
        
            
                
            
        

    
The road home is rarely the same road that leads back.

My father was a Chinese-American who had built an empire from nothing. He amassed a fortune through a network of large corporations and several industrial plants, creating a legacy of immense wealth. I was born in Hong Kong, but at five years old, my parents moved us to the United States. Being an only child, the trajectory of my life was mapped out before I could even read; after high school, my father insisted I major in International Trade. The arrangement was simple and absolute: he would build the empire, and I would inherit it.

My mother was a Taiwanese woman of striking, sensual beauty. She lived a life of curated leisure and maintained her appearance with a discipline that defied time. At forty-one, with a grown son, she possessed the radiance of a woman in her thirties. Her skin was pale and flawless, and her almond-shaped eyes held a lingering, provocative shimmer. She possessed a mature, rounded physicalityâ€”curves that seemed to strain against the fabric of her clothes, and a rhythmic, swaying gait that drew the eyes of every man in the neighborhood whenever she moved.

When I was nineteen, my father attended a banquet. He was a man of generosity, but he could not withstand the relentless pressing of his friends to drink. He left the party in a haze of intoxication, stepping into a car for the ride home. He never arrived. That stretch of road became his final journey.

After he passed, the house grew quiet, leaving only my mother and me. I stepped into the void he left behind, assuming the weight of the family’s survival and the leadership of his businesses. At an age when most were still finding themselves, I became the CEO of several major firms. I spent the following few years navigating the volatility of the market, expanding the companies into an empire far larger and more renowned than the one my father had left me.

On my twentieth birthday, my mother sat me down. Her voice was heavy with a sudden, reflective emotion as she revealed the truth of my existence.

“You aren’t our biological son,” she told me. “When you were three, we adopted you from a children’s home in Hong Kong.”

She explained that she didn’t know who my biological parents were. She had only heard from the staff at the orphanage that my mother had been a young bar girl in the Wan Chai district, and my father an anonymous American sailor. Shortly after I was born, my biological mother had left me at a church-run nursery and vanished from the world.

The words hit me with a physical force. I looked at my reflection, then thought of the people I had called my parents; the lack of resemblance that had always been a quiet curiosity now became a glaring piece of evidence.

This year, with the company operating on a stable trajectory, I decided to take a two-week holiday. I chose Hong Kong. It was the place of my birth, and returning felt like a way to honor the mother who had raised me, or perhaps a desperate attempt to salvage some fragment of a childhood I didn’t remember.

I spent my first few days visiting landmarks in the New Territories. I eventually tracked down the location of the children’s home where I had spent my earliest years, but I found only a vacant lot. The building had been demolished long ago. The memories I sought were gone, replaced by concrete and air.

One evening, I took a taxi into Wan Chai. As the car cruised down Lockhart Road, the world became a blur of vivid, flashing neon signs advertising a dozen different bars. I stepped out into the humid air.

The street was lined with bars, their lights bleeding into one another. I picked one at random and pushed open the door.

Inside, the light was dim, the air thick and shadowed. There were few customers. In the corners and along the walls, the bar girls huddled in small groups, giggling and whispering among themselves. They seemed to have forgotten the worries of the outside world, their eyes drifting toward the door, waiting for the night to bring them someone new.

I slid into a high-backed booth near the bar. I had barely touched the beer the server set down before a woman in her early twenties approached. Without asking, she slid into the seat beside me. She leaned in with a bright, practiced smile.

“Buy me a drink?” she asked in English.

She was striking. I nodded.

“I’m Ali,” she said.

“George,” I replied.

“You a tourist?”

I nodded, switching to Cantonese. “Yes, but I was born here.”

Aliâ€™s expression brightened. “Oh, that’s great. You’re halfway to being a local then.”

She talked with an effortless, bubbling energy. By the time the first beer was gone, the space between us had vanished.

Ali leaned closer, her voice dropping. She asked if I needed a guide for the next couple of days, noting that she would be happy to take the job. The service fee, she mentioned, was four thousand dollars. As for “services in bed,” those would be an additional charge.

I looked at her, feeling a pull of genuine interest. I agreed without hesitation.

We left the bar hand-in-hand. As we walked out into the night, a thought occurred to me: my father and mother had probably met exactly like this.

That night, Ali followed me back to the hotel. She proved to be a professional of the highest order. As soon as we stepped inside, she began to attend to me, scrubbing every inch of my skin and massaging away the tension of the day.

When she finished, Ali slipped into a pair of my oversized pajamas. She wore nothing underneath. With a confidence born of her trade, she leaned into me and pulled me close, her lips meeting mine in a fervent, lingering kiss.

I reached for the buttons of her shirt, sliding my hand inside to find the fullness of her breast. I spent a moment kneading the small, firm peak, and Ali let out a series of soft, rhythmic gasps, her body softening until she leaned against me, limp and yielding.

Her skin was exceptionally smooth, lacking the coarseness I had known with girls in America. I found myself unable to pull away. By the time my hand drifted lower, into the shadowed thicket between her thighs, the heat in my blood had become a fever.

I stripped the rest of her clothes away in a rush. My erection was hard and insistent, and I began to rub it against her labia, where a steady stream of moisture had already begun to seep out.

Ali shifted beneath me, her breathing shallow. “Don’t… I… I can’t take it…” she whispered, her voice strained.

I knew exactly what she wanted. Without another second of hesitation, I lunged forward, driving myself deep inside her.

Ali gasped, her fingers gripping my hand with a sudden, fierce intensity. A captivating smile bloomed on her lips. That look sent a surge of adrenaline through me, hardening my resolve as I began a rhythmic, relentless series of thrusts.

Under the force of my movements, Aliâ€™s breathing turned into erratic cries. Though the sounds were partly practiced, the raw energy of the moment filled me with a sense of triumph.

Perhaps it was the exhaustion from the day, but the end came quickly. I surrendered to the feeling, pulling Ali close as we drifted together into a deep, sweet sleep.

The next morning, I woke to the heat of Aliâ€™s kiss. She took my hand, pulling me toward the edge of the bed. “Get up,” she said. “Weâ€™re going to Aberdeen for dim sum.”

After the meal, Ali led me on a stroll through the streets of Aberdeen. I slowed my pace, glancing at her. “Miss Ali, whatâ€™s on the agenda for the rest of the day?”

Ali paused, a playful glint in her eyes. “It’ll be a surprise. I can take you to a secret paradiseâ€”a kind of special experience you only get once in a lifetime. But I have to be clear: not just anyone can go there, and it isn’t cheap. Youâ€™ll need at least fifty thousand Hong Kong dollars. Are you up for it?”

Fifty thousand was a significant sum, but for me, it was manageable. The phrase “secret paradise” combined with the high entry price suggested a place of vivid indulgence, a sanctuary for those with money to burn. I decided to take the gamble.

“If you think it’s worth it,” I said, shrugging, “then I’m in.” I had a feeling Ali was the right person to follow.

“Good.” Ali didn’t hesitate. “Let me make a call first. Remember, bring the fifty thousand.”

She stepped aside and dialed a number, arranging a time and location in a brief, efficient conversation. Once she hung up, we went to the bank together, where I withdrew the cash. We caught a taxi, and Ali directed the driver to a specific building in Wan Chai.

At the building, Ali pointed toward a small bus with blackened windows that shielded the interior from view. She gestured for me to board alone. A flicker of apprehension brushed against my nerves, but it was quickly eclipsed by a surge of excitement. I didn’t know where the bus was heading or how long we traveled, but eventually, the sensation of the road changed. I felt the vehicle roll onto the deck of a ferry.

When the bus stopped, I stepped out alongside a few other men. A woman greeted us and led us into a cabin where dozens of men were already waiting. More arrivals trickled in until the ferry finally set sail. The cabin was enclosed, cutting us off from the outside world.

When the ferry finally slowed to a stop, we emerged onto the deck. The horizon was a seamless stretch of blue, and beside us sat a massive, opulent luxury cruise ship.

The group began to board the liner. A line of beautiful young women waited to receive us, each acting as a guide. Many of the men moved with a practiced ease, bypassing the formalities like regulars returning to a familiar haunt.

A woman dressed in green approached me, her smile wide and welcoming. “Welcome to Dreamland, sir. Please, follow me.”

She led me down to a room on a lower deck. The decor was lavish, dripping with luxury. I sat on a sofa, and I noticed a machine built into the wall. The woman in green pressed a button, and a small door slid open.

She gestured for me to place all the cash I was carrying into the slot. I did as instructed. She pressed another button, and the door slid shut. After a moment of silence, the door opened again. The money was gone. In its place lay a necklace with a heart-shaped pendant.

The woman pointed to the pendant. Embedded in the center was a small display screen, resembling the face of a digital watch.

“This,” she said, “is the total of the money you just put into the machine.”

I looked at the screen; it was exactly that number.

The woman in green pointed to the tip of the heart-shaped pendant. “There is a reading sensor hereâ€”an electronic scanner. Every woman in Dreamland wears a computer tag. If you want to get close to them, you simply swipe the pendant across their tag. That way, the company can keep track of the count. Some of the equipment here works the same way to calculate fees.”

“How does the billing work here?” I asked. “Will I have enough?”

She smiled. “Don’t worry. You can check your balance on the pendant at any time. Just have a seat for a moment; someone will be here to receive you shortly.”

She stepped closer and fastened the necklace around my neck. Then, she opened the door and left.

A short while later, the door opened again. A tall, striking woman in her forties entered. She was glamorous, possessing a captivating, flirtatious air. As soon as she stepped inside, she spoke. “Welcome to Dreamland. And how should I address you, sir?”

“My name is George.”

“I am Nancy, the proprietress here.”

“Oh, I’m honored to be received by the proprietress herself,” I said.

“This is your first time visiting us for entertainment, and since Ali introduced you, we must ensure you are received with the proper ceremony.”

“You’re too kind.”

“What kind of company is Mr. George looking for?” she asked. “We have everything you could possibly desire.”

Nan Yin produced several albums. She opened one, and I saw that it was filled entirely with nude photographs of young girls. Each page featured a different girl, each posed in a provocative mannerâ€”some sitting with their legs spread wide, others standing with thighs pressed tight. Beside the main shots were close-ups of their genitals. Under each photo were notes detailing their names, ages, birthdates, and zodiac signs.

“Every girl in here is in her teens or twenties,” Nan Yin said. “The choice is yours.”

She was right; the girls were all undeniably lovely. For a moment, I found myself unable to decide.

Seeing my hesitation, Nan Yin smiled, assuming I found the selection lacking. “We have the unusual as well,” she added. “Anything you can imagine, we have here.”

“Unusual? What do you mean by unusual?”

With a smile, Nan Yin produced another album and handed it to me. “These are the unique ones. They are more expensive, and some require a reservation.”

I opened it. The first page read: Underage Virgins.

A delicate, pure-looking young girl appeared on the page, her body completely bare. Her hair was tied in childish braids, and she wore a playful, innocent smile, her eyes squinting slightly. Her chest featured two small, budding breasts, curving elegantly upward. They were small, yet already shaped like peaches, topped with tiny, pale pink nipples. Her abdomen was perfectly flat, curving into a graceful line where it met her slender thighs. There, the pink labia were unexpectedly plump and tightly joined, forming a deep, layered fold. The mound was prominent and completely smooth, without a trace of hair, making the deep, tightly sealed cleft even more striking. It looked exactly as described in those erotic novelsâ€”like a pink flower bud.

Nan Yin smiled. “This girl is only thirteen, still a middle-school student. Sheâ€™s here because her mother owes a debt to a loan shark. She stripped for my inspection yesterday; she is indeed a virgin. Look at herâ€”skin as white as snow, and completely hairless down there. Not a single pubic hair has grown yet.”

I smiled back. “I can tell just by looking at her that she’s a true virgin. But in my opinion, a virgin doesn’t have the flavor of a mature woman. Her value lies in the fact that she’s a first-timer, but she’s like a green appleâ€”tart and astringent. She doesn’t know how to sway her hips to welcome a man.”

“So you prefer the mature ones,” Nan Yin said. “There are plenty of those further back.”

I flipped the page. The second page read: Wanton Housewives.

The page featured a collection of seven or eight women, all appearing to be twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old. They were naturally beautiful, some with long flowing hair and others with short crops. Most possessed striking figures, with breasts that stood firm and pointed like twin peaks. On some, the pubic mound was covered in thick, dense black hair, glossy and rich; on others, the area was completely smooth and bareâ€”“little white tigers” with a distinct charm of their own.

Nan Yin pointed to the photos. “These are all young wives in their late twenties. Some are stay-at-home housewives; others work in office buildings during the day and come here for part-time work at night. Look at their waistsâ€”so slender. There are no stretch marks on their bellies. I guarantee theyâ€™ve never had children, so they aren’t too loose, yet they have the experience. What do you think? Which one do you like? I can arrange it for you.”

I looked at the album; there were many more pages left. “I want to finish looking through everything first before I decide,” I told Nan Yin.

“Of course. Take as long as you like. I’m not rushing you.”

I flipped the page. The next section was titled: Mature Middle-Aged Women.

The photos showed women in their thirties and forties. Their bodies were voluptuous, with full breasts and hips that carried the heavy, sensual allure of maturity. Having given birth, their breasts were exceptionally full, though they had begun to sag slightly. The nipples had darkened, marked by small poresâ€”the lingering result of nursing. Their lower abdomens bulged slightly, though not to the point of being overweight; it looked just right. While the deep purple of the labia clearly indicated a history of countless sexual encounters, each opening looked well-maintained, signaling bodies at the peak of their maturity.

“These are all mothers,” Nan Yin said. “Every one of them is experienced, and they possess a maternal tenderness and consideration. They can satisfy a man’s mother complex.”

Looking at the photos of these middle-aged women, I felt a desire more intense than what I had felt for the younger wives. Do I actually have some perverted mother complex? I shook my head, feeling a flicker of disdain that I was even entertaining thoughts of incest. I continued to flip the page.

The next section was: Elderly Grandmothers.

The photos revealed women in their sixties. Aside from one who was quite plump and wore heavy makeup, making her relatively easy on the eyes, the others were old and unsightly. Their hair was white, their skin etched with wrinkles. One had almost all her teeth gone. Her breasts had sagged all the way down to her stomach, and her genitals were strikingly loose and cavernous. The labia were large, protruding, dark, and folded. It was hideous.

I let out a laugh. “Wow, they’re practically ancient and still this wanton. I wonder if they even produce any moisture anymore? If not, you’d have to use oil.”

“At that age, they generally don’t produce any fluid,” Nan Yin replied. “They rely on lubricants. There is only one exceptionâ€”this one here. She’s sixty-one this year, but she still wets herself up just like a girl in her twenties, sometimes even more. In fact, she needs it at least once a day. If there’s no man to do it for her, she uses a plastic dildo herself.”

“Wow, that’s impressive. But at that age… does anyone actually call for them?”

“Believe it or not, there are quite a few clients who specifically prefer them that old,” Nan Yin said. “Last time, a client actually complained that the girls weren’t old enough. He asked me to find a woman in her seventies for him. I haven’t been able to find anyone yet, but there was anotherâ€”a teenagerâ€”who requested those women in their sixties every single time. He got incredibly excited with them.”

I let out a laugh. “Talk about the old holes swallowing young chicks.”

I turned the page. The next section was titled: Voluptuous Plus-Sized Women.

A series of nude photos of standard “big women” appeared. They were quite attractive, with lush, heavy bodies. Their breasts rose like two mountains of flesh, full and sagging, each as large as a winter melon. Their bellies were thick with fat, bulging like the abdomen of a pregnant woman, though the only difference was that the excess flesh folded clearly into three distinct rolls. At the base of their thighs, the flesh swelled outward like a steamed bun. Their heavy genitals seemed to pulse, as if showing off. None of the women had pubic hair. Their massive openings were nearly the size of a palm, the labia plump and protruding like two large rubber balls. Between them, a reddish cavern was visible, with a diameter as large as a ping-pong ball. It was truly a sight to behold.

I leaned in, studying the anatomy of these women with curiosity. “Wow,” I exclaimed. “These ones are really something. Just pure meat from top to bottom.”

“Some people just love that kind of fullness,” Nan Yin explained. “They say that only with obese women is the opening fleshy enough to feel something. They like the sensation of the flesh shaking when they’re thrusting into a soft, heavy body.”

“I might actually have to try that sometime.”

I flipped the page. The next heading read: Pregnant Women.

Four nude photos of women with protruding bellies appeared. One had smaller breasts, but the other three were very full. Due to the pregnancy, their areolas had expanded into swollen, pale-brown islands; in the center of those brown circles were inviting nipples, about an inch and a half long, resembling grapes and sagging slightly. Their pale, distended bellies were stretched tight, marked by a few faint, shimmering grey stretch marks. Their entire presence felt remarkably sensual. It was my first time seeing nude photos of pregnant women, and I found the aesthetic strangely alluring.

Nan Yin pointed to the photos. “This one is in her first pregnancy, four months along. These two are at seven months, and this one is already at nine months. Sheâ€™ll be giving birth in a few daysâ€”I’m not sure if she has yet. If you want to call them, you have to make a reservation by phone.”

I looked at them, surprised. “Wow, their bellies are huge. They’re still working? Aren’t they afraid of hurting the baby?”

“Of course they’re afraid,” Nan Yin said. “That’s why our rules require another woman to be present to help. You have to pay two service fees, and there are requirements for the positionsâ€”nothing that puts pressure on the belly. It has to be gentle. No thrusting too deep, no going too fast, and absolutely no coming inside.”

“Wow, that’s a lot of requirements.”

“It has to be. If things go wrong, it could cost a life.”

I flipped the page. The next section was titled: Sexy Persian Cats.

Below the heading were nude photos of seven or eight beautiful blonde, blue-eyed Caucasian women. There was a distinct difference to them; their figures were striking, with pronounced curves. Most of their nipples and vulvas were a pale pink, rarely dark. Their pubic hair was golden, matching the color of their hair.

Nan Yin pointed to the photos. “These few are Russian, and these are American. They’re all very young and know exactly what they’re doing. But since you grew up in the States, you’ve probably tried them.”

I nodded. “I have, a few of them. Maybe it’s a cultural thing, but they seem more openâ€”wild, almost like something out of a porn movie. The only downside is that everything is just… bigger. They’re taller, the breasts are larger, but the vulvas are too. The labia, the clitorisâ€”the sexual organs are just larger than those of Eastern women.”

“The dicks are bigger, too,” Nan Yin added.

I chuckled and turned the page. The next heading was: Wild Black Beauties.

A series of nude photos of Black women appeared. Their skin was dark and smooth as polished oil, their breasts firm. The outer labia were a deep, dark black, but when parted, the interior of the vaginal canal was a vivid, striking red.

Nan Yin smiled. “You were in America; surely you’ve tried these girls too?”

“Actually, no. Seeing them all oiled up and black… like pieces of charcoal… I could never really get into the mood.”

I flipped the page. The next section read: Decadent Group Sex.

The photos showed a single man entwined with several women, all of them completely naked, engaged in various acts of group debauchery. Some shots featured two women, some three, and others as many as seven or eight. The most striking image depicted one man with five women. In the photo, the manâ€™s cock was buried deep inside a pretty girlâ€™s cunt; beside them, two younger girls were crouched like dogs, each licking the pretty girl’s breasts. The manâ€™s hands were reached back, his fingers buried in the flesh of the two girls behind him. Meanwhile, another woman sat perched on the pretty girl’s face, pressing her cunt against her mouth, pinning her down with force to prevent her from leaning forward to kiss the man. Most impressive of all was the woman clinging to the man from behind, her heavy, pale breasts pressed tight against his spine, her buttocks pushing forward in sync with his thrusts.

Nan Yin smiled. “This is a few women serving you all at once. You can decide the number. You can have them surrounding you, pampered and adoredâ€”isn’t that every man’s ultimate fantasy?”

“But I’ve only got one cock,” I noted, “and there are quite a few holes.”

Nan Yin chuckled. “That’s where the man needs a bit more stamina to really enjoy himself. Besides, while you only have one cock, you have fingers and a tongue to take its place. You can rotate through them. And while you’re working, the other women will be kissing every sensitive spot on your bodyâ€”from your ears down to the soles of your feet. They’ll even lick your anus and the gaps between your toes. It’ll make you tremble with pleasure.”

“Hearing you put it that way… I actually kind of want to try it.”

“If you’re interested,” Nan Yin said, “I recommend these twin sisters. They’re a pair of ‘famous vessels’.”

“Famous vessels? What’s so special about them?” I asked.

“The elder sister’s ‘pleasure hole’ is the ‘layered gate’ type,” Nan Yin explained, “and the younger one’s soul-stealing hole is like a limestone cavern, filled with ridges and fleshy nodules. As for the actual benefits, you’ll just have to experience that for yourself. Plus, since they’re twins, they’re perfectly in sync. Their chemistry in bed is effortless.”

By then, I had finished the album. There was another one lying nearby. I pointed to it, signaling for Nan Yin to bring it over. She obediently handed it to me.

“This one is aimed at female clients and those with… specific tastes,” she said. “It might not be suitable for you.”

I opened it anyway. The first page read: Strong Gigolos.

The following pages were filled with nude photos of young men. Each page featured a single, naked manâ€”all of them fit and muscular, their cocks large and standing tall.

Nan Yin smiled. “We have many wealthy women who come here for pleasure. These men are highly capable and very professional. No matter how old or plain a woman is, they treat her like a beauty queen. They know exactly how to make them submit and bring them infinite happiness.”

I flipped the page. The next heading read: Massive Cocks.

Before me were nude photos of three men. The most striking thing was the sheer scale of their members; they were thick and long, with prominent, pulsing veins. The glans of each was massive, protruding like a small fist and glowing with a deep, purplish-red hue.

I let out a sharp gasp, my eyes widening. “Tian Ai, what on earth is this?”

“Those are cocks,” she replied. “Don’t tell me you’ve never seen one before?”

“I know what a cock is,” I stammered. “But I’ve never seen anything that big. Wow… Tian Ai, this is terrifying… this would actually kill someone.”

“You’re right,” she said. “Girls who haven’t had children can’t really accommodate something that thick. As for virgins, if they tried to take one of these, they’d be ruined. Only middle-aged women who have already given birth can truly enjoy them.”

I looked at her. “You’ve tried it, haven’t you? Did it feel good?”

“For a woman who knows what she’s looking for, these are rare treasures,” Nan Yin said. “Any woman with a bit of taste would be eager to open her legs the moment she sees this size. To be honest, having tried it, it’s an intense thrillâ€”but it’s not exactly comfortable.”

An intense thrill, yet uncomfortable. I didn’t quite understand the logic, but I didn’t have time to dwell on it. I turned the page again. The next heading read: Young Virgins.

The following pages featured nude photos of young boys. They were captured with flushed faces, their small, smooth, pale cocks standing erect. They lacked the thickness and dark hue of the adult men; they were a light, delicate color, and entirely devoid of pubic hair.

I pointed to the images. “Are they actually virgins?”

Nan Yin laughed. “Silly. Men don’t have a hymen to prove their virginity like women do. As long as they’re young enough, you can just call them virgins.”

“But with cocks that small,” I asked, “can they even satisfy those desperate, lonely women?”

“That’s exactly what those middle-aged women like about them,” Nan Yin replied. “Just like the way middle-aged men prefer little girls.”

I flipped the page. The next heading read: Tribadism.

The photos showed several women entwined, completely naked, their bodies pressed together in a series of provocative poses. Some were in pairs, others in groups of three. They were kissing and kneading each other’s breasts, performing oral sex, or rubbing their clitorises together. Some images even showed the use of dildos.

“This is a service for those women with a preference for other women,” Nan Yin explained.

A smile played on my lips. “Do you have that kind of preference?”

“I don’t,” Nan Yin replied. “But I’ve tried it.”

“So, which do you prefer? Rubbing with a woman, or doing it with a man?”

“I like both,” she said. “Rubbing is easy, and it’s so soft and supple. It’s a different feeling from being with a man. When a man fucks you, the pleasure is like eating candyâ€”there’s a sweet, smooth satisfaction to it, but with a bit of a stinging pain. Rubbing with a woman is more like eating a lemon; it’s a sour, itchy kind of feeling.”

Still smiling, I turned the page. The next section was titled: The Queen’s Pleasure.

The following pages were filled with photos of a single woman being penetrated by multiple men simultaneously. In one shot, a woman was being fucked in both her cunt and her anus. In another, she had a cock in her mouth and another in her hand, while her holes were filled.

The most extreme image showed a woman being fucked by seven men at once. One man lay flat on his back beneath her, his cock buried in her anus. Another man stood before her, slowly sliding into her cunt. A third man was crouched by her head, holding her face as he fucked her mouth. Another man was perched across her chest, lifting her breasts to perform a tit-fuck, his cock sliding through the cleavage. The woman’s small hands were wrapped around the cocks of two other men, stroking them, while her feet clamped around a seventh man’s member.

“Wow,” I muttered, genuinely impressed. “I always thought women only had three holesâ€”that they could only satisfy three men at most. I had no idea one woman could take seven at once.”

Nan Yin looked at me with a smug expression. “That’s nothing. The most we’ve tried here is one woman with forty men.”

“Forty men?” I laughed. “Stop joking. A woman only has three holes; how on earth could she possibly take forty men at the same time?”

“Not at the same time, of course,” she replied. “Forty men in a row. Non-stop.”

“Wow,” I said. “How does a woman even agree to be gang-banged by forty men?”

Nan Yin recalled, “There was this wealthy woman in her thirties. She said she wanted to know what it felt like to be gang-banged by men, so she asked us to arrange forty men for her. Her only requirement was that no matter how much she begged or resisted, they couldn’t stop. In the end, those forty men fucked her for twenty hours. Her labia were so red and swollen that she couldn’t even walk the next day. She had to stay in bed for several days to recover.”

I reached out and gave a playful squeeze between Nan Yin’s legs, asking with a laugh, “So, what’s the most you’ve ever been gang-banged by?”

Nan Yin pushed my hand away. “Oh, stop it. Can you please stop always asking me these things?”

Smiling, I turned the page. The next heading was: Hermaphrodites.

Before me was a nude photo of someone whose gender was impossible to tell at a glance. They had long, lustrous black hair, round cheeks, a tapered chin, and large, bright eyes. Their full, moist lips looked exceptionally provocative. The body was that of a womanâ€”a slender waist, full breasts, and long, shapely legs. Overall, it was an undeniably sexy female form, but between the legs, there was no slight mound of flesh. Instead, there was a cock, standing tall and erect.

“Are the people who call for these hermaphrodites usually men or women?” I asked, still smiling.

Nan Yin laughed. “Both. These hermaphrodites can fuck women and be fucked by men. They’re perfect for anyone with homosexual tendencies.”

“When men fuck them,” I asked, “is it in the ass?”

“Yes. We actually had a true intersex person here, but unfortunately, she got married to a man a while ago.”

“Intersex? What do you mean, intersex?”

“Her appearance was similar to these hermaphrodites,” Nan Yin explained, “but the strange thing was that she had both a cock and a vagina. However, the cock was very small. Anyway, she married a man with homosexual preferences.”

“The world is truly full of strange things,” I remarked.

I turned the page with a smile. The next section read: Conquest and Sexual Abuse.

A series of nude photos depicting sexual abuse appeared. A beautiful woman, completely naked, was bound tightly with ropes, her lewd lower body exposed. A vibrating wand was clamped inside her. Other images followed: women hanging upside down, being lashed with whips, breasts pinched by clamps, dripping wax, enemas, and urination…

My eyebrows shot up. “What on earth is this, Nan Yin?”

Nan Yin let out a soft laugh. “How are you so out of touch? You don’t know what S is? S stands for sexual sadism. It started as a trend in the West, then it blew up in Japan, and now it’s starting to take off in Hong Kong.”

I looked at the photosâ€”naked women bound in ropes, their faces caught in a blur of agony and ecstasy. “Are these women doing this voluntarily?”

“Of course. They’re just… unconventional. They enjoy the act of dominating and being dominated. The more intense the torment, the more satisfied they feel.”

A smile touched my lips. “Have you ever tried it?”

“I don’t have that kind of fetish,” Nan Yin replied, “and no, I’ve never tried it.”

“I’ve never been interested in tormenting women,” I said, “but if the opportunity ever comes, I might give it a go.”

I flipped the page. The next heading read: Perverted Bestiality.

The photo showed a middle-aged woman. She had an elegant, sophisticated face and a provocative body. She was naked and bent over, performing oral sex on a large German Shepherd lying on the floor. Simultaneously, another German Shepherd was mounted on her back, its cock buried deep in her flesh. The woman and the two dogs were locked together in a tight, visceral knot of bodies.

“Wow,” I muttered, a flicker of disgust crossing my face. “That’s disgusting. Look at thatâ€”the dog’s cock is actually inside her. Why would someone give up being human just to do that with a dog?”

Nan Yin chuckled. “Some people just have very specific tastes. Just like some prefer sadism, or underage girls, or necrophilia. These women simply enjoy being fucked by animals.”

As I continued to flip through, the images grew more frantic and obscene. The middle-aged woman’s body was splayed open, taking bulls, rams, stallions, and donkeys. Then came the eels, the snakes… nearly every kind of animal imaginable. There were creatures I had never seen and others I had never even heard of.

My legs felt weak as I stared at the pages. “I always thought sex was just between a man and a woman,” I murmured, “but this is… incredibly diverse. Just looking at these albums has made this trip worthwhile.”

Nan Yin smiled. “Life is shortâ€”only a few decades. You have to enjoy yourself while you can. So, have you decided which program you want?”

“The options here are too exciting. I don’t even know where to start. In fact, I think I want to try everything.”

“Everything?” Nan Yin paused. “That would require a significant amount of money and energy.”

“Money isn’t an issue,” I replied. “As for the energy, I’ll do my best.”

“That sounds perfect,” Nan Yin said, her voice brightening at my generosity.

I flipped to the final page. There were no photos here, only rows of text. “What’s this?” I asked.

“These are role-playing scenarios,” Nan Yin explained. “You can pick one from the list or design your own plot, and we’ll perform it for you. It’s meant to satisfy desires that you can’t fulfill in your daily life, or let you vent some frustrations. This part is an extra charge, though.”

I scanned the list. The headings read: Raping the Female Boss, Seducing the Teacher, The Lusty Nurse, The Flirtatious Neighbor, Climbing into Mother’s Bed at Night, Raping Your Own Daughter, Peeping on Your Older Sister’s Bath, Your Younger Sister’s Youthful Hole, The Fleshly Temptation of Your Aunt…

“Wow,” I said, surprised. “There’s a lot of incest here.”

Nan Yin smiled. “Incest is a fantasy for many people. Just as scientists talk about the Oedipus or Electra complexesâ€”the longing for the parent. In the real world, it’s absolutely forbidden. But here, we can satisfy those impossible desires. Without the pressure of morality or social judgment, people can simulate these acts with a mother, daughter, sister, or brother. Or if there’s a girl you’ve always wanted but could never have, or an unreachable starletâ€”just give us the details, and we’ll find a woman who looks like her to play the part. What do you think? Did you ever peek at your mother or sisters in the bath as a child? Did you ever want to fuck them? If so, we can make that happen. It’s all legal and perfectly moral here.”

My heart began to throb violently. I had no sisters, only a mother. Even though she was alluring and beautiful, the thought of making love to her had never crossed my mind because it was forbiddenâ€”even knowing she wasn’t my biological mother. As for my birth mother, I had never seen her and didn’t know what she looked like. That was the reason for my trip: to find her, though I didn’t know if it was possible.

I wondered what it would feel like to experience a reunion between mother and son this way. There were no legal or moral concerns. Without hesitation, I pointed to Climbing into Mother’s Bed at Night. “I want to try this one.”

Nan Yin opened the album again and pointed to the Mature Middle-Aged Women section. “Who do you want as your partner? All of them are old enough to be your mother.”

I looked at the nudes of the middle-aged women; every one of them radiated the sophisticated sex appeal of a mature woman. Just then, Nan Yin’s phone rang, and she stood up to answer it.

As she walked back and forth in front of me, I watched herâ€”a robust, voluptuous woman with the poise of a pampered socialite. She was breathtakingly beautiful, her fair skin tinged with a delicate pink. Her eyebrows were slender and curved like crescent moons over large, clear eyes. Her nose was high and straight, and her full, vivid red lips curled slightly upward, possessing an innate, seductive quality. A small beauty mark sat at the corner of her lips. Most captivating of all were those watery, flirtatious eyes; whenever she glanced at someone, it felt as if there were a fire within them, capable of scorching the soul and capturing the spirit.

Nan Yin was taller than most East Asian women, with a slender waist and an exceptionally developed chest and hips that created a stunningly elegant curve. She wore a pale yellow, semi-transparent robe. Through the fabric, her light blue bra and a tiny, minuscule pair of panties were clearly visible. Most intoxicating were her breastsâ€”large and full, appearing nearly double the size of my foster mother’s. Her abdomen was smooth as jade, leading down to a deep navel. Below that, through the two layers of sheer gauze, the lush mound of her pubis appeared and disappeared.

My eyes nearly popped out. I stared intensely at her body, wondering if I could beg Nan Yin to be the partner for the game, but I worried she might refuse if I asked.

Nan Yin finished her call and sat back down. “So? Have you decided which one you want?”

“What if I chose you?”

“I…” Nan Yin blinked, a flicker of surprise crossing her face. “Stop joking. I’m far too old for you.”

I reached out and took her hand, while my other hand slid upward to stroke the smooth, bare curve of her arm. “Old? You’re exactly the right age. You’ve reached that kind of maturity that only makes a woman more captivating. Look at your skinâ€”so pale, so delicate. You’re as sweet and lovely as ever. If I were to take everything off you, you’d be a feast for the eyes.”

Nan Yin cast a flirtatious glance my way. She reached out and tapped my cheek with a finger, her voice turning coy. “Your tongue is so sweet, it’s almost dangerous.”

I laughed. “You say I’m the one eating you, Sister Yin, but when it comes to the actual act, it’s the women who do the eating.”

Nan Yin chuckled. “What would be so tasty about me? Those young girls are the ones who are fresh and tender. I spend every day introducing girls to men with needs, yet I haven’t stepped out to do it myself in years. Besides, my standards for men are very high.”

“How high? Tell me.”

“First,” she said, “he must be a strong, young man. You qualify. Second, he must be well-endowed. As for that…”

Nan Yin’s eyes drifted down to my lap. I reached down and pulled open my trousers. In an instant, my cock sprang out, hard and rigid. It was thick, rivaling any man’s, both girth and length. Most striking was the headâ€”massive, like a child’s fist, glowing with a deep, purplish red. Nan Yin reached out and squeezed it. The heat and hardness of the grip sent a jolt of irrepressible excitement straight to my glans. My shaft surged even longer, thrusting upward with a sudden, eager energy, the head trembling as it pulsed.

“Well?” I smiled. “Do I qualify?”

Nan Yin stared at it, her expression one of genuine surprise and admiration. “Wow… incredible… so big… so hard and hot… Ah… especially this head. It’s a treasure any woman would dream of. Qualified. Absolutely qualified.”

She gave it a few more squeezes before letting go. “Third,” she whispered, “there is your skill in bed…”

“That’s something we’ll have to find out by trying,” I said.

“Exactly. That’s why I’m being clear with you now,” Nan Yin replied. “First, my rate is double that of the other women. Second, if you climax before I do, there’s an additional double charge. However, if you actually manage to make me feel good… I won’t charge you a cent. How does that sound?”

I laughed. “Deal. So, how do we proceed?”

“Do you have any specific requests for the ‘mother’ role?”

The image of my foster mother in her western-style nightgowns drifted into my mind. “I’d like you to wear something like that to bed,” I requested.

Nan Yin nodded. “Alright. I’ll go arrange everything. Someone will come to escort you shortly.”

As she turned to leave the room, her slender waist swayed like a serpent. Her full, rounded hips rolled with every step, a rhythmic motion that looked as though she were massaging her own clitoris. I watched, mesmerized.

Left alone in the room, I let my thoughts wander. Would Nan Yin actually follow my requests to the letter? What would she look like lying on that bed? I wondered how her breasts would feel in my gripâ€”whether her opening would be plump or narrow, tight or loose, and whether her hair would be thick or sparse, long or short.

Before long, a young woman entered and handed me a piece of paper. It was the script for the scenario. I scanned the details briefly and signaled to her that I had it memorized. She led me out of the room and stopped before another door, gesturing for me to enter.

I gripped the handle and turned it slowly. Swallowing hard, I crept into the room on tiptoe, my legs trembling and my entire body taut with tension.

A single small bulb flickered overhead, casting the room in a dim, heavy gloom. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust, but soon the layout became clear. To the left stood a small cabinet, a stereo, and a television. To the right was the bed. The scenario was set: the room of a mother whose husband was away on a business trip.

I moved forward with cautious steps, drawing closer to the bed. Nan Yin, playing the role of the mother, lay there. A blanket covered her from the chest down, and a piece of purple fabric was draped across her shoulders.

My heart felt as though it might burst. Despite having some sexual experience, a session like this was a first for me. Even before entering the room, a dull ache had started between my legs; now, I was fully erect.

Standing by the bed, I looked down at her. Nan Yin slept with her eyes closed, her expression one of profound peace and serenity, a faint smile lingering on her lips. In the clear glow of the light, I could see the flush of her cheeks, making her look exceptionally vivid and charming. Beneath her high nose, her lips were the perfect thickness. Though she was forty, she was exceptionally well-maintained for a middle-aged womanâ€”only the few crow’s feet at the corners of her eyes betrayed her true age.

Looking at Nan Yinâ€™s face, which blended the allure of a mature woman with the kindness of a mother, she seemed like a goddess to me. Her beauty was different from my foster motherâ€™sâ€”more seasoned, more womanlyâ€”and as she stood in for that image, something primal and forbidden stirred in my blood.

My hand trembled as I slid it beneath the blanket, moving slowly downward. Nan Yinâ€™s breasts were revealed, draped in a translucent purple silk nightgown. She wore no bra. Even in the dim light, the fullness of her breasts was unmistakable; the dark circles of her areolae drifted in and out of view. Most prominent were her nipples, two distinct points pushing against the thin fabric like cherries, projecting an air of mystery that seemed to beckon me closer.

I wanted to touch her, yet a flicker of hesitation held me back. I knew the woman before me was merely a professional, a stranger, but in my mind, she had become the avatar of my foster mother and my biological mother. I felt a surge of internal conflict, and for a moment, staring at her breasts, I felt my consciousness drift.

Before long, the latent desire grew too intense to ignore. I could no longer suppress it. Slowly, I reached out and untied the bow of her gown. A wave of unprecedented happiness washed over me as the purple gauze parted, first revealing a deep valley of cleavage, and then the full expanse of her breasts.

I used my fingers to pull the gown wide. Nan Yinâ€™s snow-white skin commanded my gaze. Her breasts leapt outâ€”perfect, lush, and rounded. They were heavy and soft, possessing a firmness that defied her age; there was no hint of the sagging often found in middle-aged women. Even as she lay on her back, their shape remained taut. With every breath she took, the heavy mounds swayed temptingly. They were like two peaks of glistening white snow, and at the center of each wide, brown areola sat a nipple the size of a grape. They had darkened with maturity, signaling that Nan Yinâ€™s body was in its fullest prime.

I stared, mesmerized, my mouth hanging open as if I wanted to swallow her whole. My eyes were bloodshot, locked onto her breasts with a lost, obsessed expression.

I reached out, my hands gently gripping her breasts and kneading them. They were so large that it took both my hands just to encompass one, yet they felt firm, not loose. As I stroked the warmth and elasticity of that rounded, ball-like flesh, the sensation was beyond descriptionâ€”a feeling I had never experienced in my entire life.

My fingers worked toward the center of the mounds until I felt the soft protrusion of the nipple. I used my thumb and middle finger to circle and rub the tip. Under my touch, the nipple slowly swelled and hardened. I continued, starting with light strokes and gradually increasing the pressure, before exploring the entirety of her breast.

They were as round and soft as an infant’s skin. Having never touched the breasts of a mature woman before, the sensation was overwhelming; her skin felt as though it had been coated in cream, clinging to my fingertips.

As I continued to stroke her, the impact radiated to my own body. Below my trousers, my cock began to stir. Conscious of my own physiological reaction, I continued to rub those breasts with my palms.

I leaned in and let my tongue brush against the tender peak of Nan Yin’s breast, drawing the nipple fully into my mouth. I flicked the tip of my tongue back and forth against the hardening point, my teeth grazing the base of the nipple as I sucked and bit with a sudden, feverish intensity. Her breasts were lush, soft, and pale; they trembled under the force of my mouth. I licked and sucked greedily, as if trying to draw milk from her, until the reddish tip stood erect and taut against the softness of her breast.

A faint, delicate fragrance drifted from her skinâ€”the distinct scent of a mature woman. It was a heady aroma that felt like an invitation to commit a crime, and as I breathed it in, the tension in my nerves snapped, replaced by a wave of profound pleasure.

Nan Yinâ€™s body began to sway, perhaps reacting to the stimulation. I ignored the movement, my lips and tongue continuing their coordinated play. Her breasts felt like pudding, elastic and responsive to every kiss. I kept my mouth locked on that fleshy bud, my tongue swirling around it while my hands squeezed and kneaded the weight of her.

“Mama Jenny… this is amazing… I’ve waited so long for this day…”

I whispered my foster mother’s name, burying my cheek deep into the warmth of the breast. The happiness was overwhelming; I wanted this sensation to stretch on forever. Driven by the surge of excitement, I moved to the next step.

I pulled back the blanket covering her and pushed the hem of her nightgown wide. The body lying on the bed was fully exposed to me now; beneath the pale purple gauze, her curves were laid bare.

A soft sigh escaped me. I gazed at the semi-naked beauty before me, realizing that Nan Yin was far more beautiful than I had ever imagined. Even compared to my foster motherâ€”a former beauty pageant championâ€”Nan Yin was her equal in every way. Her figure was so perfect that my eyes felt as if they might leap from their sockets. In all my years, I had never seen anything more flawless. To me, she was the most beautiful woman in the world.

Though she was in her forties, her beauty remained vivid. Time had not been cruel to her; instead, it had imbued her body with the rich allure of maturity. Her skin was as white and smooth as condensed cream, flawless and translucent, like polished white jade. Above her chest, two rounded, full breasts rose like freshly steamed white bunsâ€”large, white, and captivating. They were heavy and full, trembling slightly against the white of her chest, stirring the latent desires buried deep within a man’s heart.

Her lower abdomen curved slightly, a gentle swell that was neither too thin nor too bloated, but exactly the right shapeâ€”a symbol of sexuality. Below that curve, the flesh dipped inward before arching back out into the full, rounded curve of her hips. Her skin there was incredibly pale. Her long, slender legs were smooth and rounded, leading up to the most mysterious part of her body, which was covered by a piece of white, translucent fabric far too small to be effective. A few strands of soft, curling pubic hair escaped the edges of the tiny triangleâ€”dark, glossy, and bright. Through the translucent fabric, the entrance to her honey-hole was faintly visible, a sight that could make any man’s heart flutter.

Nan Yinâ€™s body acted like a powerful magnet, locking my gaze. My eyes felt as though they were burning, and a heat flooded through my entire body. After savoring the sight of her, I quickly stripped off my own clothes.

I glanced at Nan Yinâ€™s face; she remained in her feigned sleep, eyes closed. Her white thighs were stretched out brilliantly, as if waiting to be touched. Where the thighs met, the dark purple underwear sat, guarding the most intimate part of her. That towering mystery continued to torment the heart of a young man.

I pressed my nose against Nan Yinâ€™s mons pubis, breathing in deeply. The scent filtering through her panties was a lingering mix of sour and sweet. Unable to help myself, I extended my tongue, pressing it through the fabric against that jade cleft; occasionally, I slipped my tongue beneath the edge of the lace to suckle the fullness of her labia.

Slowly, her panties began to dampen. The purple fabric grew heavy, turning nearly translucent. The small scrap of cloth could no longer contain the swelling fullness of her sex, pressing into the flesh and carving a deep, indented groove. The outlines of her thick labia were clearly visible, an invitation of infinite temptation. The center of the panties was now soaked through, clinging tightly to her vulva. Her labia were so plump and lush that they stretched the fabric taut, pulling it apart into two rounded mounds with a deep valley running between them. The contours of her engorged sexâ€”swollen and hot like a steamed bunâ€”were stamped vividly against the purple cloth. At the top of the crevice, her clitoris, like a small flower bud, appeared twisted and obscene under the pressure of the tight material. A steady stream of arousal leaked from the narrow slit between the labia.

The sight sent my blood boiling. My heart hammered against my ribs. My eyes widened involuntarily, and my mouth hung slightly open. Below, my cock surged upward, rigid. With bloodshot eyes, I stared at those purple panties, a lost, obsessed expression on my face as I began to stroke myself.

The fire of desire had become an uncontrollable blaze. I gently lifted Nan Yinâ€™s hips, sliding the purple panties down to her calves. Feeling the fabric leave her waist, she arched her hips upward to help me.

Once she was bare, I spread her thighs wide. Positioning my face directly between them, I looked closely at her beautiful sex. A neat, inverted triangle of black hair grew upon her protruding mons pubis. The hair was soft and groomed, not wild or sprawling like the images of middle-aged Eastern women I had seen; it stayed confined to the mons, leaving the surrounding area of the labia clean and bare. This made everything exceptionally clear. Most striking was the color; usually, regardless of how fair a woman’s skin is, the flesh of the cleft darkens with age. But Nan Yinâ€™s entrance was not dark; instead, the two fleshy folds were as white as her buttocks, plump and flushed like a ripe peach. The thick labia were slightly closed, revealing a slender, clear slit that clamped a small, pink pearl of flesh. Looking at them, no one would believe she was a woman in her forties.

I gazed at this snow-white, naturally gifted vulva. It was not only plump and lush but entirely smooth, as clean and polished as a piece of fine porcelain. Even with her legs spread, the mounds remained pressed close, hiding the inner lips from view. Despite being the sex of a mature woman, it possessed the purity of a young girl’s, lending it an even more erotic allure. It was more beautiful and moving than anything I had ever imaginedâ€”a living treasure I had never seen in my life.

The excitement in my chest was indescribable. My gaze, clouded with lust, hungrily devoured the most private flesh of my mother. The smooth, hairless mounds were swollen, the cleft clamped tightâ€”a perfect, rhythmic shape like a celestial peach. Her buttocks were massive and rounded, the groove between them deep and tight. Between those heavy cheeks, her dark red anus twitched slightly. She was, truly, a natural masterpiece.

I reached out and gripped the two thick, fleshy labia, pulling them apart. As they slowly unfolded, a vivid red world was revealed. The tender inner lips emerged from the jade cleft, symmetrical and without ruffled edges, stretching outward and clinging to the larger labia. They were not the delicate pink of a virgin, nor the blackened hue found in other middle-aged women; they were a deep, vibrant red, the color of maturity. This seductive flesh was wrinkled and flushed, resembling the crest of a cockerel, extending from the perineum up to the pub lics. Engorged with blood, they flared outward like a blooming orchid, forming a wide, inviting mouth.

Where the two vibrant red inner lips met, a thin fold of skin curled into a tube, and from its center emerged a small, red, thumb-sized bud of a clitoris. It sat prominently above the cleft, shaped like a tiny glans. The clitoris was engorged and vivid, resembling a rosebud yet to bloom, appearing as though it might burst at the slightest touch. In the erotic novels I had read, women endowed with such a prominent clitoris were always depicted as symbols of insatiable desire and wanton pleasure.

As I spread the plump inner lips further, the decadent world within was fully revealed. A pink, fleshy aperture sat nestled between the lips, the vivid red walls coated in a glistening fluid that shimmered with a lustrous light. Tucked inside was a short, tubular urethra, and just below it lay the alluring entrance to the vagina. A few pale red folds of skin guarded the gateway, layered and wet, clinging together in a series of distinct, moist ripples that left nothing hidden. Transparent, viscous juices seeped outward, sparkling under the light, evoking the indescribable sensation of a cock sliding inside.

According to the original script, I was supposed to simply admire this mysterious anatomy in silence. But for a young man in the prime of his passion, staying calm felt like an impossible task.

I leaned my head closer to Nan Yinâ€™s heat. A faint, subtle fragrance drifted toward meâ€”a strange scent, reminiscent of mushrooms. It wasn’t overpowering, but it was exhilarating, a scent I had never encountered before. It was intoxicating, pulling at my senses until every nerve in my body tightened. An indescribable itch surged through me as I breathed deeply, drawing in the most private, secret scent from the depths of her hidden sanctuary.

The musk emanating from Nan Yinâ€™s vulva lured me forward. My throat tightened, and I swallowed hard. Without further thought, I gripped her buttocks, lifting them upward and burying my face into the warmth of her sex. Following the scent to its source, I extended my tongue and licked her outer labia. It looked slightly soiled, but the taste was far better than I had imaginedâ€”savory, salty, and slick. The juices were thick. Greedily, I used my tongue to lap and stir, sipping tenderly at every piece of soft flesh.

“Ah… what are you doing? Son, don’t do this!”

Nan Yinâ€™s voice drifted down from above. I ignored her, my mouth acting as if possessed, desperately licking and sucking at her vulva.

“Son, what are you doing to your mother!”

She resisted, her feet kicking and her raised legs thrashing. But the movement only caused her hips to slide forward, exposing her private parts even further. The sight of her desire-drenched anatomy only fueled my own; perhaps, I thought, this was a clever part of Nan Yinâ€™s own arrangement.

I forced her thighs wide apart, her hips arching upward. With my hands, I pried open the thick, fleshy labia, aligning my mouth perfectly with the plump opening. I began to lick her inner lips. A thin, soft moan escaped Nan Yin. Pressing my nose against her mons pubis, I caught the musk of her lubrication; my mouth tasted the slickness of her love juices. My lips worked harder, greedily sucking the fluids secreted from her body.

“Ai, you can’t! That place… no, please don’t do this, alright?”

Nan Yin writhed her hips, trying to shake off my tongue. Her hands pressed desperately against my head, straining to push me away. Her performance was so convincing that for a moment, I felt the dizzying illusion that I was raping my own mother.

I pinned her shifting hips down and used my tongue to pry open the narrow slit between the two labia, licking the entrance of her vagina. My mouth remained pressed against that opening, sucking greedily, creating a wet, lewd clicking sound. Gradually, her vulva began to swell outward. The vaginal opening opened slowly, then began to pulse in a rhythmic, inviting cadence, the entire area glistening with a coat of bright, translucent fluid.

Seeing that the moist entrance had opened, I curled my nimble tongue and thrust it inside. Nan Yin let out a sharp “Ah!” and seemed to drift into a momentary stupor; her legs went slack, dropping helplessly. I continued the assault, my tongue driving deep into the heat of her vagina, poking rapidly in a series of deep and shallow thrusts, exploring the layered folds of secret flesh. The surrounding walls wrapped tightly around my tongue, slick and smooth. As I swirled and stirred, Nan Yinâ€™s body trembled uncontrollably. The flow of lubrication increased, filling my mouth with her smooth, sweet juices. The air in my nostrils was saturated with the most private scent of that forbidden sanctuary. I licked and stirred with abandon, the tip of my tongue flickering rapidly, churning through the interior.

“You can’t… Son, stop, please… I am your own mother… Son… you can’t do this… no…”

Her voice said no, but the lush, fleshy mounds of her vulva strained upward, as if desperate to pull my tongue even deeper into the cavern of her sex.

I pressed my mouth tighter against her small opening so that my tongue could reach further in, then withdrawing, then thrusting back in againâ€”a steady, rhythmic motion. My nose happened to be pressed against a small protrusion; as I licked, the tip of my nose rubbed against that hard, swollen little bead of flesh. I pushed my tongue as far as it could go, greedily sucking and licking, flicking with the tip, eating her as if I were terrified her honeyed vault might slip away.

“Ah… ugh… no… don’t… don’t do that… Mom begs you… Son, I am your biological mother, you can’t do this… we can’t commit incest… it’s absolutely not allowed…”

The “mother” pleaded with a voice of dread and sorrow. She resisted with everything she had, her hands pushing hard against my head until she finally forced me away.

I lunged forward, pinning her upper body with my own, embracing her full, tender frame. Leaning close to her ear, I whispered, “Mom… my dear mother… you are just too… too beautiful… so beautiful that I’ve fallen in love with you… please! I’ve always liked you so much…”

As I spoke, my throat tightened. A sudden ache surged in my chest, and tears nearly spilled over.

Nan Yin closed her eyes tight. Her lips were pressed thin, biting her lower lip as she shook her head from side to side. A sob caught in her throat, a muffled humming as if she refused to acknowledge what was happening. It wasn’t until my hot, engorged glans brushed against her parted thighs that she shuddered as if struck by an electric shock. Her eyes snapped open, looking at me, her voice a desperate plea: “Ugh… no… you can’t… Son… you can’t do this… I… I am your biological mother… Son… you can’t do this…”

“Please! Son, once we make this mistake, there is no turning back. We won’t be able to face anyone… we can’t be mother and son anymore!”

Nan Yinâ€™s voice was frantic, her words a desperate plea, but her body was betraying her. She writhed, her lithe frame twisting and turning as she struggled, her hands pushing against me with a weakness that felt more like an invitation than a refusal. Yet, as the head of my cock pressed against the seam of her sex, her jade-like legs instinctively relaxed. Slowly, they drifted further apart, widening of their own accord, her hips beginning to sway and rotate in a rhythmic, unconscious invitation.

“If we can’t be mother and son, then let’s be husband and wife,” I whispered. “Mom, I love you… I want to enjoy your beautiful body… enjoy your fat little hole… Mom, my own mother, just let me have this. Stop struggling. Let your sonâ€™s big cock fuck your hole just once! Even if it’s only for a moment…”

As I spoke, I kept the head of my member pressed against her vulva, thrusting blindly and urgently, like a moth circling a flame, trying to force my way inside. Between my own impatience and the sheer intensity of the stimulation, the head of my cock slid back and forth across the entrance. Several times I nearly made it, only to slip off the edge, unable to find the mark.

The hands that had been trying to push me away now shifted. Nan Yinâ€™s palms landed on my buttocks, gripping and pressing, an unconscious urgency in her touch that urged me to finally enter the harbor. Frustration mounted in my chest at my own clumsiness. Then, just as I aligned the head of my cock with her opening once more, Nan Yin let out a soft, barely audible moan.

To me, that sound was like a foghorn guiding a ship into port. I knew instantly that I had found the entrance to the path of life, and I paused.

My cock was engorged beyond anything I had ever felt. I didn’t know why the change was so extremeâ€”perhaps the sheer thrill of the taboo was fueling me. All I knew was that I was going to take Nan Yin, and I was going to drive her absolutely wild.

“Mom, I’m coming in. I’m putting my cock inside your hole now.”

“No, Mom doesn’t want this! How can you be so reckless… raping your own mother in her own bed! Tian Ai, help! Someone save me! My son is raping me… my son is using his big cock to rape his own mother! Help!”

Nan Yin was trembling with excitement. Though she cried for help, her voice was breathy and coquettish, and she arched her hips upward, bracing herself for the impact.

I aligned the massive head of my cock with her moist, crimson vagina and pushed slowly. With one powerful thrust of my hipsâ€”*squelch*â€”the enormous, wicked head slid straight into the aching void of her watery cavern.

God, she was tight. I couldn’t believe that at forty years old, Nan Yin’s entrance was still so constricted. She didn’t feel like a woman who had spent twenty years selling her body; the opening was narrow, and the interior was far from slack. Instead, the walls were thick, warm, and tender, clamping down on my glans with a searing heat. It felt slick, warm, and incredible. My head was completely enveloped by her moist, scorching heat, which felt as if it might melt me. Layer upon layer of soft, erotic flesh pressed against me, secreting thick, viscous lubrication.

I was submerged in an ocean of her. Every nerve in my body tightened. To be able to fuck a creature as beautiful and seductive as Nan Yin… I was truly blessed.

“You really… you’ve actually… oh… no… no… Son… I… I’m your own mother… you can’t just do this… no… a mother can’t do… do this with you… we’re biological mother and son… this will bring a heavenly curse… quickly… pull it out… it’s not too late… don’t… Son… you can’t do this…”

I thrust my hips forward with more force, driving another third of my length inside. As I pushed deeper, Nan Yin let out a sharp, ragged gasp. Her head snapped back, a cry escaping her lips as a violent tremor rocked her entire frame. Her vaginal walls contracted in rhythmic waves, gripping my glans like a suction cup. She trembled uncontrollably, her voice a series of breathless, sobbing pleas. “Stop… ah! No! You can’t… oh… it hurts…”

“…Son… I’m your biological mother… you can’t fuck your own mother… this is incest… quickly, pull it out…”

The fire in my blood had reached a point where there was no other solution. I pushed forward, my cock sliding steadily into her. Nan Yin arched her back, her hips lifting as she instinctively spread her thighs wider. Her thick, lush labia seemed to stretch to the breaking point. My long, thick shaft pushed aside the walls of her vagina, swallowing her inch by inch. It felt like passing through a wet, scorching, lubricated channelâ€”narrow and tight. The soft, erotic flesh wrapped tightly around my girth, and her fleshy lips were pulled up and up along my hard, engorged shaft. Then, with a powerful surge of my waist, I glided through the flood of her secretions, burying myself deep within her juicy, lovely hole. I sank in all the way to the root. The warm walls of her vagina enveloped me completely; it was slick, warm, and incredibly comfortable. My hyper-engorged glans struck a wall of flesh, pressing firmly against her cervix. Her cervical opening pulsed against my head, sucking at it with a divine intensity that sent a wave of pleasure surging through my entire body. I felt as if I might leap out of my skin with excitement.

“Ah… stop… don’t push any further… you’ve already hit… Mom’s cervix… if you push more… you’ll poke right through… ah… it’s so good… it’s too good… you’ve hit Mom’s heart… Mom has never… felt anything like this… ah…”

Nan Yin let out a cry of pain, sounding as if her small hole were being forced open like a flower. She shuddered violently and then went limp, her body collapsing into a state of total exhaustion. While she felt a tearing pain in her lower body, the void in her hole was rapidly replaced by a sense of fullness that radiated through her entire being. My firm abdomen pressed against hers. Nan Yin realized that her hole had fully accepted my massive cock; she had never felt so stretched, as if my shaft were about to burst her open. Despite the cruelty of the forced entry, as my cockâ€”thick as an elephant’s trunkâ€”settled inside, she felt with disbelief that her vagina had miraculously expanded and lengthened to accommodate me.

“You… you animal… you actually rape your own biological mother… have you no humanity! Your mother’s body has been defiled by you… sigh… you are so cruel…”

“Mom… we are one now… so don’t sigh… Mom… I’ll love you forever… I’ll spend my whole life fucking your slutty little hole… you’re so tight! It feels so real… your son is here… you don’t have to use your hand anymore… from now on, your son will fuck you every day…”

I whispered these comforts to her, and began to slowly withdraw and thrust. Because Nan Yin’s hole was overflowing with lubrication, it was slick and warm. Every stroke produced a wet, squelching sound.

“Oh… oh… Son… you can’t… you can’t fuck… Mom’s little hole… ah… oh… you’ve actually… you’ve gone all the way in… oh… no… stop… ah… your cock… the whole thing is… it’s all inside… inside Mom’s little hole…”

“…Oh… you can’t just thrust like that… Mom… how can you… how can you do this… ah… oh… don’t… don’t fuck… don’t fuck your mother… oh…”

Nan Yinâ€™s voice pleaded with me to stop, but her heavy hips were grinding against me with a speed that outpaced my own thrusts. She clamped down on my cock, pulling it deep into her core, her plush buttocks swirling and rotating to make the head of my cock rub against her flower-heart. Her arms reached up, locking around me in a tight embrace.

Suddenly, Nan Yin lifted her legs, pressing them hard against my backside to pin me in place. She raised a hand and gave me a light slap across the face, her eyes staring into mine with a flicker of genuine anger. “You animal,” she breathed. “Do you even realize you’re raping your own biological mother? To rape your own mother… do you have any humanity left!”

The warmth of her tender flesh gripped me, tight and narrow, an incredible sensation that made me pause my forward momentum. I leaned in, pressing soft kisses to her flushed cheeks. “I don’t care,” I whispered. “To be able to fuck Mom’s hole… it’s worth dying for.” As I spoke, I rotated my hips, causing the head of my cock to twist inside her like a screw.

Nan Yin suddenly broke into a smileâ€”a look of pure, wanton lust. She wrapped her arms around my neck, her legs clamping tight against my rear, and whispered in my ear: “Ah… yes… so beautiful… my good son… Mom will give you everything… Mom is giving you her little meat-hole to fuck… fuck me… fuck me as much as you want… Mom is yours forever… my hole… it’s only for my own son to fuck… ah… my good son… Mom loves you… I love it when my son fucks me… do it… Mom is going to die… harder…

Fuck your mother to death!”

The sudden release of her repressed desire pushed me over the edge. I increased my strength, driving my cock into her hole with savage, rhythmic thrusts. Nan Yinâ€™s entire body seemed to ignite; she trembled violently, her hips arching, twisting, and shaking as she clung to me with everything she had.

I focused my mind and drove into her, alternating deep, straight plunges with angled thrusts. My pace quickened, my breathing becoming ragged. Nan Yin swayed with every movement of my cock, her moans growing louder and more frantic. She called out, eyes closed, mouth open, crying out in a series of breathless shrieks like a plump pig being slaughtered. Her hole was thick and shallow, providing a friction that was exquisitely erotic; every time the head of my cock broke through the resistance and sank deep into the fleshy void, a wave of supernatural pleasure crashed over me.

Seeing the raw, slutty expression on her face and hearing her wanton screamsâ€”combined with the way her hole sucked and gripped my shaftâ€”triggered a primal, conquering instinct within me. I launched a relentless assault. With every withdrawal, her walls seemed to invert, clinging to me until only the head remained inside; then, with a single, powerful plungeâ€”*squelch*â€”my entire length disappeared back into her depths.

“Ah… you’re bottoming me out… you’ve hit my heart… hmph… Son… you’re simply too wicked…”

Nan Yinâ€™s face was flushed a deep crimson. She let out a series of happy, rhythmic moans, her hips arching and rotating upward, chasing a deeper, more intense pleasure. She had completely surrendered to the heat, her body acting with a wanton desperation.

I drove into her with everything I had, each thrust bottoming out. Her tender walls clung to me, folding and unfolding around my shaft with every plunge, leaving her body trembling in a state of absolute ecstasy.

Nan Yin had become a creature of pure lust. Her hands worked her own nipples, her hair splayed wildly across the bed. Her full breasts swayed like waves, seemingly on the verge of spilling over as she twisted her rounded buttocks, timing her movements to my rhythm. Her screams grew more frantic with every stroke. My eyes were bloodshot, my focus narrowed to a single, desperate goal as I hammered relentlessly into her.

After a few more moments, Nan Yin let out a sharp, sudden cry. She bolted upright, her hips surging upward in a series of desperate, straining heaves. She was on the precipice; her hole was overflowing with lubrication, her inner core quivering. Suddenly, she clamped her legs tight around me, tilting her pelvis higher and higher, her voice breaking into a high-pitched shriek.

“Ah… you’re killing me… my good boy… my heart… Mom can’t… Mom is so beautiful… I’m going to let go… stop… don’t… I can’t take it… ah!”

Her breathing became a series of jagged, rapid gasps. Her entire body began to shudder violently. Then, after a brief, agonizing pause, she took a deep, sharp breath. Her lower body bucked wildly, and the depths of her vagina began to vibrate with a violent intensity. The muscles of her walls clamped down on my thick shaft with such force that I couldn’t move an inch; I could only let her shake and writhe beneath me.

“Oh… God… what is this feeling… ah… it’s so good… Mom is dying… my sweet son… my own son… hurry… harder… yes… fuck me… it feels so good… Mom is dying… oh… my wicked son… fucking me to death… ah… it’s too much… I can’t… I’m letting go… oh… my good son… my dear husband… fuck me harder… fuck your mother to death!”

Nan Yinâ€™s screams grew louder and more frantic, each one peaking higher than the last. Her supple waist twisted desperately, my shaft striking her heart over and over, her tender flesh wrapping tight around me.

With one final, piercing scream, Nan Yinâ€™s head thrashed from side to side, her limbs flailing in a frenzy. “I’m dying!” she cried.

Her narrow hole began to contract violently, pulsing open and shut like a fish’s mouth. Her vagina went into spasms, the searing heat of her flesh suctioning onto my swollen shaft. The walls rippled and squeezed in a rhythmic, crushing sequence, her flower-heart biting deep into me.

I froze, stunned. It felt as if a thousand tiny claws were scratching at my shaft, leaving me limp, numb, and paralyzed. It was as if my cock had fallen into the maw of a toothless tiger, being chewed and swallowed from every direction. Then came a powerful, irresistible suctionâ€”like a winch pulling a heavy loadâ€”dragging my shaft and balls deep into the abyss.

Nan Yin continued to scream, her voice echoing through the room. “I’m dying… I’m ascending… my good man… your cock… it’s gone right into the womb!”

Nan Yin’s sudden, supernatural grip left me momentarily paralyzed. My cock was sucked in completely, held fast by a force that defied any attempt to pull away. Inside, her walls continued to chew and churn, and I could feel a distinct sensation, as if a pair of small hands were kneading and massaging my balls.

I braced my arms, my bloodshot eyes locked on Nan Yinâ€™s restless writhing. I took a sudden, deep breath, my entire body beginning to tremble. I forced the air down hard, pushing it from my dantian toward my lower abdomen. My face flushed crimson and my eyes strained with the effort as a powerful surge of heat rushed toward my groin, concentrating entirely on the shaft held fast in her grip. Then, with a thunderous shout, a miracle occurred: my cock shuddered violently, lengthening by over an inch and swelling significantly in girth.

In that instant, the thickened shaft lunged forward, piercing through to the very depths of Nan Yinâ€™s core. A powerful electric pulse seemed to radiate from the impact, like a thousand steel needles striking every nerve in her body. The surge of high-voltage excitement jolted her entire being; her jade-like hands began to scratch and claw frantically at my chest and back, and her full, white legs kicked and thrashed. Finally, her legs coiled around my waist like vines, and she let out a terrifying, primal howl, like a wolf in heat: “Ah… fuck… kill me… just fuck me to death!”

I surged upward with all my strength, ripping my cock and balls out in one motion, then immediately drove back in. I began a relentless assault, alternating deep, straight plunges with rapid, savage thrusts.

Nan Yin was already delirious, her vagina scorched with heat and her vision swimming with stars. Her limbs went limp, leaving her completely defenseless. Her nerves remained taut, trapped in a state of high tension. This violent, overturning churning tore through her flower-heart and left her walls itching with an unbearable intensity. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she gasped for air, her voice strained and ragged.

“Oh… my sweetheart… I’m dying… oh… don’t move… please, don’t move… ah… heavens… I’m overflowing…”

At those words, I stopped the thrusting. I pressed the head of my cock firmly against the very center of her hole. Nan Yinâ€™s face flushed deep red as her body arched; her vagina began to contract involuntarily, and then she released the thickest surge of her juices, splashing directly onto the head of my cock.

As the aftershocks of the climax rippled through her, Nan Yinâ€™s delicate frame shuddered uncontrollably. Her body bucked in rhythmic spasms every few seconds, causing the flesh of her buttocks to quiver and bounce. The sight only heightened the fragile, heartbreakingly erotic grace of her peak.

I looked down at her. Her eyes were closed, her breath coming in shallow, ragged gasps. Her face was a vivid crimson, drenched in a fine sheen of sweat, her lips curved into a smile of pure satisfaction. Her full breasts heaved with every breath. With my cock still buried deep inside her, the warmth and tightness were exquisite. Although I had not yet ejaculated, the knowledge that I had driven Nan Yin to such a state of transcendental ecstasyâ€”conquering a mature woman with over twenty years of sexual experienceâ€”filled me with a profound sense of joy and pride.

A long while passed before Nan Yin gave one final, great shudder. She let out a long, satisfied sigh, and the tension finally drained from her muscles. Her arms and legs no longer obeyed her; they went completely limp, and she collapsed softly into the bed. Though her legs had slid off my hips, her vagina, still craving more, continued to clamp and squeeze my cock in rhythmic pulses. Her mouth remained slightly parted, releasing thin trails of satisfied breath. She stared vacantly at the ceiling, her hands absentmindedly rubbing her own hard nipples, as if still savoring the memory of the overwhelming tide of passion that had just crashed over her.

Seconds ticked by. Nan Yin slowly drifted back to consciousness, her eyes fluttering open. I remained still, not daring to withdraw the length of me still buried deep within her. Instead, I leaned down, my hand gently rubbing her abdomen in slow, soothing circles.

Nan Yin looked up at me, her gaze shimmering with a lingering, sultry heat. “Wow,” she breathed. “How are you this powerful? I thought you were going to kill me just now. Baby… you haven’t come yet, have you?”

“I saw how much you enjoyed it when you let go,” I replied, remaining motionless. “So I stayed still. I haven’t finished, but I’ve felt a pleasure like never before. Your heat is incredibleâ€”it nearly sucked me right in.”

Nan Yin propped herself up on her elbows. Her lips parted in a provocative pout, her breasts brushing against my chest as she leaned in. She caught my earlobe between her teeth and whispered, “Baby… you really know how to do this. You know exactly how to play with a woman… I almost died in your arms. You wicked thing… you’ve ruined me with this size of yours. I can’t even take it anymore.”

She looked at me with an expression of total surrender. “You’re a real man, my baby. Your son is too capable… I’m never leaving you.”

“You’ve had your turn,” I murmured, “but I still want more…”

I gave a playful, sudden thrust. Nan Yin gasped, her breath hitching. “Ah… stop… you’re killing me… I surrender… I give up… quickly… stop… pull that big thing… pull it out…”

“I’d love to,” I teased, “but my cock isn’t willing. Just a few more dozen thrusts.”

I began to slide in and out with a slow, agonizing deliberation.

Nan Yin’s moans came in broken fragments. “Ah… that big thing… it feels… so good… so happy… oh… let… let me catch my breath…”

“No way. I’m going to drive it into you until you’re completely undone. I’m not stopping until you’re fully conquered today.”

Nan Yin gritted her teeth, her body twisting with a desperate, wanton grace. Her eyes rolled back, her voice trembling as she cried out:

“Oh, my dear father… I surrender. My dear brother, my wonderful husband… this thing is too powerful… you’re taking my life… my juices… they’re all… all drained… you little rascal… if you keep… keep going… you’ll actually…

fuck me to death… oh… have mercy… I really can’t… no more… I’ll find a girl for you… a professional… let her take over your cock… okay? I really can’t handle you…”

“No,” I replied. “Even if you gave me a Miss World right now, I wouldn’t switch.”

My hips began to twitch and surge forward again.

Nan Yin quickly pressed her hands and feet against my backside, pinning me in place. “Good boy… don’t move,” she cooed. “You can keep fucking me if you want, but I’m older nowâ€”forty-one this year. I can’t take it in long bursts like I used to. Let me rest for a moment. Just a bit, and then I’ll spread my legs wide and let you fuck my old, slutty hole to your heart’s content, okay?”

“Fine, we’ll rest,” I said, “but my cock isn’t coming out of you today.”

A look of relief washed over Nan Yin’s face. “Alright. Just be well-behaved. No sudden lunges.”

“Deal. Nan Yin, is it tiring for you, with me pressing down on you like this?”

“No,” she replied. “Women were born to be pressed by men. Besides, I’ve long been used to it.”

I looked at herâ€”pale, soft skin, heavy breasts, and rounded hips. My hands didn’t stop, kneading and massaging her buttocks. “Nan Yin, you’re a rare find,” I murmured with affection. “Being pretty and having a good figure isn’t that uncommon, but that hole of yours is something else. The outer lips are so white, the inner ones bright and lushâ€”not a speck of darkness. And one moment it’s loose, the next it’s tighter than a virgin’s. Especially when you’re acting slutty; the tender flesh around it actually bites. It sucks and pulls like a baby nursing at a breast. It makes my soul feel like it’s scattering.”

Nan Yin let out a smug, playful giggle. “That’s because I learned from an old whore years ago. I used medicinal washes on my vulva every day. That’s why, even at forty-one, my outer lips remain plump and fleshy. A man feels it most when the lips are thick and clamp down during sex. And the medicine keeps the color beautifulâ€”the exact shade every man loves. As for the ‘biting,’ that took a long time to master. You have to start practicing before you’re eight or nine, and you need the natural talent for it.”

I stared at her, completely bewildered. “It’s a hole made for a man’s cock,” I said, eyes wide. “What is there to practice? Every woman is the sameâ€”maybe the hair is different, or one is thinner or thicker than another. What ‘talent’ are you talking about? It’s not a face you can compare for beauty.”

Nan Yin smiled. “To a casual observer, you can only tell if the hole is large or small, or if it’s positioned a bit higher or lower. Those things matter for whether a man is satisfied, but the most important part is the tender flesh inside. Here, don’t move. Close your eyes, and just feel the magic of my vagina…”

Nan Yin looped her arms around my waist and clamped her legs tight around my hips, clinging to me like a great snake. Suddenly, the thick, layered folds of flesh inside her tightened, sealing shut and gripping my cock with an intense pressure. The walls began to ripple and churn, a rhythmic, pulsing movement that seemed to surge through the entire canal. Even her labia closed like two doors shutting. I could feel her anus twitching, and her cervix contracting and relaxing like a fish’s mouth, sucking at the head of my cock.

As she exerted her strength to drive the inner muscles, Nan Yin looked up at me with a seductive, fox-like smile. “Honey, how is it? Do you like this? Is it strong enough?”

“Your hole is like a hundred claws scratching at my heart,” I gasped. “Every inch of my skin, every nerve, every single pore… they’re all screaming. Oh… so good… so comfortable… ah…”

Nan Yin relaxed her grip, a smug, knowing smile playing on her lips. “This is called the Art of Yin Softness. Many expert physicians of antiquity wrote entire treatises on the subject. Moreover,” she added, her voice humming with confidence, “my vagina is what the ancients described in their secret arts of the bedroom as a ‘å��å™¨‘â€”a Masterpiece. A woman with such a gift is a rarity; you’d be lucky to find one in ten thousand.”

The information was entirely foreign to me, something I had never seen or heard of in my life. Curiosity took hold. “What exactly does the Art of Yin Softness or a ‘Masterpiece’ actually do? Why are they so rare and mysterious?”

Nan Yin responded by giving a few rhythmic pulses of her inner muscles, clamping down on me. She laughed. “That is for you to answer. Your cock is inside me right nowâ€”does it feel comfortable? Does it feel thrilling, intoxicating? In truth, I just used my internal energy to enhance the peristaltic movement of the vaginal walls. It makes the canal narrower and tighter, creating a powerful suction from the cervix that makes it impossible for you to pull your meat out. That is the Art of Yin Softness.”

She shifted slightly, her eyes locking onto mine. “As for the ‘Masterpiece,’ it means the muscles near the entrance are exceptionally developed. It is a natural giftâ€”narrow, thick-walled, and richly textured. When a Masterpiece is paired with the Art of Yin Softness, a man experiences a crushing, oppressive pleasure the moment he enters. It’s an ecstasy that leaves one breathless. Even at my age, I still have plenty of clients calling for me because of this gift. It drives them mad.” She leaned in. “When I use the Art of Yin Softness, the walls act like countless rings of varying sizes, all undulating together. It’s like a mouth chewing a sausage. Most men shoot their loads almost instantly.”

“Haha, to be able to fuck a Masterpiece like you… I really am in luck!”

“You are my luck as well,” she replied. “You are the soulmate I’ve sought for yearsâ€”the ‘unstoppable golden spear’ I’ve been longing for. Do you know? Of all the men who have fucked me, you happen to be the milestone. You are number fifty thousand.”

I froze. “What? Fifty thousand? You mean…” I looked down, unable to reconcile the thought that the hole currently gripping my cock had hosted fifty thousand other men of all different sizes.

“What of it? I started working when I was sixteen. I was quite famous in the Wan Chai area. For the first ten years, I averaged ten clients a day; that’s over thirty thousand. In the ten years since, I’ve seen fewer, but it’s still over ten thousand. It just happens to add up to fifty thousand.”

My eyes widened as I stared at her.

Nan Yinâ€™s expression turned distant. “What? Do you think I’m cheap?”

“No, no, it’s just that…”

The words failed me. I didn’t know how to respond, so I pivoted quickly. “Nan Yin, you said you were famous in Wan Chai when you were young. Is that true?”

A strange light flickered in her eyes. She reached for a cigarette, lighting it and inhaling slowly, as if savoring a memory of those distant days.

“I spent over a decade there,” she said softly. “I had a bit of a reputation.”

“I want to ask you about someone.”

“Then you’ve come to the right person,” Nan Yin said with a touch of pride. “When it comes to the history of that area, no one knows it better than I do.”

“Do you know a prostitute named Yana?” I asked, my voice light with excitement. “She used to work the bars in Wan Chai about twenty years ago.”

“What? Yana again?” Nan Yin let out a small, playful laugh. “God, there are so many prostitutes named Yana. I actually went by Yana myself back when I was in Wan Chai. You aren’t looking for me, are you?”

I froze. A sudden, sharp jolt of apprehension shot through me. If the mother I was searching for was actually the woman in front of meâ€”what would that mean? My cock was still buried deep inside her.

“Do you have any more information about her?” she asked.

“Not much,” I said. “Sheâ€™s around your age. She lived in Western District. Eventually, she had a son with an American sailor and sent him to a children’s home. After that, she just vanished.”

Nan Yin stiffened. A visible tremor ran through her entire body. She took a few quick, heavy drags of her cigarette, her eyes narrowing as she stared at me.

“Why are you looking for her?” she asked, her voice strained.

“The person I’m looking for is my mother,” I said, my tone turning solemn.

“My god… you… you…”

Nan Yin suddenly reached out, her palms cupping my face. She held me there, searching my features, her eyes scanning every inch of my face with an intensity that felt like it was peeling back my skin. After a long silence, she whispered, “Were you born on June 4th, 1974?”

“Yes. How did youâ€””

“Do you have an oval-shaped birthmark on your left buttock?”

“Yes… how do you…”

“Oh my god, my child,” Nan Yin gasped, her voice breaking. “I am the one you’re looking for. I’m your mother.”

She moved with a sudden, desperate energy, reaching for the heart-shaped locket around her neck. She flipped it open to reveal two small photographs: one of Nan Yin, and one of a three-year-old boy. There was no doubt.

“Mother… you’re my mother…”

“Yes, I am. My child… oh god, I’ve missed you so much.”

Nan Yin threw her arms around me, pulling me into a crushing embrace. She sobbed against my ear, her voice thick with joy, raining frantic, wet kisses across my cheeks. I held her back just as tightly, leaning in until my lips pressed against hers.

Nan Yin froze. She went rigid beneath me, then suddenly shoved. The contact of our bodies broke as she pushed me away, her eyes wide, staring up at me with a look of sheer bewilderment. A deep flush crept across her cheeks.

We stared at each other for several minutes, neither of us moving. The air between us grew heavy with a sudden, sharp awkwardness. I was still positioned between her thighs, my cock still buried deep inside her, twitching slightly within the slick, wet heat of her walls. My right hand remained pressed against her breast, gripping the soft flesh. I stayed there, paralyzed, unsure whether to pull away or hold on, my body remaining anchored inside her.

It took a moment for the reality of the actâ€”the taboo of itâ€”to settle in. Nan Yin shifted her hips, trying to swing her ample backside away from me. She pushed harder, trying to force me off her body, but we were locked too tightly at the hips. She couldn’t budge me.

Panic flickered in her eyes, her voice turning pleading and strained. “Son… we are mother and son. We can’t do this. Heaven will punish us… quickly… pull it out… it’s not too late…”

A flash of panic hit me too. I hurried to withdraw, sliding out until only the head of my cock remained inside her. Then, I stopped. I changed my mind. With a sharp thrust of my hips, I drove myself back in, sliding straight through her tight heat until I hit the root.

“Ah… why… why did you… put it back in… quickly… pull out…”

“Mm, Mother,” I whispered, “did you forget that we were just talking about being mother and son?”

The memory of our previous words hit her. Her face flooded with a fresh wave of shame, her expression one of disbelief that she had actually succumbed to the act with her own son. Her voice trembled, thick with embarrassment. “That… that was just pretending. Now… now…”

“Now it’s better. We don’t have to pretend. This is real.”

Seeing her flushed with shame only added to her allure. I pulled her body tight against mine, my mouth roaming over her cheeks and the curve of her neck. I began to move, sliding in and out slowly. Her depths were so slick with arousal that every stroke made a wet, squelching sound.

Nan Yin was like a person forced to swallow a bitter pill; she knew she was in the wrong, but she didn’t dare scream, fearing someone might discover the truth of our transgression. Yet her pride fought against the pleasure. Her small mouth struggled to form the words.

“Ah… no… you can’t… do this to me… I… I am your… mother… if people… find out… how can I… face anyone… oh… no… you… can’t… oh… no… it’s not right… how could you… I’m your real mother… Mother won’t let you… let’s just… stop here… quickly… pull out… it’s still not too late…”

Her words broke apart, turning into a frantic, incoherent jumble. She struggled, trying to wriggle out of my embrace, but her delicate frame was no match for the strength of a man in his prime. She remained trapped in my grasp.

“Mom, even if I pull out now, it doesn’t change the fact that we’ve already done it,” I whispered, my voice steady. “Doing it once is incest; doing it twice or a thousand times is still incest. We’ve already crossed that line, so there’s no point in overthinking it. Just let go and accept the reality. Didn’t it feel good just now?”

I shifted, feeling the slick friction of our connection. “Don’t think about anything else. Just enjoy your son’s cock. I promise I’ll make you feel like you’re flying.” I groaned, the sensation tightening around me. “Ah… Mom… you’re so tight! It feels so real…”

“Oh… no… it’s not right…” Nan Yin gasped, her voice trembling. “I… I am your mother…”

“So what if you are? As long as I have a big cock and you have a little slutty hole, we can enjoy this pleasure together. As long as we don’t say a word, no one has to know. It’ll always be our little secret.”

Nan Yin began to shake, cold sweat breaking out across her skin. Her palms hammered against my chest in a frantic, rhythmic desperation. Tears welled in her phoenix eyes and spilled over.

“Oh… son… no… you can’t… the truth… the truth always comes out…” she sobbed, her breath hitching. “Please… just… let your mother… be… We… we can’t… do this again… please… I’m begging you… I am your own mother… this is incest, don’t you know?”

“What is there to fear about incest?” I asked. “Mom, don’t you know that in the past, many frontier tribes in China had customs where the eldest son would take over for his father and marry his own mother as a wife? Even the ancient emperors had plenty of mothers, aunts, and sisters whom they took as their concubines.”

“That was… that was then,” she stammered. “This is now.”

“And who knows how many people do it now? They say in some African tribes, they’re still a matriarchal societyâ€”a woman can marry multiple men, and once her son’s cock hardens, he makes love to his own mother, remaining her husband for life. Even the grandsons and great-grandsons do the same once they’re old enough. When a girl gets her first period, she’s taken by all the men in the family. Every night, everyone just makes love together. Who cares about generations?”

I leaned in closer, my voice dropping. “They say forty percent of families in America have experienced some form of incest. Sons with mothers, fathers with daughters, brothers with sisters… everyone lives together. When the man is hard and the woman is itching, who cares about bloodlines or taboos? They just enjoy the pleasure first and worry later. The only difference is that they keep the doors closed so the neighbors don’t find out.”

“But… but…”

“That moral ideaâ€”that we can’t do thisâ€”was just created by people in the past to avoid family disputes. If a son slept with his mother, the son would be jealous of the father, and the father wouldn’t want to share his wife. The family would fall apart, and society would descend into chaos. That’s why the restrictions were made. Plus, they wanted to prevent genetic defects. The reason a son shouldn’t sleep with his mother is to avoid deformities in the offspring.”

I paused, feeling her heartbeat racing against me.

“But in the modern world, we don’t make love just to reproduce. Legally and biologically, we are mother and son, but as long as we don’t have children, it’s just the contact of sexual organs. It’s no different than holding hands. What’s the big deal? For us, there’s no downside to this, because our family isn’t going to fall apart.”

“But in traditional views, incest is condemned.”

“I don’t believe incest is immoral,” I replied. “In a family, the bond between parents and children is closer than any other. Blood ties make them rely on one another; it’s only natural for them to feel a deep affection. It isn’t impossible for that to evolve into a sexual relationship…”

“Even so…” Nan Yin’s face flushed deep red, her voice trailing off. “You were born from me… from my hole… and now you want to put it back inside… I…”

“Mom, my entire body came out of that hole. When you gave birth to me, my cock was already rubbing against the walls of your vagina. If we’re counting incest, we did it then. I don’t care. Right now, your son’s cock just wants to fuck your slutty hole. Don’t tell me you don’t want it.”

“Ah… son… no… no, I still can’t! Please, stop fucking me, alright? I really can’t take… this anymore! Ah… son… you… you’ve made me… so ashamed! I can’t face anyone…” Her voice broke into a sob. “I’m going to die! Let’s… let’s just stop here, okay?”

I looked at her, her face twisted with shame, and let my expression harden. I let out a low, angry growl. “Mom, don’t you think you’re being ridiculous? You’ve had fifty thousand men in your hole, yet you’re still shy? You’re nothing but a thirsty, slutty old cunt who needs a man to pound her, yet you pretend to be some untouchable saint. Isn’t it laughable?”

“Oh god! Mom… please… I beg you, stop saying those things! Even if I am that kind of woman, I can’t admit it… I know… I know it’s absurd, but son, you know… in my whole life, I’ve never… encountered a situation like this. I never… wanted to commit incest with my own son…”

“Mom, the feeling of incest is a thrill,” I said. “Think about it. Breaking the boundary between mother and son, experiencing that decadent filth togetherâ€”reaching the absolute peak of sexual pleasure. It’s a liberation beyond common morality, a pleasure ordinary people can’t even imagine.”

“Stop… please, just stop… I am your own mother…” Her cheek twitched, her body trembling in desperation as she began to wail.

I growled again. “What ‘mother’? Aside from giving birth to me, have you fulfilled a single day of a mother’s duty in twenty years?”

“Son, I know… I know I failed you. I’ll make it up to you. I’ll give you money. I’ll give you this whole cruise ship. Every woman on board will be yours, alright?”

“No. I don’t want that. I have plenty of money, and I don’t want any of those women. I only want you, Mother. I want you to use this filthy bodyâ€”this old, slutty hole that’s been fucked by thousandsâ€”to please your own son. Only then can the trauma of being abandoned for twenty years be healed.”

Driven by a fierce sense of conquest and the heat of the taboo, I gripped her hips and drove myself hard into her narrow opening. With every forceful thrust of my thick shaft, it felt as if I were splitting her open, the walls of her vagina squeezing my shaft with an indescribable intensity.

Her face was flushed a deep, burning red, her expression one of total collapse. Tears streamed down her cheeks, soaking into the purple pillow and spilling into the hollows of her open arms. She sobbed in jagged, gasping breaths, her screams dissolving into incoherent wails.

Seeing her tears did not evoke pity in me. Instead, it fueled a violent own excitement. I accelerated the pace, my cock thrusting deeper and faster with every strike. As I drove into her, I let out a low, guttural growl.

“Cry… just cry, Mom. Cry all you want today. What happened to your virtue? Where is your shame now? Mom, today… today you’re going to be raped, defiled, and fucked senseless by your own son. Only then will you wake up and finally realize how slutty and depraved you really are. Then you’ll rememberâ€”you’ll never forgetâ€”the taste of this incest with your son.”

Each thrust sent her fluids spraying, the room filling with the wet, rhythmic slapping of my shaft sliding in and out of her. The sensation was intoxicating. I hammered my thick cock into her small hole, the friction creating a frothy foam against her vaginal walls. With every plunge, my scrotum slapped hard against her buttocks. A perverse pleasure surged through her body, yet she fought to keep her eyes clamped shut, biting her lower lip in a desperate attempt to remain silent. She lay there, motionless as a corpse, letting me ravage her.

Suddenly, the crying stopped. She reached up, wiped the tears from her face, and looked at me with a sudden, stark seriousness.

“Can you stop for a moment?” she asked. “I want a drink.”

The sudden shift to composure caught me off guard. I let out a long sigh and pulled my cock from her. The fluids inside her surged out all at once like a broken dam, soaking a large patch of the bedsheet. My shaft remained glistening, drenched in her secretions.

I climbed out of bed, grabbed a bottle and a glass from the TV stand, and poured a drink for her. She swallowed it down as if it were life-saving medicine. After several glasses, I tipped the bottle back and took a few long swigs myself. As the alcohol hit me, a strange clarity settled in.

I sighed. “Forget it, Mom. Arrange a boat for me to leave now. We’ll just act like nothing ever happened. I’ll never come back. You can go back to your promiscuous life, and I’ll go back to…”

The words broke, and tears fell from my eyes.

“No, you can’t go,” she said, her voice trembling as she grabbed my hand. “You are my only relative. I lost you once twenty years ago. I cannot lose you again.”

I set the bottle down and pushed her hand away. I looked at her with a flat, hollow expression.

“Sorry, Mom. If I stay here, I don’t know how to face you. Just let me go. Pretend I never came.”

“No,” she insisted, her grip tightening. “I will never let you go again. I want us to be together forever.”

My mother held me tight, pulling my head against her. Her hand stroked my short hair with a tender touch, and she leaned in, her tongue flicking across my cheek to lick away the tears.

“Oh, my darling, my precious boy,” she whispered in my ear, her voice raspy with emotion. “Mama was wrong. I should never have abandoned you all those years ago. Please, can you forgive me?”

“Mom, I…”

She reached up, framing my face with her hands. She pushed my head back slightly, her gaze locking onto mine, before pressing her lips against mine. My dry lips met her sensual, red ones. Her tongue, slick and soft, slid through the narrow gap like a small snake, tasting the sensitive inner lining of my mouth. She stirred inside me, her tongue hooking gently around mine. I responded instantly, sucking her tongue deep into my mouth, our tongues intertwining as our lips sealed tight. We were pressed together without a sliver of space, our tongues tangled in a messy, glistening web of saliva.

I sucked at the softness of her tongue, drinking in her sweet juices. Her breath was hot and passionate, the warm air from her nose puffing evenly against my face, creating a ticklish, pleasant sensation. Her taste had a hint of lemon, a provocative scent that filled my senses. This was not the kiss of a mother and son; it was the way lovers, partners, kiss.

Had she changed her mind so quickly? A surge of wild joy rushed through me.

Our bare torsos were locked together, lips fused, tongues entwined in a hungry, feverish heat. Our hands wandered without hesitation across each other’s naked backs and hips. Her full breasts pressed and rubbed frantically against my chest. We embraced, kissed, and caressed with a desperate intensity, our eyes locked in a deep, soulful stare. Soft, guttural moans escaped our throats, the rhythm of our movements becoming more urgent, more profound, like a crashing tide.

After a long time, her tongue finally withdrew. A thin string of saliva connected our lips. She ran her tongue in a slow circle around her bright red lips, curling the remaining moisture back into her mouth. Suddenly, she shoved me back onto the bed and straddled my stomach. She looked down at me with a seductive smileâ€”one that was profoundly lewd, yet laced with a strange sadness. Her hands reached down to pinch my nipples, and when she spoke, her voice was dripping with flirtation.

“I’ve come to my senses, son. You were right. Fucking once is incest; fucking twice, or a thousand times, is still incest. We’ve already crossed that line, so we might as well go all the way. Son, I want you. I want my own son’s big cock… oh… from now on, my cunt is yours. Fuck it however you want… I don’t care… I love you to death…”

She wore a wanton smirk, her expression one of absolute decadence. The curve of her eyes was devastatingly sexy. As she chuckled, her heavy breasts shook and swayed, her lust laid bare for me to see. My blood surged. I reached out and gripped her snow-white, plump breasts, squeezing and pulling, my fingers kneading her dark, swollen nipples.

“Fine, you slut, you wanton mother. Come on! Let my cock satisfy that thirsty hole of yours!”

I started to push myself up, but she pressed me back down. “Don’t get up, son. Let Mama do it. The first time happened without us knowing. This time, it’s true incest. Let me be the one to take you; let the sin of this incest be my burden alone.”

“Mom, I…” Her words moved me deeply.

She stood up, using her fingers to pry open her folds with almost a cruel intensity. She arched her hips forward, mimicking the act of love. Without a shred of shame, she opened and closed her thighs before my eyes, teasing me with the posture of sex. She began to writhe her hips in a decadent, intoxicated motion, and a glistening, transparent fluid dripped from her plump cunt, landing on my chest, still warm with her body heat.

“Look, son. Look at this. This is your mother’s filthy, promiscuous hole,” she whispered, her voice thick. “A woman as depraved as I am uses this thing to commit crimes. Now, the folds of my cunt are peeled open, just waiting for my son to fuck them. Look at the juices flowing out of meâ€”just like a tap, pouring down my legs. My little cunt is so itchy!”

She leaned further, her voice a desperate, craving monologue. “I am a woman who can satisfy every one of your needs. Whatever you want to do, do it to me. No matter what you say, Mama will do it. Trust me… I’ll be so slutty for you. Sluttier than any woman you’ve ever seen.”

She began to perform for me. Her snow-white fingers writhed against the sensitive buds of her clitoris. She twisted her elastic hips with force, thrusting her lower abdomen forward. Each time she surged, the opening of her womb flared wide, exposing every secret of her anatomy to my gaze.

I lay on the bed, looking up. Her breasts seemed to grow larger from this angle. Her petals, devoid of hair and flushed a deep crimson, were parted slightly. My eyes felt as if they might fall out of my head from the sheer intensity of the sight. She began to squat slowly, centering herself over my cock. The closer she came, the wider her entrance stretched; the swollen petals were a vivid, engorged red, slick with a coating of lubricant.

“Now, this motherâ€”this criminal of promiscuityâ€”will accept the punishment and compensation of her own son’s cock,” she cried out. “Son, from now on, I am your woman, your wife, your sex slave. I can endure any punishment you give me. I’ll use my filthy hole to grip your life-root tight so you can never leave me again. I’ll make sure you’re satisfied. I may be getting older, but I still have confidence in how tightly my cunt can squeeze.”

She was shouting now, almost manic. One hand reached out and tenderly gripped my shaft. She slid her palm up and down the searing heat of the rod a few times, then guided it toward her opening. She let the head of my cock rub against the dripping seams of her flesh, back and forth, two or three times.

The warmth and moisture of her labia brushed against the glans. As she slowly swayed her hips, the slippery petals ground against me, creating a friction that was almost unbearable. She looked down at me, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

“My darling, my baby… do you want Mama to fuck you?”

“Yes… Mom… fuck me… fuck your own son’s big cock…”

“Do you want this unfaithful, slutty hole?” she asked once more.

I knew she wanted to hear me beg. “Mom, fuck me. Use your soaking wet hole to fuck me… use the hole that gave birth to me to fuck me to death… I’ve missed you so much…”

“Son, my dear son, let Mama fulfill her duty as your wife. Let me be your woman. Let my sinful hole accept the punishment of your great cock. I’ll make you realize that my slutty flesh is better than every other woman in the world.”

With a sudden, deliberate movement, she dropped her hips hard. My glans, which had been resting against her opening, slid straight into her. Her interior felt like a furnace, suctioning and squeezing the head of my cock with violent intensity. The sudden shock of pleasure hit me like a physical blow; my head snapped back and a loud, guttural moan escaped my throat.

The girth of my head stretched her walls, creating a dull, aching pressure that sent a flood of juices rushing out. She began to wail with a desperate, lustful intensity. “Ah… so full… son… your head is so big… it feels so good to be stretched… my hole… it’s so itchy inside… so good… Oh god! Baby, your cock is so huge, I was almost afraid… afraid to sit all the way down…”

I kept my eyes locked on the point where we joined, the sight of our mismatched organs locked in tight intercourse. A wave of warmth enveloped me, a feeling of comfort and release that defied words. I reached out, my palms slapping against her buttocks, gripping and kneading the round, tender flesh.

“What’s this, Mom?” I asked. “You’re afraid of the pain? When I was fucking you from above, you didn’t complain. You were screaming about how good it felt… why are you pretending to be timid now?”

The moment my motherâ€™s buttocks touched me, she jolted as if struck by an electric current. Her entire body went limp, her strength vanishing instantly. As her legs gave way, her opening dropped, swallowing a large portion of my shaft. She paused, lifting her hips slightly, waiting for a fresh surge of lubrication to slick the walls of her vagina. Then, she began to sink back down, slowly.

With each measured movement, she took me in inch by inch. It was a wet, sliding heat. Her soft, internal flesh coiled tightly around my girth, and her plump labia were pressed lower and lower against the hard, thick shaft of my cock. Waves of pleasure crashed over meâ€”slick, warm, and overwhelming. The walls of her vagina pulsed, sucking and squeezing against me in a rhythmic grip. It was an exquisite sensation; I felt as if I might leap out of my skin from the sheer excitement.

A loud, sobbing moan broke from her throat. “Ugh… it’s too big! Your cock is just too big, baby…”

“You love that it’s big, don’t you, Mom?” I countered. “A slutty woman like youâ€”you’re the kind who craves a huge cock the most.”

“Ah… yes! That’s right, baby! Oh… Mama loves big cocks… the bigger they are, the crazier I get… and my own son’s big cock… it makes me even crazier… ugh… it’s stretching me… so full! It feels so good…”

Her body trembled. With her legs spread wide, she braced her upper body with her hands, casting aside every shred of shame. She glanced back at me with a look of pure, unadulterated lust. “Son! Baby… Mama just loves your… big cock… I’m going to fuck you now… I’m going to rape you…”

She braced her palms against my chest, her hips rising and falling in a frantic rhythm. Her hole clamped down on my cock, working it with a wild, desperate intensity. She was a vision of raw desire, drenched in sweat, her juices flowing freely as she poured out a stream of filth.

As she surrendered to her own lust, I reached up, my hands gliding over the curve of her thighs, tracing the slight swell of her abdomen. Finally, I gripped her large, rounded breasts, my thumbs rubbing the bead-like black nipples, squeezing them firmly. She shuddered, pressing her weight harder against me, her breathing becoming shallow and rapid.

“Mm… good boy… mm… touch Mama’s tits… squeeze them harder… ah… so beautiful… mm… rub them… mm… Mama feels so good…”

I buried my palms into her breasts, kneading the heavy flesh with force, my fingers pinching and twisting her nipples. For a man in his prime, the sight and feel of his own mother’s breasts were enough to drive him mad; to be able to touch them at will made my blood boil. My breathing grew heavy and ragged. My touch became less polite, my hands bruising the tender, soft flesh as my cock thrust upward in time with her movements.

Seeing the look of obsession and intoxication on my face, she leaned into her feminine instincts to please me, deploying every ounce of her seductive nature. Her eyes were wide and shimmering with lust, her pale, plump buttocks swaying and tossing in a rolling wave, welcoming every thrust. Her entire body shuddered, her voice dissolving into a series of breathless moans.

“Son, you don’t know how lowly Mama is… if you were a woman, you’d understand… your cold, cruel gaze… it’s driving me crazy… ah… forget about incest… I don’t care anymore… I want to be fucked… I want the incest… I want to fuck my son’s big cock… tonight, Mama is going to keep going until she faints.”

My mother placed both hands on my shoulders, beginning a series of wide, sweeping arcs. With every descent, she tightened the inner walls of her vagina, clamping down hard to ensure her grip on my cock was absolute. Then, as if trying to stretch me even longer, she heaved her hips upward with all her strength, lifting herself until only the very tip of my glans remained inside her. Ignoring any reaction from me, she plummeted back down in one sudden, forceful motion, seating herself fully upon the root of my shaft. The moment her depth met my glans, she used the momentum of her waist to grind her core against me several times. The sensation was so overwhelming that I couldn’t even scream; it felt as if my very soul was being sucked away by her lethal, craving hole.

“I’ll clamp you to death!” she cried.

Lost in a frenzy, her buttocks rose and fell in a wild, frantic rhythm. She began to rave, her voice dissolving into incoherent, lustful shouts. Each descent grew wider, more urgent, and more passionate than the last. The movements were so violent that my cock slipped out of her several times, but she immediately shoved it back in to the deepest point. My thick shaft was drenched in her lubrication, slick and glistening, allowing me to thrust even deeper, striking her with a solid, heavy impact.

I looked up and saw my cock flashing with a wet light as it slid in and out of her. Her juices coated the shaft and the glans, and because of the tight clenching and churning of her walls, the head of my cock had turned a vivid, inflamed red. It looked like a bright red radish, and her opening was like a mouth, chewing on me with every stroke.

Even in her haze of pleasure, my mother felt the bulbous head of my glans striking the ridges of her cervix with every drop of her hips. A dull, aching soreness radiated through her depths, making her desperate to lift her buttocks again, just so her starving walls could be stretched tight by my girth and scraped clean by the head of my cock, dredging out the endless flow of her juices.

“Mom, you old slut! You really are craving it to the limit!” I roared.

“Yes! Yes… Mama is just a slut, a crazy old whore… Baby! My baby with the lethal cock! Fuck your mother… fuck this… old slut! Fuck your… shameless… whore of a mother… ah!” She screamed without pause, her juices overflowing and pouring over my shaft like molten candle wax, streaming downward.

“Ah… Mom, the more you do this, the more seductive you become. You’re absolutely radiant!”

Excited, I arched my back and thrust upward, driving my hard, massive pillar of flesh deep into her. With every surge, the head of my cock slammed firmly against her cervix. The impact made her entire body shudder like a leaf in a storm, trembling and tossing as she gasped, “Are you satisfied with my filth? Darling… oh god… it’s so sore, Mama is so sore! Baby… your glans… it’s hitting me so hard… it’s killing me… ah… oh god! In my whole life… I’ve never… never been fucked like this… it feels too good…”

Her body bounced up and down on my penis, rising and falling, rising and falling. Her cries grew more frantic and hoarse until finally, she broke into a loud, wailing sob. “Baby! Fuck your mother… just fuck me… fuck me like you’ve never been fucked before!”

Driven by pure madness, she could do nothing but moan and scream. She gripped her own heavy breasts, kneading them with violence, a picture of boundless spring lust. Her hips tossed and turned, her hole clamping and churning my cock in a wild frenzy. More juices flowed, her expressions shifting in a blur of seductive longing and raw lust, drenched in fragrant sweat, her filthy words never ceasing.

“Mm… good baby… mm… touch Mama’s tits…”

My mother suddenly grabbed my hand, pressing it hard against her breast. She leaned in, her tongue flicking across my fingers as if she were licking a lollipop. There was a raw, unrestrained quality to her expression, a look of sheer wantonness that she seemed aware of, yet unable to control. Beneath her, I reached up, my hands clamping onto the full, rounded weight of her breasts, squeezing the tender flesh. I ignored her cries and her sobbing, simply kneading and pulling at her. I forced her to grip my arms as she shifted, riding up and down on my cock.

She obeyed. As my fingers pinched and yanked at her nipples, she let out a series of high-pitched, soul-lost screams. Tears streamed down her face, and she began to wail. “Baby! It hurts… it hurts so much!”

“It hurts… but you love it, don’t you?” I roared. “Mom… isn’t this exactly the kind of unforgettable feeling you need? Sit down! Sit all the way down on my cock!”

“Is that so… is that so!” she responded. “Mama loves it, Mama loves it… even if it hurts, Mama still loves it! Ah… baby! Your cock is poking… deeper and deeper… it’s going to hit my stomach, oh god!”

“That’s it! Mom, when you take my cock, you have to take the whole thing… all of it!”

I yanked her breasts with force. As she shrieked, tears flying from her eyes, her buttocks dropped with a heavy, solid thud. Her vagina, stretched to its absolute limit, swallowed my thick shaft entirely.

My mother seemed to choke, letting out a muffled, strangled gasp. “Oh god… ah, I’m dying… Mama’s dead!”

Her hands gripped my biceps so hard her fingers seemed to sink into the muscle. Her head shook violently, trying to lean against my arm, but she couldn’t quite reach it; she simply swayed from side to side, as if she couldn’t believe what was happening. I released one of her breasts and gripped her chin, lifting her face to look at me. I smiled. “But you love it to death, don’t you, Mom?”

She felt the massive girth of my cock filling her, stretching her vaginal walls further than they had ever been expanded. The sensationâ€”the feeling of being pierced through to her very coreâ€”made her body nearly collapse. She slumped forward into my hand, eyes squeezed shut, screaming:

“Ah… yes! Mama has never… never… been filled up like this!”

Her expression was one of peak eroticism and lust. Her hips began to thrash and twist in a wild, frantic rhythm; her half-closed eyes shimmered with an irresistible, provocative allure. She began to sing a series of passionate, rhythmic moans, a cadence of bedroom cries that would make any man’s heart race.

Excited, I arched my back, my grip on her chin tightening. I asked her, my voice demanding: “Mom, are you willing to be your own son’s mistress, his wife, his sex slave? Will you let me enjoy you, let me play with every single part of your body?”

“Mama is willing… Mama can… baby! As long as it’s what you love, Mama will do anything. Every inch of my body… I’m willing to let you play with it all, to let you enjoy it… baby… for twenty years… Mama didn’t take care of you… from now on, Mama will make it up to you double…”

Her small mouth curved open, her thin, sensual lips pouting. She cast a gaze at me, eyes shimmering with a mixture of lust and deep affection, her voice a provocative tease.

I slid my fingers across her lips. She tilted her head back and closed her eyes, swaying slowly from side to side, a soft, delicate moan humming in her throat. She seemed completely intoxicated by the simple touch of my fingers on her lips. Taking advantage of the moment, I pushed two fingers into her mouth. She took them in, sucking and licking, swirling her tongue around them as if she were pleasuring a cock. I began to mimic the motion of intercourse, thrusting my fingers in and out of her mouth; each stroke drew a high-pitched, breathless whimper from her. Below, her buttocks grew more eager, rotating and grinding relentlessly against the base of my shaft.

I smiled, my fingers still working inside her mouth, and asked, “Mom, you just said you’d let me play with every part of your body. Does that mean your mouth and your ass are both open for me to fuck?”

“Mm…” Her eyes remained closed in passion. With my fingers still occupying her mouth, she nodded, letting out a muffled, rhythmic grunt of affirmation.

The moment I pulled my fingers out, she let out a desperate, urgent cry: “Yes… yes… of course Mama is willing!”

“You’ve already let me ravage your most precious place,” she continued, her voice breathless. “So no matter how shameful the act, Mama can do it now. As long as I’m with you, my son, I’m not afraid of any disgrace. Mama will use every method and technique she knows on you. Every part of me that can satisfy your lust is yours to play with. Mama will give you everything: intercourse, oral, throat, breasts, hands, thighs, and anal. They call it the ‘Seven Pleasures of Spring.’ Mama is a veteran slave… I will make you feel like you’re in heaven, my son… humiliate me… humiliate your own mother…”

A laugh escaped me. “Haha! Mom, you really are a total slut! So filthy…”

Her eyes narrowed halfway, and a smile broke across her face, her lips curling in a way that felt like a spell. “Is that so, baby?”

“Every time… every time I encounter a man with a big cock, Mama just goes crazy. I become so greedy for the pleasure of the bed, just like a whore… oh… baby, baby… your cock is so wonderful… you fuck so well! Baby, do you like it? Do you like Mama being… this slutty?”

“Yeah… I love it. I didn’t expect you to have such a sexy reaction to committing incest with your own son. When I fuck you again in a moment, you’ll probably go… even crazier, won’t you?”

“Son, the feeling of you fucking my hole is already so stimulating. If I get to suck your big cock and then let you drive it into my ass… if we play a whole set of those ‘three flavors’ together… then Mama… won’t Mama reach the absolute peak of pleasure today?”

She shuddered. “Mama definitely won’t be able to take it. I’ll be overwhelmed… you’ll probably take my very life…”

I shifted my weight, driving my hips forward to keep my shaft pressed hard against my mother. A playful, menacing smile touched my lips. “Mom,” I whispered, “a seasoned whore like you, who’s been used by fifty thousand men… you can’t possibly be too fragile for this. In fact, that just makes me want to fuck you even harder. You slutty old temptress…”

I leaned in closer, my voice dropping. “I’m going to torture you with this cock until you’ve had enough. I want to enjoy every bit of you… how tight and narrow every single hole in your body is…”

At my words, my motherâ€™s expression shifted; she looked at me with a mixture of longing and sheer delight. She cast a provocative glance my way, her voice trembling. “Baby… you know my holes can’t handle something as big as your… cock… yet you still want to torture me. You’re so cruel… baby, I’m already yours! However you want to do it, however you want to play with me, it’s all up to you. Ah… baby, just hearing you say you want to ‘fuck’ me… it makes me so excited. My backside is itching… baby, please, touch my butt. Use your fingers to play with my… anus, please? You’ve stuffed me so full in the front, but back here… it’s so empty. I need it so much!” As she spoke, she arched her back, pushing her full, rounded buttocks further back toward me.

I reached around and slid my hand beneath her. My fingers found the wet, slick rings of her flesh, drenched in lubrication, and traced a path upward to the small, delicate opening of her anus. With my fingertips, I began to tease and probe the opening, which was already pulsing and fluttering with excitement.

My mother reacted instantly. A low, guttural moan broke from her throat. “Oh… baby… I love it! I love it when you do that to me… oh… play with me… use your fingers on my ass… oh… god! Baby… quick! Push it in, push it right into my ass… ah… baby… fuck me… fuck my ass… ah… yes! That’s it! Just like that… push! Oh god… I’m coming… I’m about to come… ah… baby! Mama… Mama is coming!”

As the words left her, her body began to shudder violently. Her eyes rolled back, showing only the whites, and her head thrashed from side to side, sending her long, beautiful hair flying into a wild tangle. Her mouth hung open, letting out a series of high-pitched, wanton cries that shifted into low, desperate whimpers and screams. She was completely undone, lost in a state of frantic, uninhibited lust.

Hearing her cries, I accelerated my pace. My cock hammered relentlessly into her spring-hole, churning and stirring deep inside. I shifted anglesâ€”thrusting diagonally, then straightâ€”my glans slamming against her cervix in a focused assault, determined to drive her into the highest state of ecstasy.

She leaned into the sensation, her body twisting and swaying. Her hair was a mess, her face flushed a deep crimson. She gasped for air, her hands gripping my arms with white-knuckled intensity. She clamped her legs tight, her hips rising and falling in a desperate, seductive rhythm that seemed almost unbearable. It was a display of raw desire that threatened to pull the soul right out of the body.

“Oh… my good son… my big-cocked brother… Mama’s little wet hole… my little sister… is going to die of pleasure… oh… this fuck… it feels so good… oh, you little devil… Mama is going to… die under your… big cock today… oh… ah… it’s so good… my big-cocked son… kiss me… quickly, fuck this little slutty mom to death… I beg you… quickly give it to me… let me be fucked to death… my own son… ah… Mama is… almost there… Mama is… about to blow!”

Suddenly, my motherâ€™s body shuddered violently as she clung to me, her arms and legs tightening their grip. Her teeth chattered, a sharp, rhythmic clicking, as her hips began to roll and her buttocks thrust wildly. Her voice broke, shifting from urgent, low whimpers to high-pitched, soaring cries. Her head thrashed from side to side, her composure completely gone, until her full, rounded backside became a blur of rotating motion, the intensity building with every single repetition.

“Ah… my good son… my heart… you’re killing me… I’m here… Mama is… blowing!”

The walls of her vagina clamped down on my shaft, beginning a series of rhythmic spasms. At first, they were violent jolts, but they smoothed out into undulating waves that rippled through the canal. The mouth of her cervix suddenly constricted, gripping the glans of my cock with a tight, pulsing suction, like a child nursing at a breast.

The sensation was overwhelming. I felt the glans being sucked deep into her, while something flickered against the opening of my urethra. A wave of numbness and tingling surged through my nerves; I was on the verge of ejaculating.

I forced my mind to settle. I took a deep, sharp breath, tightening my sphincter and locking my dantian, channeling my unique art of locking yang and preserving essence. My glans swelled further, the shaft thickening as it began to pulse and throb.

My cock became as hot as searing fire. The skin of the glans flared out like fish gills, scorching my motherâ€™s interior like fire meeting snow. The heat pushed her cervix into a state of numb, unbearable pleasure; her juices flowed outward in a torrent, only to be blocked by the thickness of my shaft. Trapped inside, the pressure forced a series of breathless, delicate moans from her lips, her expression drifting into a state of pure delirium.

Caught in the crashing waves of her climax, my mother let out a loud, desperate cry, as if her very soul were being torn from her body. Every pore of her skin seemed to open at once. With a final, violent tremor of her cervix, a massive surge of female essence erupted from her hole, flooding outward and soaking a wide patch of my pubic hair.

Finally, her grip slackened. Her strength vanished, and she collapsed forward in a heap of broken tension, sprawled across my chest. She let out a series of weak, fragile whimpers, her long hair spilling in a chaotic mess over my head, her body still twitching with uncontrollable aftershocks.

Her thighs remained clamped tight around mine. With every fading ripple of her climax, she shuddered once more, the muscles of her buttocks fluttering in a way that made her look utterly fragile and pitiful in her exhaustion.

I looked at her. Her eyes were closed, her breathing heavy and ragged. Her face was a deep, vivid crimson, glistening with a layer of fragrant sweat, and a smile of complete satisfaction lingered on her lips. Her full breasts heaved with every breath. With my cock still buried deep inside her, the warmth and tightness felt incredible.

After a long while, I began to withdraw my fingers from her backside. The movement stirred her from her stupor. She let out a soft moan as she woke, opening her seductive eyes to look at me, her gaze heavy with lingering lust.

“No! Baby!” she pleaded, her voice urgent. “Don’t… don’t pull them out yet. Mama still wants your fingers… inside her ass…”

I kissed her flushed cheek, keeping my fingers buried deep within her. “Is that so, Mom? Is your climax not over yet?”

“Is that so… Mama isn’t finished yet. There’s… more… more orgasms coming…” she whimpered, her voice trembling.

“Wow, you’re incredible. After all this time, you’re still going? You really are a little slut, aren’t you? So decadent.”

She pushed her upper body up with her elbows, her face a deep, burning crimson. She cast a shy, lingering glance toward me. “That’s… that’s only because your cock is too powerful. Mama just… she can’t control herself… Baby son, you… you really know how to handle a woman… Mama almost died in your hands!”

At these words, her body shuddered again. Her thin lips curled into a look of pure seduction as she pulled me into a tight embrace, rubbing her breasts against my chest. She leaned in, biting my earlobe, and whispered softly, “Baby… you know, it’s because… just thinking about how I used the little hole down there to give birth to you, and now you’re using the cock I gave you to fuck that same hole… the psychological pleasure is just too much. Knowing that the one fucking Mama is her own son, that the cock filling Mama’s slutty hole is the one that came out of it… this kind of incestuous thrill is something no other man’s cock could ever compare to. The juices inside are flowing like a faucet… every climax is so much more intense. Mama has slept with so many men, but never anything like this. Maybe this is what they mean by the hearts of mother and son being linkedâ€”that when biological mother and son make love, their souls connect. We’re more in sync than with anyone else. I never knew incest could be this stimulating. And you, you little devil, you’re the worst of all… growing such a huge cock just to make Mama unable to take it!”

I gave her a playful grin. “Dear mother, wasn’t this big cock born from your own little hole?”

She continued to grind her backside against me, savoring the feeling of my thickness stretching and filling her, the overwhelming sensation of being “possessed.” Yet, as she realized she was still the one actively straddling me in a “dominant” position, a flicker of absurd shame crossed her face. She looked at me with a coquettish gaze.

“Baby! Looking at me like this… do you think Mama is… too slutty? Too… shameless? But baby, Mama… I don’t know why, but even while riding you, I feel… completely occupied by you… totally conquered…”

“Mm… Mom, that’s exactly what makes you so slutty and decadent… But this cock of mine was made specifically to cure women like you. Especially later, when I ‘sodomize’ you… your mouth and your backside are going to feel that same sense of conquest and occupation even more deeply,” I explained.

“Ah… that feeling… wouldn’t that just… drive Mama crazy? Baby! You really know how to play with a woman… Mama wants you to… use a violent way… to ravage and defile me!” Her voice grew more seductive, a delicate, teasing invitation.

“Mom, you’re funny. Do you… do you actually like being treated harshly by a man? Hmm?”

As I spoke, I reached my other hand back to her buttocks and gave the tender, plush flesh a hard, sudden squeeze.

She let out a sharp scream of pain. “Ah! That hurts, baby! But it hurts so good… Baby! Mama never likes men to be rough, but I love it when you are rough with me… ah… baby, pinch me!”

“Pinch it! Pinch it harder!” she cried out, her voice breaking. “Ah… it hurts… it hurts so much… Baby, yes! Yes! Mama is just a shameless thing, isn’t she? For seducing you… for letting you rape her… Oh god! It hurts… pinch me again!” Her breathing hitched, a desperate, ragged sound. “But baby, please… don’t pull your fingers out! Mama still wants… she wants you to keep poking her right there…”

My palm continued to knead and pinch the flesh of her buttocks, the sharp stings mixing with the rhythmic thrusting of my fingers deep inside her anus. She sounded possessed, her cries winding and undulating in a continuous stream of pleasure and pain. Her legs remained spread wide, her vulva still clamped around my cock, grinding relentlessly against my pubic bone. Inside her vagina, my thickness filled her completely; with every heave of her body, she felt the heavy slide of the shaft moving in and out. It didn’t take long for the aftershocks of her previous climax to surge back, rolling over her like a tidal wave, a prairie fire sweeping through her nerves.

“Ah… oh god… my god, it’s coming again… Baby! Mama is about to… she’s coming again… Baby… ah… fuck me! Fuck my ass… oh god… no… baby… you…” she shrieked.

At the precise moment her climax was about to break, I abruptly withdrew my fingers from her backside. The sudden void left her gasping, the peak of her pleasure suspended in mid-air, tantalizingly out of reach.

“Why? Baby… why? I was right there… why did you pull them out?” she asked, her voice trembling on the verge of tears. She arched her hips, thrusting her backside against me with renewed intensity.

I let out a soft laugh, my voice soothing. “What’s the rush? Mom, I promise youâ€”today, however many orgasms you want, that’s how many you’ll get.” I paused, letting the tension linger. “We have plenty of time. Don’t be so impatient. Just play with me slowly, and I’ll make sure you’re completely satisfied. All right?”

The promise sparked a fresh wave of excitement in her. She responded with a coquettish, melodic lilt, “All right! Of course… Mama has a whole lifetime to let you fuck her, baby! Play with me however you like… oh god! As long as this… this incredibly powerful… baby cock is plugged into Mama’s hole, Mama is willing to give up anything. Nothing else matters anymore…”

She looked so adorably decadent. I pulled my cock out halfway, then slammed it back in with a sudden, violent thrust. “Fine then! Since you’re offering, I won’t hold back. You’ve had your turn twice; now it’s my turn. Mom, I want to change positions. All right?”

“Mm! Whatever you like… Mama will do anything for you…”

Hearing her eager consent, a surge of tenderness hit me. I looked at her, seeing her as a magnificent, blooming rose, and my hand began to wander again, sliding up and down the creamy white skin of her buttocks.

“Mom, let’s move. Let’s go to the mirror on the wardrobe. I want to fuck you while you’re standing. All right?”

“Standing up?” she murmured. “Like lovers stealing a moment…”

Though she seemed reluctant to let go of the cock still buried inside her, she let me withdraw. She slid off the bed and walked toward the wardrobe, her hips swaying in a provocative, rhythmic dance. Reaching the mirror, she turned her back to me and leaned forward, bracing her hands against the glass. Her upper body dipped low, thrusting her full, unmarked white buttocks high into the air, brazenly offering her vulva to me.

She panted softly. “Son, hurry… hurry and fuck Mama… Mama wants you to… to put it in her little hole… ah… just come in from behind… thrust deep…”

I looked at my motherâ€™s buttocksâ€”beautiful, snow-white, and full. I reached out, my hand gliding over the soft, warm skin. They were lush and fleshy, yet firm, without a hint of excess fat.

My hands gripped the two rounded mounds of her backside, my fingers sinking deep into the plush flesh as I pulled them wide. Her tight, dark anus was revealed to me. I saw the small, wrinkled folds of her rosebud; it was a cute little opening, clearly visible as I leaned down. Even the delicate buds of flesh deep within her vulva, usually hidden from view, were now fully exposed.

She spread her legs wide, settling into position. She thrust her commanding backside toward me, brazenly presenting her plump vulva as if to welcome me, summoning my arrival. Her thick labia parted slightly, shaking her backside in a silent plea for me to take her. From the pink, fresh meat, a sticky, honey-like nectar flowed, waiting for my thick, hard cock to penetrate that lubricated little hole.

A low groan escaped my throat. My cock gave two sharp twitches. Her secret place was right there before me; the two thick petals of her vulva looked engorged and purple-red. As her hips swayed, the slit opened and closed slightly, the flushed exterior drenched in glistening, sticky juices.

With one hand gripping my erection, I used the fingers of my other hand to part her labia. The head of my cock pressed against that wet, hot cavern. I rubbed it back and forth with careful precision, teasing her, refusing to plunge in immediately, but grinding relentlessly against the opening.

My mother turned her head, her breathing heavy and urgent. Her expression was one of desperate longing. “Little brat…” she gasped, “you’re so mean… stop teasing Mama… hurry… just put it in… put your cock in Mama’s hole… do it now… ah… please, I beg you…”

“Mom, do you really want me to fuck your hole?”

I kept my thick, large cock pressed against the opening, taunting her just as she had taunted me. I used the glans to rub up and down against her protruding clitoris. She kept her legs wide in anticipation, her massive, mortar-like hips pushing back toward me. An unrestrained lust shone in her eyes. “Oh… yes… Mama really wants it… stop teasing… good boy… good brother, hurry and put that big meat rod inside… fuck me! Fuck me to death! Mama’s little hole is going to explode, hurry and fill this slutty hole… I can’t take it! I’m dying… save me! Save Mama! Fuck me to death! Save me!”

Seeing her so depraved, I stopped holding back. I gripped my steel-hard cock, aimed it at the entrance of that peach-spring already overflowing with desire, and gripped her buttocks. With a powerful surge, I thrust forward. There was a wet, sliding sound as the thick, long shaft plunged straight into her moist, crimson flesh.

“Oh… so full… nn… hmph…”

The moment I buried myself in her plush hole, my left arm wrapped tightly around her slender waist. My hips began to sway, thrusting forward and arching back in a wild, unrestrained rhythm. One particularly violent surge drove the rounded head of my cock hard against her cervix. My mother let out a muffled moan. “Ah… darling… this feeling… it’s beautiful… so comfortable… being fucked like this is so stimulating. Just keep going… just make Mama’s hole feel good.”

With her feet planted firmly on the floor and her heavy buttocks thrust high, the angle of her body constricted the muscles of her vaginal walls. Her vivid, plush opening could not stretch wide, making the entrance feel tight and narrow. As my thick, hard cock buried itself to the root, her walls clamped tight around me, filling her completely. The sensation of being stretched to the limit brought her a surge of intense pleasure; her hips began to twist instinctively. Bracing herself against the wardrobe, she shook her head, her voice dissolving into a series of breathless moans. “It feels… too good… my son’s cock is so hard, so thick… it’s burning my hole… oh god, it feels wonderful!”

I drove myself into her with forceful thrusts, my breathing heavy and ragged. “Don’t worry, Mom,” I gasped. “I’ll make sure you feel every bit of it.”

At first, we moved in a slow, coordinated rhythm, each thrust deliberate. But as the friction mounted, the heat between us flared. Driven by a mutual, desperate hunger, the pace shifted. The plunging of my cock and the swaying of her hips grew urgent and frantic. The whimpers escaping her lips climbed in pitch and intensity.

“Ah… big cock brother… hng… mm… my little hole… it feels so beautiful… mmm… brother… yours is so thick… mmm… my hole… you’re rubbing it… it’s numb… it’s itching… it feels so good… hng… son, fuck your mother harder! Do it harder! Drive it deep into the very bottom of my hole!”

I accelerated, my hands locking onto her waist to anchor her. I slammed my cock in and out with violent force. Already consumed by lust, my mother was driven to a state of wanton abandon by the angle of the position and the sheer size of my erection. Her ample backside swayed wildly up and down, her head tossing from side to side. She gripped the wardrobe for dear life as her juices flowed down her thighs. “Ah… son… it’s so good… so wonderful… mm… ah… it’s so good… ah… mm… so beautiful… mm… your cock is… so… so big… you’re fucking me so well… ah… mm… big cock brother… mm… it’s like heaven… ah…”

Hearing her depraved cries, I lifted her left leg, opening her vulva further and exposing her clitoris. I redoubled my efforts, hammering into her.

Under the onslaught of my cock, her cheeks flushed a deep crimson. Her expression was one of pure, unleashed lust, her voice a continuous stream of provocative moans. Her insides were slick and drenched; waves of lubrication surged out, coating my cock and soaking my pubic hair. The lubrication made every thrust effortless and slippery. As I hammered home, her labia snapped open and shut, creating a wet, slapping soundâ€”*slap, slap!*

I leaned my body forward, freeing one hand to seize her breast. I squeezed and rubbed the lush mound with force while my cock continued its relentless assault. In time with the rhythm, she pushed her breast into my palm. Then, she reached down with one hand to find her own clitoris; I could feel her fingers working in tandem with my shaft as we both entered and exited that wet cavern.

Under the violence of my impact, her beautiful buttocks swayed in a wanton, rhythmic dance, sending jolts of electricity through my nerves. As my thrusts turned savage, her walls began to contract violently, sucking at my shaft. The entrance of her vagina gripped me tight, and with every frantic stroke, the air escaped in a series of loud, wet plip-plop sounds.

I leaned in close, whispering against her ear, “Mom, look at the two of them in the mirror. Don’t they look elegant? Like a pair of lovers?”

“Look at them. The man is young and dashing, the woman mature and full. And you… in this shameful position… you look so beautiful, so lovely. You’re absolutely irresistible…”

My mother stared at the image in the mirror. There stood a woman, naked and unrestrained, with heavy breasts and a generous backside, her hair cascading wildly around her. She was wide open, her legs parted, while her young, handsome son stood behind her, gripping those lush, wanton hips as his cock drove into her with violent force.

For a moment, she felt as though she were a spectator, watching a scene from an adult film. Yet, a strange, electric heat ignited within her. “How odd,” she murmured, her voice trailing off into a soft, coquettish lilt. “Those two… they really do look like a couple. Who would have thought they were mother and son?”

She watched the pair in the glass, performing the exact same acts she was experiencing in the flesh. It felt as though they were performing specifically for her. This realization pushed her further into a state of abandon; her desire flared, becoming hotter, more intense, more frenetic. Unconsciously, as if putting on a show, she began to twist her hips with deliberate, exaggerated intensity.

“Mom, look,” I whispered. “Everything is laid bare. You can see the other couple doing the exact same thing. What do you think? Look at yourself! Look how hard you’re twisting your hips. Mom, look at you with your son’s big cock… aren’t you sexy?”

“My god… Mom… Mama is actually like this… oh… baby… look, look at her… the way she twists her backside… so shameless… doesn’t it stimulate you? Doesn’t it make you excited?”

Her eyes were half-closed, shimmering with interest as she watched herself commit incest with her own son. She had to admit how depraved and indecent she looked. But the more indecent the image in the mirror became, the more it acted as an aphrodisiac. Her lust surged, and she began to thrust her buttocks back against me, demanding I bury myself deeper.

I pushed her forward, pressing her body flat against the mirror. Her beautiful cheek was crushed against the glass of the wardrobe. She gritted her teeth, her brow furrowed, her mouth hanging slightly open as her breath came in heavy, ragged gasps. Her rounded hips rotated in synchronization with my thrusts, pushing back with everything she had, desperate for my shaft to penetrate the deepest reaches of her burning hole.

Her snow-white flesh was pinned against the mirror by my powerful frame. Her swollen, saturated opening was hammered relentlessly by my cock. The walls of her vagina were scrubbed raw by the thick, hard shaft, and the glans struck her cervix like a rapid succession of raindrops. It was a bliss that sent her soaring, a pleasure that threatened to steal her soul.

“Big brother… hng… Mama feels… so good… oh… the cock is so deep… mm… my big-cocked son… Mama’s legs are sore… ah… you’re hitting… the cervix… Mama has… no strength left… ah… there it is… hitting the heart of the flower again… mmm… you’re so wonderful… oh… hng…”

Standing on one leg was too much for her middle-aged body to endure. Whenever her right leg gave way and her knee buckled, her body sank, and the impact of the thrust sent a numbing shock through her entire being. Her body trembled; her eyebrows knit together and her mouth opened wide in a series of unrestrained cries.

Seeing her in this state of desperate craving gave me the satisfaction of a conqueror. I reached down and hoisted her backside up, leaving her legs dangling in the air. With her hips thrust high and her upper body pressed against the mirror, I hammered into her with renewed vigor. My glans ground and twisted against the center of her hole, driving the flush in her cheeks even deeper, sending waves of bone-deep pleasure through her.

“Ah… brother… my good husband… this position… you’re plugging Mama to death… hng… drive it in… oh… big cock… oh… Mama has been fucked fifty thousand times… but never in this position… you’re so wonderful… oh…”

Her cheek remained pressed against the glass. She extended her tongue, licking the mirror. Though it was only glass, the reflection made it look as though two mothers were locked in a passionate kiss. I watched, mesmerized, as her tongue flickered like a little snake across the surface, moving up and down in a state of total intoxication. I was stunned; I hadn’t imagined that a kiss between a mother and a piece of glass could be so stimulating, more passionate than any kiss between a man and a woman.

“Mom, it seems you really enjoy being fucked by another woman’s kind of love, don’t you?”

It was clear she loved it when I treated her roughly. Under the force of my assault, her once-tight channel had been stretched wide, allowing me to plunge to the hilt with ease.

I accelerated the pace, driving in until there was no space left between us, savoring the friction of my shaft against the hot, wet, narrow walls of her womb. She leaned into the brutality, her rounded buttocks straining backward, urging me deeper.

“Ah… son… Mama… can’t… if you press down like this… I can’t… breathe…”

By the end, she was gasping, nearly losing her breath entirely. I gripped her delicate frame and pivoted toward the edge of the bed. As I laid her back, she lay there with her mouth open, chest heaving as she fought to suck in the fresh air.

I hoisted her legs into the air and stood between them. My cock slammed back inside her in one violent surge. Her body shuddered; her hands flew up to cling to me, and her lush, heavy buttocks began to sway again.

“Oh… here it comes again… son… your energy is terrifying… oh… you hit it… you hit Mama’s heart… ah… my big-cocked son… you’re so incredible…”

She was breathless, her voice drifting into a wanton heat.

“Oh… you’re fucking Mama… to death… I’m going to feel… so good… I’ll die of pleasure… oh!”

Hearing her cry out with such depraved passion, I hammered my cock into her small, fleshy hole until she was spent. She fell into a state of total abandon, her full hips shaking with every impact. Her voice turned syrupy, dripping with lust.

“Ah… Mama is being… fucked to death… by her own son’s… big cock… oh… this time… it’s really… taking Mama’s life… oh… I’m going to… die together with… my big-cocked son… my own daddy… ah… yes… fuck me harder… fuck Mama to death… just… forget it…”

I lifted her hips higher, pressing her pale, slender legs back toward her head until she was curled up like a shrimp. In this position, she could see exactly where we were joined.

“Ah… Mom… look… my cock… going in and out… look at your hole… swallowing it… swallowing it back…”

“Son’s big cock… does it feel good… does it feel good?”

“Mmm… it feels… Mama’s little hole… is so happy… it’s wonderful… so good… my good son… fucking me… using his big cock… to ravage me… the very cock I gave birth to… yes… so comfortable… Mama has never felt this… this comfortable… my own son… how are you so fierce… ah… it’s too beautiful… Mama is dying of beauty… your big thing is fucking Mama’s wet hole so beautifully!”

Her eyes were hazy, shimmering as she watched the junction of our bodies. Her juices had soaked my pubic hair, and her love-liquids coated my thighs. Our heartbeats and breathing accelerated in synchronization with the rhythm of the act. Her walls began to spasm in rhythmic convulsions. I was drenched in sweat, droplets falling onto her breasts.

I reached down, my fingers brushing the point where my shaft met her flesh, coating my hand in her wetness. I brought my fingers to her lips, and she eagerly clamped her mouth around them, sucking the essence of our union.

“Mmm…” My motherâ€™s lips were clamped around my finger, her nasal humming vibrating against my skin with every thrust.

She suddenly let go, her breath hitching into a series of wanton moans. “Ngh… my big-cocked son… daddy… does it feel good… being fucked by Mama like this… mmm… my little wet hole… wants to make you… feel even better… oh… you rogue… the way you’re hitting me…”

She gasped, her voice breaking. “So fierce… ngh… my big-cocked… good son… Mama’s own husband… ah… my little hole is heaven… Mama’s wet hole… is being stretched wide by you… it’s so good… so beautiful… I’m dying of pleasure… ah… you’ve hit the heart of the flower again… Mama’s big cock… my own husband… this little hole is… full today… ah… Mama is ascending… to heaven… you’re fucking me to death… big cock… darling… you’re so good at this… mmm… ah… yes… baby… this is exactly what Mama needs… harder… yes… Mama loves this feeling… harder… ah!”

Seeing her in this state of unrestrained longing, I cast aside all tenderness. I hammered into her with a sudden, brutal urgency, each stroke driving to the very bottom, hitting the cervix with every plunge.

“My own flesh-and-blood mother,” I told her, “does your son do it well? Does this big cock… make you feel beautiful? Does it feel good? Your little hole… is so slutty, so wet… it’s clamping down… so tight around my shaft…”

I groaned, the friction intensifying. “It makes me feel… so good… so comfortable… my slutty mother… do you want… your big-cocked son… to fuck your little hole… often… to scratch that itch… ah?”

Mother let out a syrupy hum. “Mmm… big-cocked son… Mama’s good baby… this little hole… is so beautiful… so blissful… ah… you’re hitting the bottom… big cock… you’re so big… so good at fucking… Mama will… always let… her big-cocked son… fuck her little hole… ah… right back into… the heart of the flower… oh… my little hole… I’m… I’m about to…”

She shuddered. “Coming… this killer… big cock… my own son… from now on… you are… Mama’s own husband… this little hole… will drain into you… good son… darling… ah… the pleasure is too much…”

Her long, soft black hair was a chaotic mess across the pillows. Her cheeks were flushed a deep crimson, and her small mouth poured out a stream of depraved invitations that set my blood on fire. Her eyes burned with an open flame of lust. Her thighs were locked tight around my waist, her hips swaying and undulating in a rhythmic frenzy. Her arms were coiled around my neck, her lips intermittently seeking my mouth in feverish kisses. Her heavy, full breasts rubbed and pressed against my chest; occasionally, I would suckle or bite them, drawing a moan of pleasure or a cry of satisfaction from her. Her head swayed in perfect time with the rhythm of my thrusts.

“Fuck me, fuck me! Son! Fuck your own mother!”

She screamed it. Every surge sent her drifting into a stupor. Under the force of my assault, her entrance flared wide. She had never felt a tremor like this; the act of taking her own son’s seed within her, the sheer evil of the transgression, only heightened her excitement. My balls slapped against her thick, swollen labia, making her crave to open up even further, to suck me all the way into her womb.

“Mmm… son, you’re so wonderful… so powerful… ah… your rod… is making Mama’s bones… feel soft… so soft… you’ve hit the heart… ah!”

My motherâ€™s hands clawed incessantly at the back of my neck, her nails digging in with a sharpness that bordered on pain. I shook off the last of my restraint, driving into her with a frantic, relentless pace. My breathing grew jagged and shallow. With every thrust, my motherâ€™s lower body surged to meet me, her moans escalating into loud, desperate cries.

“Ah… my big-cocked son… you’re fucking… your little slutty mama to death…”

She gasped, her voice trembling. “My dear husband… hurry… fuck your… little slutty mama… Mama loves you so much… big-cocked son… the way it feels…”

She shuddered, her words breaking into fragments. “My… little hole… has already… come twice… but my big cock… my dear husband… hasn’t come yet… Mama is… being driven out of her mind… by my… good baby… my dear husband… my little hole… is about to… come again… from now on… Mama’s little hole… belongs only… to my big-cocked son… oh… Mama… can’t take it… I’m… coming… ah!”

She came again and again, collapsing onto the bed like a wanton whore, lying there and letting me hollow her out while she begged for mercy. A torrent of slick, lustful fluids splashed across our lower bodies, leaving the mattress sticky and drenched.

I ravaged her, indulging in the beauty of my own mother’s flesh without reserve. My shaft hammered into her with violent intensity, driving her into a haze of semi-consciousness. She cried out in high, thin gasps, drenched in a fine sheen of sweat, completely spent.

“Ah… Mama is so happy… my own son’s big cock… is playing with Mama’s little hole… ah… my sweetheart…”

She arched her back. “Fuck me… harder… just fuck me… don’t be polite to Mama’s little fat hole… harder… harder…”

“Tear my slutty hole apart… break it… it doesn’t matter if you… break Mama’s little hole… oh… it’s so beautiful… my little darling… Mama is being sent to heaven… ah… good boy… Mama is dying of pleasure…”

She screamed frantically. In this moment, she had no fear of the shame of our incest; her expression was one of absolute, peak ecstasy. The sight of her only fueled me. I charged into her mature body with a wilder energy, burying my cock deep within the searing, narrow depths of her womb. Every stroke was so deep, so violent, it nearly stole her breath. Perhaps the taboo of our bloodâ€”the sheer transgression of itâ€”made her little hole even more irresistible to me.

We fought on the bed in a chaotic blur, casting aside all kinship and worldly morality. We sought only the satisfaction of raw lust. Two bodies, slick with mingled sweat, collided to the sound of endless, joyful moans. We drowned in the pleasure of our incest, screaming without inhibition. It was a deformity, a twisted thing, but it radiated a powerful, distorted pleasure. In my eyes, there was only my motherâ€”her face twisted in a blur of what looked like agony and ecstasy.

I drove even harder into her wet cavern, grinding against her walls. Every third stroke, I threw my entire weight behind the plunge, slamming home to the root as if to pierce through her. Each time, she let out a guttural moan, lifting her hips and clamping tight around my shaft, squeezing me. A numbing pleasure surged through my entire body; the fire of lust burned hotter. My mother’s body coiled and writhed around me like a great serpent, her hole weeping more and more fluid.

Tears streamed down her face as she moaned like someone in a fever dream. She twisted her waist and lifted her pelvis, forcing her clitoris and my cock into the tightest possible union. Waves of an itching heat radiated from the center of her flower, surging through her entire nervous system.

She let out a sharp, piercing cry. “Ngh… ah… son…”

“…my own son… Mama’s little slutty hole will always be yours… so wonderful… the feeling of our own blood, this incest… it’s so thrilling… my son…”

“What do you say… using the cock that was born from Mama’s slutty hole to fuck your own mother’s little meat hole… how does it feel… is it beautiful?”

“Mama… it’s so beautiful… son is so happy… using my cock to fuck my own mother’s hole… it feels amazing… Mama…”

“And you… being fucked by your own biological son… by his cock… right back into the place where you gave birth to him… how does it feel?”

“So beautiful… a beauty that sends me flying… so thrilling… ah… if I’d known that being fucked by my own son’s cock… would feel this beautiful… Mama would have given her hole to you long ago… hurry… fuck me more… Mama has lived twenty-some years in vain… ah…

Husband… my dear husband… Mama wants to marry you… alright? Mama wants to be your wife… I want you to fuck Mama’s slutty little hole every single day… okay?”

“Mama… I don’t want to… I don’t want you to marry me… I don’t want you to be my wife… we should be biological mother and son forever… mother and son fucking… biological incest… my cock fucking my own mother’s slutty little hole… this taste… it’s too good… I don’t want you to marry me… I want to be Mama’s son forever… not your husband…”

“Ah… yes… yes… Mama doesn’t want to marry you… Mama won’t call you husband… Mama will call you her own son… my good boy… a son’s cock fucking his mother’s hole… we are mother and son in incest… oh… it’s too thrilling… fuck me…”

“Son… Mama’s precious son… you fuck me so comfortably… it’s too stimulating… Mama has gone mad… turned into such a shameless, slutty woman… how lowly I am… I’m worse than a common whore… son… is Mama really this slutty?”

“…screaming just like a whore.”

“Oh… fuck… I’ll fuck you to death, you slutty mother, you whore, you bitch! You actually dare to seduce your own son, see how I deal with your fat, filthy hole… fuck this slutty mother to death…”

I cursed her, intending to drive her further into her own depravity, to push her pleasure even higher.

My mother wrapped her arms around my neck, her legs clamping tight against my buttocks, her hips twisting in a frenzied, relentless rhythm. She let out wanton cries. “Oh… good son, yes! Mama is a filthy bitch! Mama is a slutty whore! A whore meant only for her own son to fuck, Mama loves committing incest with her own son… Mama’s fat little hole loves being fucked by her son’s big cock most of all… oh… Mama is so slutty… ah… it feels so good… baby… your cock is so big… so big… fucking me…”

“Fucking Mama… so happy… fucking me until my flower-heart opens wide… mmm… it’s too beautiful… my little darling… don’t be polite to Mama’s fat little hole… harder… use force on Mama’s little slutty hole… curse Mama… keep cursing Mama… use the filthiest… most slutty words in the world to curse Mama…”

My mother clung to me, her entire body shaking. She was frantic, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she bucked her hips upward, meeting every one of my powerful thrusts in a desperate pursuit of deeper pleasure.

“You slut… it feels good, doesn’t it?” I snarled. “Being fucked by me feels so good… then scream for it.”

Calling my own mother a slut felt exhilarating.

“Ah… so good… Mama… being fucked by you… is the best… it’s too much… ah… so good…!” Her cries were raw, her words drenched in filth.

“You fucking… slut… bitch… I’ll fuck you to death… fuck!” I had never been one for foul language, but in this moment, the words poured out of me.

“Ah… brother… your big cock… plugging Mama… it feels so good… ah… hurry… burst through Mama… brother… brother… ah… harder… fuck Mama until she breaks… ah… your cock… it’s so wonderful… fuck Mama’s slutty hole… Mama… Mama loves being filthy… oh… it’s too stimulating… Mama loves this incest… you are Mama’s own son… her own brother…”

She was lost in it, her expression a mask of pure lust. In the heat of our incest, she had completely abandoned the order of our birth, calling me her “brother.”

“That’s it,” I urged her. “Even more stimulating. I’m your own brother. A brother fucking his own sister… say more, say more filthy things. Scream.”

“Fine, I’ll scream! Dear brother… you are the brother who raped his own sister… don’t be polite to sister’s fat little hole… fuck it hard… tear sister’s slutty hole apart… break it… break sister’s little hole… it doesn’t matter…” Her voice sounded almost like she was weeping.

“Dear sister, you’re so slutty… brother loves fucking… his own sister’s slutty hole…”

“Dear daddy, I am your own daughter… big cock daddy… harder… fuck your own daughter harder… daughter’s little hole is itching to death… daughter is a little slut… she loves being fucked by her own father… fuck me… fuck me hard… make daughter’s belly… make it big…”

“Dear daughter… your hole is so tender… Daddy has never plugged such a tender little hole… mmm…” I gripped her body tight, driving into her with violent intensity.

“Dear grandpa, as long as you like granddaughter’s slutty hole… oh… granddaughter is being torn apart by you… granddaughter can’t take this… mmm… dear grandpa… your cock is so thick… so long… oh… granddaughter’s flower-heart… being topped by you… it feels so… so comfortable… so good… mmm… dear grandpa… it’s beautiful… it’s killing granddaughter…”

Her snow-white buttocks began to sway rhythmically. In response to my frantic thrusting, she coordinated her movements with a wild, desperate energy, matching my every beat.

“Good granddaughter… my sweet granddaughter… your little fat hole is so beautiful… oh… so soft and slippery… clamping down on Grandpa’s cock…”

“…so… so comfortable… it feels wonderful to plug you… mmm… granddaughter… Grandpa is going to fuck you to death… Grandpa’s going to fuck your little slutty hole hard…”

I listened to my mother’s wanton cries and watched the expression on her beautiful faceâ€”a look of indescribable pleasure. My own heart leaped; the fire of lust burned hotter, and I felt my cock swell further. I drove into her with even more violence. Each time I pulled back to the very edge of her opening, I plunged back in to the hilt, slamming against her flower-heart. Then, I rotated my hips three or five times, grinding the glans against her cervix, while her little hole sucked and gripped my head.

“Oh! Right there… pound it… drive it in… Mama’s hole… you can play with it however you want… oh…”

Her cries only drove my lust higher. I had no thought of tenderness or restraint; I simply hammered away at her, driving her into a state of breathless, ecstatic delirium.

“Good son, you’re so fierce… you’re going to crush Mama’s hole…”

“Let’s see if you’re still a slut,” I replied. “This time, I’m going to crush this little slutty hole that’s caused so much trouble.”

“Forgive Mama’s slutty hole… slow down, oh… if you keep going, you’ll really crush it… and then you’ll have nothing left to fuck…”

Her lewd cries stoked the blazing fire in my heart. I began to pump violently, driving my thick, long cock in and out of her wet, flushed, tight little hole.

At the peak of her lust, my mother felt the cock inside herâ€”growing larger, harder, and hotterâ€”stretching her cervix completely. It was a feeling of immense fullness and warmth. The bulging glans pressed against the center of her hole, sending waves of sour, numb, and tingling pleasure surging through her central nervous system. The sensation was so extreme she couldn’t help but scream out again:

“Ah… dear son… Mama’s big cock brother… oh… oh… big cock… so big… so hot… oh… little slutty hole sister… is being stretched to death by her dear brother’s… big cock… it’s too hot… oh… Mama is dying of pleasure… oh… dear brother… lover… ah… Mama can’t… take it… almost… mmm… sister is going to… die… ah… Mama is being… fucked to death by her… own son’s… big cock… oh… big cock brother… ah… come with me… let’s throw it all away… oh… big cock… brother… you throw it away too… ah…”

Hearing her lewd words and the way she sounded as if she were about to release her juices, I knew she was at the critical moment. I quickly asked, “Mama, are you about to climax again?”

My mother looked at me with an incredibly seductive gaze. She reached out, her hand stroking my face, her voice demanding and wanton, like a prostitute: “Yes, Mama is almost there again. Mama has already come twice, but I’m already so old… don’t hold back this time. Come with Mama, alright? Mama wants your thick seed.”

“Alright, Mama. This time, I’m going to shoot my semen right into your uterus… I’ll empty everything inside.”

“Come… come desecrate Mama, ravish me. Shoot your seed into my uterus, flood my slutty hole with it. Twice, three times, however many times you want… let us release together… let’s reach the peak together…”

I held my mother tight, kissing her greedily as I drove into her. My thrusts grew faster, more violent, the head of my cock slamming repeatedly against her cervix. With every surge, my scrotum slapped against her labia. In and out, in and out, again and again, my cock plunged through her body with frantic speed.

Suddenly, she wrapped her legs around my waist and locked her arms around me. She ground her full breasts against my chest, her eyes closed, her lower body bucking in a wild, rhythmic frenzy. Her folds opened and closed, clamping down on me with every contraction, as lubrication flowed freely from her. Deep within, her vaginal walls began to vibrate violently, the muscles gripping my thick shaft. She let out a series of breathless, wanton cries.

“Ah… my good boy… Mama is being plugged… I’m flying… it’s too beautiful… hurry… Mama is almost…”

“I can’t hold back… fuck me… fuck me faster… ah… mmm… my little hole is about to… it’s coming… so good… ah…”

“Faster… faster… use force… yes… fuck me like that… your bad son is going to fuck Mama to death… ah… it’s too much…”

“I can’t… I’m going to release… oh… my dear son… my darling husband… fuck me hard… fuck Mama to death… I can’t take it… I’m releasing… I’m releasing for my son again…”

Wanting to climax together, I let out a groan of pleasure. “Oh… my dear mother… my little meat-hole sister… your own son… is almost there too… about to shoot… right into… Mama’s little meat-hole… wait for me…”

“Ah… release… together with your son… your big-cock son… is almost gone… oh… giving it to you now… oh… it feels so good…”

My mother clung to me, her tight little hole contracting with force. Her insides were flooded, the fluids flowing out in a steady stream as her vaginal walls began to spasm. The searing heat of her flesh sucked tight against my swollen shaft, the walls undulating and squeezing in rhythmic pulses. Her flower-core bit down on my penis, and a bolt of scalding white fluid surged from the depths, sending a violent shiver through my cock.

The contractions of her vagina became regular. Her heart suddenly opened, then clamped and sucked at my glans with powerful, rhythmic pulses. At that moment, bursts of her own juices shot out from her uterus, and another surge of searing heat erupted from her hole. The layers of flesh encircled my entire shaft, gripping me tight. I was powerless against the intensity of her movements and her body’s reaction. After a few desperate thrusts, a sudden ache hit the base of my spine. I knew I was about to shoot.

Feeling the head of my cock swelling and expanding inside her fat hole, my motherâ€”with her years of experienceâ€”knew exactly what was happening. She clamped her arms and legs around me, her legs winding around my hips like snakes to ensure her hole completely enveloped my shaft. She bucked her waist frantically, her heavy hips thrusting upward to meet me. Her face was flushed, her eyes half-closed and seductive. She breathed heavily, her voice trembling with a tearful, lustful cry:

“Dear son, don’t be afraid. Shoot! Shoot your seed deep inside Mama’s fat little hole. Let Mama have your thick essence… just shoot… shoot everything!”

I stopped thinking. My mind went blank, replaced by a primal, mechanical urgency. My hips took over, driving forward with a brutal, rhythmic force. I had no control left, only the raw impulse to plunge my thick cock as deep as possible into my motherâ€™s searing heat, desperate to merge with herâ€”body and soulâ€”in a single, violent act. Every thrust was deeper and more savage than the last, hammering into her mature body until she gasped for air. Then, unexpectedly, I broke through her final line of defense; the glans forced its way past the cervix and shoved deep into the hidden sanctuary of her uterus. The cervix clamped tight around the corona of my head, sucking at me with a vacuum-like intensity, as if her very womb were trying to swallow me whole.

“My god… you… you actually pushed… right into my uterus…”

The sudden expansion of her womb brought a flicker of pain, but she gritted her teeth, absorbing the shock to ensure my pleasure. In her tenderness, she used her feet to hook my hips, pulling me even deeper into her. I could see nothing but her faceâ€”distorted, breathless, caught in a blur of pain and ecstasy. Seeing her struggle under the weight of my exertion sparked a dark, sadistic thrill within me.

“Mom… Mom… I’m going to… I’m going to shoot inside you… right in your hole… Mom! I’m shooting into your hot little hole! Mom… my good mother… my own mother… Mom…”

“My dear son… Mama’s slutty hole is wide open for you… shoot… shoot it all into Mama’s fat little hole… Mama loves it when her own son shoots inside her… shoot… give it all to Mama… my dear son… fill Mama’s hole… shoot with everything you have… give me all your children… oh… you’re killing me… hurry… shoot it out… shoot it out for your slutty mother… let’s release together… ah…”

The violence of my assault pushed her rapidly toward the edge. Her movements became feral; she screamed in a voice gone hoarse, her entire body convulsing in rhythmic tremors. Her arms locked around me, her legs clamped tight around my waist, and her hips bucked upward with desperate force. Her uterus contracted violently, gripping my glans, while her pulsing walls sought to imprison me within her.

“Oh! My dear son… it feels so good… why haven’t you… let it out yet… Mama can’t take it… I’m dying… please… my good boy… Mama’s little fairy… is being crushed… ah… it’s too much…”

The frantic pace of the pumping had me on the verge of explosion. The continuous contractions of her inner muscles sent waves of exquisite, tingling pleasure through my glans. I reached the breaking point, my mouth hanging open as I gasped for air, using every ounce of my strength to drive into her. I savored the friction of my cock sliding in and out of her heat, each impact sending a jolt of electricity through my entire frame. My shaft grew harder, the glans swelling further, my movements becoming more primitive. My testicles slapped against her with every thrust, as if they were trying to be driven inside her along with me.

After one final, frantic surge, a sharp ache flared in my lower back and an itch ignited in my heart. With a loud cry, the dam broke. A massive, searing torrent of semen erupted, spraying violently into her uterus like a flooding river. The scorching fluid instantly filled her hungry, empty womb. I let out a series of grunts and roars, still buried deep within her succulent hole.

“I’m shooting… oh god! Mom… I’m shooting… can you feel it… feel my seed hitting your hole… I’m shooting…”

I collapsed onto my mother, clinging to her. My chest pressed against her full breasts as my cock hammered relentlessly into her slutty little hole, spraying surge after surge of semen directly into her womb. Wave after wave of fluid erupted from the head of my penis, splashing against the walls of her uterus and flooding the depths of her womb. The searing heat filled her violated hole; I could hear the wet, squelching sound of my ejaculation echoing inside her. Thick, boiling seed instantly saturated her contracting vaginal walls. I released so much that her fertile soil could not absorb it all; soon, the creamy white fluid began to overflow and leak down the length of my shaft.

“Oh… ah… I can feel you coming… it’s so hot! My dear son, your seed is so hot… shoot, shoot it all inside Mama’s slutty hole!”

She screamed, her arms locking around me and her hips bucking upward. Her legs clamped tight around my backside, pulling our lower bodies into a crushing embrace and driving my cock even deeper.

“Ah, my dear son! It feels too good! My child… you gave it all to me… ah… it’s spraying so hard… it’s hitting Mama’s throat…”

She was completely dazed by the heat of my seed. Her eyes drifted shut, her thighs winding tightly around my waist as she hugged me, desperately arching her back to squeeze and absorb every drop of the eruption. Her body twisted in time with my pulses, beginning to convulse. Her hole clamped down on my shaft in rhythmic waves; as the searing fluid scorched her core, her body shuddered. A hot current erupted from the depths of her vagina, surging forward like soap bubbles, flooding over the head of my cock and enveloping my shaft, merging instantly with my own seed. From the deep cavern of her womb, thick, sticky juices continued to flow. I could feel the tissues of her vagina shift as the peak of the orgasm hit herâ€”tightening violently, then gradually relaxing, cycling through endless contractions of lust.

She heaved her body in coordination, abandoning herself to the lust to accommodate my thrusts. Her own juices flowed in abundance, her vagina opening and closing as if trying to suck in every bit of essence I poured into her, refusing to let a single drop go to waste. The inner rings of her vaginal walls contracted repeatedly, gripping me with a pressure that drove her movements into a frantic madness.

This was the first time in my life I had ejaculated inside my mother’s womb. It felt entirely different from any other woman; the release was exceptionally smooth, and the volume was staggering.

I could no longer think. My mind went blank, completely intoxicated by a level of pleasure I had never experienced. We peaked together. The sensation was overpoweringâ€”nothing compared to the beauty of spraying my seed into the sweet womb of my own biological mother. To hear her moan beneath me, caught in a powerful, maddening orgasm, was perfection. This forbidden, incestuous act brought me to the highest peak of human pleasure.

By the end, my mother’s screams had left her breathless. She gasped for air, her mouth hanging open as she struggled to breathe. We forgot the blood tie between us, acting like two animals in heat, driven by nothing but the obsessive pursuit of sexual release and satisfaction.

Though it was incestuous, perverse, and immoral, in that moment, our lower bodies were fused so tightly that it felt as though the spirit and the flesh had reached a sacred, fluid union. The world around us fell silent, leaving only the sound of our ragged breathing and the seductive noise of thick semen flooding the depths of her womb.

My glans gave one final, desperate pulse, squeezing out the last drop of fluid before the eruption ceased. The final procedure of our incestuous union was complete. In that instant, my mother drifted into a blissful unconsciousness.

As the release faded, she clung to me tightly. A satisfied smile lingered on her lips, her body drenched in sweat, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Inside her, she could feel my once-rigid shaft slowly softening and shrinking.

I didn’t pull out. I remained buried deep within her, my glans basking in the warm, slippery depths of her womb. Because she had just experienced such an intense orgasm, the muscles of her vaginal walls were still contracting violently, winding themselves tightly around my shaft. Her cervix gripped my glans, refusing to let me go.

In truth, I had no intention of leaving. I loved the feeling of being enveloped by her; it was more than just comfort. It gave me a sense of security. I was afraid that once I left her body, we would simply revert to the sterile purity of a mother-son relationship. Only while my cock remained deep inside her did I feel as though we were oneâ€”flesh and blood fused completely.

It took a long time before her body finally relaxed. Her grip loosened, and her limbs sprawled open as she collapsed against the bed, panting heavily. The vaginal walls, which had been ravaged by the storm of our passion, gradually slackened. The cervix opened, releasing its prisoner, and the flow of fluids finally slowed.

After some time, she pushed me away. As I shifted, my cockâ€”still partially hardâ€”slid out of her. She watched it with a sultry gaze. It hung limp between my thighs, still over five inches long, the glans a bright, flushed red. The frenzy of our lovemaking had left the entire shaft glistening, coated in a mixture of my semen and her own juices. A few stray drops of seed still clung to the head.

My mother knelt over my stomach, her hips arched high. She leaned down and began to lick my cock with a tender, devoted intensity. She was thorough, her tongue tracing every inch of the shaft in a final, meticulous inspection, cleaning me from base to tip until the semen and her own fluids were completely swallowed.

I lay there on the bed, my motherâ€™s private parts facing me. Everything was a mess. Milky white semen mixed with her leaking juices, soaking her entire vulva in a sticky, wet sheen. Her thighs were spread wide, her vaginal opening still slightly agape, and the remnants of her orgasm continued to surge out, dripping onto my stomach in a wide, viscous pool.

I watched her complete this cleaning ritual for my young cock, stunned. “Wow, Mom… you actually ate it all? Does it taste good? Is this how you do it with every man?”

Her hand began to stroke my shaft as she spoke in a coquettish, soft voice. “Semen actually doesn’t taste very good. In the past, there were men who shot into my mouth, but I always spat it out. I’ve never actually swallowed a man’s seed. But for my son… I’m not afraid. Every part of my son, every single drop of his secretions, is the most precious thing to me. I don’t find it disgustingâ€”in fact, I’m so happy that in this lifetime, I have the chance to drink my own son’s seed.”

I pointed to the glistening, wet slime on my stomach and teased her, “Do you like the taste? There’s plenty more right here. Do you want some?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “There’s still plenty inside. Let it flow out first, and then I’ll eat it all together.”

As she spoke, she braced herself, her lower abdomen undulating like a wave. Her entire vaginal canal seemed to churn, and her labia swayed rhythmically like two opening doors. Looking closer, even her anus was twitching in anticipation.

The milky white semen I had shot into my motherâ€™s depths mixed with her translucent juices, slowly leaking from her opening and dripping onto my stomach. Only when her body stopped releasing the seed did she cease her movements. She licked her lips and took a deep breath. Then, leaning her head down toward that pool of semen, she inhaled sharply. With a sudden, wet sound, the fluid was sucked into her mouth like a rocket. She tilted her head back and swallowed it all with a loud, guttural gulp.

Her tongue, lithe as a snake, began to lap incessantly across my stomach. When she finished, she smacked her lips and ran her tongue in a slow circle around her full, vivid red lips, curling up every last trace of white seed clinging to the corners of her mouth. She looked at me with a gaze full of feminine allure and gave a captivating smile.

I watched her, moved by the sight. A few stray threads of milky white remained in her mouth, and in that moment, she seemed to radiate a divine, dazzling light.

Once she had finished cleaning, my mother diligently lit a cigarette for me. She curled around me like a small kitten, pressing her body against mine. A satisfied smile lingered on her lips as she looked at me with eyes full of springtime longing. In a voice thick with intoxication, she whispered in my ear, “Son, you’re incredible. You fucked your mama so well I thought I was going to die. In all my forty-some years, I’ve never experienced such wonderful pleasure… such crazy lovemaking. Never… never before! Oh God, it was too much. If I hadn’t met you, these forty years would have been a waste. My little sweetheart! You’re so wonderful, Mama loves you to death!” She remained lost in the lingering afterglow of her pleasure.

I pulled her soft, clinging body tight against me. My hand roamed over her warm, silky skin, kneading her high, snow-white breasts. I asked her affectionately, “Mom, is your son’s treasure powerful enough? Are you satisfied?”

“My sweetheart, do you even have to ask?” My motherâ€™s hand began to stroke my shaft as she spoke in a coquettish tone. “That big treasure of yours is amazing, so powerful! You’re the first man who could actually fuck his way into my womb; you nearly took my life away just now. How could I not be satisfied?”

“Do you like it, Mom?”

“Of course I do. It’s beyond words. Especially when your head shot inside my wombâ€”that feeling of being filled up made my whole body go numb. I never knew incest could be this stimulating. This is truly the greatest pleasure in life.” As she spoke, her fingers absentmindedly teased the opening of my glans where the heat had just been sprayed.

I held her close. My mother looked like a peony crushed by a violent stormâ€”languid, charming, and evoking an infinite sense of tenderness. Her flesh was soft and her breath sweet, making it impossible not to adore her.

Hiding in the warmth of my embrace, she stroked my chest with one hand while the other gripped my shaft, rubbing and sliding against me. “Ah, my sweet meat,” she murmured. “Your cock is a treasure every woman dreams of. So thick, so long, with such a large head… it’s perfect. Your stamina is what made Mama so slutty, so greedy, so eager to please you. From now on, my slutty hole is yours to plug and play with whenever you want. Son… do you like fucking your mama?”

She smiled with complete satisfaction, waiting for my answer.

“Of course I love it. It was absolutely divine,” I whispered. “Mom, having sex with you feels so good. I could do this for the rest of my life. Your little cunt is so tight… the way you moan makes me so excited. Your hole is just so tight and juicy, so smooth and warm, and the way it sucks at me… itâ€™s so satisfying.”

I shifted my weight, feeling the lingering heat between us. “We’re so perfectly matched. My cock is so strong, and your hole is so tight and wet. It felt amazing just now. Do you think… is it because we’re mother and son?”

She paused, her breathing still shallow. “Maybe,” she murmured. “I felt a bit of guilt at first, but now… it just feels wonderful. I never knew incest between a mother and son could be this stimulating.”

“I feel the same way,” I said. “Mom, does this make us perverts?”

“Who cares? We’re mother and son,” she replied. There was a long silence as she looked at me. “We really did it… we’ve committed incest. Son… do you regret it?”

She reached up, her fingers gently stroking my head as she asked.

“Regret it? Not a chance! I love it. And we can keep going. I’ll love you forever; I’ll never leave you. I’m going to spend my whole life fucking your slutty hole. We’ll make love every single day, okay?”

“Then that would be wonderful,” she said. “It would let me enjoy a passion and a wildness I’ve never known. I want you to fuck your mother’s slutty hole every day. But…” She trailed off, her gaze softening. “I’m a woman in her forties now. You’re still young. There are so many young, beautiful girls out there. In a few years, I’ll be old and withered. My hair will turn white, my teeth will fall out, and my hole will be loose and sagging. When that time comes… will you still want me?”

“Mom, don’t worry. No matter how old you get, I’ll still want you,” I told her. “Those girls outside may be young and pretty, but they’re like green applesâ€”sour and tart. They don’t know how to shake their hips or welcome a man the way you do. You have years of experience; you’re like a ripe peach, sweet and delicious. Your hole is so smooth and warm. Besides, there’s only one biological mother in the world. No other woman’s hole can compare to yours.”

I leaned in closer, the taboo of the act fueling my voice. “The liberation of fucking my own mother… that’s a pleasure ordinary people can’t even imagine. Just thinking that the little cunt I’m plugging is the one that gave birth to me… the sheer filth of it… it’s a thrill no other woman can provide. When I’m inside you, the thought that you’re my mother makes me so excited. Both my body and my mind are finally getting a release.”

“You really are a pervert,” she said, though she was smiling. “But then again, having sex with my own son is exhilarating. When you were inside me, I loved it when you called me ‘Mom.’ To think that the cock plugging my hole belongs to the son I gave birth to… that I brought you into the world through this very hole, and now you’re using it to fuck me… the psychological pleasure is incredible.”

She let out a soft sigh, her body relaxing into the sheets. “My juices are flowing like a faucet. Even the orgasms feel sharper. Perhaps this is what they mean when they say a mother and son are linked by the heart. We’re more in sync than anyone else could ever be. To be able to make love to my own son… I am the happiest mother in the world. From now on, I want you to fuck your mama’s slutty hole every day.”

“Mom, don’t worry. I’ll always love you. I’ll spend the rest of my life plugging your slutty hole. Just looking at you makes me want to fuck you to death. It’s just that… I can’t leave the company in America right now.”

“That’s easy then,” she replied. “I’ll just wrap things up here and go to America with you.”

“No, Mom. Life here is so exciting. You just introduced me to so many thingsâ€”I want to try every single one of them. How could I bear to leave it all behind?”

“Then what do we do?”

“Slowly hand over your business here to people you trust. Then you can get away and come to America. You can always come back and visit with me every now and then.”

“Alright,” she agreed. “We’ll do that. But it will take some time to arrange.”

“Don’t worry, we have plenty of time. Besides, I’ll be staying here for two weeks.”

“Everything here is yours,” she said. “All the women are yours to fuck. But… Son, can you promise me a few things?”

“What conditions?”

My mother sat up. She looked at me with a tender expression, her voice turning solemn as she gave me her instructions. “First: what we are doing is forbidden. Society does not allow it. If people found out, both our lives would be ruined. You must keep this a secret. No third party can ever know that we are biological mother and son. This is a secret between us. Do you understand?”

“Mom, I’m not stupid enough to tell people I’m committing incest with my own mother. Don’t worry, I won’t say a word. I’ll only call you ‘Mom’ when we’re alone. This will always be our secret.”

“Second: this ship is a dream paradise for men. Without self-control, it’s easy to sink into it. You can play, but please, don’t be too indulgent. I need you to be mine forever, not just for a short while.”

“You can count on that, Mom. Even in that sexual liberation center in America, I didn’t lose myself. I promise I’ll sleep with you every night. Every single day, I’ll use my big cock to show you how a son truly honors his mother. But… Mom, I don’t want your little hole to be fucked by any other man’s cock. Your hole belongs to your son…”

“I’ve been a whore for so many years,” she said. “I’ve had fifty thousand men in my hole; that’s enough. From today on, I will never let another man touch me. My hole is only for my own son to fuck. It belongs to you forever. Even when you’re gone and I miss your thick, hard cock so much I could go crazy… I’ll only play with my own hole, no matter how embarrassing it is.”

“Or you can call a girl to lick your hole for you. I don’t mind that.”

“Son, I will love you forever.”

“Mom, may our love last until the end of time.”

We lay there quietly in bed. Aside from the occasional caress, we talked about our lives and the things we’d experienced. The night belonged entirely to us, a romantic world of our own. We spoke until the sky began to brighten. Only then did I slide my cock back into my mother’s warm, fleshy hole. Curled together in a spoon position, we drifted off to sleep in our exhaustion.
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