
        
            
                
            
        

    
	
[ The Other Side of Mother] 
Author: Want to buy NS2

	
　　Synopsis: A forbidden love affair between an 18- year-old youth and his beautiful mother, told in three chapters, originating from an assault mixed with violence and deception. I attempted to imbue the mother (Lin Wan) in the novel with richer emotions and a more complex personality, reflecting the predicament faced by a woman withering in her marriage, rather than merely being a vessel for desire. I also hope to explore issues such as love, male growth, responsibility, and the boundaries of ethics through this novel.

	
( 1 ) Hotel Section: Chapter 1

	
I knew some things were bound to happen sooner or later. From the first afternoon when I peeked through the crack in the door and saw my mother kneeling on the bed, with Li Qiang rising and falling behind her, arguing back, I knew it was going to happen.

	
I just didn't expect it to be like this.

	
　　---

	
My mother's name is Lin Wan, and she works as an accountant in a state-owned factory in Ningbo. My father is an engineering manager, spending most of the year on construction sites, and he's rarely home. I don't really blame my mother for having an affair — she's only thirty- eight , why should she live like a widow? But that afternoon, when I saw her having sex with Li Qiang through the crack in the door, I realized something: I don't blame her for cheating, I blame her for sleeping with someone who wasn't me — her own son.

	
Li Qiang was my mother's colleague and also a factory worker, working as a warehouse supervisor. I met him when I went to the factory to see my mother. He had dark skin, a bit of a thug-like air about him, and didn't seem like a respectable person. My mother always spoke of him evasively, saying, " That guy is alright . " I didn't think much of it at the time , but now I know what " alright " meant.

	
　　---

	
At seven o'clock, at the "Old Place" barbecue stall on the edge of the urban village. Smoke billowed, stinging my eyes. Li Qiang sat on a plastic stool, two dozen empty beer bottles in front of him. When he saw me walking from the alley entrance, he grinned — a grin exactly the same as the one he had given me that afternoon when he turned back to look at me.

	
　　" Young man, come and sit down. "

	
He patted the stool next to him , a gesture as natural as if he were calling a brother. I went over and sat down. He handed me a bottle of beer; his fingers were thick and calloused at the knuckles.

	
　　“ Your mom’s working overtime today, ” he said, his gaze lingering on my face for a second. “ I made her work overtime. ”

	
　　Those words, spoken casually, felt like a thorn in my ear. I looked down and opened my beer bottle, saying nothing.

	
He didn't say anything more, and started chatting about random things — factory matters, mentioning that there was too much work and he wanted to find help; the recent weather, and whether the lamb skewers at the barbecue stalls were really lamb. I responded, took a sip of beer, and listened to him talk, but my mind was racing: what does this guy want from me?

	
Half an hour later, he suddenly spoke:

	
　　" You weren't at school on the afternoon of the 16th of last month , were you? "

	
My fingers tightened. His eyes narrowed, and that smile reappeared at the corner of his mouth.

	
　　“ I saw you. ” He slammed the beer bottle down on the table. “ The eye peeking through the crack in the door —it’s yours. ”

	
For a moment , time seemed to stand still.

	
　　The noise from the barbecue stall continued, but I couldn't hear anything. I could only see his mouth moving, and the smug, expectant smile on his face, waiting to see my reaction.

	
The images from that afternoon exploded in my mind—

	
Around 3 PM, I skipped school and went home. As I opened the door, I heard noises coming from my mother's bedroom. I'd never heard those sounds before, but for some reason, I knew what they were right away. I tiptoed over; the door wasn't closed completely, just a crack . I peeked through the crack—

	
　　The mother knelt on the bed, her back to the door. Li Qiang was behind her, grabbing her waist and thrusting into her repeatedly. Her face was buried in the pillow, so her expression couldn't be seen, but her voice could be heard — a muffled sound that was both crying and panting, coming from under the pillow.

	
I stood there frozen, not knowing how long I stood there. Maybe a few seconds, maybe a few minutes. Then I turned around, tiptoed away, and covered my mouth to keep myself from making a sound.

	
That evening at dinner , she served me food as usual and asked about school. I looked at her, at her calm face, and something inside me seemed to crack open. What welled up from that crack wasn't anger, nor disgust, but something else I couldn't quite describe — jealousy. Yes, jealousy of the man who could be on top of her.

	
　　Now, Li Qiang knows I saw it.

	
I forced a smile, trying to keep my voice steady:

	
　　" The 16th of last month ? I was at an internet cafe that afternoon, and I took sick leave. What happened? "

	
Li Qiang stared at me for a few seconds, then suddenly burst out laughing. The laughter was rough, mixed with the noise of the barbecue stall, but it made my back tense.

	
　　“ Okay, internet cafe. ” He nodded , grabbed a skewer of mutton, took a bite, and grease glistened at the corner of his mouth. “ Maybe I was mistaken — after all, the lighting wasn’t very good that afternoon. ”

	
He chewed his meat, his gaze never leaving my face. " But , " he swallowed, wiping his mouth with his sleeve, " even if it really is you, it doesn't matter. Anyway— "

	
He paused deliberately and threw the bamboo skewer into the trash can under the table.

	
　　" Anyway, your mom seemed to enjoy it back then, you probably already know that. "

	
I didn't reply , nor did I move. I simply put the beer bottle on the table and lowered my voice several decibels:

	
　　" Li Qiang , what exactly are you trying to say ? "

	
He paused for a moment, then grinned, revealing an expression that was almost one of approval. He leaned back, the plastic stool creaking, and crossed his arms as he looked me over.

	
　　" Hey, that's interesting. " He nodded , a hint of roguish approval in his voice. " I thought you'd keep pretending. "

	
He leaned closer, lowering his voice, the noise of the barbecue stall drowning out his words: " Kid, I 'll tell you what I want to say — you saw it that afternoon , right? You saw your mom kneeling on the bed, and I ... you've never seen her like that before, have you? "

	
His eyes were naked, filled with provocation and a strange desire to share.

	
　　“ Do you know why she acted that way? Because she can't live without me. Your mother — that always impeccably dressed woman who manages the accounts at the factory — is, to me , just … well, you 've seen it yourself . ”

	
He leaned back in his chair, grabbed a beer, and took a swig.

	
　　" But you didn't say anything, didn't rush in , and didn't tell your dad. Why? I guess it's because you also like seeing your mom like that, right? "

	
Hearing these words, I should have been furious and immediately rushed over to fight this man who had insulted my mother and me. But strangely, my voice was surprisingly calm, even to myself:

	
　　" so what? "

	
He paused for a moment, then burst into a rough laugh, drawing stares from several nearby tables. After he finished laughing, he wiped his eyes and leaned closer, the smell of beer and tobacco almost hitting my face.

	
　　" So? So — you're quite an interesting kid. "

	
He sat back down, his gaze becoming raw and direct, as if he were discussing a business deal:

	
　　" I wanted to ask you, would you like to ... play a game ? "

	
He reached out and wiped the grease from the corner of his mouth with his thumb , his gaze fixed on my face.

	
　　" Your mom comes to my place every Friday afternoon, you know? She gets off work at 3:30, arrives at my house at 4, and leaves at 6 — you only saw the beginning of what she was like during those two hours that afternoon. "

	
He paused, his voice low, tinged with a strange excitement: “ But if you want, you can see it all. Not just see it — you can … participate. ”

	
The word he uttered carried a sticky, suggestive quality. He observed my expression as if admiring some kind of chemical reaction.

	
　　" Friday, Lover's Hotel, Room 301. You go in early, hide in the closet or the bathroom, find somewhere to hide. Once I get her ... into the mood, I'll put a blindfold on her. Then you come out, and it's my turn. "

	
He leaned back, arms crossed over his chest:

	
　　" She won't know it's you — at least not at the time . She'll think it's still me. You can ... do whatever you want , just don't make a sound. "

	
He finished speaking and waited for my reaction. The noise of the barbecue stall seemed to suddenly fade away, leaving only the sound of bubbles rising from beer bottles.

	
I fully understand that this is an utterly absurd proposal. Not only is it immoral, but it's also extremely dangerous. If I had any sense left, I would either turn and leave or smash a bottle over his head immediately. But I chose neither, instead letting this devil whisper in my ear, even involuntarily and inexplicably hoping to succumb to his temptation.

	
I stared into Li Qiang's eyes and asked, word by word:

	
　　" Why? Why did you make me ... involved? "

	
He picked up the beer bottle, took a slow sip, his Adam's apple bobbing, and looked past me towards the gray, gloomy buildings of the urban village in the distance. Smoke from the barbecue stall swirled around his face.

	
　　" Why? " he repeated, putting the bottle back on the table, his fingers tracing the water droplets on it. " Because of your mother, she— "

	
He suddenly laughed, a strange tenderness mixed with something more sordid. " Your mother is too clean, you know? Everyone at the factory calls her ' Accountant Lin , ' she speaks softly, is dignified and beautiful, and always buttons her clothes up to the top. But with me— "

	
He made a gesture with his thumb and forefinger , as if he were pinching something invisible and soft.

	
　　" She is nothing. Without that shell, without those rules, she's just ... a woman. She can cry out, she can beg, she can— "

	
He stopped and stared into my eyes.

	
　　" You know what excited me the most? It was when she saw me at the factory the next day, and she just nodded and smiled as usual, like nothing had happened. That ... splitting feeling , you know? "

	
He squeezed the empty beer bottle until it made a cracking sound.

	
　　“ But that’s not enough. ” He suddenly leaned closer, lowering his voice: “ I want to see how she’ll tear apart when that person — her son— is on top of her , what her expression will be. ”

	
He leaned back in his chair, staring at me with a naked gaze:

	
　　" And, kid — don't think I can't see it. The way you look at her is different from how a son looks at his mother. You see, she is ..."

	
He didn't finish speaking, but that pause said it all.

	
I remained silent for a long time. His words kept replaying in my mind, and my fingers unconsciously traced the texture of the plastic tabletop, which bore the marks of cigarette burns, spilled oil stains, and the traces of countless people sitting on it.

	
Li Qiang didn't urge him. He lit a second cigarette and leaned back on the plastic stool. A night breeze blew by, carrying with it the smoke from barbecues and the faint smell of sewage from the distant urban village.

	
I suddenly remembered when I was little , my mother would hold my hand and walk through the alley to the market to buy my favorite sweet and sour pork ribs. Her hands were soft, and her nails were always neatly trimmed and painted with clear nail polish.

	
How long ago was that? Is the woman who held my hand the same woman who knelt on the bed that afternoon?

	
If it's the same person, then who is the " mother " in my mind ...?

	
　　“ Li Qiang . ” I began, my voice lowered, no longer the cold interrogation of before, but a complex probing, “ Aren’t you … aren’t you afraid of being discovered? And — how did you and my mother start? ”

	
He stared at me for a few seconds, then suddenly smiled. The smile lacked its previous provocation, but held something indescribable. It was like satisfaction, yet also like some kind of twisted intimacy.

	
　　“ Alright, you’re willing to talk properly now. ” He threw his cigarette butt on the ground, stomped it out, and sat down a bit. “ Then I’ll explain it to you properly. How can you guarantee you won’t be discovered? ” His tone became more confident. “ First, an eye patch. She’s been in the habit of wearing an eye patch for a long time . I like it that way, and she liked it later too — because she doesn’t have to see me, she can be more …”

	
　　" Second, don't make a sound. If only I'm talking to her , she won't realize it's actually you. Third, her mind isn't working properly during an orgasm. As long as your movements aren't too outrageous, she'll just think I'm acting differently today. Fourth— "

	
He leaned forward and lowered his voice:

	
　　Even if she does feel something's off, she'll convince herself it's just her imagination. Because she's afraid to think that way. Your mother's brain automatically concocts a plausible explanation for her .

	
　　" As for how we started ..." He leaned back in his chair, his gaze becoming somewhat unfocused, as if recalling something, " Last year at the factory dinner, she drank too much, and I took her home. In the car, she fell asleep on my shoulder, her breath on my neck ... Later, when we got to your building, she woke up and glanced at me. In that one glance, I knew immediately that she wanted something. Not me as a person, but ... to be torn apart. She'd been pretending for too long; she needed a place where she didn't have to pretend anymore. "

	
He paused:

	
　　" After that, things became simple. I asked her out, she refused a few times, and then she agreed. After the first time, she cried. After crying, she told me she would come again next week. "

	
he finished speaking, he waited for my reaction.

	
It started last year ... that's been quite a while , no wonder she's become so bold that her mother dared to bring this man into the house.

	
I stared into his eyes and spoke slowly, word by word:

	
　　" Li Qiang , if your goal is to tell my mother about this later , to humiliate her, to hurt her, I'll make you pay. "

	
He paused for a moment. It wasn't the surprise of being suddenly rebuked, but something deeper. He looked at me for a few seconds, then laughed, a laugh devoid of sarcasm, but rather tinged with admiration.

	
　　“ Okay. ” He nodded . “ You kid, you have your own bottom line . ” He reached out and lit another cigarette, the smoke swirling in the lights of the barbecue stall.

	
　　" Actually , my purpose isn't necessarily to let her know. My purpose is ... for her to one day remember it herself, to figure it out herself. Maybe six months later, maybe a year later, she'll suddenly wake up in the middle of the night, and then ..."

	
He made an explosion gesture with the hand holding the cigarette .

	
　　“ That moment is what I want to see. As for who it was that afternoon — you or me — she'll never understand. She'll only suspect, but never be sure. So, as long as you don't want her to know, she'll never ‘ know .’ She'll think it was me. It always was me. ”

	
He leaned back, the plastic stool creaking. " So ? With my guarantee, will you let me participate? "

	
I met his gaze, my voice steady :

	
　　" Okay. But I have one condition — I need to see it first. "

	
He raised an eyebrow.

	
　　" What are you looking at? "

	
　　“ It's up to you guys . ” I spoke slowly, making sure every word was clear. “ On that day, I'll hide beforehand and watch. Once you've got her into … that state you described, completely lost in passion and disoriented, then I'll decide whether or not to go for it. ”

	
I looked him straight in the eye: “ If I feel she’s not fully engaged, or if I feel there’s a risk, I’ll continue to stay out of the way. You finish what you’re doing, and pretend I wasn’t there. ”

	
He remained silent for a few seconds.

	
　　" Okay. " He stubbed out his cigarette , his tone surprisingly genuinely appreciative. " I thought you were just a quiet brooder, but you're actually quite cautious. Assessing the situation before taking action — good, you've got brains. It's settled then. Next Friday at 4 PM, Lover's Hotel, room 301. You arrive at 3:30, hide in the closet — that closet door has blinds, so it's breathable and you can still see the bed. "

	
He lowered his voice, his tone carrying that sticky, suggestive undertone:

	
　　“ You just watch. Watch how your mom goes from Accountant Lin to … something else. Wait until I blindfold her, until she starts screaming incoherently — then you come out. What you do then is up to you. Go ahead if you want, or keep watching if you don't. I'm not forcing you. ”

	
He extended his hand, as if discussing business:

	
　　" make a deal? "

	
I held his hand, not letting go immediately, and looked into his eyes:

	
　　" One last question — what about you? What do you want? If you dare take a picture here, I absolutely will not allow it . "

	
He smiled. Something flashed in that smile, too fast for me to catch.

	
　　“ Taking photos? Your mother is a good woman, why would I be so cruel? ” He released her. “ I already said — I just want to see her crack. ”

	
　　“ So …” I stared intently at him, “ when my mom and I … are … what do you plan to do? Just watch from the sidelines? ”

	
He didn't speak, but the curve of his lips deepened slightly. That silence made me vaguely realize — in this game, the role he had assigned himself might be more proactive than I had originally imagined. But he had already stood up and patted my shoulder:

	
　　" See you then . Remember, 3:30, room 301. "

	
He turned and walked into the night in the urban village, his figure quickly swallowed by the fumes from the barbecue stalls. I sat there, staring at the overturned beer bottles on the table. Water droplets condensed on the brownish-green glass, slowly sliding down the sides of the bottles. My mind was a mess. Li Qiang's voice, his words, that " cracked " gesture , and that meaningful silence.

	
But what I remember more clearly are other images—

	
　　The hands my mother used to serve me soup. The weight of her body on my shoulder as she fell asleep on the sofa. The sound of her calling my name. And that afternoon, through the crack in the door, the part of her neck tilted back as she knelt on the bed …

	
I got up and started walking home. The alley was long, and the streetlights were dim. Halfway there, I stopped and looked up. Warm yellow light shone from the windows of my house.

	
She's waiting for me to come back.

	
( 2 ) Hotel Section: Chapter Two

	
I opened the door , the living room light was on. My mother was sitting on the sofa, a magazine open on her lap, but she wasn't reading it; her gaze was fixed on the potted plant next to the TV cabinet. The TV was on, the volume turned down low, showing a rerun of the evening news.

	
She heard the door open and looked up. " You're back? " The voice was gentle, as usual , with a hint of weariness. " Have you eaten ? There's soup warming in the pot. "

	
The light shone down from above, illuminating her face. She was wearing loungewear — an old cotton T- shirt and loose pajama bottoms, her hair casually pulled back. Nothing different from her usual self at home. But I suddenly noticed something I'd never noticed before — one button was undone at the collar, revealing a small patch of skin below her collarbone. On that patch of skin was a faint red mark, so light it would be easily missed unless you looked closely.

	
She looked down following my gaze, then casually raised her hand to adjust her collar.

	
　　" What did Li Qiang want to talk to you about? " she asked, her voice still steady, her gaze returning to the magazine. " He said you two wanted to discuss something ... a part-time job ? "

	
　　" Hmm. " I put my backpack on the low cabinet in the entryway, changed into slippers, and tried to keep my voice as normal as possible. " He said the factory warehouse has too much stock lately and they need someone to sort it. He asked if I was free this weekend, saying I'd be paid hourly. He also asked several of the factory workers' children, saying that since the factory is paying them, they might as well take advantage of their own money. "

	
　　Mom nodded and turned a page in the magazine. The news anchor on TV was reporting tomorrow's weather: cloudy turning overcast with showers.

	
　　“ That warehouse is quite messy, ” she said, her tone casual. “ Last time I went to pick up materials, it was piled up so high you couldn’t even step on it. Be careful not to get hit by anything heavy. ”

	
　　" Know. "

	
I walked a few steps into the living room and sat down on the single sofa next to her. There was a half-full glass of water on the coffee table, with water droplets clinging to the glass. The TV remote was next to her; she didn't pick it up, just left it there.

	
She flipped through the magazine slowly, her gaze seemingly not actually on the furniture advertisements in the color pages. Only the low hum of the air conditioner and the muffled broadcast from the television filled the living room.

	
　　“ Li Qiang …” she began, then paused, “ He’s not a very talkative person, but he’s reliable. You can ask him if you have any questions. ”

	
When she said, " He 's alright, I guess, " there was a very subtle pause in her voice. It was as if she herself wasn't quite sure about the statement. She looked up and glanced at me. That look was so brief, so fleeting, that it might have been completely unnoticed.

	
　　" The soup's in the pot. " She closed the magazine, stood up, and said, " I 'll get you a bowl. "

	
She walked past me , leaving a faint scent — not perfume, but the smell of shower gel mixed with the warmth of her skin. Her sleeve brushed against my arm, the soft cotton fabric touching and then disappearing. The soft clinking of dishes and spoons came from the kitchen.

	
I sat on the sofa , the weather forecast still playing on TV. My gaze, however, involuntarily fell on the frosted glass door to the kitchen, on her blurry, swaying shadow. I remembered Li Qiang's words: " The way you look at her is different from the way a son looks at his mother. "

	
He 's right. When did that difference begin? Was it from that afternoon when I saw her kneeling on the bed through the crack in the door? No, much earlier. Longer. So early that I was probably still a clueless child.

	
I closed my eyes, and memories flooded back — it seemed to be when I was eleven or twelve , but I couldn't quite remember. I only remembered that my father was away on a business trip that night, and my mother made me sleep with her. Her bed was large, with a faint fragrance, just like her own scent. I lay on one side, and she lay on the other, with a wide distance between us. I fell asleep quickly.

	
I woke up in the middle of the night. I don't know if it was from the heat or something else. I groggily opened my eyes; the room was dark, with only a little moonlight filtering through the curtains. I turned over, trying to go back to sleep. Then I saw her.

	
She lay flat on her back, the blanket slipped down a little, revealing one of her legs. The moonlight shone on it, making the leg appear gleaming white, from ankle to calf, from calf to knee, from knee to thigh — all the way up, disappearing into the hem of her nightgown .

	
I don't know how long I stared at that leg. My heart was pounding so fast I could hear it. I didn't understand why, I just thought the leg was beautiful, dazzlingly white, and so smooth it seemed to glow.

	
My hand reached out, not even knowing what I was doing. My fingers touched her ankle first — cool, smooth, and I could feel the shape of the bone beneath the skin . I paused, my heart pounding even faster.

	
But Mom didn't wake up; she was still snoring softly. My hand continued upwards. Calf muscles, soft and warm. Knee, rounded, with distinct knuckles. Then thigh—

	
At that moment, my breath caught in my throat. Her thighs were softer and warmer than her calves, her skin so smooth it seemed like you could squeeze water out of it. I pressed down gently with my fingers and could feel the soft flesh beneath. I didn't know what that feeling was; I only knew my heart was pounding so hard it felt like it was going to jump out of my throat, and there was a throbbing pain somewhere down there, but I didn't even know what it was.

	
My hand continued upwards. It reached the hem of her nightgown. I hesitated for a moment, then lifted it a little. The moonlight streamed in, and I saw her crotch — that soft mound. Looking further in, I could faintly see a few hairs protruding from the crotch area , dark, soft, and curly in the moonlight, as if hiding some secret.

	
My hand continued upwards. My fingers touched the hair. It was ticklish, soft, like the finest velvet. I gently parted them, and my fingertips touched the skin below — warmer , softer, and with an indescribable dampness.

	
Then I touched the edge of the panties . Lace. My fingers could feel the fine patterns, the uneven texture, soft and delicate. My hand froze there, too afraid to move.

	
At that moment, something surged from deep within my body. A warm current gushed out from that swollen place below, unstoppable. My whole body trembled, yet I couldn't make a sound. I didn't know it was ejaculation, didn't know it was a man's first release. I only knew fear, knew I had done something wrong, knew I shouldn't have continued touching myself.

	
I slowly pulled my hand back, burrowed under the covers, curled up into a ball, and dared not breathe. My heart pounded for a very long time before it finally calmed down.

	
Later, I drifted off to sleep again. When I woke up the next day, my mother was already up and making breakfast in the kitchen. As usual, she served me porridge and vegetables, asking if I slept well last night. Looking at her face, my mind was a mess. She knew nothing. She didn't know I had touched her in the middle of the night, didn't know I had stained my pants, didn't know all the chaotic thoughts in my mind.

	
I lowered my head and drank my porridge, not daring to look at her. From that day on, something seemed to have changed.

	
The way I looked at her started to change . I began to notice what she wore, the sound of water in the bathroom when she showered, and the patch of skin peeking out from her neckline when she bent over. I didn't know what it was, but I felt a strange, inexplicable itch somewhere inside me. It wasn't until later that I understood what it was.

	
That was desire. Desire for one's own mother.

	
　　---

	
The kitchen door opened, and she came out carrying a bowl, interrupting my reverie .

	
The bowl contained winter melon and pork rib soup, with a few pieces of winter melon floating on the clear surface, and the aroma of scallions wafting through the air. She placed the bowl on the coffee table in front of me, and the bottom of the bowl made a very soft " tap " when it hit the glass .

	
　　" Drink it while it's hot . " She sat down next to me , this time closer than before, with only an armrest between us.

	
She picked up the remote and changed the channel. It was a variety show, and canned laughter could be heard coming from the studio. She turned the volume up a little, leaned back on the sofa, curled up her legs, and rested her ankles on the sofa cushions.

	
I picked up the bowl; the soup was at the perfect temperature, not too hot to burn my mouth. I lowered my head to drink, and out of the corner of my eye, I could see her profile — the flickering light from the television made her expression somewhat unpredictable.

	
　　" Is it good ? " she suddenly asked, her gaze still fixed on the television.

	
　　" Um. "

	
She nodded and didn't say anything more. I continued drinking my soup, the spoon making a soft sound as it hit the side of the bowl. The only sounds in the living room, besides the laughter from the television, were the sounds of me drinking my soup. Outside the window, I could hear the muffled sound of cars driving by on the elevated highway in the distance, as if muffled by something.

	
I finished the last sip and put the bowl back on the coffee table. She turned to look at me almost at the same time .

	
　　" Want more? "

	
Her eyes shone brightly in the television light. I suddenly noticed that the fine lines at the corners of her eyes were a little deeper than I remembered, but her skin was still so white, and her lips were still the same—

	
I looked away.

	
　　" No, I don't want it. "

	
She hummed in agreement and reached for the bowl. Her fingers touched the rim of the bowl , so close to my hand that I could feel the warmth of her fingertips. She picked up the bowl, stood up, and turned to walk towards the kitchen. The variety show on TV was still playing, and bursts of laughter echoed, but suddenly those sounds seemed very distant to me.

	
My gaze lingered on her back. Her cotton pajama bottoms were loose, but as she walked, I noticed — perhaps for the first time, the faint outline beneath the fabric — the curve of her hips, the slight undulation as she moved. The elastic of the pajama bottoms creased her waist, and above that, her old cotton T- shirt, its neckline not too low, but I still remembered the location of that red mark from before.

	
She walked to the kitchen doorway and pushed it open. The movement caused the hem of her T- shirt to lift slightly, revealing a small section of skin on her side. It was very white. Under the light, I could even see the extremely fine downy hairs on her skin. The kitchen door closed behind her.

	
I heard the tap turn on, the soft sound of a bowl being placed in the sink. Through the frosted glass door, her figure swayed blurrily, bending down, straightening up, reaching for something—

	
I stared at the door, my mind flashing back to that moonlit night, those gleaming white legs, those curly hairs, the feel of those lace panties. And that afternoon, through the crack in the door, I saw her neck arched back as she knelt on the bed.

	
When did I begin to desire her? Perhaps it started on that night when I was eleven or twelve. On that night when I knew nothing but that my heart was pounding so hard it hurt.

	
The tap stopped running. The kitchen door opened, and Mom came out, holding an apple. " Fruit for dessert, " she said.

	
She stood in front of me, the living room light shining down from above, casting a soft shadow on her face. I was sitting, she was standing, and from this angle I could see a glimpse inside the neckline of her T- shirt — just a very shallow glimpse, below her collarbone, on that patch of skin, where the red mark was still. She didn't move away immediately, just stood there, looking down at me.

	
　　" What are you daydreaming about? " she asked, a hint of amusement in her voice.

	
My gaze shifted from her neckline to her eyes. Her eyes were bright under the light, and there was something deep within her pupils — something I couldn't decipher.

	
She raised her hand and pushed the apple forward a little further. I took the apple but didn't take a bite right away. I raised my hand and patted the sofa cushion next to me.

	
　　“ Sit down for a bit, ” I said, my voice more steady than I had expected. “ This show is quite interesting. ” She paused for a moment. Just a very brief moment, less than a second. Her gaze lingered on my face for a split second, as if confirming something, then the corners of her mouth curved up—a curve that wasn’t quite a smile, more like something she herself couldn’t quite define.

	
　　" good. "

	
She sat down beside me . This time, it wasn't just across the armrest, but truly right next to me — her legs were less than a fist's distance from mine, and I could even feel the warmth of her body seeping through the thin cotton fabric. The sofa cushions sank in, and her weight caused our bodies to tilt slightly towards each other.

	
She curled her legs up again, ankles crossed, hands on her knees. The guests on the variety show on TV were playing games, laughter echoing in the studio, but I couldn't hear a word they were saying. I took a bite of an apple. The crisp sound was exceptionally clear in the living room. I chewed, my eyes fixed on the TV, but out of the corner of my eye, I saw her — the lines of her profile, the small silver earring on her earlobe, the edge of the red mark on the side of her neck, half-hidden by her collar.

	
She didn't say anything. The TV program changed, and the host began interviewing the guests. She reached for the remote control on the coffee table and turned the volume down a notch. The living room suddenly became a little quieter.

	
　　" Are you tired today ? " she asked, her gaze still fixed on the television.

	
　　" I'm fine, " I said, taking another bite of the apple. " And you? "

	
She didn't answer immediately. After a few seconds, she softly hummed in agreement .

	
　　" It's alright. "

	
Her voice was very soft, as if she were speaking only to herself. Then she turned her head slightly and glanced at me — just a glance, then quickly looked away. But I caught something in that look. It wasn't the look a mother gives her son. It was something more complex, something I couldn't decipher. It was a bit like a test, and a bit like a confirmation.

	
She turned her gaze back to the television, but didn't move. The distance between our legs seemed to have narrowed a little — perhaps because of the sofa cushions, perhaps not. I twirled the apple halfway in my hand and turned to look at her.

	
　　" Is the factory busy today ? "

	
a very ordinary question, so ordinary that I myself felt it was a bit deliberate. But she didn't show anything unusual; her gaze remained fixed on the television, and the slight smile on her lips was still there.

	
　　" It's alright, " she said. " The beginning of the month isn't too busy; the reconciliation won't start until next week. "

	
Her voice was low, blending into the background noise of the television, and sounded indescribably soft. I noticed that when she said " reconcile accounts , " her fingers unconsciously twirled the fabric of her pajama bottoms — a small gesture , perhaps a habit, or perhaps she was just a little distracted at the moment.

	
　　" With so much stock in the warehouse, Li Qiang didn't work overtime today? " I felt my heart skip a beat when I asked that name.

	
She turned her head and glanced at me. It was a brief glance, but I knew she was looking at my expression.

	
　　“ Him? ” She chuckled softly, a very faint laugh. “ When has he ever worked overtime? He leaves on time, without saying goodbye to anyone. ” She paused, then added:

	
　　" But he's a quick worker, so the supervisors don't say anything to him. "

	
She turned her gaze back to the television, but leaned slightly closer to me — perhaps unintentionally, perhaps not. Her arm was very close to mine, and I could feel the warmth emanating from beneath the cotton fabric.

	
　　" When you were discussing the part-time job, didn't he mention anything else? " she asked, her tone casual, but I always felt there was something hidden beneath. The apple was down to its core in my hand. I slowly chewed the last bite, letting the sweetness melt in my mouth.

	
　　" They didn't say anything else, " I replied, my voice flat. " They just said the warehouse was a bit messy and I should be careful. "

	
I turned my head to look at her. The light from the television shone on her face, making her expression a little blurry.

	
　　" What's wrong? " I asked back , " Are you quite familiar with him? "

	
Her eyelashes fluttered. Very lightly, very quickly, but I saw it.

	
　　“ They’re colleagues, ” she said, shifting her gaze back to the television. “ Working in the same company, you’re bound to know them a little better than others. ”

	
She changed her posture, curling her legs even tighter and wrapping her arms around her knees. This position made her look smaller and more fragile, all curled up in a ball.

	
　　“ He’s alright. ” She added, but this time her tone wasn’t as deliberate as before; it sounded more like she was talking to herself. I didn’t press further. Holding the apple core in my hand, I placed it on the edge of the coffee table, then leaned back into the sofa, softening my tone:

	
　　" Mom, what do you want to eat for breakfast tomorrow? I'll go buy it. "

	
She paused for a moment, then turned her head to look at me. There was a hint of surprise in her gaze, and something else she couldn't quite put her finger on.

	
　　" Why are you suddenly asking this? " she asked, the slight smile still lingering at the corners of her mouth.

	
　　" Nothing much. " I kept my eyes glued to the TV, trying to keep my voice casual. " It's your birthday these days, so I was thinking of buying you something nice. "

	
Actually , I remember her birthday is next month. But I told this lie so naturally that I almost believed it myself.

	
She didn't call me out. She just looked at me for a few seconds, then chuckled softly — a more genuine laugh than before, slightly nasal and gentle.

	
　　“ Sure, ” she said, leaning closer to me this time, her shoulder almost touching my arm. “ I want to eat the glutinous rice balls from that place near the South Gate, with pork floss and fried dough sticks. Can you get up? ”

	
　　" You can get up. "

	
　　“ That store sold out by seven o’clock. ” She turned to look at me, her eyes shining in the television light. “ You’d better leave by six-thirty . ”

	
　　" Six-thirty it is. "

	
She smiled again. This time, her smile was more pronounced, the corners of her mouth curving upwards to reveal a tiny bit of her teeth. When she smiled, the fine lines around her eyes seemed a little deeper, but I didn't think it was oldness — it was just a part of her.

	
She leaned on my shoulder. It was very light, just a gentle touch, as if afraid of pressing down on me. But I could clearly feel her weight, and the faint scent of shampoo in her hair. I'd smelled that scent since I was a child, but tonight it seemed different. The variety show on TV was still playing, with bursts of laughter. We just leaned against each other like that, neither of us saying a word.

	
The silence lasted a long time. Not an awkward silence, but the kind where you know she's there, and she knows you're there. The only sounds in the living room were the low rumble of the television, the hum of the air conditioner, and her soft breathing.

	
I felt her shoulder twitch slightly. Then she spoke, her voice very soft, as if she were talking to herself:

	
　　" Your dad called last month and said he probably won't be coming home for Chinese New Year. "

	
I didn't respond . I knew she would continue.

	
　　“ He said he was busy at the construction site and couldn’t leave. ” Her tone was calm, but I knew she was just suppressing her emotions. “ I said whatever you want, I’m used to it after all these years. ”

	
She paused, then gently nuzzled her head against my shoulder — perhaps to adjust her posture, or perhaps it was just an unconscious movement.

	
　　“ Actually, I don’t blame him, ” she said . “ It’s not easy for him to earn money outside . It’s just …”

	
She didn't finish speaking. A commercial break came on TV, and the volume suddenly went up a bit. She reached for the remote and turned it down a notch. The living room fell silent again.

	
　　“ Sometimes I just feel like … it's just the two of us left in this house. ” She finished speaking, then chuckled softly, a slightly bitter laugh. “ Why am I saying all this? Don’t take it to heart. ”

	
She didn't move, still leaning on my shoulder. But I could feel her body tense up slightly, as if waiting for my reaction.

	
I spoke softly, my voice even more steady than I had expected:

	
　　" I'm not an option either. "

	
Her body, which had been leaning on my shoulder, paused slightly. Just for a moment. Then I felt her shoulder relax, little by little, like a taut string finally being released. She didn't speak, but simply placed the weight of her head more firmly on me, the top of her head almost touching my chin. The scent of shampoo grew closer, mingling with her warm, uniquely her scent.

	
　　The commercials on TV were still playing, but I couldn't hear anything. I could only feel the rhythm of her breathing, one breath at a time, slowly merging with my own.

	
　　A long time passed — maybe not that long, but it felt like a long time — and she gave a soft " hmm . " It was a very soft " hmm , " so soft it sounded like a hum from her nose. But I knew there was something in it, something she wouldn't usually let me hear. Soft, crisp, like water flowing beneath a thin layer of ice.

	
Her hand moved slightly.

	
I felt her hand gently land on my leg — not resting, just touching it, as if it were casual . Her fingers were a little cool, and I could feel the slight temperature difference through my pants.

	
　　“ Thank you, son, ” she said, her voice muffled, because her face was turned towards my shoulder. I didn’t know if she was thanking me for saying that, or for sitting with her tonight, or for something else. I didn’t ask. We just sat there, leaning against each other, watching the TV program change. The night outside the window grew deeper, and the living room light shone on us, casting overlapping shadows on the floor.

	
Later, Mom fell asleep. I felt her breathing become long and even, her body growing softer and softer, almost her entire weight pressing down on me. Her hair brushed against my neck, tickling me a little. I didn't move, watching the silent image on the TV screen, listening to her soft breathing. I looked down at her — her eyes were closed, her eyelashes trembling gently in the TV light, a slight smile playing on her lips, as if she were having a sweet dream.

	
I remember that moonlit night, my childhood self, reaching out a trembling hand in the darkness. Back then, I didn't know why I did it. Now I know: those things have always been there. Just buried deep, deep inside, waiting to be awakened.

	
Moonlight streamed through the gaps in the curtains, casting a thin white line on the floor. I looked down at her.

	
　　The woman sleeping in my arms is my mother. She is also the first woman I've ever wanted in my life.

	
( 3 ) Hotel Section: Chapter 3

	
On Friday at 3:20 PM, I stood in front of the "Starry Night Romance Hotel." It was a small hotel tucked away in an alley in an old residential area. The storefront was small, with pink neon lights spelling out " Welcome, " which were lit even during the day. Several electric scooters were parked in front , and an old man sat at the front desk looking at his phone without even looking up.

	
I stood there, staring at those four words, my heart pounding. That moment when I agreed to be with him at the barbecue stand seemed so distant. Now, standing here, I truly felt it — I was going to go inside. I was going to hide in a closet and watch my mother being taken by another man.

	
Then, I'm going to sleep with her.

	
I took a deep breath and went up the side stairs. The corridor was carpeted in dark red, and tacky decorative paintings hung on the walls. A faint smell of disinfectant and perfume mingled in the air. Room 301. The door was ajar.

	
I gently pushed the door open and slipped inside.

	
The room wasn't large. In the center was a large, round bed covered with bright red sheets, and a huge mirror hung on the wall above the bed. Opposite was a wardrobe with louvered doors, the wooden slats separated by gaps. I opened the wardrobe; it was empty except for a few cheap clothes hangers. I crawled inside and pulled the doors shut from the inside, leaving only a very narrow crack.

	
The closet was stuffy and smelled of mothballs. I squatted there, my knees against the bottom, my heart pounding in my throat.

	
At 3:40, footsteps were heard in the corridor. Then came the " beep " of the access card being swiped , and the door opened.

	
　　" Come in. " Li Qiang's voice was the first to be heard .

	
Then came another person's footsteps — light, hesitant. I knew those footsteps all too well. I'd heard them countless times since I was a child. Her footsteps when she came home from work, her footsteps in the kitchen, her footsteps when she got up in the middle of the night to get a drink of water. And now, her footsteps as she entered this room.

	
　　The mother's voice rang out, tinged with unease:

	
　　" This place ... is too close to the residential area. What if someone sees us ..."

	
　　" Who saw it? " Li Qiang 's voice was languid. " Come in, I've already made the reservations. "

	
　　The door closed. I peeked out through the blinds — Mom was standing by the bed, her back to me. She was wearing a suit I'd never seen before, navy blue, the skirt just above her knees, and very fitted at the waist. Her hair was down, and neater than usual for home.

	
Li Qiang walked up from behind and placed his hand on her waist. She trembled slightly, but did not pull away.

	
　　" Want to take a shower first? " Li Qiang 's voice lowered, carrying a sticky, suggestive tone.

	
　　Mom didn't say anything, she just nodded. As she turned to walk towards the bathroom, I saw her face — her expression was complicated , a little nervous, a little expectant.

	
　　The bathroom door closed. The sound of running water filled the air. Li Qiang stood by the bed, lit a cigarette, and squinted towards the bathroom. Then, he suddenly turned his head, looking directly at the wardrobe — a slow grin spreading across his face as he gave me a thumbs-up.

	
I didn't move or respond. I just kept staring at the closed bathroom door, listening to the sound of running water.

	
The sound of water continued incessantly. A question suddenly popped into my head: What exactly is the charm of my mother as a woman? I had never seriously considered this question before. She is my mother, the one who wakes me up every morning and urges me to go to bed at night. Her body is " my mother's body "—the hands that cook for me, the hands that tuck me in, the hands that occasionally touch my forehead to check my temperature.

	
But now, hiding in this wardrobe, peeking through the crack at the door, the image of that fleeting glance involuntarily resurfaces in my mind—

	
The well-fitting suit cinched tightly at the waist. Her calves, peeking out from under the skirt, were shapely and fair-skinned. Her ankles were slender, clad in low-heeled sandals, and her toenails were painted with light pink nail polish.

	
When did I ever notice her wearing nail polish?

	
The sound of water stopped.

	
　　The bathroom door opened, and a wave of warm, humid steam rushed out. My mother emerged, wrapped in a hotel white towel, her hair wet and draped over her shoulders, the ends still dripping. She stood by the bed, drying her hair, her back to me. The towel was wrapped tightly, revealing her entire shoulders and back — her shoulders were thin, her collarbones prominent, and the lines of her back flowed smoothly into her waist. Her waist was slender, and the curve of her hips was faintly visible beneath the towel.

	
Li Qiang sat up in bed, walked behind her, reached out and brushed her wet hair aside, then lowered his head to kiss the back of her neck. She tilted her head back slightly, revealing the curve of her neck. The red mark I had seen three days ago had faded, but a faint trace was still visible.

	
The bath towel fell to the floor. I saw her back—

	
This was the first time I'd ever seen her like this. Her waist was even thinner than I remembered, and the curve of her hips was fuller than the narrow skirt could have made. Her skin glowed faintly in the hotel's dim lighting, and water droplets slid down her shoulders, following the contours of her spine.

	
She turned her head and kissed Li Qiang.

	
I saw her profile — eyes closed, eyelashes casting a small shadow in the light, lips slightly parted. That expression, I'd never seen before. Not her usual gentleness, not her occasional weariness, but something else entirely. Soft, moist, like something melting.

	
Li Qiang 's hand slowly moved up from her waist and grasped her breast. I looked away for a moment, then looked back.

	
She was breathing heavily. The sound was faint, mixed with the hum of the air conditioner, but audible. One breath after another, like something gently exploding in her chest.

	
Li Qiang laid her down on the bed.

	
　　Red sheets, a snow-white body. Her hair was loose, damp, and spread across the pillow. Her eyes were still closed, her lips slightly parted, her chest rising and falling. Li Qiang pressed down on her, and I could only see her raised arms wrapped around his neck, and her bent legs, her knees gleaming in the light.

	
She began to make sounds. Not speaking, but a sound I had never heard before. Soft, as if she couldn't help it, yet also as if she didn't want to. Each sound was drawn out, echoing in the room.

	
The air in the closet grew increasingly stuffy. My palms were sweating. I was already hard, painfully hard. I shifted slightly, changing my position. Through the gaps in the blinds, the view was more expansive — almost the entire bed was visible.

	
　　Mother lay on her back on the bed, her hair spread out on the red sheets like dark seaweed. Her eyes were still closed, her eyelashes trembling slightly. Li Qiang was on top of her, and I could see the muscles in his back tensing and relaxing with each movement, fine beads of sweat glistening on his bronze skin.

	
Her legs were wrapped around his waist. Those legs I was so used to seeing at home, the legs in pajamas, the legs that had given me endless allure and made my heart race in my childhood, were now completely exposed, glistening with a moist sheen in the dim light. The lines of her calves were smooth, her knees slightly red, and the skin on her inner thighs was even whiter and finer, trembling gently with Li Qiang's movements. Her toes were curled up, her toes painted with light pink nail polish standing out against the red sheets.

	
Her voice grew louder. No longer the soft moans of before, but deeper, squeezed-out sounds from her chest. Each sound was drawn out, the ending rising in a high-pitched tone, as if asking something, or perhaps answering something. She turned her head, her face towards the wardrobe — the first time I 'd seen her expression so clearly up close. Her brows were slightly furrowed, her lips parted, and there was a faint teeth mark on her lower lip. Her cheeks were flushed, the flush spreading from her cheekbones to her ears. The fine sweat on her neck glistened in the light, bobbing gently with her Adam's apple.

	
She was calling. Calling Li Qiang 's name. But the voice wasn't like her usual self — not like the soft-spoken, always impeccably poised accountant, Lin. The voice was lower, hoarser, as if forced out from the depths of her body. With each call, her body tensed, her toes curled tighter, and her waist arched slightly upward.

	
Li Qiang suddenly stopped, knelt between her legs , and looked down at her. His breathing was heavy, his chest heaving, and beads of sweat slid down his forehead, dripping onto her lower abdomen. She opened her eyes, looking at him hazily, her gaze unfocused, as if she hadn't fully woken up.

	
　　“ Turn around, ” he said, his voice low and hoarse.

	
　　Mom obediently rolled over. The prone position exposed her entire back to the light. Her shoulder blades, like two thin wings, rose and fell gently with her breath. The indentation of her spine led downwards, her lower back sinking deep into her waist, and further down—

	
She was kneeling , her face buried in the pillow, her buttocks raised high. That position reminded me of some kind of animal, soft and waiting. Li Qiang covered her from behind.

	
Her face turned to the side, her eyes closed again. Her lips were slightly parted, a little saliva seeping from the corner of her mouth, staining the pillow with a dark patch. Her fingers gripped the sheets, her knuckles white, thrusting forward with each impact from behind. Her voice became broken , incoherent, as if something inside her had been shattered. She began to utter indistinct words, unintelligible, just syllables, just sounds, just—

	
She suddenly tilted her head back, her neck stiffening into an arc, her mouth wide open, but no sound came out. She remained motionless for a few seconds, then a long, almost sobbing groan escaped from deep within her throat, and her whole body trembled violently.

	
Li Qiang stopped too. He leaned against her back, then slowly straightened up. His hand reached for the bedside table — the black eye mask. He glanced back at the wardrobe, then looked at me, his gaze clear: Ready?

	
He put the blindfold over his mother's eyes and fastened it tightly. She didn't resist at all, just lay limply on the bed, her chest heaving violently, still moaning softly, as if she hadn't recovered from her orgasm. At this moment, Li Qiang got off the bed. He walked barefoot across the carpet, stood in front of the wardrobe, and reached out — gently pulled the wardrobe door open a crack.

	
He lowered his voice, almost whispering:

	
　　" Your turn. "

	
on the bed , her eye mask covering half her face, revealing only the lower half of her flushed cheeks and parted lips. She was still breathing heavily and moaning softly, oblivious to everything else.

	
I desperately wanted to rush out, but my heart was pounding faster and faster, which strangely calmed me. I pressed myself against the inside of the wardrobe, keeping my voice as low as possible:

	
　　" Wait a little longer. Let me check on her again — her current condition. "

	
Li Qiang was taken aback. There was a moment of surprise in his expression, which then turned into something deeper — like admiration , or like he had expected me to do this.

	
　　" Fine, " he said in a breathy voice , a roguish smile playing on his lips. " Then you'd better watch closely. "

	
He gently pulled the cabinet door back into place, leaving only a very thin gap, and then turned and walked to the bedside.

	
on the bed remained in the same position — kneeling , face buried in the pillow, buttocks raised high. Her breathing had not yet calmed down; her shoulders rose and fell gently with each breath, and a fine layer of sweat glistened on her back under the light.

	
Li Qiang got back into bed. He didn't move immediately, but instead reached out and gently stroked her back, sliding from her shoulder down to her lower back. Her body trembled slightly under his hand, and she let out muffled, satisfied moans.

	
　　" Are you comfortable ? " he asked, his voice low and hoarse.

	
　　Mom nodded, her face still buried in the pillow, and gave a muffled " Mmm " .

	
Li Qiang 's hand continued downwards, sliding down her waist and grasping her hip bone. He then covered her body again, slowly entering her from behind.

	
She let out a long, satisfied sigh. I watched through the gap — watching her body begin to respond again , how it gradually tensed up again with his movements. Her hands gripped the sheets, her knuckles turning white again. Her legs trembled slightly, her toes curling and relaxing. Her face turned slightly to the side, and I could see the lower half of her face — her lips parted, and a little saliva seeped out, glistening at the corner of her mouth.

	
She was moaning. Softer, stickier, more like a dream than before. Each moan was drawn out, the last syllable merging into the hum of the air conditioner. Her blindfold was still on, tightly covering her eyes, revealing only her flushed cheeks and parted lips.

	
Li Qiang 's movements gradually quickened, and his mother's moans became more urgent and fragmented, turning into an incoherent, almost sobbing sound. Her body began to tense, and I could see the lines of her back muscles emerge, her shoulder blades protruding high—

	
She came again. This time, instead of remaining silent as before, she let out a long, almost sobbing sound, her whole body trembling violently, her face rubbing against the pillow, mumbling something like " I can't take it anymore " or " I'm going to die . "

	
Li Qiang stopped again. He leaned on her back, panting heavily, and looked back towards the wardrobe — his eyes seemed to ask: Did you see it clearly?

	
on the bed was still trembling and panting, her eye mask still tightly covering her eyes. Her legs parted limply, her waist slumped, and her whole body lay sprawled on the red sheets like a pool of melting matter.

	
As I watched this scene, my heart pounded as if it would leap out of my throat. But my hands, inside the closet, gripped the clothes hanger tightly, my knuckles turning white. I remembered that moonlit night from my childhood. I remembered her gleaming white legs, her curly hair, the feel of her lace panties. I remembered myself, a child who didn't yet know what desire was.

	
　　Right now, Mom is there. Right there on that bed, having just experienced multiple orgasms, drenched in sweat, lying there defenseless. Li Qiang is waiting for me. My mother is waiting for me.

	
I took a deep breath and pushed open the cabinet door .

	
( 4 ) Hotel Section: Chapter 4

	
I pushed open the closet door and stepped barefoot onto the carpet. Each step felt like walking on cotton, or on a knife's edge. My heart was pounding so hard I almost doubted she could hear me. Li Qiang got off the bed and retreated into the shadows in the corner. He glanced at me, that roguish smile still playing on his lips — a smile that seemed to hold expectation, or perhaps something deeper.

	
I ignored him. My eyes were only on my mother.

	
　　Mom lay face down on the bed, her face buried in the pillow, her buttocks raised high. An eye mask covered her eyes and half her face, revealing only her flushed lower cheeks and slightly parted lips. Her breathing hadn't yet calmed; her chest rose and fell, causing her whole body to tremble slightly. On the red sheets, her body was dazzlingly white — shoulders, sides , buttocks, thighs—everywhere still shimmered with the sheen of the intense activity, fine beads of sweat glistening under the light.

	
I stood by the bed , looking at her. Less than half a meter away. I could smell her scent — sweat, bodily fluids, and the cheap fragrance of hotel shower gel mixed together. I had never felt a woman's naked body so close, so intensely, so ... really .

	
And this woman is my mother. Now, she's right in front of me, naked, waiting completely unguarded. My hands are trembling, not from nervousness — it's from being fucking excited. So excited that my whole body is shaking, so excited that I can barely stand. I grit my teeth and slowly raise my hand.

	
My fingertips touched her calf first. The safest distance, the place least likely to disturb her. Her skin was warm, still carrying the warmth of the intense moment, with a thin layer of sweat on its surface, slippery and smooth. My fingertips gently traced her calf, down to the back of her knee, and then to the side of her leg. She moved slightly, not startled, but more like a comfortable reaction. She made a soft, muffled sound, like a " hmm , " with a nasal tone. The hand resting on the pillow curled its fingers slightly.

	
I grew a little bolder and continued moving my hand upwards, gliding over her thighs to her buttocks. It was warmer and softer there than her calves; I could feel the muscle definition beneath her skin. My palm touched her skin, feeling her body tense slightly before relaxing. She trembled gently beneath my hand.

	
She made a sound again , this time clearer:

	
　　"…… powerful? "

	
I froze. My heart nearly stopped. But she didn't say anything more. She just gently twisted her waist, as if adjusting her posture, or perhaps responding to my touch. Her hips lifted slightly, rubbing against me — unconsciously , instinctively.

	
I breathed a sigh of relief; my mother still didn't know that the person who touched her wasn't Li Qiang.

	
I continued to stroke her. From her buttocks upwards, along her waist, down her back. The indentation of her spine guided my fingers, segment by segment, from her waist to her back, and then to her shoulder blades. Her skin was smooth, but I could feel a thin layer of muscle beneath it, and the hard bony ridge along the edge of her shoulder blades.

	
　　" Hmm ..." she murmured again, " Why are you so soft today ... "

	
My heart skipped a beat. But there was no doubt in her tone, only a vague question mixed with a satisfied nasal tone. My hand paused for a second, then continued to stroke her, applying a little more pressure than before. She seemed satisfied, letting out a soft sigh.

	
My hand slid back to her buttocks. The feel there was exquisite, with a thick layer of fat and firm muscles beneath the skin. I kneaded it firmly, the plump, soft flesh deforming under my palm, overflowing from between my fingers. She began to gently sway her hips, making muffled sounds, like " Mmm ... yes ..."

	
My other hand reached out from her side and stretched forward. My fingers first touched the narrowest part of her waist, then slowly moved forward, gliding over her soft abdomen. Her abdomen rose and fell gently with her breathing, moving rhythmically under my palm.

	
Then she continued downwards. Her fingertips touched the tuft of curly hair. Wet, sticky, soft. Her body shuddered violently.

	
　　" Ah ..." she cried out, her voice soft and sticky, " Why ... do you like touching me so much ..."

	
My fingers slid over the soaked fur, finding the hottest, stickiest spot. It was filthy and muddy there.

	
Li Qiang 's two orgasms had completely opened up Mom's body; her bodily fluids mixed with sweat, making her slippery. My fingers gently glided over that wetness, finding the entrance — the place I had fantasized about countless times. Her vagina was hot, burning hot. The entrance was slightly open, contracting rhythmically, as if breathing, as if waiting.

	
My fingers gently circled around her labia , not rushing in. With each rotation, I could feel the muscles inside gently contracting, as if sucking on my fingertips. Her breathing grew heavier.

	
　　“ Come in …” she suddenly spoke, her voice hoarse and urgent, “ Quickly …”

	
　　My mother's sweet call felt both familiar and strange to me. If she knew she was calling for her son to enter her body, what would she think? I gently rubbed the head of my penis against her labia, suddenly drifting into a daze, unsure how to proceed.

	
Before I knew it , the tip was covered in my mother's love juice, and each slide made a wet " smack " sound. Her hips began to sway from side to side , as if she couldn't wait to suck me into her cunt.

	
　　" You ... you did this on purpose ..." she gasped, her voice trembling with tears, " You're so mean ..."

	
I could react, Li Qiang, who had been watching from the side, suddenly chuckled, strode out from the corner, and stood beside me. He looked down at his mother, who was completely unaware of what was happening on the bed — she was still moaning, still writhing, still pleading in that seductive, alluring voice, " Come in quickly . "

	
　　" Beg me. "

	
Li Qiang only said two words, in a low voice, with an unquestionable sense of command.

	
　　The mother's body jolted. As if receiving some kind of command, her face turned towards the direction of the sound, her mouth slightly open, but no sound came out. She couldn't see — the blindfold still covered her eyes — but she could hear. It was Li Qiang's voice.

	
　　" Beg me, " Li Qiang repeated, his tone more forceful. " Say it, let me hear you. "

	
She hesitated for a second. Then she spoke, her voice so soft it could melt water:

	
　　" Please ... come in ... I want you ..."

	
Li Qiang was satisfied. He nodded to me and made a " that's fine " gesture .

	
I shook my head a few times, forcing myself to remain calm. I knelt behind my mother, holding my already throbbing erection, aiming it at her wet entrance. How long had I waited for this moment? From that moonlit night, from that child's trembling hand, from the accidental whiff of her hair and perfume, from the countless times I'd stared at her back as she cooked — I'd been waiting for this moment.

	
　　Right now, she's beneath me. An eye patch covers her eyes; she doesn't know who I am. But I know who she is, and that's enough. She's my mother. The one who gave birth to me. The woman I've called " Mom " for eighteen years .

	
And now, I'm going to fuck her.

	
I took a deep breath and lowered my waist—

	
　　They went inside.

	
I almost ejaculated after just the tip of her penis entered. She was so tight and hot inside, it felt like she was melting me. The fleshy walls enveloped me, contracting and relaxing like countless tiny mouths sucking, welcoming me, saying, " It's finally here . " The pleasure from the head of my penis shot up my spine like an electric current, making my vision go white and my mind go blank.

	
　　This is my mother's vagina. This is the paradise I've fantasized about a thousand times while masturbating and dreamed about a thousand times in my dreams.

	
The temperature was real , the tightness was real, the moisture was real. I almost suffocated; the feeling was indescribable — it wasn't just pleasure, it wasn't just comfort, it was something deeper . It was like finally returning home after wandering for a long time, like finally drinking water after being thirsty for half a lifetime, like … like finally filling the empty hole in my heart.

	
I stood there, panting, afraid to move. Not because I was afraid she'd find out — it was because I was afraid I'd ejaculate if I moved—it was because I wanted to hold onto this moment a little longer, to let my body remember this feeling. My mother's vagina. I fucked my mother's vagina.

	
　　The thought exploded in my mind like fireworks, making me tremble all over. A sense of taboo, satisfaction, and accomplishment mingled together, more intense than any pleasure. I looked down at the place where we were joined — my penis buried inside her body, her labia tightly enveloping me, her juices glistening at the base of my penis under the light.

	
She's mine now. At least for this moment, she's mine.

	
I slowly, inch by inch, pushed in , feeling the folds of flesh being stretched open, feeling the warmth and pulse within. With each step, the pleasure intensified, the excitement grew. By the time I was halfway in, I was breathless — not from exhaustion, but from the sheer pleasure, so intense that I forgot to breathe.

	
The moment it was fully inserted, I tilted my head back, gritted my teeth, and trembled all over. The vagina seemed to have its own consciousness, making " gurgling " sounds with my movements, as if it were talking to me . My glans was pressed against that soft spot deep inside, and I could feel its heartbeat — beat by beat, transmitted through its uterus .

	
My mother. My woman.

	
I looked down at her. An eye mask covered her eyes, revealing only her flushed cheeks and parted lips. Her chest heaved, her nipples hard and glistening in the light. Her body was still trembling slightly, her lower abdomen twitching—the afterglow of her recent orgasm.

	
I reached out and gently pressed my hand against her lower abdomen. I could feel myself inside her. Through that thin layer of skin, I could almost feel that hard thing buried deep inside her.

	
I laughed, though I didn't know what it meant. Maybe it was satisfaction, maybe it was the thrill of finally succeeding.

	
Then I finally started to really move. Slowly, gently. I pulled out a little, then thrust back in. With each thrust, I could feel the friction of her fleshy folds, and with each thrust, I could hear her muffled moans. Waves of pleasure washed over me, but I didn't want to rush — I wanted to savor the feeling a little longer, to let my body remember this moment. Because after tonight, she might never lie beneath me like this again.

	
But at least for this moment — she is mine.

	
the room changed. My panting, her moans, the slapping sounds of flesh against flesh , and the wet, squelching sounds mingled together. Her body rose and fell beneath me, her breasts swaying gently with the movements, glistening in the light. Her hands gripped the sheets tightly, her knuckles white. She began to utter indistinct words, unintelligible, just sounds, just syllables, just—

	
Her body tensed up again. I quickened my pace, each thrust deeper and harder.

	
　　" Ah ... ah ... ah ..."

	
Her moans grew louder and more urgent. Then she jerked her head back, her neck arching, her mouth wide open, but no sound came out. She remained motionless for a few seconds — then a long, almost sobbing scream erupted from deep within her throat, and her whole body trembled violently.

	
She climaxed. Once again.

	
I felt her inner walls contract wildly, wave after wave, tightly enveloping me, as if trying to drain me dry. The feeling was so intense that I almost ejaculated as well. But I took a deep breath and held back. She was still trembling, letting out those exhausted, satisfied gasps. She went limp, lying on the bed like a puddle of mud, only her body still twitching slightly.

	
I am still inside her.

	
Feeling the waves of contractions slowly subside, feeling her body temperature, her moisture, her—

	
Suddenly, Li Qiang spoke from behind me, his voice so low I barely noticed:

	
　　" Come out. It's my turn. "

	
I looked at him, then at my mother beneath me . She lay there, completely exhausted and defenseless.

	
I didn't want to come out, but the presence of a man as robust and roguish as Li Qiang made me hesitant. I slowly withdrew. The feeling of withdrawal made my mother let out a soft " hmm, " as if trying to hold me back. When I was completely out, her wet entrance was still trembling slightly, pink and glistening, like a mouth reluctant to close.

	
Li Qiang glanced at me but didn't say anything. But his eyes spoke volumes — satisfied now? It's my turn.

	
I stepped aside and watched him cover her, entering her again from behind. She let out a long sigh, a sound that seemed both satisfied and helpless.

	
I stood there, watching her being penetrated again, watching her body rise and fall again, watching her moans rise again. A strange feeling stirred within me. It was a feeling of … wanting more .

	
I just fucked her, and I haven't even ejaculated yet. It felt good, but I haven't had enough. In my heart, Mom already belongs completely to me. But her breasts, her little mouth, her … how many places haven't I explored yet?

	
Yes, I will explore and discover every secret of her body . From this moment on, she is no longer my mother. She is my woman.

	
mine.

	
( 5 ) Hotel Section: Chapter 5

	
Li Qiang , behind my mother, thrust in and out a few times while holding her buttocks, then changed positions. He lay on the bed, letting my mother straddle him, his penis still inside her. She moved in sync with Li Qiang's movements as if it were second nature, her hips rising and falling with his thrusts, swallowing and releasing his penis. The vaginal fluid seeping from her vagina turned into white foam under the pressure of his penis, sometimes splashing into the air with the collision of their bodies.

	
I stared intently at the incredibly impactful scene, while other thoughts began to race through my mind.

	
　　My mother was drenched in sweat, her naked skin trembling slightly, her hair flying wildly in disarray. Li Qiang's dark body and the red sheets made her skin appear dazzlingly white, every inch of her body, from her shoulders to her waist, from her hips to her thighs, gleaming with a sensual sheen. I stared at her buttocks, which she occasionally raised high — between those two full mounds of soft flesh, there was a tightly closed crevice, a small crease I had never noticed before.

	
Li Qiang ever been inside that place?

	
I've fantasized about her countless times—about her breasts, her vagina, her mouth, her legs. But I've never thought about that place. In my mind, that place is " dirty , " something that shouldn't be touched, something I shouldn't even think about.

	
But now, she's right in front of me, naked, completely defenseless, and I've just had sex with her. Every part of her body should belong to me. Including that part.

	
I stepped forward, my hand sliding down her waist to her buttocks, and into the cleft between her buttocks. When my fingertips touched the tightly closed folds, her body trembled violently.

	
　　" Mmm ..." she let out a muffled groan, sounding both comfortable and puzzled.

	
I didn't stop. My fingers pressed gently on the folds , circling them. It was tight there, taut, completely different from before. I could feel her resistance, feel those fine muscles rejecting the intruder.

	
　　" Strong ... there ... no ..." she mumbled , her voice still hoarse from the afterglow of her orgasm, " dirty ..."

	
She still thought it was Li Qiang touching her anus, but I ignored her.

	
Li Qiang remained lying down, but stopped thrusting and watched my actions. His gaze fell on the spot where I was pointing, and his Adam's apple bobbed. He spoke, his voice incredibly hoarse:

	
　　" She never let me touch her there. You might be the first. "

	
　　Those words acted like a catalyst, making me press my fingers even harder. The first one. I was the first person to go in.

	
But at that moment, Mom's body suddenly stiffened. Just for a second. Then she tried to straighten up, turn her face to the side, with the half of her face covered by the blindfold facing Li Qiang.

	
　　" What? " Her voice changed; it was no longer the hazy moan from before, but carried a hint of clarity and confusion. " What, the first one? "

	
Li Qiang was stunned for a moment. His mother continued, her voice trembling, " What did you say? Who else? Who else is here? "

	
My heart skipped a beat. She realized it. She'd been through so much, her mind was still reeling. But Li Qiang's words— " You're the first "—were too obvious for her mother to ignore. If only Li Qiang was there, why say " the first " ? Why use the phrase " let me " ?

	
She reached her hand back, trying to block something. Her fingers flailed in the air and touched my leg.

	
　　" Who is this? " her voice shrill, filled with panic. " Li Qiang ! Who is this?! "

	
She tried to sit up and tear off her blindfold. But Li Qiang had already pounced on her. He pressed down on her shoulders, rolled over, and pinned her back onto the bed, his voice low but commanding:

	
　　" Don't move. It's okay. "

	
　　" What do you mean 'nothing's wrong'?! " She struggled, her body twisting and turning. " You didn't tell me there were other people here! Who is it?! "

	
I stood there, watching her struggle. Her legs kicked and her arms flailed, her breasts heaving violently with each movement. But Li Qiang held her down, and she couldn't break free. I suddenly had a strange feeling — not fear, not guilt, but excitement .

	
She knew someone else was there. She knew it wasn't just Li Qiang tonight. But she didn't know who it was. She didn't know that the person behind her, the one whose fingers were pressing against her anus, was her son.

	
　　This thought made me hard again. I stepped forward, knelt behind her, and continued to press my hands against the folds of her skin. She felt my movements and struggled even more fiercely.

	
　　" Get out of my way! Who are you?! Li Qiang! Tell him to get out of my way! "

	
Li Qiang ignored her. He looked at me, a roguish smile playing on his lips, and nodded .

	
I understood what he meant. I pressed my finger down hard—

	
　　One finger joint went in.

	
　　My mother tensed up abruptly, letting out a long, sharp scream. The scream contained pain, panic, fear, and something else I couldn't quite make out.

	
　　" Ouch ! It hurts! Li Qiang ! Tell him to stop! "

	
I didn't stop. My fingers slowly pushed in , one knuckle, two knuckles — her anus was incredibly tight, those fine flesh walls gripping my fingers tightly, and with every inch I pushed in, I could feel her trembling, contracting, and resisting.

	
But she stopped struggling. Not because she didn't want to, but because she couldn't. Li Qiang controlled her body, and I was penetrating her from behind; she was trapped in the middle, unable to move.

	
Her face was buried in the sheets, and she made muffled sobs, like crying or cursing.

	
Li Qiang looked down at her, opened his mouth for a moment, and finally spoke as if he had made up his mind:

	
　　" Don't be afraid. It's just the two of us . "

	
Her body stiffened.

	
　　" Two? " Her voice was hoarse , trembling with tears. " You beast! "

	
Li Qiang fell silent again.

	
I was behind her, and my fingers began to slowly move in and out. The folds of her skin contracted and relaxed with my movements, tightly gripping my fingers. Her moans changed; they were no longer the panicked cries from before, but something else — more complex , more indescribable.

	
Li Qiang glanced at me, then lifted one of her thighs and thrust his penis into her vagina again .

	
　　" Ah— ! " Mom screamed as she was violated from both the front and the back at the same time, the stimulation making her tremble all over.

	
　　" You ... you all together ... ? " Her voice was broken and fragmented from the impact.

	
Li Qiang didn't speak. Neither did I. Only the sounds of flesh colliding and her moans filled the room. Her struggles grew weaker and weaker. It wasn't that she had given up; her body was beginning to betray her. With Li Qiang's fingers wrapped around her in the front and my fingers around her in the back, both areas were being stimulated simultaneously, and her body began to react.

	
She may not want it to be this way, but she can't control herself.

	
I felt her anus slowly relax a little; the flesh walls no longer resisted so fiercely, but began to secrete a slippery fluid. My fingers moved in and out more smoothly. At the same time, her moans changed. No longer were panicked cries, nor simple screams of pain, but something else entirely — softer , stickier, more …

	
　　This sensation made me thrust my fingers even harder. Her body tensed up again. I felt she was about to climax — stimulating both her front and back simultaneously was too much for her to handle—

	
But just then, I withdrew my finger. She let out a whimper that sounded like dissatisfaction, an emptiness that followed being abruptly interrupted. But the next second, I held my already hard and burning penis against the folds that had been opened up.

	
She felt it. The size of that thing was different; it was completely different from her finger.

	
　　" No ... not there ..." Her voice shrilled again, filled with panic, " It's too big ... it really won't do ..."

	
I didn't stop. I pushed the tip through the folds and slowly advanced. Her screams grew sharper and sharper, her body twisting, but Li Qiang held her down, and she couldn't move.

	
　　" It hurts ... it hurts ... Li Qiang ! You ..."

	
Li Qiang remained unmoved . I continued pushing. One finger joint deep, two finger joints deep — the moment it was fully inserted, she convulsed violently as if she had been electrocuted.

	
The anus was incredibly tight. Much tighter and hotter than the front. The fleshy walls kept contracting, trying to expel the strange intruder, but instead, they helped my penis penetrate deeper and deeper. My mother trembled even more violently, emitting moans that sounded like both crying and screaming; I couldn't tell if it was from pain or something else.

	
Li Qiang looked at me with a complex , indescribable look in his eyes . Then he started to move.

	
We quickly developed a tacit understanding — when he entered, I withdrew slightly; when he withdrew, I entered. The two rhythms gradually synchronized, allowing Mom to be penetrated and filled simultaneously from both ends. Her screaming moans had become incoherent, tears streaming down her face through the gaps in her blindfold, and occasionally she managed to squeeze out a few broken words:

	
　　" Please ... please ... stop. I ... I'm really going to die ..."

	
But soon, these sounds were drowned out by the crackling of flesh colliding and her own more shrill, yet more melodious and alluring moans.

	
　　Finally, her body began to spiral out of control. Her face was buried in Li Qiang's neck, her waist tightly gripped by his two iron-like hands, while I held her shoulders down from behind. There was absolutely no room to escape the onslaught of pleasure. Both her front and back orgasmed simultaneously, contracting and gushing out copious amounts of love juice, which splattered onto Li Qiang's and my penises. She screamed, cried, and convulsed, her whole body feeling like it had been struck by lightning, unable to stop.

	
Li Qiang ejaculated at the same moment. He groaned, pulled his penis out, and breathed heavily. I saw that the tip of his condom was already full of white fluid. I imagined those gushes of heat surging deep inside my mother—what would that feel like?

	
I'm almost there too. I can feel the urge surging up my spine, almost uncontrollable. I'm going to ejaculate, ejaculate in my mother's anus, in that place no one has ever been before — this is a more exciting, more tempting, and more taboo scene than I imagined.

	
But just as I was about to ejaculate, Li Qiang suddenly roared:

	
　　" Pull it out! Don't ejaculate inside! "

	
I froze for a moment, then instinctively pulled away abruptly. A gush of hot fluid spurted out, shooting onto my mother's back. The white semen splattered on her fair skin, glistening under the light. It flowed from her shoulder blades down her waist, into her buttocks, mixing with her own bodily fluids.

	
Losing control of the two men in an instant , the mother collapsed onto the bed as if her bones had been removed, uttering weak, muffled sobs.

	
The room suddenly fell silent.

	
Only the panting of the three people and the hum of the air conditioner remained . I stopped deep inside her anus, feeling her spasms slowly subside. She lay there limp, motionless, only her body still trembling unconsciously.

	
Li Qiang withdrew as well, and the feeling of withdrawal made his mother let out a soft " hmm . " The two stretched-open orifices slowly closed , but still maintained a slightly open shape, wet and glistening, and trembling gently.

	
Li Qiang slumped on the edge of the bed, panting heavily. He glanced at me but didn't say anything. I didn't say anything either, just looked at my mother. Her body, especially her groin area, was covered in various bodily fluids. Her eyes were still covered by a blindfold, so I couldn't see her expression. But her mouth was slightly open, and saliva dripped from the corners of her mouth onto the sheets. Her body twitched gently, as if she hadn't fully recovered from her orgasm.

	
She didn't know who did it to her back. She only knew there were two people.

	
But I know it's me.

	
( 6 ) Hotel Section: Chapter Six

	
After ejaculating, my mind cleared a bit. I got out of bed, stepped across the carpet, and grabbed the clothes I'd piled on the floor. Li Qiang was still sitting on the edge of the bed, panting heavily. He looked up at me, his eyes filled with complex emotions — satisfaction, exhaustion, and perhaps something else, but I didn't want to delve into it. He leaned against the headboard, a cigarette dangling from his lips, unlit, his Adam's apple bobbing.

	
　　" Gone? " he asked in a low voice.

	
I nodded . I didn't speak, nor did I dare to, for fear my mother would recognize my voice.

	
I picked up my clothes from the floor and quickly put them on, one by one. Jeans, T- shirt, socks, shoes. The sound of the zipper was particularly clear in the quiet room. While dressing, I couldn't help but glance at the bed—

	
　　Mom was still lying there, motionless.

	
The eye mask was still on, her hair was disheveled on the pillow, stained with sweat and tears. The marks I left on her back were still wet, glistening in the light. Various bodily fluids mixed with her buttocks flowed down her inner thighs, dripping onto the sheets. Her breathing was light and slow, as if she were asleep, or as if she were completely exhausted.

	
Just as I had almost stepped out the door, Li Qiang suddenly appeared in front of me, a wicked grin on his face, and whispered:

	
　　" Does your mother's asshole feel good? Even if you're her son, you couldn't resist that temptation, could you? "

	
I paused for a moment, but still didn't say anything.

	
He chuckled, then lit the cigarette, took a deep drag, and the smoke filled the room.

	
　　“ Don’t worry, ” he said, his voice hoarse, “ you can go now. Leave the rest to me. ”

	
I really didn't want to talk to him; I just wanted to get out of there as soon as possible. But his massive body kept blocking my way.

	
He took another drag of his cigarette and exhaled.

	
　　" Her mind isn't clear right now, and she won't remember much when she wakes up. Even if she does remember there were two people, she'll just think of them as helpers I hired. That's how women are. "

	
When he said " they are women ," there was a hint of contempt in his tone, yet also a strange intimacy. I don't know how he views his mother — a toy? Prey? Or something else entirely?

	
I didn't want to ask, so I raised an arm to block him. Li Qiang " sensibly " stepped aside, and I walked straight out the door .

	
The corridor was quiet, the dark red carpet stretching towards the stairwell. I walked slowly, each step feeling like walking on cotton. My mind was blank, thinking of nothing, yet also as if everything was crammed together.

	
I descended the stairs , I realized my legs were a little weak. Pushing open the hotel door, the night breeze blew in. It was already dark; the alley was pitch black, with only the distant streetlights casting a dim yellow glow. I stood at the doorway and took a deep breath — the air was filled with the smells of barbecue fumes, the sour stench of garbage dumps, and the ordinary scents of life.

	
I looked up at the sky. The city's night sky was devoid of stars, with only a few wisps of clouds tinged with a dark red by the streetlights.

	
I walked slowly home. The barbecue stall at the alley entrance was open, smoke rising, and a few people sat on plastic stools drinking. I walked past, hearing their laughter, but it seemed so far away. I couldn't hear what they were talking about, nor did I want to. They belonged to another world, a world unaware of what had just happened.

	
As I turned into the residential area, I stopped. I looked up — the windows of my home were dark.

	
I stood downstairs, hands in my pockets. A cool night breeze blew by. Many images flashed through my mind — the way my mother looked watching TV in the living room that day, her hands as she served me soup, her neck arched back during her orgasm in bed, the tears streaming down her face through the blindfold, and the white marks I left on her back when I ejaculated.

	
I closed my eyes. The images remained.

	
　　Open your eyes and keep walking.

	
　　I inserted the key into the lock, turned it, and the door opened. The room was dark and quiet. I didn't turn on the light; I went straight into my room, lay down on the bed, and stared at the ceiling. After a journey filled with despair, I had finally found a temporary refuge.

	
My phone vibrated in my pocket. I took it out and saw it was a message from Li Qiang :

	
　　" It's all settled. I told her I'd brought a guy along, but he got shy and left first. She didn't ask any questions or get angry with me. Haha, I guess she felt pretty good being taken care of. Don't worry. "

	
I stared at this message for a long time.

	
Don't worry. Can I really relax ? I don't know.

	
My phone vibrated again. This time it was a WeChat message from my mother:

	
　　" I'm working overtime tonight. Make sure you eat well . Everything's in the fridge, remember to heat it up, don't eat anything cold. I'm coming home tomorrow morning. "

	
I stared at the message, stunned.

	
　　What is she doing now? She just got off that bed, just escaped from being sandwiched between two men, her body still covered in those marks, the marks from the blindfold probably still there — and then she told me she was working overtime tonight. What does that mean? Could it be that she'll be played with by Li Qiang all night?

	
I stared at the screen, at that line of text— " Remember to heat it up, don't eat it cold. "

	
　　How many times has she said this? I've heard it since I was a child. She often tells me not to eat food that's too cold, because it will hurt my stomach and give me diarrhea. For over ten years, from when I learned to use chopsticks until now, when I'm a head taller than her, she still says the same thing … My eyes suddenly welled up with tears. I raised my hand to wipe them, but my fingertips felt damp.

	
Tears? I paused, staring at the glistening drop of water on my finger. Why am I crying? What right do I have to cry?

	
But the tears just wouldn't stop. One drop after another, they hit the phone screen, hitting the words " Don't eat cold food " and blurring them out.

	
I laughed through my tears. I didn't even know what that kind of laughter meant.

	
Finally, I replied: " Okay. Mom, you eat well too. "

	
Then I put down my phone and stared at the ceiling. The distant sound of cars drifted in through the window, muffled, as if muffled by something. The image of those white marks on her back, slowly trickling down under the lamplight, kept replaying in my mind.

	
　　" Don't eat cold food, " she said.

	
I closed my eyes, praying that my breathing would gradually calm down. But I knew I would have a long dream tonight.

	
(Hotel Section - End)

	
( 7 ) Daily Life: Chapter One

	
That night, I don't know how I fell asleep. I only remember staring at the ceiling, watching the moonlight filtering through the curtains move little by little, from the wall to the wardrobe, from the wardrobe to the floor, and finally disappearing into the darkness before dawn.

	
The phone lay beside my pillow , its screen never lighting up again. The last message was a WeChat message from my mother: " I'm coming home tomorrow morning. "

	
Tomorrow morning.

	
　　It's dawn now. I sat up, feeling a little dizzy, my mouth tasted bitter, and the tear tracks on my face had dried. I glanced at the time — 6:15. I could faintly hear the calls of street vendors outside the window. There was no sound from the kitchen, and my mother's bedroom door was closed. I wondered if she hadn't come back yet, or if she had returned and was sleeping when I wasn't looking?

	
I went to the living room , stood in front of her bedroom door, and listened for a while. No sound. I took a deep breath and pushed open the door. The bed was empty. The blankets were neatly folded, just as she always did before leaving. Her phone charger was on the bedside table, but the phone wasn't there.

	
　　Mom hasn't come back yet.

	
As I stared at the empty bed, a flood of images flashed through my mind — her appearance on that red sheet in the hotel last night , her neck arched back during her orgasm, the white marks I'd ejaculated on her back, Li Qiang and I holding her down from both sides, and her cries of " Please stop ... "

	
I closed my eyes, then opened them again, and the images remained clear, as if etched onto my retina.

	
　　Just then, I heard the sound of a key turning in the lock from the entryway. I turned around and went into the living room.

	
　　The door opened. Mom stood in the doorway, carrying a bag of steamed buns. She was wearing the same outfit as yesterday — a navy blue suit, fitted at the waist, with the skirt falling just above her knees. Her hair was a little messy, her makeup was gone, and there were faint dark circles under her eyes.

	
She saw me and paused for a moment. Just a very brief moment. Then she tugged at the corner of her mouth, the curve of which I wasn't sure could be called a smile.

	
　　" Are you up? " She came in , changed her shoes, and placed the steamed buns on the dining table. " Perfect timing, I bought breakfast. "

	
Her voice was the same as usual . Gentle, just a little hoarse, like she had just woken up.

	
I watched her, watched her bend down to change her shoes, watched her untie the bag of steamed buns, take out two and place them on a plate. Every movement was so natural, so fluid, no different from any other weekend morning.

	
I suddenly had a strange feeling—

	
what happened last night really happen? Or was it just a long dream?

	
　　" What are you standing there for? " She smiled. " Go wash your face , the steamed buns won't taste good if they get cold. "

	
The smile was normal. The curve of the corners of her mouth, even the fine lines at the corners of her eyes, were exactly the same as usual.

	
I nodded , turned, and went into the bathroom. Closing the door, I leaned against the sink, looking at myself in the mirror. My eyes were dark circles, and my complexion was terrible. I stared at the mirror, one thought repeating itself over and over:

	
How can her acting be so good? The woman who was sandwiched between two men last night, crying and begging for mercy, and finally collapsed into a puddle of mud, and the woman who just smiled and told me to wash my face — are they really the same person ?

	
　　Or is this kind of thing just commonplace for her?

	
　　This thought made my heart tighten.

	
I turned on the tap , washed my face with cold water, and went outside. She was already sitting at the table, holding a bowl and ladling porridge. I sat down, and she pushed the bowl towards me and handed me a pair of chopsticks.

	
　　" Eat. "

	
I lowered my head and drank my porridge. It was warm, a little sweet, from the shop she usually bought it from. After a few sips, I tried to sound natural, like a son showing concern for his mother, and asked:

	
　　" Mom, were you tired from working overtime last night? "

	
Her chopsticks paused for a moment. Just a very brief pause. Then she picked up a steamed bun, took a bite, and chewed, saying:

	
　　" It's alright, it's just that there's been too much going on lately. The factory is about to give out bonuses, and there's a mountain of reports to catch up on. The new accountant doesn't know anything, and I'm completely overwhelmed. "

	
She paused, then added:

	
　　" It was too late, so I spent the night in the women's dormitory. The bed was a bit hard, and I didn't sleep very comfortably. "

	
she spoke, her gaze remained fixed on the bowl, never looking at me. But she spoke faster than usual, as if she were reciting lines she had prepared beforehand.

	
　　“ How can state-owned enterprises exploit their employees? ” I said, trying to sound relaxed. “ You’re a long-time employee, and your superiors still treat you like this? ”

	
She finally looked up at me, smiled, but the smile was somewhat helpless.

	
　　" There's nothing we can do. Because she's a long-time employee, the bosses have to rely on your mother. "

	
Then she lowered her head and drank her porridge. I looked at her slightly trembling eyelashes and her fingers holding the chopsticks — her knuckles were a little white, as if she had been using too much force.

	
She talked a lot. I only asked a casual question, but she rattled off a whole bunch of things. Bonuses, reports, the new junior accountant, the female workers' dormitory ... Why did she explain so much? Because she was covering something up.

	
She knew she needed to explain where she'd been last night, so she'd prepared this story. I asked her casually, and she spilled it all. It was so fluent, so unreal. A strange feeling welled up inside me — she didn't know I knew everything, that I was even one of the men who had assaulted her. Yet she was still acting, still trying to maintain the image of a " normal mother . "

	
And now, all I can do is play along with her act.

	
　　" The porridge is quite delicious, " I said.

	
She hesitated for a moment, then nodded: " Yes, I bought it from that store. "

	
Silence. Only the sounds of slurping porridge, chopsticks tapping against bowls, and the occasional car noise from outside the window filled the air. She finished her porridge, put down her bowl, and stood up to tidy up. I saw her sleeve slide up as she did so.

	
There was a red mark around her wrist . It wasn't the kind of faint mark that would fade after a while. It was very obvious, like she had been strangled by something.

	
My gaze lingered on that red mark for too long. She seemed to sense something, and pulled her sleeve down to cover it.

	
　　" I'll go wash the dishes. " She picked up the bowls and walked towards the kitchen.

	
I watched her back, her legs trembling slightly as she walked, and how she braced herself against the doorframe as she pushed it open — was her lower abdomen hurting too? And what about her back? Was the area that had been stretched still aching?

	
She only got back this morning. Could it be that Li Qiang played with her all night?

	
　　The thought, once it appeared, burned like fire. Images flashed through my mind — Li Qiang holding her down, entering her from behind , again and again, night after night. She cried, screamed, begged, until finally she had no strength left to beg, and could only let him do as he pleased …

	
A sudden heat surged from below . I glanced down and cursed. Damn it. How could I... at a time like this ...

	
from the kitchen , a rushing sound that drowned out everything else. I sat there, motionless, waiting for it to subside on its own.

	
Sunlight streamed in through the window, falling on the dining table, on the two empty bowls, and on the half-eaten bowl of porridge she hadn't finished. Everything was normal. Just like any other Saturday morning.

	
But when I closed my eyes, all I could see in my mind was that red mark and the look in her eyes when she said those words.

	
　　My mother doesn't know that I know. But I know. I know everything.

	
The sound of water in the kitchen stopped. I opened my eyes, stood up, and went back to my room. I closed the door, lay down on the bed, and stared at the ceiling.

	
My phone vibrated in my pocket. I took it out and saw it was a message from Li Qiang .

	
　　" Is your mom home yet? "

	
I stared at those words for a long time. Then I deleted the chat history and tossed my phone aside.

	
( 8 ) Daily Life: Chapter Two

	
After breakfast, Mom put the dishes in the kitchen, and I followed behind, wanting to help but feeling superfluous. She stood in front of the sink, her back to me, the water splashing loudly. I leaned against the doorframe, watching her. Her movements were slower than usual. Washing the dishes, rinsing them clean, putting them on the dish rack. Every movement seemed to require great effort. When she reached for a plate in the cupboard, her shirt lifted slightly, revealing a section of her lower back. There was a small bruise there, a bluish-purple color, particularly glaring against her fair skin.

	
I couldn't help but stare at that spot. I quickly realized what it was: it was the mark left when Li Qiang forcefully pressed down on her waist last night and violated her from behind.

	
She placed the plates down, braced herself against the counter, and paused for a few seconds. That posture — slightly bent over, hands on the edge of the counter, shoulders rising and falling gently — was how she knelt on the bed. It was the same angle, the same posture.

	
My heart skipped a beat.

	
She straightened up, turned off the tap , and the kitchen suddenly fell silent. She didn't turn around; she just stood there, her hand still gripping the edge of the counter. I didn't know what she was thinking, but her back looked a little ... fragile. Her shoulders were slightly hunched, her head bowed, and she remained motionless.

	
　　A few seconds later, she turned around and saw me standing in the doorway.

	
　　" What are you doing standing here? " She gave a faint smile. " Go play, I'll take care of it. "

	
I didn't say anything, I just looked at her. There were still dark circles under her eyes, her lips were a little dry, and her complexion was worse than in the morning. She walked past me, and I smelled a medicinal ointment — safflower oil? Or something else?

	
　　" I'm exhausted. " Mom sat on the sofa for a while, yawned, and said, " I need to catch up on some sleep. Don't wake me unless it's absolutely necessary; I'll get up to cook lunch later. "

	
She went into the bedroom and closed the door. I said " Oh, " and stood in the living room, listening to the sound of the door closing. After a while, I heard a slight noise from inside — she had probably lay down.

	
I went back to my room and lay down on the bed, unsure how to get through the day. My mind was a jumble. One moment I was thinking about the bruises on her waist, the next about her expression during her orgasm last night, and then about her back view just now. I remembered what she had said this morning — overtime, the women's dormitory, the hard bed — the red marks around her wrist , her hand gripping the doorframe, and the smell of the ointment from earlier.

	
How many traces of last night's passion were left on her body? Besides what I could see , how many were there that I couldn't? My penis was hard again. I cursed, rolled over, and buried my face in the pillow.

	
Damn it. What's wrong with me?

	
　　---

	
At noon , Mom came out of the bedroom, and everything was back to normal. She cooked, served rice, and called me to eat. We sat at the table and ate lunch like any mother and son. She asked me what I was doing in the afternoon, and I said nothing, just staying home. She nodded and said she was going out in the afternoon to buy some things. I didn't ask her what she was buying.

	
After finishing her meal, she cleared the dishes and went back into the kitchen. I sat on the sofa, listening to those sounds, but my mind kept racing: Did she go out in the afternoon to meet someone?

	
Around 2 PM, she came out after changing her clothes. A light gray long-sleeved T- shirt completely covered her arms . Jeans and flat shoes. Her hair was tied up, revealing her clean neck. She stood in the entryway changing her shoes, glancing back at me:

	
　　" I'm going out. I'll be back before dinner . "

	
I nodded .

	
　　The door closed.

	
I lay back on the sofa , staring at the ceiling, feeling a vague sense of unease.

	
　　---

	
She returned around five o'clock. She was carrying several bags, so it looked like she had gone to the supermarket. She put the groceries in the kitchen and came out carrying a box of strawberries, which she placed on the coffee table.

	
　　" Just bought it, it's quite fresh. "

	
I answered and picked one up, taking a bite. It was sweet. She sat down next to me and picked one up too. We just sat there, eating strawberries and watching TV. I had no idea what was on TV. A long silence followed. Then she suddenly asked, " What do you want to eat tomorrow? "

	
I turned my head to look at her. She didn't look at me; her gaze was fixed on the television, but her eyelashes were trembling slightly.

	
　　" Whatever, " I said.

	
She nodded and didn't say anything more.

	
I stole a glance at her profile and suddenly remembered my childhood. Back then, it was the same; she sat next to me, I ate strawberries, and she watched TV. I thought she was the most beautiful mother in the world. Now … she 's still so beautiful. But I'm no longer that little kid who only dared to secretly touch her legs.

	
　　---

	
The next day, Sunday.

	
I woke up early. I lay in bed listening for a while, but there was no sound from next door. I got up, washed up, and sat on the sofa, lost in thought. After a long time, my mother's bedroom door finally opened. She came out, wearing that old cotton nightgown, her hair disheveled, and her eyes a little swollen.

	
　　" Why are you up so early? "

	
I shrugged: " Can't sleep. "

	
She didn't say anything more and went into the kitchen. After a while, she poked her head out: " How about fried dough sticks for breakfast ? I'll go down and buy some. "

	
　　" I'll go with you. "

	
She paused for a moment, then nodded.

	
　　---

	
The market was still the same market. It was bustling with noise, a cacophony of smells. My mother walked ahead, and I followed behind. She didn't walk fast, but she never looked back. I took a couple of steps to catch up and walk alongside her. She glanced at me sideways, a slight smile playing on her lips.

	
　　Why are you walking so fast ?

	
I didn't say anything, just followed her. She stopped in front of a vegetable stall and bent down to pick through the produce. I stopped too and stood behind her. When she bent over, her jeans tightened, outlining the curves of her hips and thighs—not exaggerated, but very shapely and firm, the kind of legs a disciplined, well-maintained woman would have. A middle-aged man next to us shifted his gaze from the stall to her, lingering for two seconds.

	
A wave of irritation washed over me. I took a step forward, standing next to her, blocking her view. She straightened up, carrying the groceries she had chosen, and glanced at me. Her gaze was strange, as if she had sensed something, but said nothing.

	
We continued walking. Meat stalls, fish stalls, spice stalls. She picked things out, and I stood beside her. Every time someone glanced at her, I took a step forward to block their gazes. She seemed to notice, but never asked.

	
On the way back, she suddenly spoke:

	
　　" You're acting strange today? "

	
I looked at her.

	
　　" What's strange about it? "

	
She thought for a moment, then shook her head: " I can't quite put my finger on it. It's just ... I always feel like you're following me. "

	
I laughed: " Mom, we're out buying groceries, who else would I go with if not you? "

	
She smiled, a very slight smile. But after she finished smiling, she lowered her head, looked at the road beneath her feet, and remained silent for a while.

	
Then she suddenly spoke: " Last night ..."

	
It stopped again. My heart skipped a beat.

	
She didn't look at me, and her tone was very gentle:

	
　　" I had a dream. "

	
I didn't know what to say. I just hummed in response . She continued walking, took a few steps, and then stopped. Standing in the shade of a sycamore tree, she turned to look at me. Sunlight filtered through the leaves, casting dappled shadows on her face and body. Her eyes appeared deep and dark in the shadows, as if something was flickering within them.

	
　　“ Last night …” she began, her voice soft and trembling, “ I had a strange dream. ”

	
She's looking at you, waiting for you to ask.

	
I looked at her, a voice inside me saying: Don't ask. Don't let her talk. But her mouth was already open:

	
　　" What dream? "

	
She was silent for a few seconds. Then she shook her head and gave a slight smirk.

	
　　" Nothing much. Ugh, just that kind of messy stuff. "

	
She lowered her head and continued walking. I followed behind, watching her back, and suddenly felt a pang of regret. If I hadn't asked, would she have told me? But what would have happened if she had? What could she have said? Would she have said she dreamt she was being raped by two men? And that one of them looked a lot like me? Was that even possible? I wasn't stupid enough to expect her to say something like that.

	
　　---

	
When I got home, Mom went straight into the kitchen and started working. I sat on the sofa, listening to the sound of chopping vegetables, one stroke after another, very even. After a long time, the sound stopped. Then she came out and stood in the kitchen doorway.

	
　　" Um ..." she began, then stopped.

	
I looked up at her.

	
Her hands gripped the edge of her apron tightly. Her face was pale, and her lips were pursed, as if she were making a decision.

	
　　“ That night …” she said softly, “ I wasn’t actually in the women’s dormitory. ”

	
( 9 ) Daily Life: Chapter Three

	
　　My mother stood in the kitchen doorway, sunlight streaming in through the window, falling on her face and into her strikingly bright eyes. I leaned against the kitchen doorframe, watching her, and suddenly felt a pang of anxiety.

	
　　" Not in the women's dormitory? " I repeated her words, trying to make my tone casual and normal. " Then where are you? "

	
She looked at me, her gaze lingering on my face for a few seconds. Those seconds felt incredibly long. Long enough that I could almost hear my own heartbeat, long enough that I could see something flickering in her eyes — hesitation, fear, and something else I couldn't quite put my finger on. Then she looked away, lowered her head, and stared at the ground.

	
　　“ At the hotel, ” she said softly, her voice almost drowned out by the hum of the range hood, “ with Li Qiang … . ”

	
My mind went blank .

	
The hotel. With Li Qiang . Together.

	
　　These words exploded in my head, like someone had struck me with a hammer. I knew — of course I knew. I knew better than anyone. That hotel, that bed, those images, those sounds, those traces I had left with my own hands. But hearing her say it herself was different. My face must have changed. Because I felt my breath catch in my throat, felt my fingers unconsciously clench.

	
Her gaze swept over me, then quickly shifted away. She turned back to the stove, picked up the knife, and continued chopping the half-cut potatoes. The knife fell on the cutting board, each stroke slower than before, as if each cut required considerable force.

	
　　“ I know you might look down on me, ” she said, her voice trembling slightly as she spoke with her back to me, “ but … I don’t know how to explain it . ”

	
The knife stopped. She stood there, her hands on the cutting board, her shoulders trembling slightly. Her head was down, so I couldn't see her expression, but I could see that her ears were bright red, from the base of her ears all the way to her auricles.

	
　　“ He … he’s very good to me, ” she said, her voice muffled. “ At home … your dad’s away most of the time, and I’m all alone … sometimes I feel …”

	
She didn't continue. I stood there, motionless, my mind racing. Why was she telling me now? After what happened that night, why was she suddenly confessing today? A mix of emotions welled up inside me — shock, anger, and a strange, indescribable … excitement ? I didn't know. All I knew was that my hands were trembling.

	
　　" He's very good to you? " I asked, my voice harsher than I'd expected. " So good that he lets you go to hotels? "

	
Her knife stopped in mid-air.

	
　　“ I know my dad’s rarely home . ” I took a step forward, standing very close behind her. “ But what does that have to do with Li Qiang? How good is he to you? Does he spend the night with you? ”

	
She didn't turn around. But her shoulders tensed — from a relaxed , slightly trembling motion to a stiff, stone-like tension.

	
　　" What does 'being good to you' mean? " I pressed. " Buying you things? Talking to you? Or — did you sleep together? "

	
the last word, I was startled myself. My mother's shoulders trembled violently, and the knife fell onto the cutting board with a clang . She lowered her head , her hands gripping the edge of the stove, as if all her strength had been drained from her.

	
Silence. A very long silence. The range hood hummed, and the distant sound of cars could be heard outside the window. She had her back to me, and I could see her shoulders trembling slightly — a silent, suppressed tremor.

	
Then she suddenly turned around. Her face turned red. Not the kind of red from shyness, but the kind of red you get when you're cornered and forced to face something. Her eyes were red too, her lips were pressed tightly together, and there was a faint mark on her lower lip, as if she had bitten it herself.

	
She looked at me, her eyes glistening with tears.

	
　　" What do you want to hear? " she asked, her voice hoarse and trembling. " What kind of woman do you want to hear about your mother? "

	
She took a step forward, getting very close to me, close enough that I could smell her scent — the smell of cooking oil, the smell of sweat, and that faint, unique fragrance that belonged to her.

	
　　“ Your dad only comes home a few times a year, and each time he only stays for a few days before leaving again, ” she said, her voice trembling more and more. “ I’ve been living alone in this house since I was thirty, until I was thirty-eight. I work during the day, cook at night, and do grocery shopping and laundry on weekends. I’m like a robot. Do you know what that feels like? ”

	
Tears streamed down her face. Not crying, just flowing, sliding down her cheeks, drop by drop, onto the kitchen floor tiles.

	
　　“ Then Li Qiang came. ” She continued, her voice breaking, “ He looked at me differently than everyone else . He … he made me feel like I was still a woman. ”

	
She wiped her tears with the back of her hand, but the more she wiped, the more tears she shed.

	
　　“ I know he’s no good. I know he’s a scoundrel, uncultured, and doesn’t deserve me. ” She said, tears streaming down her face. “ But when he touches me , I feel alive. You understand? Alive. ”

	
She looked at me, her eyes red and her face covered in tears.

	
　　" You ask me what ' being good to me ' means ? " She smiled, a smile more painful than a grimace. " It just makes me feel alive. That's it. "

	
she finished speaking, she stood there, waiting for my reaction.

	
I looked at her. That familiar face, the one I'd known since childhood, was now streaked with tears, her eyes red and swollen, her lips pale from being bitten. Sunlight streamed in through the window, making her tears glisten. Something churned within me. Anger, and another indescribable feeling — jealousy? Yes, jealousy of the man who made her feel alive. But I shouldn't be jealous. Because that night, I had made her alive too. Without her knowing.

	
　　“ But Li Qiang doesn’t seem like a good person, ” I said.

	
She sighed softly, then hastily wiped her face.

	
　　“ I know, ” she said, her voice hoarse but a little steadyer than before. “ I know he doesn’t seem like a good person. ”

	
She leaned against the stove, hugging herself. That posture made her look small and fragile.

	
　　“ He drinks, and he gets into fights at the factory. ” She lowered her head , staring at the ground, her voice soft. “ His wife was driven away by him; everyone at the factory knows that. ”

	
Her eyes were red and swollen, but they shone with an unusual light.

	
　　“ But you know what? ” she continued, her voice trembling again, “ he’s the only man in the last ten years who has made me feel like a woman again. ”

	
She started crying again, but this time she didn't wipe it away.

	
　　“ The way your dad looked at me was like I was an object. We ate , slept, and lived our own lives. During the few days he was back, we barely exchanged ten words. ” She continued, tears streaming down her face . “ Li Qiang was different . He looked at me … like I was … someone …”

	
She didn't finish speaking. But I knew what she was going to say — like looking at a woman.

	
She suddenly smiled. It was a bitter, ugly smile .

	
　　Do you think I'm cheap ?

	
She looked at me, waiting for my answer. I didn't speak. How could I answer? Could I say " not despicable " ? But in my eyes, as her " son , " her behavior was indeed justified ... But what right did I have to judge her? What I did was even more shameful than hers.

	
Silence. A very long silence. Only the hum of the range hood, the distant sounds of cars outside the window, and Mom's suppressed breathing. The sunlight slowly moved away from her, falling on the stove, on the pile of half-cut potatoes.

	
She waited a few seconds. Then a few more seconds. Tears continued to flow, but the expression on her face changed — from waiting to despair. That despair was quiet, not a loud wail, but rather the light in her eyes gradually dimming, like a lamp slowly going out.

	
　　“ I understand, ” she said softly.

	
She turned around, her back to me. Her hands gripped the stove, and her shoulders began to tremble again. She didn't cry out loud, but that suppressed, silent trembling was more distressing than any sob.

	
　　" You can leave now, " she said, her voice muffled and nasal. " Leave me alone for a while. "

	
I didn't move. I stood there, watching her trembling back, watching the nape of her neck exposed as she lowered her head. Sunlight streamed in through the window, falling on her, falling on her slightly trembling shoulders.

	
I still can't understand — she chose to tell me all this today, not just on some random afternoon. It was after what happened that night. What happened that night? She was assaulted by two men simultaneously, one of whom was me. The other was Li Qiang. She was sandwiched between them, fucked to the point of collapse, fucked until she cried and begged for mercy. And then today, she came to me to confess her relationship with Li Qiang. Why now? Is it because those experiences made her feel … she had nothing left to lose? Is it because she's afraid that if I don't accept her, she really will have nothing left?

	
　　Could it be that she suspects me? Does she suspect that I'm involved in that matter? This thought made my heart tighten.

	
　　" Why are you telling me this? " I asked.

	
Her back paused for a moment.

	
　　“ You didn’t have to tell me, ” I said, my voice more steady than I had expected. “ You could have simply kept it from me. ”

	
She didn't turn around. But her shoulders stopped trembling. She just stood there, frozen, motionless. After a long time — maybe a few seconds, maybe tens of seconds — she slowly turned around. She looked at me. The tear tracks on her face were still wet, but her eyes had changed. No longer the despair from before, but something deeper, more complex.

	
　　“ Because I can’t take it anymore, ” she said, her voice soft but each word clear. “ I can’t stand pretending to be a good mother in front of you every day , and then going to his place at night … becoming a different person. ”

	
She took a step forward, getting closer to me.

	
　　" I can't stand you sitting across from me eating, looking at me with that kind of look you give your mother, and all I can think about is — what would happen if you found out ? "

	
Another step closer.

	
　　“ What I can’t stand even more is— ” She stopped and stood in front of me, very close, so close that I could smell the mixture of tears and cooking fumes on her , “ Just now at the market, when you were walking with me, I suddenly thought, what if … what if you weren’t my son, what if you were an ordinary man …”

	
She didn't finish speaking. But the look in her eyes said it all — there was something in those eyes that burned her eyes red and made her whole body tremble.

	
She raised her hand to touch me, then pulled it back.

	

　　“ I don’t know why I told you, ” she said, tears streaming down her face again. “ Maybe it’s because … in this world, only you know everything about me, and then you wonder if … if you still want to …”

	
She didn't finish her sentence. But I knew what she was going to say — whether or not she was still with me.

	
I looked at her, my mind racing. Was she testing me? Or did she really just need someone who could accept her completely? My penis hardened. At this moment, in this situation, it hardened. I felt like a pervert, but I couldn't control myself. Because of the " completely " she mentioned , it included everything in the hotel. It included that person I didn't know. If she knew that person was me … what would her expression be?

	
　　“ I won’t leave, ” I said.

	
The voice was soft, but in the quiet kitchen, every word was crystal clear. She froze. Tears still clung to her face, her eyes widened, and her mouth was slightly open, as if she hadn't heard clearly, or perhaps she couldn't believe it.

	
　　" What did you say ... ? " she asked, her voice hoarse and almost inaudible.

	
　　“ I won’t leave, ” I repeated , more firmly than before. “ I’m not going anywhere. No matter what , you’re my mother. ”

	
Her tears began to flow again. But this time it was different. Not the desperate, silent tears of before, but more intense — her shoulders trembled violently, her lips were tightly pressed together, but sobs still escaped from her throat. She covered her face, her whole body shaking like a leaf in the wind.

	
I reached out, very gently and slowly, and placed my hand on her shoulder. Her body jerked violently, as if burned. But she didn't pull away. She just stood there, covering her face, crying, her hands trembling violently beneath mine.

	
　　" Why ..." her muffled voice escaped from between her fingers, " Why did you ..."

	
She didn't finish her sentence. But I knew what she was asking — why be good to her? Why stay? I didn't know how to answer. Perhaps I didn't know the answer myself. At that moment, my mother's face was a mess of tears — her eyes were red and swollen, her cheeks were streaked with tears, her nose was red, and her lips were pale from being bitten. But her eyes were looking at me, strikingly bright, as if something was burning inside them.

	
She opened her mouth, as if to say something, but said nothing. She just looked into my eyes, and kept looking.

	
I looked at her too. At that moment, it seemed as if the only sound in the world was our breathing.

	
　　After a long time — maybe only a few seconds — I spoke, my voice hoarse :

	
　　" Will you still go to Li Qiang's place? " I asked.

	
She sighed, and tears welled up in her eyes again.

	
　　“ I …” her voice broke, “ I don’t know … Mom has already told you the whole secret. Now tell Mom what to do. ”

	
She waited for my answer. I looked at her, took a deep breath, and spoke clearly, word by word:

	
　　" I don't want you to. But whether you go or not is your decision. It's your business. "

	
She listened to me , tears streaming down her face. But the meaning of those tears had changed — from the desperate flow of before, to something more complex. She looked at me, her eyes red and swollen, but the light within them was bright.

	
　　" You ..." she began, her voice hoarse , " You really ..."

	
She didn't finish speaking. But she leaned forward, her forehead resting on my shoulder. It was very light, just a gentle touch, as if she dared not press too hard. She raised her hand and gently covered the one I had on her shoulder. It was cold and trembling.

	
She leaned against me like that, crying silently.

	
I stood there, letting her lean on me, my heart still filled with mixed emotions. Indeed, Mom had told me all her secrets (though she omitted the shameful experience of being penetrated by two men simultaneously on Friday night), but why did she do that? Why did she suddenly stop pretending? Or was she simply looking for someone who could accept her completely?

	
Anyway , she's leaning against me now. Her hand is holding mine. Her tears are soaking my clothes. And I'm still hard.

	
The range hood was still humming, and the potatoes on the cutting board were still there, half-cut. The world outside the window continued — the shouts of vendors in the market , the honking of car horns, the laughter of children.

	
But in this kitchen, it was just the two of us, and her soft sobs.

	
　　After a long time, she slowly raised her head. Her face was streaked with tears, but she was smiling. It was a very faint smile, the corners of her mouth just curving slightly, but it was a genuine smile.

	
　　" Thank you, " she said softly . Then she gently pressed her palm against my face. Her hand was cold and damp with tears, but it felt warm the moment it touched my face.

	
　　“ I’ll go cook , ” she said, her voice still hoarse but steadyer than before. “ Mom, I’m so sorry you had to see this. Make sure the potatoes are well-cooked, okay? ”

	
She picked up the knife and continued chopping the pile of potatoes that were half-cut. Her movements were slower than before, but steady. Each stroke of the knife on the cutting board made a uniform sound.

	
She suddenly stopped scalding me, turned her head, and I knew she wanted to speak to me:

	
　　" Go outside and wait. The kitchen is smoky. "

	
Her voice was soft, but every word was clear. I went back to the living room, sat down on the sofa, and listened to the sound of chopping vegetables coming from the kitchen — steady, one stroke at a time , like a slow heartbeat.

	
　　The image from just now flashed through my mind — her crying on my shoulder , her burning eyes when she said, " If you weren't my son ," and her cool hand pressed against my face. And those questions I can never bring myself to ask, I wonder when they will ever be answered.

	
( 10 ) Daily Life: Chapter Four

	
It was late at night. I lay in bed, listening intently to the sounds coming from the living room . The TV had long been off, the water in the bathroom had stopped, and the whole house was so quiet that only the sound of me swallowing could be heard.

	
I heard my mother's footsteps passing through the hallway — very light, as if she didn't want to wake me. Then I heard her bedroom door close.

	
I closed my eyes, but couldn't fall asleep. The day's events kept flashing through my mind — her tear-streaked face in the kitchen, the look in her eyes when she said, " He makes me feel alive, " the warmth of her forehead against my shoulder, and the palm of her hand that touched my face at the end.

	
　　There were even earlier ones. The way she screamed with her head thrown back on the red sheets in the hotel, the marks I left on her back, her moans as she cried and said, " I can't take it anymore . "

	
I rolled over, facing the wall. My phone screen suddenly lit up. It was a message from Li Qiang:

	
　　" Your mom hasn't replied to my messages. Is she okay? "

	
As I looked at those words, a surge of anger welled up inside me — you scoundrel, you brought people to mess with my mom, and you still have the nerve to ask her why she didn't reply to my messages?

	
But the next second, the fire died down. "Get someone to mess with her." That " person , " wasn't it myself ? I placed my phone face down on the bedside table. I couldn't bring myself to curse. After lying there for a while, I heard a faint sound from next door — very light, like something falling to the floor. Then footsteps, reaching the door, and stopping.

	
I waited. A few seconds later, there was a soft knock on my door. Three knocks. Very soft, almost inaudible.

	
I didn't say anything. The doorknob turned, opening a crack, letting in the dim light from the hallway. My mother's voice came through the crack, soft and hesitant:

	
　　Are you asleep ?

	
I turned over and looked through the crack in the door. Moonlight streamed in through the gap in the curtains, falling on the floor and mingling with the light from the hallway.

	
　　" I didn't sleep, " I said.

	
　　The door was pushed open a little, and Mom's face peeked in — the light from the hallway shone on her from behind, obscuring her expression; only her silhouette was visible .

	
　　“ I … can’t sleep, ” she said softly . “ Could I come in and sit for a while? ”

	
I didn't say anything, but just moved further into the bed, making room for myself on the side.

	
She pushed open the door and came in. She was wearing an old cotton nightgown — pale blue, slightly faded from washing, the hem falling below her knees. I remembered this nightgown; she'd worn it for at least three or four years. It was what she usually wore at home.

	
But tonight was different . Maybe the hallway was too dark, or maybe I was overthinking it — her gait was stiff, as if she was in pain somewhere. With each step, her brow furrowed. She walked to the bed and sat down in the spot I had vacated. The mattress sank slightly. She sat very close to the edge, only occupying about a third of the space, as if she were ready to leave at any moment.

	
I looked at her. Her eyes still seemed a little swollen, traces of crying during the day. Her lips were pursed, and the faint teeth mark on her lower lip was still there.

	
She suddenly spoke, her voice very soft:

	
　　" Thank you during the day . "

	
I didn't say anything.

	
She continued, still with her head down: " Thank you for not ... for not looking down on me. "

	
Her fingers tightened even more.

	
　　“ I’ve been thinking about what you said. ” She paused. “ You said you didn’t want me to see him, but the choice was mine. ”

	
The moonlight shone from that angle , and I could see her face clearly — her expression was calm, but something was gently swaying in her eyes.

	
　　“ I think …” she began, then stopped.

	
She took a deep breath, as if summoning a great deal of courage:

	
　　" I want to ask you something. "

	
　　" What is it? " I asked. As I uttered those three words, my heart pounded like a drum, the sound so loud it made my ears tingle in the quiet night.

	
　　Her mother's fingers twisted together, tightening even more. Her knuckles were white, clearly visible in the moonlight. She lowered her head, staring at her clasped hands, her lips moved, then she pursed them. A few seconds of silence followed.

	
　　“ Friday night …” she began, her voice very soft, as if afraid of disturbing something, “ at the hotel …”

	
My heart started racing. But she didn't look up and didn't see the change in my expression — if only I could see it in the moonlight .

	
　　“ Li Qiang said …” she continued, her voice beginning to tremble, “ He said he brought a … a friend. ”

	
lowered her head a little further.

	
　　" Two people ... together ... but I couldn't see them clearly ..."

	
She didn't finish her sentence. But of course I knew what she was talking about.

	
　　" You ..." Her voice trembled violently, " ... were you at home the whole time after school that day ? "

	
She asked the question. It hung between us like a taut string. Her eyes were fixed on me, waiting for my answer.

	
　　" Yes. " I looked into her eyes, my voice steady .

	
Then I tilted my head slightly , my tone carrying just the right amount of confusion:

	
　　What does " two people together " mean?

	
She just looked at me, as if pondering how to explain. Moonlight shimmered in her eyes. Her lips parted slightly, as if she wanted to say something but didn't know how. Her fingers were still intertwined, but now they were even tighter.

	
　　" It's just ..." she began, her voice almost inaudible , "... two people ... together against me ..."

	
She didn't finish speaking. The room was utterly silent. She kept her head down, and I couldn't see her expression, only tears falling — one drop, landing on her clasped hands, then another.

	
　　“ What I want to ask is …” she said, her voice trembling, but each word was clear, “ What I want to ask is — is the friend he mentioned you? ”

	
She asked it. The most crucial question. She looked at me, tears streaming down her face, but her eyes remained fixed, waiting for my answer.

	
　　" It wasn't me! "

	
My voice suddenly rose, exploding in the quiet room . I sat bolt upright, staring at her, my brows furrowed:

	
　　" Why would you think that? It's ridiculous! "

	
She flinched at my sudden reaction . Tears still clung to her face, her mouth slightly agape, staring blankly at me. Moonlight shone on her face, and her expression — it was as if a bucket of cold water had been poured over her head , or as if something inside her had shattered.

	
　　" I ..." she began, her voice hoarse , " I just ..."

	
　　" Just what? " I interrupted her, my voice louder, but even I wasn't sure if my anger was genuine or feigned. " You heard Li Qiang say he brought a friend, and you assume it's me? I'm your son! "

	
The last few words were spoken so forcefully that even I was taken aback.

	
Her body trembled violently , as if she had been slapped, and the light in her eyes dimmed little by little.

	
　　" I'm sorry ..." She lowered her head , her voice so soft it was almost inaudible, " I'm sorry, I shouldn't have ..."

	
She stood up. The movement was swift, almost a leap from the bedside. Her back was to me, her shoulders trembling violently, her hands covering her face, but suppressed sobs still escaped through her fingers. She walked towards the door, her bare feet treading the floor step by step.

	
Her hand touched the doorknob.

	
　　" etc. "

	
My voice wasn't as harsh as before, but it was still firm. Her hand stopped on the doorknob. Her shoulders were still trembling, but she didn't move. She stood there with her back to me in the doorway, the hallway light filtering through the crack, casting a thin rim of light around her.

	
　　" Mom, you're just leaving like that? " I asked, my voice lowered. " And then? You wake up tomorrow morning and pretend nothing happened? "

	
Her shoulders trembled even more violently.

	
　　" That question you just asked— " I paused, " Do you even believe it yourself ? Do you really think I would do something like that? "

	
She didn't turn around. But you could see that she lowered her head, revealing the back of her neck with a faint red mark. She covered her face, and suppressed sobs came through intermittently.

	
　　" I'm sorry ..." she said again, her voice hoarse and muffled, " I really ... I really don't know what I'm thinking ..."

	
She leaned against the door, as if she couldn't stand steadily , her hand still gripping the doorknob.

	
　　“ I ’ve been thinking about this all day … ” she began, her voice breaking. “ Li Qiang said … he said that friend was very young, very shy, and left right after it was over. ” As she spoke, tears streamed down her face even more. “ Then I remembered you accompanying me to buy groceries today …”

	
She took a deep breath, as if gathering her courage:

	
　　" I remember the feeling when you touched my shoulder , and that night ..."

	
She didn't finish speaking, but she had already said almost everything.

	
strange emotion welled up inside me . She spoke of " those feelings "—she remembered . She remembered that person's hand from last night, that person's warmth. Now, she connected those feelings to me … I had to say something, or I'd be showing my weakness.

	
　　" What kind of scenes are you describing? " I blurted out.

	
Upon hearing the question, she froze — as if she hadn't expected me to ask that, or as if she didn't know how to answer.

	
　　“ Huh? Those scenes …” she repeated my words, her voice hoarse, her gaze shifting to a spot illuminated by the moonlight, “ It’s just …”

	
She stopped. Her hand slid off the doorknob and hung at her side . She stared down at the floor, her shoulders still trembling slightly.

	
　　" I don't remember very clearly, " she said cautiously . " It was all a jumbled mess, like a dream . "

	
She looked up at me, then looked away.

	
　　“ But I remember some sensations, ” she continued, her voice growing softer, “ someone’s hand … touched my back, very lightly, very slowly …”

	
Her hand unconsciously gestured in the air before falling back down.

	
　　“ And …” she suddenly added, “ the scent on that person. ”

	
My heart skipped a beat.

	
　　" The taste? " I heard myself ask, my voice a little dry.

	
She nodded , and tears streamed down her face again.

	
　　“ I can’t quite describe the scent, ” she said slowly. “ It’s not perfume or soap … it’s just … the scent of someone. ” She looked at me, and the light in her eyes became strange — not the pleading light from before, but something deeper and more complex.

	
　　“ You know what, ” she said, her voice hoarse, “ we ’ve lived together from the time you were little until now . When you were little, Mom bathed you, we slept together, and we ate together every day. Even now that you’re grown up, Mom can still recognize your scent. Mom can’t quite explain it, but Mom knows. ”

	
She didn't say anything more, just looked at me. And I sat there, unable to utter a single word. She sensed it; she smelled my scent. Eighteen years of living together, mother and son, some things can't be faked. I could cover everything up with lies, but I couldn't hide this.

	
But she was still just testing the waters, confirming her suspicions. My mind was a mess. Countless thoughts raced through my head — admit it ? How much did she actually know?

	
　　“ You smelled it wrong, ” I heard myself say, my voice calmer than I expected. “ Hotels are places that smell all sorts of things. You were probably not thinking clearly at the time and got confused. ”

	
She looked at me without saying a word, and silence spread between us.

	
　　“ Maybe . ” She finally spoke. “ Then tell me, why do I remember that taste? Why do I feel … it’s so similar to yours? ”

	
I didn't answer that question; I really didn't know how to answer it.

	
　　“ Why do I remember all this? ” she continued, her voice breaking. “ Why do I remember a stranger’s hand? His warmth, his strength, the way he ... he touched me …”

	
She took a step forward, getting a little closer to me.

	
　　“ Tell me. ” She looked at me, her eyes glistening with tears in the moonlight. “ Tell Mom, was it really you? ”

	
　　“ No. ” My voice was firm. “ Stop talking . How could you connect my hand with that … that stranger’s hand from last night? ”

	
My words are like knives.

	
　　These words clearly shocked her. The expression on her face was as if she had been slapped or doused with ice water. Her lips parted slightly, as if she wanted to say something, but no sound came out.

	
　　“ I am your son. ” I said each word slowly and deliberately, each syllable like a nail. “ You ask me that kind of question — have you ever considered what it means to me? ”

	
Her lips moved.

	
　　“… Mom was wrong. ” Her voice was so hoarse it was almost inaudible.

	
Then she lowered her head, slowly stood up, as if using all her strength. She stood with her back to me in the moonlight, facing the doorway. She covered her face, her shoulders trembling violently, but made no sound — that silent weeping was more painful than any other cry.

	
　　“ I’m going back to my room , ” she said, her voice muffled and seeping through her fingers. “ Do n’t overthink it. ”

	
Watching my mother's trembling back, a huge wave of pity washed over me. I was such a fool; I had told her during the day that I wouldn't leave her or look down on her, but just now I had hurt her with such cold words.

	
　　" I'm sorry, " I said, my voice softening and regaining a warmth that had been absent before. " I was too impulsive. "

	
Her back paused for a moment.

	
　　“ I didn’t …” I paused, searching for the right words, “ I didn’t mean to be mean to you. I just …”

	
I didn't finish speaking. But she suddenly turned around.

	
　　“ No need to apologize. ” She choked out , “ I can’t accept it myself, how could I … how could I do that to my son …”

	
She didn't finish speaking, and wiped her tears with the back of her hand, but the more she wiped, the more tears she shed.

	
　　“ You just said ‘ no . ’ ” She looked me in the eye. “ I believe you. But I want you to know — if that person is you, I won’t blame you. ”

	
　　After saying that, my mother couldn't hold back her tears any longer, and they streamed down her face. As if seeking someone to lean on, she walked towards me step by step, her hand falling to gently cover mine. It was cold and trembling.

	
　　“ I don’t know why, ” she said. “ If it were you, I think … I could accept it. ”

	
I didn't pull my hand away. Instead, I gripped it tighter — holding her cold, trembling hand in my own palm. Tears still clung to her face, her mouth slightly open, looking at me as if waiting for my answer.

	
But I didn't look at her. I didn't dare look, even though she had said she " wouldn't blame me , " but what could I do? I didn't know what the consequences would be if I actually said anything. But in this atmosphere, I had to say something.

	
　　“ That bastard Li Qiang . ” I began, my voice low but each word seemingly squeezed out from between clenched teeth, “ How could he treat you like this? ”

	
My voice was trembling — this time it was real, not an act.

	
　　“ He made you like this. ” I turned to look at her, “ He filled your mind with those things, kept you awake at night, made you doubt yourself, made you …”

	
I didn't finish my sentence. Because she cried. But not the desperate, silent crying of before. This time she cried out loud — very softly, suppressed, but definitely a sound. Tears fell, drop by drop, onto our clasped hands, warm.

	
　　" I'm sorry ..." she sobbed, not knowing who she was apologizing to, " I'm sorry ..."

	
I raised my other hand and placed it on her shoulder.

	
　　“ It’s not your fault, ” I said, my voice hoarse. “ It’s him. He’s the one who did this to you. ”

	
She suddenly leaned forward , her forehead resting on my shoulder. She just kept there, gripping my hand tightly. Her sobs muffled against my clothes, one after another, as if she were crying out everything.

	
I let my mother lean against me. I still held her hand, and placed my other hand on her back, feeling her trembling, her warmth, and the damp heat of her tears soaking my clothes.

	
Her crying gradually subsided, turning into sobs. A long time passed — or perhaps not so long. Her face was streaked with tears, but the corners of her mouth curved into a faint smile — a very faint smile, like the sun just rising after the rain.

	
　　" Thank you, " she said softly, " thank you ... for not disliking me. "

	
She touched my hair. I let go of her hand.

	
　　" I'm going to sleep. You should go to sleep early too. "

	
She walked to the door, paused for a moment, but didn't turn around .

	
　　" What would you like to eat tomorrow morning ? " she paused .

	
I did not answer.

	
　　" Then I'll just make something simple, " she said softly, with something indescribable in her voice — perhaps relief, perhaps something else entirely.

	
　　The door slowly closed. The light in the hallway was cut off, leaving only moonlight in the room . I sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the closed door. The warmth of her palm still lingered on my hands, the touch of her forehead against my shoulder remained, and there was a small, cool patch of her tears on my clothes . Her words were still echoing in my mind—

	
　　" That person's scent ... it's so similar to yours. "

	
　　These words kept replaying in my mind. They were so clear, so ... blatant. How could she say such things to a son she had just suspected of being " that person " ? Was this something a mother should say to her son?

	
popped into my head—

	
　　Mom, are you tempting me?

	
　　The thought was so absurd, so absurd I almost slapped myself. But … she could have just asked, “ Was it you? ” and waited for my answer . But she did. She went into great detail. So detailed it brought back the scene from that night, so detailed it made me hard again. I rolled over and buried my face in the pillow.

	
My brain must have really gone mad. It's been mad ever since that night. Mom was just scared, just vulnerable, just needed someone who could accept her completely. It wasn't temptation. Absolutely not.

	
( 11 ) Daily Life Chapter Five

	
I opened my eyes. I don't know when I fell asleep, but it was already daylight. There was no sound from next door — was Mom up? Or was she still sleeping?

	
I sat up and stared at the closed door for a few seconds. The scene from last night was still replaying in my mind — her kneeling in front of me, crying and saying, " If that person were you, I wouldn't blame you , " the expression on her face as she described those feelings , her last look in her eyes, and my own absurd thoughts.

	
I shook my head, got out of bed, and pushed open the bedroom door. The living room was empty, and the television was off. Only a faint sound came from the kitchen — the patter of running water, followed by the clinking of bowls together.

	
I walked over and stood in the kitchen doorway. My mother was standing in front of the sink with her back to me, washing something. She had changed her clothes — a light gray T- shirt, dark lounge pants, and her hair was casually tied up. Sunlight streamed in through the window, falling on her back and on her slightly lowered profile.

	
She heard footsteps and turned around.

	
When she saw me, she paused for a moment — just a very brief moment. Then she smiled, a slight smile , but one more genuine than the one she had seen yesterday morning:

	
　　" woke up? "

	
Her voice was as gentle as usual , with a slight morning huskiness. But her eyes were still a little swollen, and there was a faint redness around them, traces of crying last night.

	
　　" Breakfast will be ready soon. " She turned around and continued busying herself. " I steamed buns today, with your favorite shrimp and egg filling. "

	
I watched her back. Her movements were no different from usual — taking a bowl, ladling porridge, and putting steamed buns onto a plate. But occasionally, she would tuck a stray hair behind her ear, a gesture that made me notice her hands — trembling slightly . Very slightly. You wouldn't even notice it if you weren't looking closely.

	
She picked up the plate, turned around, and saw me still standing at the door.

	
　　“ What are you standing there for? Come and eat. ” She said, walking past you, leaving a faint fragrance in her wake — not perfume, but the unique scent of a mother in the morning, mixed with the smell of cooking in the kitchen.

	
She placed the plate on the table, picked up a steamed bun casually, and seemed to examine its shape to see if it was intact. Her eyes were a little red in the sunlight, but very bright. I walked to the table and sat down opposite her.

	
　　" Mom, did you sleep well last night? " I asked.

	
Her hand holding the steamed bun paused for a moment. Just a very brief moment — the bun stopped at her lips .

	
　　" It's alright, " she said, then took a bite of the bun and chewed it slowly.

	
She swallowed, picked up the bowl of porridge, took a sip, and kept her eyes on the bowl, not looking at me.

	
　　" And you? " she asked softly.

	
　　" It's alright, " I said.

	
Then we both fell silent. She drank her porridge, I ate my steamed bun, and the sounds of the spoon hitting the rim of the bowl, chewing, and the occasional car noise outside the window filled the air.

	
She finished her porridge, put down her bowl, and looked up at me.

	
　　" Li Qiang ..." she began, then paused. My heart skipped a beat.

	
She looked at me, her expression completely natural, as if she were asking casually, " Has he contacted you? "

	
I was taken aback . She continued, her tone flat: " Didn't you say he wanted you to help out at the warehouse? Did you go? Did he pay you? "

	
I opened my mouth, my mind racing. Why did she suddenly ask that? Was she genuinely concerned about the money, or ... was she testing me again ?

	
　　" No ... I didn't go, " I heard myself say, my voice a little dry. " I'm disgusted by that kind of scum's money. We haven't been in contact. "

	
She nodded , her gaze returning to the bowl.

	
　　“ It’s nothing, ” she said softly, “ just asking. ”

	
"Just asking." I looked at her, at her lowered eyelashes, at her slightly pursed lips. When she said , " Just asking, " her tone was so soft, as if she were hiding something. I didn't ask again. She didn't bring it up again either. Silence returned.

	
She stood up and began clearing the dishes. I sat there, motionless , watching her take the dishes into the kitchen, watching her figure disappear behind that door. The sound of running water resumed.

	
I closed my eyes. Her question kept replaying in my mind— " Has he contacted you ? " Why did she ask that? These past few days, my mother's words and actions have been puzzling. Am I just being paranoid? I don't know.

	
The sound of water stopped. She pushed open the door, wiped her hands, and seemed to glance in my direction.

	
　　“ I’ll put the porridge on the keep-warm setting, ” she said. “ Don’t let it get cold. ”

	
She turned to leave.

	
　　" Mom, " I called out to her.

	
She stopped and turned to look at me. I stood up.

	
　　" You rest, I'll take care of it. "

	
She exclaimed " Huh ?" and stood at the kitchen doorway, still holding the spoon she hadn't put down earlier.

	
　　" You? " She blinked, the smile still lingering on her lips. " You spoiled brat who wouldn't even pick up a fallen oil bottle , do you even know how to use a rice cooker? "

	
　　“ Of course … it’s easy! ” I said, walking over and standing in front of her. “ Isn’t it just stirring the porridge first, then setting the controller to keep it warm? ”

	
She laughed. This time it was a sound — a soft laugh , but definitely a sound. She stepped aside to let me into the kitchen, and followed behind.

	
　　“ Then you do it, ” she said, handing me the spoon . “ I’ll watch. ”

	
I took the spoon and went to the kitchen utensils. The porridge in the rice cooker had indeed cooled down, and a thin film had formed on the surface. I added some hot water and started stirring.

	
She stood next to me , very close. Close enough that I could feel her warmth and smell her faint scent, mixed with the morning air.

	
　　" Stir slowly , " she instructed from the side , " Don't damage the inner liner. "

	
　　" Know. "

	
I continued stirring. The porridge slowly began to steam, the film on the surface dissolved, and the rice grains rolled under the spoon. I closed the lid and turned the control knob to the keep-warm indicator. Sunlight streamed in through the window, falling on my hand holding the spoon and on her hand resting on the stove.

	
　　My mother's hand was very close to mine. I didn't move. Neither did she.

	
The kitchen was quiet, with only the beeping sound of the rice cooker after it was set and the sound of our breathing.

	
　　" Is it done ? " she asked.

	
　　" Okay, is this alright? "

	
She nodded but didn't leave. She just stood there beside me, looking at the rice cooker, occasionally glancing at my profile. I could feel her gaze — very gentle, like the warmth of sunlight on skin.

	
I turned to leave the kitchen, forgetting that she was right behind me. As soon as I turned, my elbow brushed against something — soft and warm.

	
My mind went completely blank. It was her chest.

	
I froze, feeling like I'd been electrocuted. She didn't flinch. She just stood there, and through that thin T- shirt, where my elbow touched her, I could feel its full shape — it was just a fleeting touch, but that moment stretched out so long.

	
I dared not look at her. Yet I could feel her breath. Right in front of me, so close. She didn't move away, nor did she make a sound.

	
　　After a few seconds — perhaps a long few seconds — she chuckled softly.

	
　　" Don't just stand there! " Her voice came from above, tinged with a helpless, soft laugh. " Go on out, you have to go to school. "

	
I looked up . Her lips were curved in a smile, and her eyes were bright. Her expression — it didn't seem like she cared about the touch just now, nor did it seem like she was blaming me; she was just looking at me like she was looking at a silly child.

	
I nodded mechanically and walked past her, almost as if I were fleeing. The moment I stepped out of the kitchen, I heard her laughter behind me.

	
My heart was pounding. The sensation of that moment kept replaying in my mind — soft, warm, through the thin T- shirt. And the instant she didn't flinch, the look in her eyes as she looked at me.

	
It's strange. I 've already done the most taboo things to my mother. I've explored her body, her vagina, and even her most shameful secrets. I've even made her writhe and groan beneath me. Yet, a casual touch to her breasts like just now still makes my heart race and leaves me feeling flustered.

	
The sound of her humming came from the kitchen .

	
I walked to the dining table and sat down. There were still unwashed bowls and chopsticks on the table, including the chopsticks my mother had used. I stared at those chopsticks, my mind still blank.

	
But my heartbeat gradually calmed down.

	
Someone downstairs is calling someone's name. And so, a new day begins. 

	 

	[ The Other Side of Mom] ( 12-19 )

	
Author: Want to buy NS2

	
Word count: 38,999

	
( 12 ) Daily Life: Chapter Six

	
Life seemed to have returned to normal. Mom went to work as usual, and I went to school as usual. We ate dinner together in the evenings, watched TV together, chatted about everyday things, and occasionally fell silent. Nothing had changed from before.

	
But I know the calm is just an illusion. My mother has already guessed that I and Li Qiang assaulted her in the hotel. Whether she accepts it or not, this is a turbulent undercurrent beneath our " normal " lives. This undercurrent won't disappear; it's just waiting for the right opportunity to completely change this family.

	
　　That night, I lay in bed scrolling through my phone, unable to sleep. My ears, as usual, were listening for any sounds from the living room. The TV turned on for a while, then turned off. The sound of running water from the bathroom lingered for a moment, then stopped. Then I heard my mother's footsteps coming down the hallway—

	
at my door. Perhaps she just paused as she passed by. Then the footsteps continued, followed by the sound of her bedroom door closing.

	
I continued to stare at the ceiling.

	
outside the window , causing the curtains to flutter gently. I counted my heartbeats, one, two, three — my mind was still racing with the events of the past few days.

	
Nothing feels right . But I can't quite put my finger on what's wrong.

	
I turned over, forcing myself to stop thinking about it. Just as I was getting sleepy, I suddenly heard a sound from next door. Very soft. Like a cell phone ringing. Then I heard my mother's voice, very low.

	
I held my breath and listened intently.

	
　　"... Why are you still calling? "

	
Silence. Perhaps she was listening to the voice on the other end of the phone.

	
　　" I said it's over. That's it. "

	
Silence again. Then her voice suddenly rose a little — still suppressed, but you could hear a hint of excitement:

	
　　" Stop hitting me. I won't go ... Don't say anything more. "

	
Then there was another silence, and finally I heard her say:

	
　　" You ... you shouldn't contact me anymore. Just ... be a regular colleague. "

	
Then he hung up. The neighbors went quiet.

	
My face was almost pressed against the wall, and I was completely still. My heart was pounding.

	
Li Qiang . It must be him. His mother was telling him, " It's over , " " I won't go . " Her tone was resolute. It was the kind of resolute determination that comes from finally making a decision.

	
Is it because of me? Is it because I said " I don't want that " ? She really is cutting ties with Li Qiang. She's making a choice, and she's chosen me.

	
　　This thought stirred a strange feeling within me — not joy , not pride, but a heavy, indescribable weight. It was as if I were filled with something, or as if I were being pressed down by something.

	
The next room was quiet for a long time. Then I heard a sound — very soft, like something falling to the ground, followed by a rustling sound. Then came footsteps, reaching the door and stopping.

	
I waited. The sound of the doorknob turning. Slowly, as if afraid to disturb something.

	
　　Finally, my bedroom door opened a crack. As expected, my mother's voice came through the crack, timid but exceptionally clear in the night:

	
　　" May I come in? "

	
As if I had received some kind of instruction , I immediately sat up and leaned against the headboard.

	
　　" Come in and sit down, Mom. "

	
　　Her figure paused for a moment in the crack of the door . Then the door was pushed open a crack.

	
　　“ I …” she began, her voice very soft, “ I’m having trouble sleeping again. ” She paused.

	
　　I 'd like to talk to you for a bit .

	
I moved further into the bed , making room for myself on the side.

	
She was wearing something different tonight — not the old nightgown she wore when she came to my room the other night , but one I'd never seen before. It was a pale purple, silky fabric that shimmered softly in the moonlight. The straps were thin, revealing her shoulders and collarbone. The hemline was just below her knees, swaying gently as she moved, even bordering on " sexy . "

	
She walked to the bedside and sat down in the spot I had given her. She sat a little closer than that night, not just a third of the way down, but right on the edge of the bed, very close to me, close enough that I could smell her scent — the fresh fragrance of her shower gel mixed with the warmth of her skin.

	
She lowered her head , her hands resting on her lap. Moonlight streamed in through the gaps in the curtains, falling on her, on her pale purple nightgown, and on her bare shoulders.

	
　　“ I ’ve been thinking about what you said before all day . ” She turned her face to me.

	
　　“ You said you didn’t want to see Mom cheat on you, ” she said softly. “ You said Li Qiang made you uncomfortable. ”

	
　　" I 've thought about it . " She nodded slightly , as if making a decision, and said to me, " I'm not going. I won't go anymore. "

	
Her voice wasn't loud, but it was steady.

	
I looked at her. The phone call I'd just overheard flashed through my mind — her words, " It's over , " " I'll never go . " Ah, so that's it. She was telling me. She'd made her decision.

	
　　" Did you just ... answer a phone call? " I asked.

	
She paused for a moment. Just a very brief moment. Then she looked down at her hands.

	
　　Did you hear that ?

	
　　" Yes, I hear a bell. "

	
She paused for a few seconds, then said softly:

	
　　" It was him calling. He's been calling for the past few days. I haven't answered. I answered tonight and explained things to him. "

	
　　" say what? "

	
The corners of her mouth curved slightly — it was a very faint smile, carrying a hint of relief.

	
　　“ Tell him I'm not going. Tell him … to stop contacting me. ”

	
she finished speaking, she lowered her head and continued to stare at her clasped hands. I didn't say anything, but just looked at her exposed skin in the moonlight, my heart beating a little fast.

	
　　" Are you unhappy ? " she asked softly.

	
　　" Why are you unhappy? "

	
She hesitated for a moment, but I sensed that she was smiling.

	
　　“ Because of what you said, ” she said . “ You said you didn’t want me to go, and I thought you’d be happy to know. ”

	
Suddenly, she tilted her body slightly , bringing her face and the ends of her hair closer to me. Her eyes were different now, sparkling with a bright light.

	
　　" Since you said so, I won't go. "

	
Something was churning inside me . She really listened to me. She really chose to listen to me. Because — I said it.

	
　　“ Of course I’m happy. And what about you? ” I asked. “ Do you want to go? ”

	
She lowered her head , then raised it again, then lowered it again. The movement seemed like a struggle, or perhaps a thought.

	
Finally, she looked into my eyes and said softly:

	
　　" I have no idea. "

	
Every word is very clear.

	
　　“ I don’t know, ” she repeated. “ I’ve thought about it for a long time, but I still don’t know. ”

	
She paused, then took a deep breath.

	
　　" All I know is that you said you didn't want me to go, so I don't want to go anymore. Is that enough? "

	
I didn't answer. Actually, I didn't know what to say. I never intended to get involved in my mother's relationship with Li Qiang from the beginning, let alone now — I'm already an " accomplice " in defiling my mother . What can I say? Those righteous words about " not wanting to see my mother cheat " were just a pretense to cover up my guilty conscience back then.

	
　　" And then what? " I finally asked.

	
　　" What later? "

	
　　“ From now on, ” I said, “ you won’t go to his place anymore. Dad won’t be home either. You’ll be all alone. ”

	
She nodded , as if she had known I would ask such a question.

	
　　“ I haven’t thought about it yet, ” she said softly, “ but I’m already so grateful that you can think of these things. You’ll stay with me, right? ”

	
There was expectation, fear, and that kind of dependence — the kind I 'd seen before—when she rested her forehead on my shoulder.

	
　　“ You said it, ” she said slowly and clearly, “ you said you wouldn’t leave. ”

	
My gaze lingered on my mother's face, my heart pounding. Even if she spoke vaguely, I could sense that her coming to my room tonight wasn't just about telling me she'd officially broken up with Li Qiang. Something was definitely going to happen tonight.

	
The pale purple nightgown shimmered softly in the moonlight, outlining every curve of her body — the arch of her shoulders, the hollow of her collarbone, the patch of snow-white skin below her collarbone, and the faintly visible cleavage.

	
I suddenly remembered the accidental touch in the kitchen that day. Her breasts, soft and warm, and she didn't flinch.

	
　　" Mom, how do you want me to be with you? " I asked, my throat feeling a little dry.

	
Her face flushed slightly.

	
　　“ Just … like these past few days, ” she said softly. “ You come with me to buy groceries, eat with me, chat with me and watch TV with me. And at night … if I can’t sleep, let me come to your room for a while. ”

	
She looked at me, her eyes full of expectation.

	
　　“ Just sit for a while, ” she added, her voice even softer, “ It’s fine if you don’t talk. ”

	
I didn't speak. I simply reached out and gently touched her face. Her skin was cool and trembled slightly in the moonlight. She didn't flinch, but looked at me, her eyes shining even brighter.

	
　　" Is that all? " I asked.

	
Her face turned even redder. But she didn't look away.

	
　　" So ... what do you want ? "

	
Her voice trembled slightly when she asked that question.

	
I know what she's asking. I also know what I want. From that moonlit night, from the moment that child reached out her trembling hand, from the moment I saw her scream with her head thrown back in the hotel closet — I knew what I wanted . But I dared not say it. At least, I dared not say it first.

	
　　" What do you want me to do? " I pushed the question back.

	
She didn't seem to have figured out how to answer the question either, her fingers twisting together until her knuckles turned white.

	
A very long silence followed. A breeze blew outside the window, causing the curtains to flutter gently.

	
She suddenly looked up at me and stared for a long time, so long that I could almost hear my own heartbeat. As if afraid of disturbing something, she slowly reached out and placed her hand on my hand, which was resting on the blanket.

	
　　“ I’m scared, ” her voice was hoarse . “ I’m scared of what I want . ”

	
She held my hand tightly .

	
　　“ All I know is …” She paused, took a deep breath, “ that night when you said those things, when you held my hand, when you let me lean on you and cry …”

	
Her eyes were already brimming with tears.

	
　　“ I felt it, ” she said, her voice breaking, “ that … feeling I haven’t felt in a long time . ”

	
She slowly placed her palm on my face.

	
　　“ I don’t know how to say it. ” She looked into my eyes, “ But if it were you … if it were you who touched me …”

	
She didn't finish her sentence. But there was no need to continue. She took my hand and slowly moved forward until our noses were almost touching. She looked down at our clasped hands, the moonlight shining on them and making our skin glow.

	
　　“ That night …” she said softly, her voice hoarse, “ I knew it when you held my hand . ”

	
Her brows furrowed slightly, as if she was trying her best to control her emotions.

	
　　" I want you. Whoever you are . "

	
She said it. The answer I had been waiting for, fearing, and longing for. My mind went blank , as if something had exploded. An accident? No, maybe not — I had a vague feeling from the moment she started to probe, to get closer, to look at me with those eyes. But when it actually came out of her mouth, it was still different.

	
Excited ? Yes, excited. My heart was pounding so hard it felt like it was going to jump out of my throat, and I didn't even realize when I got hard down there, so hard it hurt. Eighteen years of fantasies, that crazy night at the hotel, all the testing and torment of these past few days — finally, this moment had arrived.

	
No more guessing, no more testing, no more tossing and turning at night wondering, " Does she even know? " " Does she even want this? " She spoke. She made her choice.

	
All these emotions mingled together, churning in my mind, and finally coalesced into one thought—

	
I took her hand and gently pulled it.

	
She followed the force and fell into my arms — not crashing in, but softly and obediently leaning against me. Her face was pressed against my chest, her arms wrapped around my waist, and her whole body was trembling. I lowered my head, my lips almost touching her ear.

	
　　“ Mom, ” I said softly, my voice flat, “ do you really want it ? ”

	
　　Honestly, those words startled even me. Why did I ask that? But deep down I knew why. Because I needed confirmation. Confirmation that she wanted me, not just any man. Confirmation that she could set aside all shame in front of me and admit that she wanted me.

	
I want to hear what she has to say.

	
　　She tightened her arms around me a little, then loosened them again. Her face was buried in my chest, so I couldn't see her expression, but I could feel her trembling — more violently than before, almost uncontrollable.

	
　　After a long time — or perhaps not so long — she spoke, her voice muffled in my chest, so hoarse it was almost inaudible:

	
　　“ Yes. That’s exactly what I want, ” she said, her voice trembling but clear. “ Thirty- eight years old , my husband comes home twice a year, and I’ve been alone in an empty room for eight years. ”

	
Her hand gripped my clothes tightly.

	
　　“ Li Qiang made me realize I’m still a woman, ” she continued, tears streaming down her face, “ but you also know — what did he take me for? ”

	
She lowered her head , her forehead resting against my chest.

	
　　“ But I still want it, ” she whispered, “ I want to be touched, hugged, and …”

	
She didn't finish speaking. But her grasp of my hand said it all. My hand gently landed on her back. Through the thin silk nightgown, I could feel her body temperature, the curve of her spine, and the slight tension in her muscles. My hand moved slowly, sliding from her shoulder to her waist and back — very lightly, very slowly, like stroking a startled cat.

	
She leaned against me , her body rising and falling gently with my touch.

	
　　“ Even if I am … your son? ” I asked. This was even harsher than the previous question. I knew. But I wanted to hear it. I wanted her to admit it herself: what she wanted wasn't a son, not the identity of “ son , ” but me. Even if that identity was taboo, even if everyone thought it was crazy, she wanted it. I wanted her to cross that line for me.

	
　　After I said those words, I clearly felt my mother's body stiffen suddenly, as if she had been struck by an electric current. Her whole body tensed up, and even her breathing seemed to stop.

	
Her lips moved, but no words came out. She tried to lift her head, but then lowered it again, her forehead resting against my chest. This time it wasn't just leaning, it was pressing against me, as if she were using all her strength to support something.

	
I waited for her answer. My hand was still stroking her back. Waiting for her answer.

	
　　Finally, she spoke, her voice barely audible:

	
　　" I know ... this is wrong. "

	
Her hands gripped my clothes tighter and tighter.

	
　　“ I know what others will say, ” she continued, her voice breaking, “ I know … I know myself …”

	
She didn't finish speaking. But then her tears started flowing again, soaking a small patch of my clothes.

	
　　“ But …” she took a deep breath, as if using all her strength, “ I can’t control myself. ”

	
She moved closer to me, as if seeking support. This time, her eyes changed — a kind of almost desperate honesty. Tears kept flowing, but the corners of her mouth curved into a bitter smile.

	
　　“ I’ve been thinking about it, ” she said, “ if you weren’t my son, if you were just … just a man …”

	
I could feel her strength slowly waning, and she was almost collapsing into my arms. Clearly, saying those words had exhausted all her strength as a mother.

	
I didn't answer, because there was no need. I simply gently lifted her chin, raising her lowered face. I leaned down, very slowly and gently, giving her enough time to move away.

	
She didn't dodge.

	
his lips touched hers, she made a soft " hmm " sound through her nose, as if she'd been electrocuted , and gasped. Her eyes were still open, wide, with tears clinging to her eyelashes, glistening in the moonlight.

	
　　My mother's lips were soft and cool, carrying the salty taste of tears. I kissed her gently, not deeply, just touching her lips, feeling the soft touch and her breath held in shock. After a while, her lips began to respond — very lightly, very awkwardly, as if she had never been kissed before, not knowing how to respond, just gently touching my lips, trembling, her breathing rapid and erratic.

	
　　The kiss was long. It felt like an entire night. When she finally couldn't breathe and gently pushed me away, our breathing was erratic. She leaned against me, panting, her face buried in my chest, afraid to look up. I could feel her face was burning hot, even through her clothes.

	
The night outside the window is still deep. I know tonight is still a long night.

	
( 13 ) Daily Life Chapter Seven

	
My fingers traced the strap of her nightgown. My mother's body trembled slightly, which made it easier for my fingers to hook the strap up.

	
　　“ Let me see you, ” I said.

	
She didn't move. Her face was still buried in my chest.

	
I repeated myself, speaking softly but clearly:

	
　　" Let me see your body. "

	
She hesitated for a few seconds. Her face was flushed, tears still wet on her cheeks, her eyes watery, and her lips slightly swollen from the kiss. She bit her lip and slowly stood up. She stood by the bed, in the moonlight. Her pale purple nightgown hung loosely, the straps draped over her shoulders, the hem reaching her knees.

	
I watched her, saying nothing. She took a deep breath, clutching the hem of her nightgown. She paused, glanced at me, then bit her lip, her hand slowly pulling it up. The pale purple silk began at her knees, inch by inch, moving upwards. Her calves were fully exposed — slender, shapely, gleaming softly in the moonlight. Then her knees, her thighs — her thighs were very white, even whiter than her calves, the skin so smooth it was almost translucent.

	
She paused. Her hands were trembling, the hem of her nightgown swaying gently in them. She didn't look at me, but I could see her ears were almost bleeding red. Then she continued.

	
The nightgown rode up past her thighs, her hips, and her waist. Her waist was very thin, even thinner than when she was dressed, with a slight curve on both sides that disappeared into deeper shadows. She wore very simple underwear — pure white, cotton—which didn't quite match the pale purple nightgown.

	
She paused again. Her eyes, which were looking at me, were glistening with tears, and her lips were pressed tightly together.

	
I remained silent , waiting for her next move. She bit her lip and continued moving her hand upwards.

	
She pulled the nightgown down over her chest and shoulders, then pulled it off her head. Her hair was disheveled, with a few stray strands falling across her cheeks. She kept her head down, clutching the nightgown tightly in her hand, her knuckles turning white.

	
　　My mother stood before me, braless beneath her nightgown, wearing only simple white panties, her upper body completely bare. Her breasts weren't large, but firm, the nipples a pale pink, slightly hardened with tension. Her shoulders were thin, her collarbones prominent, her chest rising and falling gently with her breath. Her skin was white, like fine jade, radiating a warm glow. The room was dark, but she stood there, seemingly radiating light, allowing me to see her completely — every inch of skin, every shadow, every tremor.

	
　　" Don't ... don't look ..." she whispered, her voice so hoarse it was almost inaudible.

	
But she didn't dodge. She didn't turn around, and she didn't use her hands to shield herself.

	
I reached out and gently beckoned to her. She looked at my hand, then at my eyes, hesitated for a moment, her lips moved as if she wanted to say something, but she only let out a very soft, unintelligible gasp.

	
Slowly, step by step, she walked towards me barefoot on the floor. The moonlight moved across her body — sliding from her shoulders to her waist , from her waist to her hips, from her hips to her legs. She walked very slowly, each step as if she were using all her strength, each step making her panting more obvious.

	
She walked up to me and stopped. She was very close, close enough that I could smell her scent — the fresh fragrance of shower gel mixed with the warmth of her skin and a hint of nervous sweat. Her knees were almost touching mine, and the alluring bulge beneath her white panties was right in front of me, so close that I could see the tiny wet patches on it.

	
My fingers reached out and hooked the edge of her panties. She let out a soft " hmm, " as if relieved, and didn't flinch. I slowly pulled them down. The pure white cotton fabric slid down from her waist, revealing a tuft of dark hair below her abdomen. I continued pulling them down, the panties sliding over her buttocks — two full, soft mounds glistened in the moonlight, swaying gently with her movements.

	
Then she bent down and pulled her underwear down from her ankles. When she straightened up, she was completely exposed in front of me.

	
Under the moonlight, Mom finally took off all her clothes. Her breasts, waist, buttocks, the dark hair between her legs, and her legs — tightly pressed together, rubbing against each other from time to time. Her hands were at her sides, unsure of where to put them, and finally she crossed them under her lower abdomen, but dared not actually cover them, just letting them hang there.

	
　　" Mom, you're so beautiful, " I said.

	
Her body trembled slightly , as if she hadn't expected me to say such a thing at this moment.

	
　　" Her skin is so white and smooth. " I reached out and placed my hand on her calf. " Like silk. "

	
Her leg shuddered as if electrocuted ; I could even feel the goosebumps rising on her skin. My hand slowly slid upwards, from her calf to her knee, from her knee to her thigh. Her skin warmed under my palm, and even the fine hairs stood on end. I felt her trembling travel from her thigh to my hand.

	
She finally couldn't hold back and let out a short, trembling sigh. The arm that had been covering her face slipped down, revealing a flushed face, whether from shyness or some other reason, it was unclear.

	
　　" Mom, " I said involuntarily , " I really love you so much. "

	
Tears streamed down her face, but a faint smile played on her lips. I took her hand and helped her kneel on the bed. She looked at me, her eyes bright, and her gaze held something purer — desire.

	
I placed my hand on the back of her neck and pulled her closer.

	
　　" Help me take it off, " I said.

	
Her face turned even redder, but as soon as I finished speaking, she raised her hand and placed it on my chest — I could feel the rhythm of her fingertips through my T- shirt.

	
She pulled up my shirt. The T- shirt slipped off, revealing my chest. Her gaze lingered there, then her hand moved to my waistband. This time, she lingered longer. She stared at my waistband, her eyelashes fluttering in the moonlight. Finally, she unbuttoned the top. The sound of the zipper was exceptionally clear in the quiet room.

	
Just then, I moved both of my hands at the same time and firmly grasped my mother's hands.

	
　　" Huh? You ... what's wrong ..."

	
She was clearly taken aback by my actions and was startled. But I didn't say anything; I just held her hand and guided her to slowly pull down her pants, along with her underwear, until the pants lost their grip and fell to my feet.

	
I was also completely exposed to my mother. Son and mother, man and woman, two naked people facing each other.

	
The moonlight shone on me and on her face. She looked at me, her gaze falling between my legs — my penis was already erect, a trickle of smooth fluid seeping from the tip. Her lips parted slightly, as if she wanted to say something, but ultimately remained silent. She simply touched it lightly with her hand. Just one finger, touching the tip. The touch was light and cool, like a feather brushing against her skin.

	
the fire called " desire " in her eyes burned even more fiercely.

	
　　" Mom, why are you looking at me like that? " I asked softly.

	
　　" Is it ..." I gently lifted her chin, forcing her gaze to meet mine, " that you want to try it there? "

	
She gasped for breath. Just for a moment. Then she froze, as if rooted to the spot. Her face flushed even redder, almost crimson. Her lips moved, as if she wanted to say something, but only a faint, trembling breath escaped her lips.

	
　　" I ... I didn't ..." She parted her lips slightly and finally made a sound, though it was so faint that it was almost inaudible.

	
　　" Never tried it? " I finished her sentence for her.

	
She nodded , very slightly.

	
I looked at her. A thought flashed through my mind — had Mom really never tried? After being with Li Qiang for so long, had she really never done this? That night in the hotel, her behavior was clearly so eager, so seductive … but now, her appearance, her awkwardness, her hesitation — it didn't seem fake. Perhaps she really had never taken the initiative to do this for anyone.

	
　　" Then we can try today, " I said , mustering my courage. " If you'd like. "

	
As I spoke, I reached behind her head, gently guiding her hair and slowly pressing her head down towards my crotch.

	
　　Although her movements were somewhat slow, Mom cooperated with my strength, lowering her body. Her hand was still on my tip; her fingers moved, sliding from the tip to the shaft and back. Then she took a deep breath and bent her entire body down.

	
It started tentatively — her lips touched the tip of her tongue, then quickly pulled away, as if afraid of burning herself. She glanced at me, her eyes questioning: Is that so?

	
My happiness swelled to its peak, and I managed to force a smile.

	
She lowered her head again . This time she opened her mouth and took the tip in. It was very shallow, just a little bit inside. Her tongue seemed clumsy, unsure of how to move, just gently licking, like a small animal tentatively exploring unfamiliar food. Her hands gently supported my thighs, her fingertips applying slight pressure, as if searching for support. Her breathing became more rapid, her breath hot against my lower abdomen.

	
My fingers ran through her hair, stroking her scalp.

	
　　“ Yes, ” I asked tentatively, “ could we go a little deeper ? ”

	
Her body trembled , but she obediently leaned forward, trying to take me deeper. When the head of my penis touched her palate, she stopped, letting out a soft, nauseating sound. But she didn't pull away. Then she tried to move. Her tongue slid along the side of my shaft, awkwardly but earnestly. She could feel my reaction and tried again. This time, she used the tip of her tongue to circle around the small opening at the tip.

	
tightened my grip on her head a little.

	
　　" Yes, that's it. "

	
She became more attentive. She tried to take me deeper into her mouth while using her tongue to caress every inch. Her movements were still a bit clumsy, and sometimes her teeth would touch, but she quickly adjusted, as if she was trying to learn how to make me feel comfortable.

	
Looking at my mother, the doubts I had — and the jealousy I felt for Li Qiang's past possession of her—gradually disappeared. Regardless of what she and Li Qiang had done or to what extent, at this moment, she accepted me. I held her head, guiding her rhythm.

	
　　" Slower ... deeper ..."

	
She tried to keep pace with me. I felt her lips slowly slide down, little by little, until the head of my penis touched the back of her throat. She took a deep breath, and her throat contracted and squeezed, enveloping me. The feeling sent shivers down my spine.

	
　　" Mom, thank you ..."

	
truly intoxicating moment. My mother knelt there naked, serving me wholeheartedly, her face flushed from the effort, saliva glistening in the moonlight as it dripped from the corner of her mouth. Her eyes were closed, her eyelashes trembling slightly, as she did her utmost to make me feel comfortable.

	
I suddenly realized I was almost there. But I didn't let her continue.

	
I gently pressed her shoulder, signaling her to stop. She looked up, glistening saliva still clinging to the corner of her mouth, her eyes filled with confusion as she looked at me.

	
　　“ Let’s try another way, ” I said, taking her hand and guiding her to the bed. “ Come on up, I ’ll make sure Mom is comfortable too . ”

	
She quickly understood what I wanted to do. Obediently, she got up, shifted her knees, and turned 180 degrees around me, so she was facing away from me, straddling my waist, her mouth never leaving my penis. Now her round buttocks were right in front of my face, so close I could see every inch of her skin. I really wanted to reach out and turn on the light, to illuminate those two full, soft mounds even brighter. The skin there was so smooth it was almost translucent. Between her buttocks, curly hair was faintly visible, and further down, I could see the pink, slightly parted entrance — already a little wet, gently contracting with each breath.

	
I couldn't help but raise my hand and place it on her buttocks. Her body tensed up, then relaxed. My fingers slowly slid over her smooth skin, from her buttocks to her waist, and back again. Then my fingers slipped into her buttocks, gently parting the wet pubic hair, touching that warm, moist entrance.

	
She gave a soft " hmm " .

	
I used my fingers, which were wet with love juice, to slowly slide them upwards, past the perineum, and down to the tightly closed folds.

	
Her body trembled again .

	
　　" No ... there ..." she whispered, her voice hoarse. But she didn't pull away.

	
My fingers pressed gently there, drawing circles. The folds slowly relaxed under my fingers, opening slightly. Here, Mom's anus was opened for the first time, welcoming my penis ... Just thinking about it made me dizzy.

	
At the same time , I lowered my head, stuck out my tongue, and touched the wet entrance of my vagina.

	
Her body convulsed suddenly, letting out a long, soft moan — but because she was sucking on my penis, the sound became a muffled whimper. My tongue slowly licked along that wet, slippery crevice, from bottom to top, from the entrance to that erect clitoris. To be honest, I hadn't had the chance to taste my mother's vagina at the hotel, but tonight, I finally understood its flavor — salty, slightly sweet, with a strong feminine aroma. Her body trembled under my tongue, her legs shook slightly, but she didn't stop what she was doing with her mouth.

	
I could feel her trying to keep the rhythm — as I licked her , her tongue enveloped mine; as I sucked on the clitoris, her throat tightened, gripping the tip of my penis. We were like two cogs pleasing each other, each movement responding to the other.

	
like that. After a while, Mom stopped using her tongue and slowly pulled the penis out from below, panting as she slowly turned her head. I, beneath her, could only see her beautiful profile.

	
　　" You ... how could you ..." Her voice was filled with confusion, as well as a hint of secret expectation.

	
　　" What's wrong? "

	
　　" How do you know these things? I thought ..."

	
　　I understand what my mother means. In her eyes, even if she wants to see me as a man, even if she believes that I was the man who assaulted her at the hotel that night, deep down, she still sees me as an innocent child who needs her protection and care. And this " child " is now kneeling between her legs, licking her most sensitive area ...

	
I stopped speaking . How could I answer? Should I just tell her , " Because I spied on you and Li Qiang having sex, and I've already 'used' your body in ' real combat '" ? Even though things had progressed this far, I still couldn't bring myself to say those words. I didn't dare tell my mother what happened that night. To me, it was still a " secret . "

	
　　" Do you like it ? " I didn't answer her directly.

	
She tried her best to turn her head , as if trying to see my face. Her face was as red as the sunset, her watery eyes were shining, and there were obvious traces of saliva at the corners of her mouth.

	
　　" I ... I like it ..." she gasped . Then she lowered her head and took me into her mouth again.

	
　　This time she was more forceful and more focused, her tongue caring for every inch of my penis, occasionally taking it deep into her mouth, letting her throat envelop me. Her body was also cooperating — when I started licking her again , her hips would sway from time to time, welcoming my tongue and allowing me to go even deeper.

	
The room was filled with sounds — the soft slurping of my licking , the muffled moans she made as she sucked on me, and the occasional soft thuds of flesh against flesh.

	
　　Gradually, the amount of slippery fluid secreted from Mom's vagina increased, to the point where it could seep out continuously without the need for tongue stimulation. I knew she was aroused.

	
　　“ Turn around, ” I said, almost commandingly . “ Face me. ”

	
She paused , then slowly stood up and turned around, still straddling my waist, exposing her entire front to me. She looked down at me, her eyes questioning, but more so expectant.

	
I held her waist, pressing the tip against her, rubbing it against her labia at the entrance. Her love juices quickly soaked my penis, leaving a glossy mark on the tip.

	
　　“ Sit down, ” I said.

	
She hesitated for a moment, but only for a few seconds. Then she slowly sat down.

	
I took a deep breath, adjusted my angle, and slowly slid into her vagina as her hips sank in. I only went in a little — I could just feel the warm, moist walls inside — when she stopped, panting, her body trembling violently.

	
　　“ Continue, ” I said. My voice was so calm that even I was surprised.

	
She bit her lip and continued to sit down.

	
One inch, two inches, three inches — until the entire root is inside.

	
　　" Ah ..." She let out a long, trembling sigh, her whole body went limp, she braced herself on the bed, and almost fell directly on top of me, panting heavily.

	
The moment it was fully inserted, my emotions reached their peak, and countless stars seemed to scatter before my eyes — after that day at the hotel, I had finally entered my mother's vagina again. The exhilarating feeling of my penis parting her labia and slowly squeezing open the folds of her vaginal walls almost made me ejaculate on the spot. What's more, this time my mother took the initiative to sit on top of me; just seeing that scene sent waves of pleasure shooting from my lower abdomen straight to my brain.

	
I remained still deep inside her , not moving. I felt her inner walls contracting rhythmically, enveloping me with an astonishing tightness.

	
　　" Mom, move around a bit, " I said.

	
She tried to move slightly. Very gently, very slowly, just lifting up a little, then lowering back down. The sensation came from below, a tingling, numb feeling.

	
　　" Faster. "

	
I tried to push upwards, and Mom quickened her pace. Her hips rose and fell, rose and fell, swallowing me whole. Her waist twisted, her breasts bounced with the movements, and her long, flowing hair danced in the moonlight like dark seaweed. Looking up from below, it was an absolutely irresistible visual treat for any man.

	
As I admired the beautiful scenery, a new idea slowly emerged in my mind: So, conquering a woman and making her willingly offer her body to you in bed is such a joyful and fulfilling thing. No wonder Li Qiang is so attached to my mother ... Wait, Li Qiang seems to have said that my mother is willing to do anything when she sleeps with him; so now, to what extent is my mother willing to " do " for me?

	
Thinking of this, I raised my hand, mustered my courage, and slapped her buttocks with a " smack " .

	
Her body jolted violently , and she stopped moving.

	
　　“ Don’t stop, ” I said. “ Keep going. ”

	
She bit her lip and continued moving. I slapped her again, this time harder than before, making a crisp sound, and her buttocks rippled like water.

	
　　" Smack. "

	
Her body trembled again , but she didn't stop moving. I continued to take pictures, one after another, in rhythm with her rise and fall. Her buttocks began to turn red, standing out against her fair skin.

	
　　" Is this enjoyable? " I asked.

	
She didn't speak, just panted and moved. I patted her again, this time harder.

	
　　" Hmm ..." she let out a muffled groan.

	
I reached forward and grabbed her swaying breast. The soft flesh throbbed in my palm, the nipple hard, rubbing against my hand. I pinched the pink nipple slightly and twisted it.

	
Her movements quickened. Her breathing became more rapid, her moans heavier, her breasts heaved violently, and sweat glistened on her skin. For a moment, the only sounds in the room were the " slap slap " and her occasional suppressed moans. The " slap " of her flesh colliding with mine as I slapped her buttocks rose and fell, like a symphony . The intense pleasure almost made me lose consciousness; I even felt that I wasn't mating with my mother, but with a mare, and that I was the one holding the reins and controlling her.

	
The place where we were joined — it was already soaking wet, her love juices flowing out with her movements, and I could feel her approaching. Her inner walls began to contract violently, enveloping me with each thrust, her movements becoming faster and faster, more and more out of control.

	
　　" Ah ... ah ... uh ..."

	
Her moans turned into continuous, incoherent groans. Her body began to tense, her long hair whipping around. Just as she was about to climax, I suddenly pressed down on her waist, stopping her from moving.

	
　　" Hmm ..." she let out a dissatisfied whimper, looking down at me. Her face was flushed red, and her eyes were full of longing.

	
　　" Mom, say something to me, " I said.

	
Her gaze shifted from longing to doubt.

	
　　“ Say it, ” I said slowly , emphasizing each word, “ you are my woman. ”

	
Her mouth suddenly opened, and she seemed frozen in place, her face filled with surprise.

	
　　“ No …” she whispered , almost inaudibly, “ No matter what … I ’m still your mother! ”

	
　　Mom was right, that was her last line of defense. It was the identity of " mother " that was resisting. I didn't say anything, just looked at her. My hand was still on her waist, preventing her from moving. She straddled me, her vagina still tightly gripping me, contracting and relaxing, the feeling almost driving me crazy. She wanted it, she wanted it so badly. But she was still resisting.

	
I released my hand from her waist and stopped forcing her.

	
But — I pushed upwards with all my might .

	
　　" ah-- ! "

	
She let out a scream and lurched forward. The thrust was deep, as if it had struck that softest spot deep inside. Her vagina suddenly tightened, gripping me tightly.

	
But I didn't stop. I pulled out a little, then slowly pushed in again. Very slowly, but very deeply. She couldn't stand this torment; her waist started to twist, trying to match my rhythm, but I deliberately slowed down, keeping her always just a little short.

	
　　" You ... you ..." she gasped, unable to utter a complete sentence.

	
I didn't say anything, I just kept going. One thrust after another. Each time I entered, I could feel her inner walls trying to envelop my penis, and each time I withdrew, I could hear her whimpering in dissatisfaction.

	
　　“ Use … use more force …” she suddenly said, her voice hoarse, “ Faster … faster …”

	
I stopped. I withdrew completely, leaving only the tip still against the entrance. Her body suddenly felt empty, and she let out a groan that was almost desperate. She looked down at me, her mouth open, panting.

	
　　" Mom, please, just this once ..." I said.

	
Her tears finally flowed.

	
　　" I ..." she began, then stopped.

	
I thrust in again, slowly grinding against her. Just as her body was about to reach its climax, I stopped and withdrew.

	
　　" Say it, and I'll give you an orgasm. "

	
　　" I ... I 'll tell you ..." Her voice broke, trembling with sobs, " I 'll tell you ..."

	
I remained still deep inside her , not moving, just watching her expectantly.

	
She took a deep breath, as if facing the most daunting task. Tears streamed down her face, but she looked into my eyes and said, word by word:

	
　　" I am your ... woman. "

	
She said it. In that instant, I felt her body go completely limp. Not from lust, but from those words — that last line of defense had crumbled. I stopped tormenting her. I held her waist and thrust forcefully. Each thrust deeper, harder than the last. She offered no resistance, only softly enduring, letting out moans that were a mixture of crying and laughter.

	
　　" Ah ... ah ... it's almost there ..."

	
Her moans turned into continuous hissing. Her body tensed, and a large amount of vaginal fluid gushed out, completely soaking my lower abdomen. She had come. At the climax, she threw her head back, her mouth wide open, but no sound came out. She remained still for a few seconds — then a long, almost screaming scream erupted from deep within her throat, and her whole body convulsed violently.

	
She was still in the throes of orgasm, her inner walls contracting and enveloping me. The feeling was so intense, I was close to climaxing too.

	
A surge of heat rose up my spine, almost uncontrollable. I longed to ejaculate inside my mother. But at that moment, I suddenly felt lost.

	
Li Qiang . That night at the hotel, just as I was about to ejaculate , he yelled, " Pull it out! Don't ejaculate inside! " Recalling that scene, I shuddered. My hand instinctively gripped my mother's buttocks, trying to lift her up, trying to pull out.

	
But her actions surprised me. Sensing my movement, she suddenly pressed her hands against my chest, pinning me down. Her legs wrapped around me even tighter, and her hips sank down, rendering me immobile.

	
　　" No ..." she gasped, her voice hoarse , but every word was clear, " Give it to me ... I want you ..."

	
　　" Uh ... is that okay? " My mind went blank, and I could only respond mechanically.

	
　　“ Yes, give it to me. ” She repeated .

	
I couldn't hold back any longer.

	
Waves of heat gushed from deep within her body, reaching her very core. I could feel her body clinging tightly to me, as if trying to absorb everything. She was still in the throes of orgasm, this surge of stimulation pushing her to an even higher peak. Her head was tilted back, her mouth open, but she could no longer utter a coherent sound.

	
　　This was the first time I ejaculated inside my mother. It lasted a long time. A very long time.

	
When I finally stopped, we were both panting heavily. She went limp against me, her face buried in my chest, drenched in sweat. I could still feel myself inside her, and I could still feel her vagina trembling.

	
　　My mother's eyes were tightly closed, with a ring of tears around the edges, and her lips were slightly swollen. But she was smiling. It was a shallow, soft smile, tinged with contentment, weariness, and something deeper. I held her, trying to be as gentle as possible, feeling the spasms inside her body slowly subside.

	
　　After a long time, she opened her eyes, and the first thing she saw was me. The corners of her mouth curved into a very faint smile.

	
　　" Satisfied? " she asked softly, her voice tinged with languor.

	
I didn't answer. I just pulled her down and kissed her. She responded , wrapping her arms around my neck.

	
she let go , she let me lean against her chest, feeling the rhythm of her breathing, her fingers gently scraping my skin.

	
　　" You've really grown into a young adult ..." she said softly.

	
I waited for her to continue.

	
　　“ From now on, I'll only give it to you, ” she said, as if she had made a firm decision. “ Only to you. ”

	
　　" Me too, I only love my mom. "

	
I snuggled closer to her, and her breathing gradually calmed down.

	
I closed my eyes. Images from tonight flashed through my mind — her kneeling before me, sucking my penis; her body rising and falling on top of me, her hips undulating with my thrusts ; her eyes red-rimmed, uttering those words , " Your woman "...

	
　　This woman... she's my mother, and she's my woman — is this a dream? I felt something strange on my face, and when I touched it, I realized I was crying.

	
I held her tightly, feeling a sense of security I had never felt before.

	
( 14 ) Daily Life Chapter Eight

	
The months that followed that night were as sweet as a dream.

	
and I crossed that boundary called mother and son, everything changed. During the day, she was still the mother who would nag me about my homework and make me breakfast. At night, she would wear that light purple nightgown, gently push open my bedroom door, and snuggle into my arms like a docile cat. We would watch TV together, talk about the day, and occasionally she would fall asleep on my shoulder, her breathing soft, her eyelashes fluttering in the moonlight.

	
When passion reaches its peak, we explore each other's bodies in the dark and then reach the pinnacle of pleasure together.

	
I can't believe I'm so happy. I thought having my mother was enough. This obsession made me forget many things — like Li Qiang .

	
Until that day, he reappeared .

	
　　---

	
I received the message three months later. That afternoon, I was lying in bed scrolling through my phone when a text message from an unknown number popped up at the top of the screen. I opened it and saw only one line:

	
　　" Tomorrow afternoon at three o'clock, by the river in the old town , I'll be waiting for you. Li Qiang. "

	
I stared at that line of text for a long time.

	
The riverbank . That's a section of the river embankment behind the old city; I used to play there a lot when I was a child. Later, it was demolished, and it became deserted, leaving only a few crooked willow trees and a pile of construction debris. What was Li Qiang doing there?

	
No — why did he ask me out?

	
I wanted to delete the messages and throw my phone aside. But I couldn't bring myself to do it; my mind was still racing. Three months ago, on that phone call, my mother said she and Li Qiang were " over " and " would never go back . " Now, what does Li Qiang want from me? Threats? Revenge? Or …?

	
I rolled over. The sound of my mother chopping vegetables came from the kitchen, each chop precise and even. Everything had been fine these past few days … but now Li Qiang had appeared.

	
The next afternoon at two o'clock, I went out . I didn't tell my mother that Li Qiang had invited me; I just said I was going out to run some errands. She nodded and didn't ask any further questions. Since that night, she seemed to have really treated me like a grown man and stopped asking unnecessary questions.

	
The riverbank is quite far; it takes thirty minutes by bus from my home. After getting off the bus, I have to pass a construction site. Both sides are wasteland, with weeds growing taller than a person. Occasionally, a few birds are startled and flutter away. The air smells of the river, mixed with the bitter fragrance of wild grass.

	
　　In the distance, I saw a person standing by the river.

	
black trench coat, her hair neatly combed, and stood with her back to me, facing the river. A breeze blew, causing her coat to flutter slightly.

	
I took a few steps closer. It was him. Li Qiang . But he was completely different from the person I remembered. He used to always wear those faded jackets, his hair was messy, and he walked with a roguish air. Now, standing there was a man in a trench coat, tall, silent, like a statue.

	
I suddenly understood why my mother had chosen him in the first place.

	
He heard footsteps and turned around. Seeing me, he smiled. It was a calm smile, devoid of his former roguishness or the excitement of that night in the hotel. Just a very ordinary, even somewhat weary, smile.

	
　　“ Here I am, ” he said.

	
away from him and didn't go any further.

	
　　" What's up? "

	
He looked at me for a few seconds. Then he turned around and looked back at the river.

	
　　" Your mother ..." he began, then paused, " How has she been these past few days? "

	
I didn't answer. He nodded , as if he already knew I wouldn't answer.

	
　　“ She’s ignoring me, ” he said calmly . “ She doesn’t answer my calls or reply to my messages. Sometimes we bump into each other at the factory, and when she sees me, she just walks away or nods without saying a word. ”

	
He paused, took out a cigarette from his pocket, and lit it. The smoke was blown away by the wind.

	
　　" I can roughly guess why. "

	
something indescribable in his voice — not anger, not regret, but a more complex emotion.

	
　　“ She changed after that night, ” he said . “ I could tell. ”

	
I didn't say anything. He threw the cigarette butt on the ground and stomped it out.

	
　　“ I ’ve applied to work at the branch factory in the north, ” he said. “ I’m leaving next week. I won’t be coming back; it’s better for everyone. ”

	
I was taken aback — he noticed, as if he had already guessed that I would react this way, and the corners of his mouth curved into a smile — a bitter smile, or perhaps a self-deprecating one.

	
　　" Don't overthink it, " he said . " It was my own choice to leave. "

	
He paused, then lit another cigarette.

	
　　“ You know , ” he took a drag, exhaled, “ that night at the hotel, I saw you two like that … I suddenly felt like my wish had come true. ”

	
He looked at me with a strange light in his eyes.

	
　　“ I saw that scene, I saw that expression on her face, I heard that voice … I knew she would get it. It was fate. ”

	
I don't understand what he's trying to say with his nonsense , and I don't want to ask.

	
He continued, “ On the drive home that day , I kept thinking. Thinking about Lin Wan, thinking about you, thinking about everything that’s happened this past year. Before, I always thought I was playing with her, but then I realized I was a fucking idiot. ”

	
He chuckled softly .

	
　　“ Kid, ” he said, “ don’t get too caught up in that feeling . Some women are dangerous. They can make men feel like they’re in control, but actually, they’re sucking you in. Little by little, they’ll draw you in until you can’t get out. ”

	
　　" What do you mean?! " I finally couldn't hold back anymore, my voice harsher than I expected. " You got dumped by my mom, and you're insulting her in front of me? "

	
I stepped forward, my fists clenched. I didn't know what Li Qiang wanted to do, but I would never allow anyone to insult my mother. Although Li Qiang was stronger than me, I was tall enough to match him. If a fight broke out, I would at least make him suffer.

	
He looked at me without moving. He simply shook his head calmly.

	
　　" Don't get agitated , " he said. " I'm not here to fight you. "

	
I stared intently into his eyes, trying to find a clue. But I found none. He was calm, even a little weary. He was silent for a few seconds. He looked at the river, then at me.

	
　　“ Men all want to possess a woman like your mother, ” he said slowly, the smoke dissipating in the wind. “ In the end , they gain nothing. But I’m different. I lost to an opponent I was destined to lose, so I’m content. ”

	
he finished speaking, he walked towards the car parked by the roadside. He took a few steps, then stopped, hesitated for a moment, but didn't turn back. Then he got into the car, started it, and drove away. I stood there, watching the car get smaller and smaller until it disappeared at the end of the road.

	
A river breeze blew, ruffling my hair. My mind was a mess. Li Qiang's words, his expression …

	
I stood there for a long time, my fists still clenched.

	
Then he turned around and walked back.

	
　　---

	
I got home , the sun was almost setting. My mother was cooking in the kitchen, the hum of the range hood emanating from inside. I stood in the doorway, gazing at her. Her old apron, her hair tied up, her profile edged with gold by the setting sun.

	
She heard the sound and turned around.

	
　　" You're back? " She smiled. " Dinner will be ready soon. "

	
I looked at her face. That familiar, gentle face. Li Qiang's words flashed through my mind— " Some women are dangerous . " Which women? My mother? That's utter nonsense.

	
Even if she's " dangerous , " I still hope she's mine.

	
I walked over and hugged her from behind. Her body trembled slightly, then went limp and leaned against me.

	
　　" What's wrong? " she asked softly.

	
　　" Nothing. " I buried my face in the crook of her neck, inhaling her scent. " I just wanted to hug you. "

	
She smiled; it was a soft, warm laugh.

	
　　" Silly child, " she said, " eat first , then I'll hug you. "

	
We watched TV together that evening . She leaned on my shoulder, her fingers gently tracing circles in my palm. I didn't pay attention to what was on TV. I just looked at her, at her profile illuminated by the TV light, and at the occasional curve of her lips.

	
　　“ Mom, ” I said.

	
She looked up at me.

	
　　" Tonight ..." I tentatively asked, " Could you ..."

	
She thought for a moment, then smiled slightly.

	
But she shook her head.

	
　　“ Impossible, ” she said softly.

	
I was a little surprised. She looked at me, her eyes filled with tenderness, seriousness, and a hint of cunning.

	
　　“ Your most important thing right now is to get into university, ” she said . “ Once you get into university, you can decide when you want to …”

	
She paused, then added:

	
　　" It's all yours. "

	
I looked at her bright eyes in the television light, at the earnest curve of her lips. Something welled up inside me. It was a warm feeling.

	
I pulled her into my arms and held her tightly.

	
　　" Okay, " I said. " It's a deal . "

	
She laughed happily, and that laughter resonated deep within my chest.

	
　　" good. "

	
I buried my face in her chest, just like when I was a child. It smelled sweet, it was soft, and I could hear her heartbeat, one beat after another.

	
　　The sounds from the television seemed very distant. The night outside the window was deep.

	
What is Li Qiang anyway ? To me, he's as distant as the wind by the river or the car that disappeared at the end of the dirt road.

	
Having a mother is enough.

	
(Daily Life - End)

	
( 15 ) The Return: Chapter 1

	
My dad's coming home. He called a week ago , his voice unusually excited: " Son, this time I can take a long vacation and stay home for almost a month! "

	
In the past, I would definitely have been happy. That's my dad, I only see him a few times a year , and I always look forward to his return. But this time, hearing this news, I felt a mix of emotions I can't quite describe.

	
Happy? Of course I'm happy. My dad has always doted on me since I was little. Even though he's rarely home, he always calls to ask about my studies, my health, and whether I have enough money. But on the other hand … I glanced towards the kitchen. My mom was cooking inside, the hum of the range hood mingling with the soft clinking of spatulas.

	
　　He knows nothing about what has happened between my mother and me these past few months.

	
He is no longer the only " man " in this family .

	
my dad was away , I got into university. It wasn't a top-tier university, just an ordinary local one, close to home, a twenty-minute subway ride. For me, life wasn't much different from high school — still living at home, still eating my mom's cooking, still spending late nights with her …

	
But it was different for Dad. The day I sent him a photo of my acceptance letter, he called me for half an hour, repeating the same few phrases over and over: " My son did me proud! " " He's made us parents proud! " " Let's celebrate when Dad gets back! "

	
I could tell he was genuinely happy . For a middle-aged man who spends most of his time traveling for construction projects, isn't his greatest pride in his son getting into university?

	
But it was precisely this joy that made me feel even worse. He knew nothing.

	
　　---

	
Dad got home in the evening. I heard the key turning in the lock and came out of my room. The door opened, and he stood there carrying several bags. He was a little darker and thinner than the last time I saw him, but he looked very energetic. When he saw me, he grinned, put down his things, and came over, patting my shoulder hard.

	
　　" Good lad! You're a college student now! "

	
My shoulder went numb from his pat, but I smiled and said, " Dad. "

	
　　Mom came out of the kitchen, still holding a spatula, her apron smelling of cooking oil. She stood there, looking at my son and me, a slight smile playing on her lips.

	
　　" You're back? " Her voice was as gentle as ever , with a hint of a smile. " Perfect timing, dinner will be ready soon. "

	
　　" Hey! " Dad responded, patted my shoulder, and then started changing his shoes.

	
Dinner was plentiful. Mom had prepared several dishes: braised pork, steamed fish, stir-fried vegetables, and a large bowl of soup. Dad sat at the head of the table, with Mom and me on either side. He poured himself a glass of wine and also poured one for Mom — she doesn't usually drink, but tonight she picked it up and took a sip.

	
　　" Come on, " Dad raised his glass, " let's celebrate our son getting into university! He'll be a cultured man from now on! "

	
My mom and I both raised our glasses, and the three of us drank together.

	
After putting down his cup, Dad started talking about the construction site. He talked about how the project was on a tight schedule, how demanding the client was, how difficult it was to manage the staff … things I didn’t quite understand but had heard countless times. I ate and responded, occasionally saying “ hmm, ” occasionally nodding, and sometimes chiming in with a few words, asking him about his experiences in other places.

	
　　Mom listened from the side, occasionally interjecting, " Don't just focus on drinking, eat more vegetables. "

	
　　" I know, I know. " Dad picked up a piece of fish with his chopsticks, then looked at me, " How's university ? Are you settling in well? "

	
　　" It's alright, " I said . " Anyway, it's close to home, about the same as high school. "

	
He nodded : " That's good. I feel relieved knowing your mom is home alone. But these days, are college students okay living in dormitories ...?"

	
A slight tremor ran through me . He knew nothing.

	
gently touched my foot under the table .

	
very light, a fleeting touch. I didn't look down, but I knew it was my mother.

	
　　---

	
After dinner, Dad went to the living room to watch TV. I helped clear the table and took the dishes into the kitchen.

	
　　Mom was washing dishes at the sink, the water splashing. I put the dishes in and stood next to her. She didn't turn around, but I knew she sensed me.

	
　　" How long is my dad staying this time? " I asked in a low voice.

	
　　“ A month. ” She lowered her voice, her hands still busy, “ They said the project site isn’t busy, so I can rest a few more days. ”

	
One month. I did the math in my head. One month, thirty days, more than seven hundred hours .

	
　　" Then ..." I began, then stopped.

	
She turned her head and glanced at me. The look was brief, but I knew she was asking, "What's wrong?" Then she lowered her head and whispered, " I'll come find you after he falls asleep. "

	
I leaned closer, lowered my voice, and spoke in a slightly joking tone:

	
　　" Mom, you're so bold! You dare to do this in front of your husband ..."

	
She paused for a moment, then rolled her eyes at me. The eye roll was subtle, but very expressive.

	
　　“ Don’t forget I’m your mother, ” she said in a low voice. “ What can I do even if I go to your room at night ? ”

	
I laughed too, and leaned even closer, almost touching her ear:

	
　　" What can happen ? Don't you know? "

	
Her ears turned red instantly. The redness stretched from the base of her ears to her auricle, especially noticeable in the steamy air. But she didn't flinch; she just nudged me lightly with her elbow.

	
　　“ No manners at all, ” she said softly, but there was no reproach in her tone, only a soft, indescribable quality. Then she continued washing the dishes. I didn’t say anything more, just stood beside her, listening to the sound of the water and smelling her fragrance. Dad was watching TV in the living room, completely unaware of anything.

	
　　---

	
It's late at night.

	
I lay in bed and read for a while , but quickly put the book down. I could faintly hear the sound of a television from next door, then the sound of running water in the bathroom, and finally the sound of a door closing. Then it was quiet.

	
I waited a long time. No sound. No movement. Maybe he was asleep, maybe they … I turned over, facing the wall. Images flashed through my mind — Dad and Mom were in that bed, how would he treat her? How would she respond? Would she remember me?

	
　　The thought made me feel restless. I sat up, got out of bed, and gently pushed open the bedroom door. The hallway was dark. My parents' bedroom door wasn't closed completely, leaving a narrow crack. The lights weren't on inside; it was like a black hole, yet it possessed an inexplicable allure.

	
I know I shouldn't have looked. But I went over anyway.

	

I stood in the doorway, peering through the crack . The bedroom was dark; the curtains were drawn tightly, offering almost no light. I strained my eyes, and after a few seconds, I felt I could finally make out some things.

	
On the double bed, Dad was on top of Mom, making his move. Beneath him was a white body — a body I knew all too well, it was Mom. The curve of her shoulders, the waist, the way her legs were intertwined … I had conquered her on this very bed before, and now, the bed's owner had returned.

	
　　" Xiao Wan, it's been so long, you still have such a great figure, " Dad said breathlessly, his voice tinged with flattery.

	
　　" No way ..." Mom's voice was soft, devoid of emotion. " It's only been six months ... Besides, I've been exercising too ..."

	
　　" What kind of exercise? " Dad moved his hand . " Is it to exercise this area? "

	
　　" Ah ... no ..." There was a hint of impatience in her voice, yet it also sounded like she was enduring something. " Slow down ..."

	
My eyes were practically blazing with anger. But sadly, Mom and Dad finished quickly, perhaps only a few minutes. Dad's back twitched, I heard him sigh, and then he was still. Much faster than I expected. Dad rolled over, lay on the bed, panting. After a few seconds of silence, he spoke, his voice filled with apology:

	
　　" I'm sorry, I just got home, and I'm still ... too tired. "

	
　　Mom didn't move, she just gently pulled the blanket up and wrapped herself up tighter.

	
　　" Don't worry about it, " she said softly. " We're an old married couple, why bring this up? "

	
But her tone was cold. Not angry, but ... devoid of warmth. It was as if she were talking about something that had nothing to do with her.

	
I stood in the doorway, watching this scene, a complex mix of emotions welling up inside me. This man was my father; he was away most of the year, working tirelessly to pay for my education. He had no idea what had happened at home while he was away, no idea that the woman beneath him belonged to someone else. He was still trying to please her, still apologizing for his " imperfections " ... He was somewhat pathetic.

	
I slowly retreated back to my room . The scene I had just witnessed kept replaying in my mind — my father's efforts , my mother's indifferent response, and that phrase, " We're an old married couple, why bring this up ? "

	
My phone vibrated at that moment.

	
I picked it up and looked at it; it was a message from my mother:

	
　　Are you asleep ?

	
I stared at those three words, my fingers flying across the keyboard:

	
　　" not yet. "

	
　　---

	
　　About 10 minutes later , the door was gently pushed open.

	
　　My mother darted in wearing that old cotton nightgown — faded from washing , the hem falling below her knees. She closed the door, leaned against it, and looked at me.

	
Moonlight streamed through the gaps in the curtains, falling on her face. Her eyes were bright, filled with worry, longing, and a tenderness that belonged only to me.

	
She came over and sat down on the edge of the bed. She was very close to me, close enough that I could smell her familiar scent—a mixture of shower gel and body heat.

	
　　“ He’s asleep, ” she said softly.

	
I didn't speak, I just looked at her. Moonlight fell on her face, on her old nightgown, on her hands resting on her lap. Her fingers were gently twisting together, a small gesture she made when nervous.

	
　　" Did you hear that? " she asked.

	
I nodded . She was silent for a few seconds, then gently took my hand. Her hand was a little cold, and she curled it gently in my palm.

	
A very long silence followed.

	
We just sat there, neither of us speaking. The room was so quiet I could hear my own heartbeat, loud and clear.

	
　　After a long silence, she spoke, her voice soft and tinged with helplessness:

	
　　" Your dad's at home, and you still have to go to school . What are we going to do during this time ? "

	
Her hands clenched slightly. I looked into her eyes, which shone brightly in the moonlight, filled with worry. I wanted to say something, but for a moment I didn't know what to say. Silence stretched on for a few more seconds.

	
Then I laughed, deliberately making my voice relaxed :

	
　　" You've already missed me after just a short while? "

	
She paused for a moment, then her face flushed slightly. But she didn't look away, only giving a soft " Mmm . "

	
The sound was soft, yet it softened my heart. I pulled her into my arms and hugged her. She nestled against my chest, her hair brushing against my chin, tickling me. Holding her, I felt her body slowly relax, the stiffness from before disappearing.

	
I thought for a moment, then lowered my head and said:

	
　　" Anyway, the first-year courses are pretty relaxed. When I have the chance, I'll ask for leave and come back to be with you. "

	
She suddenly raised her head, her eyes widening slightly.

	
　　" Really? " she asked. " Won't it interfere with your studies? "

	
　　" No, " I said. " It's university, skipping a few classes is no big deal. "

	
She paused for a few seconds. Then, a slow smile curved her lips—a smile that was both surprised and a little shy. But quickly, the smile faded slightly. She leaned back into my arms and whispered:

	
　　" But ... I don't know when I'll have a ' chance '..."

	
I smiled and hugged her a little tighter .

	
　　" Don't worry, " I said. " Doesn't Dad go out? He always has to go out to see friends or run errands. Besides ..."

	
I paused, lowered my voice, and gave a slightly mischievous laugh:

	
　　“ My daughter and I can go out. Parks, shopping malls, movies … there’s so much space outside, there’s always room. ”

	
She looked up , her eyes filled with a smile, but also a hint of slyness.

	
　　" What trick are you planning to pull now ? " she asked softly, her tone tinged with a hint of reproach, but mostly with that familiar, pampered feeling. I smiled too, without answering. I just looked at her.

	
She leaned back into my arms and sighed softly. We held each other like that. The night outside the window was deep and quiet. Occasionally, the faint sound of a car could be heard in the distance.

	
　　After a long time — maybe a few minutes, maybe longer — I leaned down and whispered in her ear:

	
　　" Let's go back. What if Dad wakes up and can't find his wife? Then ..."

	
She lightly tapped me. It didn't hurt, just tickled.

	
　　“ I’ll teach you to talk nonsense again , ” she said softly.

	
　　Mom stood up and walked to the door. Her hand rested on the doorknob, and she paused. Then she turned back and glanced at me again. That glance was long. Long enough to etch that moment into her eyes. Then she opened the door and went out. The door closed softly. The light in the hallway was cut off, and only moonlight remained in the room. I stared at the closed door, the warmth of her palm still lingering on my hand, the sensation of her leaning against my shoulder still present.

	
My phone suddenly lit up.

	
Her message:

	
　　" Good night. "

	
I replied with one word:

	
　　" Um. "

	
phone and decided to stop thinking about unnecessary things. Opportunities ... will always come.

	
( 16 ) The Return: Chapter Two

	
My dad stayed home for a week. Seven whole days. One hundred and sixty-eight hours . This week, I finally understood what " each day felt like an eternity " meant . During the day, he either lounged on the sofa watching TV, from the morning news to the midnight drama; or he lay in bed sleeping soundly, his snoring audible even through two doors. Occasionally, he would go out, but only to buy a pack of cigarettes downstairs or take a stroll around the neighborhood entrance, returning in half an hour.

	
My mom and I never have a chance to be alone together. Every morning from when I leave for school until I come home in the evening, my dad is always at home. My mom goes to work as usual, and during that short time, she cooks in the kitchen while my dad " helps " —actually , he just stands there chatting with her, talking about the construction site, the project, how much money they can make this time, and all those things he's heard a million times before.

	
Every day when I get home, I can only stay in my room , pretending to do homework, pretending to read, pretending to sleep. But my ears are always perked up, listening to the sounds in the living room, listening to the voices in the kitchen, listening to when he goes to the bathroom, when he goes downstairs, and when — even if it's just for 5 minutes — he lets me and her be alone for a while, in a place where it's just the two of us.

	
No. Not even once.

	
At school, I was also absent-minded. During class , I couldn't hear a single word the teacher was saying. My mind was filled with my mother — her back as she cooked , the way she leaned against the sofa watching TV, the glance she gave me before going to her room at night. That glance was brief, but I knew what it contained: missing me, waiting for me, and asking me to be patient.

	
When class ended , the girls from my class walked past me, leaving a trail of fragrance. Some were laughing, some were chatting. Some were pretty, some had great figures, some were dressed sexily, and some even initiated conversations with me. But when I looked at them, it was like looking at a piece of wood, a wall, or a potted plant. I felt absolutely nothing.

	
There's only one person in my heart. That's my mom.

	
　　In the past, this thought would have startled me. But now, it's a fact. She's the first person I think of when I wake up every day, and the last person I think of when I close my eyes. She's the person I want most in this life.

	
But she was right next door, separated by two walls and one person—my dad.

	
　　---

	
On the afternoon of the seventh day, something almost happened.

	
That day, Dad was watching the game in the living room with the volume turned up really loud. Mom was cleaning up the dishes in the kitchen — she had eaten a late lunch and had just finished. I said I wanted to study, so I went to my room to play on the computer, listening to the noise outside, feeling restless and itchy inside.

	
　　How much longer do we have to wait?

	
I couldn't resist getting out of bed and going to the living room . Dad turned around and glanced at me: " What's wrong? "

	
　　" I need to use the restroom, " I said, and then walked towards the bathroom.

	
　　As I passed the kitchen, I glanced inside. My mother was washing dishes with her back to me. The water was running. I went into the bathroom and closed the door. I stood there, my heart pounding.

	
later , there was a light knock on the door.

	
I opened the door. Mom slipped in and closed the door behind her. The bathroom was small, and the two of us were almost touching. She looked at me, her eyes bright, her face slightly flushed. That familiar scent wafted into my nose.

	
　　" You ..." She had barely opened her mouth when I lowered my head and kissed her.

	
In that instant , all my restraint exploded. Her lips were soft and a little cool, but they warmed up quickly. She responded to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me closer. We kissed deeply and urgently, as if making up for everything we'd missed this week.

	
The tap was still running. The rushing water drowned out everything. Her hand slid down, to my chest, and then down—

	
Suddenly, there was a knock on the door .

	
　　" Knock knock knock. "

	
We separated abruptly, as if we'd been electrocuted.

	
　　" What are you doing in there? " Dad's voice came from outside the door . " Taking so long in the bathroom? "

	
My mind went blank. My mother's hand was still on my chest, and she froze.

	
　　" I'm washing things! " Mom said, her voice a little louder than usual, but still steady. " I'm washing things, can my son pass them to me? "

	
　　There was a moment of silence outside the door.

	
　　" What are you washing ? " Dad asked again . " Hurry up, I think I left my lighter inside. "

	
My heart was pounding in my throat.

	
　　" The dishcloth! " Mom said, " The dishcloth I used to wipe the table at noon was oily, so I soaked it in hot water! "

	
Another second of silence. Then footsteps. He was gone.

	
I gasped for breath and leaned against the wall. My mother was also leaning against the sink, clutching her chest, her face pale.

	
We looked at each other.

	
　　Mom gave a soft laugh, a laugh that was both weak and frightening.

	
　　" Get out of here, " she whispered .

	
I nodded , picked up a wet lighter from the sink — it was clearly the one Dad had mentioned. I opened the door and went out. Dad was already back in the living room, continuing to watch the game, without even turning his head.

	
I handed him the lighter, went back to my room, closed the door, collapsed onto the bed, and my heart pounded for a long time.

	
So close. Just a little bit more.

	
　　---

	
On Saturday morning, the opportunity finally arrived.

	
While our family was eating, Dad suddenly got up to answer a phone call. I didn't know who was calling, but I heard him say on the phone, " Okay ... no problem ... I 'll ask your sister-in-law if she's coming . " After that, Dad returned to the table and said, " We're going to Lao Zhou's for lunch today , an old classmate get-together. He said he wanted to treat us to lunch. Are you going? " He asked Mom.

	
　　Mom paused for a moment, then shook her head: " I'm not going. It's your old classmates' reunion; what would I do there? "

	
　　“ We all went to the same school, and you seem to know each other before, ” Dad said.

	
　　" I'm not going, " Mom said, lowering her head to drink her porridge. " They're definitely not in my department. You two keep talking. "

	
Dad didn't insist. He stood up and started changing his clothes. I sat there, my eyes fixed on the glutinous rice ball in my hand, my heart pounding. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Mom glance at me. I immediately understood — my chance had come.

	
Dad went out . The sound of the door closing. Footsteps fading into the distance. The sound of a car starting up downstairs. Then it grew farther and farther away.

	
Quiet.

	
The living room was quiet. The kitchen was quiet too. I looked at my mother. She was looking at me too.

	
Her face slowly flushed. But she was smiling.

	
　　---

	
In the kitchen.

	
　　My mother leaned against the stove, looking at me with bright eyes and a smile on her lips. Her old house dress hung loosely on her body, the neckline slightly open, revealing a small section of her collarbone.

	
I walked over and stood in front of her. Very close.

	
　　“ It’s been a week, ” I said.

	
She nodded .

	
　　Do you miss me ?

	
She nodded again . She didn't speak, but her eyes said it all. I lowered my head and kissed her. She responded, wrapping her arms around my neck. This kiss was longer and deeper than the one in the bathroom; there was no fear, no nervousness, only longing. When I slipped my tongue into her mouth, she immediately made a soft " mmm " sound, responding with her own passionate tongue.

	
We kissed for a long time. I slowly unbuttoned her loungewear. One button , two buttons, three buttons. The dress opened, revealing her fair breasts. In the sunlight, they looked like warm, translucent jade.

	
She didn't move. She just looked at me.

	
I held her waist, my lips pressed against her earlobe, her collarbone, and finally to her already erect nipple. Sometimes I swirled my tongue around her areola, sometimes I gently nibbled at her nipple with my teeth. Her body trembled slightly; each time I did this, she quickly became aroused. I knew she wanted it.

	
　　" Mmm ... it's so itchy ..." she whispered.

	
　　Suddenly, that night flashed through my mind — she was lying in bed, her father was working on her, and she was staring coldly at the ceiling. That expression, that body, was completely different from how she was now.

	
My lips left my mother's nipple, and I looked up at her. Her face was flushed, her eyes seemed to hold tears, and her chest rose and fell gently with her breath.

	
　　“ Mom, ” I said.

	
She looked at me, her eyes questioning.

	
　　" What made you choose to marry my dad back then ? " I asked .

	
She paused for a moment. Then she smiled, a soft smile.

	
　　" Hmm ... why? " Her hand gripped the stove, her voice slightly breathless. " Because ... your dad was handsome when he was young, of course. "

	
Just as she answered , I turned her over so she was kneeling and prone by the stove, her back to me. I leaned down, my face pressed against her back, my tongue sliding down her spine, finally burying itself in her buttocks, finding her sensitive clitoris. Her body trembled violently, and she let out a suppressed moan.

	
　　At that moment, that family photo flashed into my mind — my young parents holding me, a baby. They were so young then, like a perfect couple. I knew from a very young age that my mother was beautiful, which once made me especially proud.

	
　　" That's it? Just because he's handsome? " I asked as I licked it, my voice muffled.

	
　　" Ah ... ah ... no ... too fast ..." Her voice was trembling with tears, yet also sounded like laughter, " Yeah ... he's handsome ... and good to me ... and ..."

	
She paused, panting, her voice becoming softer:

	
　　" And with you ..."

	
There was something sweet about her voice . I didn't know if it was from the stimulation of pleasure, or if she was lost in memories of the past. Maybe it was both.

	
"With me? This made me even more curious. My tongue slid back and forth between my mother's anus and perineum, one of her most sensitive spots. I could feel her thighs trembling slightly, as if she might lose her balance and collapse to the ground at any moment. I pulled her arm with one hand, making her lean back; with the other hand, I guided my penis, adjusting its position and aiming it at her already overflowing cunt."

	
　　" Mom, " I pressed, " what happened next? "

	
She was panting and said intermittently:

	
　　" Later ... we got married ... before I even graduated ... before I had anything ... and we got married because I was pregnant ..."

	
She paused, her voice becoming even more ethereal:

	
　　" Back then ... people would gossip about these things behind their backs ... Do n't ask anymore ... Hurry up ... Your dad'll be back soon ..."

	
I laughed. My penis rubbed against her labia, not rushing in. With a wicked grin, I lowered my head and whispered in her ear:

	
　　" So, does that mean I wasted my mother's youth? "

	
She wiggled her hips, trying to get me to come in, but I deliberately avoided her. She got impatient and said breathlessly:

	
　　“ You … you’re so naughty … no way … your dad and I were really looking forward to your birth … and … even though your dad couldn’t find a job for a long time after graduation, I was really happy back then … oh … come in quickly … ”

	
I supported her lower back and slowly pushed it in. When it was fully inside, she let out a long sigh.

	
I started moving. While thrusting, I pressed my lips almost against my mother's ear and whispered:

	
　　" Did Dad make Mom happy like that back then ? "

	
She was immersed in the pleasure of intercourse when she heard my words, and couldn't help but let out an " Eh , " then shook her head.

	
　　“ Your dad …” Her voice broke, “ He’s never really been good at these things … Ah …”

	
She paused, then said, panting:

	
　　" You don't understand ... what a woman wants most ..."

	
Suddenly, I increased my speed and force. Each thrust hit the deepest part of her vagina. Her moans became increasingly seductive; just hearing them almost made me ejaculate.

	
I felt the contractions inside her vagina becoming more frequent, and her vaginal lubrication increasing. The inner walls felt like they were coated with oil, allowing my penis to slide in unimpeded. I knew she was about to climax.

	
　　" What do you want? " I asked, panting. " What Mom wants ... isn't it an orgasm ? "

	
Her body began to tense up.

	
　　" No, no ... Ah, so good ... Yes ... I want it ... I want an orgasm ..."

	
Her voice grew louder and louder, eventually turning into a long scream.

	
I arrived too. At the moment of ejaculation , my vision went blank. Warm streams shot in, mingling with her deep contractions . Her inner walls tightly enveloped me, and torrents of scalding love fluid washed over my glans until she went limp, collapsing onto the stove, panting heavily.

	
I remained inside her, feeling her spasms slowly subside. After a long time — perhaps only a few seconds — I slowly withdrew. As I withdrew, some fluid flowed out, glistening in the sunlight.

	
I held her, and we slowly slid down to the ground. She leaned against me , still panting. My penis was still inside her, limp and occasionally twitching futilely, making a gurgling sound. Time seemed to stand still as we savored the afterglow of our climax.

	
　　After a while, Mom laughed. Her laughter carried the smugness of someone who had just had their fill.

	
　　“ The climax is important, ” she said softly, her voice trembling slightly, but every word was clear. “ Companionship is also important. ”

	
I looked down at her. She looked into my eyes too.

	
　　" Did your dad ever give me an orgasm? No, " she said. " But so what ? "

	
She raised her hand and gently touched my face.

	
　　“ He was there for me, protected me, and made me happy, ” she said, “ just like you are now. ”

	
I didn't know what to say. I just hugged her a little tighter.

	
　　After a long time — maybe ten minutes, maybe longer — Mom's breathing calmed down. The sunlight slowly moved away from us and fell on the floor.

	
I nestled in my mother's arms, my face pressed against her sweaty chest. Her heartbeat wasn't fast, but it was clear, distinct, transmitted through our skin. I opened my mouth and gently took one of her nipples into my mouth, slowly sucking, just like I did when I was a child.

	
She laughed. The laughter came from her chest and resonated in my face.

	
　　“ Hehe, ” she said softly, gently stroking my hair, “ just like when you were a child . ”

	
I looked at the woman whose skin was pressed against mine . Her face was flushed from her orgasm; her eyes were glistening with tears, proof of the passion she had just experienced. And she was my mother — there was something about her that I couldn't describe — like motherhood, like a lover, like everything.

	
I suddenly realized that my mother looked absolutely beautiful at that moment.

	
　　" Mom, " I said, " I want to take some pictures of you. "

	
She paused for a moment, then smiled.

	
　　" Take a picture? " she asked softly, but there was no refusal in her tone, only a soft and indulgent one.

	
I laughed too.
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I pulled my mother into the living room and had her stand in front of the floor-to-ceiling window.

	
　　“ Let’s do it here, ” I said.

	
Her face flushed slightly, but without hesitation, she slowly took off the outer garment she had just put on to try and cover herself.

	
Sunlight streamed in obliquely through the French windows , casting a warm glow over her. The body was familiar to me, but in this moment of light, it felt as if I were seeing it for the first time.

	
Light streamed down her shoulders , tracing the hollow of her collarbone, gliding over the curve of her breasts, pausing at that soft arc, and then continuing downwards. The contours of her waist formed a shallow valley; the rising curves of her hips lifted the light, gilding the edges with a faint golden hue. Her legs were slightly together, and sunlight slid across their sides, leaving a soft, luminous trail on her fair skin.

	
She just stood there , neither hiding nor dodging, simply looking at me. A slight smile played at the corners of her lips, as if asking: "Does it look good?"

	
　　" Don't move, " I said, holding up my phone.

	
through the lens evokes a different feeling. She's like a piece of jade, touched by time. Every inch of her skin has warmth, every curve tells a story. Her breasts aren't the firm cones of a young girl's, but fuller, softer mounds, trembling gently with her breath. Her waist remains slender and delicate, the slight marks of time on her side like brushstrokes left by the years, unmasked, yet making her more real. The dark hair between her legs, each strand clearly visible in the sunlight, softly curled, like a part of her body, natural and serene.

	
I pressed the shutter .

	
　　“ This one is good, ” I said. “ Turn it a little. ”

	
She turned around, slightly turned to face me, casting a soft shadow on her. I took several pictures. She slowly relaxed and began to naturally change poses — leaning against the wall, holding onto the windowsill, sitting on the armrest of the sofa. Every pose, every picture, was so beautiful that it was impossible to look away.

	
　　" Mom, " I asked while taking pictures, " have you ever thought about what your life would be like if you hadn't gotten married so early? "

	
She clearly didn't expect me to ask that.

	
　　" I don't know ..." She thought for a moment, shifted her position, leaned against the back of the sofa, and looked back at me. " Come to think of it, I got my current job thanks to getting married early. How about this, with your hands like this? "

	
I gave her an OK sign and pressed the shutter. The pose created a beautiful curve in her back.

	
　　" Why? " I asked.

	
　　“ Back then, I took a job interview, ” she recalled , a slight smile playing on her lips. “ The interviewer looked at my resume with surprise and said, ‘ Wow, you got married and had children so early? That’s amazing. There aren’t many girls like that anymore. You’ll probably be a reliable and hardworking employee . ’ Haha, that’s typical of men’s thinking …”

	
she spoke, she laughed first. The smile was somewhat complex, a mixture of self-mockery and helplessness.

	
　　“ After that, I went to work in the factory, ” she continued, “ and that was the only time I could afford to support your father and you. ”

	
I looked at her through the camera lens. There was a light in her eyes as she spoke. It wasn't a light of desire, nor of shame, but a deeper light, a light that came from the passage of time. Suddenly, I felt that my mother in the camera lens was even more beautiful than before.

	
I pressed the shutter button repeatedly, hoping to capture this moment.

	
After taking the photos, she walked over and stood naked in front of me, leaning close to look at her phone screen. Flipping through the photos, she chuckled softly.

	
　　" Is this okay? " She looked at me, seemingly very seriously, and said, " I 've heard that couples sometimes take those ' sexy ' photos ..."

	
I exclaimed " Ah! " and then shook my head helplessly.

	
　　“ That’s them , ” I said. “ I would never let Mom do such … uh … such lewd poses. ”

	
She burst out laughing.

	
　　“ Mom doesn’t mind, ” she said softly , her tone almost coquettish, “ but you saw me naked that night at the hotel. ”

	
I was suddenly startled. That matter — that thing I had never dared to bring up directly — she had suddenly said it out loud. Her tone was as casual as if she were talking about the weather.

	
　　" Mom, what are you saying? " I heard my voice was a little dry. " What hotel ... Dad's coming home soon! "

	
She glanced at me. Her eyes spoke volumes , but she didn't say anything more. She simply nodded, bent down to pick up her clothes from the floor, and slowly put them on. I stood there, my heart still pounding. The living room was warm and cozy, but my back felt a little cold.

	
She hasn't forgotten. She has never forgotten.

	
　　---

	
For the next few days, life returned to " normal . " Dad still stayed home all day, watching TV, sleeping, and occasionally going downstairs to buy cigarettes. Mom and I still didn't have any opportunities to be alone together. But we had learned to survive in this gap.

	
That afternoon, Dad said he was going downstairs to buy cigarettes. The moment the door closed, Mom and I looked at each other simultaneously. We didn't speak, but our bodies moved. I went over and pushed her against the wall. She leaned against the wall, her eyes bright as she looked at me. I grabbed her breast with one hand, and through the thin layer of her pajamas, I could feel the soft flesh deforming in my palm. With my other hand, I supported the back of her neck and lowered my head to kiss her.

	
She responded , her tongue slipping inside and entwining with mine. The sound of our saliva exchanging was exceptionally clear in the quiet living room. Her hands encircled my waist, pulling me closer. My fingers, through her clothes, played with her nipples, feeling them slowly harden. Her breathing grew heavier, and she made soft " mmm " sounds.

	
Footsteps could be heard downstairs .

	
We abruptly separated, each taking a step back. She bent down to straighten her clothes, while I turned and walked towards the sofa. Just as I sat down, I heard the sound of a key turning in the lock. Dad pushed the door open, carrying a plastic bag.

	
　　“ It’s a bit chilly outside, ” he said, glancing at us before continuing toward the living room.

	
　　Mom was standing in the kitchen doorway, peeling an apple. I pretended to watch TV.

	
Everything is normal. Only we know what happened in that one minute.

	
　　These moments became the only solace during those days. When I was taking a shower, she would bring in a towel under the pretense, and we would quickly kiss in the bathroom; when my father was on the phone on the balcony, we would hug each other in the kitchen under the guise of getting something. Each time was short, each time was risky, but each time, my heart would pound as if it were about to jump out of my chest.

	
　　This is our affair game. It's exciting, but also very difficult.

	
　　---

	
That morning, Dad suddenly pulled out his fishing rod.

	
　　" I'm going fishing by the river today ! " he exclaimed enthusiastically, wiping his fishing rod. " It's been so long since I've been, my hands are itching to go fishing. "

	
He looked at me: " Son, want to come along? You haven't forgotten the fishing techniques I taught you before, have you? "

	
I could say anything, my mother's voice came from the kitchen:

	
　　" He's not going. Let him stay home and study properly; he's always up to no good. "

	
Dad waved his hand, then smiled: " Don't make decisions for our son. He's a college student now; he needs to have his own ideas. "

	
He looked at me, waiting for my answer. My mother also peeked out from the kitchen, looking at me. That look — I understood it. Don't go, stay home with me.

	
I felt conflicted. This was the first time Dad had asked me to go out with him since he got back. Refusing him didn't seem right. But then I saw Mom's eyes …

	
I gritted my teeth.

	
　　“ Wow, ” I said, forcing a reasonably cheerful smile. “ I haven’t gone fishing in ages. ”

	
　　My mother's expression didn't change, but I glimpsed something darken in her eyes. It was only for a moment, and then she nodded.

	
　　" Be careful, " she said, her voice as usual. " Go home early. "

	
Dad patted me on the shoulder happily : " Good boy! Come on, Dad will teach you how to catch a big fish! "

	
I changed my clothes and followed him out. As I closed the door, I glanced back. My mother was standing in the kitchen doorway, watching me. That glance was long, and it held a lot of unspoken words.

	
　　The door closed.

	
　　---

	
　　In the car, Dad was in a good mood, humming a song the whole way. After driving for a while, he suddenly started to speak:

	
　　" Son, study hard . Find a good job in the future, preferably a civil servant position, it's stable. "

	
　　" Mmm, " I replied.

	
　　“ Don’t be like me , ” he paused, “ you only come home a few times a year . Your mother has taken care of the family alone for so many years, it hasn’t been easy for her. ” He was silent for a moment, then continued :

	
　　" I've talked to your mom and told her to quit her job and enjoy a leisurely life at home. But she just won't listen. Try to persuade her when you have the chance. "

	
I was stunned for a moment.

	
　　" But will Mom agree to give up her job? " I asked.

	
Dad sighed.

	
　　“ That’s true, but it’s very difficult for women her age to still be working …” There was a hint of helplessness in his voice. “ Her company has been constantly reshuffling positions in recent years, and many people have gone from permanent employees to contract workers. I don’t know how much longer she can hold onto that position. ”

	
I nodded , but my mind was elsewhere. Ever since I can remember, my mother has always seemed very dedicated to her work. Documents, reports, professional titles … she always took those things I didn't quite understand very seriously. I used to think it was just her personality, but now I suddenly realize — work is probably one of the few things in her married life that offers her some solace.

	
A woman who spends most of her time alone in an empty house needs something to make her feel alive.

	
　　" I understand, " I said.

	
Dad nodded and continued driving.

	
When we arrived at the riverbank , the weather was fine and the wind was light. Dad chose a spot and started fiddling with his fishing rod. I sat next to him, casting my line half-heartedly. My phone vibrated a few times in my pocket; it was a message from Mom.

	
　　" Have we arrived yet? "

	
　　" Yes, we've arrived, " I replied.

	
　　A little while later, she texted again: " When are you coming back? "

	
　　" I don't know, we'll see. "

	
After a while: " Are you coming back for dinner ? "

	
　　" Maybe. "

	
I didn't think much of it and continued fishing.

	
Dad's fishing skills are really good; he caught a crucian carp in no time. He was as happy as a child and asked me to take a picture and send it to Mom. I did, and Mom replied with a thumbs-up emoji.

	
　　Time passed slowly. The sun slowly moved overhead and then slowly began to set in the west.

	
My phone started vibrating again. It was another message from my mother:

	
　　" Why aren't you home yet, it's so late? "

	
I glanced at the time; it was almost 3:30 .

	
　　“ Almost done, ” I replied, “ Dad wants to fish a little longer. ”

	
Another half hour passed, and my phone vibrated even more rapidly. This time it was a call — from my mother. I answered, and as soon as I said " hello, " I heard her voice, tinged with anxiety:

	
　　" Where are you all? Why aren't you back so late? "

	
　　“ By the river , ” I said, “ Dad said …”

	
　　" Let him answer the phone. "

	
I handed the phone to my dad. He took it, and after saying " hello, " he heard my mom's voice on the other end. My dad's expression instantly became cautious.

	
　　" Huh? Oh ... okay, okay, got it, I'll be right back. " Dad hung up the phone, looked at me a little helplessly, " Your mom's urging you, saying it's too late. Let's go. "

	
We had just finished packing up our fishing rods when someone walked towards us.

	
　　" Hey? Buddy ! " the man said with a smile and a wave.

	
Dad smiled too: " Old Sun ! Long time no see! "

	
It was Uncle Sun, a former colleague of my father's . The two of them chatted for a few minutes, then my father pulled me over to introduce him: " This is my son, he just started university this year! "

	
　　Uncle Sun looked me up and down, then nodded: " Good boy, quite the handsome young man! Come, come, it's a rare sight to run into you, let's go have a couple of drinks! "

	
Dad hesitated for a moment and looked at me. In my heart I was thinking, " I need to go home right away , " but I didn't say anything .

	
　　“ Okay, then sit for a while, ” Dad said, then whispered to me, “ Tell your mom. ”

	
I followed behind, feeling helpless, but there was nothing I could do. Uncle Sun took us to a small restaurant nearby, ordered a few dishes and some wine. After a few drinks, both of them seemed quite excited. Uncle Sun patted Dad on the shoulder:

	
　　" You're something else ! Of all the guys who came to the construction site with us, you're the most capable! "

	
Dad shook his head, laughed, and said, " You 're joking. Zhou Ge owns his own company now; aren't they all doing better than me? "

	
　　" Look at you, " Uncle Sun said, " you have a good wife and such a good son. As a man, what more could you ask for? "

	
He turned to me: " By the way, why didn't your wife come today? "

	
　　“ Her, ” Dad said, picking up a piece of food, “ is that she doesn’t like fishing, and besides, she says she has to keep track of her company’s accounts. ”

	
　　Uncle Sun nodded, then looked at me and said with a smile:

	
　　" Son, learn from your dad more often , so you can marry a wife as beautiful as your mom someday! "

	
They both burst into laughter.

	
I laughed along, but my heart was churning. In the future — I'll find a wife like my mother. Who could have known that she's already my woman?

	
　　The thought flashed through my mind, and I even felt a slight reaction down there. I quickly looked down and took a sip of cola to hide my expression.

	
　　Uncle Sun and Dad continued chatting, while I sat next to them, eating my food half-heartedly and glancing at my phone occasionally.

	
　　Mom's WeChat messages kept coming in:

	
　　" Aren't you coming back yet? "

	
　　Where is it ?

	
　　" What time will you be back? "

	
As I looked at those messages, I grew increasingly uneasy. Sometimes , before I could even reply, my mother would send another message. But my father and Uncle Sun were chatting happily, and I couldn't get a word in edgewise.

	
It was completely dark. Around 7 o'clock , Dad's phone rang. He answered it, but before he could even finish a sentence, Mom's voice exploded on the other end — you could hear it even through the phone .

	
　　" Okay, okay, I'll be right back. " Dad hung up the phone, glanced a little embarrassed at Uncle Sun, and said, " I have to go, my family's been calling. "

	
　　Uncle Sun waved his hand: " Okay, let's get together another day. "

	
When we left the restaurant, Dad was walking a little unsteadily. He had drunk quite a bit. I helped him into the car.

	
　　---

	
past 8 o'clock when I got home .

	
I parked the car downstairs and helped my dad inside. My mom stood in the living room, watching us. The light shone on her face; her expression was calm, eerily calm.

	
　　" Why did you drink so much? " She came over and helped me carry my dad to the bedroom.

	
Dad lay on the bed, mumbled something, and then started snoring.

	
I straightened up and turned around—

	
　　My mother stood in the bedroom doorway, looking at me. I had never seen that look in her eyes before. It wasn't anger, nor disappointment, but it was something that terrified me even more. It was like a fire suppressed beneath a layer of ice, ready to burst into flames at any moment.

	
She didn't say anything . She just looked at me like that.

	
The living room light shone on her, casting half her face in shadow. She was wearing a beige cashmere sweater, just like always. But she seemed like a completely different person.

	
I opened my mouth, wanting to say something. But she turned and left. I was left alone, standing in the bedroom doorway, listening to my father's snoring, my heart churning.

	
( 18 ) The Return: Chapter Four

	
Dad's snoring came from the bedroom, so loud it seemed to make the door tremble slightly. The sound was rough and loud, like an old diesel engine; you could feel its presence even through the door.

	
　　My mother sat on the sofa, watching TV. The volume was very low, almost inaudible. The flickering light from the TV illuminated her face, obscuring her expression, but I could see her posture — straight, stiff, like a statue.

	
I stood at the bedroom door, hesitating for a few seconds. Then I walked over and sat down next to her.

	
　　" Mom ..." I began, trying to keep my voice down , " I'm sorry, I came home late today, haha ..."

	
She didn't look at me. Her gaze was still fixed on the television.

	
　　“ No need to apologize, ” she said, her voice flat. “ What did you do wrong? It’s perfectly normal for you to go fishing with your dad. ”

	
She paused.

	
　　" It's just leaving your mother at home. "

	
My heart skipped a beat.

	
　　“ Mom, ” I moved closer to her , “ I’m doing this to reassure Dad, to make him think the family atmosphere is normal, so he won’t have any suspicions …”

	
She turned her head sharply and looked at me. The look of disappointment in her eyes sent a chill down my spine.

	
　　“ Yes, ” she said, her voice suddenly hardening, “ You’re normal. I’m the only abnormal one in this family. ”

	
　　" mom ……"

	
　　" Do you think we can still be normal? " She stared at me, something burning in her eyes. " Tell me , can we? "

	
I was stunned.

	
Her tears suddenly welled up. Not slowly, but suddenly, they gushed out and rolled down her cheeks.

	
　　" Do you know how I spent my day? " Her voice trembled. " Just like all these years of living alone in an empty house. I was all alone at home, waiting, hoping. Waiting for you to come back, waiting for someone to hug me and comfort me. "

	
She wiped her tears with the back of her hand, but the more she wiped, the more tears she shed.

	
　　“ Whenever I think of you, ” her voice lowered and became hoarse, “ my body burns … I can’t control it. I so want you to come back soon. ”

	
She looked at me, her eyes red.

	
　　" Who would have thought you'd be having so much fun out there ? Fishing, is it really that much fun? "

	
I wanted to explain, but when I opened my mouth, my mind went blank. I felt like my mother's few words had completely choked me.

	
With no other options , I took action; there was only one way left.

	
I pounced on her and pushed her down onto the sofa , lifting her skirt and rubbing my hands between her knees and thighs.

	
　　" Mom, I was so wrong! " I said breathlessly. " I 'll give you anything you want ! "

	
She suddenly struggled and pushed me away forcefully.

	
　　" Don't touch me! " her voice shrill . " Are you crazy! How dare you do this at a time like this! "

	
She broke free from me and pushed me away. I fell to the floor, while she curled up in the corner of the sofa, her hair disheveled, her face streaked with tears, and her chest heaving violently.

	
I'm completely out of ideas.

	
She looked at me, panting. After a while, her breathing calmed down, but her voice still trembled with tears:

	
　　" Anyway, you handle this as you see fit. "

	
I stood up, unsure of what to say or do. I just wanted to find a quiet place. I turned and walked towards the bathroom. As soon as I pushed open the door, before the light was on, a sentence suddenly flashed through my mind in the darkness—

	
　　When a woman says no, it means she wants it .

	
　　This is something a teammate said in voice chat when we were playing games before. At the time, I just thought it was a joke, a bunch of straight men presumptuously interpreting women. But now, that sentence is swirling in my head like it's possessed.

	
a woman says no ... does that mean she wants it?

	
I stood in the darkness, hesitating for a few seconds.

	
Then I turned on the tap , washed my hands, dried them with a towel, and went outside.

	
　　Mom was still sitting on the sofa, in the same position. The TV screen was on, casting a glow on her face. She didn't look at me, but I knew she noticed I was back.

	
I walked over and sat down next to her. Then I reached out and pulled her into my arms.

	
　　" Didn't I tell you it's not okay? " Her voice was muffled. She tried to push me away with one hand, while her other hand kept pounding my shoulder.

	
　　" Mom, " I whispered in her ear, " I'm not doing it today. "

	
Her body moved slightly.

	
　　“ I’ll use this hand, ” I gestured , making sure she could see it, “ to give you an orgasm. ”

	
She was stunned.

	
I steeled myself, deciding to go all in regardless. I lowered my head and kissed her. The kiss was light and slow, like an apology, yet also like a promise. She didn't respond, but she didn't pull away either, and I felt that the force with which she hit me had noticeably lessened.

	
I reached down and slowly pulled off her underwear .

	
She gave a soft " hmm , " her body tensing slightly. But this time, she didn't push me away.

	
My fingers gently caressed her already soaked petals; perhaps they had been wet from the beginning. Her soft labia were hot and full, glistening with glistening, sticky nectar, trembling slightly at the touch. I slowly parted them with my fingertips, finding the swollen little bead — her clitoris—and began to gently rub it in circles with the tip of my middle finger. Each circle brought forth strands of transparent fluid, and her body immediately shuddered as if electrocuted. Her legs instinctively tried to close, but I gently pushed them apart with my knees.

	
　　" Ah ... slower ..." she whispered, her voice trembling with tears, yet also sounding like she was pleading. I gently stroked her with my fingers, holding her close with my other arm to prevent her from escaping. Her body began to soften, and her breathing became light and rapid.

	
I didn't stop, continuing to press her clitoris with my thumb while slowly probing her hot, wet passage with my other middle finger. It was as hot as lava inside, layers of tender flesh tightly gripping my finger, greedily sucking and contracting. Love fluid overflowed from my knuckles, quickly wetting half my palm.

	
I lowered my head , my lips brushing against her earlobe, then her neck, then her collarbone. Her moans grew louder, but she tried desperately to suppress them — her father was right next door.

	
　　" You naughty child ..." she gasped, her voice hoarse , " Your father is sleeping in the room ... and you still dare to mess with your mother ..."

	
　　“ Yes, I’m a bad child, ” I said, my fingers moving faster. “ Mommy is a bad mommy too. ”

	
She seemed to lose herself for a moment, then smiled. The smile was both bitter and sweet.

	
　　“ Bad mom …” she repeated softly, as if speaking to herself, “ I don’t even know who I am anymore. ”

	
I began to thrust rhythmically, first slowly in and out to let her get used to it, then I bent my fingers and precisely hooked them onto that slightly raised, sensitive soft flesh — that was her G- spot. With each press and scrape, her body would tense up sharply, her inner walls contracting like waves, squeezing my fingers so tightly they could barely move.

	
　　" Who is it? " I whispered in her ear . " It doesn't matter. "

	
She didn't say anything. She just hugged me a little tighter.

	
I sped up, my fingers swirling and probing inside her vagina while my thumb continued to rapidly flick her clitoris. Her legs involuntarily spread wider, her hips lifting slightly to meet my movements, and her gushing love juices nearly soaked the sofa.

	
Soon, she arrived. Her whole body suddenly tensed like a bow, her mouth wide open, but no sound came out — the scream was suppressed in her throat. Her inner walls spasmed and contracted wildly, wave after wave tightly gripping my fingers, as if trying to crush me. Honey gushed out, spraying onto my palm.

	
I remained inside her, feeling her spasms slowly subside.

	
Her body trembled violently for more than ten seconds before going limp like a deflated balloon, collapsing into my arms and panting heavily.

	
Dad's snoring was still going on, as always.

	
　　---

	
After we finished, I held her in my arms, and neither of us said a word.

	
　　The television program continued, but no one cared what it was about. Mom's breathing gradually calmed down. Dad's snoring was still going on.

	
　　" I'm sorry, " I said softly.

	
She didn't answer.

	
　　" About today, " I continued, " it was my fault . I shouldn't have come home so late, I shouldn't have ..."

	
She reached out and covered my mouth.

	
　　" Don't say anything more, " she said softly . " From now on, just remember, when you're supposed to be with me, don't think about anything else. "

	
I nodded .

	
She lowered her hand and leaned back into my arms.

	
There was a moment of silence.

	
　　“ But, ” I began, “ sometimes I ’m forced to go out, like today … so I came up with a way to ‘ comfort ’ Mom even when I’m not around . ”

	
She rolled her eyes at me.

	
　　" What method? "

	
I picked up my phone and turned it on vibrate . Then I suddenly brought the phone close to her legs, pressing it against that still-wet spot.

	
　　" Ah— ! " she exclaimed, jumping up and quickly covering her mouth.

	
　　The intense vibrations made her whole body tremble.

	
　　" What are you doing! " she whispered, glaring at me.

	
I asked with a smile, " Are you comfortable? "

	
Her face was flushed, and she glared at me, but there was no real anger in her eyes.

	
　　" You almost scared me to death ..." She seemed a little annoyed , paused, and then added, " But ... it does feel a bit better. "

	
I opened my phone, went to JD.com, and turned the screen towards her.

	
　　“ When I’m not around , ” I said, “ you can rely on them . ”

	
as she looked at the vibrating eggs and dildos on the screen .

	
　　" Where ... where did you learn all this? " she whispered . " What if your dad finds out? "

	
I smiled and hugged her a little tighter.

	
　　" Mom, you dare say you've never played with these before? " I asked with a mischievous grin. " The new ones have really advanced features, and they're so cute, some even come with a remote control. Give them a try. "

	
She looked at me and bit her lip. That gesture — I knew it. It was her habit when making decisions.

	
　　“… Shall we give it a try? ” she whispered.

	
I kissed her and then started placing the order. While I was filling in the address, she leaned over to look.

	
　　" Write down your home address? " she asked.

	
　　" Okay, don't worry, it's private delivery, we'll put it in the parcel locker. "

	
She nodded , then suddenly smiled.

	
　　“ If your dad finds out, ” she said slowly, “ I ’ll just say you bought it. ”

	
　　“ That’s what I’ll say, ” I laughed, “ that my dad will find out his son is gay. ”

	
She gently tapped me. Then she snuggled back into my arms and laughed. The laughter was soft, mingling with my father's snoring.

	
The moonlight outside the window is very bright.

	
( 19 ) The Return: Chapter Five

	
I opened my eyes, it was already broad daylight.

	
hear the clatter of spatulas and the sizzling of eggs coming from the living room . But it wasn't the familiar, quiet sound of my mother; it was something else entirely — the clattering of pots and pans was louder, the footsteps heavier, and there was even humming mixed in. I paused, stunned — this felt so unfamiliar.

	
I rubbed my eyes and walked into the kitchen, completely stunned.

	
Dad, wearing Mom's pink apron with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows, was frying eggs. The apron looked short and tight on him, making him look a little comical, yet strangely earnest. He heard footsteps, turned around, and grinned at me.

	
　　" Awake? You came home late last night and upset your mom. I'll cook dinner today to make it up to her. "

	
　　In my memory, it was only when I was very young, before my father found a stable job, that he made breakfast at home. I was not even five years old then, and I would sit on a small stool watching him clumsily crack eggs into the pan, the fumes making him cough. Because my mother had to work, my father took on all the housework. After that, he would be away for months or half a year at a time, and the kitchen became entirely my mother's domain.

	
He scooped the fried eggs into a plate, then turned and called out to the living room:

	
　　" Honey, dinner 's ready! "

	
A thought struck me , and I took two steps forward, wanting to say something to my mother: " Mom, what happened to Dad today ...?"

	
　　Before I could finish speaking, my mother had already come out of the bedroom. Without even glancing at me, she walked straight past me to the kitchen, her voice as gentle as if she were coaxing a child:

	
　　" Honey, be careful not to get your clothes dirty . "

	
She stood next to her father , helping him to tighten the straps of his apron, completely leaving me standing there.

	
I stood in the kitchen doorway, feeling like an unwanted decoration. Watching this scene, a strange feeling suddenly welled up inside me. Yesterday she was looking at me like that, questioning me like that. Today she can talk to Dad so naturally, as if nothing had happened.

	
After chatting with Dad for a while , Mom turned and walked towards the bathroom. As she passed by me, she suddenly reached out and pinched my inner thigh hard.

	
The blow was heavy and subtle; my nail almost dug into my flesh, and the pain nearly made me scream .

	
I looked up abruptly , but she had already walked past. But in that instant as she turned around, she glanced back at me.

	
That glance was brief, but its meaning was crystal clear—

	
　　Do n't assume I've forgiven you .

	
I gave a bitter smile to myself.

	
Women ... are so hard to deal with.

	
　　——

	
　　At the dinner table, Mom proactively placed a side dish on Dad's plate, her voice much gentler than usual:

	
　　" Eat more of this; it can lower your blood sugar. "

	
I sat across from him, and felt a slight pang in my heart.

	
　　Mom was unusually talkative today. She asked Dad about things at the construction site, whether he got a tan yesterday while fishing, and even jokingly recounted a failed attempt at making braised pork for her when they were younger. Dad chuckled and chimed in, the two of them chatting away like an ordinary, loving couple.

	
But her attitude towards me was as cold as ice.

	
I picked up some food , she said casually, " Eat more vegetables, don't just focus on the meat. "

	
Her voice wasn't loud, but it carried a distinct sense of distance. I tried to explain, but she had already turned back to chat with her father, and the two were talking about the previous project.

	
　　" The foundation was almost washed away by the mudslide . I was there at the time, woken up at three in the morning. It was raining like crazy ..." Dad exclaimed. " They were really lucky to be alive. "

	
As I listened, a sudden pang of sadness struck me, and I blurted out:

	
　　" Dad, haven't you thought about coming back and finding a job? You wouldn't have to work so hard. "

	
　　As soon as the words left my mouth, I regretted them.

	
Dad paused for a moment, then smiled:

	
　　" Yes, but if I come back, my income won't be as high, and we can't be without money at home. Honey, what do you think? Do you think it's a good idea for me to come back and find a job? "

	
He turned to his mother, his eyes filled with expectation.

	
　　Mom paused in her act of picking up food, her voice neither loud nor soft, yet carrying an indescribable ambiguity:

	
　　" I'd better not interfere when it comes to men's careers outside . Do what you like and what you think is best for our family. "

	
she finished speaking, she lowered her head and continued eating.

	
I was about to say something, a muffled thud suddenly came from under the table—

	
　　My mother kicked my shin hard with the tip of her shoe.

	
I forced myself to shut up, enduring the pain , and shoveled rice into my mouth. Dad was still grinning foolishly: " Yes, that's right, my wife is right. "

	
I didn't dare say another word.

	
　　——

	
After breakfast , I picked up my backpack and went to school.

	
I know I've upset my mom again . What's wrong with me? Why have I been making her unhappy these past few days?

	
I was feeling restless at school and only half-listened to a few classes, but my mind was already wandering, drifting to my mother and wondering what she was doing.

	
　　To be honest, it's not like I've never interacted with girls, especially in a hormone-fueled university environment. Some women have even expressed interest in me — I can tell. But I have absolutely no interest in them. From a young age, wherever I went—kindergarten, elementary school, middle school … even the occasional summer camp—people, related or unrelated, would always say to me, " Wow, your mom is so beautiful . " Although she's never been flamboyant, even the most understated outfit looks radiant on her. I guess from then on, the only person I liked was my mom … But now, for the first time, I feel like I don't know how to interact with her. What's wrong with me?

	
I got home , my mother had also come home from work.

	
As soon as I entered, I heard her and her father chatting and laughing in the living room, seemingly in a very good mood. Her father was telling stories about his trip to another city, and her mother would chuckle softly from time to time and even pour him a glass of water.

	
But the way she occasionally looked at me and the tone of her voice when she spoke to me made me feel that something was definitely going to happen soon.

	
　　" Did you listen attentively in class today ? " she asked me, her voice flat, yet carrying a hint of sharpness.

	
　　" It's alright ..." I replied softly.

	
She hummed in agreement , then turned back to continue chatting with her father, as if nothing had happened.

	
My heart was pounding, but I could only go back to my room and pretend to read.

	
　　——

	
It's late at night.

	
My father's snoring started right on time again , clearly coming from next door. I lay in bed, my mind a jumble of thoughts.

	
　　The door was gently pushed open. Mom slipped in and closed the door behind her. She walked to the bedside, but didn't sit down; she just looked down at me. Her expression was calm, but just like last night, there was something burning in her eyes.

	
　　“ Let’s talk, ” she said directly , her voice so calm it sent chills down my spine.

	
　　" What is it, Mom? " I replied vaguely .

	
　　What did you mean by what you said this morning ?

	
I know they've come to interrogate me, but I still don't have the courage to face them.

	
　　" Which sentence ? " I asked, knowing the answer already .

	
　　" Play dumb! " Her voice was low, but every word was like a nail. " Why did you bring him back? Do you want us all ... to lose our humanity? "

	
Her voice began to tremble.

	
　　" Or ... have you already grown tired of it? "

	
　　These words struck me like a thunderbolt. My dream of a happy life had just begun; how could I possibly be bored? I sat bolt upright, trying to grab my mother's hand, but she stepped back and dodged. I quickly explained:

	
　　" Mom, I really misspoke! I swear I absolutely didn't mean it that way! I just ... I just heard Dad talking about how dangerous the construction project was, and I just blurted it out ..."

	
She stared at me, her eyes suddenly reddening, tears welling up but not falling.

	
　　“ Do you know, ” her voice began to tremble, “ that I’ve been thinking all day about whether you regret it? Do you think … with your father around, we … we …”

	
I know what Mom meant was, " We can end this now . "

	
She became more and more emotional as she spoke, and her eyes gradually welled up with tears:

	
　　" If you let him come back, what will happen then? You're still in university, and I'm still working. If he comes home every day, we won't even have a chance to be alone together! Now you want to hide, what do you take me for? "

	
My heart ached terribly, and I pulled her into my arms.

	
　　" Mom, I was wrong, I was really wrong ... I just acted impulsively ..."

	
She struggled in my arms for a few moments, but eventually softened, resting her forehead on my shoulder, suppressing her sobs.

	
I gently patted her back, one pat at a time, just like she used to comfort me when I was little. After a long while, she finally looked up, tears still clinging to her eyelashes, but she had calmed down considerably.

	
She reached out and pressed down on my shoulder, her fingertips applying slight pressure:

	
　　" Remember, neither you nor I ... can turn back . "

	
She paused, her voice so soft it was almost inaudible:

	
　　" I know you feel sorry for your dad. But you 're a man now, and you need to learn to take responsibility. "

	
　　“ Responsibility? ” I repeated.

	
　　“ Take responsibility for our affairs, ” she said. “ Take responsibility for me. ”

	
　　After saying that, she didn't let go immediately, but slowly hugged me tighter. Her face was pressed against my chest, her breath warm and slightly nasal.

	
I lowered my head and gently kissed her forehead. She didn't flinch; instead, she buried her face in my chest, like a cat that had finally found a warm nest.

	
I gently stroked her hair, running my fingers through the strands and combing it gently.

	
Her eyes were closed, the corners of her mouth slightly curved, and her voice was soft:

	
　　" Please ... don't make me this sad again, okay? "

	
I nodded repeatedly and hugged her even tighter. We held each other like that, neither of us speaking. The moonlight slowly moved, shining on her disheveled hair.

	
My hands started to wander , sliding up the hem of her nightgown. Suddenly, she grabbed my wrist, her voice nasal yet soft and firm:

	
　　" Get a good night's sleep . "

	
She kissed me on the cheek, then got up and walked to the door. Before opening it, she glanced back at me.

	
That look in his eyes was profound , like a bottomless tunnel, brimming with complex emotions. The moment our eyes met, I was even a little flustered.

	
　　The door closed gently.

	
I lay in bed, tossing and turning; it seemed I was destined to have insomnia tonight.

	
I really want Dad to come back? Maybe ... I have thought about it .

	
But at this moment I'm certain — compared to that, I care more about whether my mother is happy. My mother is the person I care about most.

	
If Dad's presence makes Mom unhappy ... then he shouldn't come back.

	
　　——

	
Three days later, on my way home from school, instead of going straight upstairs, I turned a corner and walked to the parcel locker. I took out my phone, entered the pickup code —and with a " click , " a small compartment popped open. Inside lay an inconspicuous cardboard box, about the size of a palm, wrapped in gray kraft paper, without any markings. Like thousands of other ordinary parcels, it wouldn't have been given a second glance.

	
But when I picked it up , my palms suddenly started to sweat.

	
My heart skipped a beat. I instinctively looked around — a few elderly people were chatting under the shade of a tree, a young mother was pushing a stroller past, and no one was paying attention to me. I stuffed the cardboard box into my backpack, zipped it up, and for a moment, my fingertips touched the box; it was cool, yet somehow warm.

	
I walked upstairs , each step felt like an eternity. My backpack, though light, felt heavy. Images flashed through my mind — my mother's expression when she saw it. Would she blush? Would she call me a " bad boy " ? Or would she ... smile?

	
I opened the door , everything in the living room seemed normal.

	
　　Mom wasn't home yet; only Dad was wiping down his collection of wine bottles he hadn't drunk in ages. He turned to look at me, seemingly surprised: " You're back? "

	
　　" Mmm, " I replied, trying to keep my voice normal.

	
　　" Why are you home earlier than your mom today ? Did you not pay attention in class? "

	
The way my dad looked at me suddenly made me feel a little uncomfortable.

	
　　" No, it was an elective class today, so it ended early, " I said.

	
　　The lie was told so naturally that I almost believed it myself.

	
I went into my room and closed the door. Leaning against the door, I took a deep breath. Then I opened my backpack and took out the cardboard box. My hands were shaking a little as I unpacked it. I was definitely a little nervous, afraid that my dad would push the door open and walk in, but more than that, I felt — excitement ? Anticipation? I couldn't quite put my finger on it.

	
　　Inside the cardboard box was a black velvet bag. I opened the bag, and my fingertips touched the small, cool, smooth object with a slightly metallic feel. I took it out and placed it in my palm.

	
than I had imagined , like a warm pebble. I gently pressed the switch—

	
　　" Buzz— "

	
vibrated gently in my palm , the sound so soft it was almost inaudible. But the vibration traveled from my palm to my arm, to my chest, and to my brain.

	
I suddenly laughed. How could I use something so small? I connected it to its remote control app on my phone , then put the vibrator back in its case and hid it in the drawer .

	
Maybe tonight, I'll let Mom wear it and sleep next to me. 

	 

	
　　20 Returns: Chapter Six

	
closed the bedroom door and went to the living room. Dad was still on the sofa, staring at his phone screen, occasionally chuckling out.

	
—He 's probably watching some funny video. It's still early; Mom should be getting off work soon. I'm sitting across from him.

	
I pretended to be playing on my phone, occasionally chatting with him for a few minutes, but inside my heart was pounding like a drum, waiting for Mom.

	
Mom is back.

	
In the evening, the door finally opened. When Mom came home from work, Dad was on the balcony talking on the phone, his voice was very...

	
They were talking about things at the construction site.

	
I stood in the entryway, watching my mother change her shoes. As she bent over, the hem of her skirt rode up slightly, revealing a glimpse of her underwear.

	
Her calves. I went over to help her with her bag, leaned close to her ear, and whispered:

	
"The toy has arrived."

	
She paused for a moment. Then she straightened up and looked at me. Her expression changed slightly, as if she had been suddenly burned by something.

	
I paused for a moment.

	
"What ... what toy?" she asked softly, her voice a little unsteady.

	
I smiled but didn't answer. Because her expression already told me — she knew what I meant.

	
Dad was still on the balcony making a phone call. Mom glared at me, then glanced into the living room to make sure Dad wasn't there.

	
Then she whispered, "Don't say it here. Wait a minute." Then she picked up her bag and went into the bedroom, closing the door behind her.

	
My heart was already starting to warm. That thing was in my drawer, waiting for her.

	
　　——

	
Dinner was eaten quickly. Mom made a simple three-dish meal with soup, which Dad enjoyed immensely, praising his wife as he ate.

	
" Your skills are getting better and better." Mom replied with a smile, and as I listened, I felt a little uneasy — he didn't...

	
I know how much has happened in the kitchen these past few months.

	
After finishing his meal, Dad stretched, picked up the book on team management from the coffee table, and hummed a tune.

	
towards the restroom.

	
"I need to use the restroom," he said.

	
　　The bathroom door closed. A moment later, the hum of the air circulation system filled the room — he had turned on the exhaust fan.

	
Yes. I know what this means. Dad has a habit of smoking and reading while using the toilet, and it always takes him a long time.

	
On several occasions, I had to bang on the door frantically because I urgently needed to use the restroom before he would finally come out, often lingering for twenty or thirty minutes.

	
See. I usually think this is a very bad habit of my father's, but now it's a godsend.

	
I glanced at my mother. She was clearing the dishes, but suddenly hesitated. I quickly walked over.

	
He stood next to her .

	
" Mom ... " I lowered my voice, with a hint of pleading, "Now, let's give it a try."

	
She glanced towards the bathroom and shook her head: "It's too dangerous. He could come out at any moment."

	
" Don't worry," I said. "My dad took the books in; he'll be there for at least half an hour. That'll be plenty of time."

	
I took her hand, she struggled symbolically for a moment, then turned to my side and placed her hand on my back.

	
" Then let's go to your room, hurry up."

	
My heart suddenly raced; this moment was finally here.

	
　　---

	
　　The door closed and locked . Mom sat on the edge of the bed, looking a little awkward. I opened the drawer and took out the black velvet...

	
From the cloth bag, she took out the small, round vibrating egg, which gleamed softly under the light.

	
" So small ... " she said softly, looking at the vibrating egg.

	
"It's more convenient for a small child." I looked at her. "Shall I put it in for you?"

	
She hesitated for a moment, biting her lip—a gesture I knew all too well. After a while, she nodded slightly.

	
He nodded .

	
I had my mother sit down on the edge of the bed, and then I knelt down in front of her. She was wearing a skirt, her legs together, which looked a little tight.

	
Zhang. I reached out and gently lifted her skirt, pushing it up to her waist. With that movement, her fair thighs were revealed.

	
When I came out, there was also that pair of pure cotton loungewear.

	
She didn't move, but her breathing became a little rapid.

	
I hooked my fingers around the edge of her panties and slowly pulled them down. She cooperated by spreading her legs, allowing the panties to slip down smoothly.

	
Now her lower body is completely exposed in front of me — black, curly pubic hair, and a slightly closed vulva that has already opened .

	
was beginning to feel damp .

	
I picked up the vibrator, held it in my hand to warm it slightly, and then gently pried it open with my other hand.

	
Her labia, those two soft fleshy petals, immediately parted, revealing the deeper pink flesh inside. She was already a little...

	
It's wet, and the areas my fingertips touch are slippery.

	
"Relax," I whispered.

	
She nodded , biting her lip.

	
I pressed the vibrator against the small entrance and slowly pushed it in. Her body trembled slightly , and she made a sound...

	
A soft "hmm." I continued pushing, feeling the tight flesh walls gradually engulf the vibrator. There.

	
It was tight, but wet enough that the vibrator slid in smoothly until it was completely inside, leaving only a thin section remaining.

	
The pull ring is on the outside.

	
"Okay," I said.

	
She glanced down , her face turning even redder. That spot now held a tiny creature, waiting to be summoned from the outside.

	
It was almost invisible, but she could feel it from within her body.

	
"How are you feeling ?" I asked.

	
She tried to move and softly hummed in agreement.

	
"It's weird ... " she said, her voice barely audible, "but ... it's okay."

	
I stood up and looked at her. She was sitting on the edge of the bed , her skirt pulled down, everything seemed normal, but I...

	
I knew she had a vibrating egg inside her .

	
"Then ... shall I give it a try?" I couldn't wait.

	
She nodded . I picked up the remote and pressed a button.

	
" Buzz— "

	
　　A slight vibration was heard. She tensed her legs instantly, her mouth opened, but she quickly covered it, suppressing the sound.

	
"Ah ... um ... "

	
The sound was muffled and soft, like she was enduring something, yet also enjoying it. I looked at her face — her eyes were half-closed.

	
Her cheeks flushed with pleasure, and her breathing became rapid. Her hands gripped the sheets, her knuckles turning white.

	
I turned it up another notch.

	
Her body trembled even more violently, and she covered her mouth with her other hand to stifle a moan; her eyes were somewhat...

	
blurred.

	
"It works really well," I said, my voice a little dry. "Mom, what do you think?"

	
She nodded , remaining silent, continuing to suppress her moans. Her legs tightened slightly, and her body began...

	
slightly . The vibrating egg was steady, but for her, it was strong enough. A faint sound came from the air...

	
hormones was very faint, but enough to make my lower body engorged with blood.

	
" It has other functions as well," I said, leaning closer and reaching for the remote control.

	
She suddenly opened her eyes, snatched the remote control, and pressed the off button: "Don't ... don't try it. Your dad will be out in a bit."

	
They've arrived.

	
I smiled and didn't argue. I simply took out my phone, opened the app , and connected. Her eyes widened:

	
you …… "

	
I pressed another button — a pulse mode— the vibration suddenly intensified, then paused, then intensified again.

	
"Ah— ! " She almost cried out, then quickly covered her mouth, nearly jumping off the bed. She looked...

	
She looked at me with a mixture of shame, anger, and a little panic.

	
"You ... you ... " she gasped, unable to speak.

	
"New feature," I said with a mischievous grin, "It can also be controlled by the phone. Hehe, even if Dad's home, I can still ..."

	
…

	
I could finish speaking, Mom suddenly reached out, grabbed the still-vibrating vibrator, and pulled it from under her skirt.

	
It came out. The tiny thing trembled in her palm, wet and covered in her love juice. I hadn't even reacted yet.

	
What's going on? She suddenly pressed it against my crotch.

	
" Buzz— "

	
In that instant , a powerful tremor shot through my most sensitive spot, like an electric current coursing through my entire body.

	
With a loud "Ouch!", I recoiled , clutching my crotch, nearly falling to the ground. She looked at my disheveled state...

	
The boy paused for a moment, then burst out laughing.

	
" Serves you right!" she muttered in a low voice, but her eyes were full of laughter.

	
I laughed too, clutching my crotch, squatting on the ground, watching her. Her shoulders shook with laughter, and she quickly...

	
We covered our mouths, afraid the sound would escape. In that instant, we didn't seem like mother and child, but rather like two children who had just pulled off a prank.

	
.

	
Just then — the sound of running water coming from the bathroom. Then the sound of the door opening. We both froze.

	
.

	
She quickly stood up and straightened her skirt. I also got up, stuffed the vibrator into the drawer, and zipped it up. She lowered her head...

	
She checked her clothes, and I helped her straighten the back of her skirt.

	
"Get out," she said in a whisper . "I'll stay here for a while."

	
I nodded , walked to the door, took a deep breath, and opened it.

	
Dad just came out of the bathroom, saw me, and casually asked, "What are you doing in your room?"

	
" Mom is packing her things inside," I said, trying to keep my voice normal. "I'll see if I can help."

	
"

	
He nodded and walked towards the living room. I glanced back at the room — Mom was already standing by the bed, her expression calm.

	
Jing rested her hand on the bookshelf, seemingly fiddling with something.

	
　　After a while, Mom came out too. She walked to my side, looked down at me, and spoke in her usual tone.

	
But with a hint of deliberate severity:

	
"How many times have I told you ? How old are you? Why are you still secretly playing games? When did you buy these game discs?"

	
of?"

	
She held out both hands to me , and surprisingly, she was holding the several Photoshop discs I had just bought — she actually...

	
I found it!

	
I was speechless for a moment , and could only lower my head and listen obediently.

	
Dad glanced at it, and his tone hardened: "Your mother is right, you've had this problem since you were little and it's hard to change."

	
Yes.

	
I nodded , and my mother didn't say anything more before turning and going into the kitchen.

	
I sat there with my head down , but I couldn't help but smile slightly.

	
　　---

	
It's late at night.

	
Dad was making the bed in the bedroom , making some rustling noises. Mom was sitting on the sofa watching TV.

	
The volume was turned down low, and she was watching one of her favorite TV series.

	
I walked over and sat down next to her. Very close.

	
" Mom," I said in a low voice, almost in a whisper.

	
She turned her head to look at me. Her eyes shone brightly in the light from the television.

	
"Tonight ... " I said, "can I wear it to sleep? I can control it from the room."

	
She frowned, then continued watching TV.

	
" Don't even think about it ." Her tone was soft but firm. "It's so quiet at night, don't let your dad find out."

	
"

	
"You could say you 'played by yourself,'" I said with a slightly mischievous grin.

	
She glared at me, her eyes filled with reproach and a hint of helplessness.

	
"You're really overthinking things," she said, her voice even lower. "Do you think your dad is like you, enjoying looking at himself?"

	
"Women who play with this kind of thing?"

	
　　After saying that, she yawned and said, "I'm sleepy," as if nothing had happened.

	
But I was stunned.

	
His own woman.

	
She used that word. She probably didn't even realize it herself. But what she meant was — I am her man.

	
People? So, in Mom's heart, we've already had this kind of relationship ...

	
A warm feeling welled up inside me, a warm sensation that flowed from my chest throughout my body. I leaned back on the sofa and said nothing more.

	
He just watched her profile illuminated by the television light, and the occasional curve of her lips.

	
Dad was still making the bed in the bedroom, completely unaware of anything.

	
　　---

	
Over the next few days, I approached my mother several times, wanting to try the toy again. But she refused each time.

	
"It's too dangerous ," she said. "He's at home; he could come in at any moment."

	
I had no choice but to endure it.

	
That night, I lay in bed, listening to the sounds from next door. It was very quiet; my father's snoring hadn't started yet.

	
But I could hear the sound of her turning over. I picked up my phone and sent a message to my mother:

	
you asleep ? I miss you.

	
After a few seconds, my phone vibrated.

	
Her reply: "I miss you too ... Your dad just fell asleep."

	
A smile curved my lips. I posted another message: "I'm so bored lately. When can my dad go out?"

	
She replied quickly: "Your dad doesn't seem to have any social engagements lately."

	
I thought about it and typed:

	
"If he doesn't go out , we can."

	
She sent a shocked emoji, followed by a message: "You're not thinking of getting a hotel room, are you?"

	
I laughed , replying "No" while thinking to myself: Come on, Mom's no stranger to booking hotel rooms.

	
Have a good life.

	
Then I typed: "I've come up with an idea that's even more exciting than booking a hotel room. Stay tuned."

	
She replied with an eye-rolling emoji, followed by: "Little pervert."

	
　　Then another message followed: "Go to sleep early. Delete the chat history."

	
I replied with an " Mm," then deleted the message. Putting down my phone, I was filled with excitement, already starting to plan...

	
afterward . Yes, an idea even more exciting than booking a hotel room—

	
In public , she was wearing a remote-controlled toy, and I was controlling it ...

	
　　---

	
On a weekend morning, our family sat at the table eating breakfast. Mom, while drinking her porridge, suddenly spoke:

	
"Honey, our family hasn't gone out together since you got back . How about we go to the mall today?"

	
"There's not much food left at home."

	
Dad scratched his head.

	
" Can't we go somewhere else ? The mall ... " he said, somewhat reluctantly.

	
　　Mom put down her bowl and said casually, "But we really need to restock. Besides, there's a dress over there..."

	
,I …… "

	
She didn't finish her sentence, but the meaning was already clear — she wanted to buy a dress.

	
Dad waved his hand: "I hate shopping malls the most. They're so crowded and annoying. How about ... I ..."

	
"Shall I pick you up?"

	
　　After thinking for a moment, Mom said, "Never mind, you stay home and rest. My son and I will drive there ourselves."

	
Dad nodded repeatedly, then looked at me and instructed, "Help your mom carry things more often."

	
I verbally agreed with "I know," but secretly I was overjoyed: I couldn't be happier.

	
　　Mom nodded and continued eating her breakfast.

	
I picked up my bowl of porridge, stealing a glance at my mother, and couldn't help but think: Mom's acting skills are truly amazing.

	
Impeccable. Her acting was so good, it was practically a genuine outpouring of emotion. If Dad had said, "Okay, together..."

	
If I say "go," will she immediately find another reason to insist on going out with me alone?

	
The answer is yes.

	
My mom is so good at this.

	
After breakfast, I went back to my room to change. When I came out, my mother was already waiting for me at the door.

	
She was wearing her usual work suit — navy blue, well-tailored, and a moderately long bodycon style.

	
The skirt accentuated the curves of her waist and hips , while black stockings encased her shapely calves. Her hair was loose, and she wore light makeup.

	
She exudes the charm of a mature woman, and is incredibly beautiful.

	
I stared at her, unable to look away.

	
She noticed my gaze and smiled, "What are you looking at?"

	
"It's nothing," I said, but I couldn't take my eyes off her.

	
She snorted, a gentle smile on her face.

	
we left , I walked behind her, watching her swaying hips and long legs encased in black stockings. My mind...

	
She was already dreaming about today's shopping trip. The idea … the vibrator was in her bag, waiting for her to put it on. Then, in…

	
In the bustling shopping mall , I pressed the switch, watching her suppress her emotions. How thrilling that must have been. We locked eyes.

	
He glanced at her, but said nothing .

	
But I know she knows too—

	
Today is going to be very interesting.

	
　　21 Returns: Chapter Seven

	
　　As soon as the car drove out of the residential area, my heart started to itch.

	
　　Mom sat in the driver's seat, hands on the steering wheel, eyes fixed on the road ahead. Her outfit accentuated her figure.

	
Perfectly tailored — the waist was cinched tightly, the neckline slightly open, revealing a sliver of collarbone. The hem of the skirt just past the knee.

	
Just imagining those beautiful legs in black stockings makes me feel like a fire is burning in my lower abdomen.

	
I sat in the passenger seat , stealing glances at her every now and then. She certainly noticed, and the corners of her mouth curved slightly into a smile, but...

	
He didn't say anything.

	
After driving for a while, I finally couldn't help but speak up:

	
" Mom, how do you know Dad won't go to the mall?"

	
She chuckled.

	
"How many men like shopping malls?" she said, a hint of pride in her voice. "Especially your dad, he's young..."

	
It was like this even when he was younger. Asking him to go shopping with me was worse than killing him. Now, let alone asking him to accompany me...

	
She's an old woman.

	
"Old woman?" I laughed. " Mom, do you even believe what you're saying?"

	
She rolled her eyes at me, but it was a very light roll, with a hint of a smile.

	
I didn't say anything more, I just looked at her profile, at her hands on the steering wheel, at the dryness on those hands.

	
Neat nails — I specially painted them light pink today. That fire burned brighter and brighter.

	
It's been a long time since we've had sex. Ever since that night I brought my mother to orgasm with my hand, we haven't...

	
There has been physical intimacy. These past few days, Dad's been home all day, and we haven't even had a chance to be alone for a short while.

	
Hard to find. But now she's right next to me, just the two of us in the car, heading to a place far from home.

	
I'm about to explode .

	
" Mom," I called to her.

	
" Um?"

	
I didn't answer, but simply reached out and placed my hand on her thigh.

	
She didn't flinch, she just leaned forward slightly. My hand, through the black stockings, could feel the thin layer of fabric.

	
The warmth of the skin below. I gently stroked it, slowly sliding upwards from the knee.

	
"I've been thinking about you every day lately ... " I said.

	
" Stop fooling around , I'm driving." Her voice was a little shaky, but she didn't push me away.

	
My hand continued upwards, sliding to the hem of her skirt. The skirt she was wearing today wasn't short, but when she sat down...

	
The hemline would rise slightly, revealing more of my thighs. My fingers slipped under the hem, touching the smooth silk.

	
Socks, and the warm skin beneath the stockings.

	
"You ... " Her breathing became erratic, " Not here ... "

	
I didn't care. While waiting at the red light, I straightened up and leaned in, wanting to kiss her.

	
She held the steering wheel with one hand and covered my mouth with the other.

	
" No, you've ruined my makeup!"

	
But I didn't stop. I looked at my mother, her bright eyes, her slightly parted lips—every part of her was incredibly beautiful.

	
Temptation. Just as I was about to launch my next "offensive," she did something unexpected — she slightly turned to the side.

	
It opened its mouth and stuck out its tongue. I was taken aback for a moment, but quickly understood, so I stuck out my tongue too.

	
.

	
Our tongues intertwined, coiling like two snakes, licking, exchanging saliva. The feeling was...

	
It's strange — there's no lip contact, only an entanglement of tongues . But it's precisely because it's strange that it's so stimulating. I can...

	
I could feel the tip of her tongue brush against mine, and I could feel her saliva flowing down her tongue into my mouth. She

	
With her eyes closed, cheeks slightly flushed, eyelashes trembling gently, and hands still gripping the steering wheel, she was completely...

	
Immersed in that strange intimacy.

	
We kissed like that for a long time.

	
when the red light had finished its countdown and cars behind her were honking their horns frantically.

	
I continued driving. Leaning back in my seat, catching my breath, I noticed a little saliva still on her lips.

	
She curled her tongue and licked away the trace of saliva.

	
" Is that enough?" she said softly, her tone a little reproachful but also smiling.

	
I chuckled and didn't say anything.

	
After driving for a while, I took out the black velvet bag containing the vibrator from my backpack and waved it in front of her.

	
Her expression didn't change, but the corner of her mouth twitched slightly. The feeling was clear — I knew what you were up to all along.

	
"I'm warning you," she said, still looking ahead, "don't do anything reckless while you're driving."

	
.

	
"I swear," I clasped my hands together in front of my chest, "I will never do anything reckless."

	
She snorted, pulled the car over to the side of a quiet side road, and engaged the handbrake. Then she turned to the side...

	
Facing me.

	
"Give it to me."

	
I handed her the velvet bag. She took out the vibrator and examined it in her hand. Then she put one hand on the steering wheel...

	
With her other hand, she lifted her skirt and slipped the small thing inside. The movement was so natural, almost as if she had done it before.

	
The same level of proficiency repeated several times .

	
I watched her lower her skirt and straighten her clothes, and a strange feeling welled up inside me. Has Mom changed?

	
It seems so. In my eyes before, she was probably a shy, evasive woman. If it weren't for...

	
Having witnessed her most radiant state during sex, I absolutely could not have imagined that my mother had this side to her. Of course

	
I love my mother right now, without a doubt.

	
"Okay," she said, turning her head to look at me, noticing I was deep in thought. "What strange things are you thinking about?"

	
" Oh, by the way, where's your remote control?"

	
I took out my phone and opened the app . A small, bouncing dot appeared on the screen — it was connected.

	
"Shall I open it?" I asked.

	
She glared at me: "You dare. I told you not to mess around while driving."

	
I smiled and turned off my phone. But the thought of the next few hours already made my heart race …

	 

	…

	
　　——

	
Upon arriving at our destination, the parking lot was surprisingly not too crowded, and we found a spot to park. After Mom got out of the car...

	
He walked with a noticeable limp — his legs were slightly clenched together , and his steps were a beat slower than usual, as if he were enduring something.

	
Of course I understood what was going on, so I quickly went over and took her arm, asking, "How are you? Are you feeling unwell?"

	
She whispered , "Walking like this is a little strange ... inside ... if you move even a little ... don't ask."

	
"

	
The parking lot was deserted, and a sudden wicked thought crossed my mind. I reached behind her and touched under her skirt. My fingers...

	
through her underwear , she unconsciously pushed the vibrator in even tighter.

	
"Ah— ! " Mom screamed suddenly, her whole body trembled, and then she turned around and punched me—

	
It was quite heavy, and clearly carried with it anger: "Are you looking to die! This is outside!"

	
I chuckled and rubbed my arm. "I couldn't resist ... Mom, you're so tempting."

	
She glared at me, but didn't say anything more. She just grabbed my arm and pulled me forward quickly. That's it.

	
They entered the shopping mall just like that.

	
The shopping mall was huge and crowded. It was a weekend morning, and everywhere was packed with people out shopping. My mother and I walked side by side.

	
We walked along, exchanging a few words now and then , like an ordinary mother and son. She looked at women's clothing, and I waited beside her. Occasionally, she would let me...

	
I'll offer my " advice " on whether the clothes look good. Everything seems normal on the surface.

	
But I kept holding back. My phone was in my pocket, the app was ready. The vibrator was inside her.

	
if I had just touched it lightly. But I didn't. I wanted to wait for a good opportunity.

	
　　At this moment, Mom went into a boutique women's clothing store. The store was large, exquisitely decorated, and softly lit.

	
It looks very high-end. There were no staff members soliciting customers at the entrance , only a few girls in uniforms standing behind the counter.

	
She smiled as she looked at the customers. The mother clearly liked the place. Her gaze swept over the rows of clothes racks, occasionally...

	
Stop and reach out to touch the fabric of those clothes. I followed behind, pretending to be playing on my phone.

	
She picked out a few dresses, turned to look at me, and asked with a hint of inquiry in her eyes: How are they?

	
I nodded . She smiled, took the clothes, and headed towards the fitting room.

	
thought flashed through my mind — an opportunity had arrived.

	
　　The fitting rooms were at the very back of the store, a row of small cubicles separated by curtains, offering plenty of privacy. Mom went in and pulled...

	
I pulled up the curtain. Watching this scene from afar, I knew my chance had come. I took out my phone, opened the app , and pressed...

	
Pressing the low setting button, the screen changed, indicating the vibrator was in working order, but after a while, nothing happened in the fitting room.

	
quiet.

	
I frowned and clicked again — medium.

	
　　Still nothing.

	
　　Could it be that the distance is too far and the Bluetooth signal is weak? I subconsciously tapped it a few times, it vibrated, then paused.

	
Vibration , pause ... Just as I was about to stand up and go closer to the fitting room to check the situation, my phone suddenly vibrated. It was a message from my mother.

	
letter:

	
"What are you doing?! I was trying on clothes and almost got the dress in the store dirty!!"

	
　　Staring at that line of text, I almost burst out laughing. Looks like the signal is fine.

	
I clicked start again and replied to her, "Did you enjoy trying on the clothes?"

	
She quickly replied with a "I'll beat you to death" emoji . I suppressed a laugh and put my phone away.

	
　　There were very few customers in the store at that time. A female shop assistant walked over and stood next to me. She looked to be in her twenties.

	
She has her hair sticking out , tied in a ponytail, and has two shallow dimples when she smiles.

	
"Sir, are you here with that lady ?" she asked.

	
" Yes, my mom," I said.

	
The saleswoman nodded and smiled, "Your mother looks so young, she looks like your older sister."

	
　　I've heard this countless times. But every time I hear it, I still feel a little smug.

	
"Really ? She takes good care of herself," I said.

	
"Yes, and she has a particularly good temperament ," the saleswoman said. "The dresses she picked out all suited her very well."

	
Your mother has excellent taste.

	
We were chatting idly when I secretly tapped my phone in my pocket — it was high-end.

	
　　A soft "hmm" could be faintly heard from inside the fitting room. Then silence. The saleswoman didn't notice...

	
to me from the side . But I knew my mother must have reacted.

	
Sure enough, her phone vibrated again a moment later. She had sent her a message:

	
"You wait."

	
I looked at the message and a slight smile played on my lips. The chattering female shop assistant was practically invisible to me.

	
She gave a casual reply, her mind completely on the fitting room.

	
Just then, the curtain was drawn back.

	
　　Mom came out. She had changed into a light green dress with a lapel collar and a hem that reached her calves.

	
The dress fit her perfectly, accentuating her figure and making her look both elegant and capable.

	
But she didn't seem very happy. She looked at me, then glanced at the female shop assistant next to her , and said softly...

	
He coughed.

	
I realized what was happening and quickly stood up.

	
The female shop assistant immediately rushed over, praising her repeatedly, "Oh my, this suits you so well!"

	
The color complements her skin tone, and the style flatters her figure.

	
　　Mom didn't say anything, she just stood in front of the mirror fiddling with her clothes, pulling at her collar, adjusting her waist, looking left and right.

	
She seemed to really like this dress. I looked at herself in the mirror — she looked so beautiful. It was as if the dress was made for her.

	
It was tailor-made, and every part is just right.

	
I quietly took out my phone, and with a courage I don't know where I got the courage, I tapped it again — pulse mode.

	
She suddenly clutched her lower abdomen and bent over, her face turning pale instantly.

	
The female shop assistant was startled and quickly stepped forward: "Ma'am, what's wrong?"

	
　　Mom waved her hand, looking a little embarrassed: "It's nothing ... it's nothing ... I just suddenly feel a little unwell ... "

	
I stepped forward, feigning concern, and asked, "Mom, are you alright?"

	
She looked up and stared intently at me, her almond-shaped eyes wide open, as if to say: I'm really angry.

	
"It's nothing," she straightened up, forcing a smile, but her voice was cold, "I might have a little low blood pressure."

	
"Candy. This dress ... let me think about it."

	
She turned to walk towards the fitting room.

	
I grabbed her wrist.

	
"No need to think about it," I said, turning to the saleswoman. "We'll take this dress. Please wrap it up for us."

	
stand up."

	
The female shop assistant paused for a moment, seemingly surprised that I, her son, would make the decision, then smiled broadly:

	
"Okay, okay, sir, please wait a moment!"

	
　　My mother stared at me, her eyes wide.

	
"What are you doing?" She pulled me aside and whispered , "This dress is very expensive."

	
"So what ?" I said. "As long as Mom looks good in it."

	
She opened her mouth as if to say something, but didn't.

	
The female clerk quickly filled out the receipt, and I took my phone to the counter to pay. It was over 1800 yuan. Honestly, it was...

	
For a student like me, it's definitely not cheap. I usually save up the money my mom gives me from my allowance.

	
I saved it to buy something I like. But when I swiped my card, I didn't feel it was expensive at all. It was probably for my mom.

	
That's probably why Mom paid the bill.

	
After packing the clothes, I carried the bag and helped my mother out of the store. Only after we had walked a little further did she let out a long sigh.

	
Let out a sigh of relief.

	
"Didn't you promise you wouldn't do anything reckless?" Her voice suddenly rose several octaves as she glared at me. "You almost..."

	
" Make me look bad!"

	
I smiled ingratiatingly and handed her the bag.

	
" I'm sorry," I said, "but I bought a dress for my mom."

	
She took the bag, looked at it, and shook her head helplessly.

	
"It's only right that you buy it," she said, softening her voice a little. "Your money still comes from me, doesn't it?"

	
.

	
"Yes, yes, Mom is right." I nodded in agreement.

	
She glared at me again, but didn't say anything more.

	
We walked towards the mall exit. After walking for a while, I secretly observed her. She was carrying her newly bought dress, and her mouth...

	
His lips were curved, and his face held an undisguised smile. The smile was subtle, but genuine.

	
She noticed me looking at her, turned her head, and said sternly, "What are you looking at?"

	
"It's nothing," I smiled.

	
She sighed softly, but couldn't help laughing again.

	
Sunlight streamed in through the mall 's skylight, falling on her. She wore a navy blue suit and carried her newly bought skirt.

	
her face. I felt that everything was just right.

	
" Mom," I said, "Are you happy?"

	
She didn't answer. She just kept walking.

	
But after taking a few steps, she whispered:

	
" …… good."

	
In the noisy shopping mall, the sound was almost inaudible, but I heard it.

	
　　22 Return Chapter: Chapter 8

	
　　It was almost noon. The mall was bustling with people, and the air was filled with the aroma of various foods.

	
I glanced at my mother; she was still walking with her legs slightly tighter than usual, and the hem of her skirt swayed gently with each step.

	
She moved, her black stockings gleaming with a delicate sheen. The vibrator was still inside her; I knew she could feel it with every step she took.

	
The small foreign object was a reminder to her.

	
" Mom, are you hungry?" I suggested with a smile. "Let's go get something to eat? There's a Japanese restaurant upstairs with pretty good online reviews."

	
It's hot, and they say it tastes good."

	
She glanced at me, a slight smile playing on her lips, but deliberately kept a straight face: "So you do know you're hungry? All that fuss earlier..."

	
I was with you ."

	
I quickly leaned close to her ear and said sweetly, "How about I make it up to you now?"

	
She didn't answer, which was taken as tacit agreement . We went up the escalator together to the fourth-floor food court. The Japanese restaurant was...

	
Located further inside, the interior is decorated in a minimalist Japanese style , and there were quite a few customers inside, probably all drawn by the positive online reviews.

	
I immediately spotted the booth with the long sofa at the very back — it was long enough to seat two or three people .

	
was a person, and two chairs opposite them. Because the sofa back was high, the view was blocked, and there was a wall next to it, almost making it impossible to see anything.

	
It created a small private space .

	
I rushed over and sat down on the sofa, then pointed to the seat in front of me: "Mom, come sit here, An..."

	
quiet."

	
　　Mom glanced at the seating area, then at me, and followed me over. She put a few shopping bags aside.

	
She sat down in the single dining chair opposite me, her posture dignified, just like she always was.

	
The waiter came quickly, and we ordered a bunch of things: salmon sashimi, sushi platter, tempura, and miso soup.

	
ordering , I handed the menu back and asked my mother, "Are you going to the restroom? We can wait for you to come back."

	
"Let's order another drink."

	
She seemed to realize something at once , stood up, straightened her skirt, and asked in a low voice, "Are you trying to ask me something?"

	
"... That thing?"

	
I nodded with a mischievous grin : "Is it ... alright there? Should we clean it up?"

	
"Mind your own business." She rolled her eyes at me slightly, her voice soft but with a hint of nasal tinge, and turned to...

	
She walked towards the restroom . Her hips swayed slightly as she walked, and her legs, encased in black stockings, appeared exceptionally long under the light.

	
　　Mom went to the bathroom for almost ten minutes. I sat there alone, the vibrator app on my phone still connected.

	
But to avoid really angering her, I decided not to order it for now. The dishes were served one after another, the sashimi glistening...

	
The sushi was exquisitely arranged, but I didn't touch it at all; I just kept staring in the direction of the restroom.

	
later , she finally returned. Her cheeks were slightly flushed, and she walked more carefully than before, as if every step...

	
She was restraining herself in every step. She sat back down opposite her and smiled apologetically:

	
" It took a while to prepare ... Who told you to be so unreasonable? The dishes are all ready, why aren't you eating?"

	
I looked at her, my voice soft but earnest:

	
" I won't eat until Mom comes. I've had this habit since I was little ... and it's even more so now."

	
A sudden welling up of tears welled up in her eyes, as if a soft spot in her heart had been touched . She lowered her head and smiled.

	
He laughed, his voice softening.

	
" Really ... You're quite filial."

	
　　As soon as I finished speaking, I gently pressed a button on my phone under the table — low setting.

	
"ah …… !"

	
She cried out suddenly, her voice soft and short. Fortunately, the restaurant was crowded during lunchtime, and various sounds mingled together.

	
Everyone was watching. She quickly covered her mouth, glared at me angrily, and her face instantly turned bright red.

	
I mischievously put away my phone: "I was just curious, checking to see if Mom had taken the toys out."

	
'm so sorry ...

	
She bit her lip, gave a helpless, bitter smile, and lowered her voice considerably:

	
I just can't do anything with you ... This is so uncomfortable for me, even walking feels like ... there's always something inside me ... "

	
I leaned closer and whispered , "Then we're even this time. Didn't you also use a toy to provoke me that time?"

	
"Was it an attack?" I was referring to the time a few days ago when she "ambushed" my groin with a vibrator.

	
She glared at me but didn't argue . She just picked up her chopsticks, took a slice of sashimi, and dipped it in soy sauce and wasabi.

	
But her legs were gently pressed together under the table, and her breathing was slightly heavier than before.

	
.

	
Suddenly she stood up, walked around the table, and sat down on the sofa on the same side of my room. The sofa was wide, and we sat side by side.

	
She was very close. She adjusted her posture, her skirt naturally covering her thighs, and said softly:

	
" It's more comfortable here ... The backrest is high, so I don't have to keep my back straight all the time."

	
I instinctively moved aside slightly, giving my mother some space. She noticed, turned her head to look at me, and...

	
say.

	
She picked up a slice of sashimi, dipped it in the sauce, and held it to my lips, her voice as gentle as if she were coaxing a child:

	
" This is delicious, come on, open your mouth, ah— "

	
I looked at the chopsticks, at her bright eyes, and my heart suddenly skipped a beat; my face flushed, and even...

	
hastily :

	
" Mom, I'm already this old ... If someone sees me being fed by my mom, I feel ... very embarrassed."

	
"

	
Her hand froze in mid-air, her expression stiffening for a moment.

	
" Besides ," I looked around, "it's already quite rare to see a mother and child sitting so close together in a restaurant."

	
I'm not a child ...

	
At that moment, I clearly felt the light in her eyes dim, as if she had been gently poked by something, and she looked somewhat lost.

	
However, she put down her chopsticks, looking somewhat embarrassed.

	
"Is that so ... Haha, Mom might be getting a little carried away."

	
My heart ached, and I quickly picked up a piece of sushi, dipped it in sauce, and held it to her lips.

	
"But if a son feeds his mother, others will think it's filial piety."

	
She hadn't expected me to do that, hesitated for a moment, and then smiled. It was a gentle smile. She opened her mouth and ate.

	
She chewed gently, her eyes curving into crescents.

	
" Mmm ... delicious."

	
But I felt that the dim light in her eyes never shone again.

	
We sat side by side and finished the meal. She would occasionally put food on my plate, and I would occasionally feed her a bite.

	
To outsiders, they probably just look like a mother and son with a very close relationship. But only we know the true nature of this seemingly "normal" exterior.

	
The true appearance beneath .

	
　　——

	
After finishing her meal, Mom glanced at her phone and then looked at the mall's floor guide.

	
"Let's go, I want to see a movie," she said.

	
I went up to the top floor of the movie theater with my mom. It's peak season now, and many big-budget films are showing.

	
Looking at the posters of those blockbuster movies around me , I was overwhelmed and didn't know which one to choose.

	
" Mom, which movie do you want to watch?" I decided to give her the choice.

	
She pointed to the most inconspicuous poster in the corner — a film with no famous actors and a poster design that seemed...

	
This so-called "new comedy film," a terrible movie, even has an obscure title. I was quite surprised; this was nothing like her usual style.

	
The types of things that might interest me at some point.

	
" This one?" I asked skeptically. "It looks like a bad movie."

	
She just looked at me, nodded slightly, and a faint smile curved her lips.

	
At first, I didn't understand. Suddenly , it dawned on me, and I realized why.

	
She didn't choose a movie, she chose a theater ...

	
I bought two tickets — couple seats in the last row . Sure enough, almost no one was watching the movie; the huge theater...

	
The hall was sparsely populated with fewer than ten audience members. After the lights dimmed, the people in the front rows were almost invisible, and the last...

	
There were only the two of us in the row .

	
　　The movie had just started, and I only watched a few minutes of it; my mind was already elsewhere. I talked to my mom about it.

	
After just a couple of lines of dialogue, his hands started to wander, slowly climbing up her shoulders and gently pulling her into his arms.

	
She leaned against me, resting her head on my chest. I was still mentally planning how to take things further when she suddenly…

	
He reached out and grabbed my collar , his voice low and hoarse but urgent:

	
" hold me."

	
I hugged her tightly. She shook her head:

	
"No, that's not enough ... "

	
I used a little more force, pulling her completely into my arms. She still shook her head. I simply lifted her onto my lap.

	
I pulled her up, made her sit sideways on my lap, wrapped my arms around her waist, and pressed her tightly against my chest. Until I felt...

	
Only when her body felt almost merging into mine did she let out a long, satisfied sigh.

	
She tilted her head back in the darkness , her eyes flashing with an eerie light. We leaned in at the same time, our lips meeting tightly.

	
　　This kiss was no longer a tentative exploration in the car, but rather a long-suppressed hunger. Her tongue took the initiative.

	
She reached in, entwined with me, sucking, exchanging saliva. Her hand gripped the back of my neck, her fingertips digging in, as if to...

	
She drew me into her body. My hands were restless, sliding down her back, caressing her through her clothes.

	
her waist .

	
My fingers trembled as I unbuttoned her blouse, one button at a time. The blouse opened, revealing white lace underneath.

	
Silk lingerie, and those breasts that remained snow-white even in the darkness. I lowered my head and kissed her, my lips brushing against her collarbone...

	
His tongue swept across her cleavage. Her body trembled, her voice trembling slightly with a sob:

	
"In a place like this ... "

	
But instead of pushing me away, she pushed her chest forward, making it easier for me to take her already erect breast into my mouth.

	
I gently sucked on her head, and she immediately let out a muffled groan, her legs gently clamping together on my thighs.

	
My hand continued downwards, lifting her skirt. Her thighs, encased in black stockings, were exposed to the air, my fingers...

	
My foot slid up the stockings, touching the edge of my panties. My breathing was erratic, but I managed to keep my voice down:

	
" Mom, you 've ... lost your guard both ways now."

	
Her face flushed, her voice barely audible, yet tinged with a trembling laugh:

	
"I hope strangers won't see us ... "

	
"No," I whispered in her ear. "It's so dark in the theater, who could see?"

	
I slipped my fingers inside her panties and touched the vibrating egg, which was still vibrating slightly. The vibrating egg was already covered in her love juice.

	
slippery . I gently pressed it, pushing it deeper into her body, while simultaneously massaging her swollen area with my fingertips.

	
Clitoris. At that moment, I thought of a new way to play, so I reached under my mother's body with one hand and painstakingly pulled out her panties.

	
the app on her phone in her pocket and set the vibrator to "low." Her whole body tensed up, her forehead...

	
glistened on his forehead , his lips were pressed tightly together, yet broken breaths still escaped from his nose.

	
"Stop! Foul ... Ahhh ... "

	
I grinned wickedly and quickened my finger movements, the vibrating egg synchronized with my kneading. She couldn't hold back any longer, her...

	
Her head was pressed against my shoulder, her body trembling slightly, her voice barely audible, yet tinged with a sob:

	
"You ... you ... you only know how to bully Mommy ... "

	
I stopped what I was doing and asked in a low voice:

	
" Is this comfortable?"

	
She didn't answer. Only more beads of sweat appeared on her forehead, and her lips pursed slightly in my direction, as if in vain.

	
She asked softly. I understood , and lowered my head to kiss her. She immediately clung to me, her tongue responding wildly, carrying a...

	
A desperate longing.

	
We remained entwined in the very last row, shrouded in darkness. Her pristine white body shone in the light of the screen.

	
Her breasts appeared and disappeared intermittently in my palm, their shape distorted, her love juices soaked my hand, and the vibrator was still inside her vagina.

	
A buzzing sound filled the air. Of course, in this situation, none of us dared to take another step forward, yet we were all almost driven to our knees by this...

	
A restrained desire drives him mad .

	
　　As the movie ended, the lights came on. We quickly straightened our clothes. Her cheeks were flushed, and her eyes were still wet.

	
Her skin was raw, as if she had just been crying. After the show, we sat on a bench in the rest area, and I asked, panting:

	
" Mom, do you remember what the movie was about?"

	
She looked at me and suddenly smiled. The smile was soft and alluring.

	
" You know the answer already, so you ask ."

	
She paused, then reached out and gently poked my chest, her voice tinged with a hint of reproach:

	
"So reserved in a restaurant , how come you're so bold and rude in a movie theater?"

	
I smiled and took her hand:

	
" Because it's dark in the movie theater, so it's safe."

	
She shook her head, looking slightly helpless.

	
"I knew that's what you thought," she said.

	
Then she fell silent. She simply gazed into my eyes for a few seconds. Our eyes met, and in those few seconds, I clearly…

	
Chu Di sensed that the desire in her eyes had been completely ignited, like a flame burning brightly. And myself...

	
They had already reached their limit.

	
I whispered :

	
"Go to the bathroom later and get the vibrator ... We're going to a place to do it for real."

	
She didn't speak, but gently scratched my palm with her fingers, and the corners of her mouth slowly curved into a very shallow, yet...

	
The arc of my heart almost stopping. 
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　　When Mom came out of the bathroom, she was carrying a black velvet bag. She walked up to me and took it out...

	
The bag was shoved into my hand, and someone whispered:

	
"They're all washed ... put them away."

	
I could feel the outline of the vibrator in the bag, my fingertips brushing against her still-damp fingers. She didn't look again.

	
I simply tugged at my sleeve:

	
Let's go.

	
We walked out of the mall side by side. As soon as we stepped out of the lobby on the first floor, the sign of the Jinjiang Inn next door came into view.

	
My mother slowed down, took out her ID card from her bag, and silently put it in my hand without saying a word.

	
Her expression was calm, but it made me understand everything in an instant.

	
I held the small card in my hand; it had her name, ID number, address … as my finger traced it …

	
she was taking her ID photo, for some reason, her palms suddenly started sweating.

	
　　---

	
I asked my mother to wait on the bench at the hotel entrance while I took her and my ID cards and headed to the front desk.

	
My heart was pounding like it was going to explode. Back when I secretly watched my mother and Li Qiang check into a hotel room from inside the closet, I only felt...

	
It used to be exciting; but now, standing at the front desk with my ID card in hand, my mind is a complete mess. After all...

	
, I booked the room myself ... with my mom.

	
the receptionist asks, "Are these a mother and child?"

	
my ID information is leaked and someone I know finds out?

	
The receptionist looked at me, smiled, and asked, "Sir, how can I help you?"

	
"Ah, yes ... yes, yes ... "

	
I responded vaguely , but my legs wouldn't move another step. A constant stream of thoughts raced through my mind.

	
A comment popped up: That's right , theoretically there's nothing strange about a mother and son booking a hotel room together; they're traveling together, and when they're tired, they rest together.

	
Taking a break is perfectly normal. But ...

	
we make too much noise and the neighbors hear us? Is the soundproofing good here?

	
I stood there, constantly rummaging through my pockets, trying to cover up my motives by saying I was "looking for something."

	
In my panic, I tried to avoid looking at the receptionist's face, afraid of giving myself away. My mind was filled with these jumbled thoughts.

	
He remained silent for a long time.

	
A familiar voice suddenly came from behind :

	
"Why isn't it done yet?"

	
I turned around abruptly . My mother had appeared behind me without me noticing. Her brow was slightly furrowed, and...

	
He seemed a little impatient . This made me even more nervous.

	
" Mom, how about ... we go somewhere else?" I said in a low voice, even I thought the reason was stupid.

	
She glanced at me. Then her brows furrowed even more; the expression flashed by, but I knew she wasn't very tall.

	
prosper.

	
"Give me your ID card ." Her tone was as gentle as ever, but this time it seemed to carry an undeniable authority.

	
strength.

	
I obediently handed over the two documents. She took them, turned, and walked towards the front desk, her movements as natural as if she did it every day.

	
Doing something like this. The receptionist glanced at the ID and smiled.

	
"Ms. Lin, is this a standard double room? Please wait a moment."

	
A few minutes later, after filling out the forms and swiping the card, Mom waved the room key in front of her eyes and rushed over.

	
I smiled slightly, a hint of smugness in my expression, as if to say, "See? It's that simple."

	
I followed her into the elevator. Only when the elevator doors closed did I realize my back was completely...

	
It's wet.

	
　　---

	
The moment the door closed, the tension in my heart snapped.

	
Since I'm already here, I might as well make the best of it. Since I've come this far, I shouldn't worry about useless things. Today, I will definitely...

	
Thinking about wanting to have my mother's body made me feel much better.

	
The room was heated up, and a wave of warmth hit me. It was also very clean, with a large, white bed.

	
The sheets were light brown , and the curtains were drawn on the French windows. Mom's face was flushed — I didn't know if it was from the heat or something else.

	
She put her bag on the table and said:

	
"I'm going to take a shower first."

	
She turned and went into the bathroom. The door wasn't locked. I stood in the middle of the room, listening to the sound of water inside, my heart itching with desire.

	
I'm about to go crazy. This feeling is very strange to me — both familiar and strange. Familiar because I really...

	
I'd fantasized countless times about being alone with my mother in a hotel; the feeling of unease stems from the fact that this time it's real, and it really is just me.

	
The two of us. My mind was filled with the image of her trembling in my arms in the movie theater, her whispered, "Hold me tight."

	
Her tone, the fine beads of sweat on her forehead ...

	
I couldn't hold back any longer, so I pushed open the bathroom door and rushed in.

	
　　Mom was standing under the showerhead, hot water flowing down her snow-white body, creating glistening streaks.

	
A mark. She was startled and instinctively covered her chest with her arm, her voice slightly unsteady:

	
"You ... how did you get in ...? "

	
I didn't say anything, just walked over and pressed her against the damp, hot tile wall. Hot water poured over both of us.

	
from her body . She was initially a little shy, pushing against my chest with her hands, but when I...

	
my lips pressed firmly against hers , she quickly went limp. Her hands changed from pushing to hugging, tightly embracing my neck.

	
His fingertips dug deep into my back.

	
I supported her slippery waist and lifted her up in one go. My mother exclaimed in surprise:

	
" This position is too ... I can't stand it ... "

	
But instinctively, her legs wrapped around my waist, her ankles crossing and locking around my lower back. I don't know where...

	
With that surge of strength, he lifted her wet, burning body, pinning her firmly against the wall, and with a thrust of his hips—

	
"ah-- ! "

	
She tensed up suddenly , her voice soft and trembling, but she bit her lip hard to keep herself from shouting too loudly.

	
At that moment, I could clearly feel the tender flesh deep inside her body contracting, enveloping, and sucking wildly.

	
I felt like it wanted to swallow me whole . Hot water gushed down from where we were joined, bringing with it a sticky, squelching sound.

	
The sound of each impact sent up fine sprays of water that slapped against her snow-white buttocks, producing a crisp sound.

	
.

	
I lowered my head and took her pink nipple, which was being washed by hot water, into my mouth, sucking hard. She tilted her head back, making a sound in her throat.

	
A suppressed sob escaped her lips, her body trembling uncontrollably in my arms. Each time I thrust deepest, her lower abdomen...

	
It would twitch slightly. She pounded my shoulder with her fist, panting and pleading intermittently:

	
"Put me down ... I really can't take it anymore ... "

	
wrapped even tighter around my waist , as if afraid I would really put her down, her body following...

	
Each impact bounced me upwards, then crashed down again. Her face was buried in my shoulder, her teeth biting me.

	
His skin, suppressed sobs squeezed from his throat, like crying, like laughing at the same time. A large amount of fluid gushed from our joined bodies.

	
It was dripping from a certain spot, and it was impossible to tell if it was water, vaginal fluid, or something else ...

	
That's how we had our first time in the bathroom.

	
　　---

	
After the climax, I breathed heavily and put my mother down. She lay limp in my arms, still trembling all over.

	
It took him a while to give me a satisfied smile.

	
However, I felt a little unsatisfied.

	
did it go by so fast today ... " I muttered to myself , as if my desires shouldn't have been satisfied so quickly.

	
my patience over just like that?

	
　　My mother pressed her face against my chest, as if she could read my mind. She reached down and gently stroked me.

	
The still-erect penis, its sound carrying a hint of provocation:

	
" Want more?"

	
A short while later, I got hard again.

	
I nodded . She smiled, pulled me out of the bathroom, and before we'd even dried ourselves off, we rolled around in bed together.

	
Once on the bed, the water stains left by the water on the pure white sheets were left behind.

	
pressed her down again , my fingers sliding back along her vulva, touching the tightly closed folds. I went back...

	
I recalled that night at the love hotel — the way she completely lost control when I entered her from behind . However...

	
And that was the only time. After that, although my mother and I became a couple, she never allowed me to enter that place.

	
strong, almost insane possessiveness suddenly welled up inside me : I could no longer endure it.

	
I want to make her completely mine, and today I'm going to enter her anus again.

	
I whispered :

	
" Mom ... I want to try the back ... "

	
She paused for a moment, then immediately shook her head:

	
"No, I'm scared ... "

	
I didn't force her; I simply buried my burning hot penis into her buttocks, into her wet, slippery vagina and tightly closed anus.

	
They rubbed slowly back and forth. Each time the glans slid over that sensitive fold, her body would tremble slightly.

	
I whispered in her ear, my voice hoarse and low:

	
"Please, Mom ... let me in just once ... "

	
　　My mother's breathing became increasingly erratic as I harassed her, her body gradually softened, and her voice became incoherent and passionate:

	
"Okay ... as long as it doesn't hurt too much ... "

	
I tried my best to help her relax, using my fingers and tongue to gently open her up. I also applied a lot of...

	
Her vaginal fluid served as lubrication, allowing me to slowly penetrate. Once her sphincter muscles had adjusted, I had her kneel on the bed.

	
while expanding his penis, then lifted it up and slowly entered from behind.

	
"Slow down ... it hurts a little ... " she said through clenched teeth, her voice trembling.

	
But as I thrust gently yet firmly, her body gradually relaxed, and her moans grew softer and softer.

	
She became increasingly alluring. Later, she even actively thrust her hips back, responding to my movements, her mound incredibly tight.

	
The hot flesh gripped me tightly, each withdrawal felt like it was pulling me back, and with each thrust I could feel the flesh...

	
The friction of the folds... Compared to a vagina, it's a completely different kind of ecstasy.

	
Watching my mother writhe her hips beneath me, moaning incessantly, while my penis thrusts in and out of her anus...

	
A surge of immense accomplishment welled up inside me : at this moment, she was completely mine. I grabbed her long hair,

	
It forced her to tilt her head back. She turned her face to the side, her eyes half-closed, her mouth slightly open, and saliva dripping from the corner of her mouth.

	
"Lin Wan ... you are my woman ... you belong only to me!" I shouted breathlessly in her ear .

	
When I called out "Lin Wan," even I was surprised. Why did I suddenly call her "Mom"?

	
Name? Perhaps it's because at this moment, I desperately want to completely sever her from the identity of "mother."

	
I want her to no longer be the dignified accountant Lin , no longer my father's wife, no longer anyone's — she

	
Lin Wan, my Lin Wan, the woman who belongs only to me. That feeling of tearing the taboo apart completely, of taking her utterly...

	
of possessing it all burned like fire on the verge of climax, almost making me lose my mind.

	
　　The mother's body trembled violently; she was still moaning, her voice broken yet filled with unprecedented emotion.

	
" Yes ... Lin Wan is your woman ... My body ... belongs only to you ... "

	
In that instant , I felt a surge of electricity rush from my tailbone to the top of my head. Her response was like the strongest aphrodisiac, making me...

	
The already explosive pleasure instantly doubled. I seemed to be hallucinating: in a hazy light and shadow...

	
All sorts of human, animal, and even divine figures lined up to congratulate me ... Finally, I hugged them tightly.

	
He held onto his mother, his hips thrusting wildly, each stroke penetrating deep into her rectum, his mind consumed by only one thought: her.

	
She's mine; she finally admitted it herself ...

	
　　---

	
After the second climax, we were both exhausted and collapsed on the bed, hugging each other, neither of us able to move. Mom's head...

	
She nestled in my arms, gently stroking my face, her fingers running through my hair, combing it stroke by stroke.

	
"That's the feeling," she said softly.

	
I didn't understand, and I opened my eyes groggily , looking at her with confusion.

	
She didn't respond . She just chuckled, and I felt that the laugh carried a somewhat indescribable meaning, and...

	
The languor after being satisfied.

	
"Help me clean this up," she said.

	
I sat up and went to the bathroom to get a towel. When I came back, she was lying flat on the bed, staring at the ceiling, seemingly...

	
She seemed lost in thought. As I helped her wipe away the traces of our earlier passion, she suddenly spoke:

	
"What did you mean by your last sentence ?"

	
My hand paused for a moment.

	
" Which sentence ?"

	
"Just that one sentence." She was still looking at the ceiling. "You called my name and said, 'You are my woman.'"

	
"

	
My heart skipped a beat. Oh no. That sentence — I was so excited at the time , I shouted it out. That was me...

	
What I really wanted to say was, of course I wanted that, but could I just say it directly? She 's my mother, after all. Especially...

	
I even called my mother by her first name.

	
My mind was a bit of a mess. I wondered if she was angry? Did she feel like I was treating her like an object, like...

	
because she considers me her private property ? I used to force her to say "I'm your woman," but later...

	
She apologized and forgave me . Now she's done it again, and even worse. What if she ...?

	
" Mom, I ... " I wanted to explain , but I didn't know where to begin. "I'm sorry, I just ... acted impulsively."

	
I was just kidding. Don't take it to heart. It's just ... I said something without thinking . I would never have looked at you like that!

	
……

	
I rambled on and on, but by the end I didn't even know what I was saying anymore. She glanced at me occasionally, but just listened quietly.

	
Wearing.

	
I 've finished speaking. Silence.

	
　　After a few seconds, she chuckled.

	
"I was just asking, look how scared you are." She sat up, a faint smile on her face. "Hurry up and get dressed."

	
" It's time to go home."

	
I breathed a sigh of relief; it seemed she wasn't very angry, and the matter was over. I quickly put down the towel and opened...

	
Start wearing clothes.

	
She didn't say anything more and slowly began to dress. The only sound in the room was rustling. I finished dressing.

	
I turned around. She was standing by the window, her back to me. The golden light of the setting sun fell upon her.

	
" Mom?" I called to her.

	
She turned around and looked at me. Her expression was calm, as if nothing had happened.

	
"Let's go," she said.

	
　　---

	
　　After Mom finished touching up her makeup in the car, we finally started our journey home. Along the way, we were both more excited than ever.

	
to be a little quiet afterward, especially after such intense sex; he's no longer as energetic as he was during the day.

	
had so much energy. Halfway through the drive, she said she was so tired she felt dizzy and asked me to drive the rest of the way. When I was driving...

	
As the car drove into the residential area, the sun was already setting, and the last rays of sunlight shone on the car window.

	
　　The day's adventure has finally come to an end.
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I opened the door , the living room was filled with the smell of instant noodles. Dad was sitting at the dining table, with noodles in front of him...

	
An empty instant noodle cup sat there, and he held the remote control, changing channels on the TV. Hearing the door open, he turned around, his face...

	
Her expression was a little aggrieved:

	
" You're finally back. I've been eating this for lunch since I left this morning."

	
I glanced at my mother instinctively . She was carrying several bags, and her face showed obvious signs of fatigue, but...

	
Upon hearing this, her expression remained unchanged; she simply lowered her head slightly.

	
His wife went out all day and bought so many things, and his first question wasn't "Aren't you tired?" or "What did you buy?"

	
strange feeling welled up inside me .

	
　　Mom stood in the entryway, changing her shoes, her voice as gentle as ever:

	
"I'm sorry, honey. Have you had dinner yet?"

	
" Not yet, we're waiting for you," Dad said.

	
　　Mom nodded, put down her bag, took a pizza box out of the shopping bag, and placed it on the table.

	
" I brought you a pizza, have something simple to eat. I'm too tired today, I won't cook."

	
she finished speaking, she didn't wait for her father's response and went straight into the bedroom. I saw through the crack in the door that she hadn't even put on her clothes...

	
Without changing his clothes, he lay down on the bed and closed his eyes.

	
Dad opened the pizza box, and while eating, he asked me:

	
"Where have you been? Why are you so late?"

	
I put my things down and sat down opposite him.

	
"I wanted to see a movie, so I went to the cinema. Then my mom said she wanted to get a facial, so I went to get a skin treatment, which delayed..."

	
I'm a little late.

	
Dad chewed on his pizza , nodded, and then smiled.

	
"What beauty treatment? Your mom must have been so busy looking at clothes that she forgot the time. That's just how women are, once they start shopping..."

	
"It's never-ending."

	
I smiled but didn't say anything.

	
But in his heart he was thinking: Dad, you'll probably never guess the truth .

	
Your wife wasn't looking at clothes or getting a beauty treatment today. She was wearing a vibrator and keeping me company in the mall for a while.

	
All day long, I remotely controlled him in the fitting room until he almost screamed, and in the last row of the movie theater, I held him in my arms and kissed him.

	
Touching, being ... You'll never know what she went through today .

	
Watching my dad devour his pizza , I suddenly felt a little sorry for him. But only a little.

	
　　---

	
Dad's vacation is almost over.

	
He took us to Moon Lake Scenic Area. It's a very famous attraction in the city, with picturesque scenery and fresh air.

	
It's refreshing. Dad said that since we rarely come back, the whole family should come out and have some fun.

	
The weather was lovely that day , and the lake shimmered in the sunlight. Dad walked ahead, occasionally turning back to urge us to catch up.

	
She was wearing her new light green dress, and the sunlight shone on her.

	
It looks very nice.

	
We took a boat trip on the lake, took photos along the shore, and had lunch at a restaurant. Everything seemed quite ordinary, like...

	
The He family of three on a weekend outing .

	
But as I sat on the bench by the lake , watching my parents taking pictures not far away, I suddenly felt it was all very unreal.

	
Dad put his arm around Mom's shoulder and smiled at the camera. Mom smiled back, leaning against him naturally.

	
It couldn't be more natural. The lake breeze ruffled her mother's hair, and she gently smoothed it with her hand.

	
And at this time sometime in the past, she was still in my arms, naked, calling my name.

	
Today, she stood right next to him, smiling so naturally.

	
I don't know what to think. Just looking at them, I have a strange feeling — or maybe jealousy.

	
Perhaps there was guilt, but mostly a sense of bewilderment. It felt as if there were two worlds, one in the daytime and one in the night.

	
By day, she is his wife, and I am his son. By night, she is my woman, and I am her man.

	
people.

	
Two worlds, separated by a door. Some people will never know what happens behind that door.

	
Dad called me over to take a picture. I stood up, walked over, and stood next to Mom. Her hands were hanging at her sides.

	
She was very close to me. After taking the photo, her fingers lightly touched the back of my hand, then quickly moved away.

	
I turned to look at her. She was looking at the camera, smiling. That smile, the same smile she had just given when she leaned on her father's shoulder.

	
The appearance is exactly the same .

	
A surge of excitement welled up inside me . Yes, she could smile at him like that, and she could do the same to me.

	
But only I know which one is true.

	
　　---

	
Dad left home was a bright, sunny day. Mom packed his luggage: two large suitcases, and...

	
packed some snacks for the road . He paced back and forth in the living room, checking to make sure he hadn't forgotten anything. His phone, charging.

	
Equipment, ID card , construction site documents … everything was checked one by one. The company sent a car to pick us up; it was already parked at the entrance of the residential area.

	
mouth.

	
" How long will you be gone this time?" Mom asked.

	
"Four months," Dad said. "The construction schedule is tight, so I might not be able to come back in the middle."

	
　　His mother nodded and straightened his collar. The movement was so natural, as if she had done it countless times.

	
We dropped him off at the entrance of the residential complex. Two unfamiliar men were standing next to the car; they were probably Dad's colleagues. Mom...

	
I walked over and greeted them with a smile:

	
" Please take good care of him while he's away from home."

	
The two men smiled and agreed, saying, "Don't worry, sister-in-law."

	
Dad put the luggage in the trunk, turned around, and looked at me.

	
"Son, don't just think about playing. Do more housework when you have free time , so your mother won't worry about you."

	
I nodded in agreement. He looked at his mother again, opened his mouth as if to say something, but in the end he just smiled.

	
"Then I'm leaving."

	
" Okay, be careful on the road," Mom said.

	
He got into the car . The car started, slowly drove out of the residential area, turned onto the road, and drove further and further away until it disappeared from sight.

	
I stood there, watching the direction the car had disappeared, feeling a little empty inside. It wasn't that I was reluctant to let go, but...

	
That feeling of " it's finally over".

	
"Let's go for a walk," Mom said.

	
"Consider it a morning workout ."

	
I nodded . We walked forward side by side.

	
The road outside the residential area was quiet, with hardly anyone around. The trees on both sides were very tall, and sunlight filtered through their leaves.

	
cast dappled patterns on the ground. Occasionally, a jogger would pass by, glance at us, and then run off again.

	
I walked beside my mother, thinking about everything that had happened in the past month, my mind a bit jumbled.

	
Suddenly, she reached out and hooked her arm around mine. I was startled and instinctively pulled my arm back.

	
come out.

	
" Mom!" I whispered, "What are you doing?"

	
Her eyes were bright, with a hint of a smile:

	
"What's wrong? Is it not allowed ?"

	
"Of course not!" I looked around to make sure no one was there. "I'm a grown man, how could I walk arm in arm with Mom?"

	
On my arm? It would be so embarrassing if someone saw that ."

	
She said "Oh" and didn't say anything more.

	
After walking a few steps, she reached out and took my hand.

	
Our fingers were intertwined. My heart tightened, and I tried to pull away, but she held on tightly.

	
" Mom ... " I looked at her helplessly.

	
" Is this not acceptable?" She turned to look at me, a smile playing on her lips. "I've seen parents and children with exceptionally good relationships."

	
is still holding their mother's hand when they're outside .

	
"How could that be?" I shook my head. "That's a girl, how could a boy be on the street ...? "

	
"I can't do that. Besides, this is near my neighborhood; what if I run into someone I know ... "

	
She looked at me for a few seconds, then let go of my hand.

	
"oh."

	
Just one word.

	
I don't know exactly what that "oh" meant. Was it disappointment? Understanding? Or "never mind"?

	
She didn't say anything more and continued walking. I followed behind, keeping a body length's distance. I watched her.

	
Her back view, dressed in casual home clothes, her graceful figure, her hair slightly shimmering in the sunlight.

	
As we walked downstairs, she suddenly stopped and turned to look at me.

	
"Starting tomorrow," she said, "it'll just be the two of us."

	
I nodded . From this moment on, my "new life" with my mother begins, and I believe it will be full of joy.

	
sweet.

	
She smiled. It was a gentle smile, but a warm one.

	
Then she turned and went upstairs.

	
( The Return - End)

	
　　=============== Some Thoughts ================

	
" The Other Side of Mom" has come to an end. Originally, I just wanted to write some erotic fiction for my own amusement, but I didn't expect...

	
Some friends have given this series positive reviews, which has motivated me to continue writing. Thank you.

	
Actually , my initial idea was to write erotica with strong sensory stimulation, which is evident in the "Hotel Chapter".

	
The style itself reveals that the sex scenes are quite graphic. If it continues down this path, the character of Lin Wan...

	
Like many female protagonists in erotic novels, she likely becomes a sex slave , a sexual predator, or a sex addict obsessed with large penises . But...

	
I got to the "Daily Life" section , I felt like I couldn't continue. Mainly, I couldn't get past my own mental hurdle.

	
She was a woman called "Mom," and even in a fantasy world, I couldn't bring myself to hurt her.

	
So I shifted my focus from the "meat" to the character psychology, trying to make the plot more engaging to some extent.

	
from sexual to emotional, while simultaneously granting Lin Wan more autonomy, allowing her to have her own thoughts and feelings.

	
her own choice to become an independent person, rather than a sexual appendage to her son or other men.

	
　　This shift began around the "Daily Life" episodes. To address this, I adjusted the initial hotel and daily life episodes I uploaded.

	
Many sentences and plot points in the original text were adapted to accommodate later changes. While the results of these adjustments cannot be fully described...

	
It's almost perfect, but it 's already quite close to the effect I expected.

	
Next, I will begin writing "The Other Side of Mother: The Finale," which is even longer than the previous three combined.

	
long and primarily explores how two people should face each other after the passion of a forbidden love has faded.

	
How should one face the world? Although having a relationship with one's biological mother is bizarre in reality, it is, after all...

	
isn't uncommon , so I think it's worth exploring. I hope this novel will continue to be successful.

	
It continues to be loved by friends . 
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