keep mother company!” I answered calmly, my gaze falling on a plastic bag she was holding. I asked tentatively, “Hmm, what are you carrying in your hand?”

Mother’s body shuddered violently. Instinctively, she shrank her hand back, her eyes flickering as she avoided my gaze. She forced a smile and said, “It’s… it’s a bag of trash, I was just about to take it out to throw away!”

“Oh, let me help you!” I gave a fake smile and reached out to take it, pretending to be helpful.

“No need, no need, I can carry it myself!” Mother immediately became nervous. A flicker of imperceptible panic crossed her eyes, and her expression became unnatural; her hands and feet seemed as if they didn’t know where to go…

Seeing this, I immediately knew what was going on… Slut, do you only know how to be afraid now? Heh, if you think throwing away the tape means everything is settled, then you are dead wrong! Thinking of this, a strong sense of vengeful pleasure rose in my heart, and I couldn’t help but tease her:

“Father is back!”

“What?” mother cried out in shock, nearly losing her balance and falling to the floor. She said with a trembling voice, “He… where is he?”

“Ah… sorry, I got it wrong…” I shrugged nonchalantly and said apologetically, “It was just the wind chime ringing; I thought it was Father fumbling with his keys to open the door!”

“You brat, you gave me such a fright!” Mother snapped, stamping her feet in irritation. She patted her towering chest, still shaken, her two full breasts swaying slightly under her nightgown like a pair of frightened little rabbits… From this, one could imagine how bewildered and shaken her heart was…

“Eh? That’s strange. Mother should be happy to hear Father is coming back; why would she be frightened?” I teased her, half-seriously and half-joking, until she was left speechless, her face turning red and then white with guilt… Somehow, I found that I quite appreciated her flustered and wretched appearance! These inconspicuous inquiries were like an interrogation, making her reveal her true colors without even realizing it…

“I’m done talking to you!” Mother probably realized she could no longer explain herself, and replied crossly. She turned around and fled in a state of panic. I knew she was anxious to deal with the videotape, so I didn’t stop her, merely staring at her retreating back with a cold sneer, a thought spinning in my mind—it seemed this move had been the right one!

From everything just now, it was clear that Mother was indeed as I expected, thrown into total confusion and loss of composure by this “Grade-3 erotic film”! I could almost be certain that she would spend the entire night thinking wildly, and the more she thought, the more she would become unsettled, anxious, and panicked… and that was exactly the effect I wanted to achieve!

In that paper bag, besides the videotape, I had left not a single word, for the sole purpose of deepening Mother’s fear and anxiety. At this moment, what she most wanted to know was certainly the intent behind this—was the other party looking to extort her, or blackmail her? And did they harbor some malicious ulterior motive?

But I simply refused to tell her! Yes, for two days I would not contact her; I wanted Mother to spend these forty-eight hours tormented by anxiety, worry, anguish, and fear! I wanted to wear her patience down, bit by bit, until there was nothing left!

This way, when I negotiate terms with her in two days, Mother’s will will inevitably be on the verge of collapse, and she will easily succumb to my power.

Mother (8-12) Two small, curved labia

At seven-thirty, the news finished playing. I stood up from the sofa and said with an air of seriousness, “Mom, I’m going to review my lessons. I have a physics quiz tomorrow, so don’t disturb me.”

Mom was sitting beside me, staring blankly. Hearing this, she nodded and said faintly, “Go on, study hard!” After speaking, her gaze returned to the television screen, staring blankly, her eyes full of a lost and bewildered expression, as if she wasn’t actually seeing anything.

I was inwardly gloating. For two whole days, although Mom pretended everything was normal on the surface—and was even more composed and discreet in front of Dad—I could still tell from many small details that her heart was definitely not at peace. One could even say she was like a startled bird, remaining in a state of tension all day and night. She often bit her lip lightly and stared silently at the floor for a long time; the charming smile that usually hung on her beautiful, dignified face had vanished.

After dinner today, Mom had already become somewhat absentminded. I deliberately tried to get her to talk, but she only responded with one-word answers, completely lacking in interest. In the short span of half an hour, she actually zoned out three times…

It seemed her state of mind had reached an extremely cluttered and anxious degree! In other words, the time to act had finally arrived! I returned to my room and cautiously locked the door to prevent someone from suddenly barging in. Then I opened the drawer and, from beneath some miscellaneous items, took out a brand-new mobile phone.

This was bought using Mr. Yang’s money, and the SIM card was also newly opened. The stack of banknotes I had scavenged from him last time actually totaled twenty thousand yuan! I had never possessed such a huge sum of money before; I had hit the jackpot, and it was just right to use as funding for the operation! By the time this money is spent, I should be able to successfully get my hands on Mom; that will serve as a consolation to the spirit of the late Mr. Yang…

“Ring, ring, ring…” I dialed my own home phone number. Not long after, a crisp ringing sound came from the living room!

I put on a voice-changing mask. My heart was pounding like a drum, and my hands were shaking slightly… This was bought from a children’s toy store and could change the voice completely, but my confidence in it was not very strong. If Mom realized it was me playing tricks, the consequences would be unimaginable…

“Hello!” A familiar soft voice came through; Mom had answered the phone!

I took a breath, forcibly suppressing my nervous, fluctuating emotions, and used a strange tone to produce a sharp, unpleasant voice: “Hello there, beauty. Hehe, it must be very lonely being home alone…”

“Who are you looking for? If you don’t say, I’m hanging up!” Mom said irritably, her voice sounding impatient, but she clearly had not seen through my trick!

My confidence grew, and I calmed down. In a peculiar manner, I said, “I’m looking for you, beauty. Haven’t you received the gift I sent you?”

“It’s you…” Mom suddenly cried out. One could imagine how panicked she was in the living room at this moment; she spoke in a lost voice, “You… who are you? What exactly do you want?”

“Me? Haha, you can call me Mr. Inner Demon!” I said slowly, “Because I am the demon hidden inside your body, only you yourself didn’t know it!”

“Nonsense! What… what demon is in my body?” Mom became anxious, her voice trembling. “That videotape, how… how did you get your hands on it?”

“Don’t worry about that! In any case, it has nothing to do with President Yang! Besides, for now, I am the only person who has seen the contents of the tape!”

There was silence on the other end of the phone. After a good while, Mom spoke coldly, “Tell me, what is your goal?”

“Well, beauty, you really are a straight shooter! Then I’ll just say it!” I paused, saying with a sly laugh, “I don’t have any other goal, I just want to experience your grace in bed once again…”

“Don’t even dream of it!” Mom was overcome with shame and anger, shouting out recklessly, “You are dreaming, I will absolutely not agree!”

“Don’t be so certain, beauty…” I said shamelessly, “A wonderful pornographic film like that—you probably wouldn’t want your husband to enjoy it, right? Hehe…”

“You…” She was so angry she couldn’t speak.

“I almost forgot to mention! Your stockings also fell into my hands!” I pretended to sniff, letting out a crude, lewd laugh, “…Beauty, you really are slutty. That day you actually leaked sexual fluids onto your stockings; the smell is so strong… mmm, this fishy smell hasn’t even dissipated yet…”

“Shut up! Shut up…” Mom was likely extremely ashamed; she, who was always gentle and refined, actually lost her temper, cursing, “You scoundrel, you rogue! You most despicable hooligan…”

“Haha, you’re right, I am indeed a hooligan!” I launched a psychological attack, my words sharp, “You have a son, don’t you? If I were to mail a copy of that videotape to him, guess what his reaction would be after watching it?”

“Don’t! I beg you… please, don’t…” Mom was immediately like someone hit in a vital spot; her voice was full of panic. It seemed she was already in complete disarray and didn’t know what to do!

“What, beauty, are you afraid?” I sneered.

“No…” Her voice dropped, but her tone remained stubborn, “The one who should be afraid is you… I warn you, this is blackmail and extortion; if you’re caught, you’ll be sentenced!”

“Is that so?” I said indifferently, “But don’t forget, before I’m arrested, I can just as easily make you lose your reputation first!” Mom was suddenly choked up, and her breathing unconsciously grew heavier… I could even hear her heart beating nervously…

“Stop being stubborn, beauty, I know you’re afraid!” I tried to make my voice softer, saying indifferently, “Rest assured, I’m not going to rape you, nor am I going to blackmail you into submitting… I want you to obediently throw yourself into my arms of your own accord… But for now, I don’t intend to use force with you…”

“Then… then what do you want to do?” Mom’s attitude softened, and she asked me in a low voice.

I said cheesily, “Open the front door and flip over the mat in the hallway; you’ll see an envelope. My requirements are written inside! As long as you do as they say, then everything can be negotiated…”

Mom hesitated for a moment, then said decisively, “Fine! Just don’t go back on your word!”

With a click, the phone hung up! I let out a long sigh, only then realizing that my forehead was covered in cold sweat. This could be said to be the most adventurous action of my life; the slightest mistake and everything would have been lost! Fortunately, I had managed to deceive Mom smoothly, without letting her suspect me, her own biological son…

Just then, the faint sound of the security door being pulled open drifted in from outside. It seemed Mother had followed my instructions and gone to retrieve the envelope. That was another grand gift I had meticulously prepared for her! Once she opened the envelope, she would see a disc inside and a computer-printed letter with the following lines written on it:

“Beauty, please watch this disc carefully. Please note, you must appreciate every single scene within it with great care! No pressing the fast-forward button, and no closing your eyes! I will call you again in one hour! —— From Mr. Heart-Demon, who knows the secrets of your body.”

After reading these words, how would Mother react? Being as clever as she is, she must have already guessed what kind of material was on this disc! She would certainly be shaking all over with anger, yet under the pressure of the situation, she would have no choice but to obediently bow her head…

The more I thought about it, the more excited I became. I couldn’t help but recall the contents of the disc; it was an absolute pornographic movie. It told the story of a white-collar beauty in her thirties who, in her office, was sexually teased by numerous men and subsequently had sexual relations with colleagues, her boss, and clients. The plot was extremely simple; from beginning to end, it was filled with nothing but naked sex!

Mom, who had always been dignified, noble, and reserved, had probably never seen such an “outrageous” hardcore movie in her entire life! I wonder what kind of expression is on that beautiful, holy face of hers at this very moment?

Would she stare at it without blinking, deeply intoxicated by it? Would her face grow hot, her heart race, and her mature body begin to burn? Or would she be completely unmoved, unaffected? No matter what, Mother is a normal woman; she must feel some stirrings of desire, at least to some extent. As long as a flicker of lust can arise in her subconscious, even if it only brushes past like a passing cloud, even if it is immediately suppressed by her instinctive self-control, then my efforts will not have been in vain…

Amidst these fervent fantasies, an hour quickly passed. I steadied my breathing, feeling myself to be far more composed than last time, picked up the phone, and calmly dialed the number.

After a good while, the receiver was lifted, and a faint voice came through: “Hello?”

“How is it, beauty? Have you finished watching the film?” I asked in a husky voice.

“I have!” Mother said shortly. Her voice was quite calm. She paused, then said indifferently, “But I still don’t understand your purpose…”

“Don’t understand? Hehe, beauty, stop pretending! Don’t you feel a bit of spring desire stirring? Do you feel a scorching undercurrent flooding your lower abdomen?”

“I only felt disgusted, a nauseating kind of disgust!” Mother said coldly. Her words carried a clear contempt, as if she had already seen through my sinister intentions and was mocking my wasted efforts! It seemed that that obscene pornographic film had failed to stir even the slightest ripple deep within her heart…

“No way!” I muttered softly. A flash of inspiration suddenly hit me, and I immediately knew what was going on. Without changing my expression, I said, “Beauty, tell me the truth: did you actually finish watching the film?”

“Yes… yes!”

“Then tell me, who did the female lead have sex with at the end?”

“That… it was with her boyfriend, right…?” Mother hesitated, mumbling, “I can’t remember clearly… anyway, I watched it from beginning to end…”

“Bah, you’re lying!” I interrupted her sharply, grinning menacingly. “You bitch, you’re refusing the toast and choosing to drink the penalty… Fine! Just you wait and see; tomorrow that videotape will be duplicated dozens of times and delivered to the desks of every single one of your colleagues at work!”

“Don’t!” Mother let out a scream, pleading in a panic, “You can’t do that… please, whatever you do, don’t…”

Ignoring her completely, I said fiercely, “I want every single one of them to see that Miss Tang Jing, who is usually so untouchable and stern, is actually as slutty as a prostitute to the bone, that she would actually masturbate in front of other men, and even reach a lowly climax…”

“Don’t… don’t say any more!” Mother suddenly burst into tears, sobbing as if she had completely broken down. “Stop talking, okay? I… I beg you…” She sounded incredibly weak, her sobbing coming in broken, uncontrollable gasps. It seemed she had finally succumbed!

A surge of pleasure swept through me. I said in a low voice, “Listen, I’ll give you one last chance! Right now, turn the machine on and review that disc again! Look closely at every movement, every position! At ten o’clock, I will call again to quiz you… Heh, if you make the slightest mistake, just wait for your reputation to be swept away tomorrow!” Without waiting for her answer, I hung up and slammed the phone onto the bed, feeling a flash of irritation.

Mother actually dared to defy my orders and cut corners on her own; she simply wasn’t taking me seriously! Hmph, it seemed I had to find a way to crush her arrogance and plant the seeds of fear in her heart. Only then could I slowly control her body and soul, making her forever afraid to resist my power…

Another hour passed. When ten o’clock struck, with a grim face, I dialed the home phone again and said gloomily, “Beauty, you’ve finished watching, right? I’m starting the questions now. Don’t disappoint me this time!”

Mother sounded somewhat panicked, saying nervously, “So soon? But I… I’m not ready yet.”

I laughed out loud, teasing her, “You’ve been studying very hard; you deserve praise… Now, answer the first question: in the entire film, how many times was the female lead fucked?”

“Um… five times!”

“What was the phrase she moaned most often?”

“Deep… push deeper… harder… so good…” Mother recounted haltingly, her voice sounding extremely unnatural.

I could completely imagine how embarrassed she was on the other end of the phone. To see my usually dignified mother forced to say such slutty words made my meat stick instinctively stiffen and rise…

“Then, which man fucked her the best?”

“It was… it was a high school student from next door…”

“Very good, Beauty, you’re so obedient! I’m very satisfied, so I’ll let you off this time!” My tone shifted, and I said in an unquestionable voice, “Tomorrow evening, I will slip the next film into your mailbox. You are to watch it as carefully as you did just now, and see everything clearly… At this same time, I will quiz you again… All right, I won’t disturb you tonight. Sweet dreams!”

I hung up the phone and carefully put my mobile phone away, feeling incredibly smug! This could be considered the first direct confrontation between me and Mother, and the result was very satisfying. First, I had not exposed my identity, ensuring my own safety. Second, throughout the several phone calls, I had always held the upper hand, creating a powerful deterrent against her in terms of both words and momentum. I could say with certainty that, at this moment, Mother must be both ashamed and annoyed, filled with fear and anxiety about the future…

“Mother, your face looks very pale. Is something on your mind?” During dinner the next day, I put on a sincere expression and asked with a face full of concern.

Mother forced a smile and said, trying to hide it, “It’s nothing… just tired from work this afternoon, and feeling a bit sleepy…”

“Is that so?” I stared at her, pretending not to believe her, and said bluntly, “But you look absentminded; it’s obvious you have some worries hidden in your heart!”

Mother was startled. She reached up to touch her cheek and asked uneasily, “You… you can tell my heart is troubled?”

“Of course, anyone with eyes can tell!” I said in an exaggerated tone, “I noticed it last night before going to bed—Mother’s mood seemed unstable! Did someone provoke you? Are you taking your anger out on them?”

Mother paused, a look of confusion suddenly flashing through her beautiful eyes before it disappeared. She then drank a sip of soup as if nothing had happened and said indifferently, “Silly child, Mother is worrying about household trifles; where would I have the spare time to bicker with others? Hey, you aren’t allowed to say anything nonsense to Father; the pressure from his work is already heavy enough, don’t add to his burden…”

I nodded obediently, but a strange feeling welled up in my heart… I instinctively sensed that Mother didn’t seem to be “afraid.” Deep in her heart, besides terror, there was more of a complex mood mixing expectation and hatred. Perhaps the real reason she didn’t want Father to know was not as high-sounding as the words coming out of her mouth…

“Are you full? Mmm, rest for a bit then go to your room to review!” Mother stood up, gathering the bowls and chopsticks while speaking in a gentle, warm voice: “Strive to do better on tomorrow’s physics test…”

“Physics test? I already took it this morning!” I shrugged and said with a grin, “So I can relax tonight… By the way, Mother, seeing as you’re so bothered, how about I keep you company and chat with you in a little while?”

“Ah… no need!” Mother’s shoulders immediately stiffened, and her expression became somewhat rigid. “Xiaobing, Mother has important things to do tonight and has no time to chat with you. You… you just watch television…” She paused, then added a cautionary reminder, as if worried: “Don’t come near Mother’s bedroom! I need to write some materials, and your footsteps will interrupt my train of thought, do you understand?”

“Got it!” I responded nonchalantly, walking over to the living room to sit down. From time to time, I stole glances at her. I saw Mother efficiently doing the housework, and in a short while, everything was tidied up in an orderly fashion. Then, she went into the bathroom to take a bath, changed into a set of plain pajamas, and with an unstable expression on her pretty face, she hurried into the bedroom…

Looking up at the clock hanging on the wall, it was only exactly eight o’clock; there were still two whole hours until the time I would ask my questions! And the capacity of one disc was, at most, only about fifty minutes… Strange, why did Mother go in so early? Was she thinking of watching it a few more times? Was she doing this because she was afraid of answering wrong and wanted to “review” more, or was there some other reason?

My curiosity was piqued, and I really wanted to rush into the bedroom to see what was going on, but after thinking it over several times, I dismissed the thought. For now, the plan was proceeding quite smoothly; I should be steady and sure, and it would definitely not be wise to cause any unnecessary complications…

Ten o’clock arrived. I slipped back into my room, dialed the home phone, and spoke in a stylized tone: “Hello, beautiful. Hehe, was today’s movie good?”

Mother avoided answering and said softly, “If you have questions, just ask. I am ready!”

“Hmm, first tell me, what does the male lead’s cock look like? Be specific!”

“It… it is very thick, very long… the color is rather dark… uh, on it… it is covered in blue veins… and there is a lot of hair… also, its angle is a bit curved…”

“Hey, hey, stop! You’ve said so much, why haven’t you described the meatus and the glans? Thinking of sliding past it?” I reminded her with ill intent.

The questions I asked last night were all aimed at the female lead, intended to reduce Mother’s resistance to the obscene video. But this time, I decided to take measures to draw her attention toward that utterly obscene male organ—the thing she usually wouldn’t even dare to look at!

That’s right, I wanted Mother to repeatedly recall and speak of this tool for eating, letting her be filled with a sense of criminal shame, while simultaneously deepening the impression! In this way, I would have the chance to gradually break down her firm psychological defenses and stimulate the instinctive desires in her body bit by bit…

“Oh… the glans is triangular, a bit like a snake’s head…” It could be heard that Mother was trying her hardest to control her emotions, but her breathing still became hurried, and she panted as she said: “And the meatus… mmm, it has a fleshy ridge, and from the front, it secretes… transparent… transparent mucus…”

“When the cock inserts into the slit, how do those women react?” I teased her ambiguously.

“They… look very… excited, their bodies are shaking… their mouths are constantly screaming…”

“Screaming what?” I didn’t give Mother time to think, pressing her with follow-up questions: “Speak! What are they screaming?”

“Big cock… stuffing… stuffing me… I love it…”

“And you? Do you like it or not?” I suddenly shifted the topic.

“I… I don’t know…” Mother’s voice was trembling, shaking as she said, “Really… mm… I don’t know…”

“How can you not know?” I said with dissatisfaction. “Tell me then, is the guy’s thing in the video bigger, or is your husband’s bigger?”

“In the video… is bigger…”

“There it is… let me tell you the truth, the thing between my legs is much bigger than the one in the video!” I lowered my voice, using a seductive tone. “Tell me, do you want my thick, hard, hot, and long penis to plug into your slutty hole?”

“…”

“Close your eyes and imagine it. If such a powerful thing could enter your body and thrust, what a comfortable enjoyment that would be… ah… I guarantee you would get a pleasure like never before…”

“That… that won’t do, I can’t… it would be unfair to my husband…” Mother said weakly. There was no disgust in her tone, only a hesitant wavering…

“But he can’t satisfy you at all!” I continued to stimulate her with my words, speaking frivolously. “Beauty, don’t go against your own body, ehehe… I bet your nipples have already hardened, haven’t they?”

“No… they haven’t…”

“And what about your legs? Aren’t they already squeezing tight? I bet you’re subconsciously twisting your thighs, rubbing your already engorged labia! Am I right or not…”

“You… you’re vulgar! I don’t want to listen… stop calling to harass me… I’m hanging up…” Mother’s voice trembled even more violently, carrying a sense of shame at having her inner thoughts exposed, as if she wanted to use the shouting to cover her own anxiety…

I coughed once and said sinisterly, “Fine, that’s enough for tonight! Tomorrow, same time as usual. Goodbye!” After saying this, I decisively hung up the line, put away the phone, and did a few somersaults on the bed with joy, feeling so excited I wanted to scream out loud!

I really didn’t expect that after sending only the second video, Mother’s self-control would drop so significantly, to the point where she could almost not restrain her desires! Looking at it this way, that reserve and conservatism she usually displayed was simply a facade! Perhaps in the depths of Mother’s soul, there is a hidden, burning longing; as long as it can be guided out, it will completely devour her morality and reason…

When that time comes, I will definitely strip away that mask of noble pretense and restore her to being a woman! A naked woman governed by primitive animal instincts, with nothing but the word “intercourse” filling her mind… Time passed quickly, and in the blink of an eye, another two months went by. The weather gradually became hot; the footsteps of summer were approaching!

During this period, I continued without fail, tirelessly sending obscene films to Mother. I bombarded her with a rotating sequence of pornography from Hong Kong, Taiwan, Japan, and the West, never missing a single day. The stock of five or six nearby rental shops was quickly turned upside down and could no longer provide fresh material; later, I had to go through the effort of downloading from the internet and burning them onto discs to maintain the massive supply.

As for ten o’clock every night, it became the moment that both Mother and I looked forward to. Over the phone, I constantly teased her with filthy language, the words I spoke becoming more explicit and flirtatious day by day, unabashedly pouring out my strong desire to possess her body.

Under my rapid offensive, Mother became as flustered as a young girl, struggling hard to resist. She was often thrown into chaos by my barrage of questions, feeling both ashamed and anxious. That weak posture of wanting to refuse yet being unable to stop completely exposed the restless emotions within the body of a mature beauty, as well as the hesitant and conflicted psychology under deliberate seduction… As for me, after repeated summary and study, my questioning techniques improved significantly.

To put it simply, I used a combination of soft and hard methods, coaxing and scaring her. While inquiring about the content of the films, I did my utmost to induce Mother to let her imagination run wild, pouring lewd thoughts into her mind! I wanted her to gradually transition from resistance to habit, then from habit to numbness, and finally become an inseparable basic need in her subconscious…

This tactic actually proved quite effective. Under the dual stimulation of yellow films and explicit language, Mother stepped by step fell into a trap from which it was difficult to extricate herself. As for the dirty words coming out of my mouth, two weeks ago she had pretended to be reserved and rebuked them; later, she gradually stopped speaking, replaced instead by occasional gasps from her mouth. A few times, when I spoke particularly vividly, she even let out a few slightly emotional moans, though she immediately struggled to endure them—but her breathing became even more hurried as a result!

Time flowed like this day after day. After a long while, Mother probably sensed that the strange “Mr. Heart-Demon” was not scary; so far, the molestation toward her had remained limited to telephone harassment, with no apparent intention of further violation. Thus, she gradually set her mind at ease and returned to her normal life trajectory. According to my observations, she was no longer as nervous and troubled as she was at the beginning; her complexion returned to a healthy glow, and the faint sorrow between her brows disappeared, though she would still occasionally show concern.

If there was one place that had changed, it was Mother’s nightly routine. Previously, after finishing the housework, she would always first take a comfortable hot bath, then go to the living room to watch television or check on my studies.

Now, as soon as she finished bathing every night, she would hide in the bedroom and would not show her face for several hours. Only after the phone call ended would she walk out with a tired expression and go back into the bathroom to rinse her entire body.

“Mom, what’s been going on with you lately? Why are you bathing twice every day?” One time, as she was preparing to enter the bathroom, I looked up and asked, pretending to be puzzled.

“Hmm, the weather has gotten hot… and I have so many things to do, I sweat easily…” Mother’s expression became unnatural, and she said defensively, “Washing more often makes a person feel more comfortable…”

“Is that so?” I glanced sideways at the underwear she was holding in her hand, a slight, mocking sneer escaping the corner of my mouth, my gaze filled with contempt and disdain… Hmph, slutty woman! She must have just been masturbating in secret behind closed doors! Perhaps the panties wrapping her buttocks are already soaked through, drenched in the pungent honey-juice of her body! Otherwise, why would she need to change her underwear twice in one evening?

“Little brat, what are you laughing at?” Mother’s face flushed pink, and she gave me a reproachful glance. Her footsteps were somewhat unsteady as she went inside, and the sound of splashing water immediately rang out…

“Shameless woman, I didn’t even provoke you that much just now! Yet you’re already lusting about so recklessly without any shame…” I ground my teeth in hatred, my mood exceptionally conflicted! On one hand, I sought every way to tempt Mother, stirring the sexual desire in her body, fearing that I might not make it boil; but on the other hand, I wished she were as pure and chaste as a saint, coldly and sternly rejecting any man’s harassment with a face like frost!

What a complex emotion this is! Unfortunately, Mother doesn’t understand it at all—that her own biological son wishes she would play the role of a dignified noblewoman who is absolutely inviolable before any other man, never allowing them to touch a single finger! Yet, when alone with me, she exposes her beautiful body without a stitch of clothing, releasing her heart and soul’s passion without reservation…

Another half a month passed in a flash! At seven o’clock this evening, while Mother was in the kitchen washing the bowls and chopsticks, the front door suddenly opened, and my oily-faced father strode into the house.

“Eh, why are you back so early today?” Mother poked her head out upon hearing the sound, looking at him and asking with surprise, “Is the work at the company finished?”

“When is it ever finished, with so many projects!” Father greeted me kindly, walked to Mother’s side with a beaming smile, and said, “I specifically took a day off today to come home over the weekend to accompany my dear wife and enjoy some family happiness!”

“Hmph, you still remember you have a home?” Mother turned her pretty face away in feigned anger, saying irritably, “These past few months, you’ve either not come home at night or only arrived after I’ve fallen asleep! Tell me yourself, what do you think this place is? A hotel?”

“Don’t be angry, my dear wife! I knew you were lonely in bed, so I pushed aside all my social engagements and rushed back early to report for duty…” Father put on a flattering face and leaned in, wrapping an arm around Mother’s waist. He gave the back of her neck a kiss, then leaned close to her ear and whispered a few words.

“Goodness, goodness… you’re incorrigible…” Mother’s cheeks suddenly flushed red. She pounded her small fists against his chest a few times, stamping her foot in a coy pout, “In front of your son… how can you say… say things like that?”

“What does that matter? Our son isn’t an outsider!” Father turned and winked at me, saying half-jokingly, “Xiao Bing, your father is just showing concern for your mother, but she’s actually too shy to hear it…”

I gave a few dry laughs and replied with a few perfunctory words. On the surface, I appeared composed, but in my heart, I felt truly bitter. It had been a long time since I had seen this kind of intimacy between my parents! It made me realize that no matter how I provoked or isolated them, Father still occupied an important place in Mother’s heart, perhaps one that would never fade… The fire of jealousy couldn’t help but burn up again. I sat on the sofa expressionlessly, coldly watching their every move.

It was obvious that Mother’s mood was quite happy. She personally prepared the bath water for Father, and then brewed the Longjing tea he liked best. Once Father had finished washing, the two of them sat down in the living room, chatting and laughing about everyday things, the atmosphere between husband and wife full of warmth and happiness.

However, Father may have been too exhausted from the day’s bustle; after chatting for about an hour, his eyelids gradually grew heavy. Before long, he began to emit steady snores. Seeing this, Mother pursed her lips with a smile and hurried to wake him, telling him to lie down on the bed and get some proper rest. Then, she reminded me to go to sleep early as well, and turned to follow him into the bedroom.

I stared blankly at her retreating back, my heart truly filled with an unquenchable resentment, yet I was helpless. I could only turn off the television and return to my room resentfully, sitting there in a daze for a while. Then, a wicked thought suddenly flashed through my mind!

No matter what, I couldn’t let them have a good time tonight! I wanted to destroy the sweet time this pair of “adulterers” spent together and cast a thick shadow over their happiness!

Fine, let’s do it! I looked up at the clock; it was exactly ten o’clock. I took out my phone and resolutely pressed the house number!

The call connected. I used my usual raspy voice, speaking in a strange tone, “Hello, beauty. How did the film feel today?”

“Ah… I haven’t watched it yet!” Mother exclaimed.

I sneered, “Why? You don’t want to be obedient anymore, is that it?”

“No, it’s not that…” Mother became somewhat nervous, lowering her voice, “My husband is home tonight, I haven’t had the chance…”

“Is that so, beauty? But wouldn’t you hide and watch it secretly?” I pretended to be angry, “That is a poor excuse, and not a reason to disobey my orders!”

At that moment, Father’s low mumbling came through the receiver, as if he had been startled awake from his sleep. Mother moved her voice further away from him, explaining, “It’s a colleague from work, there is some official business to discuss!” Then, the sound of her footsteps echoed, as though she had walked to the other end of the bedroom, and she pleaded in a low voice, “I beg you, I really couldn’t find a chance today… how about this, I’ll finish watching the film tomorrow night, and watch two days’ worth at once…”

“That won’t do! Until I hear you answer the question with your own mouth, I won’t be able to sleep,” I said with a sinister, strange laugh. “Beauty, be kind and keep me company for a while! Otherwise, both you and I will be very lonely…”

“How can we talk? My… my husband is right beside me…”

“Hehe, I have an idea! Let’s hang up for now. After twelve o’clock, your husband and son will definitely be asleep. At that time, wait for my call in the living room!”

“That… that might not work!” Mother said hesitantly. “…The ringing will wake them up!”

“That’s easy to handle! Unplug the extension in the bedroom, then turn down the ringer in the living room. Won’t that be enough to hide it from them?”

“Mm… alright!” I hung up the phone, an inexplicable excitement surging in my heart! In the past, I had never known what kind of expression Mother had while talking to me, but today the opportunity had finally come! As long as I prepared properly, I might be able to see through the promiscuity and flirtatiousness hidden in her bones even more deeply…

At exactly twelve o’clock, the bedroom door opened on time. Mother, wearing a loose set of pajamas, slipped out and tiptoed into the living room. Without turning on the lights, she sat down on the sofa in the pitch dark, staring at the telephone on the side table, and gave a faint sigh, murmuring to herself, “What… what on earth am I doing? Sigh…” She seemed to have a matter of the heart she could not decide upon, completely unaware that I was hiding on the balcony adjacent to the living room, watching her through a gap in the curtains.

Because the angle was clever, I could use a bit of the outdoor light and moonlight to dimly see the scene in the living room. However, the sound of speaking coming from inside the room gave me a shock. Fearing that Mother would hear the movement on the balcony, I had to quietly reach out and shut the glass window tight, ensuring it was soundproof! This way, as long as the sound I made wasn’t too loud, it was unlikely she would discover me.

After steadying my breathing, I dialed the phone again: “Beauty, you are very punctual! Well? Were you longing for this moment?”

“You… you person, just how long do you intend to pester me?” Mother’s voice was full of annoyance, complaining, “I told you long ago, I… I will not betray my husband… you should just stop this boring behavior!”

“Hey, beauty, don’t get angry… once you start enjoying the pleasures of sex again, I’ll stop calling!”

“I am already very happy, you don’t need to worry about me!” Mother said petulantly.

“Haha, stop lying to me, beauty! A woman bathed in the river of love would absolutely not act like this!” I said, hitting the nail on the head. “I’d venture to say your husband hasn’t had sex with you in a long time, right?”

“I…”

“Stop suppressing your desires!” I said in a tone full of intimidation. “Beauty, I really want to rush into your house right now, roughly strip all the clothes off your body, and mate with you in the most slutty positions!”

“You… you dare!” Mother was flustered.

“Why wouldn’t I dare?” I sneered, taking advantage of my position. “Beauty, I can be certain that although you pretend to be noble and aloof on the surface, in your heart, you secretly long to be violated by a man… sometimes, you might even wish a man would rape you in the most savage way, so that your shameful desire to be conquered could be satisfied…”

“No… that’s not it…” Mother was beginning to break, her voice trembling as she denounced me, “You are vulgar… shameless…”

“But you also like this shamelessness, don’t you?” I softened my tone, inducing her gently. “If you don’t want me to strip your clothes off, why don’t you just take them off yourself?”

“I… I can’t do that…” Mother refused vaguely, but I could hear that she had no strong intention to resist.

“Take them off, expose your body naked, and you will feel an unprecedented pleasure… anyway, no one is watching, what are you afraid of? Why not have a taste?” As I spoke these obscene and teasing words, I focused my gaze on the living room.

At this time, the moon gradually slanted westward, and Mother’s figure could no longer be seen directly; only a long shadow was clearly projected onto the wall. I saw that shadow fidget for a while, and then her right hand finally slowly rose, slightly irritably loosening the belt at her waist, with some effort pulling the pajamas down.

I almost couldn’t believe my eyes, momentarily stunned! But Mother had no intention of stopping, and continued to take off her underwear… After a moment, she actually reached out and unhooked her bra, and two full breasts suddenly popped out, projecting a clear image onto the wall…

My gaze immediately went straight, staring without blinking. Although I was only seeing a shadow, I still felt my mouth go dry and my heart thumping wildly—Mother had never exposed herself like this in front of me before; this time, it was truly a feast for the eyes.

Under the effect of the light, Mother’s silhouette became distorted to a certain extent; her figure seemed more slender, her waist thinner, and the shadows formed by her breasts were exaggerated to an enormous degree, the round balls of flesh shaking tremulously before her chest like two large melons. This eerie distortion created a powerful visual effect, causing a more perverted sense of sinful desire to naturally arise in one’s heart…

“Beauty, you’ve taken off your clothes already, haven’t you? Such a good girl…” I swallowed, and said, “How is it? Do you feel very cool and comfortable now? Is there a wonderful sensation, long missed, spreading through your body…” Mother began to pant, and with a voice that was almost inaudible, she let out a low “Mm,” her chest rising and falling slightly.

Using a voice full of magnetism, I continued to issue instructions: “Come, push your chest out… higher… even higher… yes, just like that… take a breath! Quick, take a deep breath…”

Under my coaxing commands, Mother seemed as if hypnotized, obeying every word! She pushed her already high breasts higher and higher, then took a forceful breath in! Suddenly, her flat lower abdomen sank inward with the sound of the breath, and the full breasts in front of her became even more prominent, swelling and plump like inflated rubber balls.

“Good, beauty, you are so obedient…” I licked my lips and said, “Next, put your hand on your chest, grab your breasts and rub them back and forth… the movements must be forceful, committed… you must imagine it is my palm pressing there, wantonly playing with your breasts…”

“Oh… don’t…” Mother groaned feebly, yet one hand uncontrollably cruised over her chest, sometimes grasping the swaying breasts to knead them incessantly, sometimes pressing the firm peaks against each other; she truly looked like a slut consumed by the fires of lust!

“Feels great, doesn’t it, beauty? Hehe, now move your hand to the tips, use your fingertips to slowly draw circles around them, until a change happens there… yes, rub, and rub again… tell me, what reaction are you having? Be honest!”

“Ah… my… my nipples have hardened… how slutty…” Mother answered with a trembling voice by instinct, her tone containing a complex mix of emotions, both hiding a sense of shame and hatred toward herself, and overflowing with a sliver of intoxicated pleasure…

I involuntarily reached into my pants, fiercely stroking my already erect cock. In the midst of the extreme pleasure, I suddenly recalled events from when I was eleven years old, remembering how I had been beaten for making “impolite requests” to Mother, and a deep surge of hatred suddenly rose from the depths of my heart!

A slut pretending to be pure! Back then, I was just curious and wanted to see your breasts, but you rejected me ruthlessly, lecturing me with so many grand principles! But look at you? You actually listened to a few teasing words from a strange man and willingly took off your bra, exposing your perfect breasts nakedly…

Is it that in your heart, your own biological son doesn’t even compare to a man you’ve never met? You are willing to take off your clothes under the demands of Daddy, of President Yang, and of “Mr. Heart-Demon,” so why were you specifically unwilling to let me, your son, have the benefit?

“Hateful!” I thought resentfully, and spoke aloud: “You’re feeling excited, aren’t you? Mmh, very good… take off your panties too… they’re soaked through anyway, what are you waiting for?”

“Oh… all right!” This time, Mother did not hesitate for even half a second; she did as told without thinking… At this moment, the moon quietly slipped behind the clouds, and the lights outside the house all went out. Naked, Mother stood in the room, her stark white body hidden in the darkness. Although nothing could be seen except for a hazy silhouette, I still felt an unprecedented surge of excitement…

“Listen to me, lie down on the sofa, hug your knees, and press your thighs against your chest…” I said word by word: “Then open your legs and lift them as much as possible… open wider, yes… wider still, lift your buttocks higher…”

Mother followed my instructions and assumed the designated posture. Perhaps she herself felt it was too slutty, for she could not help but murmur: “Ah… I… I can’t… it’s almost splitting… how shameful…”

“What does it matter? It’s not like I can see anyway!” I spat, asking in a low voice: “Beauty, have you ever masturbated?”

“No… no!”

“Is that so? Then let me teach you how to masturbate!” I took the opportunity to say, “Poke your finger between your legs, gently scratching the two petals… use your middle finger, and use the right amount of force… you’ve touched the clitoris, right? Gently stimulate it, stimulate it… until it slowly protrudes…”

“Oh… it tickles, it tickles so much there… ah… there’s vaginal fluid flowing out, it’s slippery…” Mother panted intermittently. Her hand was constantly fiddling in the position of her lower body, and the words coming out of her mouth became more and more wanton. It seemed she was already completely immersed in wave after wave of pleasure!

“Tell me, beauty, what are you thinking about in your heart?”

“Thinking… thinking of you…”

“Be more specific, what of mine are you thinking about?”

“I… I’m thinking…” Mother seemed unable to resist my repeated attacks anymore; she cried out as if throwing herself away: “I’m thinking of your male organ, thinking of your hard penis…”

My lust flared up instantly, burning fiercely. I suddenly undid my belt and pulled out my flesh rod, speeding up the rhythm of my stroking, letting out a low growl: “You slut, I’m going to fuck you… I’ll fuck you sooner or later, I’ll definitely plug it into your body… ah… fuck you to death…”

“Yes, fuck me! Quickly plug it in… come on, violate me… ahhh…” Mother also began to scream wildly; she didn’t care at all if she woke Father, her wanton cries sounding as if they were bursting directly from her soul…

I could no longer endure it. My flesh rod throbbed twice, and white, turbid semen sprayed out like a fountain! At the same time, Mother swayed her waist, her body trembling violently. In her soul-stirring moans, we, mother and son, reached climax together…

After a long while, the sound of panting gradually leveled off. I coughed and said tenderly, “Beauty, you just told me to violate you!”

“Oh… I was just talking…” Mother leaned back against the sofa, exhausted, her voice carrying an inexplicable emptiness: “No matter what I shouted just now, it wasn’t real… and I won’t let you do that…”

“Don’t you want to do it for real, with actual swords and spears? To experience the real taste of flesh?” I asked, annoyed.

“No… I said I would never betray my husband!” Mother shook her head and said softly, “Please, don’t force me anymore, let me keep a little bit of my dignity as a woman!”

“Then… fine! Tomorrow night at ten, wait for my call!” After saying this, I hung up the phone, my heart falling into doubt!

What kind of woman is Mother, exactly? What are the real thoughts in her mind? Everything that happened tonight fully proves that in her subconscious, she indeed expects sexual intercourse! But why, even when her passion is boiling, can she still rationally refuse my seduction?

I was completely puzzled. Looking up, Mother had slowly stood up, wrapping her graceful naked body into her pajamas. Then she picked up the underwear from the floor and walked toward the bathroom with graceful steps…

“Sigh, stop thinking so much!” I let out a long sigh, crawled from the balcony back into the room, and slipped back to my room undetected. After lying on the bed and savoring the excitement for a long time, I finally fell into a deep sleep.

“Mm… ah… ah…” Lingering, affectionate moans reached my ears. I turned my head to look and almost exploded with rage! A flushed Xiao Jing was lying right beside me, her eyes full of thick spring desire, twisting her waist like a wanton prostitute.

A man with oily hair and a powdered face was pressing down on her, his hands reaching brazenly into her half-lowered bodice, wantonly fondling her high, protruding breasts. “Hehe… wife, it’s gotten bigger here again…”

“I didn’t… Ai, don’t be so rough…”

Shameless adulterers, daring to flirt so brazenly right in front of me! I burned with rage, unable to hold back a loud shout of condemnation…

“Wah… wah…”

A loud burst of baby’s crying rang out, echoing through the spacious room. I froze, horrified to discover that this crying was coming from me!

What was happening? My mind was suddenly a blur. I opened my mouth to cry out in alarm, but what came out was still a series of wailing cries, one higher than the last, as if my lips and tongue had lost the ability to speak. Xiao Jing was forced to push away the oily-haired man; she hurriedly picked me up and cradled me in her arms.

“Good… good… baby… don’t cry…” She coaxed me softly, gently rocking my body. It felt like being on a boat, my whole person drifting up and down in mid-air, seeming as if I might fall at any moment. Terrified, I could not help but cry even louder.

“Little guy… is he hungry?” the oily-haired man said, looking at me. His expression seemed somewhat displeased.

“Possibly!” Xiao Jing hurriedly grabbed a full baby bottle from the bedside table. Without asking for my opinion, she unilaterally stuffed the nipple into my mouth. A very familiar taste of milk surged along my tongue and into my throat. I was helpless and could only swallow in large gulps.

“I really don’t understand. Your milk is clearly engorged, so why are you unwilling to feed our son?” The oily-haired man pointed to Xiao Jing’s chest, speaking with a face full of confusion.

I glanced sideways, and sure enough! Two large patches of her clothing were wet, faintly revealing the protruding curves of her rounded breasts.

“Did you forget Master Yun’s warning?” Xiao Jing said, unhappy. “I absolutely cannot breastfeed my son… Once the important parts of my body are exposed, it will awaken the memories of ‘that person’ in his subconscious…”

“Give it a rest! Wife, you actually believe that old fraud’s long string of lies!” The oily-haired man shook his head, saying with disdain, “He’s nothing but a traveling swindler out to cheat people of their money… What kind of nonsense is this about souls reincarnating?”

“You just stay out of it! You don’t believe it, but I do!” Xiao Jing responded stubbornly. She gave a huff and added, “Master Yun has already promised me that in one week, he will perform a ritual for us to seal away all the harmful consciousness in our son’s mind. After that, there will be no need to worry…”

“There was nothing to worry about in the first place!” The oily-haired man interrupted her, saying sullenly, “If you’re really this afraid, why not just give this little brat to someone else to raise…”

“You’re talking nonsense!” Xiao Jing’s pretty face turned pale with anger, and she spoke with fury, “My son was born through my hard labor; he is flesh that fell from my own body! No matter what he did in his past life, I will not abandon him. You… saying this is truly heartless…” Her eyes reddened, and tears flowed out uncontrollably.

The oily-haired man had no choice but to comfort her repeatedly. “Alright, alright… I was only joking with you! How could anyone just abandon their own biological son?” As he spoke, he leaned his head in with a feigned affection, wanting to kiss my cheek, but Xiao Jing brushed him away without any courtesy.

“Look at that fake smile of yours! Don’t scare him…” Xiao Jing shielded me tightly, her face full of tension, as if she were facing a beast with ill intentions. The oily-haired man, finding it utterly boring, could only walk away sullenly.

“Good boy… don’t be afraid… Mama will always protect you…” She looked at me with eyes full of love, her face radiating a maternal, sacred light. Leaning in her warm and soft embrace, I suddenly felt a sense of peace and harmony; the anger filling my chest dissipated, and I gradually closed my eyes…

When I opened my eyes again, I was already in my own bedroom. Outside the window, it was still that pitch-black night, and the small alarm clock on the desk pointed exactly to “four-thirty,” just as usual.

“Another… another dream!” I gave a bitter smile and wiped the cold sweat from my forehead. To be honest, I liked having these kinds of dreams less and less.

Yet, like a malevolent ghost, it clung to me, forcing me to recall more and more events from my “past life” every once in a while… However, if this latest dream were true, what would that imply?

Could it be… that when I was first born, I actually retained my past memories? And they were only erased by someone later? Also, that “master” Xiao Jing mentioned—could he be that strange old man I ran into on the street?

I felt myself sinking deep into a whirlpool, with no way to climb back out… Day after day passed, and the relationship between me and my mother became very subtle.

On one hand, regarding the harassment from me, this “Mr. Heart-Demon,” she still showed a certain amount of fear and anxiety. But on the other hand, under the constant bombardment of erotic videos, indecent questions, and explicit language, she was gradually becoming lost; her ability to control herself grew weaker by the day!

The most intriguing part was that, under my combination of soft and hard tactics, my mother’s seemingly impenetrable hard shell was being gradually peeled away. She no longer acted with that reserved, noble coldness at every turn as she did in the past; when speaking with me, she no longer deliberately avoided those unspeakable words.

On the contrary, she became both obedient and cooperative. Although she was still quite shy when discussing those unsightly scenes, she was already able to stutter out a few lewd words.

Whenever I heard phrases like “Big Second,” “slutty hole,” or “fuck me to death” delivered in Mother’s soft, beautiful voice over the phone, the excitement in my heart became indescribable. At this point, as long as I struck while the iron was hot with a little bit of teasing, her panting and moaning would involuntarily grow hurried.

Then, it would follow naturally for the two of us to begin comforting each other. Using sound waves to simulate making love, we would often go for an hour or so, and then, amidst the wild, excited screams of both parties, we would reach the peak together with great tacit understanding…

At first, Mother still felt a sense of disgust toward this behavior. After every orgasm, she would be filled with regret, repeatedly urging me—and seeming to warn herself—that this was the last time she would indulge! But by the second day, before I could even say a few words, she would quickly be swallowed again by the tide of passion.

After this happened many times, Mother probably finally discovered that she was sunk deep in the mud and powerless to extricate herself. Consequently, she developed a mindset of “breaking the pot” and threw herself wholeheartedly into this sinful, stimulating game with me! As for Father, he remained the same as always, leaving early and returning late, working hard and busying himself with official business; it was rare for him to even see me for a few days.

If he knew that Mother had already betrayed him spiritually, secretly carrying on a heated affair with an unknown “lover,” and had even engaged in a virtual “sexual relationship,” he would probably be so angry he would cough up blood and die! However, from the surface, life at home remained unchanged and calm.

Mother skillfully concealed everything that was happening. In front of Father, she remained a virtuous, dignified, and hardworking good wife; in front of me, she continued to play the image of a holy and radiant mother. Whether in her speech or her every gesture, she appeared elegant, quiet, and gentle in temperament, without revealing the slightest bit of flirtatiousness or promiscuity.

If one were not well-acquainted with the inside story, no one would believe that such a spotless virtuous wife and mother would disregard her face and dignity, unable to resist her feelings, to flirt and make love with another man over the phone.

But regardless, Mother was indeed, as pre-designed, having her instinctive desires stimulated bit by bit. Perhaps in the near future, they would completely boil over, causing her to slide further and further toward the abyss of depravity, and finally to a dual sinking of both body and soul…

It could be said that the third step of the plan had already succeeded. Now, Mother could only enjoy pleasure and orgasm by fantasizing about the violation by “Mr. Heart-Demon.” Yet, for some reason, besides the joy of success overflowing in my heart, there was also a faint trace of unease…

“Beauty, have you seen the gift I sent you?”

“I’ve seen it… How… how could you send me something like this?”

“Why can’t I? Do you not like it?”

“Still talking? Only low-class streetwalkers would wear things like this…” I couldn’t help but laugh, the scene on the other end of the phone surfacing in my mind—my lovely, charming mother holding the receiver in one hand, while the other hand pulled a pair of panties out of the exquisitely wrapped gift box, her expression awkward as she bit her lip, her blushing, pretty face full of shyness and embarrassment.

“How could that be? How could streetwalkers wear something so erotic?” I said with a low laugh, “Beauty, I carefully selected this according to your hip measurements. It will definitely be comfortable and fit you perfectly!”

“No… no, this is too embarrassing!” Mother said reproachfully, still unwilling to agree.

It was hardly surprising; it was a sexy G-string, the style daring beyond reason. The fabric was extremely sparse, almost as if it were made of two black strings. The front was a small piece of hollowed-out, transparent fabric that could barely cover the triangular forbidden zone where the legs meet, leaving her private parts faintly visible; the back part was even more exaggerated, nothing more than a single strip, leaving the entire buttocks completely exposed.

“How could that be?” I said, leisurely, “Could it be that in your own wardrobe, you don’t have a few pieces of erotic lingerie like this?”

“I have some…” Mother said embarrassedly, “But none that are this exaggerated. At most, they are just semi-transparent material…”

“Beauty, don’t be too conservative,” I interrupted her, encouragingly, “Believe me, this panty was designed for a woman with a superb hip circumference like yours! Once you put it on, I guarantee you will experience an unprecedented, unique pleasure…”

“Really?” Mother wavered slightly.

“Of course it’s true!” I said, lowering my voice, “Do you know? If you want to continue enjoying sexual pleasure, you need all kinds of novel stimulation… Precisely because the exposure of this panty exceeds the baseline of what you can bear, that is why I want you to wear it… You will find that the more nervous and ashamed you feel in your heart, the more intense the pleasure becomes…”

The other end of the phone remained silent, not another word spoken, but a sound of rustling fabric drifted over. Clearly, Mother had been moved by my words; she was hesitantly sliding off her trousers, preparing to try on this “gift” I had bought for her.

I felt a secret sense of pride, nearly laughing out loud! This was already the fourth step of the plan! Mother surely couldn’t imagine the true purpose behind my sending her this G-string! Suddenly, Brother Zhibin’s words from last night echoed clearly in my ears: “…As a middle-aged woman whose body is becoming increasingly empty, your mother’s vigorous sexual desire has indeed been completely aroused! However, that does not mean she will accept incest, or agree to let you conquer her mature body… After all, the moral taboos formed over decades still hold sway in her mind, making it difficult for her to untie those emotional knots and simply go to bed and make love with you…”

“Actually, the reason your mother rejects incest is mainly because, in the depths of her heart, she instinctively believes such behavior is worse than that of a beast, and that even thinking about it is shameful… However, everything has two sides. In certain moments, ‘shame’ is precisely the catalyst that ignites passion, bringing a strange sort of stimulation, like the feeling of committing a crime! It is just like a woman wearing a ultra-short skirt; when she notices someone stealing a glance at the view under her skirt, she certainly feels very ashamed in her heart, but at the same time, she also feels an immoral pleasure from being peeped at! Often, the more private the part being seen, the more excited and stimulated she feels…”

“Therefore, the fourth step of the plan is to gradually take measures to imperceptibly link the source of her ‘pleasure’ with the kinds of behavior she previously held in most contempt and disdain! To make her orgasm always appear together with a sense of shame…

Ultimately, we must achieve this goal—your mother will painfully discover that normal flirting can no longer excite her; only a sense of shame can arouse her desire, and the more shameful and lewd the thought, the more her passion will boil…”

“Once you have achieved this step, incest will no longer be an absolutely insurmountable obstacle in her heart!”

And the smooth development of the situation would inevitably bring about this result: her subconscious would tell her that only the most shameful of behaviors—committing incest with her own biological son—could allow her to enjoy the most exhilarating orgasm…

“Hello, you pervert, I’ve already changed…” Mother’s soft voice interrupted my train of thought, adding hesitantly, “But… I don’t actually feel that… that special sensation!”

“Is that so, beauty?” I replied casually. “I’m afraid you just haven’t pulled those stockings up far enough… Don’t deny it; I know you’ve only pulled them up to your thighs, they’re still far from the root… Listen to me, pull them up a bit higher…”

“Mmh, can’t pull them… any higher…” Mother said indistinctly, “They’ve already hit the bottom, they’re almost sinking in…”

“Sinking in? What does that mean?” I asked, pretending to be surprised.

“You… you’re so annoying!” Mother’s tone was like she was acting spoiled.

“I get it, you mean they’ve ‘eaten the cloth’!” I said with a mischievous, calculating smile. “Quickly tell me, to what extent have they sunk in? Have they already squeezed into those two flower petals?”

“Don’t… stop asking, it’s so embarrassing…”

“Tell me! Hurry up and tell me!” I asked, pressing her relentlessly.

“Mm… that line is caught… in that gap…”

Mother mustered the courage to say this, whispering softly, “It’s tickling me so much… it’s killing me…”

“Where does it itch? Is it your vagina?” I teased her bluntly.

“Bad man, you… you’re teasing me… oh, oh…” Mother could no longer speak clearly, only panting breathlessly and crying out in trembling, soft moans; it looked like she was about to reach orgasm again very soon…

I remained calm, listening through the receiver, and waited until her breathing had calmed down before saying with a smile, “How is it? Do you realize the wonderful use of those pantyhose? If not for them, how could you have gotten into the mood so quickly tonight?”

“What… what does that have to do with them?” Mother asked in confusion. She let out a little huff, glancing at me with a shy, coquettish annoyance. “In the end, isn’t it all because of you… how annoying… always saying such lewd things to tease me…”

“Beauty, you’ve finally recognized my value, which makes me very happy… But I still have to ask, if those stockings hadn’t given you such a strong sensory, tactile, and psychological shock, would you still be enjoying yourself this much?”

Mother was speechless, saying vaguely, “Mm… this… I didn’t think that far…”

“Believe me, it’s true!” I said, emphasizing my tone and speaking in a deep voice: “Beauty, tomorrow morning, I want you to wear these stockings to work…”

“No!” Mother almost shouted subconsciously, saying flusteredly, “That’s too outrageous, I… I’ll be laughed at by people…”

“Who would know? As long as you take enough protective measures, there’s no fear of being exposed…”

I teased her easily, “Think about it, as long as those stockings are on your backside, you can enjoy an unparalleled impulse anytime, anywhere! When needed, just hook a finger into the garter and pull, and you’ll immediately produce the pleasure of your lower body being violated… Beauty, this is a superb masterpiece for masturbation, most suitable for your sensitive constitution…”

“I don’t care, anyway I’m not wearing them… absolutely not wearing them!” Mother’s tone was full of a complex state of love and hate, and at the same time, “thump thump” sounds came through the receiver; she was clearly hitting the edge of the bed in a huff.

“Then, whatever you like!” I shrugged, hanging up the phone nonchalantly. In my heart, I had secretly made a decision: this time, I would simply wait and see how things developed, and no longer use forceful means to make Mother submit!

After all, while coercion is an effective method, it can only make Mother’s mature body temporarily bow to instinctive reactions; it cannot possibly break through her mental defenses! Therefore, this time, I must make Mother surrender willingly, turning her from passive to active, letting her push herself into the abyss of indulgence…

“Xiao Bing, aren’t you going to school yet? It’s almost eight o’clock!” In the morning, Mother, dressed elegantly and properly, walked out of the bedroom, picking up her small handbag while looking at me with surprise.

“Today is a study break from school…” I answered briefly, my gaze sweeping over her. To my disappointment, Mother was wearing light blue trousers today. Although the slender curves of her legs were fully revealed, overall, this outfit appeared much more conservative.

“Then study hard at home!” Mother said as she sat down in the chair, slightly lifting one leg to slip on her high heel.

This was an ordinary action, with nothing noteworthy about it, but suddenly, I noticed Mother’s expression became somewhat strange! Her face was shyly flushed, and a few beads of sweat seeped onto the tip of her nose. Her straight, pink leg stopped halfway through the lift, stuck neither up nor down, frozen in mid-air as if under a magic spell.

A thought flashed through my mind, and I suddenly realized… this slut who cannot resist temptation had actually put on those sexy, stylish panties! She was still shy, after all, which was why she had abandoned the skirt for trousers. But under the tight constraint of the stocking garter, the moment she lifted her leg, it clamped against her sensitive flesh, trapping her in this awkward, immobile state…

“Heh, slutty woman! You’ve started acting horny before even leaving the house… fine, let me see what kind of ugly display you make in front of your own son!” I thought resentfully, turning my head away, but the corner of my eye remained fixed on her without blinking.


At this point, Mother probably felt it was inappropriate. She gave a slight “hum,” her white teeth biting her lip, her slender body swaying slightly. She cautiously moved her pink leg, her delicate hand trembling as she slipped on the high heel, then slowly lowered her leg…

“Clap!” I suddenly slammed my palms together, producing an unexpected, sharp sound!

“Ah—” Mother let out a startled cry, her leg and foot involuntarily kicking out, landing heavily on the floor. She turned to look at me, just about to speak, when her entire person suddenly trembled neurotically. Her hips jerked twice on the chair, and her body subsequently slumped weakly against the backrest… She composed herself and asked guiltily, “What happened?”

“Nothing, just killed a mosquito!” I flicked my finger, speaking nonchalantly.

“You little brat, always playing tricks!” Mother said, half-angry and half-amused. Her pretty face was flushed red as she stood up; she didn’t even dare to look at me directly, fleeing the room in a hurry.

Staring at her soft and lovely figure from behind, an indescribable emotion suddenly rose in my heart: who could have imagined that a woman as noble and beautiful as Mother, beneath that elegant and fashionable outer clothing, would actually be wearing such bold and provocative underwear? It was easy to imagine that today, Mother would continue to be stimulated, frequently hovering on the threshold of excitement!

This was exactly the goal I wanted to achieve… Yes, I wanted Mother to gradually adapt to this underwear, and eventually grow accustomed to this kind of dissolute lewdness… Once she began to treat the pleasure of masturbation—mixed with the thrill of a secret affair—as a part of her daily life, I could then begin to arrange more substantive actions.

Time flowed by like water, and under my patient training, Mother’s inner attire became increasingly flirtatious and wild. The conservative garments that used to be placed in the cabinet were gradually replaced by the erotic outfits I gave her every day.

These bras and panties, which were not cheap and came in various styles, all seemed to share one common characteristic: they were visually sexy and alluring, doing everything possible to provoke. Just as predicted, Mother became more and more keen on wearing these hot and tempting undergarments when she went out.

Of course, her outward appearance remained quite solemn and reserved, and she remained as indifferent and cold as ever toward the many admirers around her. But only I knew that her body was already scorching hot; if she encountered even the tiniest spark, her lust might be completely ignited!

Regarding this, I felt both excited and uneasy. Seeing her gradually drift toward corruption without even realizing it, she had already come very close to the trap I had laid. While this was certainly a dream-come-true, I often felt a certain worry in my heart: if things continued to develop this way, would Mother’s personality eventually be completely distorted, and would she become a shameless slut who belongs to every man?

However, now that the plan had reached this stage, neither Mother nor I could go back. Even if I knew that what lay ahead was a dark abyss ten thousand feet deep, I would still embrace Mother and jump down without hesitation! Perhaps this is destiny, to repay the debts of a bitter love from a previous life through the destruction of ethics in this life…

For now, all I have to do is wait! Wait for a suitable opportunity, and when Mother’s resistance is at its weakest, unexpectedly plant the idea of “incest” into her mind, so that even though she knows the filthiness, shame, and sinfulness of such a thought, she simply cannot cast it out…

Fortunately, I did not have to wait long before the opportunity arrived! Mother’s workplace, the Municipal Culture Bureau, in response to calls from higher authorities, decided to prepare a gala combining song, dance, acrobatics, and games, to be performed with passion on the “May Fourth” Youth Day.

The audience for this performance were “outstanding student leaders” selected from middle schools across the entire city, and the venue happened to be the open-air plaza of the school I attended—Municipal Third Middle School.

On the morning of May Fourth, the weather was clear, and brilliant sunlight shone upon the earth. Hundreds of middle school students, led by their teachers, had arrived at the plaza early to line up in formation, awaiting the arrival of the various high-ranking officials.

It was only after my legs had grown sore from standing that the leaders from the educational institutions and culture departments finally arrived. Amidst a welcome of applause, they took to the stage one by one. According to unwritten rule, they would first give their routine speeches, followed by the commendation of student cadres, and finally, the program performances that everyone had been eagerly awaiting.

The tedious and tasteless report began. A fat man with a round waist and a protruding belly stood before the microphone, reading a pre-written draft in a tone devoid of any inflection. People both on and off the stage were nearly falling asleep from listening. No one noticed that I was hidden in a classroom not far away, holding binoculars in my hand, searching the crowd from my vantage point high above.

Normally, since I was not a student cadre, I had no qualification to attend this gala. However, as an official of the Culture Bureau, Mother instead had a place among the honored guests in the venue’s VIP section. She originally wanted to take me in with her, but I had other plans in mind and refused her flatly. After she left, I utilized my familiarity with the campus environment to successfully sneak in on my own.

“Where is she?” I adjusted the focus of the telescope, and quickly found Mother’s figure in the seating area beside the stage.

As usual, she was wearing high heels and a professional pencil skirt; her beautiful, dignified face was calm and natural as she whispered with the people beside her. My lens immediately stuck to her, locking onto her firmly…

An hour later, the formal program finally began, and the audience’s attention was drawn away. While continuing to keep my eyes on Mother, I took out my phone and dialed her number.

“Hello, who is this?” A soft voice came through.

I chuckled. “It’s me, beauty!”

“It’s you!” Her shoulders suddenly stiffened, and she blurted out, “What are you doing, calling in the middle of the day?”

“Because I want to give you a surprise!” I paused, then asked in a flippant tone, “Beauty, are you wearing that open-crotch panty I newly sent you? Hehe, just thinking of you wearing it makes my downstairs get hard…”

“Stop messing around, I’m working!” Mother’s cheeks reddened slightly, and she pleaded, “Let’s talk tonight, alright?”

“Working? Aren’t you sitting on the field watching the performance?” I said coldly, “Beauty, I have a clear handle on your whereabouts every day; it’s better not to lie to me!”

“Then what do you want?” She likely detected the ill intent in my tone, and was instantly seized by panic.

“Don’t be so afraid, beauty! I just want to bring you even greater pleasure!” I lowered my volume, asking in a whisper, “Tell me, have you ever masturbated right under the noses of so many people?”

“Ah… that’s not possible!” Mother’s pink face was completely red; she lowered her head until only her neck was visible, saying bashfully, “It… they would notice… it would be deathly embarrassing…”

“But the more people around you, the stronger your pleasure becomes, doesn’t it?” I said with a low chuckle, “It’s precisely because you’re afraid that you’re excited, right? Beauty… just thinking about how any of these people might discover you at any moment makes your slit wet immediately, doesn’t it?” Mother let out a soft moan that she couldn’t suppress, her back arching like a shrimp, her pretty face showing a moving expression of both shame and distress.

“Yes, I… I’m wet…” she murmured, “I really want it so much… but I don’t dare…”

“Then just move to a position that doesn’t attract attention… Hey, I remember there’s a teaching building next to the plaza of the Third Municipal Middle School. Can you see it right now?”

“I can—it’s not far behind me!” Mother said, looking back to check.

“Hurry up and go up to the rooftop terrace! I guarantee it’ll be a wonderful place to clear one’s mind!” Mother gasped, saying awkwardly, “You… you don’t want me to go there to…”

“Stop talking so much and just go up and take a look! If you’re not satisfied, you can just come back down; it’s not like I’m forcing you!” Mother bit her lip, hesitant, hesitating for a long while as if a fierce struggle was happening in her heart… but in the end, she stood up and slowly walked toward the teaching building.

“That’s it, beauty, you’re such a good girl…” I praised her repeatedly, and my feet weren’t idle either, as I hurried toward the same destination. All the way, I exerted my full eloquence, speaking an endless stream of ambiguous, light, and lewd words, brazenly teasing her sexual desire…

“I’m here… I’ve reached the roof…” Five minutes later, Mother arrived at the top of the teaching building. Her curvaceous, delicate body stood there poised, the gentle breeze messing up her hair, making her look filled with an indescribable charm and allure.

I also quietly paced up to the rooftop, hiding behind a water storage tank about twenty meters away from her. Hearing her, I coughed and said with a lecherous smile, “Beauty, how is the environment there? I trust you won’t mind enjoying ourselves to our heart’s content for once?”

“Here? It seems… too open…” Mother said uneasily.

“How could that be? Today is a holiday; no one will come to the rooftop… As for those kids down below, who would be so bored as to keep turning around and looking up toward the building?” I spoke with great eloquence, persuading her softly: “This is the most ideal place to release your desires… Look, the weather is fair, the sky is blue above your head; being in such an open, nature-like place, the primitive instincts are awakening in your body… And the many students beneath your feet can satisfy that latent desire of yours to be peeked at, to be violated… Beauty, the conditions are so good, what are you still hesitating for?”

“Then… what should I do?” As usual, Mother could not resist my attack at all, asking with a blurred mind.

“First, take off your underwear for me!” I commanded briefly.

Mother obediently did as told—reaching her hand into her skirt, lifting a symmetrical, athletic pink leg, and slowly sliding down her underwear along with her stockings… I watched through the telescope without blinking… Heh, it was actually a pair of yellow lace thongs…

“Beauty, step out a bit more and lift your skirt higher… Do you have this feeling, as if the people of the entire city are looking up toward the spring scenery under your skirt, attempting to see your naked, mysterious private parts…”

“You… nuisance!” Mother scolded softly, but she could not help herself and took a few steps forward, walking all the way to the railing surrounding the roof… Truly a woman of lewd nature…

“Beauty, start masturbating!” I suddenly blurted out, surprising myself as the words left my mouth.

“What?” A shocked voice.

“Listen, I want you to spread your thighs, align your lovely vulva directly downward—right above the heads of these thousand-plus people—and masturbate!” I grit my teeth, deciding to go all the way.

“But… I…” Mother resisted weakly, her legs seeming to become soft and powerless, her body slowly sliding down along the railing.

“Stop making excuses! This is a great opportunity to indulge in plain sight without being discovered… Besides, you are already so wet; how can you not let it out?”

“You… you seduced me…” Mother sat back on the ground, panting for a while, and then her two white, beautiful legs suddenly parted to the sides, clamping onto one of the upright railings beside her… I was struck dumb.

“Oh—” The metal casing was likely quite cold; when the sensitive area of her crotch pressed against the railing, Mother couldn’t help but let out a low moan, her delicate body shuddering with a sudden chill. But she clearly adapted to the temperature quickly; her body gradually leaned backward, supporting herself on the ground with both arms, while her legs clamped the railing firmly between her groove, rubbing against it incessantly, as if it were already an unbearable itch… I gazed greedily at the beautiful sight before me, wishing I could see directly into the forbidden zone through her skirt, and it took a long while before I managed to speak with difficulty: “How is it? Beauty, how does it feel?”

“Oh… it feels so good… mmm… it’s killing me…” Mother moaned intermittently, her beautiful face contorted, revealing a lewd expression I had never seen before. Even though she was wearing a narrow skirt, I could completely imagine that her two firm butt cheeks had been parted left and right, like two hemispheres squeezing a crossbar in the middle! With the forward and backward swaying of her body, the pleasure continued to accumulate and increase…

Just then, a gust of wind blew over, and the short hem of her skirt fluttered upward, exposing more of Mother’s snow-white, round thighs. If someone in the square were to glance toward here, since the angle was from the bottom upward, they would definitely be able to see all of her most private secrets…

Thinking of this, a flash of inspiration suddenly struck me, and I blurted out, “Haha! Beauty, I finally see your slutty look with your bare buttocks!”

“Look… you bad boy… you’ve already looked… so many times anyway…” Obviously, Mother hadn’t understood what I meant; she thought I was flirting with her!

My mind raced, and I suddenly remembered a mark I had seen on “Xiao Jing’s” body in that first strange dream! If I wanted to verify whether she and Mother were truly the same person, now was the perfect time…

“Beauty, this time I truly saw it with my own eyes, I’m not just teasing you… Hee hee, it turns out you actually have a birthmark on your buttocks, it’s really so cute…”

Mother’s whole body shuddered, and she lost her voice: “You… how do you know?”

“Huh? Didn’t I tell you? You saw it with your own eyes just now…” Mother froze completely, her voice trembling. “How could you see me? Could it be… could it be that you are…”

“You guessed right, beauty. Actually, I’m right below you, enjoying a feast for the eyes while admiring you… No need to cover up, I’ve already seen everything clearly… Wow, such thick pubic hair, I can even see your anus, hahaha…”

“You shameless…” Mother cried out, feeling so humiliated she wanted to find a crack in the ground to crawl into.

Ignoring her, I doubled down, speaking more and more filthily: “…Such a slutty beauty, even her asshole is grown so prettily, contracting bit by bit out of shyness… Truly a slutty little hole, so delicate that even your husband hasn’t been able to look at it closely, yet now it has fallen into the eyes of a strange man like me…”

“Vulgar! Vulgar! Don’t say any more…” Mother shook her head desperately, her face showing a look of humiliated anger, yet her seductive body seemed as if hypnotized; under my lewd voice, she could not help but writhe, the amplitude of her swaying and rubbing becoming even greater and more frenzied than before…

“Yes, yes! Just like that… Beauty, you’re very quick to understand in this area, look at how slutty your posture is right now… I really want to rush to your side immediately and mate with you right here on the rooftop… Ahh…” My voice also rose in pitch.

“Oh… then hurry up and come here…” Mother seemed completely immersed in the pleasure, blurting out, “Where exactly are you… why can’t I find you…”

“Because you give me a very familiar feeling!” I said affectionately. “To be honest, you look very much like my mother… I lacked motherly love since I was a child, but from the first moment I saw you, I realized clearly that I could get some kind of compensation from you…”

“Is this your way of compensating me? Everything you’ve said to me has been so inappropriate… Could it be that you actually dare to speak this way to your own biological mother?”

“As for that… hee hee, my feelings for you aren’t that simple, of course,” I said shamelessly. “I want to get the motherly love I’ve been missing for so long, and I also want to satisfy my youthful desires…”

“Bah! The more you talk, the more ridiculous it gets!” Mother spat, her face flushing red as she said, “I am a full twenty years older than you, how could you have such indecent thoughts about me?”

“I can’t help it. Who told you to be so beautiful, full of the moving charm of a mature woman?” I continued to use my silver tongue. “When I called you mother just now, that was truly a natural outpouring of sincere emotion, you must believe me!”

Mother stopped speaking, her expression half-believing and half-doubting. She remained silent for a long time, as if thinking about something. Then, a barely perceptible smile appeared at the corners of her lips, and she said faintly, “Hey, tell me the truth, are you someone with a ‘mother complex’?”

“Maybe! That’s why I said my feelings toward you are very complex… Sometimes I feel the urge to violate you, making you submit beneath my crotch… but sometimes I long for your love and pity, just like your son, calling you mother with all my heart…”

“Don’t call me that!” Mother stamped her foot in annoyance, her face stern. “Mother is the most sacred title in the world, I won’t allow you to profane it…”

“Then, I’ll just call you beauty!”

“You have no manners, you should call me auntie…”

“Auntie doesn’t sound very good!” I said with a cheeky grin. “How about this, I’ll call you ‘beauty mother,’ alright?”

“I’m tired of talking to you!” Mother said crossly, “If my son were a rogue like you, I’d have to give him a thorough beating…”

I couldn’t help but shudder, and my buttocks actually began to ache faintly, as if her palm had just fallen upon them. After a long moment, I managed a smile. “How do you know your son and I aren’t exactly the same kind of person? With a beautiful and sexy mother like you, how could he not be tempted? Perhaps he’s been plotting things about you in his head for a long time!”

“Nonsense! My son is the most well-behaved! From the time he was small until now, he has always been obedient, as pure as a sheet of white paper! How could he have so many filthy thoughts?”

I laughed inwardly, coughed, and said, “But he has already reached the age where he is interested in women, hasn’t he? Hey, I don’t believe for a second that your son has never had indecent thoughts about you!”

“He hasn’t! He just hasn’t… do you think everyone is as shameless as you?” Mother said irritably.

“Hmm, think back carefully. Has he ever peeked at you while you were bathing or changing your underwear? Has he ever made any rude requests of you?”

Mother’s expression suddenly became somewhat strange. Perhaps, prompted by my reminder, she remembered the incident from over four years ago when I had made an attempt on her breasts… After several seconds passed, she denied it again: “No such thing… you guessed wrong!”

“Stop being stubborn; I can hear the guilt in your tone…” I said glibly. “Hehe, I can almost be certain how much your son longs to have a go with you…”

“Don’t talk nonsense…”

“He probably fantasizes about your naked body often, imagining himself hugging your stark naked body, then having sex with you…”

“Shut up! Shut up!” Mother suddenly cried out, her voice filled with disgust and anxiety. “If you keep talking nonsense, I’ll never speak to you again…”

“How is this talking nonsense?” I said leisurely. “If you pay attention, you’ll find that your son has grown up; he has a meat rod that is even thicker than his father’s… Something so good would absolutely make you feel like you’re in paradise; why let other girls have the benefit?”

“You… you’re vulgar…” Mother’s pretty face turned white and then red in succession, her plump breasts heaving sharply up and down. She shook her head frantically, as if trying to drive something out of her mind, but unfortunately, she simply could not…

“Just imagine it: a mother’s body being embraced by her son, the son’s penis inserting into her vagina from behind, hands reaching in front to touch the mother’s breasts. Under the son’s sexual stimulation, the mother moans incessantly, calling out her biological son’s name, telling him to hurry up and thrust into her wet, slutty hole… Just think, how exciting such a scene would be…”

“I don’t want to hear anymore!” Mother screamed with a trembling voice, abruptly hanging up the phone. She stumbled back a few steps, leaning against the railing, utterly powerless. Her eyes were filled with a complex mixture of shame and pain, and her long, well-proportioned legs were tightly entwined, the muscles in her thighs twitching slightly, as if she were struggling desperately within a violent whirlpool…

It wasn’t until the performance downstairs was nearing its end that Mother seemed to wake from a dream. She hurriedly picked up the stockings and panties that had fallen to the ground, clumsily putting them back on. Then, she slightly tidied her hair and hurried back along the way she had come to return to the crowd and sit down.

Looking at her from a distance, she seemed very exhausted, and there was an undisguisable panic between her brows. When talking with her colleagues beside her, she appeared even more absentminded, her gaze occasionally scanning the students passing by, as if she were secretly wondering about their true identities—wondering if one of them was that “Mr. Heart-Demon” who had spoken to her on the phone…

From that day on, the relationship between Mother and me underwent another subtle change. After she learned that I was merely a boy of ten-some years, her fear of me noticeably diminished, and the tone she used when speaking often consciously or unconsciously positioned her as the elder.

I could vaguely feel that her willingness to flirt with me on the phone and maintain this kind of hidden relationship was certainly because I held the evidence over her, but the more important reason was that she herself was gradually accepting—and even becoming addicted to—this stimulating, sinful game!

As for the way I addressed her, I formally changed it to “beautiful Mommy.” For the first few days, whenever she heard me call her that, she would always shout for me to stop in hatred, even threatening to hang up. But I remained cheeky, using a mix of softness and hardness, claiming it was a “slip of the tongue” and continuing to call her that with great enjoyment. Over time, she found she could do nothing about me, and since she grew accustomed to hearing it, she tacitly allowed my verbal audacity.

However, I was not satisfied; I sought ways to move one step further in the direction of “incest.” When she was aroused by me on the phone, letting out moans and gasps of excitement before reaching climax, I would quietly reduce the way I addressed her, unconsciously removing the word “beautiful,” leaving only the intimate call of “Mommy” on my lips.

Especially at the moment of her release, I would control the rhythm, and everything coming out of my mouth would be obscene language like, “Mommy, I’m fucking you,” or “Mommy, I’m going to cum”…

My goal was to make her clearly hear these taboo dirty words while simultaneously experiencing an irresistible, criminal pleasure. In this way, the concept of “incest” could subtly influence her, eventually completely eroding her mind and body…

Another half month passed. I secretly observed Mother’s every move; although I had no way of knowing her true thoughts, I keenly sensed that everything I had done had produced a certain effect. Mother’s originally deep-rooted, strictly ethical and pure heart had been impacted, to one extent or another!

For example, the way she looked at me became a bit strange. Her gaze often flickered and drifted, as if she were avoiding me, deliberately not meeting my eyes. Other times, she would steal a glance at my lower body, and then a flush of red would rise on her powdered face, and she would frown and stamp her foot in agitation, appearing very annoyed and hateful toward herself!

Clearly, she was striving to restrain and forbid certain thoughts from appearing. But human thought is the hardest thing to control; often, the more one wants to discard and forget, the easier it is for it to surface in the mind…

Although things were progressing smoothly and Mother, under my deliberate seduction, had already shown a tendency to be “grasped,” I still did not act rashly. I continued to cautiously disguise my intentions. I understood that at such a critical moment, if I were to easily reveal my lecherous true face, it would inevitably trigger Mother’s vigilance; one wrong move and all my previous efforts would be in vain.

On the contrary, by striving to maintain the appearance of a pure, childlike boy, I could instead relax Mother’s guard and let her sink into a psychological mire of self-reproach, guilt, and shame at being a mother. In this way, without me having to say a single word, she would painfully admit in her subconscious that she was simply not worthy of the sacred role of “mother,” and was only fit to be a promiscuous woman dominated by carnal desire…

After the final exams were over, summer vacation arrived. This evening, Father hurried through the door and announced a surprising piece of big news at the dinner table—he was going to New York, USA, on a business trip tomorrow!

“Is it that urgent? You’re leaving tomorrow?” Mother put down her chopsticks, her tone full of disappointment: “Couldn’t you just rest at home for a few days first?”

“There’s no way, the company headquarters is holding an emergency board meeting!” Father said helplessly: “I only just received the notice. I have to catch a flight to Beijing tomorrow morning, and immediately fly to America after getting my visa.”

“Then how long will you be gone this time?”

“It’s hard to say. After the meeting, there are still some tricky matters to handle. If all goes well, I’ll be back in two weeks; otherwise, it might drag on for three or four months!”

“Really, such a long time!” Mother curled her lip, her face unhappy: “For the past half year, which day haven’t you treated this home like a hotel? And now, you’re just not coming home at all!”

“Don’t be angry, wife! I’m doing this to provide for the family!” Father defended himself with a bitter smile: “Once I’ve earned enough money so that the three of us won’t have to worry about food and drink for the rest of our lives, I’ll resign immediately and accompany you full-time…”

“Hmph, sweet talk! Only a fool would believe that!” Mother said, unimpressed.

Listening from the side, I felt an unspeakable happiness in my heart. Father was leaving home! That meant that for a period of time ahead, there would only be me and Mother in the house… A lone man and woman sharing one roof, hehe, this was a rare and wonderful opportunity…

For me, wanting to possess Mother’s body, Father’s existence was absolutely a huge obstacle! Although he left early and returned late, and his shadow was barely seen, I could still feel his scent in every room at every moment! This made my whole body uncomfortable, and I even felt a bit of dread. Father’s image was like an invisible power of deterrence; as long as he was nearby, it was difficult for me to summon the courage to truly violate Mother.

Therefore, I must make good use of this precious time and employ thunderous methods to make Mother completely submit to me… Hehe, by the time Father returns, he will be surprised to find that Mother has already become a loyal plaything beneath my crotch, no longer possessing the strength to resist her son’s lewd power…

At night, I lay on the bed, tossing and turning for a long while, unable to sleep. Every cell in my body seemed to be in a state of extreme excitement. If my plan could succeed in the future, then today would be the last night my parents spent together as husband and wife! After this, I will replace Father and sleep in his big bed, making love with Mother as I please, and leaving hot, thick seed inside her body!

The deep affection of seventeen years as husband and wife might just be drawing to a close tonight! Yet, my parents have not yet realized that the crisis is approaching step by step… At this moment nearing departure, what would the two of them be doing in the bedroom? My curiosity was piqued, so I climbed up, tiptoed out of my room, and came to the outside of my parents’ bedroom to listen. Faint voices drifted out from inside.

“…Wife, do you still remember, we have a distant relative in America?” This was Father’s thick voice.

“You mean Uncle Zhi? We haven’t been in contact for many years…” Mother said with a realization: “Since you mentioned it, I had almost forgotten. How is he doing?”

“Not good at all! I heard he got cancer and is barely hanging on in the hospital; he might not have many days left!”

“Is that so? Then you should go see him. A lonely old man, how pitiful!”

“Fine, I’ll find time to go!” Father suddenly laughed, saying relaxedly: “However, he lives near the most famous red-light district in New York. Aren’t you afraid that I might stop by… hehe… to open my eyes a bit?”

“You dare!” Mother said angrily: “If you hook up with those disreputable women of the night, don’t think I’ll ever forgive you!”

“I’m just joking, why be so serious?” Father hurriedly apologized, even swearing that he would remain faithful and would never be tempted by the foreign women of the glamorous world.

Mother listened without giving a clear answer. For a long while, she remained silent; finally, she let out a faint sigh and said softly, “If you really go and mess around, there’s not much I can do… anyway, in the minds of you men, another woman is always better than your own wife…”

“Who says that? My wife is the best… Look, who else has such a beautiful face, such a perfect body? Even her skin is kept as smooth as a young girl’s…” Father praised her admiringly. From the bedroom, there was first the slight sound of the mattress shifting, then a low cry from Mother, and then it became quiet, with not a single sound coming from inside.

After a while, Father said lazily, “Turn off the light and go to sleep; we have to get up early tomorrow!”

“No, Hubby… it’s been so long since the last time… don’t be such a killjoy…” Mother murmured coquettishly, her voice carrying an undisguised longing and passion.

“I’m exhausted, we’ll talk about it later!” Father replied dismissively, letting out a yawn.

“You’re leaving tomorrow, who knows which day ‘later’ will be?” Mother pleaded piteously, “Come on, Hubby… I really, really want it… I want it so much…”

“But I’m really tired, I can’t find the energy…” Father said with some impatience, his attitude quite cold.

I listened to this and felt both annoyed and amused… this guy, born into bliss but not knowing it! A woman as beautiful as Mother actively begs you for sex, and he actually neglects her… If those pursuers who dream of gaining Mother’s favor and long for a single kiss of her lips heard this, they would be bursting with rage… However, this also shows that the “poison” I planted earlier was indeed very effective…

“Hubby, wait for me a moment, I’ll be right back… don’t you dare fall asleep…” Along with Mother’s reminder, I heard the sound of slippers sliding on the floor; she must be stepping into her shoes, preparing to get out of bed!

“Oh no!” In my panic, I made a quick decision and retreated along the way I came, but it was too late to return to my room. I had no choice but to crouch down behind the sofa in the living room. Just as I had hidden my body, the bedroom door opened. Mother walked over with light steps, not noticing me hiding in the dark, carrying a pile of clothes in her arms as she went straight into the bathroom.

“Damn! She’s taking a shower now!” I cursed in my heart. Hearing the sound of rushing water, I suddenly realized a fact—it seemed Mother was determined to have a go with Father tonight! She didn’t mind the trouble of bathing and changing clothes again, all for the sake of pleasing Father as much as possible! Perhaps she would even put on some fresh, bold programs to help him recover his vigor in bed!

“So, that means there’s a good show about to happen…” At this thought, my heart stirred. It felt as if I had vaguely grasped something important, but for a moment, I couldn’t clear the threads of the idea.

As I stayed still for a while, the sound of “snore… snore…” suddenly echoed in my ears. Listening closely, it was Father in the bedroom; he had already fallen asleep and was snoring in a steady, rhythmic manner. He probably really was exhausted, sinking into a dreamland before Mother could return!

I shrugged my shoulders and, as if possessed, crept back toward the bedroom. I carefully pushed open the door, which was only half-closed. Inside, only a pale purple bedside lamp was lit, emitting a dim, ambiguous, and soft glow. Father was lying on his side, clutching the quilt, sleeping soundly; he looked as though not even a clap of thunder could wake him!

If I could knock Father unconscious and move him outside to hide, and then I took his place on the bed and put out the remaining light, perhaps Mother would be fooled. In a state of total unawareness, she might give herself to me… Moreover, she would be the one actively teasing me; she might even be more passionate and flirtatious than a professional woman.

But that was just a fantasy; in reality, it was impossible! Even in absolute darkness, the moment our naked skin touched, I believed she would discover something was wrong…

I sighed in disappointment, feeling an itch I couldn’t scratch and feeling reluctant to leave. After hesitating for a moment, I steeled myself, walked silently into the bedroom, and quietly crawled under the bed.

Taking his place was impossible! However, tonight, I must see with my own eyes just how slutty Mother looks when she becomes aroused. What methods will she use to seduce a man…

About ten minutes later, Mother finally returned to the bedroom and closed the door. The feet in her slippers quickly moved to the bedside, and a fragrant scent of French perfume wafted over. It was as if it could trigger primitive lust; in an instant, my cheeks became hot and flushed.

She paused, letting out a dissatisfied, coquettish pout: “Hey! Wake up… didn’t I tell you not to sleep? Wake up quickly… you’re so annoying…” A slight vibration came from above; Mother was likely shaking Father’s body vigorously, trying to rouse him from his sleep.

“Stop messing around… honey, I’m so tired…” Father responded with slurred speech, seemingly still in a daze.

“Husband, look at me… just look at me once… please…” Mother clung to him relentlessly, using every bit of her persistence, showing a posture of not stopping until she achieved her goal… I couldn’t help but wonder, just what did she dress herself up as? Could it be…

“Sigh, alright!” Father finally couldn’t hold out any longer, sitting up with a bitter smile: “I really don’t understand what the hell you’re playing at? We’ve been husband and wife for over ten years… Huh?” He suddenly let out a surprised gasp, as if he had seen a beautiful sight that made his heart flutter…

I couldn’t resist wanting to poke my head out to see for myself, but in the end, I forced myself to suppress the impulse! This time was not like the previous time when I peeked at Mother changing clothes; right now, both parents were within arm’s reach, and the slightest carelessness would expose my hiding place…

“You… you’re…?” Father asked haltingly, his tone sounding somewhat abnormal.

“Silly, do you still need to ask?” Mother’s feet retracted, leaving only her slippers on the floor, as she said softly, “I dressed up specifically for you… Tell me, is it pretty or not?”

“Good heavens, you… you are truly too beautiful!” Father’s breathing grew heavy, and he made a greedy sound of swallowing saliva.

Mother giggled, cursing him coquettishly: “You silly thing!” Then she stopped speaking, and the room fell into a temporary silence, where only the sound of heavy breathing echoed…

Suddenly, Father let out an excited shout: “Ah… wife, what are you doing? Hey… hey… what’s gotten into you today? Oh… oh oh…”

An ominous premonition flashed through my mind, and I pricked up my ears to listen carefully. Then I captured it: amidst Father’s loud shouting, there was a mixed-in, very light, erotic “shloop, shloop” sound… I understood immediately, and anger surged up in my heart…

“Shameless slut, actually giving oral sex to another man right under my eyes!” The jealousy in my heart could no longer be restrained; I slowly crawled to the foot of the bed and risked poking out half my head! Instantly, the scene before my eyes nearly made my hot blood boil!

I saw Father reclining on the bed, his two hairy legs spread comfortably, and Mother was lying across the center of his legs, her pretty face almost pressed against his crotch, focused on licking the meat rod held in her lips… Although I couldn’t see the expression on her face, I could still imagine how hard she was working and how she was pleasing him, fearing that her service was not attentive enough…

This was the first time I had witnessed the way Mother performed oral sex; the way she knelt on the bed was truly seductive, impossible to reconcile with the sacred image of a “mother,” and then there was her choice of dress… Yes, it was only now that I noticed her clothing! In the dim light, I could clearly see that Mother was wearing a transparent sheer nightgown, and underneath, she wore nothing at all; her exquisite figure was displayed almost naked before my eyes—unfortunately, it was before Father’s eyes!

Looking from my angle, I could only see her fair, smooth back, which was as flawless as a piece of satin. Occasionally, when Mother shifted her body slightly or bent her waist, I would catch a fleeting glimpse of her full, charming breasts from beneath her armpits! The round, wonderful curves of those snowy-white globes trembled, obscenely exposed to her son’s gaze; if she were to turn just a little bit more, I would be able to glimpse those tender nipples I so longed for…

I unconsciously licked my lips, my gaze quietly shifting downward. What jumped into view was an extremely narrow black triangle panty! Two thin strings were tied in casual knots at her sides. Although the thin panties covered Mother’s seductive vulva, they were stretched to the limit by the support of her firm, plump buttocks, the edges already sinking into the fleshy muscle of her rear. What made my blood boil particularly was that the lower edge of the panties had also embedded itself deeply between Mother’s squeezed legs, forming a deep, dark valley.

“My god, here… there really is a mark here…” I suddenly spotted a small, pale birthmark on Mother’s right buttock! The small, delicate birthmark was like a piece of embroidery, exactly the same as the one on “Xiao Jing” that I had seen in that terrible dream…

Suddenly, my brain rang violently, and a sharp pain shot through my heart, as if I had personally been stabbed once again—even though Mother had already admitted to this birthmark on her body back on the school rooftop, seeing it with my own eyes now still left me feeling an indescribable sense of fear and shock!

Without a doubt, everything that happened in that dream must be real! Otherwise, how could I possibly know such a private secret about Mother? From the time I was small until now, she had always been dignified and conservatively dressed in front of me; it was impossible for me to have seen it “accidentally”—even though I often tried to peep at her naked body, I had never succeeded…

“Xiao Jing… Mother… you powdered faces… Father…” I gritted my teeth and murmured, every word harboring a bone-deep sorrow, jealousy, and rage: “No matter who you were in your past lives, or who you are in this life, I will make you pay for your sins!”

In that instant, I made a fierce resolution: I would do whatever it took to possess Mother’s body, to compensate for the unfulfilled wishes of my past life, and to make Father taste the agony of losing the woman he loved most.

The anger burning in my chest quickly transformed into a raging desire. I pulled out my already swollen flesh rod, rubbing it vigorously, my mind filled with perverted, evil lust, my eyes staring intently at the dog and bitch on the bed.

“Oh… ohhh… take it deeper… wife… you’re so good at this…” Along with Father’s comfortable humming, Mother quickened the pace, her head bobbing rapidly back and forth, the snowy white, round breasts in front of her swaying along with her, before being grabbed by Father, who squeezed and kneaded them wantonly in his palm.

My heart beat violently of its own accord, and a voice in my head screamed: “Mother… come lick mine… ahhh… use your fragrant tongue… lick your own son’s… Mother… you slut… one day I will conquer you, and you will also suck my penis for me…”

After a long while, Mother finally lifted her head, reaching out to rub her sore neck, and said in a shy, low voice, “Is that enough? It seems… there’s already some improvement!”

Father didn’t answer. Panting heavily, he suddenly flipped over, pressing her down beneath him, kissing her fragrant, beautiful body frantically. Mother groaned with pleasure, her long, naked jade legs spreading apart and wrapping tightly around Father’s waist.

“Mm… ah…” Just then, Father suddenly let out a low roar, his whole body shuddering as if having a cold chill, and then his body went rigid.

A few seconds later, he climbed off Mother with effort and let out a defeated sigh. In an instant, all sound vanished, and the room fell back into a deathly silence. After an unknown amount of time, Mother slowly sat up, numbly tidying her messy pajamas, her eyes filled with glistening tears, as if she were about to cry.

“Sorry, wife… I’m really sorry, I really… can’t do it…” Father said, holding his head in pain, his hoarse voice full of self-blame, guilt, frustration, and disappointment.

“Forget it, let’s sleep!” Mother said indifferently, her expression calm and aloof, as if nothing had happened. I didn’t dare look any further and hurriedly shrunk back under the bed, feeling a sense of relief and great pride.

Father, you deserve it for premature ejaculation! This is the result of your reckless ideas about Mother. Hehe, besides myself, I will not let any other man touch her again; even if they touch a single finger of hers, they will suffer the severest punishment.

The atmosphere in the bedroom became somewhat awkward. My parents both seemed to have become mutes; they silently and hurriedly tidied up, then each lay down in their respective sides of the quilt. Neither of them said another word, as if an invisible barrier had already emerged between them, and the lingering tenderness and affection they had shared before parting had completely vanished.

However, my own situation was not much better. Lying flat under the bed, I worried privately. I couldn’t exactly squat here for the whole night, could I? I had to find an opportunity to sneak away… Sigh, I’ll just have to wait until the two of them are fast asleep.

Time passed bit by bit. By the time it was the middle of the night and my eyes were almost too heavy to keep open, I heard Father’s snoring grow from soft to loud, from shallow to deep, until it gradually sounded like thunder. But Mother had clearly not fallen asleep; from time to time, the sound of her tossing and turning reached my ears from atop the bed.

“Oh no, could she be suffering from insomnia because she’s angry?” The more I waited, the more anxious I became, but I was utterly helpless.

After a long while, just as I was about to lose my patience, two elegantly lined calves suddenly draped over the edge of the bed. I was stunned; before I could even react, I saw Mother quietly get out of bed. Remaining barefoot with her pale, slender feet, she stepped softly toward the dressing mirror.

She gazed blankly at the reflection in the mirror. After a long period of time, her hands slowly reached to her chest, and through her pajamas, she supported her high, firm breasts, murmuring in a low whisper: “You spent so much effort… maintaining such a perfect figure… is it just to let it go to waste?”

No one could answer her. I only listened blankly, an indescribable feeling welling up in my heart. Recalling the last time Mother examined her face and figure in the mirror, her expression had been so joyful and happy, not at all like this current appearance of a resentful woman in her inner chambers.

Mother gave a bitter smile, her palms gently stroking her own body—her chest, her waist, her thighs, her full buttocks… Like the most lustful of men, she passionately caressed every most alluring and mysterious part of her delicate body. After a while, she seemed to have barely satisfied the passionate desire in her heart, and listlessly returned to sit by the bedside.

Father was still sleeping deeply. Amidst his deafening snores, Mother suddenly began to speak softly. Leaning over to gaze obsessively at Father, she said resentfully: “Sigh, it’s for the best to be apart for a while; let’s just treat it as… a test of the feelings between us as husband and wife… You must be able to withstand temptation… No matter what, you cannot betray your loyalty to the marriage… otherwise, we are finished…”

A strange feeling suddenly rose in my heart. These words of Mother’s didn’t seem to be spoken to Father! In her tone, there seemed to be endless hesitation, contradiction, and fear, as if she were talking to herself.

“…must not cheat! Listen, you must not think about those filthy things anymore, otherwise you really will fall…”

Hearing this, I became even more certain of my thoughts. Poor Mother; she had probably already used her keen female intuition to foresee that after Father left home, the defense line she had painstakingly constructed would eventually collapse, and she would sink completely into the abyss of carnal desire with no way out. That was why, tonight, with a complex psychology that was half atonement and half longing, she had attempted to ignite their passion to the maximum extent.

If they had successfully and enjoyably joined in union just now, and if Mother had been satisfied, she might have been able to continue “resisting” for a short while longer. Unfortunately, Father, who was not “up to the task,” had failed to cooperate, causing her painstaking efforts to go down the drain and sending the situation irrevocably down a path of no return…

In the silent night, Mother murmured for a long time, her voice gradually growing lower. I waited until her breathing also became regular and steady before I successfully “escaped” from the bedroom…

The next morning, Father set off carrying his simple luggage. While saying goodbye at the door, Mother clung to his hand reluctantly, repeatedly urging him to take care of his health, to get plenty of rest, and other tender words. As she spoke, perhaps touched by her thoughts, her voice actually became choked, and the rims of her eyes turned red.

“Wife, I’m only going on a business trip for two or three months, why are you crying like this?” Father hurriedly pulled out a handkerchief to wipe her tears, comforting her softly: “I will strive to come back early, don’t worry…”

Mother nodded silently and helped him close the car door, watching with her own eyes as the little car drove away in a cloud of exhaust. After the car had disappeared from sight, she still stood there quietly, gazing, without moving.

“Go back, Mother has already left!” I said, standing beside her, with a surge of uncontrollable wild joy in my heart! Hehe, from now on, I am the only man in the house… and soon, I will be the only man in Mother’s life…

“Xiao Bing, what are you grinning at?” Mother seemed to notice my strangeness and said with a hint of dissatisfaction: “Your father is going far away, and you didn’t even say a few caring words to him. You’re as cold as an outsider.”

I chuckled and defended myself: “You and he were clinging to each other, and you grabbed all the farewell words to say. What else could I have said to him?”

“He! He!” Mother rolled her eyes at me, “You didn’t even call him ‘Father,’ how impolite!” She turned and went back into the house to arrange the chores. Throughout the entire day, she didn’t speak much, appearing somewhat absentminded. Several times I tried to start a conversation to cheer her up, but I only received a few perfunctory responses.

Unexpectedly, after dinner that evening, Mother’s spirits seemed to suddenly improve. She swept away the slumped look of sorrow and grief, and a faint flush appeared amidst the paleness of her cheeks. As usual, she took a hot bath and pinned up her cloud-like black hair, revealing a section of her elegant neck, and made her entire body smell fragrant—and this familiar scent of perfume was precisely the expensive brand she had used when teasing Father last night…

“Xiao Bing, Mother is a bit tired today, so I’m going back to the room to rest. You watch television by yourself!” She gave a few simple instructions and, without waiting for my answer, slipped gracefully into the bedroom and locked the door.

I was stunned… this woman, ten-some hours ago she was still putting on an affectionate, teary-eyed look of longing; how could she become a different person the moment night fell? Could it be… that a person’s instinctive sinful desires can be temporarily suppressed under the bright sunshine, but explode with even greater intensity in the darkness of the night?

At ten o’clock sharp, I returned to my own room and calmly dialed the phone. After only one ring, the call was connected.

“Hello, it’s me…” I cleared my throat and asked bluntly: “I heard your husband went away on a business trip, is that right?”

“How did you know?” Her tone was surprised.

“I told you long ago, I understand everything about you perfectly!” I said flirtatiously: “Don’t forget, I’ve even seen your most private parts… such thick pubic hair… such a cute little asshole…”

“Don’t… don’t say it… ah ah…” Mother couldn’t help but let out a scream. She seemed to get excited particularly quickly tonight, a total slutty bitch…

“Now that your husband is gone, you must be feeling even lonelier, right? Why not open the door? I could sneak into your bedroom and guarantee to serve you in bed until you’re drifting between heaven and hell…”

“No!” Mother said tensely: “You can’t come… my son… is at home!”

“Then just let him join in! Anyway… he’s wanted to taste the flavor of his mother’s body for a long time…”

“Nonsense… if you keep talking wildly, I’m going to get angry…”

“Hehe, it’s just talk, don’t be so temperamental! Besides, don’t I also call you ‘Mother’? These few times we’ve roleplayed, haven’t we been playing the roles of ‘mother’ and ‘son’?”

Mother was suddenly speechless. After a while, she managed to say: “This is different… you aren’t my biological son…”

“Sigh, why do you have to care so much about blood relations? In today’s society, sons are maturing earlier and earlier, while mothers are maintaining themselves to be sexier and sexier. Occasional intimate contact between mother and son has already become a very normal thing…”

I continued to lobby her without sparing any effort: “If I were really your son, I would absolutely never let a mother as charming as you slip away…”

“What exactly are your intentions?” Mother suddenly interrupted me, saying displeasedly, “Are you trying to incite me to commit incest with my own son? To be struck by lightning as retribution?”

I was startled and hurriedly denied it: “No, I’m doing this for your own good…”

“For my own good?”

“Yes,” I calmed down, saying nonchalantly, “I have already sensed that only this way can bring you the greatest pleasure!”

“Absurd!” Her voice began to tremble.

“Stop deceiving yourself! I know that deep down in your heart you also have this longing, you’re just too shy and embarrassed to say it…” Without waiting for her to refute, I immediately changed the subject: “Alright, don’t let such a small thing ruin our mood! Tonight, just like before, I’ll act as the ‘son’…”

“No need! I’m not in the mood right now!” Mother said coldly.

“Then forget it!” I said indifferently. “Tonight’s activity is cancelled. Bye-bye!”

“Hey, you…” The voice on the other end of the phone suddenly became anxious. Clearly, Mother hadn’t expected me to be so “heartless,” cancelling a “program” that had lasted for several months just like that. Just as she was about to say something, I didn’t give her the chance and decisively cut the line.

This was a risky move, a psychological war I was playing with Mother. I wanted to force her, to make her understand that if she wanted to obtain pleasure, she would have to obediently play the current role and play this incestuous mother-son game with me. I believed she would definitely surrender to me…

The next day, I did not call to harass Mother; everything in the house was calm. On the third day, I remained motionless and took no action.

Mother began to lose her composure, her anxiety and restlessness becoming apparent. She obviously became more taciturn; the usual captivating spirit vanished from her eyes, and her face became so pale it was worrying. In just two short days, she seemed to have thinned quite a bit, and a hint of haggardness appeared in her features.

By the fourth day, Mother seemed to have given up hope. In the evening, she no longer hid in the bedroom early, but instead sat in the living room watching television. However, she wasn’t actually watching anything; she simply stared blankly at the screen, her mind elsewhere, her gaze stagnant and vacant, her spirit appearing quite dazed.

“Mother, what are you thinking about? You seem very unhappy!” I asked her tentatively.

Mother started, reached out to brush her beautiful hair, and said nonchalantly, “Thinking about what? Thinking about your father, of course! He hasn’t contacted me for several days.”

“Is that so?” I said casually. “Father’s work is very busy; you can take the initiative to contact him!”

“Sigh, forget it! Long-distance calls are very expensive, better to save…” Before she finished speaking, “Ring ring… ring ring…” a pleasant telephone ring suddenly sounded, piercing the silence of the night.

Mother froze for a moment, her gaze instinctively glancing toward the clock hanging on the wall. When she saw that the time was exactly ten o’clock, her beautiful eyes suddenly brightened, as if they had been injected with infinite vitality. She jumped up, rushed to the side table, grabbed the receiver, and said breathlessly, “Hello… hello, hello…”

The way her excited, delicate body trembled and her flustered manner left me stunned; then, thinking it over, I suddenly realized… Heh, it was exactly the time for “Mr. Inner Demon” to make his harassing call…

Slut, and you still dare lie and say you were thinking of Father! Humph, I see that besides a man’s cock, you can’t think of anything else in that head of yours…

Unexpectedly, at that moment, Mother’s voice suddenly plummeted, and she cried out in shock, “…Husband, it’s you!”

“It’s Father?” I was also surprised. I had barely just mentioned him, and here he was calling…

“You… why are you calling now? Didn’t you say you wouldn’t have any time in the evening…” Mother paused slightly, and her voice returned to normal, but a flicker of imperceptible disappointment crossed her face, and her eyes dimmed. There was no coquettish anger or flirting between husband and wife; it sounded like two strangers conducting a business conversation…

“Oh, Xiao Bing, your father wants to say a few words to you.” After a while, Mother handed the receiver to me and sat down lazily on the sofa.

I shrugged and took the phone. Before I could even offer a polite greeting, Father asked bluntly, “Xiao Bing, nothing happened with your mother, did it?”

“No,” I said carelessly.

“But her tone of voice was very strange today. No matter what I ask her, she’s indifferent…” Father said worriedly, “Son, do you think your mother is angry with me?”

“I can’t tell! But Mother just told me she misses you!” I said mockingly, making a face at Mother; she gave me a dissatisfied roll of her eyes, seemingly blaming me for being too talkative.

“Sigh, I will try to come back sooner. Help me take good care of your mother…” Father gave a few worried instructions before sighing and hanging up. One could imagine he must feel bad in his heart, but Mother clearly didn’t take it to heart; her mind was not on him at all…

It wasn’t until a week later that I dialed the home phone again at ten in the evening. As soon as she heard my strange voice, Mother immediately became agitated and incoherent, and actually couldn’t help but burst into tears.

“You still remember to come find me!” she sobbed, “I thought you had been hit by a car and died, you bad man!”

“What’s this ‘you, you, you’? You don’t even call me son!” I scolded her, then said with a grin, “Beautiful Mother, did you miss me? The days without me must have been hard to endure, right? Hehe…”

“Who said that? I didn’t remember you at all!” Mother finally stopped crying and said petulantly.

“You’re lying again!” I said in my usual frivolous tone. “Without me bringing you pleasure every night, I bet you can’t even sleep soundly!”

“Without your shameless harassment, I sleep more soundly than you can imagine!”

“Is that so? But I’m willing to bet that these past few mornings, when you woke up, you found your hand resting on your private parts, didn’t you?”

“How did you know…” Mother blurted out, but immediately realized she had let it slip, letting out a dissatisfied sound of reproach.

“Such a naturally promiscuous mother… what do you want your son to do? Do you want your son’s big cock?” I intentionally emphasized the word “son” in every sentence, so that she would slowly enter the role I had set for her.

“Bad son… you’re so annoying…” As expected, Mother’s attitude was completely different from before; there wasn’t a hint of anger in her tone, but rather it was like a lover acting spoiled.

“Say it: ‘Son, I want it! Fuck me hard!’ Say it!”

“Oh… son… bad son, I want it! I want it so much… fuck me… quick! Fuck me hard…” Before I could repeat it a second time, Mother began to murmur in a low, infatuated voice, her voice carrying an indescribable excitement. “Ah… it’s itching so badly, it’s killing me… I don’t care anymore, even if you really are my own son… oh… I’ll give my hole to you to fuck…”

She had probably been holding it in for too long, so she entered the state quickly. Her screaming became more and more soulful, and the words she spoke became increasingly obscene. That night, she reached orgasm four times in a row…

It had been nearly three weeks since Father left home. At first, he made overseas calls back every now and then, affectionately sharing his feelings with Mother. However, because his work was truly too busy, and combined with the time difference, his enthusiasm gradually waned, and the duration of the calls shortened significantly. Sometimes, after just a couple of simple greetings over the phone, he would hurriedly hang up.

Perhaps because she was sulking toward Father, Mother’s already weak will was further shaken. She became more enthusiastic than before about flirting and making love over the phone with “Mr. Heart-Demon.” The time they agreed to meet every night was moved forward by a full hour. As for the dirty words I spoke to her, she also seemed to like listening to them more and more; often, they would chat until the midnight bell tolled and she still felt reluctant to hang up.

I vaguely felt that Mother had already turned the phone harassment into a substitute for sex, using it to satisfy the emptiness of long-term deprivation. Moreover, through these continuous “intimate” conversations, she had developed a subtle psychological dependence on “Mr. Heart-Demon” to fill a certain void left by her husband’s departure.

In order to eventually achieve my goal of possessing her, I gave various hints over the phone, finding every way to “brainwash” Mother, linking her sexual urges to the obscene notion of “mother-son incest.” At the same time, I made preparations to carry out the fifth step of the conspiracy…

“Congratulations, your mother’s body is almost within your grasp!” Zhibin’s gloomy voice seemed to echo in my ear once again. “In the next stage, you must intentionally or unintentionally expose your lower body in front of her, letting her frequently glimpse your sexual organ. But before that, you must first stop providing her with porn and cut off all telephone contact with her…”

“In this way, she—who has already become accustomed to seeing obscene images and hearing filthy words every day, relying on the intense impact of sight and sound to obtain pleasure—will inevitably feel a great sense of discomfort! She will subconsciously seek out new sensory stimulation… In such a situation, if she sees that thick, vigorous meat stick of yours, full of masculine characteristics, a shock of surprise like ‘long-awaited rain hitting parched land’ will surely sweep through her entire body in an instant, leaving an indelible, deep impression…”

“After that, the illusory phallus she originally imagined in her mind will be replaced by this real, tangible meat stick before her eyes. Even if she knows you are her own biological son, she will be unable to cast it out…”

“Beautiful Mother, tonight is the last time we will be entwined!” That evening, after Mother’s breathing gradually calmed down, I suddenly blurted out these words.

“What?” For a moment, Mother didn’t react.

“This is the last time I will harass you! Starting tomorrow, you can escape this sea of bitterness and return to the normal life you had before you met me!” I said indifferently.

“You’re joking, right?” Mother didn’t take it seriously. She let out a “puchi” laugh and said reproachfully, “You little pest, if you were actually willing to return to the right path and let me go, the sun would have to rise from the west!”

“I’m telling you the truth!” I sighed, saying bitterly, “I didn’t get into college. I have to go to another city to work and earn money. I’m taking the train tomorrow.”

There was silence on the other end of the phone. After a long while, Mother said in a low voice, “Even if you go to another city, you… you can still call!”

“I’m afraid not… whether in terms of finances or energy, I no longer have the capacity to afford it!”

Mother was silent for a long time again, murmuring, “Gone, you’re leaving too… just like my husband, leaving the moment you say you’re leaving… you men, every single one of you has no conscience…” Her voice was resentful and miserable, sounding somewhat distraught.

I gave a dry laugh and said, “Eh? Haven’t you always hated me? Almost every day you tell me to get lost. Why are you suddenly reluctant to let me go?”

“Who’s reluctant to let you go? I can’t wait to never hear that disgusting voice of yours again!” Mother said hatefully, her voice carrying a complex emotion of both love and hate.

“Sigh, Mother, I’m doing this for your own good!” I said softly. “Our relationship cannot go on like this, unclear and undefined, forever. It’s like walking on the rim of a volcano… since you aren’t willing to let me have you, then I have no choice but to withdraw…”

Mother seemed unable to control herself, suddenly crying out: “All of you have withdrawn, then what about me? What am I supposed to do from now on?”

Her voice was full of despair, and there was a slight sob in it. In this moment, the mask she had worn for so long finally shattered. She was nothing more than a weak woman who needed a man’s tenderness and comfort, who needed sex to nourish her.

I paused for a moment, testing her. “Besides me, don’t you still have another son?”

“You mean Xiao Bing? No… that won’t do…”

“Why won’t it do? I’m not telling you to actually go and fuck him!” I comforted her. “Just like you and me—we talk about it with great passion, but in reality, nothing happens. What’s the big deal?”

“But, I… Xiao Bing and I are biological mother and son, after all…” Mother said hesitantly, but her tone was not very firm.

Feeling a secret joy in my heart, I hurried to say, “Listen to me. While he is sleeping, take a secret look at his cock. I’m certain you will have an unexpected harvest! And then…”

“Then what?” She seemed to swallow, her breathing becoming rapid again.

“Then just boldly spread your legs and masturbate to his cock!” I said with a chuckle. “As long as he doesn’t notice, you haven’t violated social norms, yet you enjoy the ultimate pleasure. Why not?”

Mother gave a vague “mm,” her voice trembling. “Is it really okay? Is it really… okay to do that? To secretly look at one’s own son… secretly look at his… cock…”

“Of course it is!” I said, emphasizing every word. “Remember, do not hide your desires anymore; that is a great torture for you… Alright, I have to say goodbye to you. I wish you a happy life in the future!” After speaking, I hung up without looking back. Gazing at the phone gripped in my palm, I knew in my heart that this was the last time I would use it. From now on, it would vanish from the human world forever, together with “Mr. Heart-Demon”!

A few days later, early one morning, exactly at seven o’clock, I was startled awake by a pre-set alarm. I got out of bed and opened the bedroom door, then lay back down on the bed, pricking up my ears to listen to the movements outside the door. According to habit, Mother would be getting up soon to prepare breakfast. I was precisely waiting for such a moment to carry out my plan…

About three or four minutes later, the sound of light footsteps came from outside; obviously, Mother had left her bedroom and was approaching my room. I hurriedly lifted the quilt to reveal my lower body and shifted my underwear slightly, pulling my already engorged and erect penis out from the seam of the pants, letting it point straight up into the air!

Just as I finished these movements, Mother’s figure appeared at the door. She had not yet dressed or put on makeup, her flowing hair hanging loosely over her shoulders, and her seductive body wearing only tight-fitting underwear and shorts. Seeing that my bedroom door was actually open, Mother could not help but stop in her tracks in surprise.

“Xiao Bing!” she called out softly… I hurriedly pretended to be fast asleep, making steady breathing sounds through my nose, while peering through the gaps of my fingers to secretly observe her!

“Really, not even remembering to close the door, what if you catch a cold?” Mother complained to herself. Reaching out to grab the handle, she was just about to pull the door shut when her gaze unintentionally swept over my body… Suddenly, her delicate body shuddered violently, and she froze completely, her lips parting into an “O” shape in surprise, and the muscles on her blushing face seemed to stiffen…

My heart thudded, as I nervously watched Mother’s reaction. I remembered that half a year ago, I had tested her like this; unfortunately, at that time, Mother’s heart had no impure thoughts, and she had only shown a mother’s tenderness toward her son. However, after so much “training” from me, would the situation be different this time? To tell the truth, I still didn’t have the slightest certainty…

Time passed bit by bit, and I gradually became a bit impatient, but Mother remained standing there without moving an inch, staring straight at me as if she had become a clay statue. Only, a flush of red quietly rose on her cheeks, and the area grew larger and larger, almost covering her entire pretty face…

After a long while, Mother suddenly withdrew her gaze and shook her head vigorously, her expression very hesitant and pained. Panting slightly, she murmured something unknown to herself, and her body swayed as she sat down, sitting right there on the cold floor by the door.

“Masturbate! Mother!” I shouted excitedly in my heart, “Quick, masturbate to your own son’s penis… you slutty mother, stop pretending to be reserved… masturbate! I know you want to do it…”

As if hearing my shout, Mother frowned slightly. Her hands trembled as she reached inside her pajamas, slowly stroking her own body. At first, she was somewhat nervous, her movements awkward and stiff, as if she were afraid at any moment of waking me. But after a while, seeing that I remained fast asleep, she put her mind at ease; not only did her expression settle, but her posture became bolder and more wild!

Mother’s jade-like body lay sprawled, her two fair, plump, beautiful legs swaying restlessly; one moment they curled and pressed together, the next they opened wantonly… At the same time, her right hand reached inside her panties, tirelessly rubbing between her legs, as if it were itching unbearably.

Before long, Mother became increasingly excited. She gazed at my meat rod without even blinking, her face full of longing and admiration. Although she bit her lip hard, weak “ngh, ngh” sounds still escaped her throat; to my ears, every sound was like a booming war drum, making my hot blood boil!

Slutty woman, she has finally lost herself to her nature! At this moment, I believe there is no longer any mother-son morality in her head; all she thinks of is the naked coupling between a man and a woman…

I peeked at Mother greedily. She was breathing hurriedly, one hand stroking her lower body while the other hand kneaded her high, supple breasts. Unconsciously, her underwear had been pushed up from bottom to top, revealing a wide, dazzling expanse of her white waist.

Her bra had also loosened and fallen, leaving the lower half of her full breasts exposed! Whenever the amplitude of Mother’s movements became more intense, those two round, snow-white mammary spheres seemed to scramble to break free from their constraints, bouncing up and down with the movement of her arms, leaping happily beneath the half-covering of her underwear.

“If I suddenly woke up right now, what would happen?” Thinking of this, I couldn’t help but feel eager, wishing I could immediately jump up and tear through Mother’s disguise to see how she would maintain her dignity as a mother under such circumstances…

Yes, I wanted to ruthlessly mock her lewdness and shamelessness, appreciating her expression of shame as she found no place to hide… and then use my thick meat rod to plug into her charming vagina, giving her a harsh lesson…

However, I could not do that! That lingering ghost, Brother Zhibin, had repeatedly warned me beforehand that the current timing was not yet mature. What a joke, exactly when would it be considered “mature”? Couldn’t he see that Mother was already consumed by the fire of desire, with blazing flames burning in her eyes, her beautiful pupils containing nothing but a craving for carnal pleasure?

Should I strictly execute the established plan, or should I “adapt to the circumstances”?

Before I could consider further, Mother, who had been in a state of high excitement, reached her climax. She pressed the back of her head against the wall, her delicate body twisting wantonly like a water snake. Her protruding, plump buttocks twitched a few times habitually, and then she slumped down exhausted…

A faint, sour scent wafted through the air, carrying an indescribable aura of lewdness… A few seconds later, Mother, her passion released, let out a long, low sigh. Her face bore an expression of emptiness and numbness as she wearily propped up her body to leave. When she turned around, I discovered a circle of wet stains on the hem of her nightgown, and the groove between her two mounds of buttock flesh was clearly imprinted!

Gazing at that deep, infinitely seductive buttock crack, I knew that I was not far from success—perhaps only a single step away…

That evening, Mother’s attitude toward me suddenly became very gentle and considerate. She went into the kitchen to prepare a sumptuous lunch, and personally poured me some home-brewed rice wine, coaxing me in a soft voice to drink a few more cups, while frequently helping me wipe the beads of sweat from my forehead… This was the kind of treatment that usually only Father could enjoy! I immediately felt myself floating; after only two cups, I began to lose my sense of direction.

Perhaps it was the catalysis of the alcohol, but my courage grew bolder and my eyes became more daring than usual. I gazed greedily at Mother’s delicate face, her seductive posture, and her exquisite, curving figure. The more I looked, the more I felt she was beautiful beyond words, and I couldn’t help but fall into a daze!

“Little brat, what are you looking at? How annoying!” Mother, unable to withstand my gaze, gave me a slight, annoyed glare and lowered her head with a hint of shyness. That look was truly as moving as could be, like lovers flirting, with a faint spring desire hidden between her brows and the corners of her eyes!

“Of course… I’m looking at you, Mother! You are the most captivating woman in the whole world…” I said, half-joking and half-serious, “If it were possible, I’d really want to marry Mother as my wife…”

“Nonsense! You’re a big boy now, yet you still talk like a child!” Mother put down her chopsticks and glanced at me, saying with a half-smile, “If you married Mother, then what would happen to Father?”

“Who cares! I don’t care about all that!” Borrowing the strength of the wine to pretend to be drunk, I leaned my body against Mother’s, acting spoiled. “Mm… Mother, I want to marry you! I really do… promise me, okay? I beg you, this is the first time I’ve ever confessed my love to a girl…”

Mother let out a “pu-chi” laugh and reached out a loving hand to gently stroke my head. Leaning in her warm embrace, feeling her soft body and waist, smelling the faint fragrance emanating from her skin…

I was completely intoxicated, my head resting comfortably between Mother’s protruding breasts, enjoying the fine wine and food she fed into my mouth. I truly wished I could maintain this position of intimate contact for a lifetime, and never be apart…

After dinner, I was so drunk that I could not even walk. In a blur, Mother supported me and helped me lie down in my room. Not only did she take off my clothes for me, but she also meticulously massaged my aching temples, softly humming a song… I felt as though I had returned to my childhood, sleeping carefree in a cradle, entering the land of dreams with a peaceful smile…

But for some reason, before long, I suddenly woke up! Opening my bleary eyes, I saw the alarm clock on the bedside table pointing to “eight ten,” yet I was lying in the room alone. Mother had probably quietly left after I fell asleep!

“What’s going on?” I sat blankly on the bed, feeling an inexplicable sense of unease in my heart, as if some strange force was closing in on me!

It was entirely an instinctive intuition; I couldn’t say what the reason was… I pondered for a moment, dragged my heavy body out of bed, and walked with unsteady steps to the door. Just as I was preparing to open the door, I suddenly heard the faint sound of voices coming from outside. I leaned in to listen carefully, and a gentle, kindly voice entered my ears!

“Madam, you must make a decision quickly. Right now, we have reached a critical turning point; if you delay any further, I fear there will be a disaster of blood!”

I nearly jumped up in shock! This… this voice was so familiar, wasn’t it that strange old man I encountered on the street a few months ago? Strange, how did he find my house? Could it be… is he really an old acquaintance of my parents?

Astonished and somewhat nervous, I hurriedly opened the door just a crack and peered into the living room. Sure enough, it was that old man. He was still wearing those faded, washed-out old clothes, sitting upright on the sofa with his back to me.

Mother was sitting opposite him, her face full of misery, her pink neck lowered in silence. After a long while, she said in a low voice, “Master Yun, speaking of it, I have wronged him… Back then, he worked so hard and suffered so much to earn money to put me through university… in the end, he died at the hands of my husband and me, and he died so miserably…”

Her words were soft, but to me, they were like a bolt from the blue, making my heart boom with a crash… She finally admitted it! I finally heard Mother admit it with her own mouth! So that nightmare was actually true; many years ago, Brother Zhibin really died by Father’s “accidental killing” while attempting to molest Mother!

Master Yun said indifferently, “Seventeen years ago, this old man told you that the ghost of that violent death was destined to be reincarnated as your biological son! Furthermore, from the day this infant was born, he would possess all the memories of his previous life…”

Mother argued feebly, “But all these years, Xiao Bing has been a perfectly normal child… he has never remembered anything that happened in his previous life…”

“That is because back then, this old man used a spell to draw Zhibin’s consciousness out of his brain and seal it inside this pure bottle!” Master Yun said coldly. “But as you just saw with your own eyes, the talisman on the bottle was intentionally destroyed! This means those memories of the previous life have already slipped back into your son’s mind, and are currently reviving bit by bit!”

Mother gazed blankly at the floor, talking to herself, “If… if Xiao Bing really remembers everything from his previous life, what would the result be?”

Master Yun let out a long sigh and said pityingly, “The result would naturally be catastrophic… He would fall into a state of schizophrenia. Most of the time he would know he is your son; but under certain stimuli, he would unconsciously revert to his ‘previous life’ identity, and develop a crazed desire for possession and thoughts of revenge toward you, just as he spoke of before he died…”

Mother couldn’t help but shudder, her face turning deathly pale as she murmured, “This is too terrifying… simply too terrifying…”

Master Yun reminded her, “Actually, this process has already begun… Have you not noticed that over these past few months, some of your son’s behavior has been improper? For example, has he ever done anything outrageous, something that does not fit the status of a child?”

“Outrageous… behavior?” Mother repeated in a murmur, a look of fear suddenly flashing in her eyes. She said with a trembling voice, “You mean, my son’s… that kind of physiological phenomenon this morning, was actually… was actually…”

“Correct, this is the result of his physical body being manipulated by the ‘previous life’!” Master Yun said in a heavy tone. “If left to develop, your son’s mind will eventually be completely replaced by the ‘previous life,’ and he will become a puppet in appearance only…”

The more Mother heard, the more frightened she became. Her entire body began to shake uncontrollably, and she sobbed, “Master, please show mercy and save us once more… Xiao Bing is my own flesh and blood. I do not need him to remember the past; I only need him to be my good son… to forever be my precious son…”

“This old man understands your feelings, however…” Master Yun paused and said with a sigh, “Sigh, the cause of the previous life is the effect of this life! Back then, Benefactor Zhibin truly died a wrongful death, and that full heart of resentment has accumulated until today! Its intensity is such that even this old man is not fully confident he can resolve it.”

“Then what should be done?” Mother became even more panicked, sounding lost.

“In this old man’s opinion, you must give him some compensation, allowing him to fulfill his lifelong wish!” Master Yun said thoughtfully. “In this way, the resentment can dissipate by a great deal, and then this old man can employ my ultimate secret technique to make these memories of the previous life—which should not have returned—disappear completely!”

“Lifelong wish?” Mother paused, blankly, then she understood. Her pale, pretty face suddenly flushed red, and she said anxiously, “But he is occupying my son’s body. To do such a thing… wouldn’t that be… wouldn’t that be incest?”

“I will stop him at the critical moment… but if he is not willing to taste some sweetness, how can this resentment be allowed to dissipate?” Master Yun said with a hint of helplessness. “Aside from this, this old man cannot think of any other way… whether you are willing to sacrifice yourself to save your son is for you to decide!”

Mother distressedly twisted the corner of her clothes, her eyes showing a confused and blank look, clearly conflicted to the extreme. After hesitating for a while, she suddenly bit her lip, a determined expression appearing on her face, and she said resolutely, “What mother would not save her child? Master, I will disregard everything; let us do as you say!”

Listening to this, my nose felt sour, and I was so moved that I almost shed tears… People say that maternal love is the greatest and most selfless emotion in the world; today I have truly experienced it. Unfortunately, this emotion cannot overcome carnal desire, and it is being trampled upon bit by bit by myself…

Master Yun nodded and said slowly, “If nothing unexpected happens, the bottle of medicinal liquor you gave your son to drink at noon has temporarily suppressed his nature! Once this old man has recited the incantations and performed the spell, Zhibin’s consciousness will be awakened by my mantra, leading his physical body to come here… However, at that time, I must temporarily withdraw so as not to alert him, so you will have to face him alone…”

Master Yun said solemnly, “Now, go and bathe and use incense; come back after you have washed away the dust. Hmm, one more thing: in order to let that evil desire of the ‘previous life’ be vented from Xiao Bing’s body as quickly as possible, it would be best if you, Madam, changed into a set of… ‘bold’ clothing, and try your best to please him. Only then can he be led into the trap in the shortest time… Additionally, throughout the process, if you can falsely use your beauty to entice him and flatter him to make him lose his guard, this old man’s chances of success will further increase… Remember to follow his wishes in everything; whatever you do, do not anger him! You can rest assured that at the critical moment, this old man will step in to save you…”

Mother did not say a word; she only remained silent.

In this instant, I almost wanted to abandon my shameless dream, rush out to kneel at Mother’s feet, and weep as I confessed my sins to her! To tell her that everything was a conspiracy of her own biological son… But before my foot could even lift, an evil thought suddenly surged into my mind, and it took control of every cell in my body…

Regardless of who this old fogey is, whether he is a fraud playing tricks or a truly accomplished master, it does not matter to me! What matters is that according to his ‘exorcism’ plan, Mother must submissively let me bully her! This is a once-in-a-thousand-years opportunity…

My heart pounded with excitement. Stealing a glance, I saw that Master Yun had already stood up and begun busying himself in the living room—setting up an altar, hanging the yellow curtains and talismans he had brought with him, and lighting several sticks of incense in the corner. Once the preparations were complete, he sat cross-legged on a prayer mat, closing his eyes and bringing his palms together. He began to chant sutras in a low voice, looking every bit the solemn and sacred figure of a master.

Looking at his ridiculously earnest expression, I shook my head inwardly, and my distrust of him deepened by a few more degrees. After a moment, Master Yun suddenly opened his eyes. He picked up the white jade vase beside him and pulled out the stopper at the bottom; in an instant, a grey-white powder poured out, falling entirely onto the yellow cloth previously spread over the altar, forming a small dune of sand.

I stared blankly, my heart filled with a mix of emotions. This must be Brother Zhibin’s ashes. Such a pitiful person—even after death, his soul had to be locked in a dark, sunless vase by this damn master. But the ghost had finally escaped the cage, and had attached himself to me, his “descendant.”

Master Yun scooped up a handful of ashes and began to chant a spell in a low voice. The mechanical, wooden tone of his voice seemed to have a hypnotic effect, as if it were drifting in from another world, making the listener feel drowsy. As he chanted, he let the ashes slip through his fingers, then scooped up another handful. I watched, growing impatient, and my eyelids gradually became heavy.

Suddenly, something shocking happened! I discovered that my wrist was slowly lifting; it reached for the handle and pulled open the bedroom door. Yet, my brain had clearly not issued any such command.

Before I could even react, my legs took it upon themselves to step out of the room, dragging my heavy footsteps toward the living room. The feeling was indescribably terrifying—it was as if I were being pinned down by a nightmare in my sleep, or as if some invisible, mysterious power had replaced my brain and taken control of my body, while my own consciousness was forcibly pushed to the side!

“How… how can this be?” I was terrified, instinctively mobilizing every nerve in my brain, attempting to regain command over my body. But no matter how hard I tried, my legs stubbornly walked forward, completely disobeying the orders of my brain.

Could it be… that Master Yun wasn’t just bragging, and had actually summoned Brother Zhibin’s consciousness, allowing him to take over my body? Would I instead be expelled, becoming a “lonely ghost” with no physical body to return to?

Shivering with dread, I hurriedly engaged in a bitter struggle with this invisible opponent. But by the time I had mechanically crossed the entire living room and sat down on the sofa, I still could not control my own actions. I was both terrified and frightened; exhausted, I could only despondently give up the struggle.

Master Yun did not even glance at me, quietly rising and leaving. In the spacious hall, only the sound of my own breathing echoed; the wind blew against the yellow curtains, making a “shala-la” sound, and the atmosphere became extremely eerie. A deep chill rose in my heart, yet my mind was a complete blank…

After an unknown amount of time, the sound of crisp footsteps rang out, and Mother, having finished her bath, finally appeared in my line of sight! I lifted my head involuntarily, gazing intently at her. Unexpectedly, upon this look, my mouth flew open and my eyes nearly fell out of my head!

This… is this what is called “bold” clothing? Strictly speaking, what was currently worn on Mother’s body could hardly be called a piece of clothing! That which covered her mature, perfect body was more like a hollowed-out, transparent fishing net! Pure black networked crisscross lace outlined Mother’s charming curves and contrasted against her snow-white, creamy skin, creating a very powerful visual impact!

However, what attracted my gaze even more were Mother’s high, protruding breasts; there, even the “fishing net” was gone. There were only a few thin silk ribbons wrapped around her naked breasts like bindings, barely covering the areolae and nipples at the tips.

With every step she took, those two round, swollen, and full snow-white milk balls seemed to shake with a rhythmic sense in front of her chest, forming a unique cadence.

As for the attire on Mother’s lower body, it was equally blood-boiling! Her well-proportioned, slender jade legs were bare; a tiny G-string was practically nonexistent, exposing most of the two firm mounds of buttock flesh. Beneath the fabric of the triangular area between her legs was a plump, full protrusion…

I felt my vision go dark and my brain dizzy, as if heaven and earth were spinning before me… Was this woman walking toward me truly my biological mother? Was she really that elegant, noble, and reserved mother who always wore tasteful clothing?

In the past, even if I were killed, I would not have believed this scene—my pure and ethereal beauty of a mother, actually dressing in such a lewd and provocative manner! Although her face still hid an expression of shame and awkwardness, and her eyes flickered with the light of miserable tears, it could not stop me from feeling contempt and disdain for her…

In a daze, Mother had already walked with difficulty, stepping haltingly to the entrance of the living room. Seeing me staring at her without blinking, Mother’s pink cheeks instantly turned red with shame. Her arms subconsciously guarded her important parts, and she scolded gently:

“Xiaobing, you… what are you looking at? Your eyes are not being honest…” Before her voice fell, my throat made several gurgling sounds, and I suddenly let out a terrifyingly strange laugh, saying sinisterly: “Hello, Xiao Jing… it has been eighteen whole years, we finally meet again!”

As soon as those words came out, Mother screamed as if she had lost her mind; the blood drained completely from her pretty face, and her entire body began to shake hysterically… I felt as if I had been struck by lightning, the hairs on my body standing on end, every single strand of hair on my head bristling…

This… this voice was not my own! This was clearly the voice that had spoken to me in my dreams, the voice from that “previous life”! Whether it was the pitch, the tone, or the volume, there was no difference at all! So, was I now “possessed by a ghost,” or had I developed a dissociative identity disorder?

My thoughts were a chaotic mess, and my senses seemed to lose their usual sharpness, becoming blind and deaf… By the time I snapped back to consciousness, Mother had already collapsed on the floor as if she had broken, looking at me in extreme terror, her lips trembling with fear as she struggled to force out a few words: “Zhi… Brother Zhibin…”

Amidst the shock, I discovered that I had completely lost control; the various parts of my body were “rebelling” one after another, and my brain had become a commander with no soldiers—in other words, I was now nothing more than a complete “puppet”!

“How dare you even call my name, you slut!” A voice that did not belong to me at all squeezed through my teeth, speaking in a strange, eerie manner, “All these years, I have thought of you every single moment! Thinking of your beauty, your ruthlessness, and your ingratitude… You didn’t expect it, did you? Although I died, a sliver of my soul was able to remain intact, persisting until this moment of reunion with you…”

This voice was deep, hoarse, and raspy, carrying a venomous hatred that seeped into the marrow, as if it were transmitted directly from the darkest depths of hell; it was hair-raising to hear! Mother trembled all over in fear, the blood instantly draining from her face, as she said incoherently: “I… I didn’t… intentionally harm you… Why… why are you still haunting me… for what?”

“Very simple, I want to take back what I am owed!” I glared with bulging eyes, baring my teeth and speaking viciously, “You should still remember, May 8th, 1984, the day I lost my life—what I said to you as I was dying…”

Without waiting for her answer, I repeated the words from that year, one by one: “This grudge… I will have my revenge one day… Even if I become a vengeful ghost… I will not… let you off!”

“Don’t!” Mother began to cry in terror, pleading through her tears in broken fragments: “Brother Zhibin, let me go… let my son go, I beg you… As long as you are willing to show mercy, I… I will do whatever you want…”

I listened indifferently, feeling the muscles in my face grow stiff, as if I were completely unmoved by Mother’s sobbing. I said flatly, “It may be possible for me to let you go, but you have to agree to one condition!”

“Really? What condition?” Mother asked impulsively, a hint of surprise and joy in her voice. But as soon as the words left her mouth, she seemed to suddenly realize my intention; a flush of red blossomed on her bloodless cheeks, only to immediately fade back to a ghastly white.

My hand rose like that of a marionette, pointing toward the high bulge in my crotch. Then, beckoning to her, I said impassively, “Come here… do exactly what you did back then!”

Mother hesitated for a moment, then nodded through her sobs. Slowly, obediently, she lowered herself and lay flat on the floor, her long limbs supporting her snow-white, translucent body as she crawled toward me using both hands and feet. Her movements were wretched, stiff, and unnatural, her eyes brimming with tears of humiliation.

I could hardly believe my eyes; how similar all of this was to what happened in that nightmare. The only difference was that in the dream, “Xiao Jing” was still a young girl in the bloom of youth, her entire being radiating a sense of freshness.

But as for the Mother before me, the years had refined her into a sexy, voluptuous, middle-aged beauty. Every gesture naturally exuded a mature charm that instinctively stirred a male desire for conquest.

From the living room door to the sofa was a short distance of only four or five meters. Yet at this moment, for Mother, this distance might as well have been the ends of the earth. Her face was full of shame and terror as she crawled mechanically across the floor, her two round breasts hanging down and swaying slightly with each forward movement; her plump, fleshy buttocks tilted upward, swaying back and forth as she shifted forward. She looked like a slutty bitch—and one that was wagging its tail and begging for its master’s favor! I watched with wide eyes, my heart in a state of chaos and my mind completely empty of any thought. The only thing I could feel was my cock hardening in my pants, growing harder and harder.

Soon, Mother crawled to the front of the sofa and knelt submissively at my feet. She did not even dare to lift her head, her round, naked shoulders trembling slightly, looking for all the world like a docile lamb waiting for my judgment.

“Come closer,” I said coldly, standing up with a stiff expression. “Aren’t you going to take the initiative to help me take off my pants, just like you did back then?”

Mother dared not disobey. With two tear stains on her pretty face, she silently knelt toward me. With trembling hands, she undid my belt, and the pants immediately dropped from my waist, falling at my feet. Then, she slowly pulled down my tight-fitting underwear…

My already erect penis suddenly sprang out, pointing straight up into the air like a giant cannon. Mother let out a gasp and almost instinctively looked away, her pink face flushing as if it had been smeared with rouge, her entire body slumped helplessly on the floor.

“Lift your head! I want you to look closely at this tool for making a living!” I commanded loudly.

Thinking that I could actually expose my lower body so openly and flaunt my masculine organ in front of my own biological mother, an extremely evil pleasure suddenly surged up, permeating every part of my body…

Mother, however, was so ashamed that even her neck had turned completely red. She barely lifted her eyelids and awkwardly shifted her gaze over. When the shadow of the sturdy meat rod leaped into her pupils, I noticed a flicker of a strange light in her eyes; her breathing suddenly became rapid, and the expression on her face became strange and unnatural…

“How is it? You really like your son’s big cock, don’t you?” I said calmly, shaking my penis as if demonstrating power. “Now, please, dear Mother, take your son’s cock into your mouth and suck it well for him!”

When these words came out, even I was startled. Mother trembled all over, as if she had heard the filthiest words in the world, shaking her head desperately in panic: “No, it’s not possible… this is my son… I can’t do that…”

“Stop putting on airs in front of me, you slut!” I said with a cold smile. “Didn’t you masturbate to this cock this morning? Do you dare to lie and say that, at that time, you didn’t think about licking it? That you weren’t longing for it to thrust hard into your slutty hole?”

“I…” Mother had no answer. Ashamed and anxious, she lowered her pink neck, her two hands fidgeting, not knowing where to put them. Probably because her secret had been exposed by my words, she seemed overwhelmed with shame, unable to speak for a long while.

“You bitch! Are you going to listen to me or not?” I became impatient and said sharply, “If you want your son to come to some harm, that would be very easy…”

Mother couldn’t help but cry again, sobbing, “Don’t… please… whatever you do, don’t hurt Xiao Bing… I’ll do whatever you say…” After she spoke, she bit her lip and stared at my meat rod without blinking, slowly bringing her pale, pretty face closer…

My heart rate suddenly accelerated. Mother… is she really going to give me oral sex? This is something that only happens in my daydreams! Even just thinking about it in secret is enough to make the blood boil…

By now, Mother had reached my crotch, and a familiar body fragrance floated into my nostrils… She hesitated for a few seconds, then suddenly, as if throwing caution to the wind, she closed her eyes, extended her tongue, and gave my meat rod a light lick!

“Oh—” I couldn’t help but let out a low cry, feeling a cool, slippery sensation on my penis. Although it was only for a brief moment, it gave me an unprecedentedly intense stimulation…

After that first lick, Mother’s psychological barrier seemed to diminish quite a bit. Her eyes opened, and as if resigning herself to fate, she slightly extended her fragrant tongue, licking the veins of my foreskin over and over again, bringing me continuous, supreme enjoyment… Very quickly, the side and back of my meat rod were completely moistened by her saliva, and even my two testicles were stained with glistening spit!

“Hey, don’t avoid the main point. Hurry up and suck the front…” My hoarse voice sounded again, issuing an indecent command.

Mother’s face was wooden. Without saying a word, she reached out to support the meat rod, straightening its position. Following that, she slowly opened her mouth, her cherry-red lips moving forward to gradually envelop the umbrella-shaped glans…

I threw my head back toward the ceiling in excitement, carefully savoring that incomparable, wonderful feeling. The tip of my meat rod was entering a warm cavity; that moist, soft, enchanting touch was something no words could describe!

“Waaah!” I let out a beast-like roar and suddenly thrust my hips, forcing my genitals forward! Caught off guard, Mother almost gagged, and she had to struggle to open her cute little mouth wide to barely manage to take in the first half of the thick meat rod!

“Yes… that’s it… suck it gently… be careful not to touch with your teeth… good, just like that… oh, oh… it feels so good…”

Under my experienced guidance, Mother’s “technique” gradually became more skillful, and her originally stiff shoulders relaxed. Her fear was fading bit by bit, and she was no longer as tense as when she first came in.

She began to focus intently on using her lips to suck the penis back and forth, her tongue flexibly licking the sensitive meatus. As the head moved up and down, her long, beautiful hair fluttered lightly, occasionally brushing against her fair, smooth, half-naked body, looking full of erotic meaning.

“God, Mother is giving me oral sex. This… this can’t be a dream, can it?” A long time passed, and I hardly dared to believe this was real. However, the obscene “tsuk, tsuk” sounds made while sucking the meat rod constantly reminded me that what was happening before my eyes was an absolute fact…

After a while, Mother probably grew tired; fine beads of sweat seeped onto the tip of her nose. Although she tried her best to move her cheeks, the rhythm slowed down, clearly showing she was exhausted. I patted her cheek, signaling her to open her mouth and withdraw my engorged penis from that warm, moist place.

Mother sat back on the floor, exhausted, her breath coming in slight gasps and her soft breasts heaving up and down. After resting for a moment, she reached out to wipe away the remaining liquid from the corner of her mouth and asked in a shy, low voice, “Brother Zhibin, is… is this enough?”

“Since when is it that easy? If you don’t do the full set today, don’t think I’ll let you go!” I said with a lecherous smile.

Mother’s body trembled, and she lost her voice, saying, “What… what else do you want to do?”

I narrowed my eyes, staring greedily at Mother’s high breasts. Only a small piece of cloth was wrapped around those charming peaks, but it blocked the most important parts. I swallowed, saying impatiently, “Expose your breasts completely; I want to see them with my own eyes…”

Before I could even finish the sentence, I suddenly froze, a strange and inexplicable feeling surging in my heart. Although the voice I just used was still Brother Zhibin’s voice, the words themselves were clearly my own thoughts! And… and my torso and limbs seemed to have regained their freedom without me noticing…

Could it be that I and my “previous life” have begun to gradually merge into one? Could it be… could it be that now I am him, and he is me, and there is no longer any distinction between us? Then, is it the “previous life” invading the thoughts of this life, or this life digesting the memories of the “previous life”?

In other words, who exactly am I now? Am I Zhibin? Am I Xiaobing? Or a mixture of the two? I couldn’t answer myself at all; for a moment I was confused, and subconsciously turned my head to look at Mother. Suddenly, my chest grew hot, as if struck heavily by a large stone, and even my breathing and heartbeat stopped for an instant…

“God, am I… am I seeing things?” I screamed in my heart. Unable to believe it, I raised my hand and rubbed my eyes hard. I couldn’t help but feel a powerful shock… before my eyes, Mother had actually obediently removed the final obstacle from her upper body, exposing her perfect, proud breasts naked and bare!

Looking at those unclothed soft breasts, the two full, snowy-white breasts almost occupied my entire field of vision. Even without the support of the clothing, these two high mounds of breast flesh had almost no sag! The crystal-clear, snow-white curves of the milk-globes were exquisitely round, looking like ripe honey-peaches, firm and plump, overflowing with succulent nectar, making one want to take a bite to be satisfied!

However, what was even more admirable were the delicate, dripping buds at the tips of the peaks. The color of the areolae was slightly darker than I had imagined—a very mature and seductive light brown. The two dainty nipples were not very large, but they protruded tenderly, like plump little cherries adorning the round, snowy-white melons, forming an extremely provocative and sexy picture…

I stared without blinking, refusing to let a single detail escape me; in the depths of my heart, a strange warm current surged, and I was so overcome with emotion that I almost burst into tears!

Finally… I had finally seen Mother expose her breasts! Looking back, as early as the age of eleven, I had been filled with endless fantasies about Mother’s chest, longing to witness the true appearance of her breasts! Especially after I learned that she had never breastfed me, this desire became uncontrollably intense, eventually transforming into a frenzied, perverse desire for possession!

If, back then, Mother had kept the promise she made to me—letting me properly admire and play with her breasts to satisfy my curiosity—what would the result have been? Perhaps the memories of a “past life” hidden in my subconscious would have faded day by day with the passing of time, and would never have disturbed my life in this existence.

But back then, in order to maintain her dignity as a mother, Mother regarded her chest as a “forbidden zone” for her son; she preferred to break her promise rather than allow me to touch them… She must not have imagined that it was precisely because my curiosity remained unsatisfied that it triggered my most primitive, beastly impulses toward her; it was also why the evil memories of the “past life” finally broke through the constraints of Master Yun’s talisman and purifying vase to control the originally pure consciousness of this life…

“Slut, you brought this all on yourself… now, pay the price for this painful mistake!” With boiling blood rushing to my head, I crouched down and, without a second thought, reached out my demonic palms, slowly probing toward Mother’s chest, preparing to climb those two Mount Everests I had dreamed of day and night!

Mother watched as my hand drew closer bit by bit, her face reflecting a nervous and flustered expression. Her two fair arms lifted slightly, as if she wanted to protect her chest, but under my intimidating cold snort, she eventually succumbed and did not dare to make any move to obstruct me…

I smiled triumphantly, and my palms, which had been cupped like spheres, suddenly closed, grasping those plump breasts one in each hand!

“Oh—” My palms trembled, as if an electric current had passed through my palms and spread to every blood cell in my entire body… Almost at the same instant, Mother gasped, and her body shuddered like she had been electrocuted! But I couldn’t care about anything else; I involuntarily closed my eyes, fully savoring this incomparably wonderful feeling!

Mother’s breasts were more full and swollen than I had imagined; my ten fingers were stretched to their limit, yet I could only barely grasp the majority of the breast. The flesh was smooth, delicate, crisp, and soft, with a heavy, substantial weight in my hands. Likely due to her focus on exercise, these two white, tender globes did not have the sagging common in middle-aged women; instead, they were full of youthful, healthy elasticity, making me want to touch them more and more, never wanting to let go…

“Hehe… being caught by your own biological son and having your breasts kneaded wantonly, this must be so shameful for you!” My voice was still the raspy tone of Brother Zhibin, but the way of speaking and the content were now no different from my usual self.

“No… don’t… don’t do this…” Mother’s face was full of a shameful expression. She didn’t notice my strangeness at all, pleading feebly, “I beg you… don’t use Xiaobing’s hand… I… I feel so sinful…”

I let out a strange laugh and said, “Stop being insincere, beauty… I know you like it like this… the more shameful the feeling, the more excited you become… it is precisely because of the guilt that you feel such great pleasure… look, I’ve only said a few words, and your nipples are already standing up…”

“Nonsense… you’re talking nonsense… I am not… you… you are shameless and vulgar…” Mother’s voice began to tremble, and there was a subtle change in her tone. The words coming out of her mouth were actually quite similar to the lewd language she used when flirting with “Mr. Heart-Demon” before… Finally, having satisfied my urge to touch, I let go of Mother’s white, tender, and plump breasts. After sitting back on the sofa with satisfaction and stretching my aching palms a couple of times, I pointed to my still erect penis and said obscenely to Mother:

“Listen, as long as you suck the stuff out of here, I’ll let you and your son go…”

This time, Mother did not hesitate for even a second. She immediately hugged my legs, her pink face wearing an urgent and anxious expression, and took my meat rod back into her mouth in one gulp. Her soft tongue immediately began to lick the glans rapidly, like tasting ice cream, swallowing the meat rod as deep into her mouth as possible.

I was instead surprised, feeling somewhat stunned that Mother’s actions were so devoted. It didn’t seem at all like she was being coerced, forced to do something so contrary to ethics! Seeing the way she was sucking with such oblivion, I clearly felt that in the depths of Mother’s heart, she was also longing for oral sex, longing to be able to fully taste her biological son’s meat rod…

I shook my head, trying hard to make my mind more rational. Although I had been trying every possible way to entice Mother to break the taboo, when she truly slid into the abyss of incest, I felt for a moment that it was difficult to accept… But just then, Mother suddenly brushed aside her cascading hair, clearing the stray strands from her forehead—the gesture was so natural, so charming, and full of the myriad graces of a mature woman…

I couldn’t help but be struck dumb… As the hair was brushed aside, a beautiful face covered in a red flush appeared before my eyes! I suddenly felt that this face had become somewhat strange, because what radiated upon it was an expression of being intoxicated, passionate and confused, without a single shred of humiliation or sadness!

For a moment, Mother was like a woman starved to the extreme, obsessively licking and sucking her son’s penis in a state of total oblivion. Even as she brushed her hair aside, she was unwilling to pause her sucking for even a second; instead, she pursed her lips even more tightly, as if afraid this thick meat rod would slip from her mouth. At the same time, her palm actually reached inside her G-string, rubbing back and forth against the swelling between her legs, as if the itch there had become unbearable.

“Mmm… mmm-mmm…” Mother let out muffled, indistinct nasal sounds, her mature face flushing a seductive peach-red. Slippery love fluids flowed from between her fingers, dripping drop by drop onto the floor, gathering into a small puddle of stains…

Who could believe such a scene? A mother who, more than half a year ago, was still holy, dignified, and inviolably noble, was now obediently kneeling at her son’s feet, sucking the thick penis of her own flesh and blood while lewdly stimulating her own clitoris through masturbation.

With a “boom,” the holy image of “Mother” completely collapsed in my heart. I knew that for the rest of my life, I would never again identify her by the identity of “Mom”; I would only see her as a woman dominated by carnal desire, an object for sexual intercourse!

Whether I am Xiao Bing or Zhi Bin, what does it matter? Regardless of who I am, I must possess her! Whether from excitement or anger, I suddenly let out a loud roar, my meat rod throbbing violently, shooting a large amount of semen entirely into Mother’s mouth! But the moment the semen shot out, an irresistible sense of fatigue swept over me. As if someone had administered anesthesia, my vision went black, and I fainted, my head feeling heavy and light.

I lay there unconscious and unaware, before me an endless expanse of darkness. After an unknown amount of time, in a state of disorientation, I seemed to hear a faint sound of talking, which gradually became clear in my ears…

Suddenly, I woke up from the chaotic world. As soon as I opened my eyes, the first thing I saw was the ceiling lamp, emitting a soft, pleasing light; then, I smelled a delicate, elegant fragrance. A slight sense of dizziness remained in my head. I rubbed my forehead and struggled to prop up half my body, looking around blankly, only to find that I was lying on the large bed in my parents’ bedroom, covered by a thin sheet.

“What the hell! At the critical moment, why did I just faint?” Recalling the scene before I passed out, I felt extremely frustrated, but also found it a bit strange. Usually, I wouldn’t be this pathetic; just losing some essence shouldn’t have left me “empty” to this extent… From outside the room, the sound of faint talking drifted in. I quickly pricked up my ears and heard that it was Mother and Master Yun whispering to each other.

“Master, do you think my son… is he really okay?” Mother asked worriedly, her tone full of anxiety.

“Rest assured! He has simply returned to a state like that of a drunk; once he wakes up, everything will be fine!”

After a period of silence, Mother murmured again, “But… will Xiao Bing remember the things that just happened?” She paused here, her voice choking as she said, “If he knows that I, his mother, actually cast aside my sense of shame to do such disgraceful things, he will look down on me from now on…”

“It is unlikely that your son would know about these things! Don’t forget, he himself was actually in a deep sleep the whole time; those words and actions were the result of ‘the previous life’ manipulating him…” Master Yun said calmly. “This is why, before I came, Qian’e urged that you find a way to get Xiao Bing drunk. In my view, at most, he will only vaguely remember that he had an absurd spring dream, and that’s all!”

But Mother still sounded worried: “Could he recover his memories regarding Brother Zhibin?”

“As for this, this old man is quite confident!” Master Yun said with considerable confidence. “At the very moment he ejaculated, the resentful energy was discharged from the body along with the leakage of the primordial yang, and the memories of his past life have thus vanished like smoke. From that moment on, he is completely and utterly your son, from the flesh to the consciousness… He will bid farewell to the past and spend his long life with his current identity…”

“That’s good… that’s good…” Mother said repeatedly, sounding very relieved. I, however, sneered inwardly. Yes, the grudges and debts of the “past life” might have truly vanished, but the twisted romantic entanglement of this life had only just begun…

“But there is one point you must remember!” Master Yun’s voice suddenly became stern, speaking word by word, “Must not mention Brother Zhibin in front of Xiaobing! Remember, no matter the circumstances, you must not mention any topic related to the ‘past life’ again, not even a single detail!”

“Why?” Mother’s voice trembled slightly again. “Didn’t you say those memories have already disappeared?”

Master Yun let out a long sigh. “That may be so, but there are still some subtle connections between the past life and the present life. If you are not careful and let something slip, it could still lead to unimaginable disaster!”

I listened in silence, and suddenly my heart was filled with awe for this old man. Now I believed that he truly was a high-level master of the Way, having calculated almost everything correctly. If not for the fact that I, while originally drunk, had been woken by some strange impulse, I would have been completely defeated by him tonight—utterly beaten in both my past life and my present life, and perhaps I would have even completely forgotten my dream of violating Mother…

“Alright, what needed to be done, I have done; what needed to be said, I have said…” Master Yun’s tone suddenly became somewhat strange, and he spoke cryptically, “But the mandates of heaven are often unpredictable. If a certain irreversible situation arises in the future, then… do not deliberately resist it. You will just have to let everything take its natural course!”

“What irreversible situation? Master, please make yourself clear!” Mother asked anxiously.

“The secrets of heaven cannot be revealed; I can say no more!” Master Yun said softly. “Your son is about to wake up. Go and comfort him quickly… this old man will take his leave!”

Mother repeatedly spoke to make him stay, but Master Yun insisted on leaving. Moreover, he maintained an air of profound mystery and refused to leave any way to contact him, saying that he could be of no further help. Left with no choice, Mother could only send him away with endless thanks.

I fell into a daze, lost in thought: what on earth did that old man mean by leaving such vague words before he left? Was he hinting at something? Or was it that…

The crisp sound of footsteps rang out, and Mother’s figure appeared at the bedroom door. She saw at a glance that I had already sat up, and a look of mixed surprise and joy immediately appeared on her face. Before I could even greet her, she rushed over in a few quick steps and pulled me into her arms, saying incoherently, “Xiaobing, you’re awake… my darling, my precious, you… you’ve finally woken up…”

I yawned, pretending to be half-asleep, and said indistinctly, “Mom, what’s happened? Why… why am I lying on your bed?”

Mother didn’t answer; she just kept kissing me, rubbing her smooth forehead against my cheek. Tears of joy flowed down in streams, falling from her cheeks onto my lips. I could feel that the tears were warm, containing her deep feelings for me—both the doting love of a mother for her son, and the attachment of a woman for a man.

The next day, the atmosphere at home was superficially very calm, as if nothing had happened. The only difference was that white jade vase; although it was still placed in the same spot, the ashes contained within it had vanished, probably taken away by Master Yun.

With a mix of emotions, I thought that perhaps this marked my complete break with the past. Those dreams about the “past life”—whether they were experiences of events from a previous lifetime, or conversations with Brother Zhibin using my current identity—would never appear again when I slept at night! In other words, it was as if I had undergone a “complete transformation” and begun a brand new life!

However, my incestuous desires for Mother did not diminish because of this; instead, they soared, like oil poured on a fire. Now, the only problem I think about day and night is how the “mother-seduction” plan, which I am carrying out in secret, can continue until it is successfully completed.

Originally, this plan had already been implemented to the fifth stage, and the dawn of victory was already in sight, but at this critical juncture, Brother Zhibin’s consciousness completely vanished from my mind, and he didn’t have time to tell me what to do next.

However, this small setback is absolutely unable to shake my determination to possess Mother! I have always vaguely felt that this evil plan wasn’t actually thought of by Brother Zhibin, but rather already existed in my subconscious.

For a long time, the desire to make love with Mother has been so unforgettable, yet remained unsatisfied; that is why such a crazy idea arose! In other words, as long as I think seriously and deliberate carefully, I can completely supplement the remaining parts of the plan in a waking state, because it was a plan I conceived myself in the first place…

That night, I tentatively asked Mother why she had held me and wept bitterly yesterday, as if I had returned from the dead. She explained calmly and composedly that it was because I had drunk too much wine and had been unconscious and unresponsive for a long time, which had frightened her; seeing me wake up, she had become excited and lost her usual composure.

“Oh, so that’s how it is!” I nodded, but my face showed a look of skepticism, and I looked her up and down suspiciously.

Mother became uneasy under my gaze and hurriedly changed the subject, trying to chat with me about other things, but I didn’t really respond. I gave a couple of listless answers, then turned and left. In the following few days, I deliberately treated Mother with a cold attitude.

In the evening, after she came home from work, I no longer hovered closely around her as I used to. The look in my eyes was no longer full of attachment; instead, I often lowered my head with a lost expression, deliberately avoiding her caring gaze.

Previously, every day during dinner, we would chat and laugh, exchanging feelings. But these few days, I remained silent, simply eating my food on my own. Even if I occasionally spoke a few words, it was always Mother asking questions and me answering passively. Moreover, the words that came out of my mouth were basically short and concise phrases; sometimes I simply used “yes” or “no” to brush her off, giving her no chance to deepen the conversation.

Even more excessive was that as soon as dinner was finished, I would immediately hide in my own room to read and study, leaving Mother all alone in the living room, only coming out to give a nod before bed. In short, I used every means possible to give her the cold shoulder, whether intentionally or unintentionally, building an invisible barrier between us.

With a woman’s sensitivity, Mother soon sensed that the relationship between us, mother and son, was becoming increasingly distant, to the point where an unprecedented crisis had emerged. It was evident that she was deeply distressed, anxious, and heartbroken over this; in just a few days, she had visibly grown thinner. Her complexion bore a faint touch of sorrow and exhaustion, and her eyes no longer held their usual moving radiance; she looked heart-wrenching.

She had also tried to break the deadlock, attempting to exchange thoughts with me candidly, but my reactions were quite negative—my purpose was to make Mother discover with terror that she was losing me, her own biological son, emotionally; that she was losing my trust and dependence on her… and this was precisely the fact that Mother feared most, the one thing she could not accept no matter what.

After all, in the past half year or so, she had already lost too, too much: the father she had hoped to rely on for a lifetime, “Mr. Heart-Demon” with whom she had a phone affair, and Brother Zhibin with whom she was entangled in grievances… These men, who held varying degrees of weight in her life, had all drifted far away from her now…

In such a state of despondency, Mother would surely cherish me, her only relative, all the more; she would absolutely feel as though even I had secretly “abandoned” her…

I firmly believed that, at this moment, Mother must be anxious to rebuild the intimacy of our mother-son relationship and salvage the affection that was fading. As long as I could grasp this anxiety of hers and utilize it properly, I would be able to achieve the goal I had planned.

More than a week passed. One night, while I was sitting at my desk absentmindedly flipping through my textbooks, there was suddenly a knock at the door. I stood up and pulled the door open to see Mother standing in front of me.

“Xiao Bing, may I come in?” she asked softly, a smile appearing on her face.

“You can,” I said indifferently, letting her into the room. Tonight, Mother was wearing a short-sleeved patterned pajama set, and she carried a fresh, pleasant scent of perfume. Her recently washed long hair draped casually over her shoulders, making her look both charming and delicate. Facing such a beauty, no man could be heartless enough to utter a word of refusal.

“Reading? I’m not disturbing you, am I?” She sat down on the edge of the bed as if it were nothing, elegantly crossing her bare right foot and resting it casually on my chair. The hem of her pajamas suddenly lifted, revealing a section of her snow-white, plump thigh.

I suddenly understood that Mother was afraid I would refuse to communicate with her again tonight, so she was not hesitating to use her beauty as bait to launch an attack on me. As for whether she was doing this intentionally or unintentionally—whether it was the natural instinct of a beautiful woman subconsciously displaying her charm to the opposite sex, or whether she had resolutely decided after deep consideration to please me at any cost—that remained to be seen.

But regardless, Mother taking this step was a victory for me; it could be said that she had played right into my hands. In an instant, I made up my mind to let Mother play with fire and burn herself, sliding step by step toward the abyss of incest…

I composed myself and said coolly, “Is something the matter?”

“Oh, no, I just wanted to chat with you…” Mother hesitated, her words trailing off. “Xiaobing, have you… had something on your mind lately?”

“No!” I answered stiffly, but my gaze deliberately flickered toward her exposed thighs. This, of course, did not escape Mother, who had been watching me closely. Her eyes immediately lit up, and she looked at me with a half-smile, wearing an expression as if she was quite certain she had me figured out.

“If there is something on your mind, you can absolutely tell Mama. Of course, you aren’t a child anymore, and some things are your privacy that I shouldn’t pry into… but, Mama is still curious. Can you tell me what has been making you so unhappy lately?”

I frowned, putting on an uncertain expression, and only after a long while did I say in a low voice, “Mama, there really isn’t anything! Can you stop being so suspicious, okay?”

“You’re lying!” Mama said, looking straight into my eyes. “You clearly have emotions in your heart, I can see it! Why… why can’t you just tell Mama?”

“But if I say it, you’ll definitely get angry!”

“Look at you! You are my son, how could Mama get angry with you?” She had a look of reproach, and the tip of her toes lightly brushed against the side of my leg twice. That manner was not like a mother speaking to her son, but rather like a lover acting coquettishly.

“Then, can you guarantee that no matter what I say, you won’t get angry?” I asked calmly, playing hard to get.

“Fine, I promise!” Mama said with a beaming smile, completely unaware that she had begun to step into the trap.

I pretended to hesitate for a long time before finally speaking reluctantly, “Mama, do you remember that night a week ago, when I drank a lot of alcohol and ended up getting drunk?”

“I remember. I already explained that to you, is there some problem?” she asked, puzzled.

“It’s not that there’s a problem…” I said haltingly, “but… but I had a dream, a strange, inexplicable dream…”

“Oh? What kind of strange dream?”

“I dreamed I was sitting on the sofa in the living room, and beside me was an incense altar. On the wall hung a huge yellow curtain and colorful talismans, and in the corner, several sticks of incense were burning…” I spoke eloquently, describing the layout of the living room that night in exhaustive detail, without missing even the smallest particulars.

The smile on Mother’s face gradually froze, and the color drained from her cheeks bit by bit. Forcing herself to remain calm, she said, “Xiaobing, you… you really dreamed… all this?”

I nodded solemnly and said in a low voice, “Yes. And I also dreamed of you, Mother! I had just sat down on the sofa when you appeared at the doorway of the living room. What shocked me was that you were actually… actually…”

“Actually what?” Mother pressed tensely, a look of fear appearing in her eyes.

I suddenly slowed my tone and said relaxedly, “What shocked me was that you weren’t wearing any clothes at all, Mother. You were stark naked…”

This statement, however, did not match the facts. Mother started, letting out a soft sigh of relief, but her face turned beet-red with shame. She spat, “You little brat, what are you talking about?”

Ignoring her, I continued on my own: “You walked over to me and personally helped me take off my clothes and pants, so I became stark naked, just like you, Mother. Then you said to me that there are no barriers between a mother and son, so we should return to the most primitive, beast-like state.”

…and to understand each other’s most private secrets…
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“Pah, pah… you little brat, how could Mama possibly say something so absurd? You’re just making things up…” Mother’s face grew even redder, as if she had a ghost in her heart; her eyes flickered, not daring to meet my gaze, and she said in a low voice, “And then? What else did you dream?”

Summoning my courage, I said explicitly, “Then, I dreamed that you lay down on the floor, Mother, with your legs spread wide apart, exposing your entire vulva obscenely, while one hand caressed your tender breasts and the other hand pressed against your slutty hole to masturbate…”

“Enough, Xiaobing!” Mother shouted, stopping me in a mix of shame and anger. With a look of indignation on her face, she said loudly, “Where did you learn such vulgar words? How dare you be so presumptuous in front of your mother?”

Although she was scolding me angrily, my intuition told me that Mother wasn’t actually as angry as she was pretending to be. Rather than reproaching me for my rudeness, she was using it to maintain her face and dignity, and to cover up her own loss of composure… Was that really the case? I decided to take a gamble.

“Didn’t you tell me to speak my mind and promise you wouldn’t get angry?” I turned my head away indignantly, speaking with a grievance. “Fine, if you won’t listen, then forget it! There was another very important secret, but now I can’t be bothered to tell you…”

“Important… secrets?” Mother’s temper vanished instantly, and her expression grew tense again, as if she were terrified that I was still hiding some truth. She forced a smile and said awkwardly, “Xiaobing, Mama isn’t angry, it’s just that I’m… a little embarrassed… Mama is more than happy that you’re willing to speak your mind! You… you keep talking, Mama promises not to interrupt you again!”

Keeping a straight face, I said, “I’ll be blunt: many of the actions and words in this dream are extremely obscene and vulgar. Do you really still want to hear it, Mother?”

“Ah… it doesn’t matter!” Mother said, bracing herself. “Just recount it word for word; say whatever there is to say. Mother will definitely not blame you.”

I laughed inwardly, knowing that what Mother was most anxious to find out right now was whether I had simply had an obscene wet dream, or if I had actually dreamed of the terrifying facts of what happened that night. She must remember that Master Yun had repeatedly warned that I could not be allowed to know any information regarding my “past life.” Therefore, for her, the more my dream aligned with reality, the worse the omen. I was almost certain that from now on, no matter how obscene the words I spoke, Mother would force herself to restrain her reactions and listen, until she had resolved the doubts in her heart.

“Next, Mother, you signaled for me to come closer and help you with a full-body massage, saying that it had been a long time since you had enjoyed the moving sensation of a man’s palms stroking your entire body. You needed me to temporarily cast aside my identity as your son and instead play the role of a strong man, in order to moisten your body, which had been empty for so long…”

Mother’s face was flushed red, and she listened in silence to my obscene words. At first, she seemed very awkward and shy, her embarrassment and annoyance evident. But as my voice gradually lowered, sounding with a magnetic quality that carried a special kind of temptation, the lingering, teasing language added an air of decadence. Furthermore, since these were the same words I had used frequently when flirting with her on the phone in the name of ‘Mr. Heart-Demon,’ how could Mother possibly resist them? She soon became entranced by the listening, her gaze gradually growing hazy, and from time to time she opened her small mouth, letting out one or two suppressed gasps.

While keeping a close watch, I continued speaking, and my right hand quietly reached out to grasp Mother’s beautiful jade-like foot resting on the chair, skillfully pressing into the arch. After only a slight struggle, she stopped moving, allowing my palm to invade upward inch by inch starting from the ankle, climbing along the proportional, smooth calf until I reached the round knee joint, where I came to a halt.

“Then, Mother, you rested your toes on my knees, a bit like the position we’re in now… You wanted me to use the gentlest technique to massage your leg muscles. Look, just like this… massage it like this…”

While speaking in a soft, gentle voice, I brushed the hem of Mother’s nightgown aside, and her two plump, fair thighs were instantly fully exposed. Those smooth, natural lines and skin as smooth as silk were simply irresistible to the touch. I continued “massaging” up toward the roots of her thighs before being stopped by Mother’s instinctive reaction…

“Later, you used your two soles to clamp onto my penis, rubbing and frictioning it back and forth… You said you wanted to transform it from a limp little dick into a hard, thick cock, so that we could bring each other pleasure…”

Under my deliberate seduction, Mother became like someone hypnotized, completely immersed in the dual pleasure of hearing and touching. She bit her lower lip, words hesitating to form, while her two butt cheeks swayed imperceptibly on the edge of the bed, and her fair, jade-like feet reached beneath my crotch, her five toes lightly tapping my scrotum one by one, like dragonflies skimming the surface of water.

Even a fool could see that by this point, Mother was desperate. Inside her body, a fire of lust was burning, enough to drown her reason, longing for the most intense sexual intercourse. However, feminine reserve made it difficult for her; she was unable to comfortably tear off the hypocritical mask of “mother.” I knew that the most critical moment had arrived. All the conditions were now ripe, just waiting for me to deliver the decisive blow.

“After I got an erection, Mother, you knelt down and took my cock into your mouth, carefully giving me oral sex and swallowing all the semen that shot out… finally, we embraced again, and my cock slid into Mother’s slutty hole, and we made love frantically on the bed…” I said vividly, my voice slowly trailing off.

The room fell silent. There was no other sound except for Mother’s passionate panting, echoing with a heart-stopping intensity in my ears. Her eyes stared fixedly at the high bulge beneath the crotch of my pants, and her full breasts rose and fell sharply; it seemed she had completely forgotten everything in reality. I stood up and, with the most natural posture, took off my pants. My hairy member burst forth, standing triumphantly in the air.

“Xiao Bing, you… what are you… doing?” Seeing me move to her side, Mother slightly regained her senses and asked in a panic.

“I want you to give me oral sex again, Mother…” I stared into her eyes and said bluntly.

“Are you crazy? We are… biological mother and son, how could we do… this kind of thing?” Mother said with a trembling voice, but her tone was incredibly weak, not at all like she was sternly refusing. “But you clearly already did it…”

“That… that was just a dream… Son, you cannot treat a dream as reality…”

“Forget it, Mother!” I suddenly played my trump card, saying word by word, “I know that wasn’t a dream. It was a living fact!”

Mother was suddenly thrown into confusion and exclaimed, “You… how do you know?”

“Because when I woke up, I found there was actually a faint lip print on my penis…” I lied without changing my expression, saying mockingly, “That couldn’t have been my own lip print, could it? So I understood everything… yes, understood everything…”

“What did you understand?” Mother suddenly shrieked, her expression becoming indescribably anxious. I immediately guessed what she was worried about—she wasn’t afraid of me knowing about those lewd scenes, but afraid that I would remember memories of a “past life”…


“I finally understand that Mother is actually a woman who loves eating big cocks, and especially loves eating her own son’s cock…” I said, raising my voice.

These words were very presumptuous, completely disregarding her status. But Mother actually breathed a sigh of relief, saying with lingering fear, “Thank goodness… thank goodness…”

“So Mother admits it? Admits she likes giving me oral sex, and even… making love with me?” I asked coldly.

“No… it’s not like that…” she attempted to argue feebly, yet could not provide any explanation.

“Then why did you sneakily lick my cock while I was asleep? Is there some other hidden secret you’re keeping from me?”

“No, no… there is no secret… don’t overthink it…” Mother was frightened and hurriedly declared, appearing flustered and confused.

“But there has to be a reason, right? Mother, do you dare to say that you really don’t like this thing of mine? When I was flirting with you just now, did you really not feel anything? Did you not have incestuous thoughts? Did you not fantasize about letting it plug in?” I asked relentlessly, giving Mother no time to think; I wanted to crush her remaining self-respect and defenses, forcing her to admit her own lewdness with her own mouth.

“I… I…” Mother seemed to be conducting a fierce internal struggle. After a long while, she finally lowered her head powerlessly and murmured, “I… I don’t dare… don’t dare…”

“Really? Say it again?” I urged in surprise, my voice becoming hoarse. The long-cherished wish of many years was about to be realized…

Mother bit her lip and suddenly cried out as if she had collapsed: “Yes, Mother loves eating your big cock… Mother is a shameless woman, wanting to go to bed with her own biological son… wanting you to fiercely… fuck my hole…”

Such a lewd and vulgar sentence, actually spoken from the mouth of the usually holy and noble Mother—this in itself was extremely shocking. My fire of lust suddenly ignited; I lunged forward, pressing Mother down on the bed, and rained down passionate kisses.

Mother instinctively turned her head to one side, dodging my fervent kisses, but her arms hung down weakly, with no intention of stopping my violation. My mouth quickly took advantage of the moment, blocking her fruit-like fresh lips, and then my tongue probed into her warm, moist mouth, exchanging saliva.

My emotions surged. While continuing to kiss Mother intensely, I quietly reached out and undid her pajamas, silently stripping away her smooth flesh. With a glance from the corner of my eye, a large expanse of fair, full breasts leaped into view. A black lace bra framed her plump breasts, but it could not completely cover them; instead, it made that exquisite contour of the curves appear even more seductive!

“Mother, your figure is really great,” I praised sincerely, impatiently reaching toward her smooth back and groping for the clasp on the bra strap, wanting to undo it. But because I lacked technique, that tiny clasp seemed to intentionally oppose me; no matter what I did, it wouldn’t open!

I groaned in frustration, pulling and tugging haphazardly, attempting to forcibly break this annoying obstacle. Unfortunately, the quality of this bra was surprisingly good; no matter how I tore at it, it remained intact. However, under my persistent efforts, it finally loosened slightly, slipping down a section.

The upper part of her tender white breasts were exposed, and with the slipping strap tightening across the middle, the two round, firm breast-spheres pressed against each other, forming a very deep cleavage.

“Xiaobing, that’s enough… we can’t… we can’t…” Mother panted, still seeming somewhat hesitant. One hand pushed back against my demonic palm, while her other hand hooked onto the fallen bra strap, preparing to put it back on.

“Unless Mother tells me that there was another reason for licking my cock that night, then I can give up this idea…” I said deliberately, intending to scare her, “But if that’s the case, I’ll have to find out what your true purpose was for doing it…”

Mother took a sharp breath in. She closed her eyes and remained silent for a moment, then, as if resigning herself to fate, she reached out and undid the clasp of the bra. It drifted down and fell to the floor. Her snow-white, full breasts suddenly emerged, bouncing into my grasp.

I held my breath, cupping Mother’s breasts in both hands and shaking them gently, carefully feeling their heavy weight. Different from last time, my mood tonight was only excitement, no longer novelty; I could more attentively experience that exquisite feel, as if all my tactile nerves were concentrated in the palms of my hands.

Without a doubt, these were a pair of breasts that could be called perfect. Under the shine of the lights, they reflected a porcelain-like luster. The crystal-like jade milk-spheres were peach-shaped, protruding proudly forward, without the slightest bit of slackness or sagging. Touching them felt both slippery-smooth and soft, and they were full of surprising elasticity.

What in the world could be more heart-pounding and full of criminal pleasure than a son grabbing his mother’s breasts?

I was so excited I couldn’t restrain myself, kneading Mother’s breasts forcefully. My ten fingers sank deep inside, wantonly squeezing these two round, snow-white milk-melons, molding them into various shapes. Then I lowered my head to kiss these symbols of motherhood, my tongue tip wandering back and forth over the light-brown areolae, making extremely erotic “chu, chu” sounds.

Mother’s panting suddenly grew louder. Her arms gripped my neck firmly, pressing my head toward her chest. I noticed her tender nipples were standing up from the spreading areolae, looking like two succulent purple grapes. Whether in color or contour, they were incomparably seductive, manifesting a vivid beauty that only a mature woman possesses…

“Mother, I’m sucking milk… look, I’m sucking your milk…” I murmured in a low, humming voice, my teeth lightly nipping at the constantly hardening protrusions, my nimble tongue teasing the very tips of the nipples, greedily tasting and sucking, as if there really were breast milk secreting from there…

“Suck… good son… suck to your heart’s content… this is what Mother owes you… oh oh… it’s truly killing me…”

Mother closed her eyes, tilting her head back and panting continuously, her mouth letting out emotional murmurs. Her arms unconsciously wrapped around my neck, pressing my head tightly against her chest. My face was buried between the towering peaks of her breasts, as if being oppressed by two great mountains; I almost couldn’t breathe, so I hurriedly released the nipple I held in my mouth.

Unexpectedly, Mother let out a dissatisfied “hum,” and her entire body pressed against me. Impatient, she stuffed the other fragrant breast into my lips, then used her palm to press against the back of my head, refusing to let me move away.

After a good while, we mother and son separated, still unsatisfied. Mother let out a sigh, leaning limply in the crook of my arm. Her breasts were protruding without any cover, rising and falling with her hurried breathing; their surfaces were still covered in traces of saliva, sparkling with tiny points of light.

I seized the moment while Mother had not yet fully recovered her senses, and my hands quickly stripped off her half-slipped nightgown, then loosened her waistband… In a few movements, Mother’s mature, mutton-fat white jade body was gradually exposed. She was almost completely naked from top to bottom, with only a pair of pink silk lace panties still barely covering the final forbidden zone.

With a slight effort, I gently pushed Mother down onto the bed and reached out to stroke her fair, slender pink legs. When my fingers squeezed into the gap between her pressed-together legs, teasingly sliding over the tender flesh of her inner thighs, Mother’s body shuddered. Her cheeks suddenly turned bright red, and a strange expression appeared on her pretty face as she shyly curled her pink legs inward.

Feeling curious, my gaze followed the curve of her legs upward, and I was instantly stunned—I saw that the pink panties were already wet. In the center, a stain the size of a coin had appeared, looking exceptionally conspicuous under the light, faintly revealing the outline of two small arcs…

With a “hong,” hot blood rushed to the top of my head. My brain felt dizzy, and I hardly knew what I was doing, only vaguely perceiving my hands pulling and tugging, while exclamations rang in my ears…

By the time I regained clarity, Mother was already without a stitch of clothing. Her long legs had been spread wide by me, and her mysterious private parts were now completely exposed to my sight!

I brought my face close, gazing greedily at this seductive region. Mother’s vulva was even more exquisite and beautiful than I had imagined; the jet-black pubic hair was fine and lush, neatly covering the entire triangular area.

Parting the curling pubic hair, there was a narrow, deep-red fleshy slit in the middle, plumply protruding. The skin around the sexual organ was slightly darker; the two plump labia were clamped together, with a few drops of crystalline dew slowly seeping out…

Ah, this is the place where I was born! This is the hometown of my chaotic era, and it will be my paradise from now on…

Overcome with excitement, I pressed my palm against her vulva, feeling the tenderness of the skin. Under the manipulation of my fingertips, the closed petals opened slightly, revealing the charming entrance to the Peach Blossom Spring. Then, I slowly slid my middle and index fingers into the reddish-brown vagina, boldly digging toward the depths.

“Oh…” Mother’s snow-white body arched, and she let out another melodic moan. Her face was flushed red, and her watery eyes were full of coquettishness; it was as if she had lost all her strength, lying there limp and soft, allowing me to do as I pleased.

I became even more reckless, my fingers grinding and thrusting back and forth inside the flesh hole, pulling out dripping wet, then stabbing all the way back in, while constantly stimulating the gradually swelling clitoris…

In less than a moment, Mother clearly could not endure it any longer. Her body writhed like a water snake, and her tender white thighs unconsciously hooked over my shoulders, shaking hysterically…

A fishy, pungent scent suddenly drifted into my nostrils. Looking closely, a large amount of thick love fluid had seeped out from the two labia, gathering into a trickling stream along the buttock cleft, shining with an erotic luster under the light…

I could no longer restrain myself. I stripped myself naked, my thick genital organ springing straight up, pointing spiritedly into the air. I gripped my flesh rod with my hand, guiding it to the middle of Mother’s slightly parted jade slit. The moment the protruding glans touched the tender labia, both of us shuddered!

“Son, turn back! Do not go any further down the wrong path… there is still a chance to correct this now…” Mother murmured feebly, her voice so low it was almost inaudible. At this moment, the tone of her speech no longer held her usual majesty; she did not sound like a mother admonishing her child at all, but rather like a weak woman facing a conqueror.

“It’s too late, Mother!” I said briefly. Fearing that the longer I waited, the more complications would arise, I hurriedly lifted her legs and, having aligned the position, thrust my crotch forward. But before I could break through the gate, the flesh rod suddenly slipped and skewed sideways, grazing the edge! Perhaps it was because it was my first time making love; I failed several times in a row, unable to find the point of entry. I became flustered and hurried, my forehead covered in wretched sweat.

“Mother, let me in… please, help me, okay?” I pleaded with a miserable face. In this instant, I realized that no matter how strong I acted in front of Mother, I was still a child being looked after… without her cooperation, I did not even have the skill to “force” my way in…

Mother looked at me with pity and let out a helpless sigh. She shifted her hips to adjust her posture, and the poised male organ immediately found its direction, successfully squeezing into the gap between the petals, beginning to nail into her body inch by inch!

The narrow vagina immediately contracted. The exceptionally tight wrapping sensation almost made me lose control; fortunately, I restrained the urge to ejaculate in time, so I did not spray out my first burst of virginity so carelessly!

“Xiao Bing, are you alright?” Mother likely noticed my expression of arduous endurance and said affectionately, “Bear with it! Don’t hurt yourself…”

Before she could finish, I let out a hoarse shout and suddenly thrust my hips forward! My penis, which had been mostly exposed, suddenly stabbed inside, plunging entirely into her overflowing, juicy vagina!

“Ah—” Mother let out a short scream, watching with wide eyes as my penis sank root-deep into her body. There was no longer the slightest gap between our sexual organs; we were joined in a close union. Tears suddenly burst from her eyes, and she began to cry out loud.

“Don’t cry, Mother, don’t be sad…” I comforted her gently, kissing away her tears, and whispered, “Since it has already happened, it’s impossible to go back. We can never return to the way we were…”

Mother shuddered, her eyes staring blankly at the ceiling, murmuring to herself, “Yes… it has happened… no going back… no going back…”

She repeated this several times, and then a look of self-abandonment suddenly appeared on her face, as if she had thrown everything away. Her body suddenly became hot and burning; her warm lips kissed my brow, eyes, nose, and mouth frantically, as if she were completely letting herself go.

I became greatly excited, and my flesh rod began to move in and out of the wonderful flesh hole mechanically like a wound-up spring, the tip scraping against the soft inner walls of the vagina, hitting the depths with almost every stroke. The head collided heavily against Mother’s cervix, bringing a slight, searing pain, but the feeling in my heart became increasingly exhilarating and stimulating!

“Good son… faster… ah ah… you’re so great… I want… want…” One soul-stirring cry after another wailed from between Mother’s lips and teeth. Her pretty face was distorted, no longer possessing that unreachable reserve of the past, and she had lost all her dignity as a mother, caring only for wrapping her legs tightly around my waist and thrusting her hips upward to meet every one of my strokes…

“Want? What do you want… say it, say it loudly…” I increased the speed and power of my thrusting. My lower body collided with a “pa, pa, pa” sound, which, combined with the lewd sounds of our sexual organs rubbing together, echoed in the quiet bedroom, sounding more and more blood-stirring.

“Fuck me! Son… Mother wants your cock, fuck me hard… oh oh…” Mother seemed to have completely lost control, shaking her head wildly and letting out even more lustful moans, her delicate body constantly heaving up and down, cooperating perfectly with my rhythm. At this moment, she had thrown aside her identity, her face, and all moral taboos, enjoying the pleasure of sex to her heart’s content.

And the pair of full, naked breasts on her chest also began to shake seductively with the frequency of her body’s movements. At first, they only traced slight circles, but as my movements intensified, these two round, snow-white breasts trembled more and more violently, as if showing off their elasticity and weight, swinging in sexy parabolas that blurred my eyes.

Time flowed slowly as we, mother and son, sank into a beast-like union of limbs, coupling with unrestrained intensity. We committed the most shameless and immoral act of incest in the human world; a feeling of criminality surged in my heart from time to time, but it was precisely this pleasure mixed with guilt that gave us an even greater thrill…

After an unknown amount of time spent in madness, Mother’s entire body suddenly went rigid. Her vagina contracted violently in a series of spasms. At the same time, her moans became high-pitched and piercing as she constantly screamed my name. Her two long, jade-like legs locked around my buttocks, squeezing and tightening desperately, as if she wanted to stuff my entire being into her mī hole…

“Ah… ah… quick… quicker… good son… Mother… can’t take it anymore… can’t… ah ah…”

Hearing Mother’s delirious cries, my heart was suddenly filled with a sense of proud achievement—so I could be this powerful, that I could actually make my own biological mother release… to release the lustful juices of desire in front of her son…

Thinking of this, I could no longer endure it. Grabbing Mother’s tender, smooth buttocks, I thrust my yáng tool as deep as possible and cried out, “Mother, I… I’m going to shoot… really going to shoot… I… I want to go back into your womb… go back…”

“Xiao Bing… good son… come back… come back to Mother’s womb… shoot it out… shoot it all out… Mother’s womb is waiting for you… ah ah…” Before she could finish speaking, my waist went numb, and an irresistible wave of pleasure shocked my entire body. My head pulsed, spraying hot jīng fluid, shooting without reservation into the depths of Mother’s twitching ròu hole…

“My god… so comfortable… ah ah… my god…” Mother let out a joyful, lingering moan, her face wearing an expression of extreme pleasure. Her hands hugged my back, and her mature, plump body continued to tremble as she accepted wave after wave of my thick essence…

Half a minute passed before I finished spraying every drop of my first-time virginity. My ròu rod went limp and slid out from the warm, moist mī hole. Then, I saw a heart-shaking scene—the flesh-slit of Mother’s opening writhed slightly, the bright red yīn lips parted slightly, and a stream of cloudy white fluid actually flowed back out from inside!

A son’s jīng fluid flowing down from a mother’s yīn道 opening! What scene in the world could be more lewd than this? But no matter how much it flowed, the shameful mark of mother-son incest had been permanently left in Mother’s womb, becoming the symbol of her being conquered by me.

I lay down, savoring the afterglow of the orgasm. A deathly exhaustion gradually spread throughout my body, and in Mother’s warm embrace, I fell into a heavy sleep…

When I woke up the next day, the sun was hanging high in the midsky, ten thousand rays of golden light baking my entire body. Rubbing my sleepy eyes, I glanced at the alarm clock on the table; it was already eleven-thirty!

“Who would have thought, I actually slept until noon!” I yawned and rolled over lazily, only then discovering that Mother had already left; I was lying alone in the room.

“Where did she go?” I murmured to myself as I sat up. Recalling everything that happened last night, it felt almost surreal, as if I had merely had another erotic dream. However, the room was clearly permeated with the unique fragrance of Mother’s body, a few strands of long, soft hair were scattered by the pillow, and the bedsheets still held the dried water-marks of love fluids… all of these told me clearly that the dream of many years had become a reality!

Moreover, every movement and every position from last night’s lovemaking with Mother was printed so clearly in my mind that it could not be compared to a blurred dream. I also remembered that after the frantic coupling, both Mother and I were exhausted to death; we hadn’t even put on clothes, just hugging each other naked as we fell asleep…

This was undoubtedly the sweetest, most settled night of sleep I had in all these years. The only regret was that, upon waking just now, the first thing I saw was not Mother’s moving sleeping posture.

“Could she have returned to her own room after I fell asleep?” Doubting in my heart, I put on my clothes in two or three moves and ran quickly to Mother’s bedroom. To my surprise, the bedding on the bed was folded neatly; she wasn’t in there either!

I slapped my forehead and suddenly laughed at myself. It was almost noon, and Mother never had the habit of sleeping in, so of course she wouldn’t linger in bed! Based on my usual impression, I guessed she was likely preparing lunch.

Sure enough, when I walked into the living room, the fragrance of egg fried rice wafted to my nose. Walking a few more steps, I saw Mother’s figure—she was busy in the kitchen, not noticing that I had arrived behind her.

I stood there, quietly observing Mother. Her hair was neatly swept up, exposing a section of her elegant neck. An apron was tied around her slender body, and she wore slippers on her bare feet. One could tell her mood was very good; while turning the spatula in her hand, she softly hummed a cheerful tune, her slender waist twisting naturally with a rhythmic grace.

Looking from the side, I noticed Mother’s cheeks were rosy, and her entire person seemed glowing with radiance, no longer possessing that pale, haggard look of the past. Instead, she looked like a newlywed young woman, with every gesture and movement carrying a sexy, charming air.

How similar this scene was to that morning over half a year ago! Back then, Mother had been just like she was today, her expression and manner full of happiness, her joy overflowing… But after that day, everything changed. Driven by incestuous desires, I had used drugs to “disable” Father’s sexual function!

From then on, the pleasures of the bed were distanced from Mother. She no longer enjoyed the bliss of sex; like a flower deprived of water, she withered more and more day by day…

Fortunately, I corrected the mistake in time, irrigating Mother’s body with my young, burning thick semen, allowing her to radiate the charming allure of a mature woman once again. This also meant that I could completely replace Father, giving Mother’s empty and lonely flesh the most thorough nourishment…

Thinking of this, my meat stick began to stir. I stepped forward silently, wrapped both arms around her waist from behind, and said with a light laugh, “Good afternoon, Mother.”

Mother gave a start, nearly dropping her spatula. Recovering herself, she looked back and gave me a glare, reproaching me, “Why didn’t you say something sooner? Sneaking around like a ghost, how annoying!”

The tone and manner in which she said this were like the way she used to act spoiled with Father. My heart surged, but not knowing what to say, I could only say sheepishly, “I wanted to give you a surprise… and I also wanted to sneak a peek at what you were making for lunch.”

Mother said guiltily, “Xiao Bing, I’m sorry! Mother woke up too late today…” As she spoke, her pretty face flushed with a shy expression, and she said softly, “There wasn’t time to go buy groceries, so just make do with some egg fried rice for now!”

“No problem!” I answered, then suddenly sniffed, praising, “It smells so good.”

“Does it?” Mother said happily, “I thought you wouldn’t like it, so I specially added two more eggs and a bit of sesame oil…”

“Mother, don’t be so oblivious to romance,” I interrupted her, tiptoeing up to kiss her on the neck, teasing, “Who cares about egg fried rice? I’m saying you smell good!”

Mother let out a “pu chi” laugh, her cheeks reddening slightly, as she scolded playfully, “You brat, with no sense of respect, stand further away from me!”

Looking at her moving expression of slight anger and poutiness, my soul flew away. My hands uncontrollably lifted her apron, stroking her flat lower belly, which had not a hint of excess fat, while my mouth pressed against her semi-circular ear, playfully breathing a puff of hot air.

“Oh…” Mother’s neck shrank back, and she chided softly, “Stop messing around, Mother is cooking! What if the oil pan tips over? Do you still want to eat lunch or not?”

“I’m not eating, not eating!” I breathed in that intoxicating fragrance greedily, saying shamelessly, “The only thing I want to eat right now is you, Mother…”

“You little lecher!” Mother looked at me with an expression of love and hate, giving my arm a slap and saying irritably, “You tossed and turned for so long last night, and you still haven’t had enough?”

“Mother tastes so good, one night is certainly not enough!” I said with a cheeky grin, my palm sliding inside her neckline and climbing up her towering breasts.

Mother was startled and hurriedly reached out to press down my palm, warning, “Xiao Bing, don’t act recklessly! What if someone sees?”

“Stop it! Mother, who would see here?” Ignoring her opposition, my palm continued to probe downward and touched her silk bra. Mother resisted weakly for a while, but seeing she couldn’t win against me, she let it be, continuing to stir with her spatula.

However, to my embarrassment, I still couldn’t undo the bra this time! In my haste, I stopped caring about being gentle; my palms forced their way through the gaps, each hand gripping a full breast, directly fondling the slippery twin peaks.

Mother shuddered as if struck by electricity, a blush spreading across her cheeks, instinctively saying, “Don’t… don’t…”

Before she could finish, my fingertips had skillfully reached the peaks, pinching the tender nipples with my thumb and index finger, rubbing and flicking them with varying pressure… In a moment, the small, exquisite nipples swelled, standing hard and erect, wriggling slightly between the gaps of my fingers…

Mother’s breathing suddenly grew heavy, the spatula in her hand waving unconsciously, as she gasped softly, “Xiao Bing… bad son! Why… do you always love to touch Mother… here?”

“Who told you not to let me touch or look when I was little? Humph, now I’m taking it all back with interest!” I assumed the posture of a victor, saying triumphantly, “Mother, although these breasts grow on your body, they belong to me from now on! You must maintain their current volume and elasticity, so I can always enjoy touching them like this! Do you understand?”

Mother let out a vague “mm,” it was unclear if she had heard or not; she could no longer even stand steadily, her whole body softening as she leaned into my embrace.

Feeling triumphant, I gripped her breasts more firmly, saying in a commanding tone, “Mother, starting today, don’t wear this cumbersome bra in front of me anymore, because I want to touch them anytime, anywhere…”

Mother started, as if suddenly waking from a captivating dream, straightening her body and saying with a mix of irritation and amusement, “How could that be? You little lecher can be shameless, but Mother still needs her dignity!”

I was greatly disappointed. I instinctively felt that although Mother had already given herself to me, in her heart she still viewed me as a child, rather than the “man” who had conquered her in bed. This was not my intention—I wanted her to realize that the roles of mother and son had already shifted, and that she should view me as an irresistible “master” to whom she should obediently submit!

It seemed I still needed to properly train Mother, to make her completely shed that noble mask of “mother,” so she could no longer use that identity to distance herself. Only then could she be restored to a naked woman, with nothing in her body but surging desire…

As the thought occurred to me, my heart stirred. I decisively withdrew my hands from Mother’s collar, sliding them quietly down the graceful curves of her body. Before she could react, my hands had already pulled open her outer pajama pants, invading her skin-tight lace panties, finally coming to rest on her full, soft buttocks, where I began to skillfully fondle the two mounds of flesh.

“Oh… Xiao Bing, you… you…” Under my teasing touch, Mother let out a sleepwalking moan, “Don’t… tease Mother anymore, quickly… stop…”

Her voice trembled violently. Although her mouth was saying “don’t,” it carried an undisguised sweetness and pleasure. I became increasingly bold, my palms covering her plump, rounded buttocks, my fingers sliding across the soul-stirring cleavage of her backside, pushing the narrow strip of fabric into the ready-and-waiting crease of her flesh, noticing that inside, it was already a muddy mess.

“Mother, you’re wet…” I laughed mischievously, “And you still dare tell me to stop? How shameless…” Before I could even finish my sentence, Mother suddenly dropped the spatula in her hand and turned around as quickly as a whirlwind, standing face-to-face with me. Before I could see her expression, my head was tightly gripped, and a moist, scorching hot kiss was imprinted on me, blocking my equally longing lips.

This time it was my turn to be shocked. My mind went blank for a moment; I truly hadn’t expected Mother to take the initiative and kiss her own biological son so passionately and unrestrainedly. Less than a day ago, she had been so repulsed by the idea of incest…

For a moment, I felt dazed, even feeling as if this were a hallucination. But in the next second, I regained clarity, my tongue intertwining with hers, chasing and stirring within each other’s mouths.

This kiss lasted for a long time. While kissing intensely, Mother and I greedily explored each other’s bodies, until she was left with bedroom eyes and ragged breath, satisfied moans of pleasure constantly bursting from deep in her throat…

It wasn’t until a thick burnt smell wafted through the kitchen that we came back to our senses, reluctantly separating our lips and tongues—one look, and we saw the egg fried rice in the pot had long since scorched, and the frying pan had almost been burned through with a hole!

Mother quickly turned off the gas, hurriedly cleaning up the mess, and said huffily, “It’s all your fault! Now look, lunch is really out of the question!”

“I told you long ago I didn’t want to eat!” I said nonchalantly, one hand still tucked inside her underwear.

“That won’t do. You’re still growing; you’ll starve if you don’t eat!” Mother looked at me, her eyes full of maternal love.

On a sudden impulse, I withdrew my dripping fingers and made a motion to wipe them across her cheek, chuckling, “Mother, it seems you’re even hungrier down there than I am. Why not let your son fill you up first!”

“Don’t talk nonsense…” Mother stamped her feet in embarrassment, raising her palm in a threatening gesture. I wasn’t afraid of her at all; I grinned and leaned in, wanting to get intimate again, but this time Mother raised her hand to stop me. She insisted that we must settle lunch first, otherwise my physical strength wouldn’t be able to take it. I had no choice but to agree, and we agreed to go to a restaurant outside to satisfy our appetites.

After putting on my outer clothes, I strolled over to Mother’s bedroom. She was standing in front of the wardrobe, holding four or five western-style dresses and holding them up to herself to measure them. Seeing me enter, she unexpectedly didn’t chase me out, but instead asked for my opinion: “Xiaobing, which one do you think looks better?”

My eyes stared undisguisedly at her fair body beneath the thin underwear. I thought to myself, “It would look best if you wore nothing at all!” But I didn’t dare say it aloud, instead saying vaguely, “As long as it’s worn on Mother’s body, they’re all equally beautiful!”

“But I still have to pick one!” Mother smiled. “Good son, just help Mother make a decision!”

A thought struck me, and I asked, “Are you really willing to listen to my suggestions?”

“Of course. I also want to see if my own son has any taste!”

I said slowly, “In that case, let me decide everything, even Mother’s closest undergarments. Is that okay?”

“This…” She hesitated for a few seconds, then nodded shyly.

My spirits rose, and I hurriedly pulled open the small bottom drawer of the wardrobe, overturning all the underwear inside. I picked them up one by one to examine them carefully. Mother was greatly embarrassed, standing by awkwardly and helplessly, not knowing what to do. I grinned, enjoying her plight, and only after a good while had I finished picking out the clothes from the inside out, placing them all on the bed.

“What, these two?” Mother glimpsed the bra and panties, and her face immediately turned red. These were the sexiest pieces of erotic lingerie in the entire wardrobe, originally hidden in a corner, but I had cleverly dug them out. She rolled her eyes at me and, after a moment’s hesitation, picked them up in her hand, instinctively making a gesture for me to turn my head and look away while she changed.

I made a face and simply sat down on the bed, acting the part of a complete rogue. Mother had no way to deal with me, so she had no choice but to turn around and strip off her clothes, revealing her lush, stark-naked body. Her movements were swift; before I could even react, she had quickly pulled on the panties and then tucked her full breasts into the bra.

However, when she walked in front of the dressing mirror, her pretty face actually turned even redder. The sky-blue bra tightening around her upper chest was simply too small; it couldn’t possibly cover her towering breasts. Furthermore, since the opening was in the front, those two round globes of flesh seemed as if they might pop out at any moment. She had to adjust the shoulder strap of the right bra, pulling it straighter to lift the right breast slightly, but doing so made the cleavage formed by the two breasts pressing against each other even deeper.

The panties on her lower body were not much better. Although they weren’t the kind of G-string that completely exposed the buttocks, the slits on both sides were cut extremely high, and the center part was actually hollow and transparent, revealing a distinct patch of darkness. A few stubborn strands of fuzzy grass, unwilling to be lonely, had already tenaciously breached the restraint and were teasingly poking their heads out.

A “gulp” sounded in my throat as I swallowed my saliva, staring at Mother without blinking. I watched her flustered and frantic movements as she put on the pink dress, donned the flesh-colored silk stockings, and put on the floral short skirt that only reached her knees. In less than a moment, Mother looked completely different from head to toe.

By the time she finished applying powder and light makeup, my eyes suddenly lit up. Before me was an unimaginably beautiful woman, appearing both youthful and mature, sexy yet not losing her noble elegance, radiating a natural, charming aura.

“These were clothes someone gave me several years ago…” Mother gazed at herself in the mirror, speaking with a lack of confidence. “Xiaobing, do you really think Mother looks good in this set? Isn’t it a bit too frivolous? I’m clearly old, yet still pretending to be cute…”

“Who said it? Who said you’re old?” I protested. “Mother, if you walk with me, people will at most think you are my sister. No one would believe you are my mother…”

“That’s an exaggeration,” Mother interrupted with a smile, her expression relaxing significantly, a clear joy overflowing between her brows. She scooped up her delicate small handbag and walked side-by-side with me out the door.

Just as we reached the street, Mother habitually grabbed my hand, as if she were holding a child who might get lost at any moment. I gently, but firmly, broke free from her. I curved my arm and nudged her with my lips. Mother understood my meaning; after a moment of hesitation, she finally slid her hand into the crook of my arm and shyly linked her arm with mine.

I walked with a triumphant air, my strides bold and confident, feeling the sunlight was bright, the scenery pleasant, and my mood absolutely wonderful. It was not the first time I had gone out with Mother, but she had never clung to me in such a delicate, bird-like manner before. She did not look much like a “mother” now; instead, she seemed more like my lover—and such a beautiful, standout lover at that!

Indeed, Mother was simply too standout! I noticed that along the way, many men were staring at Mother with lustful eyes, their gazes filled with undisguised desire. Occasionally, a light breeze would brush against her short skirt, revealing a small section of her fair, tender thigh; whenever that happened, their eyes nearly popped out of their heads, every one of them wearing an expression of urgent craving…

Strangely enough, I, who usually hated such rude staring the most, was not angry at all today. On the contrary, I felt a sense of pride, as if I were showing her off…

Ten minutes later, we arrived at a medium-sized restaurant and sat down in a position by the window. We ordered a few home-style dishes, and I also called for a bottle of red wine, pouring two glass cups full.

“A toast to the most beautiful mother in the world!” I raised my glass, speaking with sincere emotion.

Mother gave a beaming smile and took a small sip of the wine. Suddenly, she sighed and said gloomily, “Since we… we are already like this, do you still regard me as your mother?”

I said seriously, “No matter what has happened, in my heart, you will always be the best mother… The blood relationship between us is something that no force can ever sever…”

She gazed at me with emotion, tears swirling in her eyes. “Really? I thought… you already looked down on me…”

I was stunned, and spoke frankly; before I had possessed Mother, I had indeed despised her quite a bit, even secretly calling her a “slut.” But somehow, since my wish was granted last night, all the dissatisfaction and resentment I held toward Mother vanished, replaced by a complex emotion mixed with familial affection and carnal desire…

“I know that everything Mother did was to make me happy…” I said with emotion. “Besides, this was originally what I wanted myself. Mother only indulged my unreasonable demands because she loves me… So, from now on, I will still love and respect Mother just the same…”

Mother didn’t seem to have heard me; she only gazed silently at the red wine rippling in her glass, a trace of bitterness appearing at the corner of her mouth. She said miserably, “Xiaobing, you aren’t… this isn’t just a one-night stand for you, is it? Once your curiosity is satisfied and you grow tired of playing, and you gradually become bored of Mother… how will I get along with you in the future…” As she spoke, she choked up, and tears began to flow.

I was at a loss. Other than repeatedly promising, “No, Mother, I absolutely will not,” I didn’t know what else to say… It was only then that I realized Mother was just like any other girl; she needed a man to coax her. Unfortunately, in this area, I was almost a complete amateur…

Fortunately, Mother only sobbed twice before restraining herself, likely fearing she would attract the attention of the surrounding customers. She quickly wiped away the tear stains with a tissue and forced a smile. “I’m sorry, Xiaobing! Mother just lost her composure, and the things I said must have made you feel awkward! Sigh, just pretend you didn’t hear it, and don’t take it to heart…”

I agreed timidly, and to divert her thoughts, I hurriedly made up many witty remarks to cheer her up. Under my deliberate flirting, Mother’s mood quickly improved; it was as if she had already forgotten the previous unhappiness, and she chatted with me with great interest, occasionally letting out delicate giggles.

After the meal, the sky became somewhat gloomy, and dark clouds slowly gathered overhead. Perceiving that it was about to rain, we hurried back home along the original route. Along the way, my hand remained wrapped around Mother’s slender, willow-like waist, completely disregarding the strange looks of the pedestrians on the street. In their eyes, it was truly an extraordinary sight that a tall beauty like Mother would be embraced by a skinny child like me.

The intimate gestures between us did not seem like things relatives would do. As we neared the front door, Mother slowed her pace and tilted her head up thoughtfully, as if pondering something.

Just as I was feeling anxious and about to ask, she suddenly spoke on her own, her tone full of entreaty. “Xiaobing, Mother doesn’t dare to ask for too much, only that you can stay with me for ten years… Hmm, not look for a girlfriend within ten years, alright?”

A stone in my heart fell away, and I said loudly, “Ten years? I won’t look for a girlfriend my entire life; I’ll stay by Mother’s side for my whole life!”

Mother was stunned, a look of shock appearing on her face. Suddenly, she tightened her arms and hugged me, kissing my cheeks repeatedly, murmuring, “Thank you, good son… Even if you are just deceiving Mother, it’s alright as long as you have this heart…”

“How could I deceive you!” I also took the opportunity to hug her fragile body, swearing, “No matter what happens in the future, I will never leave Mother, absolutely never!”

Excited, she cried again. “Really?”

“Really!” I said resolutely.

Mother’s tears turned into a smile, and her soft lips proactively covered my mouth. I responded to her passionately, our warm bodies pressing tightly against each other to feel this dreamlike reality…

It was only when someone passed by that we hurriedly separated. The two of us were of one mind and spoke no more; we returned home at the fastest speed. The moment we entered the door, Mother and I could not help but embrace each other again, our lips and tongues entangling and twisting fiercely, no longer willing to part.

As we kissed passionately, we stripped off each other’s clothes, slowly edging toward the inner room… outer clothes, western dresses, trousers, silk stockings, short skirts, and underwear, stripped off piece by piece, scattering all over the hallway…

“Oh, why… why not go inside?” Mother, nearly breathless from my kissing, managed to lift her hand and point toward my room.

“It doesn’t matter, let’s go to your place!” I said with a light laugh, embracing Mother as I led her into her bedroom—today I was going to possess her in Father’s bed, for only then could I truly experience the pleasure of conquest and the victory of finally winning a struggle for possession!

On the large bed where my parents usually shared a pillow, Mother offered up her snow-white, flawless body, catering to me with doubled efforts to please as we joined together in frantic intercourse. Just as I shot my scalding, thick essence into her womb without leaving a single drop behind, a thunderous crash suddenly sounded in the sky, and rain as large as soybeans came crashing down! In that instant, I happened to look up and discovered that in the wedding portrait of my parents hanging on the wall, there was a faint shimmer of moisture in Father’s eyes…

With a “click,” Mother’s naked, plump arm reached out from under the covers and switched on the bedside lamp; a warm, orange-red light instantly flooded the entire bedroom. Turning her face toward me, her flushed cheeks overflowed with joy, and her bright eyes sparkled with the radiance of happiness. With a hint of shyness and coquettishness, she said, “Good son, hold me!” As she spoke, she buried her face against my chest, her warm, delicate body shrinking slightly as she snuggled tightly into my arms.

I smiled and held Mother as she asked. According to the habit of these past few days, I knew that whenever the sexual act ended, Mother would act coquettish toward me, hinting that she still needed a bit of tender, loving comfort. Currently, one of my arms encircled her slender waist, while the other hand gently stroked her smooth, slippery back.

Mother hummed softly as if sleepwalking, expressing her satisfaction and coziness. The sound seemed to come from a far-off place, yet also seemed to ring directly in my heart, her delicate words filtering into my ears: “Tonight, you really made me so happy I could die!”

A warm current rolled through my heart, and the arm holding her tightened. Without realizing it, Mother and I had already “cohabited” for a month. During this time, I have tried every way to develop Mother’s mature flesh, tasting sexual intercourse with her in different positions and different postures; almost every place in the house has been stained with the traces left behind after our joining.

Under my training, Mother’s vigorous sexual desire has been completely ignited. Like someone addicted to heroin, she has become deeply obsessed with her son’s young, powerful cock. Every day we must make love at least twice to satisfy our mutual craving for desire. Even so, as long as I see a bit of Mother’s exposed skin, I still feel the urge to pounce and pin her down.

Whatever morality, taboos, or human relations existed were all recklessly cast to the back of my mind. Only now did I truly realize how lovely Mother was once she cast off the mask of her identity as “mother” and returned to being just a woman. Basically every time, I was able to obtain a refreshing pleasure from her; as for her, she used a tone of almost admiration and amazement to show her ecstatic rapture, which filled me with masculine pride and confidence…

“Who told you to be both my mother and my woman?” I leaned close to her tender earlobe, teasing her in a low voice, “No matter how you look at it, I have an obligation to make sure Mother is happily satisfied…”

Mother let out a moan, unable to withstand the flirtation, and her right hand boldly reached beneath my crotch, her smooth palm gripping my flesh rod. Although I had just ejaculated, its size was still staggering. She stroked it as if unable to bear parting from it, murmuring, “When you were first born, it was so tiny, just like a delicate, miniature toy… Truly, to this day I still remember the scene when I first saw your little cock…”

I laughed breathlessly and asked, “And then? Has Mother been secretly paying attention to it all along?”

Mother rolled her eyes at me and said reproachfully, “When you were four or five, you still couldn’t urinate by yourself, so Mother had to carry you to the toilet every night to settle things… You’ve probably forgotten all of this, haven’t you?”

I said, half-seriously and half-joking, “It was too long ago to remember! The only thing I remember is that when I was eleven and made a mistake, Mother ordered me to take off my pants to have my buttocks beaten. You must have taken the opportunity to admire it then, right?”

Mother’s expression became awkward, and she said haltingly, “Xiaobing, do you know why Mother was heartless enough to beat you that day? Sigh… actually, Mother wasn’t angry at you, but angry at myself… Actually, at that time, the moment I saw your little cock standing up so high, a strange feeling already arose in my heart, and my legs involuntarily squeezed together… That is why Mother was so angry, so irritable in punishing you; the purpose was to stop myself from thinking about it further… Xiaobing, are you still blaming Mother?”

Feeling pity in my heart, I comforted her softly, “No, Mother, I’m just joking with you! It’s been so long, who would still be dwelling on it?”

Mother gave a beaming smile, her jade-like hand gently massaging my penis with a look of intoxication on her face, sighing with emotion, “Time really goes by so fast. In the blink of an eye, it has developed into such a big fellow, and so strong…”

My flesh rod enjoyed her thoughtful service, and I began to feel a stir of desire again, feeling the masculine vigor recovering bit by bit. Just as I was about to flip over and press down on her to do it one more time, she gently slipped out of my embrace, lifted the quilt, and sat up.

“What’s wrong?” I asked in surprise.

“Oh, nothing. Just going to relieve myself, I’ll be right back,” Mother said, kissing me on the forehead, and prepared to get out of bed naked.

A thought struck me, and I hurriedly reached out to pull her back. “Mother, when I was little, did you really hold me while I peed?”

“Could that be a lie?” Mother said irritably. “Which child in this world wasn’t raised by a mother who handled their every bit of shit and piss? What, do you want to deny the debt?”

I shook my head and said with mischievous intent, “Quite the opposite! Not only do I admit it, but I plan to hold Mother and pee one more time, as a way of repaying the kindness of your upbringing!”

Mother’s cheeks flushed slightly. She let out a “pei” and spat, scolding me with a smile, “Nonsense! You little brat, how can you even say such crazy things!”

As she shook off my hand and tried to leave, I was not about to let her go. I lunged forward, reached under Mother’s knees, and swept her up in my arms, carrying her horizontally.

“What are you doing?” Mother gave a start. Before she could stop me, her naked body was pressed tightly against my chest. She struggled instinctively a couple of times and said reproachfully, “Xiaobing, you really are becoming more and more presumptuous. Hurry up and put me down!”

I said with a mischievous grin, “I’m not letting go! My dear mother, tonight, let your son ‘show his filial piety’ to you properly!” As I spoke, I ran giggling toward the bathroom.

Mother suddenly became panicked, her pair of jade-like feet waving and kicking about in confusion. She pleaded, “Xiaobing, you are joking with Mother, right? You don’t really mean… mean…”

“Of course it’s real!” I kicked open the bathroom door and said with conviction, “Mother, when I was little, you could hold my penis while I urinated. Now that I’ve grown up, what does it matter if I turn around and serve you?”

Mother was both ashamed and anxious, her fists continuously pounding my chest, her body struggling more violently. But under my powerful persistence, her resistance was completely useless. She could only watch helplessly as I lifted her delicate body, letting her upper body lean back against my shoulder while my palms supported her firm, round buttocks.

“Oh… oh oh…” As I kneaded her soft butt cheeks, it was as if Mother had been hit in a vital spot; she suddenly lost all her strength and, like a small child, was obediently held in my arms. Her legs spread wide apart, revealing her mature and seductive vulva; amidst the lustrous black thicket of pubic hair, the bright red slit was slightly swollen, showing that it had just suffered a relatively fierce invasion.

I strode to the side of the toilet, positioning Mother’s snow-white buttocks over the toilet bowl, and said with a low laugh, “Let it out!”

“No… it’s not possible…” She was so ashamed that even the tips of her ears turned completely red. “It’s so awkward like this, I… I can’t let it out…”

“Huh? When I was little, didn’t Mother hold me in this same position? Why is it suddenly impossible when it’s your turn?” I said, pretending to be surprised. I shifted my elbow slightly upward, suddenly giving her bladder a heavy nudge.

“Ah—!” Mother let out a startled cry. Her flat lower abdomen spasmed involuntarily, and both her hands gripped my back tightly, her nails digging deep into my flesh… Her delicate brows knitted together and her teeth bit hard into her lip, as if she were struggling to endure something. It took a long while before she could catch her breath.

“Mother, why bother?” I said, leisurely. “Holding in urine can lead to illness! I advise you to just find relief sooner…”

She struggled to turn her head away and said resentfully, “I don’t know what sin I committed to give birth to a little demon like you, who specializes in making things difficult for me! Do you… do you want to torture Mother to death before you’ll be satisfied?”

Acting as if I hadn’t heard, I murmured to myself, “How is it that she still can’t let it out? Ah… I understand, Mother needs a little auditory assistance!” After speaking, I pursed my lips and made a “shhh, shhh” whistling sound, while lightly shaking Mother’s naked buttocks, just like coaxing a small infant, gently and patiently waiting for her will to collapse…

Before long, Mother indeed could no longer restrain herself. Her body twisted restlessly like a water snake, her toes stretched straight, and the muscles in her thighs shuddered hysterically…

Suddenly, a light of despair appeared in her eyes, and she let out a hoarse, low cry: “Oh!”

Following the sound, I saw Mother’s buttock cleavage writhe twice, and then suddenly relax! Instantly, a stream of pale yellow urine sprayed from between her two labia, sounding like an out-of-control faucet, “hissing” as it discharged into the toilet bowl.

My eyes immediately lit up, staring intently at this rare sight—my beautiful, noble mother being held by her own son, her buttocks tilted high, urinating in the most shameful position…

“No… don’t look… son, please don’t look…” Her fair, plump flesh trembled incessantly. Mother was so ashamed she wished the ground would swallow her; she covered her face with both hands, pleading incoherently, but she could not stop the torrent that was rushing out…

“Hehe, Mother, the way you pee is truly wonderful!” I watched the stream of urine that had not yet stopped and couldn’t help saying more vulgar words, “To have your most private moment of excretion seen by your son, Mother, you are so embarrassing…”

Hearing me speak such filthy words, an expression of humiliation appeared on Mother’s face, but strangely, her body seemed to become somewhat excited. She couldn’t help panting repeatedly, her high, round breasts trembling slightly, and her two nipples blooming prominently at the tips…

My mind wavered, and the strength in my arms loosened for no reason, almost letting Mother slip. I managed to steady her with a sudden effort, but her buttocks tilted to one side, and the remaining few drops of urine splashed all over my legs, bringing a sensation of warmth.

“I’m finished… why aren’t you putting me down?” Mother struggled slightly, speaking with uncontrollable shame.

“What’s the rush? There is still the matter of cleaning up!” I told Mother to rest one leg on the toilet tank lid to lighten the weight in my arms. Then, freeing my right hand, I tore off a piece of toilet paper and, ignoring her protests, carefully wiped her lower body, cleaning the remaining urine from her vulva until it was dry.

After finishing all this, I finally put Mother back down on the floor and said triumphantly, “There, Mother, I’ve finally served you for once! How is it, are you happy?”

“Happy, my foot!” The blush had not yet faded from Mother’s pretty face. Just as she was about to scold me, she caught sight of the water marks on my legs and suddenly cried out, “Oh, you’re dirty! Go wash up quickly!”

“Hey, what’s so bad about it?” I sniffed the air, smelling that faint scent of urine, and said with a grin, “As long as it’s leaked from Mother’s little hole, I love it all the same. No need to bother washing it!”

Mother paused, pursing her lips in feigned anger. “Stop talking. You must wash, or else you aren’t allowed in bed!”

“Alright then. After those few rounds of exercise just now, I’m sweating all over anyway. I might as well just take a bath!” I said thoughtfully. I turned on the shower head, filling the bathtub halfway with warm water, then stepped in and lay flat on my back.

“That’s a good boy!” Mother gave a lovely smile and turned to walk away.

“Wait a moment!” I called out to her. “Mother, I’m a bit tired. Why don’t you help me wash?”

“How can that be? You’re already such a grown-up…” Mother said, her eyes widening.

“I really want to relive the old dreams of my childhood! Please, Mother…” I used my unique weapon as a son, acting childishly to coax her.

She hesitated for a while, then said helplessly, “I really don’t know how many strange ideas are in that head of yours!” She walked over and sat on the edge of the bathtub, poured some shower gel into her palm, rubbed her hands together, and began to wash my entire body. Her hands, covered in shower gel, were soft and slippery, gliding gently over my shoulders, arms, and chest. I narrowed my eyes, enjoying it, almost humming out loud from the comfort; I felt that the most wonderful pleasure in the world would be nothing more than this.

When Mother leaned down slightly to scrub my abdomen, her naked, high breasts came within reach. Without thinking, I reached out both hands and grasped her full breasts, one in each hand.

“Wash if you’re washing, don’t be so frisky,” Mother scolded with a stern face, but she showed no intention of pulling away.

I chuckled, my palms continuing to play with her breasts, and asked softly, “Mother, did you often help me bathe when I was little?”

“Do you even need to ask? You were such a dirty little brat; Mother always washed you personally.”

“Were we like this back then, both of us naked, with nothing hidden between us?”

“Not at all!” Mother’s cheeks flushed again. She pushed my hands away and turned me over to scrub my back.

A mischievous thought suddenly occurred to me. I reached back and wrapped my arm around Mother’s waist, giving a slight tug that pulled her entire body into the bathtub. With a loud splash, water sprayed across the walls.

“You… what do you want to do now?” Mother had fallen into the bathwater unexpectedly. She wiped the droplets from her face in a flurry, giving me a sharp glare. Just as she was about to flip herself over and sit up, I reached out and pressed her down.

“I’ve heard that many mothers and sons bathe together, sharing the same tub, until the child grows up and they separate…” I picked up the shower gel and slowly poured the pale green liquid down, carefully coating my hard meat stick.

Mother opened her beautiful eyes wide and looked at me, asking curiously, “You need that much? Surely it’s not necessary!”

“This isn’t just for my own use,” I said calmly. “Mother’s meat hole is too deep; it’s not easy for fingers to reach. Let me use my cock as a brush to reach inside and clean it out!”

Mother’s face turned crimson. She turned around, intending to step out of the bathtub and escape, but I was prepared. I grabbed her in one motion and maneuvered her into a slutty position—all fours, with her buttocks facing the ceiling. My meat stick, veins bulging, stood erect. I skillfully parted her two plump butt cheeks and, with a “shwoosh,” thrust from behind into her soul-stirring mī-hole!

“Ah!” Mother and I cried out together. The meat stick, coated in shower gel, was extremely lubricated and pierced straight to the deepest part of the vagina. I could clearly feel the glans sinking into a soft, melting spot, where a massive attraction seemed to suck me—and my sexual organ—inside.

Perhaps the reason I love incest with my mother so much is because of a subconscious desire, a longing to return to my birth mother’s womb. That is my safest home.

I didn’t have time to think further. Inside Mother, there was a dense feeling of envelopment, the downy walls of flesh tightly gripping my thick penis. I moved my hips frantically, occupying that paradise of mine stroke after stroke.

“Oh… oh oh… son, you’re stuffing me so full… so filled… Mother is being fucked to death by you… oh…” Mother moaned in a trance, her two long, jade-like legs wrapping back to clamp around my body. Her plump body floated on the water’s surface, and her snow-white breasts tossed and turned like crashing waves, looking full of an erotic, decadent atmosphere.

Hearing Mother’s strained, wanton screams, my emotions instantly soared to the highest point. I thrust violently a few more times, letting out a beast-like roar as I mercilessly shot my scorching semen out, irrigating Mother’s thirsty womb. The heat made her scream out once more, tears of joy and pleasure streaming down her face.

The hot summer vacation ended in the blink of an eye. Today was the first day of the new semester, and I had to put on my schoolbag early in the morning and hurry off to school.

Normally, I could have come home at noon, but that damned dean—who knew what had gotten into him—was enthusiastically gathering the tenth-grade students to give a speech right at the start of the term. Not only did this occupy my precious lunch break, but it also disrupted my biological clock.

Usually, this time every day was the time for me and Mother to make love to our hearts’ content. My meat stick should have been inside her vagina, not inside my own underwear. With my surging energy unable to be released, I remained listless through several classes in the afternoon, only wishing for school to end quickly. Finally, when the bell rang, my spirits lifted; I grabbed my schoolbag and strode quickly out of the classroom, wishing I could sprout wings and fly home.

When I reached the front door, I paused to steady my breathing, took out the key, and opened the door. The first thing that hit me was the fragrance of food. Looking up, I saw Mother arranging the dining table, which was laid out with a sumptuous feast and a bottle of opened champagne.

A warm current flowed through my heart, and I was filled with a sense of warmth and happiness. Without a word, I rushed over, hugged Mother, and gave her a “smack” of a kiss on the cheek, saying with a smile, “Mother, we haven’t seen each other all day, did you miss me?” Without waiting for her answer, my hands habitually reached inside her collar, feeling her supple breasts.

Unexpectedly, Mother did not show her usual coquettish air; instead, she seemed somewhat flustered, saying in a low voice, “Son, don’t be naughty…”

Feeling slightly strange, my fingertips touched the silk edge of a bra, and I couldn’t help but feel angry. “Mother, didn’t I say you aren’t allowed to wear underwear at home? Why aren’t you listening again…”

Before I could finish, Mother suddenly broke free from my hand, tensely signaling to me with her eyes. Then, a familiar baritone voice sounded from behind me, saying with a chuckle, “Xiao Bing… is that Xiao Bing who has come home?”

It was as if a bolt of lightning had struck me; I was instantly stunned—it was Father! This was actually Father’s voice, which had been absent for so long! Heavens, was I not having a nightmare? Steadying myself, I slowly turned around, just in time to see Father walking out from the living room.

Having not seen him for half a year, he still looked just as dashing, the top of his head shiny and polished, possessing the air of a gentle and refined gentleman. He walked up to me, looked me up and down a few times, his face full of a gratified expression. “Good son, you’ve grown taller and stronger! Compared to before, you’re more of a man now, haha…”

I barely managed to squeeze out a joyful expression, mechanically letting out a couple of dry laughs, while my heart felt messy and unsettled. Father—my destined love rival—had been gone from my life for so long, long enough that I had almost forgotten him. Just when I had finally possessed Mother and plucked the fruit of victory, he reappeared before me.

In the future, what would the relationship between the three of us be? How should we get along with each other? These would perhaps all become great problems…

My heart was troubled, but I could not let it show. I could only forcibly suppress my fluctuating emotions and pretend to be happy, saying, “Father, you’re finally back! I’ve been thinking of you every day… when did you get home?”

“Arrived at four o’clock!” Father said casually, his gaze already falling upon the dining table. Beaming, he said, “Good wife! Your skill is still as wonderful as ever; in just a short while, you’ve put out so many delicious dishes. It seems I can feast again tonight!”

Mother gave him a glance and said, “As soon as I received your call at noon, I rushed to the supermarket to shop; I’ve been busy the entire afternoon! Otherwise, do you think I’m an immortal who can magically produce so many different styles of dishes?”

Father said half-jokingly, “Yes, yes, wife, you really have worked too hard! Hehe, just let me, as your husband, trouble you a little first…” He opened his arms, embraced Mother’s waist and back, and leaned in to kiss her cheek.

My brain rang loudly. I stared at them fixedly, the muscles at the corners of my mouth spasming terribly… Mother’s face leaned against Father’s shoulder, just happening to look over and meet my eyes. Likely seeing the jealousy and hatred in my eyes, she shuddered as if struck by electricity and hurriedly pushed Father away. Then, masking her reaction, she brushed her lovely hair and said reproachfully, “In front of your son, could you be more decent?”

“Hee, we’ve been husband and wife for over ten years, what are you still afraid of being shy for?” Father shrugged like an American, then turned back to call to me, “Xiao Bing, why are you standing there so dazed? Come, come eat!”

Restraining myself, I slowly walked to the dining table and sat down, right next to Mother. The family of three began to eat their reunion meal. In my memory, it had been a long time since we had eaten dinner together; the last time we gathered seemed to be over half a year ago, when Father had just received his promotion appointment—and it was on that very night that I formally implemented my plan to “seduce” Mother!

Now, this plan had already succeeded; I had successfully tasted the flavor of Mother’s beautiful flesh. However, whether I had also won her heart? That, I fear, is still an unknown.

I shook my head in frustration, my thoughts becoming even more muddled. Looking up, I saw Mother diligently serving food for Father, urging him to eat more with soft, tender words, her demeanor full of intimacy. By comparison, her attitude toward me was much colder; not only did she hardly say a few words to me, but she also intentionally or unintentionally avoided my gaze, refusing to make eye contact.

“Slutty woman with the nature of a flower! Last night she was still spreading her legs, moaning like a wild cat while I fucked her senseless, and today she’s already changed her heart!” My teeth itched with hatred. I chewed the food in my mouth without appetite, listening to my parents’ conversation.

“How is the official business at the New York headquarters being handled? Are there no more troubles?” Mother’s tone carried concern.

“Sigh, things haven’t been going smoothly; there have been losses for several consecutive seasons…” Father sighed. “That is the reason why I haven’t been able to return for so long. It seems even the higher-ups can’t come up with any good solutions!”

“Then what should be done?” Mother asked worriedly. “Won’t it affect your business over there?”

“Even if it does, it doesn’t matter!” Father said indifferently. “The market is bad right now, and business is becoming harder and harder to do. I’m actually planning to resign and quit…”

“You aren’t joking, are you?” Mother said in surprise. “If you don’t earn money to support the family, what will we mother and son eat? Drink the northwest wind?”

“Don’t worry, don’t worry! Listen to me…” Father took a sip of wine slowly and said leisurely, “You remember Uncle Zhi, right? The night before I left, you urged me to go visit him…”

“Oh, I remember now. You said he had cancer and was lying alone in the hospital waiting to die, quite pitiful…”

“Pitiful?” Father put down the wine glass and smiled bitterly. “Do you know how much money he had? It will scare you if I tell you!”

“No way. How could that be?” Mother said in disbelief.

“I didn’t believe it either, but the facts are right here—Uncle Zhi was originally a poor laborer in America with a mountain of debt, but three years ago he actually won a huge lottery jackpot and became a multimillionaire overnight. After that, whether he did investments or played stocks, his luck was extremely strong; he almost only won and never lost, and his assets increased year after year…”

He paused, then continued, “The most incomprehensible part is that even after Uncle Zhi made his fortune, he didn’t say a word and continued to live a simple life of coarse tea and plain food, keeping himself secluded. Those relatives of his didn’t know the truth and thought he was still a debt-ridden pauper, so they all avoided him like he was a plague, which broke his heart. This time when he got cancer, I was the only one who went to the hospital to visit him before he died. Moved by this, Uncle Zhi left all of his assets to me…”

I was suddenly stunned, wondering if there was something wrong with my ears… All the assets? A multimillionaire’s entire estate? All… left to Father? I… I didn’t hear wrong, did I?

In that same instant, a look of shock appeared on Mother’s face, and her voice trembled slightly: “You… what did you say?”

“I said…” Father said nonchalantly, “from now on, our family has entered the ranks of multimillionaires! With the wealth we have, we could lie around and spend it for the rest of our lives and still not run out…”

The room fell into a complete silence. After a long while, Mother began to cheer, her excitement making her words almost incoherent: “Really? Husband, we… we’ve become rich! Heavens, this… this is unbelievable…”

I also clapped my hands and jumped for joy, my heart filled with a massive surge of happiness. I wanted to scream out loud in sheer pleasure—tens of millions! This was wealth I wouldn’t even dare to imagine in a dream, and it had simply fallen from the sky… In this moment, I even forgot the unpleasantness from just before…

Unfortunately, the good mood didn’t last long. Before long, my mood returned to being foul, and an indescribable bitterness and resentment surged back—especially when I saw Mother chatting happily with Father, talking about their wonderful future life. The look in her eyes was clearly full of attachment and admiration, as if she were looking up at a pillar of support. She had never looked at me with those eyes!

This finally made me realize that although Mother had given her body to me, and had accepted this forbidden, taboo relationship between mother and son under the drive of instinctive desire, she could not completely betray Father, nor could she cast aside her years of feelings for him. In other words, in this battle of contention, I had not yet reached my intended goal…

Thinking of this, I suddenly felt a heat rushing through my body, and a mysterious urge to tease Mother arose. I quietly pulled open my waistband, pulled out my thick penis, and rubbed it hard a couple of times to make it erect, standing straight up toward the air.

Mother immediately noticed the abnormality. She looked down, and her cheeks instantly turned crimson. She almost let out a cry of surprise, hurriedly reaching out to cover her own mouth. Instinctively, she looked toward Father and saw that he was slightly drunk, chewing on his side dishes, and had not noticed my actions. Only then did she breathe a sigh of relief; she glared at me fiercely, gesturing for me to put it back quickly.

I gave a hee-hee laugh and carelessly gestured toward the table, hinting that from Father’s angle, he couldn’t see here at all. Then, as if demonstrating my power, I flicked my penis, the glans shaking and emitting a menacing glint, with a small amount of mucus already overflowing from the meatus.

Mother’s face grew even redder, her expression becoming both panicked and shy, and she stamped her feet in anxiety. My lust flared up, and I couldn’t resist grabbing her left hand, forcibly pressing it down against my crotch. She struggled, trying to pull her hand back, but I held her down firmly. After a bit of this pushing and shoving, she likely feared alerting Father and had no choice but to yield, her small hand trembling as she gripped my flesh rod.

Since Mother and I had both finished eating and put down our bowls and chopsticks, and because we were sitting so close, the small movements hidden under the tablecloth were not that obvious. Still, Mother remained extremely nervous; her gaze kept darting toward Father, her palm was wet with sweat, and she gripped the flesh rod stiffly, not daring to move an inch.

My boldness grew further. Putting on the spoiled expression of a child clinging to his mother, I leaned my head against her shoulder, chatting and telling jokes to Father with ease, while secretly extending my rogue hand again. I lifted Mother’s skirt and quickly reached inside her underwear, touching that forbidden zone covered in fine, soft hairs.

Mother’s body trembled slightly, and she hurriedly squeezed her legs together to stop my invasion, but it was already too late. My finger moved along the buttock cleavage into that scorching garden, gently stroking the long, narrow, warm slit in the middle. I did not rush to thrust inside; instead, with experience, I traced circles around the opening, and my thumb found that bean-sized nub at the top, skillfully poking and prodding at it.

Mother’s breathing suddenly hitched, and her speech became disjointed. She hurriedly picked up her teacup to hide her loss of composure, but the honest reaction of her body was completely exposed before me. Her two fair thighs unconsciously opened a bit more, and moist, viscous lust-juice secreted from the slit; that nub was now so slippery it was almost unbearable.

Pressing my advantage, I continued to stimulate Mother’s sensitive labia without stopping, keeping her senses in a state of constant excitement until more and more sticky fluid flowed out. Just as she was gradually becoming aroused and her small hand involuntarily began to stroke my flesh rod, I suddenly curved my middle finger and thrust it swiftly into her burning flesh-hole.

“Mm…” Mother couldn’t help but let out a moan, but she immediately forced herself to restrain it, biting her lip hard. Her beautiful eyebrows knitted together, and her slender body arched slightly.

“Wife, you… what’s wrong? Your expression is strange, are you… not feeling well?” Father finally noticed her abnormality. Opening his drunken eyes, which were heavy with alcohol, he asked with a slurred tongue.

“Oh, it’s nothing, just a mosquito bite!” Mother lied calmly, quickly changing the subject. At the same time, her buttocks were twisting restlessly, as if expecting something. I hurriedly adjusted my position, taking the opportunity to thrust my second finger into her vagina!

I glanced sideways at Father and saw him drunkenly talking to himself, completely unaware of the mischief I was making under the dining table. A sense of vengeful pleasure rose in my heart—if Father knew that Mother was actually mutual masturbating with me right in front of him, and shamelessly leaking sexual juices, what kind of surprised, angry, and disappointed expression would be on his face? Heh, just thinking about it feels satisfying…

However, before I could send Mother to the peak of sexual climax, Father, full and satisfied, let out a burp and swayed as he prepared to leave the table. Although my courage was great, it had not yet reached the point of madness; I hurriedly withdrew my mischievous hand and tucked my penis back into my trousers. Only then was Mother able to be released; she breathed out softly in relief, almost collapsing against the back of her chair.

For the next two hours or so, the whole family moved to the living room, watching television programs while continuing to chat about this and that. Because there was no screen to block the line of sight, I could no longer touch Mother here and there, so I had to sit properly and pass the time in boredom…

The clock struck ten. Father gave a sleepy yawn and said he was going to bed. After patting my shoulder, he walked toward the bedroom with tired steps. With only me and Mother left sitting in the living room, the atmosphere became somewhat awkward. For a moment, it seemed as if both of us had a thousand words to express, yet neither of us knew how to speak.

After more than half a minute, Mother finally broke the silence, saying indifferently, “Xiao Bing, Mother is going to rest too. Goodnight!” After saying this, she stood up and quickly walked away from my side.

Gazing at her retreating figure, my heart suddenly felt a sharp pain, a feeling of abandonment, pain, and anger—was this still the same Mother who had joined in sexual union and clung to me desperately last night? How could she be like a different person in less than a day’s time?

Anger flared up within me, and I suddenly lost all reason. I rushed forward like an arrow, catching up to Mother at the turn of the corridor. She had just turned around, a look of astonishment appearing on her face upon hearing my footsteps, when I lunged forward and pinned her firmly against the wall.

“Xiao Bing, what are you doing?” Mother was frightened, her two hands pressing against my chest in resistance, her voice full of panic. “Don’t be like this… don’t… I don’t want to today…”

Ignoring her, I roughly lifted Mother’s clothes, pulling her snow-white, plump breasts out of her bra. I leaned in to suckle the bud on her left breast, using the tip of my tongue to lick the nipple until it became hard…

“No… don’t…” Mother struggled desperately, exerting force to push my head away, saying in terror, “Your father is in the bedroom… he will hear…”

“He won’t. He’s so tired, he must have fallen asleep by now!” I panted as I crouched down, reaching out to yank down Mother’s underwear, stripping it from her toes along her legs. Then, my palm wrapped around to the back, pressing against her soft, full buttocks…

“Xiao Bing, you are too presumptuous!” Mother’s whole body trembled, whether from fear or anger, and she said with a trembling voice, “You… if you don’t stop, I will wake up your father and let him come teach you a lesson…”

Although her words were fierce, she kept her volume extremely low, appearing completely like someone whose bravery was only a facade. I straightened my back and said indifferently, “If you want to make things uncontrollable, then go ahead and scream!” Using my knee, I parted her legs, and the flesh rod beneath my crotch pressed against the mound covered in pubic hair.

“Don’t!” Mother shook her head in despair, her buttocks swaying violently, trying to shake off the flesh rod pressing against her, but her weak strength not only failed to help, but instead further stirred the hidden beastly nature within me.

“Enjoy your son’s cock!” I sneered, thrusting my hips forward. My thick meat rod suddenly forced open her tightly closed labia, squeezing with effort into her still somewhat dry vagina…

“Wu…” Mother’s beautiful face twisted, and two lines of clear tears leaked from the corners of her eyes. She opened her small mouth and bit hard into my shoulder, biting with such force that it felt as if she had bitten the flesh right off.

“You… you actually did this to me…” The sharp pain caused me to completely shed my humanity and turn into a beast; I moved my lower body frantically and maniacally, thrusting into the tender flesh hole without any tenderness or pity. At this moment, the pleasure of sex between a man and woman had completely vanished; there was only one thought circling in my mind: possess, possess, and possess again…

“Huff… huff…” The sound of steady, rhythmic snoring drifted from the bedroom just one wall away. Father was sleeping carefree and soundly, completely unaware of the tragedy of mother-son adultery unfolding outside. Both Mother and I were afraid of waking him, so every movement was carried out in silence, both of us exerting every effort to restrain ourselves so as not to make any loud noise.

As the minutes passed, I suddenly discovered that Mother, who had originally been struggling fiercely, had at some point given up her resistance and become quite cooperative! Her arms wrapped around my neck, her legs entwined around my waist, and even her vagina had regained that kind of lubrication from when we used to make love, making the entry and exit of the penis very convenient. I reached down and felt wet, viscous fluid flowing from the place of joining, trickling down my legs and onto the floor.

“Mother, do you still dare to say you don’t want it?” I put my finger in front of her eyes and whispered, “Your body is clearly excited… look, here is the evidence…” Mother had nothing to say; she turned her face away in tearful shame, biting her lip in silence.

“What now? Still unwilling to admit it? Fine, let Mother taste something even more powerful!” My face darkened. I reached out to pull her two butt cheeks further apart, and my ring finger sank deep into the intergluteal cleft, slowly pressing against the chrysanthemum bud.

This was the only place on Mother’s entire body that she neither let me touch nor let me look at closely. She immediately shuddered as if struck by a high-voltage electric shock, pleading in a panic, “Don’t touch there… Xiaobing, Mama begs you, don’t touch… there…”

“Hmm, so are you surrendering or not?” I intentionally traced the opening of the anus with my fingertip; there were sparse hairs growing there.

“Ah, son, I… I surrender!” Mother gasped for air, her waist twisting as if enduring an unbearable itch. The expression on her face was an indistinguishable mix of ecstasy and agony as she sobbed, “Please stop… woo woo… Mama will definitely listen to you from now on…”

“Good, then please remember,” I said, emphasizing every single word, “Mother’s body belongs to me; every single inch of it belongs entirely to me! You are not allowed to let any other man touch it—including Father!” Mother sobbed and nodded in shamed resignation, appearing as if her entire being had collapsed.

In this instant, her weakness as a woman was fully exposed; the dignity and majesty of a mother were completely gone. I smiled triumphantly, and in the posture of a conquering victor, I rode her delicate body with abandon, as if I would never grow tired, and would never stop.

After that night, I continued to possess Mother’s body as I desired. For the first few days, she still made efforts, trying to persuade me to cut off the deformed shackles between mother and son. But later, seeing that I remained unmoved and persistent, she had no choice but to give up. Resigned to her fate, she accommodated me, and we secretly maintained this abnormal relationship.

The most subtle thing was that between us, mother and son, there seemed to have been a silent understanding reached in our hearts. At night, whenever I wanted it, I only had to give Mother a glance, and she would nod slightly with a blushing face, searching for a suitable opportunity to hide it from Father’s sight.

Such opportunities were often plentiful, usually while Father was in the living room watching a ball game, or in the study making phone calls to people. However, I vaguely felt that Mother’s willingness to be so obediently submissive to me was less about a mother’s doting love for her child, and more about a psychology of fear acting as the dominant force. It was as if she had become somewhat afraid of me, being cautious as she tried her best to avoid offending me.

Once, I even discovered that the way she looked at me was exactly the same as the way “Xiao Jing” looked at “Brother Zhi Bin” in my dreams! And our lovemaking no longer seemed as harmonious or effortless as it was in the past. Although Mother reached a climax almost every time under my powerful assault, she was often very tense during the process of making love. At the slightest sound or movement, her body would stiffen, trembling with anxiety like a frightened rabbit.

What was even more irritating was that after it was over, she no longer lingered in my embrace acting coquettish, nor did she show that previous expression of happiness, pleasure, and satisfaction.

I was very indignant, but I simply could not think of a way to resolve it. To be honest, I could destroy Mother’s defenses and possess her, but I still did not have the courage to challenge Father’s authority, and this filled me with anguish…

I longed to maintain a long-term, open, intimate relationship with Mother, rather than living in this current state of sneaking around, surviving in a state of trepidation right under Father’s nose! Father… if only Father would never come back, then Mother would belong to me alone…

The fire of jealousy burned violently in the depths of my heart, beginning to devour my reason inch by inch. I suddenly discovered how much I hated Father, hating him for possessing the woman I loved most. This hatred seemed innate, having begun to emerge and grow since I was very small, and now it was on the verge of exploding…

In my previous life, it was this slick, powdered man who had killed me with his own hands and destroyed the happiness of my entire life! Was I still to live under his shadow in this life?

No, no! I was not reconciled, absolutely not reconciled… My eyes strained with rage, and I clenched my fists tightly…

That morning, I woke up very early. Gazing at the empty bed, a wave of disappointment suddenly hit me.

Mother should still be sleeping next door, curled up in Father’s embrace, right? Would she still miss that brief and happy time we spent together, like husband and wife? I let out a sorrowful sigh and got up listlessly to wash up. I had barely opened the bedroom door when I collided head-on with Mother, who was passing by.

“Good morning, Mother,” I said, my eyes lighting up as I greeted her diligently. “Why did you get up so early today?”

“Oh, I couldn’t sleep, so I got up to get some exercise.” Mother’s expression was somewhat unnatural, and her right hand instinctively hid behind her back.

“What are you holding in your hand?” I became suspicious.

“Nothing… nothing, just a bag of trash, I’m taking it out to dump it…” Mother’s panicked manner made me even more curious. Without a word, I rushed forward and snatched the bag from her. Opening it to look, the blood in my entire body froze—what leaped into my sight was a glistening condom! Milky white semen was slowly overflowing from the opening, carrying a fishy, disgusting smell!

“What is the meaning of this?” I slammed the bag onto the floor, my face grim. “You… explain this clearly to me…”

Panicked, Mother glanced toward the bedroom and made gestures signaling me to keep my voice down. I gave a snort and strode into the living room. Mother followed, bewildered and lost, standing there timidly with tears already welling in her eyes.

“Didn’t I tell you that you aren’t allowed to make love with Father?” I flew into a rage and said sternly, “Mother, did you actually take my words to heart?”

She lowered her head and said in a voice as thin as a mosquito, “Xiaobing, he is your father after all… when he has requests, it is very difficult for Mother to refuse… but Mother really has tried her best…”

“Tried her best? How do you expect me to believe you tried your best?” My emotions erupted like a volcano, and I roared in a low voice, “You sleep with Father every night; do you know how much suffering I feel in my heart? The moment I think of the scene of him holding you, I nearly go mad with jealousy… and yet you have thrown the words you promised me to the side…”

Mother looked at me with tearful eyes, sobbing, “Xiaobing, Mother was wrong… forgive me, okay?”

I stared her down, my face like frost, and asked, “Are you willing to admit you were wrong?”

She did not dare meet my eyes and gave a soft “mm.”

I said coldly, “Mother, tell me yourself—according to the house rules, how should one be punished for making a mistake?”

This was a day more than five years ago, when I had tried to force myself to touch Mother’s breasts and failed; the words she spoke while reprimanding me were not until today brought up again, and even the wording and tone were exactly the same! The only difference was that the roles of the punisher and the punished from those years had, today, been precisely reversed!

Mother shuddered, clearly remembering those past events as well. Her pretty face flushed a burning red, and she stammered, “Made a mistake… must… be… spanked…”

“Fine. Then why aren’t you taking off your pants and proactively lying face down on the table?” I repeated the words from years ago without missing a single syllable, a feeling of intense satisfaction filling my heart—the ancients said the river changes its course every ten years, and truly, the tables had turned!

Mother looked at me in horror, her lips quivering as if she wanted to say something, but seeing the determined look in my eyes, she ultimately did not speak. Her hands trembled as she loosened her waistband and removed her pajama pants and underwear in succession, exposing her lower body completely, before obediently lying face down on the table.

With a stern face, I stepped closer, looking down closely at those high, upturned, naked buttocks—snow-white and round, like two large, white, peeled eggs, curving in a way that invited crime. The two mounds of buttock flesh were plump and full, and that familiar blue birthmark on the right buttock was particularly conspicuous. Her brown vagina was shimmering, appearing and disappearing within the intergluteal cleft, and her small, flower-bud-like anus was tightly contracted, wriggling uneasily with her nervous breathing.

“Mother, whenever you disciplined me when I was little, you always hit this part of the buttocks…”

I toyed with her buttocks with my fingers, saying thoughtfully, “I never knew the reason before, but now I finally understand… the flesh here is so firm; although it hurts when hit, it’s not enough to cause any serious injury, so that’s why you suffer so often, isn’t it?”

Mother did not answer, but a layer of goosebumps rose across her originally smooth buttocks. I saw this and suddenly said, “But, hitting would be fine on its own; why did you insist on making a child take off their pants? Now I understand. When a person has no clothes to cover them, and their buttocks are directly exposed to be hit, they will feel a strong sense of shame in addition to fear. Only then will they more deeply realize their own mistakes, and brand the lesson of shame together with the pain of the beating deep into their brain…”

I spat once and said menacingly, “So, today I am also going to hit Mother’s buttocks, to make you remember this lesson well!” As soon as the words fell, I raised my right palm high and slapped it hard onto Mother’s buttocks, producing a crisp “pa” sound. The plump, fleshy round buttocks shook entirely, leaving behind five red finger marks.

“Ya—” Mother let out a low cry of pain, her hands and feet subconsciously kicking and struggling a couple of times, looking utterly miserable and helpless. I was heartless, however; my two hands rose and fell in succession, slapping her tender buttock flesh left and right, as I said through gritted teeth, “See if you still dare to disobey me… see if you still dare to defy your son’s orders… see if you still dare…”

“I don’t dare… wu wu… son, Mother really doesn’t dare anymore… wu wu… spare me…”

“Since when is it that easy? I haven’t even started yet… Slut, lift your buttocks higher for me…” Mother’s tears began to flow, her long legs trembling as she stood on her tiptoes, humbly straining to thrust her buttocks as high as possible.

That posture was both submissive and provocative, like a lustful bitch wagging her tail and begging for mercy. A fever rose in my heart, and I hit her with even more vigor, my palms alternating with a slap-slap-slap as they served Mother’s two pink buttocks, hitting harder and more ruthlessly than she had ever hit me in the past, returning the physical suffering I had once endured with interest.

Only when my hand grew tired did I stop this incredibly stimulating corporal punishment. By this time, Mother’s buttocks were a red, swollen mass, covered in overlapping palm prints that were swaying shamefully, and even her small, chrysanthemum-like anus was convulsing incessantly from the pain.

My anger gradually subsided, and seeing Mother’s pitiful appearance, I suddenly felt a bit bad. I stood up and rummaged through the cabinet for medicine, dipped a cotton swab in alcohol, and gently applied it to the areas that were particularly swollen. After finishing that, I patiently helped her apply bandages. Throughout the process, Mother’s face changed from the pain, her delicate brows knitting together as she let out occasional, faint moans.

“Alright, Mother, I hit you too hard this time; I’ve made you suffer.” Remembering how she used to soften her attitude and offer a few words of comfort after hitting me—to achieve an effect of “combining the hard with the soft”—I decided to emulate her. With a gentle expression, I said, “As long as you promise to be obedient next time and not make the same mistake again, how could your son bear to hit you?” If an outsider had been standing there at this moment, they would certainly find it ridiculous, because these words, which should have been spoken by a mother, were instead coming out of her son’s mouth; it truly felt like an absolute absurdity.

With tears in her eyes, Mother put on her pants, reflecting on her mistakes like a small child and giving a guarantee that she “would never do it again.” Only after receiving my nod of approval did she limp away. Looking at her receding figure, I felt an indescribable sense of conquest, knowing that from now on, Mother would be my slave—and such a beautiful, noble slave, submitting to me in every way.

One evening, half a month later, Father went out for drinks to handle some social obligations. I took the opportunity to slip into Mother’s bedroom and told her to take off all her clothes so I could check her injuries.

During these past few days, in order to take care of the pain and injuries on Mother’s buttocks, I forced myself to endure and did not make love with her. Instead, every day I helped her apply medicine and massaged her skin. Under my careful care, her injuries improved day by day. By tonight, they had completely healed; her entire buttocks had returned to being tender and smooth, the plump elasticity making it impossible to let go.

“It’s so good, Mother. Your buttocks have become so cute again!” I teased her with a smile.

Mother rolled her eyes at me and said resentfully, “Xiaobing, you were too heartless. You tortured Mother like this for a whole two weeks; even sitting on the softest sofa hurts like crazy…”

“I’m sorry, I was too impulsive that day!” I said guiltily. “Actually, while hitting Mother, my own heart was aching too… Now, let me apologize with actual actions…” As I spoke, I reached out to grasp those peach-like snowy buttocks, rubbing from the sides toward the center to make the butt cheeks press against each other, and then inserted my middle finger into the cleft to gently dig around.

Mother enjoyed it contentedly, swaying her plump buttocks from side to side with a look of intoxication on her face. Before long, slippery arousal leaked from her butt crack, slowly flowing onto the bedsheet.

“So fast?” I was somewhat surprised, but then I thought about it and understood. I said with a grin, “Mother, it’s been over ten days since you’ve tasted meat, hasn’t it? Was it really that hard to endure?”

“Oh… Xiao Bing, please… don’t… make fun of Mother…” she panted passionately, her face flushing crimson, murmuring, “Mmm… I want it… I really want it so badly…”

“Then spread your legs. Your son is coming to show his filial piety…”

With a “pssh” sound, my thick penis thrust into her eagerly longing vagina. Mother screamed in pleasure, her fair, rounded jade-like legs straightening and pointing straight up toward the sky, her ten toes curling together, her ankles tight. I took advantage of the momentum to hoist her legs onto my shoulders, my hips pumping hard. My penis moved back and forth along the slippery flesh folds, launching a fierce attack from the very beginning.

“Oh, oh… don’t… mmm… don’t stop… son… oh, oh…”

Perhaps because it had been so long since she last did it, Mother entered the state even faster than usual. Her hands waved and danced unconsciously, as if she wanted to embrace my body, but she could not reach. She distressingly grabbed the bedsheet, rubbing her delicate body against it, her mouth letting out soul-stirring moans. “Xiaobing… mmm… lean closer… Xiaobing… oh… why… aren’t you touching me…”

I immediately freed one hand to grasp her high, protruding breast, kneading it wantonly. I asked in a low voice, “Mother, is it like this? Do you like it when I touch you like this?”

“Yes… oh… like it… ahh… it feels so good when you touch Mother…” She pushed aside the bedsheet, pressing her palm onto the back of my hand, wanting me to grip her breast peak even tighter…

Extremely satisfied, I reached out and lifted Mother, letting her sit astride me with her legs wrapped around my waist. In the “Guanyin sitting on a lotus” position, mother and son embraced face-to-face, engaging in a fierce union of bodies…

“Ah… oh… heavens… faster… a little faster… ahhh… Mother… can’t go on… ah…” Hearing Mother’s delirious, frenzied cries, the desire that had been bottled up for just as long boiled over in me. I hugged Mother’s shoulders and back tightly, my chest pressed firmly against her breasts, enjoying to the fullest the passion she released with her whole heart and soul…

Just as the peak of passion was about to arrive, suddenly, Mother’s breathing abruptly stopped. Her naked body became as stiff as a stone in my embrace. I glanced at her strangely and found her staring blankly behind me, her gaze carrying an indescribable look of fear, terror, shame, and despair!

My heart leaped, and a chill instantly surged deep into my bones. Subconsciously, I looked back, and the blood in my entire body immediately stopped flowing; my hands and feet turned ice cold! The bedroom door had opened at some unknown time, and Father was suddenly standing at the doorway, his two eyes full of shocked disbelief, staring at us without blinking!

The bedroom was silent. There was no wind, no breathing, and even the sound of heartbeats had vanished. Only the clock hanging on the wall emitted a mechanical and monotonous “tick-tock, tick-tock,” vibrating against everyone’s eardrums.

After a long silence, Father’s body shuddered. He looked at me, then looked at Mother, the muscles in his cheeks twitching terrifyingly. A few words burst from between his teeth: “You… you… you…”

My mind went blank, and I completely lost the ability to think or act; I only felt my flesh rod, which was inserted in Mother’s vagina, beginning to wither bit by bit…

“Husband, you… listen to my explanation…” Mother pleaded with a trembling voice, her pretty face pale without a trace of color, her entire body shivering. Because this scene had happened so unexpectedly, she was just as flustered as I was.

“Bah, explanation my ass!” Father clenched his fists, pressing forward step by step. His eyes were bloodshot, as furious as a wounded lion, and he said sharply, “My eyes aren’t blind; I see the disgusting things you mother and son have done clearly… I really didn’t expect… I really didn’t expect…” At this point, his voice choked slightly: “I worked hard to earn money to support this family so that my wife and son could live a comfortable life… But what is the result? It turns out I have such a virtuous wife, and such a filial son…”

Mother lowered her head in shame, tears rolling in her eyes. Her lips quivered, and she seemed to want to say something, but she could not utter a single word, only shaking her head repeatedly, looking extremely pained.

“…I truly cannot imagine that you two… you shameless dogs, would actually use this way to repay me…”

With a grit of his teeth and a shout of cursing, Father had already walked to the bedside, standing within arm’s reach of us. A pungent smell of alcohol drifted from him. I looked up at him in nervous terror, and before I could react, Mother suddenly burst into loud sobbing. She pushed my body away, jumped off the bed, and knelt down on both knees, kneeling naked at Father’s feet.

“Every mistake, every single mistake, is my fault alone…” she sobbed, “It was me who was shameless, it was me who shamelessly seduced my son! You… whether you beat me or punish me, I accept it all, but please do not make things difficult for Xiao Bing…”

“Of course I’m going to beat you, did you think you could escape?” There was fire in Father’s eyes and his eyebrows were arched high. He suddenly grabbed Mother’s elegant hair, pulled her up, and swung his hand over to slap her.

My heart trembled, and I felt a surge of intense pain, as if that slap had landed on me. However, Father was heartless; borrowing the strength of the alcohol, he unleashed a series of consecutive slaps to both sides of her face, every blow heavy and fierce. After two hits, Mother’s cheeks were swollen high; the handprints that had disappeared from her buttocks had reappeared on her face.

“I’ll beat you to death… beat you to death, you bitch…” Father roared hoarsely, as if he would never tire. Later, he simply used both fists and toes together, viciously hammering and kicking Mother’s frail, delicate body, completely ignoring her miserable cries, as if he would only be satisfied by driving her to her death…

My tears also flowed out, and the fear in my heart gradually diminished. I suddenly felt a profound hatred and spite toward the man before me. Suddenly, I let out a loud shout: “Stop it!” I jumped up and, taking him by surprise, slammed my head straight into Father’s lower abdomen. Caught off guard, he was knocked backward with a stagger, almost falling to the ground.

I reached out to support Mother and cried out, “What kind of man beats a woman? If you want to beat someone, beat me… It was me, I was the one who raped Mother first, and she was only forced to submit to me… Come on, beat me, beat me!”

Before I could finish the sentence, Mother covered my mouth, saying in terror, “Xiao Bing, are you crazy? What are you saying? This… this kind of talk cannot be spoken recklessly…” I steeled my heart and pulled away Mother’s hand. Gathering my courage, I gazed at Father and said loudly, “What qualification do you have to criticize me and Mother? All you know is drinking and socializing from morning to night, abandoning us lonely at home. Have you fulfilled your responsibilities as a father? Have you considered Mother’s emptiness and loneliness? She is a thirty-eight-year-old woman—what difference has there been for her these past six months other than living like a widow?” Hearing me speak such rebellious words, Mother was anxious and afraid, repeatedly begging me to shut up.

Father’s face turned bluish-green with rage, his teeth grinding with a clicking sound and his knuckles clutching white. But I went all out; although my voice was shaking violently, I forced myself to continue: “…Father, since you are unable to fulfill the role of a husband, let me, your son, replace you… Mother will certainly be happier following me than following you! Haven’t you seen how comfortable she was just now when I played with her…”

“You little brat, you… you’ve rebelled…” Father exploded with rage, panting heavily, as if he would pounce on me like a wild wolf at any moment. I stood my ground as if facing a great enemy, putting on a desperate posture, determined to protect Mother from being beaten further. Unexpectedly, Father suddenly turned around and, staggering, rushed out, leaving us behind in the room.

“What happened?” I was stunned and confused, but I didn’t think much more of it. I picked up Mother’s bathrobe and draped it over her naked body, then put on my own clothes and walked out of the bedroom in a daze.

Mother followed behind me, her face covered in tears, saying in a low voice, “Sigh! Child, you… you’ve caused a disaster…”

I tried to stay calm to comfort her. “What are you afraid of? Those words, I’ve actually wanted to say them to him for a long time…” Before the words had even finished, the sound of hurried footsteps rang out. Father strode into the living room, a sharp knife flashing with a cold light in his hand, and roared, “You little brat, get over here…”

My head went boom, and cold sweat seeped from my pores. Staring at the blindingly bright blade, I felt a faint sense of regret… Father had clearly drunk too much tonight; perhaps I should not have provoked such a drunken man so excessively just now…

Just then, Mother suddenly lunged forward and grabbed Father around the waist, shouting in a panicked voice, “Xiaobing, run! Quick…” I was snapped awake; before Mother could shout a second time, I bolted past Father and pulled open the front door, just in time to glimpse him shaking off Mother’s grip and charging after me with a roar.

My scalp tingled; I didn’t dare hesitate another second and fled down the stairs like the wind. All along the way, Father’s roars echoed in my ears, and the hairs on my neck stood on end, as if that sharp weapon could reach me at any moment. Under the intensity of this terror, I tripped several times in the dark stairwell, practically rolling and crawling in a state of total wretchedness.

When I finally escaped to the ground floor area, I spotted a security guard patrolling not far away. Like someone who had found a savior, I rushed toward him, shouting loudly, “Help! Help…”

The guard turned toward the sound and walked a few steps toward me, asking, “What’s the matter?”

“My father… he… he wants to kill me…” I said, breathless. Looking back, Father had already reached the spot behind me, his blood-red eyes full of killing intent, the knife in his hand gleaming with a cold light.

The guard was also surprised and hurriedly drew his baton from his waist, shouting, “Put down the knife! Let’s talk this through!”

“You… get out of the way!” Father waved the sharp knife like a crazed tiger, looking like a psychiatric patient having an episode. Before the guard’s baton could even touch him, he delivered a heavy kick to the guard’s groin, sending him flying far away, unable to crawl back up for a long time.

“I’ll slaughter you… you little brat… I’m going to slaughter you…” Without even glancing at the other man, Father immediately pressed toward me—it seemed he had lost all reason to his rage, the muscles on his face twisting hideously. The usual gentle and refined manner was gone, replaced by a beast-like ferocity!

I was scared out of my wits, my whole body shivering. My heart felt as if it would jump out of my chest, yet for some reason, no sound would come out of my throat. I wanted to escape, but behind me happened to be a dead end with no way out! After retreating only a few steps, my back hit the wall.

“Ah—!” A thunderous scream rang out. Without a second’s hesitation, Father raised his hand and brought the knife down toward me. The bright blade reflected the moonlight, instantly slashing through the air to a distance that was within reach. At this moment, I felt the breath of death so vividly; a sudden instinct for survival surged within me, and almost subconsciously, I dodged to the right, reaching out to push forward…

With a shist sound, a cold chill shot through my left shoulder, and a string of blood beads splashed out! At the same time, my hands had grabbed Father’s right wrist, gripping it tightly, temporarily blocking his second wave of attack.

Father and son struggled by the wall, kicking and scrambling, fighting each other with all their might. I knew that as soon as Father’s knife-holding right hand regained its freedom, my little life would be gone. Therefore, no matter how he hit me or kicked me, I gritted my teeth and endured bitterly, refusing to let go no matter what, attempting to wrest the knife from his hand…

Just then, Mother’s figure appeared in my line of sight. Her clothes were dishevelled and her hair was scattered as she ran toward us, screaming in panic, “Don’t… Hubby, don’t… please don’t…” She stumbled as she reached our side, weeping loudly, pulling at Father’s arm while begging him to stop. But Father, whose head was clouded by rage, how could he listen to her? He slapped her down to the ground and continued his life-and-death struggle with me…

As time passed, my vision began to blur. I felt a burning pain in my shoulder, and my strength gradually failed. I could only watch helplessly as that bright knife tip, inch by inch, pressed closer to my neck…

At this critical moment, Mother suddenly lunged forward, hugged Father’s thigh, and bit down hard. With a loud cry of pain, the grip in his hand loosened, and the cold blade suddenly pivoted back, plunging sharply into his chest! This strike was so deep that the entire blade disappeared into Father’s body, leaving only the handle exposed.

I could even clearly feel that this blow had pierced the most vulnerable part of Father’s heart, puncturing his internal organs! Time seemed to freeze in an instant. Father slowly lowered his head, looking at the knife handle in his chest with a shocked, incredulous expression. Mother was also looking at him, her lips trembling violently, her pretty face as pale as dead ash…

I weakly let go and slumped onto the ground. A familiar image suddenly appeared in my mind… a bloody scene that had appeared in that dream full of eeriness and evil! The only difference was that the roles in the dream were exactly reversed; the sharp knife that had killed me was now plunged into Father’s chest!

Could it be that “retribution” truly exists in this world? That in the unseen void, there really is some mysterious power governing the grudges and debts of the human world, the cycle of cause and effect?

“You killed me… you… you pair of dogs… conspired… killed me…” Along with the intermittent speaking, blood continuously overflowed from Father’s mouth and nose. He swayed twice, and his body collapsed limply as if he had lost his spinal column.

Mother’s body trembled, and she seemed to want to step forward to support Father, but before she could take a step, her delicate frame suddenly went soft. Unable to bear the burden, she fainted. I stood there blankly, not knowing how long I had been standing, until that security guard came limping over to the side, and I became slightly more conscious. Seeing the tragedy before him, he let out a startled “Ah!” and said with a trembling voice, “I… I’ll go call an ambulance… and… report to the police…” After speaking, he turned around and ran quickly toward his duty office.

I steadied my nerves and looked at Father, who was twitching slightly in the pool of blood. He was already breathless, lying dying under the dark night sky, blood continuously gushing from the wound. He looked so miserable and desolate, it was almost unbearable to watch. But strangely, watching this relative who had raised me for seventeen years about to die, there was not a shred of sadness in my heart; there was only a full heart of pleasure that “the great debt had been repaid.”

“Father, this is the last time I call you father!” I took two steps forward and said viciously, “Before you die, I want to tell you a secret… do you know, besides being your biological son, what other identity I have?”

He did not answer, only gasping for air in large gulps. It seemed the Grim Reaper had already stepped closer to him, preparing to take his soul… I said coldly, “May 8, 1984, a man lost his life at your hands, and the process of death was exactly the same as tonight… You probably haven’t forgotten who that man was, right?” His body suddenly shuddered, and a light of shock and disbelief shot from his eyes. A few seconds later, it was as if he suddenly understood something; he nodded in realization, and a self-mocking, cynical expression appeared on his face, his lips curling into a miserable smile.

“That’s right, my past life was Zhi Bin…” I said, one word at a time, “The Zhi Bin who died miserably under your knife, whose fiancée was seized by you for eighteen years! Back then I said that one day in my next life, I would come to settle the score with you… Heaven truly has eyes, letting me be reincarnated as your son to take revenge in such a unique way!” Speaking, I laughed咯咯 in a neurotic manner, pulled over the unconscious Mother, and reached out my palm to stroke her naked body beneath her nightgown, sneering, “Let me tell you, the woman who belongs to me will eventually return to my embrace! Although I couldn’t get her in the last life, in this life she is destined to be mine, and will forever be unable to leave my cock…”

Hearing this, Father’s eyes looked as if they were about to spray fire. He stared at me fiercely, struggling violently on the floor, his throat emitting the strange, guttural sounds of a wild beast. Seeing this, I suddenly felt an inexplicable excitement. I abruptly lifted her nightgown, spreading Mother’s legs wide apart, completely exposing her flower-bud-like vulva right in Father’s line of sight!

“Hey, I’m going to let you taste it too—the pain of the moment you are on the verge of drawing your last breath, yet your most beloved woman is being possessed by your enemy… Open your eyes wide and look closely! Hahaha…” I was almost hysterical; the jealousy and resentment accumulated over many years were all being completely vented in this moment. Amidst my wild laughter, I curled my index and middle fingers and thrust them into Mother’s vagina, mimicking the motion of a cock pumping in and out of the flesh hole.

“Look… look at how good Mother feels because of me… look, her slutty hole is contracting on its own… wow, it’s squeezing so tight… it’s almost snapping my finger…” I mocked her to my heart’s content, while speeding up the movement of my hand. Even in her unconscious state, Mother seemed to sense it; low moans gradually escaped her mouth, and her snow-white buttocks twisted unconsciously,迎合ing my finger, as the flesh-hole quickly became incredibly wet…

As surges of scorching erotic juices overflowed and sprayed out from between my fingers, Father suddenly let out a wild roar. Like a final burst of energy before death, he strangely propped himself halfway up, his voice hoarse and piercing as he shrieked, “You… you will certainly face retribution!” Once these words were spoken, his body slumped despondently, his head lolling powerlessly to the side, and he breathed his last.

I crouched low and carefully examined his features, only to discover that his eyes were wide open; he had died without closing them. Within those grey, dead-fish pupils was a resentment, an unwillingness, a ferocity, and a venom that seemed to penetrate the very marrow, as if he had fused all his hatred into that one final glance before death.

A chill ran through my heart. I turned my face away, not daring to look further, and silently gazed up at the bleak, misty moonlight. In this darkness, I stood quietly, waiting silently for the police cars to arrive with their wailing sirens… Just as I had expected, the police investigation into this murder lasted only a few days before coming to an end.

Both Mother and I were determined to have acted in “justifiable self-defense” and were released without charge. It was no wonder; all the evidence was too favorable to me… Father had brought out the weapon himself, and there were no fingerprints of mine on it; furthermore, that security guard testified emphatically that Father had been the one wielding the knife, chasing the unarmed me and even injuring him in the process… All of this led the police to believe that the occurrence of this case was, indeed, a “tragic accident.”

The only thing that left the police somewhat puzzled was why Father, who appeared so refined and respectable, would suddenly fly into such a mysterious rage that he wouldn’t even spare his own biological son. Because of this, I put on a face of grief and explained, with great guilt, that because my recent exam grades had been too poor, I had spent that evening arguing back and forth with him, which provoked him to the point that it resulted in such a tragedy…

Although I spoke these words with tears streaming down my face and in a persuasive tone, I was actually very nervous. If the police discovered the truth behind the case—that it was actually due to incest between mother and son that Father had lost his mind—then even if Mother and I could escape legal sanctions, we would face a disaster of morality and public opinion. If things went badly, we would never be able to hold our heads up as human beings for the rest of our lives.

Fortunately, those police officers were not suspicious. Through their investigation, they discovered that Father had formally submitted his resignation to the company that afternoon, and had then dragged several colleagues to a bar to drink. By the time he returned home, he was actually already half-drunk. Because of this, they believed that alcohol was the culprit that had caused Father’s self-control to decrease greatly.

…causing a trivial matter to spiral completely out of control, evolving into a bloodbath of human misery.
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Hearing the police reach such a conclusion, I breathed a sigh of relief, and a great stone was finally lifted from my heart. The truth of this case would be buried forever in the depths of Mother’s and my hearts, becoming a secret that no outsider would ever know!

However, what I did not expect was that although the case was closed, news of it spread rapidly, becoming a topic of gossip in every street and alley. Almost overnight, Mother and I became local celebrities; every time we went out, I could feel the people around us pointing at us, some overtly and some covertly.

Even worse, the matter spread through my school. Whether they were teachers or classmates, the way they looked at me became somewhat strange. A few friends who had been quite close with me gradually distanced themselves, and the younger students even avoided me from afar…

I soon tasted the bitterness of complete isolation… As for Mother, her situation was also quite bad. Father’s death was like a lingering nightmare, bringing her a massive psychological blow.

For many consecutive days, she remained unhappy, her brow furrowed, sitting in the bedroom staring blankly in silence, her eyes brimming with tears. That look of heartbrokenness, of being fragile and without support, naturally gave rise to the desire to pull her into my arms and cherish her.

It was not until more than half a month had passed that Mother emerged from the shadow of grief and regret. From her appearance, she had grown thinner than before, her complexion slightly pale and her face somewhat haggard. However, this did not diminish her beauty; instead, it made her appear even more attractive, filled with a moving, pitiful charm.

But when Mother returned to her workplace, the troubles she encountered were no less than my own. No matter where she went, colleagues would pull her aside to ask this and that. Some were certainly motivated by sympathy, sincerely wanting to comfort her, but there were others…

Especially those female colleagues who were usually jealous of Mother’s competence and looks… they obviously wore expressions of gloating, standing to one side whispering and mocking her with cold words…

All of this left Mother overwhelmed and in bitter misery, yet she had no way to stop it… Just as both Mother and I were at our wits’ end and nearly breaking down, a turning point suddenly appeared in our fate one morning!

It was a Saturday morning. A slightly plump, refined foreign man arrived at the house accompanied by a translator. Upon meeting us, he introduced himself, saying he was an employee of a law firm in New York and had come to discuss the matter of an inheritance.

“Inheritance?” Mother and I looked at each other, simultaneously remembering that Father had once mentioned that Uncle Zhi, who lived in New York, had left a will before his passing to bequeath all his property to him. It was only because of the sudden turn of events a few days ago that we had actually forgotten about this!

“Yes, there are movable and immovable properties totaling approximately twenty million US dollars, which were originally left to your husband!” The foreign man shrugged his shoulders and said, “I didn’t expect that he would pass away; it is truly a pity… Now, as relatives, you are the ones who must inherit such a fortune…”

My eyes instantly lit up, and I was so excited that I didn’t know what to do with my hands and feet… Money, with such a massive sum of money, I could take Mother and fly far away, escaping this crowd of utterly boring people…

“…These Chinese translations of the documents, please read them carefully point by point. Our firm will provide the most comprehensive service…”

I interrupted his words, saying loudly, “If I entrust your firm to handle my immigration, the price can be negotiated. Can you get it done in the shortest possible time?”

The foreign man paused for a moment, a smile appearing on his fair skin, and said diligently, “We are willing to be of service!”

The sun was about to set, and several streaks of gorgeous evening glow hung across the sky. The afterglow of the setting sun shone obliquely upon this quiet country road and this castle-style villa full of exotic flavor, painting all the scenery in a layer of pale gold.

With a “screech,” a brand new BMW car stopped at the villa entrance.

Guarded by two burly bodyguards, I stepped out of the car full of ambition. Holding my head high, I walked through the two large iron gates that had just opened, crossed the neatly trimmed lawn, and arrived at the magnificent villa hall. A dozen servants, all dressed in uniform, crowded around me, humbly greeting me while diligently helping me remove my outer clothes and shoes.

After changing into loose loungewear, I made a gesture, signaling for this group of servants to go do their own work and that there was no need for them to stay by my side. After they dispersed, I climbed up the oval staircase and quickly reached the top floor. Quietly pushing open the room door, I stepped into a huge bedroom decorated with extreme luxury.

The bedroom was furnished with the most expensive pieces of furniture, and the floor was covered with a red carpet of pure wool. Calligraphy and paintings by famous artists were posted on the walls; if the seven-colored chandelier hanging overhead were to be fully lit, this bedroom could almost rival a presidential suite!

But at this moment, the chandelier was not turned on, so the bedroom seemed somewhat dark. Only near the window did a few rays of sunlight spill in, reflecting the lonely figure of a middle-aged woman in the corner of the room. She wore a wide, sleeveless, round-neck pullover, her jet-black long hair hanging loosely behind her head, and her soft, bare feet stepped upon the floor, appearing indescribably languid. Not noticing that I had entered, she only gazed blankly at the receding sunset, her face, devoid of makeup, wearing a look of loneliness.

I coughed once, and the woman immediately turned around. A look of ecstasy appeared in her eyes, and she cried out excitedly, “Xiaobing, my darling! You… you’re finally back!”

I smiled and said, “It’s me, Mother Ai! Sorry, I’m back a bit late today, and made you wait so long!” She suddenly burst into tears and ran toward me stumblingy, her high breasts shaking violently under her clothes, almost bouncing out from the neckline. Before I could take a good look, she had already rushed in front of me and opened her arms, pulling me into her embrace with such force, as if she were afraid I might accidentally disappear.

“Why are you crying again? Didn’t we just part this morning?” I comforted her softly, tenderly wiping the tears from the corners of her eyes, asking while knowing the answer, “Mother, what have you been doing these last ten-some hours? Have you missed me?”

“Miss! Miss! Mother has been thinking of you every single moment… missing you so, so much…” Mother spoke incoherently, her soft lips incessantly kissing my cheeks, leaving one lip print after another over my eyebrows, eyes, and nose, before finally taking the initiative to seal my mouth with a long, extremely fervent kiss…

After a long while, Mother reluctantly parted her lips and ended the passionate kiss. She let out a satisfied sigh and leaned silently against my chest, gazing up at me with obsession, her chest heaving slightly.

From my angle, I could clearly see that Mother had followed my instructions and was not wearing any bra under her round-neck shirt. Her entire chest was almost completely visible; two round, full, snow-white breasts were impossible to hide, shaking tremulously like ripe honey-peaches, as if calling for me to pluck and taste them. Even her brown areolae were faintly revealed.

I reached out, sliding my hand without reservation under Mother’s open armpit to grasp and knead her beautiful breast, whispering with a low laugh, “Do you really miss me that much? Hehe, then hurry up and tell me, where do you miss me the most?”

Mother’s cheeks suddenly turned red, her warm flesh beginning to heat up, and her small, delicate nipples hardened between my fingers. Panting, as if all the strength had left her body, she murmured with a flushed face, “Of course… in my heart…”

“What? Not somewhere else?” I smiled mischievously, and with my other hand, I lifted the hem of her skirt. This skirt was also ridiculously short, with almost no back half; my palm pressed directly onto her elastic buttocks, wantonly fondling the delicate, soft flesh of her hips.

“Ah…” Mother trembled twice, an uncontrollable moan escaping her lips, her face turning even redder. Before I could even poke my finger into her vagina, a stream of warm, viscous honey seeped out, slowly flowing into the palm of my hand…

Through the efforts of this period of time, Mother’s body had been trained by me to be quite sensitive. Now, as soon as I touched her skin, overflowing vaginal fluids would gush out from her labia as if out of control.

“Do you really miss me most in your heart? Or is it some other place?” I increased the strength of my hand, a wicked smile hanging on the corner of my mouth, mischievously repeating the previous question. “Hurry up and tell me the truth, otherwise I’ll come back even later tomorrow night… hey, or maybe I just won’t come back at all…”

“No… don’t…” Mother’s expression became very terrified. She hugged my waist tightly with both hands, sobbing and trembling all over. “Xiao Bing, you are the only family Mother has left… I beg you… I beg you… please don’t abandon Mother…” While she pleaded bitterly with tears in her eyes, she pressed her full breasts against me, rubbing them against my body in a pleasing manner…

Once upon a time, these breasts, which she previously wouldn’t even let me look at once, had already become one of the tools Mother used most often when she wanted to win my favor and use her beauty to please me.

“So, are you going to tell the truth or not?” I gave a snort, my tone full of threat.

Mother bit her lip and suddenly, as if completely breaking down, cried out recklessly, “I… I said… my bad son… Mother’s slit misses you the most… oh, oh… Mother is a shameless woman… every inch of my body is thinking of you… thinking of you until I’m going crazy…”

I was triumphant, flashing the smile of a victor, and continued to tease her, “Understood, Mother really is so shameless… Now tell me, why has it become wet down there?”

Her face was flushed crimson, and she gazed at me in a state of infatuation, whispering, “Just thinking about… son’s cock plugging in, Mother’s bottom becomes wet…”

Hearing such slutty words coming from the mouth of my own biological mother, my desire surged. In a few quick movements, I stripped her of her clothes, panting as I cried out, “You are a shameless mother… I am a shameless son… we mother and son are the most compatible, a pair destined by fate…” Before I had even finished speaking, Mother had already lunged to my feet, kneeling on the ground, and impatiently reached out to undo my trouser zipper.

My vein-bulging cock suddenly sprang out, pointing into the air like a spear. With a low moan of pleasure, Mother pressed her face against my crotch, opened her small mouth, and took the tip of my cock inside, then began to suck it up and down with single-minded devotion. I felt an indescribable level of comfort, enjoying the service of Mother’s lips and tongue, and a sense of unspeakable pride welled up in my heart.

I knew that I had finally obtained this woman! Yes, from the moment we stepped onto American soil, she belonged completely to me, and she had bid a total farewell to her past life—those heartbreaking memories had already drifted far away, just like the mainland of our motherland across the ocean!

Although we had been new immigrants in America for only half a year, our lives had undergone earth-shaking changes. A colossal inheritance that could not be spent in several lifetimes had placed us, from the moment we arrived, into the envied class of the wealthy. In a magnificent villa, enjoying the thoughtful service of servants, with a driver to take us wherever we went—these scenes that I had previously only seen on television had suddenly all become living reality!

Since I no longer had to worry about earning money to support the family, I naturally lost interest in studying and working. My daily task became spending piles of cash, eating and drinking and playing to my heart’s content. At first, Mother tried to advise me a few times, but later she herself gradually grew accustomed to this luxurious lifestyle and stopped speaking up. However, because she did not understand English, Mother was always unable to integrate into the local upper-class society and could not make any friends she could actually talk with. Consequently, for most of every day, she could only stare blankly in the villa, just like the royal noblewomen of the European Middle Ages; although she would never worry about food or drink for the rest of her life, she spent her days in boredom, amidst loneliness and solitude.

In this situation, I became Mother’s sole reliance, both physically and mentally. She often begged me to stay home more to talk and keep her company, praying that I wouldn’t always go out to socialize and play. According to a few of the servants, every morning after I left the house, Mother would become melancholy, a faint sorrow lingering in the corners of her eyes and brows, appearing lost and adrift as if she had lost her main pillar of support. But the moment I returned home, she would beam with joy, as if her entire being had “come alive” again, indulging me in almost every way. That kind of gentle, obedient attitude was practically no different from a young wife serving her husband.

What was even more exciting was that Mother had become more fallen and indulgent in matters of sex; since Father died, her lust seemed to have grown even more vigorous, and her dependence on me had reached an unprecedented degree, one that could even be called pathological.

I had a vague feeling that Mother was using continuous sexual intercourse to numb herself, so that she could quickly forget the past that was too painful to look back upon. Whenever she thought of the miserable state of Father before he died, she would become tense and frightened, falling into a state of baseless anxiety. At those times, the only solution was to thrust my meat rod into her body; only then could she feel a sense of fullness and security, and gradually calm down. Besides this, Mother was particularly unwilling for me to have other girlfriends.

Since becoming a young millionaire, the number of girls who proactively threw themselves at me had become countless. Once, when I brought home a blonde woman I had recently met, a faint hostility actually flickered in Mother’s eyes. She silently walked to a corner of the living room and sat down, lowering her head and remaining speechless…

“Do you feel that Mother is already old, and you want to abandon me to find a new love?” After the woman had left, Mother questioned me full of jealousy, breaking into sorrowful tears. I had to swear repeatedly until I coaxed her from tears to laughter, then used passionate lovemaking to prove my loyalty.

From then on, Mother paid even more attention to her appearance and figure. Every day, she would set aside specific time to have the best beauticians come to the house to maintain her skin, and she would go to the gym to perform a large amount of exercise.

Now, she possesses both the charm and grace of a mature woman and maintains a perfect, curvaceous figure. Occasionally, when she links her arm with mine and we go out together, no one believes that this woman, who looks so noble and beautiful, is actually her biological son, nearly twice her age! Thinking of this, a smile cannot help but appear at the corners of my mouth…

From my previous life until now, it has been a full eighteen years! I have finally achieved my wish and completely possessed Mother… I no longer need to be secretive or live in fear; I can openly do the things I want to do, and at night, hold her and sleep until dawn just like a real married couple… Recalling the scenes of the past and looking at the Mother before me, it truly feels as if a lifetime has passed.

Just a year ago, she was still a high-and-mighty “mother,” a body symbolizing maternal dignity that was absolutely not for me to violate. Yet now, she had stripped off her clothes and was kneeling naked at my feet; like a bitch, she humbly stuck out her naked, rounded buttocks, strenuously sucking on her biological son’s thick meat rod…

The sky grew darker, and the scenery in the bedroom had already become blurred, making it difficult to see things clearly. Only the person-high mirror on the wardrobe was still reflecting a visible light. Inside was a man with a vulgar face, grinning triumphantly, and a middle-aged beauty kneeling on the floor, forgotten in her passion as she used her little mouth to give him oral sex.

She lay there, her full and mature body naked, a saintly glow lingering on her face, yet her expression was utterly wanton… A shiver ran through my entire body. How familiar this scene was—I would never forget it… Was this not the exact scene I saw in my dream the first time I encountered Brother Zhibin?

“You’ll understand later. Mother isn’t as unreachable as you imagine; as long as you use a little calculation, anyone can make her return to her naturally lustful nature…” The words he had said back then seemed to echo in my ears again, every single word so clear. Looking closer at myself in the mirror, how similar I was to Brother Zhibin! From expression to posture, I was practically a version of him from twenty years ago!

I stared wide-eyed, my heart churning like crashing waves, as indescribable torrents of emotion accumulated and collided in my chest, suddenly bursting into a beast-like roar: “Wuuuaaah!” Mother was startled, her lips trembling, and the meat rod slid out of her mouth. She looked at me in shock, asking blankly, “What’s wrong? You…”

Before she could finish, I suddenly scooped up her delicate body, strode to the side of the mirror to set her down, then grabbed one of her legs and lifted it above her head. With a thrust of my hips, without a word, I plunged the meat rod into her slippery pussy!

“Oh, oh…” Mother let out a heart-trembling scream, her face wearing an expression of extreme pleasure.

She could only support herself with one leg, forced to stand on her tiptoes as much as possible to maintain the position of our coupling, but because of this, our sexual organs joined even more tightly, locking together without a single gap.

“Mother… you slut… I’m going to fuck you to death… fuck you to death…” I shouted through gritted teeth, my hands desperately gripping her full, snow-white breasts, indulging in ravishing those two soft lumps of flesh. Below, I surged and collided against her tender buttocks like a pile driver, every stroke of the meat rod stabbing into the deepest part of the burning vagina.

“Yes, fuck me to death… hurry and fuck me to death… ahhh… Mother can’t leave you anymore…” Her strained, crying screams burst from the depths of her heart, shouting in incoherent fragments, “Son… Mother wants your big cock… plug it in every day… plug it in every single second… oh my god… you’ve made Mother addicted… I’m completely captivated by you…”

I became even more excited, the pleasure of conquest rippling through my limbs. Suddenly, I pinched Mother’s chin, forcing her to turn her head and look at the mirror behind her, indulging in shaming her: “Look with your own eyes… you… lustful mother… look at how you’re being fucked… being fucked hard… by your own son’s big cock…”

Mother struggled to open her eyes, her face flushed red as she stared at the image in the mirror, seemingly shocked by the erotic sight she saw. In the mirror, her two butt cheeks were pushed apart to the sides, and between the deep crease of her buttocks, a thick, black, glistening meat rod was incessantly sliding in and out. Whenever it pulled out, frothy juices surged along with it, flowing down the meat rod and disappearing into the dense thicket of pubic hair.

“Ah… big cock… the big cock is all the way in… how slutty…” she wailed, sounding lost in passion, tossing her head of raven-black hair. Her body trembled violently, and the two round breasts on her chest bounced up and down, looking completely wanton. “Oh… come on… faster… Mother wants her son’s cock… plug it in even faster… it feels so good…”

After an unknown amount of time, I finally could not endure it any longer. Sensing that I had reached the critical point, I shouted at the top of my lungs, “I’m going to cum… Mother… I’m cumming… oh god… I’m going to… shoot inside Mother’s womb again…”

“Shoot it inside… good son…” Mother was also about to reach the peak, her full buttocks twisting anxiously to meet my invasion, her hot flesh-hole gripping the flesh-rod tightly. The words she screamed were even more indecent: “Shoot it all inside… ahhh… Mother wants to… give birth to a child for you… ah… give birth to a good child just like Xiaobing…”

I froze, almost unable to believe my own ears, asking repeatedly, “Really? Mother, you… want to have a child for me? A child… for the two of us?”

“Oh… I’m climaxing… ahhh… I can’t…” Mother seemed to have forgotten her previous words, immersing herself only in the indulgence of carnal desire. She cried out wildly, her cheeks a flush of crimson, enjoying the pleasure of our interlocking bodies…

I gritted my teeth and suddenly released my seed; the scalding, thick essence shot out, filling her womb to the brim, injecting the seeds of new life deep inside…

One day not long after, while Mother was eating lunch, she suddenly put down her bowl and chopsticks with a strange expression on her face and began to vomit “wa wa.” I hurriedly patted her back, softly asking her if she felt unwell. Mother did not answer, her brows knitted together, her expression appearing strained, yet she could not vomit anything up; she only spat out some clear liquid. I was taken aback, then suddenly realized, and asked with a mixture of surprise and joy: “Mother, you… are you pregnant?” A faint blush rose on her pale face, and she nodded shyly.

I was extremely happy, hopping around on the floor with joy, asking repeatedly: “How many months? Tell me quickly, exactly how many months?”

Mother’s face flushed red, and she said in a low, constrained voice: “It should be… from the time you said you wanted a child… that’s when it happened…”

A surge of warmth rushed through my heart, and I was filled with gratitude toward Mother. Because I did not like wearing condoms when we made love, the burden of contraception had always been borne by Mother alone; I had never needed to worry about it.

Regarding the words spoken during that coupling, I had originally thought they were merely the incoherent ramblings of Mother while she was moaning in bed, and that she could not possibly do such a ridiculous thing once she was lucid. Therefore, I had not mentioned it again afterward. To think that today I would receive such wonderful news!

“I’m going to be a father… Mother, I’m actually going to be a father…” I was elated, and at the same time, felt an indescribable sense of pride and honor…

Since Mother was willing to become pregnant and bear a child for me, it showed that in her heart, she had truly come to see me as a “man” to rely on for a lifetime, rather than the child who used to cling to her arms and act spoiled. She had already made up her mind to abandon everything from the past and start a new family with me, joining hands to spend the second half of our lives together…

Time flew by, and Mother’s belly grew larger day by day. The clothes she wore changed to maternity wear, and her beautiful, pretty face beamed with the happy smile of motherhood. She often sat alone quietly in the sunlight, reaching out to stroke her increasingly round lower abdomen, a hazy light shimmering in her eyes. It was as if she were reminiscing about the scene when she first carried me, and as if she were longing for the birth of a second child, wondering what kind of happiness it would bring her…

Like all pregnant women, Mother’s emotions sometimes fluctuated between hope and anxiety. More than once she hesitated over whether she should actually give birth to this child. Sometimes she would even say to me through tears that this child should not have come into the world, that he was a spawn of incest, and would likely be born deformed. I had to use all sorts of sweet words to coax her, promising that I would use the most advanced medical means to investigate and make sure everything was clear, and that there would be no problems. Only after I spoke until my mouth was dry did she obediently quiet down, wiping her tears and saying she could only leave everything to fate!

Ten months flashed by. Finally, after enduring unbearable pain, Mother successfully gave birth to a baby girl in the hospital! This little creature was just as expected; there were no problems at all. With chubby little hands and feet and a ruddy, healthy complexion, she was as cute as a toy doll.

Only then did Mother completely put her worries to rest. Filled with maternal love, she took care of the baby, and her entire daily life revolved around her. One moment she was afraid the baby would suffer from the heat, the next she was afraid she would catch a cold; her mouth was constantly murmuring about every little move the little thing made. Unconsciously, she pushed me to the side.

I felt both annoyed and amused, feeling vaguely that “manufacturing” such a little thing to compete with me for affection was really not a profitable deal. Especially when I saw Mother gazing at the child with those eyes full of maternal love, I inexplicably felt a bit of jealousy… After all, Mother had not looked at me with those kinds of eyes for a long time!

Humans are perhaps just that contradictory! In the past, I always wanted Mother to see me as her man, and I was always trying every possible way to transform her “love” for me; but now that I have actually succeeded, I cannot help but feel a sense of loss and melancholy. Only now do I realize that while I gained Mother’s body and soul, I also lost many, many things. Certain of the most precious and beautiful emotions in the years of my life have already drifted away from me forever, and no matter how much I linger or reminisce, they will never come back…

In the blink of an eye, the child turned one year old. One evening after eating, Mother went into the nursery as usual, picked up the hungry, crying child from the cradle, kissed the child’s little face tenderly, and then unclipped one cup of her bra to carefully nurse her.

I stood by the side watching longingly, my envy evident. Since giving birth, Mother’s breasts had become even more high and pert; her bust size had increased by two full numbers. Any normal man, just by imagining the scene of such plump breasts secreting milk, would definitely have the meat rod in his pants stand tall…

Finally, the nursing was finished. The child let out a steady, sweet breathing sound and fell into a deep sleep. Just as Mother put her back into the cradle and covered her with a small blanket, I impatiently pounced and hugged her.

“Ah!” Mother let out a startled cry, turned back to glare at me, and said reproachfully, “Be careful, don’t scare your daughter!”

“It’s okay, she’s asleep anyway!” I muttered, roughly pulling down the bra that had already slipped halfway off and tossing it far into the corner. Then, I reached out and pressed my hand against Mother’s chest, vigorously rubbing her naked breasts, my ten fingers skillfully playing with them and teasing her as much as possible.

“Mm… mmm…” Mother let out blurred, delicate moans, her breathing gradually becoming rapid. Her delicate body twisted, unable to withstand the teasing, causing her full buttocks to rub against my meat rod, gradually pressing tighter against it.

My blood boiled. Without thinking, I pushed Mother down onto the floor, my hands wantonly caressing her soft chest. Her two full, round breasts were heavy; although the elasticity was not as great as before, the soft, cottony feel was even more enchanting. The tips of her nipples were plump and had turned a deep brown color, with a recessed milk hole in the center that was continuously seeping out milky white fluid.

“Alright… it’s my turn to drink milk…” I opened my mouth and took the left nipple into my mouth, sucking on it with audible啧啧 sounds, while using both hands to grip the round, snow-white milk globes, exerting force to squeeze from the edges toward the center. A stream of warm milk flowed into my mouth; the taste was thick, with a slight hint of a fishy smell, tasting better than any drink in the world.

It was not until I had sucked the milk dry from both of her breasts that I finally lifted my head, still unsatisfied; still unsatisfied, I smacked my lips, and my heart could not help but be filled with a thousand emotions…

When I was a child, Mother did not fulfill her responsibility of breastfeeding me. This had weighed on my mind for many years, and I viewed it as the greatest regret of my life. Now, finally, my wish has been fulfilled; I have tasted mother’s milk with my own mouth, reclaiming the “treatment” I deserved…

“Mm… mm…” Mother moaned, her speech slurred, her eyes filled with a coquettish and glamorous look.

It seemed as though even her strength had been sucked dry along with the breast milk; her naked body lay softly on the carpet, looking indescribably seductive. Taking advantage of the moment, I lay across Mother’s body and spread her two legs apart to the left and right. The private area in between was suddenly exposed, with bright, glossy black pubic hair covering the entire genital area and extending toward the anus.

Two petals wrapped around a full, protruding fleshy slit, emitting a fishy, musk-like scent unique to women. It was like a catalyst for lust, making my blood boil just by smelling it. I could not help but stretch out my tongue and gently lick this seductive vulva.

“Ah… ah…” Mother let out uncontrollable moans, her body twisting violently, trying to break free from the teasing of my lips and tongue. But under the powerful embrace of my arms, she was completely helpless; she could only instinctively thrust her hips, more and more hot juices leaking from between her legs, spraying all over my face…

“Mother, so this is actually your most sensitive spot,” I said with a mischievous, wicked smile, suddenly thrusting my meat rod into that flooding vagina.

Mother’s scream instantly became high-pitched, her two plump breasts trembling violently on her chest. Her long legs crossed and wrapped around my waist, and she cried out in a voice that sounded like sobbing: “Ah… ah… Xiao Bing… you’re so bad… ngh… you’re plugging Mother so deep I’m going to die… ah… ah… use force… hurry and use force…” Perceiving that my movements had slowed down, she anxiously swayed her own waist, her snow-white butt cheeks clamping onto my penis, pumping up and down without stopping.

Mother and son were immersed in the pleasure of incest, constantly changing positions and ways of intercourse; no single position could continuously satisfy the two of us. As the movements became progressively more intense, the cries of pleasure from both of us gradually became loud and mindless…

[—End—]
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