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CAMILA IS A BEAUTIFUL 4O-YEAR-OLD HOUSEWIFE
WITH THICK THIGHS, Bl BREASTS, A LOVELY
ATURE WOMAN, WEARING A VERY SHORT SHORTS

AND A TOP- SHE LIKES TO FEEL COMFORTABLE
WHILE COOKING -




SHE STAYS AT HOME DOING HER
HOUSEHOLD CHORES WHILE HER
HUSBAND GOES TO WORK.
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CURRENTLY, SHE HAS THE COMPANY OF HER
SON CHRISTOPHER- WHILE HE IS ON
COLLEGE BREAK, HE HELPS HIS MOTHER AT
HOME -
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CAMILA SMILES
AFFECTIONATELY AT HER

SN — —

MY DEAR, COULD You
HELP ME PREPARE
DINNER?
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SHE APPROACHES, HER SHORT
SHORTS ACCENTUATING HER
CENEROUS CURVES.

I COULD USE YOUR HELP
IN THE KITCHEN-

HER TONE IS $0FT AND

LOVING, HER EYES SHINING
WITH MATERNAL AFFECTION .-
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OF COURSE, I'LL HELP YOU, MOM.
AFTER ALL, I'M ON COLLEGE BREAK.-
LL STAY HERE WITH YOU HELPING WITH
ANYTHING YOU NEED.-
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NeamiLa smILES BRoOADLY, HER EYES
LIGHTING UP WITH JOY.-

S I I
HOW WONDERFUL, MY

LOVE! T'LL LOVE HAVING YOU
AROUND.-



I MISSED YOU SO MUCH, NOwW
I WANT TO CHERISH EVERY
MOMENT WITH YOU, MOM.

PIGKING.COM.BR




SHE APPROACHES, LOPING
CHRISTOPHER IN A MATERNAL
HU&, HER BODY GENTLY
PRESSING AGAINST HIS-

[ YOUR HELP WILL MAKE
ME SO HAPPY.
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MY SON, YOU WILL ALWAYS
BE MY LITTLE BOY.
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SHE PLANTS A LOVING KISS ON HIS
CHEEK, HER VOICE SOFT AND TENDER.

LET'S COOK TOGETHER, MY
SON. I'M SURE IT WILL BE A
VERY SPECIAL MOMENT .-
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MY GOD, WHY DID MY BODY
HEAT UP? I THINK IT WAS
BECAUSE I FELT MY MOTHER'S
WET AND WARM LIPS.
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CAMILA LEANS OVER THE TABLE, HER BODY
OVING SMOOTHLY AND GRACEFULLY, HER SHORT
==SHORTS REVEALING EVEN MORE OF HER
GENEROUS CURVES.-

HMM, LET ME THINK. .. WHAT ¢
DO YOU THINK WE SHOULD DO,
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UNAWARE OF HER OWN
OVEMENTS, CAMILA CONTINUES
TO LEAN OVER THE COUNTER,
HER SHORT SHORTS SLIDING
EVEN FURTHER BETWEEN HER
PLE BUTTOCKS-

SO, CHRISTOPHER, WHAT

DO YOU THINK WE SHOULD

PREPARE?
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HE/ST&PHEE 1s r
ESMERIZED BY SO MUCH
BEAUTY. !
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7/ MOM, I MUST SAY I'M IN
2| DOUBT FACING SOMETHING
SO DELICIOUS.

{ aPan
WHEN CHRISTOPHER
REFERRED TO
SOMETHING
DELICIOUS, HE WAS
REFERRING TO HIS
OTHER'S BUTTOCKS-
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OTHER UNTIL HE TOUCHES HER
BREASTS, SHE DOESN'T NOTICE

AND CONTINUES TO LEAN OVER THE| 4

COUNTER.- NOW CHRISTOPHER IS
BESIDE HER, HELPING TO CHOOSE
THE INGREDIENTS-

MOM, IT'S UP TO YOU.-
WHATEVER YOU CHOOSE, T

CAMILA DOESN'T MOVE, SHE
IREMAINS BENT OVER THE
COUNTER, LOOKING AT THE
INGREDIENTS WITHOUT KNOWING
WHAT TO COOK FOR DINNER-




Ll
CAMILA SMILES TENDERLY
AT CHRISTOPHER, HER
HEART OVERFLOWING WITH
PRIDE AND MATERNAL

&
¥ SO GOOD TO HAVE YOU BY MY \
SIDE, MY SON. HOW ABOUT WE
PREPARE A DELICIOUS DISH
TOGETHER THAT YOUR FATHER
WILL LOVE?

EPIcKING.COM.BR
. G

o SN\



SHE LEANS FURTHER OVER
THE COUNTER, TILTING
SLIGHTLY TO THE RIGHT,
HER SHORT SHORTS
SLIDING A BIT MORE, HER
GENEROUS CURVES
BECOMING EVEN MORE
EVIDENT, AND
UNINTENTIONALLY, HER
BUTTOCKS PRESSING
AGAINST HER SON'S
PELVIS.-
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" MOM, T WILL HOLD YOU 80

YOU DON'T LOSE BALANCE-




CAMILA COULDN'T REACH TH
BREAD.- THE MORE SHE TRIED TO
GEAB THE FOOD, THE MORE HER
BUTTOCKS RUBBED AGAINST HER
SON'S PELVIS-
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CAMILA IS

STARTLED FEELING HER
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SUDDENLY,




REALIZE..--

GHEISTOPHEE! I'M
SORRY, MY SON, I DIDN'T



IT'S OKAY, DON'T
WORRY -
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LET'S CONTINUE
PREPARING DINNER, SHALL
WE?

PIGKING.COM.BR




MOM, WHAT'S GOING ON?
WHY ARE YOU FEELING
EMBARRASSED?




7 WHAT JUST HAPPENED
i WAS A NATURAL THING.-
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YOU ATTRACTIVE. IN A
RESPECTFUL WAY.-

PICKING . COMABR)



PIGKING.COM.BR

OH, MY DEAR, YOU'RE ALWAYS SO
SWEET AND UNDERSTANDING- I'M SO
HAPPY TO HAVE YOU AROUND. NEVER
WORRY ABOUT THESE THINGS, MY LOVE.
YOU ARE MY SON AND T LOVE You
UNCONDITIONALLY.




I SEE THAT YOU BECAME
EMBARRASSED.- SINCE YOU LOVE ME
UNCONDITIONALLY, HOLD ONTO MY
COCK AND SHOW ME THAT YOU'RE NOT
ASHAMED OF YOUR SON.-
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WCAMILA WIDENS HER EYES AT
" |CHRISTOPHER'S UNEXPECTED
REQRUEST, A MIX OF SURPRISE AND
EMBARERASSMENT TAKING OVER HER
\EXPRESSION.- SHE HESITATES FOR A
OMENT, HER BREATHING BECOMING
SLIGHTLY LABORED- THEN, TIMIDLY,
SHE REACHES HER HAND TOWARDS THE
BULEE BETWEEN HER SON'S LEES,
GENTLY WRAPPING AROUND THE RIGID
EMBER.
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I... I'M NOT

MY SON...

. ASHAMED OF YOU.
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CAMILA LOOKS AT HER SON
WITHOUT UNDERSTANDING HIS
FEELINGS -
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SHE NEEDS TO LET 6O OF
HER SON'S cock BEFORE
SHE DOES SOMETHING SHE
WILL REGRET FOR THE
BEST OF HERE LIFE.




CHRISTOPHER, MY SON--- \
COME, LET'S PREPARE

DINNER TOGETHER-
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AS CAMILA TURNS TOWARDS THE
COUNTER, CHRISTOPHER GRABS
HER FROM BEHIND AND ASKS FOR

MOM, YOU TOUCHED MY COCK,
NOw BE GOOD AND LET ME
SQUEEZE YOUR BREASTS.-

ICAMILA FEELS HER SON'S STRONG
HANDS PEESSING HER BREASTS AND 18/ % Y {4 G .
HIS HARD COCK PENETRATING HER g - < =F .
BUTTOCKS- SHE IS TOO WEAK TO ! -

STOP HER SON.-
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CAMILA FEELS HER SON'S
BODY CLOSE TO HERS AND
HER HEART STARTS
\BEATING FASTER- SHE IS
\PaRALYZED,
NcHRISTOPHER'S WORDS
\LEAVING HER

B\ SPEECHLESS. SHE

B DOESN'T KNOW HOW TO




CAMILA FEELS HER BODY INSTINCTIVELY
RESPONDING TO CHRISTOPHER'S TOUCH,
HER LEGS TREMBLING AND HER HIPS
STARTING TO MOVE IN A SMOOTH AND
SENSUAL MANNER-

MY SON...
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--- T DON'T KNOW WHAT'S |
HAPPENING -

OoH!




‘ ﬁHE/STOPHEE EELEASES HIS MOTHER
AND SHE FALLS TO HER KNEES, HER
LEGS WEAK-
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WHEN SHE LOOKS TO THE SIDE
TOWARDS HER SON, SHE SEES
THAT HE HAD TAKEN HIS PENIS
OUT OF HIS SHORTS-




LOOK AT ME, MOM. IT'S
YOUR FAULT FOR GETTING
ME SO EXCITED-




I NEED YOU TO MASTURBATE ME, ONLY
THEN MY COCK WILL SOFTEN AND I CAN
HELP YOU PREPARE DINNER-
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SHE HESITATES FOR A MOMENT,
BUT SOON HER HAND STARTS TO

OVE, SLIDING SOFTLY ALONG
HER SON'S PENIS.
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AT THAT MOMENT, NO ONE SAYS
NANYTHING, JUST MOANS.
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TO HER SON'S TOUCH, A WAVE OF HEAT
RUNNING THROUEGH EVERY INCH OF HER
SKIN- SHE NIBBLES ON HER LOWEER LIP,
TRYING TO CONTAIN THE MOAN THAT
THREATENS TO ESCAPE FEOM HER
THROAT. HER HANDS TREMBLE SLIGHTLY
AS SHE RELEASES CHRISTOPHER'S STIFF

EMBER, HER FACE FLUSHED WITH
INTENSE BLUSH-
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SHE WHISPERS, HER VIOICE
LADEN WITH DESIRE AND \
GuILT. _ J A

THIS.-- THIS IS



o |COMPOSURE, BUT HeR
SR |aopy BETRAYS HER,
CRAVING THE FORBIDDEN




CAMILA FEELS HER ENTIRE BODY TREMBLE IN
FRONT OF CHRISTOPHER'S SUDDEN ADVANCE.
WHER CHEEKS BURN WITH SHAME, BUT A WAVE
FIOF EXCITEMENT TAKES OVER HER- WITH A
ISHAKY VOICE, SHE TRIES TO EXPLAIN-

MY SON.-.. I... T DON'T
KNOW WHAT'S HAPPENING -




SHE GRABS THE STIFF MEMBER AZAIN,
HER HANDS TREMBLING SLIGHTLY.

THIS IS SO
WRONG, BUT.--

SHE BITES HER LOWER LIP, HER |
EXPRESSION REVEALING THE

STRUGGLE BETWEEN GUILT AND
DESIRE-
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IT IN YOUR MOUTH AND ENJOY SUCKING MY DICK.-
KNOW YOoU WANT TO.
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CAMILA FEELS HER WHOLE BODY)|
TREMBLE AT CHRISTOPHER'S
RERUEST. SHE HESITATES FOR A
WOMENT, HER CHEEKS BUENING
WITH SHAME, 8UT THE DESIRE
THAT CONSUMES HER IS
STRONGER- KNEELING BEFORE
HIM, HER EYES SHINING WITH
LUST.
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~QSHE WHISPERS, HER
VOICE FILLED WITH
P EMOTION -

--- I CAN'T RESIST, BUT T KNOW g

THIS IS WRONG -




‘ CAMILA FEELS HER LEGS WEAKEN AT
THE SIGHT OF HER SON'S ERECT
EMBER- KNEELING DOWN, HER FACE :

FLUSHED AS HER EYES FIXATE ON THE |
EXPOSED PENIS- A WAVE OF SHAME
AND GUILT WASHES OVER HER, AND
SHE QUICKLY STANDS UP, AVOIDING
HER SON'S GAZE.

I... I CAN'T,
CHRISTOPHER-

WITHOUT SAYING ANOTHER
\WOED, SHE HURRIES TO THE
ROOM, THE FEELINGS OF GUILT |
CONSUMING HER-
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CAMILA FEELS HER HANDS
TREMBLE AS SHE HIDES
\ [|HER FACE, SHAME AND
ﬁéU/bT CONSUMING HER-
|\HER CHEEKS BUEN IN
BLUSH AND SHE QUICKLY |
STANDS UP, MOVING AWAY
FROM HER SON- B

NO,
CHRISTOPHER.--- THIS 1S
WRONG -




RUSHES TO THE BEDROOM,

CLOSING THE DOOR BEHIND

HER.- ONCE INSIDE, SHE THROWS

HERSELF ON THE BED, HER

(\BODY CONTORTING IN GUILT
|AND ANGUISH-

!
L
\WHER VOICE TREMBLES AND SHE




MY GOD, WHAT HAVE
I DONE?

I CAN'T... THIS IS SO
WRONG -

SHE SHE/NKS, TRYING IN VAIN TO
CONTAIN THE SOBS ESCAPING FROM
|HER THEOAT -
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] ¥ IR i 1
dCAMILA SHRINKS ON THE BED, HER
BODY TREMBLING WITH SHAME AND || WHAT HAVE T ;
GUILT. SHE HIDES HER FACE BETWEEN DONE? i
HER HANDS, SOBS ESCAPING THROUGH B s [t !
HER FINGERS. | e
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BUT THE DESIRE STILL BUBNS INSIDE HER. SHE

REMAINS FACE DOWN, BURYING HER FACE IN THE MATTRESS OF HER BED, AS IF SHE

COULD ESCAPE FROM THAT TERRIBLE REALITY.

4 WAVE OF NAUSEA INVADES HER,

ANGUISH EVIDENT IN HER

VOICE-
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SHE LAMENTS.-

'M A HORRIBLE WOMAN...
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PIGKING.COM.

A GAMILA FEELS HER WHOLE BODY TEEMBLE AS SHE EECAbbS WHAT HAPPENED IN

|THE KITCHEN- SHE TURNS ONTO HER BACK IN BED, HER RIGHT HAND COVERING HER
FACE IN SHAME- THE SCENT AND HARDNESS OF CHRISTOPHER'S PENIS ARE STILL
VIVID IN HER MIND, MAKING HER BODY BUEN WITH DESIRE-




HE WRITHES ON THE BED,

ER LEGS RUBBING AGAINST |

\eACcH OTHER, TRYING TO
ELIEVE THE GROWING

SHE MOANS SOFTLY, GUILT
WIXED WITH LUST-




WHAT HAVE T
DONE?

SHE LAMENTS, 8UT HER HANDS
SLIDE SLOWLY OVER HER BODY, |
THE TOUCH SENDING WAVES OF |
PLEASURE DOWN HER SPINE-




HAAAA, MY GOD, WHY IS THIS
DOMINATING ME?
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lCAMILA HASTILY CLOTHES, EXPOSING
" HER CURVACEOUS BODY. HER FINGERS GLIDE OVER THE |
MOOTH SKIN, CARESSING HER AMPLE BREASTS AND THE
|AREA BETWEEN HER LEES. SHE MOANS SOFTLY, GUILT
IXING WITH THE GROWING EXCITEMENT.-
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SHE WHISPERS, BUT CAN'T
STOP. HER FINGER CIRCLES
THE SWOLLEN CLITORIS,
SENDING WAVES OF PLEASURE
THROUEGH HER BODY. HER
™ OTHER HAND MASSAGES ONE
|OF HER BREASTS, MOANS
‘ . ESCAPING THROUGH HER
SLIGHTLY PARTED LIPS.
(P T)
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 [SHE SIGHS HER SON'S NAME,
. IMAGINING HIS TOUCH MAKING HER

SHIVER WITH DESIRE-
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MCAMILA KNEELS ON THE BED, FIGHTING
|| AGAINST HER CONSCIENCE, GUILT AND
| |LUST IN CONFLICT WITHIN HER- SHE FEELS

|\ |HER CHEEKS BURNING WITH SHAME AS SHE | |

| |REMEMBERS HER SON'S BODY, THE

L |PULSING HARDNESS IN HER HANDS. HER
\HEART BACES AND HER BODY BUBNS WITH

" IDESIRE, BUT SHE KNOWS IT'S WRONE, AN
|UNFORGIVABLE SIN.
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SHE LAMENTS, YET HER
DESIRE FOR HER SON
EVIDENT ON HER FACE- HER
HANDS &LIDE OVER HER
SKIN, CARESSING HER BIi&,
SOFT BUTTOCKS AND THE
AREA BETWEEN HER LEES,
DESPITE HER MIND'S
PROTESTS -
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I CAN'T... SOWHY DO I
FEEL SO GOOD WHEN T THINK
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‘:. SUCH AN INTENSE ORGASM- WAS
IT THE IMAGINATION OF HER SON'S
TOUCH THAT MADE HER FEEL THIS
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