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	Preface

	　　To avoid any readers feeling uncomfortable after reading this, or to avoid my own qualms, I still have to write this somewhat preface-like nonsense. Only at night, especially summer nights, when my body and mind are relaxed, do I have the energy to write down my experiences with my mother over the years as a memorial. What experiences, you ask? Since you've come to this forum, this section, I'm sure you can guess what happened between us, mother and son. But I've decided to record it in detail so that I can remember this difficult relationship with my mother in the future.

	Chinese people are so exhausted. Everyone lives a hypocritical and stressful life during the day . I believe that only at night, with the gentle breeze and the beautiful river, can I shed my disguise, lick my wounds, soothe my inner emptiness, and expose the darkness and filth within, slowly examining it, daring to let any thoughts emerge. Now, I only think about my mother at night. I don't know why. If I had no lust for her, why would I spout all this unethical nonsense? And I want to tell you that as I type this, my lust is in full swing.

	with my mother , and the main reason was that I was reading too many incest novels online. But I can't say who's to blame, and besides, there's no one to blame. Our family is still harmonious. My mother is kind (not in the sense of being gentle, but loving. On the contrary, my mother used to be extremely strict), my children are filial, everyone is healthy, and my father's business is back on track. In short, we have a happy and healthy family, from the outside looking in, and I feel the same way. Just now, while watching TV, my mother was rambling on about a lot of family matters. I was happy to listen, and she was also happy to talk.

	The relationship between mother and son hasn't changed much. Although I don't have much money now and my future is uncertain, I still feel that I am very happy.

	　　This involves some of my thoughts on mother-son incest: Previously, a netizen posted a thread on this site (in the literature review section) seeking public opinion on what kind of mother-son incest you most desire, or what you think the psychological setting of the mother's role is, or the expression of the mother-son complex. Let's discuss this again here.

	I personally think that the mother's occupation should be lower, not higher. "Nurse, policewoman, executive, etc." seems a bit like a "gun story." Or if the mother is in a high-ranking position, such as government or business, and is highly successful, it's unlikely to constitute incest, as she simply doesn't have the energy or time to dwell on such matters. While food, sex, and nature are part of human nature, how could a mother of that social standing and level of thinking allow her to do something so illogical?

	I think the mother can be an ordinary clerk, a vendor in a shopping mall, or a mercenary merchant in the vegetable market. This is closer to life. As a son, it is too much to ask for more than 18 centimeters . According to the average level in China, no more than 15 is more reasonable. You may think that no more than 15 can not satisfy a mother who is in her prime and has rich sexual experience, but we all know that sexual pleasure depends more on skills and the psychological emotions of both parties. The pleasure obtained from incest comes more from the abnormal pleasure of breaking ethical taboos, or the mother's half-hearted consent to her son out of maternal instinct. In the sexual communication between mother and son, it is not the emotion between men and women, but the mother's priority should be maternal love. Even after such an experience, it is best if the relationship between mother and son does not change much. "

	I don't know whether those incest articles on the Internet are true. In each article, the father either has impotence or died early. If it is true, I extend my condolences to those authors. If it is fictional, then your father is really unfortunate. Not only has he been cuckolded for no reason and has no idea it, but he has also been cursed by you all day long.

	A normal family, a healthy father , a caring mother—do you think this can't foster incest? You're right. It requires the mother's selfless love, a fascination with forbidden pleasures, a touch of admiration for her son's youthful body, a deep affection for him, a commitment to education, and even her own indulgence in unusual sexual pleasures. The mother's ability to control the situation, maintaining a normal parent-child relationship and preventing romantic relationships — all these are considered the best fantasy. If you think what I'm saying is unrealistic, then you can only pray for a mother who is understanding, knowledgeable about lingerie, and mature and charming.

	As for how this happens, use your imagination. Only by doing all of the above can you maximize your own perverse pleasure. If your mother were a promiscuous slut, I imagine the pleasure you'd get from having sex with her wouldn't be as intense. Therefore, everything in mother-son incest should be as understated, normal, and realistic as possible. That's how the contrast works! Contrast brings great satisfaction!

	Forgive me for being so watery ... I originally wanted to explore the factors that lead to mother-son incest, but I'll give up and write another article.

	I 'd better quickly wrap up this "foreword" and solemnly declare: everything I write from here on out is 70% true to life. Of course, I've borrowed some references from previous articles and AV plots , but that's fine. You might laugh at this point. "Can you really do that with your mother?" you've been reading too many novels, daydreaming all day . Let me tell you, it's true. It's just that our relationship remains close most of the time. Amidst the hustle and bustle of the crowd, even a casual disguise wouldn't reveal we were truly special. How could you possibly see through someone else's secrets?

	Also, I'm not a professional writer. This time, I'm writing this because of my obsessive-compulsive disorder. I can't be satisfied without putting anything memorable into words. Problems like lack of subtlety, inconsistency in the plot, and excessive foreshadowing are inevitable, so please bear with me. In my opinion, excellent H- fiction requires some polish to achieve immersiveness . Of course, I've seen some masters get straight to the point and still write brilliantly—I admire them! That's a matter of skill, but I don't have it. When it comes to mother-son relationships, I'm sure many people don't like to get straight to the point. Well, I'll just keep it to myself and treat it like a diary.

	    I originally wanted to go to my mother's room after finishing the first section and do the "Han Shou stealing fragrance" thing, but seeing that my mother was so tired that day, I decided not to bother her and just masturbate to her body.

	Yes, my inimical interaction with my mother is still going on. I am less than 21 years old this year, and my mother is only 43. Our relationship started when I was in the second grade of junior high school and I was 14 years old. Just imagine that at that time, my mother was in the prime of her life.

	 

	


Chapter 1 The initial throbbing

	My family lives in an obscure town in an obscure county town in Guangdong . Surrounded by mountains, transportation is poor, though it's only improved in recent years. Not far from the town center, we can be considered a typical peasant family, having always cultivated our modest half-acre of land. Nearly every household here, regardless of financial circumstances, as long as the entire family hasn't completely left the countryside, cultivates the land. After all, homegrown rice is the best. And when relatives and friends return for the holidays, a bag of rice, tinged with the flavor of home, is a gift that's better than anything else.

	My family's environment is actually not bad. Although it has fluctuated over the years with my father's career, we have finally managed to maintain a comfortable standard of living.

	( Off-topic: We speak Cantonese, so we use our own dialect in all our interactions with my mother. I wanted to type the Cantonese words directly for authenticity, but I was afraid that some friends wouldn't understand. Adding annotations would be too useless and would seem out of place, so I decided to convert it to Mandarin.)

	My mother is from Guangxi. In the 1990s , young and fearless, she followed the wave of migrant workers to Guangdong and married my father at the time. They were introduced by my grandfather, who paid the matchmaker a considerable fee. When they married, my mother was only 22 and my father was only 23 , both of them immature. In our town, there were many people from the same area as my mother.

	　　I was born shortly after my marriage. My mother told me that, six months after my birth, to make ends meet, she used my uncle's connections to enroll in a training program similar to a college of education in a nearby city. A year later, she returned to teach math at the town's central elementary school. It was just elementary school, so the requirements weren't high, and my mother could handle it, especially since she was naturally very intelligent. That's how my mother became a teacher, and later also taught Chinese. My father was working hard in Guangzhou at the time, so my mother stayed at home, teaching and raising me. Since both of my uncles were doing well, the pressure of supporting my grandparents was minimal.

	I don't know if all Guangxi women are like this. They're usually so harmonious and gentle, but when there's an argument, they suddenly change character, becoming fierce, stubborn, and even unreasonable. As long as she believes something is right, she won't budge. Even my father was afraid of this.

	I was in elementary school , my father, for some reason, was incredibly lucky. He was doing well at work and also reaping the rewards from a side business (the Mark Six lottery, imported from Hong Kong, was all the rage in Guangdong at the time). Now I know that his main source of income was the Mark Six lottery. It was because of this that my mother quit her teaching job, but more importantly, she gave birth to my sister and dedicated herself to homeschooling her children.

	Forgive me for not understanding the structure of this first time writing. I have said so much but still haven't gotten to the point. According to international conventions, I have to describe my mother's figure and appearance.

	I'm not entirely sure what my mother looked like when she was younger. I've seen photos of her from back then, and she was much thinner than now, though her face hasn't changed much. Speaking of my mother now, I don't think she's worthy of being called a great model beauty. At best, her features are regular, not delicate. Her eyes, however, are quite alluring, with long, curvy eyelashes that give her a hint of mischief and endearment. She seems to have a vague, ambiguous smile on her face. 

	I personally prefer body shape over appearance, and thankfully, my mother didn't disappoint. Nearly 1.7 meters tall, she's sturdy without being overweight, with just the right amount of voluptuousness. Her legs are long, but not slender, probably due to her height. They're not exactly white, but at least they're well-proportioned.

	As a middle-aged woman, her waist isn't the ideal slender waist; it's just average. That's okay, though. Her hips are perfectly round, with a perfectly formed buttocks that rise slightly when she stands, even loose clothing can't hide it. As for her breasts? Based on my experience over the past few years, I'd estimate them to be D cups. There are so many people online bragging about their cup sizes, but a D cup is actually quite full without any excess volume, especially with the right bra and clothing.

	　　Anyway, my mother's appearance was pretty good, enough to make me have bad intentions. I've always admitted that I'm a womanizer, a bit precocious, and have been like this since I was a child, but I didn't initially have any dirty thoughts about my mother.

	If I have to blame someone, it's only the dangers of the Internet , the stimulation of youth sexual desire, my mother's usual carelessness and her lack of vigilance towards her son, or perhaps she never regarded me as a normal man.

	My mother doesn't look old. Just like when we usually say a girl looks old, my mother is just the opposite.

	In the summer, my mother wore simple tank tops and shorts. These weren't the hot pants girls wear these days, but casual cotton shorts that barely reached the top of their thighs. Looking back, my mother was truly captivating when I was in elementary school. In my memory, especially in the summer, the thin tank tops she wore often couldn't contain her C- cup breasts, which were constricted by her bra. What struck me was that her breasts weren't just two hemispheres, but a mountain, a peak stretching across her entire chest. I think it was the large, diffuse shape of her breasts, or maybe it was the bra that was causing the problem. Her wide cotton shorts lost their effectiveness against her rounded hips, and the outline of her underwear was always visible, even creating a crease where her thighs met her buttocks. After all, she wasn't a young girl anymore; the connection between her thighs and buttocks couldn't be smooth. As she aged, her buttocks sagged a bit, but this actually made her look sexier, adding to her mature allure. When she sat down, the edge of her underwear was visible without even noticing. Sometimes I thought her shorts weren't as effective as leggings.

	The only annoying thing is that my mother 's tank tops always seem to be very close to her neck, so I rarely see any cleavage. Logically, a C- cup breast should have a deep cleavage, even if she doesn't want to. When she bends over, you can see everything, but when she does, I usually stare at her butt from behind .

	My mother 's skin is just average. Her exposed thighs and arms are no longer snow-white, but a healthy tan. Her face is a bit better. The idea of her skin being as smooth as a girl's is unrealistic. However, when she changed, I noticed that the areas of her upper body protected by her clothes were very white. Alas, after all, my mother occasionally has to do farm work, exposed to the sun and rain. Fortunately, living in the countryside and enjoying a healthy lifestyle, my mother eats plenty of fruits and vegetables, so her figure and skin quality are generally well-maintained.

	elementary school , I watched pornographic movies and peeked at my female teachers and classmates, but I didn't pay much attention to my mother who was next to me. I thought it was normal. Now I think it was a waste of talent. Later I learned that there were countless people who peeked at my mother and coveted her.

	Actually, at home, this kind of clothing is pretty ordinary. It's just that I'm too naive and overthink things. Women in small towns don't know how to dress well, but no woman would be slovenly. When she's not working in the fields, my mother always wears cropped jeans or khaki slacks, or black casual trousers. She'll throw on a small jacket or shawl, buttoning it up above her chest to hide her little white rabbits. My mother doesn't have many beautiful clothes. Her shoes are even more ordinary, but she sometimes wears mid-heeled sandals, on important holidays or when she's out of town on errands. She also has short skirts, typical of grown-up women, not the sexy, cute, girly kind. They're the kind you pull on, with simple patterns. There are also those that just button up, like an apron, and unfold into a single piece of fabric ...

	My sixth grade was a turning point for our family. My father, brimming with the lucrative Mark Six lottery returns, returned home for the 2006 Spring Festival and never returned to work. We then learned that he had returned home to be a full-time Mark Six lottery player. As time went on, conflicts arose between him and my mother, who was also deeply upset by his rash decision. This, coupled with occasional disagreements with my grandmother, left her in a state of deep turmoil. She and my father argued and went on to have countless cold wars, with my father always finding a way to smooth things over. Furthermore, my father's gambling luck had run out, and he was constantly losing money, dwindling our savings. Fortunately, he had made a good living, so we didn't lose everything. However, every time he lost, he had to use his savings to pay off his gambling debts, which was a source of resentment from my mother.

	My mother used to be a teacher and always had an intellectual temperament. But after my father resigned and returned home, she was busy with the trivialities of life, educating the children and taking care of the mother-in-law, and sometimes getting angry with my father. You can imagine how hard it was for her at that time and how much pressure she was under. She slowly transformed into an ordinary housewife. The narrow-mindedness of a small farmer, the influence of her teaching experience, the careful budgeting for a living, the experience of traveling around the country when she was young, and the pseudo-work in the factory office all combined in her made me feel that my mother had a different personality from ordinary peasant women and housewives.

	When I was in the first year of junior high school, my mother might have had enough of my father's behavior, or perhaps in order to help with the family expenses, she kept nagging me to go out to work. Otherwise, if my father continued to gamble like this, he would eventually run out of money and even my tuition would be a problem.

	My mother ran everything in the house , tending the crops and raising the poultry. My father couldn't let her travel too far, so he sent her to work in the office of a friend's small factory in town, doing odd jobs like keeping accounts and copying documents. Although the pay wasn't high, it finally soothed my mother's restless heart. No matter how close two people were, constantly facing each other would inevitably lead to conflicts. Now that my mother had a job and wasn't constantly facing my father, their relationship became much more harmonious, and they talked more.

	I 've said that my mother is a bit careless. She never hides from me when she changes clothes at home. Sometimes I'm watching TV in the living room on the second floor, and my mother goes into her room to change clothes. My parents' room faces the living room, so I can see her every move. My mother doesn't like to lock the door. She would turn around and talk to me while changing clothes. I could see her white breasts clearly, but it was a pity that I didn't know how to appreciate them at that time.

	I'd wake up early in the morning, brush my teeth, and head to school. My mother , wearing only her underwear, would venture into the bathroom to urinate, completely oblivious to my presence. After a gurgling urination, she'd get up and wipe her private parts with a tissue. Looking through the mirror, I could only see the white tissue in her hand moving through a patch of black pubic hair. I didn't see her breasts, and even glancing at her private parts was unintentional. In her eyes, I was her innocent child, uninformed by any sexual desires.

	My mother was very strict with me. Born in a small town, my parents, though perhaps not educated, generally inherited the traditional way of raising their children: "A good son is made of a stick." So, as a child, I was often beaten by my mother. If I went swimming secretly, stole five yuan from my grandmother, or overstated the school fees, I would be beaten when I was discovered. Back then, I loved and feared my mother, and I was most afraid of angering her. But she truly loved me and cared deeply about everything. Of course, as I grew older and became more mature, my mother's spankings became less frequent, and they stopped by the time I was in junior high school. She would also harshly criticize and discipline me for any bad habits I had.

	Before the summer vacation of my first year in junior high, although I had read a lot of pornographic books and audiovisual products and had fantasized about many of my female classmates, I had never had any thoughts about my mother, nor did I masturbate. It was simple: I didn't think my mother was a beautiful woman. With her short hair, she looked a bit old-fashioned, like an ordinary old lady. I was simply infatuated with girls with long hair.

	I'd been living on campus since junior high, so I hadn't noticed. That year, my mother started growing her hair long. Of course, she was too lazy to cut it, so she had it permed, so the ends curled up. It wasn't really long, just past her shoulders. Sometimes, you have to admit, hairstyle can truly transform a person's appearance. With shoulder-length hair, my mother's face seemed to have improved. From behind, her swaying hair gave her a touch of grace. She said she had to look her best at the office.

	I like long hair on young girls, but for a middle-aged woman, long hair is nothing. It's like a fall on the street, so now my mother's hair is just right.

	In the second semester of my first year of junior high, I somehow contracted a skin disease that made my hands and genitals itch. In Cantonese, it's called "癞渣," a type of ringworm. Many people have had this skin disease, and like chickenpox, you get it once and have lifelong immunity. I was young at the time, and hearing about skin diseases terrified me. I couldn't stop scratching, even if it broke my hands. The itchiness on my genitals was even worse, and it felt so good just scratching.

	Later, during the summer vacation, I finally decided to tell my father and go to the doctor. There were a bunch of medicines, sulfur applied to the affected area, and I had to bathe in medicated water. I also had to simply disinfect the clothes and quilts I had used.

	　　After more than ten days, I was almost back to normal. One morning, my mother came into my room and said to me:

	"Son, what's wrong? Is your skin still itchy? Remember not to scratch it with your hands."

	I stretched out my hands to show my mother and said to her, "My hands seem to be healed now."

	My mother calmly pointed at my penis and said, "Here." I was embarrassed and whispered, "Almost there." "Let me see," I said, my heart trembling. Even though she was my mother, I was almost in the eighth grade, entering puberty. How could I have the nerve to let my mother see my naked private parts?

	" Mom, don't worry, it's almost healed."

	My mother raised her eyebrows slightly and said to me with a smile, "Why are you still shy with me? You are a piece of my flesh. What's wrong with letting me see you? Will I lose you?"

	　　... What does this mean?

	"But I'm grown up now , not a child anymore. How can I let my mother look after me?"

	" Growing up? You're just an ignorant little brat and you dare to say you've grown up. In my eyes, you will always be that naked little kid." My mother said to me with her hands on her hips.

	I sat up, pulled down my pants and underwear, and exposed my penis. It's a sign of male nature. I'd measured it, and it was barely 12cm erect . At the time , I thought it was normal. My mother didn't react in any particular way. Now that I think about it, I wonder if my penis is still a little immature compared to my father's. I'd seen my father's penis in the bathroom when we were traveling together, and it was a pinky-finger-longer than mine. Later, when I spied on my parents having sex, I estimated that my father's penis was about 17cm erect , and it was pointed upwards . The glans was also larger than mine, and darker all over. My penis was the same color as my skin back then.

	　　Back to the scene, my mother's main concern was to see if I had any red spots like the ones on my hands. Because of her height, she leaned over and touched my penis. At the time, she was already relaxed and didn't feel anything. But then, the last thing I wanted to see happened. Then, she gently grasped my penis between her index finger and thumb, wiggling it a few times and pulling on my scrotum, like she was inspecting a treasure. She simply said, "You're not fully recovered yet."

	Then he hit my thigh again and scolded me, "I told you to eat more meat, but you didn't eat at school. You're so skinny. You're in your growth phase now. Look at your legs. You look like an old man. How dare you say you've grown up?"

	My lower abdomen felt hot, and a strange feeling slowly spread to my penis. Oh no, it was starting to get hard! That would be embarrassing in front of Mom! Mom's next move only intensified the erection. Still using her index finger and thumb, she actually pulled my foreskin downwards. Her fingers naturally touched my glans, and a tingling sensation washed over me. My penis slowly hardened from its lowered state. It was like this little guy was just trying to go against me. The more I tried to stop it from getting hard, the more it insisted on getting hard.

	I didn't dare look my mother in the eye, hunching my head in embarrassment. I was afraid she would scold me. Back then, I didn't know anything. Among children, everyone knew that having an erection was an evil, obscene thing, something that was associated with vulgarity. But that day, I actually had a full erection in front of my mother.

	The little brother couldn't help but jump , became completely hard, and broke free from the two fingers of his mother who were "playing tricks on him".

	"Eh!" the mother said, "You've really grown up, little brat. I underestimated you."

	I raised my head and looked at my mother awkwardly. She wasn't surprised at all. Instead, she smiled meaningfully, gently patted my erect penis, and said, "It's okay, silly boy. This is a normal reaction for boys."

	I was still thinking about what my mother said about "growing up", and my inner thoughts were also changing dramatically. My mother's hand was still rummaging through my lower body. The pornographic articles and scenes from the third-level films I had read in the past came to my mind. My lower body was so hard that it was a bit uncomfortable, and I urgently needed to vent.

	Finally, the obscene thoughts shifted to my mother. Only then did I look at my mother's whole body. Since my mother was using her right hand to fiddle with my lower body, I was able to browse leisurely. She was wearing a light gray vest, and the vest and black bra straps were tightly clasped around her shoulders. Her left hand was on the bed, and she was half leaning over, causing a pair of heavy little white rabbits to pull the vest off her body. The thin vest seemed unable to bear the weight of life, and the vest straps were almost off, leaving a huge gap between the vest and the body. I couldn't help but look at the scenery inside the vest, the white breasts, and the overall black bra with a red pattern. The two drooping breasts left a passage in the middle, just enough to see my mother's lower body.

	The pink , slightly worn cotton shorts were messy from the front, with nothing special to be seen. The fabric dipped at the base of the thighs, creating a distinct boundary. It felt like she was wearing shorts that barely covered her crotch. Standing, her legs looked alluring, proudly supporting her body and forming a heart shape with her hips. Unfortunately, since I wasn't facing away from her, I couldn't admire her big, sticking-out butt.

	Because of the dirty thoughts I had about my mother, my sexual desire was so high that my penis seemed to be erect to the limit, and the glans had turned red and black. In fact, my mother only fiddled with my lower body for about ten seconds ... but I had already peeped at her.

	In any case , my mother was wearing complete clothes, and I wanted to see through her completely. At that time, I wished I had a pair of X-ray eyes. What I was imagining in my mind was not any action against my mother, but just a momentary impulse, and I was tempted to pry into the privacy of my mother, whom I usually respected and feared.

	The comfortable numb feeling in my lower body only lasted about 10 seconds, because my mother had already put her hand away, sat down, and pulled up my pants.

	Then my mother told me not to scratch it with my hands and to remember to apply the medicine on time.

	　　I sniffed the scent of shower gel wafting from my mother's body, tinged with the fragrance of a mature woman. It had seemed so ordinary before, but now it was a scent that stirred my desire. At that moment, I treated my mother like an ordinary woman. As she sat down, I finally saw part of her round buttocks, which formed an alluring curve with her waist. Even through her shorts, I could still see the dividing line down the middle of her wide ass, dividing it into two halves. My penis was swollen and uncomfortable, but I didn't think of anything more advanced than penetration. I simply wanted to hold my mother and relieve the desire.

	Then my mother told me to get up early and not to sleep in during the holiday, and then she got up and left.

	When I reached the door, my mother turned around with a complicated look in her eyes and said, "Also, it's normal for you to feel this way. Every boy will experience this. Don't take it too seriously, and don't overthink it, especially ... Never mind, I'll go make some porridge." Before she finished, she shook her head and left ...

	After my mother left, I was still thinking about the scene and her words. My penis was still erect. Thinking of the two times my mother had stroked me, I imitated her and gently moved my foreskin up and down. I felt the tingling sensation again. In fact, I had discovered that this was very comfortable a long time ago, but I only moved it a few times before stopping.

	This time, as I masturbated, I thought about my mother's body. After a few minutes, something seemed to be about to burst out of my penis. A feeling of relaxation washed over me, and a few drops of milky white liquid spurted out from the glans. I've said I puberty early, so of course I knew this was the legendary sperm. After it came out, I felt nauseous and overwhelmed with guilt. Oh my god, what had happened to me? I could do such a disgusting thing while thinking about my mother. My naive lust for my mother disappeared in an instant.

	　　This was my first time masturbating, and it happened after my first intimate contact with my mother. From then on, I couldn't stop, and it slowly pushed me into the abyss of my lustful mother.

	 

	 

	Chapter 2 Voyeurism and sex scenes

	For a long time after that incident , I didn't have any thoughts about my mother. However, I masturbated more frequently, but my fantasies were always of my classmates. I was in the second year of junior high, and life went on much the same as always. During the holidays, I became obsessed with the online game "Demi-Gods and Semi-Devils." The cool skill effects, powerful life system, and the connection to martial arts romance kept me hooked day and night. My grades also declined significantly. I used to be at the top of the class, but now I'm around 30th in the class, and my father often scolded me for this.

	My mother was also very angry about my behavior. She scolded me even more harshly than my father, often expressing her deepest grief. It really shocked me at the time, but scolding me about internet addiction was useless. I just kept doing what I wanted to do. After scolding me, I continued playing. My mother wasn't worried about my grades. She had always been accommodating in this regard. She just thought I was like a pathological drug addict. I didn't work, didn't go out to play with my classmates, and spent all day in front of the computer. This was a bit scary, and she was worried that I would have mental problems.

	My father lost more and more money and his mood became worse, and my mother was inevitably affected. In this situation, how could they not be annoyed when I was addicted to the Internet?

	Not only did my mother have to work in the factory office, but she also had to do all the housework after work and pick up some crops. Her attitude towards my grandmother became worse and worse (I later learned that this was because when she was young, my grandmother looked down on my mother, and even more so on the people from my mother's hometown. My mother has always been resentful about this. As a woman from Guangxi, she has a strong sense of self-esteem).

	My father loved his family, a fact my mother always acknowledged. She was always dissatisfied with his unrealistic ambitions and inaction. He never helped with any chores around the house, leaving her with almost everything to do. Furthermore, my father frequently criticized my mother's treatment of my grandmother, a sentimental sentiment naturally resented by my stubborn mother.

	　　I remember one day, my father must have lost some money. During dinner, my mother called several times to urge him to come home for dinner. He came home furious, unintelligibly fuming, and then went upstairs without even eating. My mother was probably furious too, but she still asked me to bring him the food. By the time we got upstairs, they had already finished it. My mother thought it was ridiculous and went back to watch TV. They ignored each other.

	Halfway through the film , my father suddenly got up and unplugged the power cord . My mother was furious, but she didn't get angry at the time. She just said, "Don't beg me tonight if you dare," and went to visit the neighbors.

	came back , he slept with me, but I didn't think anything of it at the time. My mother even said, "Your damn dad must have lost money and is taking it out on the family. Let him sleep well."

	I was a little amused and confused. Mother , Dad is not a child anymore. Is letting him sleep alone a punishment?

	　　It’s a pity that I didn’t consciously take advantage of her that night.

	The next morning, my father , probably repenting all night, was in the living room, head bowed, puffing away on a cigarette. While I was sweeping the floor, I noticed a pile of tissues on the floor of their room. I said to him, "Dad, please don't throw your snotty tissues around. It's so hard for me to sweep."

	When my mother heard this, she glanced at the trash can in my hand and sneered, "Serves you right. Aren't you very capable? You take it out on your wife all day long."

	My father was extremely embarrassed, and I was confused. What was going on?

	In the afternoon, my father used his usual tricks and found a topic to talk to my mother back. This time he was talking about installing an air conditioner. I remembered that the last time they had a cold war, my father brought up buying a washing machine. Damn, if this goes on, if it happens a few more times, he will definitely bring up buying a plane.

	It was another night, it was past 12 o'clock, and I was still playing games in my room. I guessed that my parents and sister had already gone to bed. Somehow, my mother went back to their room to sleep.

	I went out to get some water , I heard a "bang, bang, bang" sound coming from their room, like something hitting the bed, and my mother's yelling. I thought they might have started arguing and fighting in bed, so I cautiously retreated to my own door and listened to what was going on.

	My mother said, "Go away! I have to go to work tomorrow." Although her voice was low, I could still hear the anger in it.

	on the bed continued.

	It was my mother 's voice again : "I've done too much work during the day. I'm very tired. I don't feel like moving tonight."

	I couldn't hear clearly what my father was muttering.

	I still had no idea what happened between them and thought it was just an ordinary quarrel.

	My mother said, "If you keep me from getting out of bed tomorrow, I'll show you how I'll deal with you!"

	　　At this time, there was a sound as if a body was tossing and turning on the bed, "Hmm ... ", which was obviously made by the mother.

	Another long, lingering "Hmm ... Hmm." It was a very oppressive, uncomfortable feeling, yet the sound of my mother's voice had a hint of relaxation and softness. A voice that inspired me to move forward!

	In an instant , I seemed to understand that they were doing the thing that couples do, the legendary "making love"?

	It felt like all the blood in my body was rushing to my head, and I felt my blood boiling. Although I usually watch a lot of movies, this was the first time I encountered such a real thing, or should I say heard it, and from my parents!

	　　I vaguely heard the legendary "moan" of ecstasy from my mother's mouth. They didn't close the door. Something exploded in my lower abdomen, and my lower body became hard unconsciously.

	Unfortunately, I can’t see what’s going on inside!

	I took off my slippers and, keeping close to the wall, cautiously approached their door. There was a flicker of orange light, likely from a small desk lamp. My mother's voice grew clearer, my desire intensified, and I could hear the thumping of the bed.

	I didn't dare peek, I could only eavesdrop. It was simple common sense. If I saw them, they would definitely see me too.

	I took out my dick and started masturbating for some unknown reason. Sex is something that you learn naturally. I only knew that at that time, only by constantly stroking my lower body could I feel better physically and mentally.

	The mother 's calls were not frequent, nor were they loud. There was only the occasional "hmm ... hmm ... " followed by heavy panting sounds, which all seemed to come from the mother , "hmm ... hmm ... ha ... ha";

	The bed made a lot of noise, and there were also some "ooh!" moans. It was very suppressed, as if someone was strangling their throat, probably to avoid disturbing us.

	I was afraid that they would find me after they were done, so I went back to my room and went to sleep. I could still barely hear my mother's voice.

	Bang! There was a loud sound, the bed board creaking. Then came my mother's "Ah ... ", short and powerful, the lingering sound lingering in the air.

	Something seemed to touch my heart , and this sound was obviously different from the previous ones.

	　　After a while.

	" Beep", it should be my father walking out of the living room and lighting a cigarette.

	" Dong, dong. Dong", that was my mother, probably barefoot, and then there was the sound of water coming from the bathroom.

	they all fell asleep again, my lower body was still erect and my mood could not calm down for a long time. My mother's enchanting voice lingered in my mind, and I kept thinking about the plots of the movies I usually watched, imagining that my mother was the heroine in them.

	I felt a little crazy and couldn't bear it anymore. I got up and went to the bathroom on the first floor. I wanted to take my mother's clothes to satisfy my sexual desire! Fetishism is probably something that everyone has. I don't know why I thought of this action at that time.

	I dug out my mother 's pure white underwear, which had been changed. There was a light yellow mark in the middle. I immediately put it to my nose. There was only a faint fishy smell, no urine! There was also a faint scent of laundry detergent. I was actually disappointed at the time. I had always hoped to smell something pungent.

	He picked up the very ordinary style bra and rubbed it against his nose. It still had a faint fragrance, and a hint of frankincense. He sniffed it vigorously, and masturbated with his other hand, thinking about his mother's screams just now.

	I imagined that every time I breathed on the clothes on my nose, my mother would make a "hmm ... " sound.

	The semen was ejaculated all over the place ... After coming out, my head felt empty and I felt like I had lost interest in my mother. I felt disgusted with the underwear and bra in my hands, so I went back to sleep.

	The next day, my mother was just like usual, busy with breakfast and then going to feed the children. She was just an ordinary housewife, a little strict, but also a little virtuous. I looked at her and couldn't relate to what I heard last night. When I turned to my father, she still looked uninterested as before.

	But it was a painful experience for me. From then on, I developed a habit of eavesdropping on their sex life. I figured out a pattern: whether there was foreplay or not, they would last at least an hour; Dad would usually sit up until one or two in the morning, but if he went to bed at 11 o'clock on a certain night, it was definitely for sex; they didn't lock the door, and afterward, Dad would always smoke a cigarette while Mom would go to the bathroom, perhaps to wash up or something; the first time I listened, Mom didn't seem to moan much, but I still felt she was very emotional, with some words that said she couldn't help herself.

	As for me, I masturbate while eavesdropping every time , and I feel very happy. It is probably the same for everyone who has accidentally or intentionally peeped at their parents' sex in childhood. It can arouse your desire, but you may not have any bad intentions towards your mother. When you peek, all your reactions are involuntary, and perhaps you just regard your mother as an ordinary woman. In any case, it is happy enough.

	　　Unfortunately, I've never seen what's going on inside, and I can't find a way to do it. I briefly considered using the mirror at the door to reflect the scene, but then realized that would expose me more easily. I even considered climbing the ladder up to their window, but I didn't have the nerve. As for eavesdropping, that's also dangerous, because I never know when they'll finish. If my father suddenly walks out, I'm done. I also considered recording the audio with my phone to use as sexual material, but that didn't seem feasible.

	Before I witnessed their sexual intercourse with my own eyes, I didn't have much thought about my mother and only masturbated occasionally.

	had n't been smart enough to overlook a shortcut. But the opportunity presented itself, and I'll never forget that day.

	I don't know if my Oedipus complex developed after I developed a femme crush , or if my Oedipus complex developed before my femme crush. In my opinion, as long as a middle-aged woman has a decent figure, a nice bust that lifts her figure, and a decent face, wears shorts, and doesn't have huge legs, I'm attracted to her. There are many such women in small towns, and most of them are shop owners.

	One day, as I passed the town government building, I saw an ordinary woman in shorts and a T- shirt sitting in the canteen . I stopped and stared at her. She didn't have big breasts, but her bun made her look a bit charming.

	I stayed there for half an hour , my penis erect for half an hour. When I got home, my lower abdomen was swollen and painful. After dinner and a shower, I felt refreshed. Thinking of that mature woman again, my penis became hard again. Suddenly, I thought of my mother. My mother's conditions were much better than that woman's. Why would I need to go to such a long distance? I immediately ran upstairs.

	My mother sat quietly on a living room bench, her head slightly lowered, seriously studying the Mark Six lottery information. Her hair was still loose and slightly damp, clearly fresh from the shower. She was wearing a white suspender pajamas and a light yellow apron. I took a closer look and realized the pajamas seemed a little thin; I could even make out the spine of her back. Suddenly, something struck me as odd! No bra straps were visible on her shoulders! I suppressed my excitement, grabbed a small chair, and sat in front of her, pretending to enjoy the fan.

	My mother was so engrossed in her studies that she didn't notice me. I couldn't wait to shift my gaze to her upper body. Although her lace-trimmed tube top was a bit squeezed by her lowered head, the hem of her pajamas dipped, revealing a hint of her snow-white breast flesh. Under the light, the two intersecting veins on her left breast were clearly visible, leaving a deep groove between them. Looking at her again, my whole body was ablaze with heat. Sure enough, two points bulged out from her chest. My mother was actually "showing off her breasts!" Unfortunately, the fabric on her chest was so complex that I couldn't clearly see the details of her areola or nipple, but that was enough to get my blood boiling. Her entire upper body seemed to be dominated by those two lumps of flesh, and with those two prominent points, I, a teenage boy, could hardly contain myself.

	I never realized my mother's breasts were so beautiful! The skin color of the exposed breast area is slightly different from the skin color from the chest to the neck. My mother's breasts should be very white, while the U- shaped area above the chest is more bronze, probably due to long-term exposure.

	light yellow apron. I was completely intoxicated by the scene. I just stared at my mother, rubbing my crotch through my pants with my hands to relieve the uncomfortable swelling.

	" Pah!" My mother swatted the mosquito with her hand, then raised her head and noticed me coming.

	"Wow, that's scary! When did you get up here?"

	"What are you looking at, you little brat?" My mother seemed to notice that I was staring at her breasts. Then she looked down at her clothes with a look of annoyance on her face.

	"Ah, I forgot, you little brat took advantage of me!"

	" Is mom really that pretty? Look at you, you're such a fool!"

	"Ah, I ... I'm a little hot. Let me blow ... blow ... the fan here ... " He stammered, as if his dirty secret had been discovered.

	"You're so frivolous , huh!" With that, he put down the papers in his hand and headed to his room, presumably to change. He emerged a few minutes later, and the outfit he was wearing was enough to make me cringe.

	Haha, she was just wearing a bra underneath . What was even more shocking was that she was wearing a black bra underneath her white suspender pajamas, and there were big red flower embroidery on the sides, which was very conspicuous. It was a large full-face bra, with a small part showing under her armpits. After all, she is a certain age, and her armpits have a little extra breasts and wrinkles, but at this moment, it added to her allure. This is what a mature woman should have. The wind from the fan lifted the hem of my mother's skirt, and I saw black lace leggings, which were not there before!

	I was feeling a mix of emotions , a touch of agitation and a touch of helplessness. Besides my father, I was the only man in the house, and yet she wore leggings, as if to protect me. And the black underneath was white, like she was deliberately inviting attention! I imagined my mother's thoughts, a conflicted one: resisting exposure while also pretending to be unintentionally seductive. She was trying to seduce me!

	Of course, the mother certainly didn't think too much about it. She had no idea her eighth-grade son had such a sinister imagination. However, when it comes to sexual psychology, boys are always one step ahead. But judging by the mother's reaction just now, there was nothing unusual. On the contrary, her words revealed a hint of joy. Perhaps she thought it was nothing, I'm just an ignorant little brat.

	My mother sat down and looked at the materials again. I was almost done with my fantasies and wanted to go into the room and take further action.

	The mother said, "Don't play games too late at night, or your father will scold you when he comes back."

	I returned to my room, sat down, turned on my computer, and then, reminiscing about the scene, I began to jerk off my dick. The stimulation was so intense that I came in a short while. I felt completely bored, and my mind cleared up a lot! Then I started playing online games.

	Around ten o'clock , my father finished his shower and walked past my room, scolding me, "You play all day and all night. Do you still need to study if you keep going like this? Go to bed early!"

	was like a signal! Were they going to do that thing again tonight? My lower abdomen felt hot again, and my heart was excited again, as if I had been revived to my full potential. After ten minutes of not wanting to continue the online world, I went to bed early for the first time and pretended to sleep!

	I had been gritting my teeth and resisting sleep for half an hour, the lights in the living room finally went out. It seemed that my father had also gone to bed. "Pah! Pah!" Two sounds, probably my father turned off the lights in the room and then turned on the bedside lamp. It's not time yet! You guys are having fun, and I, your son, need to have some fun too. After ten minutes, I slid down from my bed carefully! In order not to make any noise on the bed board. I took out the key from the drawer and locked my room. This was necessary, otherwise if they checked on me after they were done and found that I was not in the room, I would be in big trouble.

	I tiptoed towards the room at the top of the stairs.

	　　This is a fantastic route I hadn't noticed before. Climbing out the stairwell window leads to the balcony, and above the other end of the balcony is the south-facing window of my parents' room! I had previously planned to climb the ladder to the east window. I had overlooked the stairwell window and planned to walk from the living room to the balcony, but that was too risky. Finally, I found the sunny path!

	But I couldn't let my guard down. There was another balcony window facing my parents' door, and with the damn moonlight and the rustling of clothes from walking upright, I lay down on all fours, imitating a spider. It was ridiculous! Even thieves weren't that careful! Who could have imagined that a young man, under the moonlight, would trudge so hard towards his parents' room just to peek? It was truly absurd!

	　　I won't go into detail about the twists and turns of the process, but I got there anyway. I slowly straightened my upper body. Damn, there was a curtain, no problem, it was just enough to cover me. I opened a small corner and looked inside with my thieving eyes ...

	　　Their bed was less than two meters from this window. Although they had the bedside lamp on, under the cover of the curtains and the contrast of the light, I was sure they wouldn't notice me. I was extremely excited. I could finally observe them up close.

	(Alas, I decided to change my address. Using "mother" and "father" all the time is too formal and doesn't suit me.)

	The bed was facing the window on my side, less than two meters away! So this pornographic scene was practically unfolding right before my eyes! The only regret was that the light wasn't as bright as during the day, but it was still a rare sight. A long-cherished wish had finally come true ...

	I didn't expect to see the whole process the first time I watched it.

	My mother was now lying face down, her lower body had been changed into light green cotton shorts, and her upper body was still in the same suspender pajamas. She didn't react at all. I guess she was woken up and turned over by my father when she was sleeping soundly. My father knelt on the lower left side of her buttocks, touching my mother's right leg with one hand, but lowered his head and kissed my mother's calf.

	When I saw this scene, my head was spinning. These were my beloved parents, and at this moment, they were doing things that were not suitable for children. My lower body became hard unconsciously, and my whole body felt like it was on fire and a little hot.

	My father kissed all the way up and then buried his head directly in the middle of my mother's buttocks. When my mother was lying on her stomach, her round and firm buttocks and strong thighs formed two steps.

	Looking at my mother's buttocks wrapped in cotton shorts, which showed no signs of loosening due to lying down, I swallowed and my excitement became even stronger.

	My dad's behavior seemed very obscene. He didn't take off my mom's shorts, but just put his face against her buttocks, as if he was sniffing the fragrance between them, or kissing my mom's buttocks. He would occasionally move his head slightly back and forth, rubbing his nose on both sides of my mom's buttocks.

	　　After a while, perhaps getting bored with the process, my dad leaned forward, half of his body sleeping on my mom, his face close to my mom, kissing her earlobes and cheeks, making "tsk tsk" sounds. His hands were not idle, touching and pinching my mom's buttocks.

	" Hmm," my mother made a lazy, long nasal sound, and it seemed that she had some reaction. Then she slowly turned her head and responded to my father with her mouth, "Hmm!", their mouths met and they began to kiss passionately.

	My mother seemed to be particularly excited about kissing. She opened her lips as if she wanted to swallow my father's lips. Soon, the corners of their mouths shone with moisture, which was the saliva left over from the kissing scene.

	When I saw this, I felt for the first time that my mother had become a completely different person. She could no longer be associated with the woman who was strict with me and often scolded my father.

	At this moment , he is so passionate and devoted, even a little bit lewd!

	　　At this time, my mother had turned over and was facing my father, with my father lying on top of her.

	　　The contrast is obvious! Although my mother's skin is not very white, compared with my dark-skinned father, her skin is still noticeably white.

	My father is about 175 cm tall and thin, while my mother is nearly 1.7 meters tall and has a strong physique . From this perspective, she seems bigger than my father, but my mother has a well-proportioned figure.

	a young age , I already knew how to find excitement in this contrast.

	My father stopped kissing my mother's lips and was now kissing her neck. My mother's hair was a little messy, her head was tilted back slightly, her eyes were closed, and she had an expression of enjoyment. She was moaning "hmm, hmm", not loudly, but I could tell that she was very into it.

	It turned out that my father's hand had reached into her shorts and started moving. At this time, my mother's pair of plump, slender and healthy thighs were sometimes bent and sometimes straightened. In short, she could not settle down, constantly rubbing against the mat, making a "hissing" sound.

	I also reached into my crotch and gently stroked my little cock.

	My father's movements became more and more vigorous, my mother's breathing became heavier, and her legs moved randomly, as if she was in some torture.

	Suddenly, my father stretched out a hand. Under the light of the desk lamp, it looked like it was coated with a layer of egg white, shining. He stretched it to my mother's mouth as if playing a prank.

	My mother must have noticed this, her beautiful eyes widened, and she angrily slapped my father's hand, shoved it away, and said, "You're a pervert!"

	My dad just smiled and didn't continue.

	My dad continued to play with my mom's lower body. After two or three minutes, my mom started to get a little crazy and started to move a lot. She pushed my dad to the side, then knelt on his right side and quickly took off his underwear. It felt like my dad had become the woman, and my mom was the dominant man.

	My mom wants to give my dad a blowjob?!

	My dad's penis popped out, standing proudly. Wow, I couldn't help but check my own. My dad's was at least 18cm long and thicker than mine, and it was sticking up like an eggplant. Tsk, tsk, tsk, tsk, a father is a father. How could I, as a son, compare to him? For the first time, I lost a little confidence in my lower body ...

	My mother seemed to have seen some treasure, or like a thirsty person finding a spring, she immediately lowered her head and took my father's treasure into her mouth.

	My mother's mouth was stretched so wide that she couldn't completely swallow my father's penis.

	He was breathing heavily and making a rustling sound like he was eating a popsicle.

	My mother mostly held the glans in her mouth, and her tongue expertly coordinated with her lips to serve my father. Oh my god, that performance was just like the heroines in the porn movies I usually watch.

	Because of the head resting against my father's, my mother's hair hung down and touched the roots of my father's hair. From time to time, my mother used her hands to push the few strands of hair that hung down back to the side.

	One hand was playing with my hair, the other hand was holding my dad's penis, and of course, my mouth didn't stop.

	She never dreamed that this lewd behavior was seen by her son!

	　　Although it was oral sex, I didn't feel disgusted or dirty. Instead, I felt that my mother was very charming at this time and was a woman who extremely tempted me.

	　　Who would have thought that she would be the usual stern woman who scolded my grandmother and my father? I suddenly felt a sense of relief, as if I was happy for my father.

	　　After a few minutes, my mother finally let go of the baby in her mouth, knelt at the head of the bed, and raised her butt. That posture, that was the posture for being fucked. Tonight, my three views were refreshed again and again, and I kept witnessing the unrestrained nature of my strict mother.

	My dad was probably still immersed in the ecstasy he had just experienced, and he didn't care about my mom. He just stared at my mom's beautiful buttocks. After a while, my mom turned her head and looked at my dad, and pushed her buttocks up hard, as if reminding my dad to work faster.

	My father finally reacted. He reached out his hand to my mother's buttocks, grabbed and squeezed them a few times, then slowly helped my mother take off her shorts. Inside were purple cotton panties that did not dig into the crotch and were enough to cover the parts that needed to be covered.

	I was so moved that I almost cried. Now I could finally peek into my mother's private parts in a state of high sexual desire, although I couldn't get close. I was looking forward to what my father would do.

	The purple panties were slowly taken off. My mother lifted her right leg and half of the panties were untied. My father cut corners and didn't untie the other half, leaving it on my mother's thigh.

	What a pity! It's facing sideways to me! What the hell is there to look at?

	There is only a snow-white buttocks ball, and a black groove can be vaguely seen between the two buttocks. As for the more private parts, it is impossible to appreciate them at all!

	Then my father knelt behind my mother's buttocks, and pushed his long and thick penis towards the middle of my mother's buttocks.

	My mother turned around suddenly, put her hand on my father's lower abdomen, and stopped him from going any further. She said a little angrily, "Who told you to go in so fast!"

	My dad was a little confused . Well, you're staring at that sexy big ass and coming over here. Don't you want me to fuck you?

	"Kiss me," my mother called out with a hint of charm.

	My father understood what was happening, lowered his body slightly, and put his head between my mother's buttocks. This time, his beautiful butt was completely exposed.

	Ah, how I wish at this moment that I am my dad, and it is me who is buried between my mother’s buttocks ... I couldn’t help but lick my lips.

	But my dad quickly turned his head away from my mom and sat down. My mom turned around again and said, "Huh?", giving my dad a strange look and swaying her butt from side to side, as if blaming him for not taking action.

	"The taste ... the taste is a bit strong. I can't stand it tonight . Next ... next time. I'll definitely help you next time!"

	My mother was like a deflated butt. She groaned heavily and lay down again, letting go of her beautiful butt that was enough to seduce her son to death.

	　　At first, my dad seemed like he had done something wrong and didn't dare to make a sound. Later, he climbed onto my mom's body again. My mom turned over and responded to my dad enthusiastically with her mouth again.

	　　At this time, my father's hands were not on my mother's lower body, but grabbed the pair of 36D big breasts on my mother's chest and ravaged them fiercely through her pajamas and bra .

	Slowly, my father gave up my mother's lips and moved down to her chest, caressing her breasts like he had just done when he caressed my mother's butt.

	" Hmm ... hum ... hmm ... hmm", suddenly my mother's head tilted back even more, and her moans of ecstasy became more frequent. It seems that her breasts are her sensitive area. Even when my dad touched her below just now, she didn't react so much!

	My dad was finally going to take off my mom's pajamas. He pulled my mom's pajamas from the bottom up with both hands. My mom panted and leaned back to make it easier for him to take off her pajamas.

	I saw a bra embroidered with black roses , which almost took up the entire upper body. Although she was lying down, the bra's gathering effect made my mother's breasts still proudly firm.

	my father grabbed my mother's breasts with her bra on, he reached behind her and started to unhook her bra.

	I have been dreaming about day and night, the source of my vitality, are finally presented to me clearly and without any obstruction!

	Under the lamplight, the big white breasts are so bright! Because there is no bra to support them, they are slightly slumped to the sides and have already exceeded the body position! I never thought that my mother's breasts would be so big, so beautiful and so confusing to me.

	Under the kneading of my father's dirty hands, it became round and firm again, turning into an inverted bowl, more like a balloon filled with water, and it looked very soft!

	The light brown areola is just the right size, and the two peanut-like nipples are slightly black, which does not affect the beauty at all, but adds to the feeling of lustful charm! Under the stimulation of my father, they have already bulged, tempting me who was peeping outside the window.

	At this moment, my father is concentrating on these beautiful breasts, biting and licking them with his mouth.

	" Um ... ah" My mother seemed to enjoy my father playing with her breasts. She put her hands on my father's head and groped around randomly.

	From time to time, I raised my head to watch my father's movements, then put it down heavily and let out a long sigh, "Ah ... huh . "

	Because of my father's obstruction , I haven't seen what's going on with my mother down there yet.

	It seemed like a long century had passed before my mother seemed fed up with such "frivolity". She shook my father's shoulders and said to him with a trembling voice and a hint of desire, "Give it to me ... um ... um ... stop doing it ... give it to me ... um"

	I am also very much looking forward to it. After watching the foreplay for so long, it’s finally time to get to the point!

	My mother consciously opened her plump and slender thighs and raised her calves, forming a typical M- shaped posture . My mother knelt between her thighs, holding up her already impatient penis, and slowly moved downwards.

	I could just barely see a black shadow where my mother was.

	My mother held my father's penis, as if it had reached the entrance of the hole, then raised her head, looked at the part that was about to intertwine, and pushed my father's lower abdomen with both hands, as if to prevent him from going in too quickly.

	I saw my dad's butt slowly moving forward.

	"Hiss ... " My mother clenched her jaw. After all these years, she still seemed to be still not fully accustomed to my father's size. She looked a little nervous, looking down at him, supervising his thrusts. Yes, after all, my father's thing was really amazing.

	With a "swish", he entered completely, leaving no gap between them .

	"Ah! ... Be gentle." My father pulled out his entire butt again and hit my mother's pubic mound with a "pop".

	"Ah ... be gentle ... I haven't recovered yet ... "

	My dad seemed like a different person. After he went in, he immediately became very arrogant. He ignored my mom's shouting and went in and out quickly.

	"Ah ... you ... are so annoying ... and you're still so hard ... "

	"Slow down ... ah ... "

	My dad was really decisive. My mom's face flushed immediately, her brows furrowed, and she bit her lower lip lightly with her teeth. Her hair was messy, covering part of her face. She moaned and panted, and she was getting into the mood.

	The panties that were originally hanging on her thighs fell down, and her legs began to wrap around my father's waist.

	The sound of "slurp, slurp" came one after another. It seemed that my mother was really moved and a lot of water flowed out.

	" Hmm ... Hmm ... " The sounds of ecstatic moans made my mouth dry and my whole body hotter.

	　　This is my mother, she is so slutty, a sexy mother in everyday life and a slut in bed!

	My mother, who had been hugging her thighs with her hands, now clutched the bed sheet tightly, and her head was shaking suddenly from side to side, as if no movement could soothe her.

	A pair of soft, big, white breasts rolled on the upper body. Yes, it felt like rolling. Maybe they were too soft, like a water bag.

	My father's hands would pinch my mother's nipples from time to time, and gather her swinging breasts together, making them look big and round.

	“ Hmm … Hmm … Ah … Hmm…”

	The body position was gradually changing. My mother's body gradually moved down, became more and more bent, and her entire buttocks were lifted up.

	Then my father did something that benefited his son . I will never forget what happened next!

	He held my mother's plump waist and lifted her up, aiming to lift her beautiful buttocks. Thank God, now they were facing me!

	In other words , I only saw my dad's back and my mom's thighs. I wasn't worried at all that they would notice I was peeping. My dad was facing the wall, and my mom was underneath, lost in thought and lust, so she wouldn't notice at all.

	But, I could clearly see their intercourse through my dad's open thighs!

	My father supported himself on the bed with his hands, facing the hole below my mother, and did a posture similar to push-ups.

	" Hmm ... Hmm ... Ah ... Slow down ... Ah."

	　　This position seems to penetrate deeper, and my mother's reaction is obviously much greater.

	I finally got a rough idea of where my genitals came from! Looking over, I saw thick pubic hair that almost reached my labia, like a trapezoidal meadow with lush grass. The pubic fluid from intense intercourse had wetted the hair nearby, making it look a bit messy and even more lewd.

	My mother's vagina was pounding with a long black rod, her entire vagina brown with a hint of fleshy red. Her labia majora, engorged with blood, had become enlarged, resembling two small sausages, while her labia minora, drooping like a head, languished under my father's assault, like wet mushrooms. Her entire vagina was shiny and greasy, probably very slippery.

	Below is a lovely chrysanthemum, with beautiful light brown wrinkles swirling around the tightly closed small hole in the middle.

	People in small towns do physical labor and live a green life. My mother also consumes a lot of vegetables, so it is not surprising that her anus is in such a healthy state.

	" Hmm ... Hmm ... Oh ... Hate it ... " My mother scolded again

	It turned out that my father used the obscene method of nine shallow and one deep, and my mother was really in ecstasy.

	"Gurgle , gurgle" I could feel my mother getting more and more moist inside, and gradually, my father's penis began to contain white fluid! I rarely see white fluid in porn movies, but my mother actually has it! It was really shocking!

	The white liquid mixed with the vaginal fluid flows slowly until it reaches the fart.

	" Hmm ... Hmm ... Ah ... Slow down."

	You can imagine a plump and greasy vagina, a thick black penis going in and out, turning out the bright red flesh inside the vagina, and the white liquid mixed with the vaginal fluid flowing to the delicate anus, and the one who created this obscene scene was actually my usually strict mother!

	　　What an unforgettable and intoxicating feeling this is for an adolescent boy.

	Looking at my mother's seductive lower body with white juice flowing out, I suddenly had an impulse to rush up and lick it hard and madly with my mouth and tongue. I want to lick my mother's vagina, I want to lick the beautiful asshole moistened by the white juice from the vagina!

	" Hmm ... Hmm ... Ah ... ", my dad thrust harder and harder, his whole body was covered in sweat, my mom's lower body became even more messy, the water seemed to be leaving more and more, making a slurping sound, and her moans also changed strangely, she screamed less frequently, with only a heavy nasal sound, even with a crying tone! "Hmm ... ", a long and lustful moan was followed by another one a long time later.

	And I noticed that my dad and my mom were also moving their butts wildly, as if they wanted to swallow my dad's entire scrotum into their vaginas.

	　　It's a pity that I can't see my mother's expression. She must be confused and exhausted. Are her big tits moving?

	My father's movements suddenly increased, and the "slapping" sounds were very harsh. Mother could no longer moan, only the vague cries in her throat like crying. Her legs had already been thrown over my father's shoulders, and her toes were bent as hard as they could be. Her hands kept stroking my father's back, like a horny whore who had been satisfied. Or was she?

	　　Even the air was filled with the obscene smell of their intercourse. Suddenly, my dad thrust hard several times with almost all his strength, and my mom let out a short "ah ... " and almost cried out. This sound will be engraved in my mind for the rest of my life. The nails of her hands on his back almost dug into my dad's flesh, and her round buttocks moved quickly several times, then stopped, and it seemed that her lower abdomen was trembling.

	I didn’t know it at that time , but my mother must have reached the legendary climax!

	"Huff, huff" Both of them were breathing heavily. My dad pulled out his wet penis and lay down beside him, but it was still erect.

	My mother seemed to have not yet come out of the afterglow of the climax. Her body moved involuntarily on the bed, her legs sometimes crossed and sometimes bent and stretched.

	My dad seemed impatient lying there and patted my mom's butt a few times. She understood and, a little hesitantly and reluctantly, sat astride my dad, apparently intending to use the classic southern style of woman on top.

	　　This situation shocked me again. A couple from a small town, almost forty years old, actually knew so many tricks and used them with ease. When I thought about the fact that the heroine was a strict mother, I shamefully took another step forward.

	Thank God, this time they were facing the window where I was peeping, so I could see my mother's face, her big breasts, and her lower body!

	The mother carefully held the father's penis, probed the swollen labia a few times, and slowly sat down, her eyes fixed on the area of intercourse. It seemed that the vagina was more sensitive after the orgasm, so the mother did not dare to sit down immediately.

	" Hmm ... " My mother covered her lips with one hand, and finally it went all the way in, and she exhaled heavily through her nose.

	　　It was not convenient for my dad to move in this position, so my mom had to be on top of him, constantly drawing circles on his lower abdomen with her buttocks, working like a huge millstone.

	I was about to ejaculate, so I quickly put my hand down from my crotch because I knew that once I ejaculated, my interest would decrease greatly, and I didn't want this rare passion to end so soon.

	I examined my mother's upper body: a pair of large breasts, swaying from side to side, and because they were too soft, they seemed to be swinging to the sides. After the previous round of battle, her body was already sweaty, especially her breasts, which seemed to be coated with essential oil after a little sweat, and emitted a greasy luster in the light.

	I am reminded of the couplet in Qing Zuo Gao Yi, in which An Lushan peeks at Yang Guifei bathing, describing her breasts:

	　　Soft and warm freshly peeled chicken head meat, smooth and stuffed with crispy pastry.

	Isn’t this how you get soft breasts ?

	From time to time, my father bent his upper body to ravage the two lumps of flesh on my mother's chest, pinching the protruding nipples with his fingers.

	　　This position allowed for very deep penetration, coupled with the stimulation of her nipples, which made my mother's face even more flushed. She looked as if she was trying her best to endure it, and she let out a charming hysterical moan from her throat.

	　　Hmm ... Hmm ... Hmm ...

	a few strands of hair playfully stuck to my mother's cheeks, which looked very sexy.

	While moving her buttocks, my mother pushed her messy hair back, then tied it into a knot and put it up.

	　　This kind of action is very common, but when it is performed during sex, it becomes very provocative, especially when it is performed by a mature woman.

	At this time, my mother covered her mouth with one hand to prevent herself from making too much noise, and used her other arm to support her breasts to make them look more upright.

	　　The knot was tied too casually and it soon came loose and hung down above her breasts. My mother seemed a little annoyed by this and she turned slightly to the side, looking for something.

	Huh? Are those her underwear ? Purple with big red flower embroidery, I guess I'm not mistaken.

	My mom actually used her panties as a makeshift headband! She put her hands behind her back, fiddled with it for a while, tied her hair, and then pulled it to the side in front of her. Although the ends of her hair still touched her breasts, at least her hair was not disheveled.

	Looking at the ordinary middle-aged women's hairstyle, and the glaring "underwear" headband on it, the mother's series of actions are all charming and coquettish, just like the heroine in the incest movies I have watched.

	My mother rubbed her buttocks for a few minutes, and then, probably a little tired, she leaned back and slept on my father, their thighs overlapping. This position seemed to squeeze out the penis inside, and it seemed that two-thirds of the penis was exposed. My father couldn't move too much, so he went in and out very gently.

	“Ah … ah.”

	My father touched my mother's mons pubis and teased the little nipple with the tip of his index finger.

	　　Feeling unsatisfied, he pushed his butt upwards, leaving a small gap between the bed and began to thrust vigorously.

	"Ah ... ah ... slow down ... ah ... slow down ... "

	"Ah ... um ... I can't stand it anymore ... ah ha ...

	My mother's vagina was completely flooded with water, and the white liquid flowed to her anus again with the sound of "gurgling".

	My dad's speed seemed to reach a limit, with the last few heavy impacts .

	My mother's hands tightly grasped the sheets, causing layer upon layer of wrinkles. Her eyebrows and closed eyes were almost connected in a straight line. Her mouth was slightly open, and beads of sweat could be seen on the tip of her nose.

	"Mmmmm ... " The moans in her mouth were already unclear, and the familiar crying tone came out again.

	With my father's final thrust and a few grinds, my mother straightened up, and with a "pop", my father's thick, black, and already wet penis came out of my mother's vagina, bringing out a few drops of water and pressing against the clitoris.

	about a second or two, my mother's lower body began to shake violently, and her lower abdomen trembled. Her whole body seemed to be electrified, and she was breathing heavily.

	She turned sideways and got off my dad, curling up her body, but you could still see that her round butt was still trembling. She was humming something in her mouth, and her breathing became heavy.

	My father seemed very satisfied too. He touched my mother's big butt and smiled obscenely.

	　　After about a minute, my mother felt for the tissue beside the bed, took it under, wiped it with a hissing sound, and then threw it into the corner.

	Looking at the slightly damp tissue, I swallowed my saliva. I really wanted to take it and study it. It was all the fluids that had overflowed from my mother's vagina. I didn't know why I had such thoughts at the time. Perhaps it was the old saying that sex is innate and lust is also a man's nature.

	I naively thought their sex scene was over, so I carefully lowered my body, prepared to leave, and started masturbating myself.

	　　Who knew that just after I took two steps, I heard my mother scream "Ah ... it hurts ... ah ... "

	"Why aren't you well yet? Hiss ... ah ... hiss."

	People who don’t know would think that he was being tortured and the sound was very painful.

	The little brother under my crotch immediately became energetic again, turned back and looked inside again.

	What a lewd scene. My mother was still curled up, looking like she wanted to escape from the bed, but my father had already stuck close to her, holding her big breasts with both hands, not letting her leave. He pressed his lower body tightly against her, hitting her beautiful buttocks, making a "pa pa pa" sound. It seemed that he had inserted it again!

	A real-life " rape case"!

	“Ah … get out of here … pervert … I can’t take it anymore … !”

	Even though she had had sex many times and was already middle-aged, her mature vagina, which had experienced two orgasms, could not withstand another round of attack from her father's fierce long stick.

	"Ah ... it hurts ... ah ... no ... ah ... you ... you get out now."

	"Ah ... You'll know your mistake if you wake the child later ! ... Ah"

	Perhaps realizing her voice was too loud, my mother covered her mouth with one hand, making a "wuwuwuwu" sound. With the other hand, she began to slap my father's thigh vigorously.

	My dad whispered in her ear , "I'm not well yet, just a moment, just a moment."

	My mother let go of my hand and said, "I have to go to work tomorrow ... ah ... um ... "

	　　Seeing that it didn't work, my mother pinched my father's thigh hard with her hand.

	"Ah" this was my father's scream, and his movements stopped.

	My mother seized the opportunity and left my father's "arms". While looking at my father in pain, she gently stroked her private parts. It seemed that she really couldn't bear it just now. That's why she was so cruel to my father!

	angrily , "I'll be late for work tomorrow and I'll make you suffer!"

	She picked up her underwear , twisted her butt, and walked out of the room with a "hum".

	I know my mother 's personality, she's a stickler for what she says. Dad's not going to have a show tonight, so neither am I. But the wonderful live broadcast just now was enough to keep me thinking for a long time and make me masturbate countless times.

	My mother must have gone to clean her private parts. I waited until my father called out, then I sneaked back to my room. It was really hard for my father, as he stopped without coming out. How could he bear it? He might have masturbated to solve the problem.

	I just opened the door of my room and found that the bathroom light was still on. Thinking that my mother had forgotten to do it, I walked over to turn off the light.

	!!!

	"Ah!" I screamed, not too loud. My mother was still in there! I looked at my face in the mirror!

	She's only wearing underwear !

	I was standing at the bathroom door, staring at my mother's fairly good body. Her breasts, gathered in her underwear, looked pointed and firm, rising and falling with her breathing. The part covered by her underwear was bulging, and a few pubic hairs could be seen sticking out.

	My mother also noticed me, but she didn't react much. She just said: "Just go to the toilet. Why are you standing there? Why are you so shy in front of me?"

	Mother , it is you who should be shy, not me.

	"I need to pee," then he walked to the toilet bowl and urinated.

	After I finished, I walked over to my mother , because there was a sink there. While washing my hands, I peeked at her and deliberately asked:

	" Mom, why aren't you sleeping yet? It's so late."

	"Ah, I ... maybe I drank too much strong tea and couldn't sleep. You, don't drink so much tea and water either, it's hard to fall asleep."

	Looking at my mother , her body looked particularly smooth and white under the incandescent light, which concealed the skin blemishes caused by age. The sweat after the intense exercise had not completely subsided, and she was still sweating profusely. The air was filled with the charming fragrance of a mature woman and the lewd smell after sexual intercourse. I breathed in deeply.

	I really want to hug my mother tightly at this moment !

	I deliberately put my hands on my mother's smooth shoulders, touched her bra straps, and said to her

	" Don't take pictures, Mom, you're still young. Look, your figure is so good, it's almost the same."

	The mother looked down at herself, a little proud and happy, and said:

	"Go away, little brat, what do you know about your figure? Mom is already an old woman, and it's all because of you and your dad that she got mad at me."

	I really want to say, your dad brought you to climax again and again, and you are such a "responsible" husband, but you still say you are angry.

	"Hey, I say, didn't you go to the bathroom? Why are you still standing here?"

	I thought to myself, "I want to fuck you." Although I was still a virgin, I already knew what it meant to fuck a woman and how to do it!

	　　After watching the game just now, I have completely developed lustful thoughts towards my mother. If, as an adolescent boy, I was simply attracted to a woman with obvious mature female features and occasionally fantasized about masturbating, now I really want to do things with my mother that only husband and wife can do.

	I had begun to treat my mother as an ordinary woman, a woman I could get if I worked hard, and an incestuous mentality began to grow.

	I returned to my room , thinking about what had happened tonight, and masturbated.

	At that time , my desire to have sex with my mother reached its peak. I wished so much that I could be my mother so that I could slowly enjoy the pleasure of love with my mother and be able to have an affair with my mother without restraint. I would rather live ten years shorter. Really, that's what I thought at that time.

	Besides being a teenager 's desire for women, the forbidden passion between mother and son excites me even more.

	While thinking of my mother's usual sternness, her ruthlessness when scolding me, and her resentment towards my grandmother who loved me, I also thought of her charming posture as she was enjoying herself under my father's crotch just now, especially the part where she used her underwear as a headband.

	I felt a strange pleasure and sneaked down to the bathroom on the first floor. I took out my mother's panties and smelled and kissed the middle part that covered her vulva. Sperm rushed to my head and the strong smell of urine made me dizzy.

	Imagine that I am like my father , holding my mother with both hands, slamming her beautiful buttocks hard, and thrusting hard, making her scream in pain, especially making her cry out in pain and say she can't stand it.

	I finally released my long-awaited semen tonight. Afterward, I felt a sense of emptiness and fatigue, as if time had stood still. Only two words remained in my mind: Mother ...

	The next morning, I woke up late, inevitably getting scolded by my father . My mother was already at work. Last night's clothes were washed and hung out to dry, including the ones I'd worn during sex ...

	 

	 

	Chapter 3

	received so many compliments, and I'm truly humbled. This is truly my first time writing a pornographic article. Of course, I've written plenty of serious articles, just a professional coder and student. Why do I emphasize I'm a novice? It's mainly to ask for your encouragement and suggestions, and to give everyone a heads-up. No writer has ever dared to admit they're a good writer, right? The only arrogant ones are "This is what I wrote, you can read it or not!"

	Actually, my original intention was to continue writing once both the hearts and replies reached ten, but now it seems that I will have to work hard.

	It seems I'm really not cut out for this kind of writing. I wanted to break the mold, but it inevitably fell into clichés. I wanted to be unique, but in the end, it was all about the same. The downside of erotic writing is that it doesn't feel out of place when I randomly change characters. Perhaps it's because I read too much erotic writing that I strayed from the right path, and I ended up with this failure.

	If there is no freedom of criticism , then praise is meaningless. I have carefully considered all the replies, and your comments are very pertinent and on point. I will not reply to them one by one. It doesn't matter. The nonsense groundwork has been laid. Next, I will try to write better.

	　　Another response from a friend that really stuck with me was: "How do we win over this incredibly difficult mother? How do we make the plot coherent?" This really scared me; I was afraid I wouldn't be able to write it well. Another friend suggested adding a cuckold plot ...

	Yes, the plots and scenes of incestuous novels have been exhausted by predecessors, so it is not easy to make them new.

	Actually , why am I dwelling on this? I'm just writing about this experience like a memoir. Believe it or not, nothing outrageous will happen. But the transition is damn difficult, so it's going to be hard to write about it, especially after all the praise from you guys.

	　　Speaking of why I say 70 % reality and 30% fiction, for example, my sex scenes with my mother don't have that many sex positions, but I still included some classic ones; I can only last half an hour or two at most, but I'll write that I lasted over an hour ... Okay, enough rambling, let's get on with it, the reminiscing can't stop. Damn, the internet has been down for the past two days and I can't post, so okay, I'm rambling again, but I'll stick to 10,000 words per chapter, everyone, don't worry.

	　　One more thing, I must admit that I imitated and borrowed some plots from classic erotic novels. It's a bit cliché, so please bear with me. However, I will try a plot that has never appeared in erotic novels before ... because it really happened to a teenager!

	I didn't check my previous writing carefully , so the later text may be a little inconsistent with the previous one, and some sentences may overturn the previous statements. Please forgive me.

	　　The next morning after watching my parents having sex, I hurried into their room while my father went downstairs to find the tissue that my mother had used to wipe her private parts yesterday. Unfortunately, it was nowhere to be found. I guess they had cleaned it up.

	For the next few days, I kept masturbating while thinking about that night. I also peeped a few times during that time , but sometimes they closed the mosquito net and I couldn't open the curtains, so I could only eavesdrop most of the time.

	Once again, I was listening intently at the door of my room when my father suddenly stood up. I was so scared that I broke out in a cold sweat. Alas, if I kept eavesdropping and peeping like this, something would happen sooner or later.

	I have thought about recording and installing a pinhole camera, but the conditions did not allow it at that time, so it was just a thought.

	During that period, I often deliberately found trivial things to contact my mother, especially after she went to the toilet, I would deliberately find something to talk about, even though I only saw a hint of black.

	My mother didn't think much of it. She felt like I hadn't grown up yet and was sticking to her all day long.

	　　In order to appreciate my mother's body, I thought of finding a reason to get close to her while she was taking a bath.

	One night I came up with an idea. She was taking a shower on the first floor and I was on the second floor. I pretended that the shampoo on the second floor was used up, and then I went into the bathroom on the first floor to get shampoo. I could only take a look, which was not satisfying.

	I remember when I was a child , when my aunt was taking a bath, I would go to the toilet. I was just a child at that time and didn’t have any precautions.

	Why not follow suit for once?

	That night, my mother had just gone in to take a shower. When I learned that she had taken off her clothes and heard the sound of water splashing, I covered my stomach and went to the bathroom door.

	" Mom, I ... I want to go to the bathroom ... It's urgent, I need to poop soon ... The bathroom on the second floor is occupied by Dad." Actually, I had no desire to go to the bathroom at that time.

	My mother rolled her eyes at me and said, "Isn't it smelling terrible when others are taking a shower and you're going to the toilet?"

	"It's really urgent ... "

	"Then hurry up," said my mother unhappily, pretending to smell a stinky odor and covering her nose as she watched me walk in.

	I took off my pants and squatted down. The bathroom was only a few square meters, and my naked mother was right in front of me. My little brother stood up straight.

	At this time, my mother was lowering her head and wetting her hair under the water tap. Her whole body was wet and she looked very white, with all the blemishes on her skin wiped out. Her pair of white breasts hanging down were like pendulums and very pointed. The water droplets on her body flowed down her protruding nipples. In the misty environment, she looked very tempting and obscene.

	I pretended to be normal and chatted with my mother , but my eyes were always on her.

	After applying shampoo and shower gel, Mother lathered herself in foam and slathered herself under the showerhead. The water wasn't enough to wash away the foam from her long hair, leaving it dangling over her breasts, a touch of milky white foam. The water washed over her dark pubic area, her pubic hair swaying slightly like river grass, neat and dense. The water flowed down the graceful curve of her back, washing her raised buttocks. She squinted her eyes, raised her breasts, letting the spray wash over her head and upper body. She then rubbed her hair with both hands, moving it from top to bottom and back. It reminded me of the scene in Journey to the West where Zhu Bajie peeks at the spider spirit bathing in the pool. I felt like Mother was that alluring enchantress.

	Seeing this scene, I couldn't help but stroke my little brother hard.

	　　Seeing that I hadn't gotten up for so long, my mother said, "Are you constipated? What took you so long? I told you to eat more vegetables."

	I also felt that I had been squatting for a long time and it was time to get up. At this time, I stood up a little obscenely, without caring that my lower body was already hard, and faced my mother.

	My mother noticed that I was staring at her body blankly, frowned, and said, "What are you looking at? Do you think I'm that pretty? You have no respect for me ... "

	My mother looked at my lower body with a slightly embarrassed and angry expression, "You're just imagining things! You're not even decent enough to be in front of me! Get out of here right after you're done!"

	I was already horny .

	When I passed by her, I deliberately didn't pull up my underwear so quickly, pretending to be careless. I first wiped my mother's smooth buttocks with my hand. The feeling was so wonderful. Then I quickly swept her firm and plump buttocks with my glans. The feeling was so ecstatic that I almost ejaculated. I really wanted to finish my mother right there in the bathroom. I am a bit of a germaphobe, and women taking a bath can arouse my interest even more because they are clean enough and they are not afraid of anything.

	　　In order to cover it up, I deliberately said some nonsense.

	The mother just said "tsk", "Has it been a while since you were spanked?" "Get out, get out"

	I left the scene in a hurry.

	　　The years continued to flow like a song, and time continued to pass. My desire for my mother grew increasingly frantic. Rape? Sleeping pills? Hellbenders? I considered them all. I simply wanted my mother. A young, brimming with youthful energy, I simply couldn't resist the allure of a mature woman, especially one who was my mother, which only heightened the intensity of my passion.

	　　I racked my brains, thinking of ways to spy on my mother and get some physical intimacy. Then I remembered a scene from a pornographic novel I'd read before: a mother was ill, and the son massaged her and applied medicine, allowing them to have sex. I thought I'd try it.

	My mother keeps complaining about back pain. Well, I know what I should do.

	One day, I bought a bottle of medicine at random, poured it into an ordinary bottle without a label, and deceived my mother by saying that this was a special prescription that was particularly effective for muscle aches.

	That night, while my father was out hanging out with his idiot friends, I walked into my mother's room and said, "Mom, you've been complaining about back pain. I got a potion that's very effective. If you want it, I'll rub it on for you."

	"You little brat, you've learned to care for and be filial to your mother. Well, let's try it and see if it really works."

	It can be seen that the mother is very happy, after all, it comes from her son's care. Little does she know that her son's head is full of obscene thoughts.

	My mother sat at the table, wearing a polo shirt, with a full-length mirror in front of her . I took the medicine and walked behind her.

	" Mom, is that okay?"

	" Hmm," she said, and lifted up her clothes on the back. What came into view was the pure white bra strap. It was too small and squeezed the flesh on her back.

	It seems a bit inconvenient. "Take off your clothes. It's inconvenient. It's not good to stain your clothes with the medicine."

	The mother did not hesitate too much and was not particular about the details in front of her beloved son. She pulled the edge of her clothes with both hands and was about to take them off when she suddenly saw me through the full-length mirror and felt a little embarrassed.

	"You ... you turn your head ... I'm embarrassed to take off my clothes."

	I turned east with a serious face. After a while, "Okay"

	I turned around and looked through the mirror. My mother had actually picked up the bed sheet and was clutching her breasts with one hand to prevent the sheet from slipping off and exposing her breasts. That gesture, yes, was grabbing, not covering, as she grasped her own breasts with her own hands. It was a truly intriguing position.

	Looking down from the shoulder, the thin bed sheet could not cover the plump and pointed breasts, revealing a deep cleavage and part of the white flesh. The body fragrance unique to a mature woman, combined with the fragrance of the shower gel, made my heart intoxicated and my lower body reacted again.

	I poured some medicated oil on my hands and touched my mother's waist. It was very smooth and soft. Although she was sitting slightly bent over and had a little fat on her belly, it didn't look like anything when viewed from behind.

	I gently stroked my mother's waist, and she made a nasal sound, "Hmm," and I didn't know whether it was painful or comfortable.

	Just like that, feeling the smooth skin of my mother's back, suddenly, I rubbed her waist with force as if to play a prank.

	" Hmm," my mother leaned forward, as if in pain, and twisted her waist continuously, as if trying to avoid my gestures, "Hmm ... oh," it sounded like the sound she made when she had sex with my father that day . She was really sensitive.

	"Oh ... be gentle, son ... " The sheet on her body was half pulled back.

	Slowly moving from the waist to the shoulders, one hand gently rubbed my mother's body. After a few minutes, looking at my mother's moving face in the mirror, I closed my eyes unconsciously, fantasized, and muttered something to myself.

	My mother saw me like this and smiled. "Why are you closing your eyes? Are you tired? What are you talking about?"

	I was standing at the time , and to take it a step further, I said to my mother, "Well, I'm a little tired. Mom, why don't you lie down on the bed and I'll rub your thighs for you."

	Out of consideration for me, my mother walked to the bed, lay down on her back, and buried her head in the pillow, so that I could sit and serve her.

	Looking at my mother 's back as she lay down, her butt was slightly upturned in her loose black shorts, and her originally slightly plump waist had become very slender. Because she was lying down, the sheets could no longer cover her proud breasts. I saw a little bit of accessory breasts being squeezed out by her bra, and there were some wrinkles under her armpits. These are originally characteristics of an aging woman, but in my opinion, they add to her mature charm.

	I increased the amount of medicated oil and massaged my mother's entire back, but my eyes were attracted by her round, firm and perky buttocks. I really wanted to lie down. It would be worth it even if I died.

	I may have some sexual quirks. I always pay more attention to the buttocks and am most obsessed with big and perky butts.

	I massaged her waist , I deliberately moved my hand down a little to touch the bulging buttocks. Back and forth like this.

	Then there are the thighs. Upon closer inspection, they're muscular, surprisingly slender due to her height. She wears shorts all year round, so there's a distinct demarcation between the upper and lower parts: one pale, the other bronze. I'm not interested in her feet, though. She wears sandals all year round, and they're a bit calloused. For a woman in a small town, how could you expect her feet to be white, tender, and smooth?

	" Hmm" When I stroked her thigh, my mother made an alluring nasal sound again, but her shorts were a little longer than ordinary shorts, and she couldn't pull them down to the root. But when my palm covered her thigh, I was already extremely satisfied.

	My mother suddenly said, "Go a little deeper. It's a little sore there. I ride the motorcycle a lot."

	I was delighted to hear that, and my hand was almost reaching inside through the trouser leg. I felt a little uneasy inside, so I suddenly stopped and moved my hand closer and closer to the base of the thigh. I felt very embarrassed.

	My mother felt that I stopped, turned around and gave me a questioning look, which seemed a little ambiguous.

	she did next. She reached back, took one of my hands, and put it into the loose trouser leg to the base of my thigh.

	Oh my God, my mother is so bold. It seems like she is tempting me to go deeper.

	As if possessed by some insane force, I changed the rubbing gesture to scratching the inside of her thighs, deliberately to stimulate my mother.

	" Hmm," my mother moaned. During this time, I touched her underwear several times. It was a bit rough, probably because it had been washed too many times.

	My mother suddenly held my hand down to prevent me from moving any further.

	She turned her head again and glanced at me, her long eyelashes blinking, tears almost dripping from her eyes. It was as if she was giving me electric shocks!

	　　At first I was a little nervous, feeling that I had done something dirty and my mother had found out, but I saw that she was just holding my wrist with her hand, without using any force, as if to make her attitude clear, but also as if she didn't care what I did.

	Could it be that my mother really knew what I was thinking? Would she allow me to do something so outrageous?

	At that time, I almost couldn't help but throw myself on my mother, and my whole body was shaking slightly.

	It was so lewd and exciting! This went on until my mother's hands dropped, perhaps she had fallen asleep.

	Seeing that my mother didn't react, I called out a few times, but there was no response. I interpreted this behavior as my mother allowing me to go deeper! When sperm gets to your brain, you will lose your mind.

	I continued to massage my mother's thigh with one hand, and with the other hand, I slowly touched the upper edge of her shorts and gently pulled them down, revealing her red panties. My mother didn't react!

	I pulled again, and the butt in the big red panties was almost exposed, but my mother still didn't react!

	I leaned forward a little, lowered my head , and tried hard to smell the fragrance coming from this charming butt. Don't laugh, in fact, only the smell of laundry detergent wafted up, but I had imagined that it was coming from inside the underwear.

	Because of the firmness of my mother's buttocks and the fact that her legs were pressed together, I couldn't see the surface of her private parts. I could barely see the bulge at the bottom of her buttocks, which looked like a sausage wrapped in her underwear and pressed against her body. The underwear was a large size and covered almost her entire buttocks.

	I felt unsatisfied, so I got a little bolder and started to climb up the edge of my underwear with my right hand. Then my mother's hand, which had been sliding down, gently hit my left hand, which was massaging my thigh! I was so nervous that I dared not breathe, ready to accept my mother's harsh criticism.

	Wait! Why didn't she stop my hand from pulling down her panties? Why didn't she pull up her shorts, leaving her shameful panties exposed to her son?

	　　This clearly means I'm being tacitly approved!

	Thinking of this, I couldn't calm down. It was as if something was pulling my body, and I slowly lay on my mother's body ...

	"Ah, you're so heavy." The mother let out a cry.

	I, who am only 1.6 meters tall , am lying on my strong mother who is nearly 1.7 meters tall . Her beautiful buttocks are pressing against my lower abdomen. This picture is so stimulating.

	Suddenly, an inexplicable emotion welled up inside me . I seemed to start blaming my mother for not being more reserved. Why was she so casual in front of her son? Didn't she love me anymore? Didn't she treat me as her own son?

	There was a sense of loss, anger, but more of lust. I quickly moved my body up, and my little cock pressed against the buttock crack of my mother's red panties through my underwear and shorts. Then I thrust it forward, just like my father did when he fucked my mother.

	Just like that, I couldn't bear it anymore and almost ejaculated.

	" bang", my mother turned over and I was thrown to the side. This time, something bad happened.

	My mother sat up, looking sullen, and glared at me, as if she was very angry, her plump breasts moving up and down.

	"What do you want to do?" in a fierce tone.

	" Wow, I didn't expect you to be so bad at learning."

	I pretended to be innocent and said pitifully, "I ... I just felt a little sleepy, so I slept on top of Auntie ."

	I immediately had to get back to the topic of the son applying the ointment to his mother. "I was helping you, Mom, apply the ointment, and you ... you were so mean to me."

	Mother just remembered this, her anger eased a little, and seeing the little tent on my lower body, she stared at her plump breasts and hit my head hard with her index finger a few times.

	"Hmph, you, look at what you're looking at. You're still young , don't let your imagination run wild."

	"I didn't think of anything, I just wanted to care about you, Mom ."

	"Okay, that's enough for today. Go out now. I'm going to sleep . "

	　　I felt that my mother was no longer bothered by my behavior, so I walked out of her room with a sense of relief. Of course, I had to masturbate after returning.

	From this experience, I realized something: My mother seemed to understand my feelings a little bit! Yes, she was angry! But her attitude towards me, after the anger subsided, returned to normal. What does this mean? This is the dignity that a mother should have.

	I felt a little lost; it seemed impossible to get my mother back quickly . But then there was also a touch of excitement. She knew what I was thinking and was angry, but she didn't lecture me at length or dwell on the details. It was as if she was telling me I still had a chance! What I feared most was the kind of sobbing, wailing, and threatening to break up the relationship between mother and child . Clearly, that wasn't going to happen between my mother and me.

	　　My fantasies about my mother flew by like a flash. Don't dwell on it, my mind wandered. Afterward, there was no progress. I lost interest in her after each ejaculation. I occasionally heard or watched my parents' sex scenes, but I was quite satisfied. And I noticed that while her moans weren't as exaggerated as in porn , they were deeply engaging, full of enjoyment and excitement. If I'm not mistaken, she'd orgasm two or three times under my father's pounding.

	　　In the blink of an eye, it is another summer vacation, a dark summer vacation.

	At that time , my internet addiction had reached a critical point. The worst thing was that I was very rebellious at that time. Even though my parents scolded me, I still played online games!

	I've become addicted to online games, and my sexual desire for my mother has waned considerably. Sometimes I blame myself for my past dirty thoughts and actions, and then I try hard to forget my lustful thoughts about her. I still occasionally masturbate to her, but the scene I fantasize about is her bathing, not the more sinful idea of having sex with her. Yes, I mentioned before that I fantasize about holding my mother and fucking her hard, but fucking doesn't necessarily mean fucking her vagina ; I just fuck her between her thighs. I'm fascinated by the position, the ambiguity.

	　　Back to the black summer vacation, my father had been out of school for too long and had to endure lectures from family members all day long. He also lost so much in the Mark Six lottery that he almost went bankrupt. He had no choice but to follow the guidance and funding of his second brother, my second uncle, and bought a large dump truck and went to the construction site in Hunan to start work.

	that my father went to work, and I was very happy. Of course, it was not because it could create conditions for me to treat my mother well, nor because I could make more money, but because after my father went to work, there was one less person to scold me for playing online games, which really made me happier.

	My father , unfazed by his gambling habit, even brought his laptop, the only one he had, saying he needed to look up information and see the winning numbers. My mother quit her factory job because the boss was a good friend of my father's, and he could come and go as he pleased.

	I was so angry at the time , I felt like the sky was falling, but what could I do? Would my father understand my "difficulties" and leave the computer? He should have taken it away just because I was addicted to the internet. My mother was completely relaxed and said with a gloating look, "It's better to take it away. It won't keep you online all day and miss your studies."

	How could they have known that taking my computer away was like taking my soul away from a middle school kid addicted to online games? I almost hated my parents, filled with resentment. They couldn't even meet my small request. Such parents are truly heartless!

	Then, like all ignorant children , I feel that my parents don’t care about me, so I always do something to attract them.

	To draw their attention, to make them nervous ...

	I couldn't just sit there and wait for death! I wanted to go online, I wanted to play games! The first thing that came to my mind was to go to an internet cafe. In the mornings, I deliberately got up very early (my mother had to cook porridge and feed the chickens and ducks, so she also had to get up very early), pulled out my bicycle, and showed my mother that I was going to the internet. She would ask me what I was doing, and I would say I was going to town, and then I would come back around noon. I was a little disappointed at the time. Didn't my mother know that I was going to the internet? Why didn't she scold me? I felt a little lost, thinking that my rebellious behavior was completely unacceptable to my mother. My mother saw me suffering from my internet addiction and didn't care much. I really thought she would scold me, and then be sad. Then I honestly said that I needed to go online, and then my mother would find a way to get a computer for me ...

	Just like when a child wants something, they always cry and act like a spoiled brat. I was just as childish back then, but I used a different approach.

	But even after so many days of being out early and back late , my mother still hasn't gotten angry! During the day, I can still go to the internet cafe to vent, but at night, it's unbearable. The crappy place can't receive many channels, and the TV is basically unwatchable. Looking at the dusty VCR, I thought about watching DVDs.

	　　I remember borrowing Zhang Jizhong's version of "Romance of the Three Kingdoms," "Demi-Gods and Semi-Devils," and a Hong Kong film compilation from a neighbor. I'd watch them late into the night, partly because watching DVDs can be addictive, and partly because I wanted to get my mother's attention.

	Just like when I went to the internet cafe in town during the day, I watched DVDs until midnight every night, and my mother never said anything! She slept soundly that night, so maybe she had no idea I was playing videos in the living room? She only told me a few times not to stay up so late. But I continued to do this every day.

	As for my desire for my mother, it subsided for a while. I masturbated much less frequently. The only times I did masturbate were when I was watching that Hong Kong movie compilation at night, starting with the "Rape Series" episode. It was also my first time masturbating to a movie, and it felt even more pleasurable and stimulating than simply fantasizing about the girls in my class (though, of course, not as stimulating as when I fantasized about my mother before).

	You know, staying up late and masturbating will definitely make you sleep terribly. Almost every day, my mother would wake me up loudly at dinner time. Occasionally, she would say something to me indifferently at the dinner table: "Look, you go to bed so late every night and don't get up in the morning. You know you're ruining your health!"

	One day around noon , my grandmother saw that my mother was still busy with other things, so she helped feed the chickens and ducks. When my mother went to check on them, she came back yelling and scolding because she thought my grandmother had put too much rice in the pot.

	" What a waste ! People don't even eat that much!" and other resentful remarks. Actually, I understand that my mother is just looking for an excuse to scold me. It's because my grandmother brought her so many unpleasant memories from her youth.

	My grandmother was so aggrieved that she cried. She certainly didn't realize what she had done before. She felt that she was scolded so harshly for helping, and even scolded by her own wife. She really didn't know what sins she had committed in her previous life.

	At that time , I really hated my mother. My grandmother had loved me so much since I was a child, and seeing her being scolded like that, I felt really bad. While my mother was cooking, I mustered up the courage to express my opinion: "Do you have to keep scolding grandma? "

	Perhaps parents are all averse to being criticized by their immature children , especially when it comes from a mother who thinks she's always right. She was furious, saying, "Now it's your turn to talk, Mom? You're grown up now, you think you're so capable? I say what I say, it's not your turn to judge!" It was completely unreasonable! Even when putting the food on the table, she felt like she was throwing the plate down. Just these few words angered her mother.

	The mother and son didn't speak to each other almost the whole day !

	In the evening, I watched the video as usual. When I saw the sex scene, I started masturbating again, even though the sex scene was so fake. Now it seems that there is nothing interesting about it.

	Just when we were getting excited, "click", mother's door opened. She must have gone to the bathroom. I instinctively rushed to her door. She was still in shorts and a vest, and her bra straps were off her shoulders. She looked very tempting. Her towering breasts made my lower abdomen feel hot. Mother's hair was messy, but her facial expression was neither sad nor happy. She looked at me indifferently ... Then I realized that my pants were not closed yet, and my erect lower body was completely seen by my mother.

	But she didn't say anything, just pouted a little and went to the bathroom.

	I was like a suspect caught red-handed after breaking the law . I closed my pants, sat up straight on the sofa, and waited for my mother's judgment. She would probably come to lecture me after using the toilet, after all, my behavior was unhealthy.

	After coming out of the bathroom, my mother went straight to her room. When she reached the door, she paused for a moment, first glancing at my private parts, then at my face. That expression was so unforgettable in my mind: a hint of contempt! A hint of disdain! Even contempt!

	Then he turned around, touched his hair, and said, "Go to bed early." It wasn't "Go to bed early," but rather something with a disdainful tone. It was as if I were a complete stranger!

	A strange mixture of emotions swirled within me . What was this? A mother showing disdain for her own son? I felt like an outcast, and then I recalled my mother's sensual gesture. The conflicting feelings combined to create a surge of lust.

	At this moment , I really wanted to go into my mother's room. Yes, I didn't think about anything else, I just wanted to go into her room. But she closed the door!

	I felt my Oedipal desire, dormant for many days, reawaken, and, after being "stimulated" by my mother, it was even stronger. I tried the same trick again, still in the first-floor bathroom. Disappointingly, my mother's clothes were already soaked in a tub of laundry detergent. I fished them out, then put them back down, feeling it was pointless.

	So I searched the bathroom for something else related to my mother's intimate life to satisfy my burning desire. Suddenly, I saw a bag of Always on the shelf! I took it down and read the instructions. Seeing the dirty words "underwear, vagina, menstruation" on it, I felt a surge of pleasure.

	　　I immediately took out a piece and went to the closet. I found a pair of my mother's thin khaki panties and stuck the sanitary napkin on them. I imagined her using them and started masturbating. Women, the vagina, bleeding ... all of these seemed to excite me, especially a woman in her late 30s still having periods. While normal, it always struck me as a bit lewd.

	After I came on the first floor, I went back to my room and thought about the sex scenes I had overheard and watched my parents have, so I started masturbating again. That was my first time having sex twice. You know, usually after you ejaculate, you don't feel like having sex again. It's not that young people don't have enough energy, but it's because of the sexual fantasies. After you ejaculate, it's hard to have the desire to masturbate again.

	But after I ejaculated this time, the temperature of my desire didn't drop at all. Thinking back to the time when she scolded my grandmother and got angry at me during the day, as well as that intriguing expression just now, my desire intensified! Perhaps I felt that my mother was not far away from me, and the relationship between my mother and myself made me feel that it would be easy for me to get her ... What I thought about in my mind was not hard fucking, but slowly inserting it into her lower body, with a mentality of revenge, unwillingness, and sexual release in it.

	The next day, I woke up to my mother 's loud yelling again . I thought it was lunchtime, but when I looked out the living room, it was not even 8 a.m. ! I didn't go to bed until after 3 a.m. last night, and I masturbated twice. I was seriously sleep-deprived and felt exhausted.

	"Hurry up, brush your teeth and wash your face. After you finish your porridge, come with me to pick some peanuts. Go early and come back early, or it'll be troublesome when the sun gets too strong." So, my mother had a mission in mind when she woke me up so early! My mood suddenly brightened. It seemed that my mother was no longer angry with me. Thinking back to yesterday, I was really terrified.

	Alas, it's peanut harvest time, so how far can rice harvest be? I don't have to do the harvesting; I hire people to do it. But drying and harvesting the grain is a real ordeal, especially with this unpredictable weather. Anyone who grew up in the countryside knows how painful drying the grain can be in the summer. I won't go into details here.

	The peanut field is on a hill not far from home, only about five or six kilometers away. In order to facilitate the transportation of peanuts, we

	We went there on a women's motorcycle. I was driving and my mother sat in the back.

	we were halfway through , I got aroused and, with a playful intent, deliberately drove into a bad road. The road was bumpy, and my mother, from behind, angrily called out, "How are you driving? You're shaking me to death! Ouch ... " We passed a raised rocky patch, and "Hiss ... Slow down!" My mother seemed to be in pain, yelping loudly. The thought of her ass being tossed up and down gave me a surge of excitement, and I heard her moan as if she were being fucked. We reached a ravine, and with a thud, the car collided with the chassis. I slammed on the brakes, and my mother slammed her shoulders, pressing her upper body against my back. I could feel the softness of her breasts. I deliberately pushed my body back, pressing even closer to her chest. She seemed to notice something and quickly let go.

	When we arrived at the destination, the mother got out of the car, stroking her butt, a little angry, "It hurt so much just now, you drove recklessly, I won't need you to drive when we go back next time!" She locked the car, went to the peanut field, and started working immediately.

	It's located deep in a valley, atop an ancient riverbed, where a collapsed stone arch bridge is nearly buried by sand. From the outside, you can't see what's going on inside this hilly valley. In the distance, a vast expanse of grass, dotted with scattered flowers, makes for a beautiful setting. It seems we're the only two working the empty fields; we must be the first to harvest peanuts.

	My mother was responsible for pulling up the peanut seedlings, and I was responsible for picking them. During this time, I peeked at my mother a lot, but unfortunately, her upper body was wearing a long-sleeved work shirt with the buttons buttoned up, so I couldn't see anything at all. Instead, when she squatted down, her huge and round buttocks attracted me all the time, revealing her beige underwear, and her barely slender waist. I was so thirsty from looking at her.

	Especially the posture when she bent over , with her whole body at 90 degrees, and her buttocks covered by her trousers facing me, as if seducing me to come up.

	　　A small hill pit in a blind spot, tall cassava fields, a mature woman, and a young boy who is almost in estrus. How I wish something could happen between me and my mother right here ... That must be a wonderful feeling .

	about an hour, all the peanut seedlings were pulled up. My mother sat down next to me and helped me pick them. I had been fantasizing so much that my efficiency was very low. "Tsk, hurry up! It took you so long to pick so few," my mother said.

	My mother picked up the water bottle and I looked over. After exercising, her face was flushed, sweat soaked her hair and stuck to her cheeks. She drank the water in big gulps, and her plump breasts rose and fell with her breathing. Through her silk shirt that had already been soaked, the outline of her bra could be seen, exposed and looming, which was very tempting.

	Maybe she felt a little hot, so she unbuttoned her clothes with one hand. First, I saw the tanned bottom of her neck ... Second, I saw a small part of her breasts ... Third, the pure white bra, which was obviously too small for her size, even showed a little bit of her pink areola, and the bulge was clearly visible! It felt like she was taking off her clothes in front of me, and my heart was in turmoil.

	After drinking the water and closing the lid, my mother wiped the water from the corners of her mouth with the back of her hand, reached out to fix the wrinkles on her cheeks, and when she noticed that I was looking at her with shining eyes, she stopped.

	　　At this time, my mother lifted a few strands of hair with one hand and put them beside her ear. She looked at me with a frown, and her face seemed to be even redder. "Ahem, stop looking at it. It's not like you haven't seen it before. Pick it off quickly so you can go back early." As she said that, she turned around and buttoned her shirt again!

	What a waste of time ! I cursed my mother in my heart.

	With the help of my mother , we finished all the work quickly and set off on the journey home.

	Because I had to tie the picked peanuts on, there was not much space left for the seat cushion, so my lower body was almost touching my mother's buttocks.

	On the way back, my mother drove very steadily, obviously she was scared. The bumpy gravel road rubbed against her voluptuous buttocks. Oh no, it was exactly what I didn't want, and I slowly started to react ... But I was wearing soccer shorts, so my mother would definitely notice!

	My mother may have noticed it, and her hips were swaying restlessly, trying to get away from my close contact, but this movement only stimulated me more. My mother had no choice but to say: "Sit back a little, why are you so close to me?"

	I couldn't say anything, so I reluctantly moved back a little, finally clearing my mother's alluring buttocks. She wasn't paying attention, and the chassis dragged again. I couldn't control myself, and with my hard cock thrust hard, I rammed her buttocks, almost like a sex move. Since she was sitting, her pants were a little tight, so I only sank a little into her buttocks. My upper hand then found the edge of her breast, and with a gentle pressure, it felt soft.

	"Hey, be quiet !" I don't know if she was referring to my hand or below, but she slapped my calf hard. I was so scared that I quickly shrank away.

	all the way . Needless to say, I masturbated again in the shower to release my desire.

	After taking a bath and resting well, my mother seemed to have forgotten what had just happened. Everything returned to normal. Or perhaps we had never strayed from the right path. But I am sure that my mother had noticed something was wrong.

	In the evening, I was ready to start watching some movies again . It was hot, so my mother decided to turn on the air conditioner. Although we had one, she rarely used it, and she was worried about the electricity bill. Perhaps she felt like treating herself after a busy day. My room also had an air conditioner, which my father used to run frequently when he was home. People in small towns are very frugal, so we almost all slept in one room. My parents slept on the floor, and my sister and I slept in the bed. Of course, my grandmother, who is elderly, preferred to be alone on the first floor.

	　　After adjusting the temperature and closing the doors and windows, my mother came out of the room and saw me watching a movie video again. She said, "You want to stay up all night again? Staying up late is bad for your health. I'll turn on the air conditioning tonight. You and little sister, come sleep with me."

	"Oh," I responded, almost unable to suppress my inner excitement.

	My mother went into the room, and my younger sister followed shortly after. This kind of thing happens all the time, and it's supposed to be a warm and sweet moment, but I'm not the same person I used to be. I've already had evil thoughts. I won't go to bed so quickly. I'll wait until they fall asleep, so I'll continue watching the movie.

	 

	 

	Chapter 4

	I really shouldn't have seen you guys reply so quickly. Look, I've been a bit shaken up. Of course, the replies are good, but I'm just notoriously weak-willed. Seeing someone mention psychological description in particular really confuses me. I understand that psychological portrayal is important, but I'm writing from a first-person perspective. Inner monologue? How can I try to infer a third person's mindset? Impossible. I'll end up drawing a tiger and end up drawing a dog. I can only try to convey it through body language and expression. Even switching to a God's perspective isn't feasible now. Plot twists? Only then can the incest feel less awkward. I admit it, but arranging twists and turns to reshape the mother's mindset—wouldn't that just be like a regular incest story? No, no, I'll stick with my original plan. Then I thought, damn, why bother with so much? This is just a memory. I'll just write about what happened, that's all. Still, I've learned a lot from your replies. Thank you all. It doesn't matter. I'll use your insights in my next essay. For now, I'll just stick to my heart. I would like to remind you that this is not a novel, but a memoir. Therefore, it does not meet the standards of a typical novel and cannot be interpreted based on the plot.

	　　Also, I'm sorry for the long wait, if you are looking forward to this. Actually, I wrote it a long time ago, but it was written in a daze. When I looked at it myself, I found that it was full of mistakes and omissions, and it was not good enough. The dialogue was confusing and the logic was not sound. I wanted to revise it several times, but I put it aside for a long time and still didn't finish it. I just posted it with this rough text.

	Last time , I mentioned that my mother turned on the air conditioner and told my younger sister and me to sleep in her room, making the most of it. I didn't rush in, intending to finish a movie first. The plot was so captivating, I couldn't stop. It was already past 11 o'clock, and I watched for over an hour . My eyelids were almost drooping. I fast-forwarded and saw there were still over 40 minutes left. I had no choice but to bite the bullet and keep watching, fighting back the sleepiness.

	Suddenly, I heard a few moans coming from my mother's room. For just a moment, they sounded like the moans she made during sex with my father. I felt a surge of heat in my stomach. My father had been away from home for a long time. Could it be that my mother was lonely and had to fend for herself?

	As the saying goes, a woman is like a wolf at thirty, a tiger at forty, and can even absorb dirt when sitting on the ground at fifty. My mother is in her prime, so this is not impossible. In fact, every time I see or hear this sentence, I feel particularly excited. This is probably caused by the mature woman (Oedipus) complex.

	Come to think of it, after my father left home, I couldn't spy on or eavesdrop on their sex, which really took away a lot of the fun. I kind of wished he'd come back, even though he hated my internet surfing and I'd get scolded constantly. Anyway, it didn't matter if my mother scolded me alone, so if he did, I'd just ignore it.

	　　Back then, before I was sure whether my mother was masturbating, I had already started fantasizing about the situation. It was another shocking moment. Just think about it, the mother who I respect and fear on weekdays actually has such a helpless and lewd side. Her husband is not at home and her son is at home, so she can only masturbate.

	I 'll turn off the VCR and TV right now. I'm about to have a great live broadcast of a blockbuster movie, why would I still want to watch your stupid movie!

	I was about to retrace the path I had taken to watch my parents have sex, to spy on my mother masturbating, but just as I took a step, I stopped. Some more thoughts came to me.

	I internally questioned myself: Is my mother beautiful? I used to think she was ordinary, but now, through tinted glasses, she seems to suit my taste. Do I want to have sex with her? I think about it day and night, thinking I'd sacrifice ten years of my life to lose my virginity to her. How do I plan to take that step? I haven't thought of anything yet, so I'll just fantasize about it. After all, she's right next to me , so there are plenty of opportunities. But will she agree? Thinking of her usual behavior, I feel that if I violate her, it will inevitably lead to a breakup between us, and a profound upheaval in our family.

	Well, now's the perfect opportunity. If a woman is caught masturbating by a man, then she will no longer have any secrets in front of him. Even if she appears reluctant to open up to you, her inner defenses will have been broken down to some extent. Then, I can do whatever I want with fewer obstacles and concerns.

	I changed my mind. I stopped peeking. I pretended to be careless but actually did it on purpose, waiting for my mother's reaction ...

	I tiptoed to my mother's door and touched the doorknob. I couldn't hear any sound from inside, but I didn't doubt that she couldn't be moaning "oh oh ah ah" all the time, since both children were there. Even if I couldn't see the masturbation process, at least I could peek at my mother's lower body after masturbating. Thinking of this, my little cock got harder and harder.

	I had to open the door and turn on the light quickly . Otherwise, if I opened the door slowly, my mother would definitely notice the noise and she would have time to pull up her underwear and cover herself with the quilt, and all my efforts would be in vain.

	Without further ado , I quickly twisted the doorknob. Before the door was fully opened, my right hand had already touched the light-emitting diode button on the right side of the door. With a click, the room was bright as day. I cast my gaze towards my mother's bed and saw ...

	I was so disappointed! My mother was still sleeping peacefully, covered by the sheet with her hands and feet exposed.

	under the bed , covered with a mat and a pillow. It looked like they were planning to let me sleep there. I turned off the light and lay down, but I couldn't find peace. I had come in with dirty thoughts, and now nothing had happened, and I was burning with desire, so how could I possibly sleep?

	Thinking of this, I climbed onto the edge of my mother's bed and looked at her. Frankly speaking, my mother's skin was not very good. Looking at her face in the moonlight, the dullness due to age had disappeared. Her eyelashes were so long that she didn't even need contact lenses. It was this pair of charming and watery eyes that made my mother look young. Of course, she had her eyes closed now.

	Looking at her plump breasts again, the thin sheet was pushed up a little, and with her breathing, the sheet also moved up and down. I stared at her breasts for a few minutes, and it was time for me to take the next step! My younger sister slept in the innermost part, and there was still plenty of room next to my mother. I looked back and saw that I had no quilt to cover myself. The air conditioner was cold, so I had an excuse to sleep next to my mother.

	I carefully lowered myself down beside my mother , not wanting to wake her. I breathed a sigh of relief. Then I pulled the sheet from her body over me. A wave of mature womanly scent, mingled with the fragrance of shower gel, washed over me. While I felt relaxed and refreshed, my desire only grew. I pressed my penis against my hips to prevent it from losing control.

	　　The situation is that I'm very close to my mother. I can easily masturbate while watching her. The advantage is that even if she wakes up suddenly, it won't be a problem. Everything will be fine. But will I be satisfied so easily? This is the first time I've slept with my mother with lustful thoughts. I would be sorry if I didn't do something else.

	Sexual desire was accompanied by an inner struggle . I imagined my hands touching my mother's body, and I imagined how angry she would be if she noticed. Several times, I raised my hands high, wanting to place them on her breasts, but then pulled them back, still afraid. Time passed, and I struggled for a long time.

	I finally convinced myself that if my mother woke up, I'd just pretend it was just an unintentional act, a dream. At best, it would be considered a bad sleeping position, a bad sleep. She wouldn't scold me, would she? Lust was racing, so I didn't care. But don't get me wrong, I wasn't trying to force myself on her. Not only would it break up the relationship, but my skinny self at the time was no match for her, and I didn't expect it to get that far so quickly.

	and the action began! I first pulled back the sheets covering us, setting them aside because they were inconvenient. Good thing, Mom wasn't awake. This exposed her entire body. Looking at this alluring mature woman in a simple tank top and shorts, I almost couldn't resist mounting her. I slowly moved down like a caterpillar, or rather, crawled, until my head reached Mom's buttocks. Of course, my feet were already out of the bed.

	Nervous and excited, I touched my chest to calm my breath. Why would I do this? Perhaps it's the same for virgins and adult men alike: when they encounter a woman they find sexually desirable, their first thought is to smell her scent. Disgusting? No, there's nothing disgusting about sex. Besides, this woman, in your eyes, is pure and innocent.

	I turned my head and looked. My mother's butt was right in front of me. The marks of her underwear were obvious on her cotton shorts. Unfortunately, she was lying down. Her whole body looked like a huge mountain of flesh. Could I get over it? Looking at this charming butt, I really wanted to bite it. Yes, I wanted to bite it. Perhaps only such behavior could maximize my desire.

	I couldn't help myself. I lay on my side, supported my upper body with my right hand, and stretched my head forward. At this time, my mother's private parts were just below my face. I only needed to move a little lower, and my mother's private parts would make close contact with my face. Although there was still a pair of shorts and underwear between us.

	The moonlight couldn't reach this spot, so I couldn't see clearly what was going on below, but I was already very satisfied. I sniffed the smell vigorously. It was hard to describe, but it was a fishy, pungent, and unique aroma that stimulated sexual desire. Maybe it was because we had just showered, or maybe I hadn't gotten close enough. It was mainly the damn smell of laundry detergent and shower gel. To an outsider, the scene at this moment looked like a man looking at a woman's private parts, or like a man giving her a blowjob! The scene was incredibly obscene. Even though my mother was still asleep, I really wanted to strip her pants and underwear off, and then kiss her with my own mouth! But I didn't have the guts to do that.

	I also want to cover my mother 's lower body with my hand , but that would probably wake her up, and then she would have no way to defend herself. How can I explain and face the fact that my son's hand touched my mother's lower body?

	Staring at my mother's clothed privates, my mouth dry and my breathing ragged. I resumed my supine position, tilting my head slightly to admire the mountain of flesh and thighs. Unexpectedly, she shifted sideways! A soft, springy touch spread across my face. Her buttocks touched mine. My first reaction was to close my eyes and control my breathing, thinking she'd wake up. But for a moment, nothing happened. I couldn't hold my breath any longer. My nose, now tucked into the crack of her buttocks through her cotton shorts, was brimming with the fishy aroma of her vagina. Like a drug addict, I relentlessly craved this alluring, longed-for fragrance. I boldly licked her shorts. It tasted bland, but my libido only grew. I gripped my penis, pumping it back and forth, nearly uncontrollably cumming. I pinched my glans to desensitize it.

	After sniffing for a while, I felt a little tired but satisfied. I resumed my normal sleeping position and moved my body back to my normal position. While savoring the scent, I turned sideways again. My mother's vest was probably too loose. When she lay down, I could still see a small part of her bra through the gap under her armpits, where her plump breasts pushed up. In the low light, all I could see was black. The bra seemed to be the wrong size, and it was squeezing out a little bit of her armpit breasts. The flesh there was wrinkled, and it was here that my mother's age was betrayed.

	Seeing this pair of beautiful breasts, I had another idea. I turned around and started a new round of inner struggle, because I had to use my hands to deal with this pair of breasts!

	I turned sideways again , casually resting my right hand on my mother's chest, gently gripping her left breast (through her bra), my wrist resting on her right. Instead of feeling soft, the bra felt rather firm, and I could even feel the ridges of the bra. Seeing my mother's steady breathing, I grew bolder and moved my palm back and forth a few times. Only then did I feel the softness of the breast beneath my palm, the bra swaying with it.

	I thought my mother would not wake up, so I started to move my feet restlessly, slowly climbing up to her lower abdomen. I realized the height was not right, so I had to slowly move down and stretch my legs over again. Now, my knees were pressing against her perineum. I stopped the movement of my hands and focused on the stimulation brought by the top of my knees. I rubbed my knees a few times, but it was not soft enough. I moved it down a little bit, until it was completely pressing against my mother's private parts, while her thighs clamped my knees. I was still nervous, but my sexual desire overwhelmed everything. I made a bold move and pressed my knees against my mother's lower body. It was so plump and soft. "Hmm," my mother said in a charming dream, which sounded like a moan to me.

	Such an ordinary posture is the most wonderful enjoyment for a young person like me. I want to maintain this posture until the end of time.

	Maybe I was too carried away and didn't care how hard I pushed with my knee. After I pushed hard, my mother let out another long "hmm". "Hmm?" The tone of the latter was obviously different. The terrible thing finally happened. It seemed that my mother woke up!

	　　My throat was pounding with nervousness, my heart was racing, and I was practically ready for the end. I kept thinking, "Fake sleep, pretend sleep, Mom won't notice, Mom won't notice ..." Fortunately, my erection didn't touch Mom's thigh, or I'd be dead.

	My mother noticed my dishonest posture, which looked extremely lewd and shameful, and muttered, "Tsk, this dead boy (meaning bad boy), when did he come to sleep with me? He sleeps so well and is so dishonest, ah ... " Of course I would not respond to her, I was asleep. Mother, don't think of waking up a son who is pretending to be asleep.

	Then she took away my hand covering her breast and my evil knees. While adjusting my sleeping position, I muttered to myself, "When did I learn to be so bad?"

	Then my mother went back to sleep, tucked in. I breathed a sigh of relief. It wasn't really dangerous; my actions weren't particularly out of line. However, my desires weren't satisfied yet, and I wasn't going to give up tonight!

	I tried my best to keep awake , hoping that my mother would fall asleep again, hoping that the opportunity would come.

	a while , my mother mumbled something and turned to sleep on her side. This position made her butt stick out like a ball, and the thin shorts outlined the hollow below her buttocks. Her vagina must be very plump. I couldn't hold it any longer. I pulled down her shorts and underwear, exposing my hard penis and slowly moved it to the place between her legs. I clasped my hands around her soft waist and pushed my penis into the hollow of her shorts, touching the soft, fabric-covered labia. The lustful position, coupled with the tingling sensation from my penis head, made it feel like I was actually raping my own mother. I quickly pulled my penis away from her, because a few more seconds of intense stimulation would have made me lose my erection. After so many masturbations, I knew to stop when I was about to come, although doing so was very harmful to my kidneys. But I didn't want to end it so quickly.

	Later, I thought it was too dangerous to use my lower body to push, so I gave up my hands on my mother's waist and covered her buttocks with my right hand. This time, it felt firm, and the fabric was still smooth. I touched it back and forth along the butt crack a few times, and finally three fingers touched two fat spots on the concave edge. I rubbed them lightly with my fingertips, as if I was playing with my mother's private parts. Although there was fabric between us, it was really hard for a teenager to control myself. In a moment of excitement, my thumb and other fingers made a pinching motion, and it was quite strong, pinching my mother's fleshy private parts through the fabric. Maybe my mother is really too sensitive there.

	Suddenly, my mother raised one hand back as if she was looking for something. I was so scared that I immediately turned back to lying on my back. In a panic, I just pulled up my shorts and didn't dare to move anymore. I almost held my breath.

	My mother really woke up again! She didn't feel anything with her hands, and she turned her head partly, but couldn't see anything either. I thought she would give up ... Just when I was secretly relieved, my mother actually stood up, straddled my body with her legs, and stretched out one hand as if to touch something.

	" Snap", it turned out that my mother turned on the light. The light was dazzling for a moment, so I had to pretend to be asleep and close my eyes. I didn't know what my mother wanted to do by turning on the light.

	"Let me see how you sleep ," my mother said, a little angrily. Of course, I didn't dare to respond and decided to play dead.

	Unexpectedly, my mother shook me hard a few times! Damn it, how can I continue to pretend to be asleep this time? I'll wake up if I die. Anyway, I haven't been caught doing this dirty thing.

	I pretended to be woken from a deep sleep, slowly opening my eyes and deliberately mumbling, "Mom, what are you doing? I was sleeping soundly." My mother, however, looked as if she didn't believe me. Her face turned stern and she asked, "Tell me, what did you do just now?"

	"No, nothing. I was sleeping , wasn't I ?"

	"Hmph," the mother sneered, "Do you think I don't know what you're thinking?"

	"I just fell asleep, what can I think about?" I said innocently.

	My mother probably knew something. First, she hadn't caught us in bed, and second, she didn't know how to raise this awkward topic with her teenage son. Was she just going to yell at me, "Do you want to fuck your mom? You bastard!" For a moment, she didn't know what to say. She could only sigh and say, "Go to sleep. Don't let me catch you doing this."

	　　As she spoke, she leaned forward toward me and reached out to turn off the light. What was her posture like at this point? Mother half-knelt on one side of me, the other leg stretched out to my other side. Her heavy breasts were facing me, a small portion of her purple bra showing through , her cleavage bottomless. Her long hair hung down right in front of me, and I could almost smell the shampoo at the ends of her hair. Just as I was fantasizing about taking a big bite of her breasts, my gaze dropped, and that was when my blood rushed to my veins. Mother's private parts, bulging with pants, were right above my lower body. I felt like I could thrust my lower body into her body as soon as she sat down. My lower body reached a peak of hardness. Unfortunately, my underwear was not fastened, and my penis was clearly pushing up my shorts!

	My mother paused as she was about to turn off the light. She remained expressionless, looking at me. It seemed as if she had seen the lust in my eyes again. Her brows began to furrow a little, and she lowered her head to look at me. Her face instantly turned the color of liver, and her watery eyes seemed to be emitting flames. Her breathing became heavy, causing the two lumps of flesh on her chest to tremble constantly.

	It was bad. There was no explanation this time. I just let it go and let my mother scold me. She pulled her legs back and sat beside me. One hand pointed at the little slut under me, and with the other hand she smacked my thigh hard. Her voice trembled with anger as she said, "Ouch! Look at you! What's going on?"

	　　At this point, I had to reach out and hold my penis down, trying to stop it from getting so erect. Right under my mother's nose, I nonchalantly said, "I don't know ... well ... it just happened on its own ." Suddenly, the term " erotic dream" came to mind, and I continued, "I ... I just had a dream. I dreamed ... "

	"You're still young , so I can't say anything to you. But I've noticed recently that something's not right with you. You've been learning bad things, staying up late every night and doing things that hurt your health. You'd better be careful, or you won't be able to get married in the future!"

	"I'm just afraid that you'll have wild thoughts, yes ... yes ... have bad intentions." The mother suddenly hesitated again, and her anger level subsided a lot.

	I began to calm down and comforted my mother, saying, "Don't worry, Mom, I won't learn bad things. Didn't you say this is a normal teenage phenomenon?"

	"Oh, that's right, you are in puberty ... ", my mother said this slowly, and seemed a little unwilling to give up criticizing and educating me, but she couldn't face the heavy topic in the end. If she couldn't handle it well, it would get out of control and something big would happen.

	He looked at my lower body again, and it was no longer as erect as before. He wanted to say something but stopped himself, and could only sigh "Alas".

	"Think more about studying . Mom's old, too." My mother's words were baffling and incoherent, but upon closer inspection, they held a deeper meaning. Was she advising me to study hard and repay my parents for their advancing age? Or was she telling me not to harbor evil thoughts about my mother, given her age?

	"Go to sleep, turn off the light." It seemed that the mother was still upset about what happened just now and didn't dare to turn off the light herself.

	I had a sleepless night.

	The next day? Everything was normal. Nothing had happened last night, after all. A wise woman knows how to make a big deal out of a small matter, and until she has a convincing argument, she doesn't dwell on it, letting it fade naturally. My mother seemed to understand this, and we'd know better.

	My life was the same as usual. I mostly hung out in Internet cafes during the day and watched movies at night. If there were sex scenes, I would repeat that part over and over again to masturbate. No matter how low my masturbation point was, it was often at the last moment that I would fantasize about my mother, and the climax would be particularly intense.

	by the river often , you'll get your feet wet. I'd already been soaked by masturbation, but I'd never been caught openly in the act. I'd only caught her once, and the rest was all just speculation from my mother. That night, I was so engrossed in masturbation again that my mother didn't notice me approaching, just like when I sneaked up on her without a care in the world.

	Perhaps she knew that the wrong response to this matter was anger and criticism, but rather gentle instruction. Back then, I was so frightened I nearly became impotent. I pulled my pants up, lowered my head, and, not daring to face my mother, scratched my nails to soothe my inner anxiety.

	" Tsk, you're hurting yourself again!" "Didn't I tell you that this is bad for your health, yet you still do it every night? Don't you know what you're doing?" This time her tone was calm and gentle, full of maternal affection.

	"Not only will you harm your body, but I'm most afraid you'll make an irreversible mistake, do something bad, and ruin your future."

	I whispered, "I just feel very comfortable this way. Otherwise, I ... my lower body ... would be swollen and painful ... and ... and I'd feel a strong desire for women ."

	Then I pretended to be pitiful: " Mom, am I sick? Do you know what I am going to do? Will I make a big mistake in the end?"

	" This is not a disease, oh no, it's a mental illness. It's just that you have random thoughts when you don't have a computer?" My mother naively thought that I masturbated every night and wasted my energy because I didn't have the Internet.

	"Listen to your mother and don't do this again. It's really dangerous and a hassle. It will be too late to regret it later."

	　　After that, my mother seemed to suddenly remember something, sat down, looked into my eyes, and said with a smile: "Tell me, what are you thinking about?" "Nothing."

	My mother pointed at my private parts and said, "You didn't expect this to happen? You still think you can deceive me." "I was just thinking about the beautiful female stars on TV, and ... and the girls in my class, and ... Mom, am I really not serious or bad?"

	"Do n't worry too much. Every teenage boy goes through this stage. But you need to exercise moderation and prioritize. Your current task is to study hard, not dwell on these trivial matters."

	"Look at you. You used to have such good grades in school, but now your grades have regressed drastically. You think about playing online games all day long, and ... you think about disgusting things all day long." After saying that, she gave me a look of pretended disgust. It seemed that my mother felt that she was very comfortable and at ease when she talked about me.

	In my heart, I was thinking about how to steer the mother-son relationship in another direction. At this time, my mother hesitated and asked me another question, "Mom is asking you, have you ... have you ever thought about ... Well, answer honestly , and Mom will help you."

	"Yes! Yes! Yes! I often think about you, Auntie. I think you are the most beautiful woman with the best figure I have ever seen."

	" Mom, can you really help me?" After saying that, I pointed to my lower body proudly, looking forward to my mother's response.

	Unexpectedly, the mother's expression changed, and she seemed to be angry again, "What are you thinking? I said I would help you to educate you and enlighten you, not to encourage you to make mistakes!"

	" Oh, I didn't expect you to have bad intentions towards me. I'm an old woman now. How old are you? What do you know?"

	I almost said , "I saw you and Dad having sex, so I know everything," but I held it back. "Don't let your imagination run wild. Things during this period depend on your own awareness and willpower. First, you're my son, and second ... you shouldn't let your imagination run wild."

	　　After saying that, the mother stood up, turned her head and walked away, not forgetting to say: "You know that this will do no good at all. Study hard and go to bed early."

	I thought my mother had opened up after these conversations, but the next day I saw her serious face again, as if nothing had been said the previous night. Especially when she was cooking and blaming my grandmother, it was chilling. I wanted to retort, but I was afraid of angering her.

	every night while watching the only three-level clips or thinking about my mother has become a bad habit that I can't quit. Of course my mother found out about my dirty behavior and scolded me as usual. I was timid when she said that, but I still did my own thing afterwards. In short, it gave my mother a headache.

	But , to be honest, aside from my internet addiction and masturbation, I wasn't really in a bad mood. I did my chores, read my extracurricular and curricular books, and was polite to outsiders. Plus, my academic performance was pretty good, so I never worried my mother. I just felt quite depressed and listless.

	My mother also wants me to change my bad habits, but as a country girl with a low level of education, what profound principles can she give me? All she tells me is things like study hard, strive for excellence, and take care of your body. As for whether I have any feelings for her, she never mentions it, probably because she is worried that if I say it, things will get out of hand.

	My summer vacation wasted, and I gained nothing but a tormented body. Before I returned to school, my mother kept nagging me to be smart and not even fail to get into high school. The pressure of the high school entrance exam in my third year of junior high was a piece of cake for me. Based on my usual grades, even if I dropped another 100 points, I could still get into high school. But I doubt I'd get into the top programs, nor would I get a scholarship.

	is neither far nor near from the school , but for the convenience of studying, my mother still strongly recommends that I live there. I wonder if she has another intention.

	In my third year of junior high , this damn school reorganized the classes again. And, without the focus groups, everything was messed up. As a result, I ended up in a mixed bag. I was a little excited; I'd get to meet new people and maybe even a few pretty, open-minded girls. Thinking back to my old classes, I had no idea where to start a first love, but I kept in touch with the classmates I was close to. As for thoughts about my mother, they were temporarily put to rest.

	　　When I first entered the class, I felt like a misfit. I didn't like the other students. Looking at the other students, they all looked like hooligans: smoking in class, making loud noises, playing and chasing each other, and disrupting the class. I wasn't worried about getting beaten up. Firstly, my brothers were the kind of people who fought, picked up girls, and did all sorts of bad things, yet still managed to excel in school. Secondly, the rumored gang leader in this town was an uncle of mine, and my dad had friends in both the black and white worlds. From the upper, middle, and lower towns, the petty hooligans and bad students were either my brothers, old classmates, neighbors, or the sons of my dad's friends. The big hooligans were almost always my dad's friends.

	After enduring the boring classroom life for a few days , I finally couldn't stand it anymore and started to join the ranks of bad boys. This is how the world is. You can only get along well if you go with the flow. My admission score was there, and they didn't expect that a top student like me would be like this. But they got along well with me, and it took only a short time to get to know me.

	Among them was the mayor's son. Although my father was very familiar with his father, I looked down on this mayor's son. I used to think he was arrogant. He was a famous bully in the school. Since he was a street person, he made friends with a group of hooligans. He would beat up anyone he disliked. Of course, I am not a troublemaker and would not have any conflict with him.

	I don't know how we became close, maybe he thought I wasn't pretentious. Damn, I just realized this kid can be really arrogant. He sleeps in class, disrupts the class, and after class, he leads a group of small-time soldiers to patrol the campus, which makes people look at him with disdain. He's actually second in the class! He's a great basketball player! This guy is also well-versed in Chinese and foreign history and classical literature. Like me, he's a real literary scoundrel.

	After we became close friends, we became practically the biggest gang in the area, dominating the three towns. Of course, we didn't do anything particularly bad; it's normal for people of that age to like showing off. We always had a bunch of people with us. Plus, everyone had good grades.

	Naturally, he captured the hearts of countless naive young girls. From casual conversation, I learned he was no longer a virgin, having lost his virginity in the eighth year of junior high. Such stories shocked me quite a bit. While it's normal for adolescent boys to think about pretty female classmates and have those kinds of thoughts, hearing someone actually say it still made the imagination run wild. I received plenty of courtship, some of which I found appealing, but somehow, I was fearless. The moment I saw a girl who liked me, I'd become shy and obsessed, wanting nothing more than to get away quickly.

	Do you think I don't want to date? I have the desire but not the courage, because I was thinking about that kind of thing from the beginning. In the end, I even resorted to masturbating while fantasizing about the girls who expressed their love to me. It's sad.

	　　The mayor's son, when he had nothing better to do, spent his days indoctrinating me with vile ideas, shoving CDs and pornographic books at me. Luckily, I read a lot online, so I could handle him. Otherwise, it would have been so embarrassing. But after all, I was still a virgin, so he constantly looked down on me. But then he'd also goad me earnestly, saying, "You're so young now, and as a passionate man, you've never had sex with a woman. Don't you feel sorry? Did your youth just go to waste?" And so on. It was unbearable. Then he'd tell me how much fun it was to have sex.

	Especially when he talked about a beautiful slut in a certain class who had already been fucked by many people, this time had the biggest impact on me. After all, there was a good-looking girl in real life who made me fantasize. Every day I saw her walking by in the corridor with her butt twisted, and I kept imagining the scene of her small body being gently twisted and turned under the crotch of a male classmate of the same small stature.

	Under the town mayor's son's daily tutelage, I felt a growing sense of resentment and regret. Yes, it wasn't a crime; love between a man and a woman was natural. While marriage was possible, it was a shame to be unable to experience it at such a young age. Look at the prettier girls at school. Why couldn't I have sex with them?

	But I'm not good at picking up girls ! Firstly, I envy those idiot friends who have already lost their virginity. Secondly, listening to them talk about that kind of thing, I constantly get a perverse and psychedelic pleasure from those female classmates who appear to be decent but are actually not virgins.

	The excitement of my fantasies back then lay in the fact that I, at such a young age, could do things that only married couples could do. Even more exciting was the thought of having sex with a mature woman! What if I were to have sex with my usually strict mother? The thought of it making me, at such a young age, feel hot all over, like heat rushing to my brain.

	Influenced by my classmates, my desire for female flesh intensified, and my lust for my mother reignited. Back then, I didn't consider any moral or ethical considerations, nor did I consider them socially frowned upon. It was simply the lust of a young boy in heat. However, thinking of my mother always brought back a tormenting and ecstatic feeling, and there was still the thrill of breaking taboos.

	So, in the dormitory, in the shower room, and even in the classroom, I left my fluids craving my mother . I was looking forward to the few days passing quickly so that I could go home on the weekend and "feast my heart out". Of course, this was just my wishful thinking.

	　　Finally it was Friday. I wanted to ride my broken bike home immediately, but my best friends dragged me out to play basketball. Well, I couldn't refuse their invitation since my mother was at home anyway.

	I returned home, drenched in sweat . I could smell the cooking coming from far away. As soon as I entered the kitchen, my mother was already cooking. I called out, "Mom, I'm home. Why are you eating so early today?"

	"You're back. Hurry up and get ready for dinner." "Why are you sweating all over?" My mother's face was filled with smiles when she spoke. I thought she reacted like this because I was back. I felt excited and even more touched.

	"I need to take a shower first." "Hurry up, by the way, your dad is back." The mother said with a smile.

	.

	Oh, so that's how it is . Dad's back. No wonder he looks so happy. For the first time in over a decade of life, I felt a tinge of jealousy, and the target was actually my father. Of course, there was also the feeling of a child who felt he had fallen out of favor with his mother.

	I was initially upset. With Dad back, I'd be scolded even for staying up late, let alone doing anything inappropriate with Mom. Growing up is different. Back in elementary school, I looked forward to Dad's return. It made Mom happy, and so did I. My younger sister, too young, didn't understand. My biggest joy was having pocket money. Now, I'm not so excited about it.

	　　I went into the shower room and took a shower for a while. Especially when I was washing my little brother, I couldn't help but stroke it a few times and my sexual desire immediately came up. Then I looked at the storage rack and it was empty. It seemed that my mother hadn't taken a shower yet.

	I could only continue masturbating while fantasizing about my mother 's body. Although I'd been doing this bad habit at school, the pleasure of feeling my mother's presence at home was something I hadn't felt in a long time. A surge of passion quickly came over me, but I stopped myself just in time. I couldn't let it all out just yet. I had to save it for the evening. My father had been away for over two months, and now that he was back, I didn't believe they wouldn't have some good time ... Even though I couldn't kiss her right now, I could still peek at their sex life. It was quite enjoyable, especially with her unusually coquettish nature, which stirred a stir in me.

	the feeling of ejaculation subsided, I began to imagine my mother taking a bath. Of course, I had seen it before, so it was a memory. This was quite stimulating to me, because a woman is the cleanest and purest when she bathes, all the filth is washed away. Moreover, in the bath, everything is exposed, without any cover, how can it not be attractive?

	if I could do whatever I wanted while my mother was bathing. On the one hand, there were warm memories of my childhood, and on the other hand, there was my growing lust. They were intertwined together. Just thinking about it made me almost unable to hold back my orgasm ...

	　　This time the shower (masturbation) took a particularly long time ... It's not that I'm good, but every time I was about to come, I stopped in time.

	Finally, it was nine o'clock in the evening. I was hoping time would pass quickly. I think my mother was too. The family sat in the living room, watching TV and chatting. Naturally, they asked me about my studies, repeatedly reminding me that I was in the third year of junior high school and needed to study hard. Then my mother asked about my father's work.

	know if it was my mother 's tragedy or mine, but my father's Nokia phone rang, and from what I heard, it sounded like someone was telling him to go out! And he actually went out! When I saw my mother follow him downstairs and close the door, her face was filled with resentment, but she didn't say anything.

	When my mother came up, she took a sip of water from the teacup and put it down after a long while. She said to me, "As soon as you get home, you go out with your idiot friends. Humph, you, don't learn from him in the future!"

	Then I continued watching TV, but my heart was in chaos.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 5

	My mother was wearing an ordinary pajamas tonight, and her pants were loose and long, reaching her knees. I didn't even have the opportunity to see her beautiful legs. Apart from her already plump breasts that were still lowered and moving with her breathing, there was really nothing special about her.

	　　This boring mainland Chinese family drama is making me increasingly sleepy. It's so damn boring, but women love watching it, and my mother is no exception. After being tortured by the brainless plot of this TV series, my desire has been suppressed a lot. I figured that according to the usual practice, my father would not be home until three or four in the morning. I guess there is no drama tonight, so I went back to my room to read extracurricular books.

	　　I remember that I was reading Hayek's "The Road to Serfdom". The translation was really painful for me as a junior high school student. It was already profound and difficult to understand, and I needed a deciphered version. It was really a headache to read. It is indeed a masterpiece that can reduce sexual desire and divert attention. Hayek said: Those roads that lead to hell originally wanted to reach heaven.

	Haha, I had obscene thoughts at a young age , and the object of my most fantasies was actually my own mother. Having incestuous thoughts, is this considered the road to hell? However, I firmly believe that I will reach heaven in the end!

	As masters of social group research, the theories of Hayek, Le Bon, Tocqueville, etc. are all related. And I think everyone is even more familiar with Freud, a social psychologist who is of the same lineage. His name appears in many random articles. It was he who first systematically stated the Oedipus complex and the Oedipus complex.

	I should have read more of his books back then ! But I still think this Oedipus complex analysis is bullshit. Why all the jargon? It's all about sexual desire! A calf-to-be relationship is even more appealing to teenagers. Of course, if your mother isn't attractive enough, you'll enter the third stage of the Oedipus complex, where your partner is gradually replaced by someone your own age.

	I was in adolescence and my mother was tempting enough, so I didn't.

	So when I thought of this kid Freud, I couldn't wait to get rid of my Oedipus complex, and finally thought of my own mother. Finally, I changed from a state of being diligent and studious, reading famous books, to a state of being dirty and obscene, molesting my mother in my heart, and masturbating by the way. It was really ridiculous.

	fantasy scene was not clear, because I had never seen any pure A- films at all. They were mostly Category III films, you know, which were very fake. When I was in junior high school, it was not as easy as it is now to download Japanese films to watch.

	I have seen my mother's private parts at a not close distance and in insufficient light , I still feel that it is not enough. I even wonder if I really do that with my mother one day, I will not be able to do it well.

	Alas, I don’t want to think about it in the long term. I just know that the right thing to do is to put my little brother into the hole below my mother. Well, there will be nothing wrong with that.

	Sometimes I would think of my mother , and sometimes my mind would wander to other places, so time passed by in a flash and I still hadn't felt like ejaculating.

	Masturbation always goes too far. I wanted to finish quickly, so I concentrated. But I didn't realize the danger approaching. "Snap!" "Ah! You're doing it again!" At the same time, a slight pain shot through my arm. I turned my head and saw my mother beside me. Terrified, I quickly pulled up my pants and lowered my head in silence.

	"You're getting worse and worse. I've told you it's bad for your health, why don't you listen?" Surprisingly, my mother didn't seem very angry when she said this, but she looked at me with disgust and contempt.

	I plucked up my courage and said, "It's uncomfortable if I don't do it, but it feels better if I do. What's the problem? Besides, didn't you say before that this is normal behavior for teenage boys? I haven't done anything illegal, so why are you reacting so strongly, Mom?"

	My mother was speechless for a moment and tried to educate me. In the end, she kept saying the same old thing: "If you continue like this, it won't hurt your body, but I'm afraid you will learn bad things and do bad things in the future." If I continue like this, my desires will always be solved in one direction. What will happen in the future? Will I go to a prostitute at the age of 16 or will I rape a girl one day?

	As with previous erotic stories , I would have asked my mother for help. But then I thought, it wouldn't work. From another perspective, what's the difference between doing it yourself and having someone do it for you? Besides, helping you might be taking things too far. I thought, as shrewd as my mother is, there's no way she wouldn't have thought of this. Ethics aside, she wouldn't have had the heart or the need to do it. But her criticism and education were essential.

	　　At this moment, my mother suddenly said gently, "Ah, son, listen to me and don't do this again in the future." It seemed that my mother had forgotten the feelings I had revealed to her before.

	my mother said to me afterwards . Anyway, at this stage, my mother is just giving me earnest advice and education. Oh, no, there is no stage between my mother and me. Everything is still the same.

	Before leaving my room, my mother said, "Don't do that again." Then, she turned back and said, "You don't have a computer anymore. Read more and exercise more, so you don't have any random thoughts."

	　　Although I didn't ejaculate because of my mother 's fright, my desire was suppressed for a large part. A wave of fatigue came over me, and I thought I should just take a shower and go to bed.

	I don't know if I really fell asleep. It felt like only a moment had passed when I opened my eyes. Damn, it was still dark. I picked up the broken electronic watch next to me and saw that it was only three in the morning. I had no choice but to get out of bed and go to the bathroom.

	I walked back to my room , I suddenly remembered that I had originally wanted to peek at my parents' sex, but then my father went out, so my plan was ruined. Now it's three o'clock, he should be back, will he stay up all night to have sex? After all, it's been so long ...

	I took a few cautious steps toward the living room , aiming to get closer to my parents' room and eavesdrop on any noises. "Hmm ... " That familiar, long, ecstatic moan! My blood boiled. It looked like something was going to happen. I feared it was my mother mumbling in her sleep, but then I listened more closely. The creaking of the bed should be there this time. Tonight, I'd finally get to watch the sex blockbuster I'd been waiting for.

	But I had to pretend nothing was wrong, turn off the lights, go to bed, and then do the same thing again and come to their window. Needless to say, it was very difficult.

	slowly raised my filthy head and peered inside: naturally, the low-wattage bedside lamp was on again, and although the light wasn't bright enough, I could barely make out the two people engaging in sexual activity. Actually, I didn't mind. The thrill came mainly from being so close to my parents' sexual play, or rather, from clearly feeling my mother's unusually lustful side.

	Everything was going on , it was a pity that I couldn’t see their foreplay, which would have been more exciting.

	Needless to say, the one with the fair (compared to my father) and fit body is my mother. The difference from the past is that my mother is still wearing what looks like an old-age vest on her upper body, which is of course vacuum-protected. She lifted it up to reveal her big white breasts, and she didn't even take off her panties, she only pulled one side apart to accommodate my father's in and out. For the time being, their posture is very conservative, with my mother's legs spread wide in an M shape, and my father straightened his body with his hands on the bed, like push-ups, but this time the movements are very slow, up and down, slowly pumping, "Hmm ... " " Hmm ... ", maybe because my father 's movements are not big, the intervals between my mother's moans are a bit longer, but you can tell that she is very excited, accompanied by a "puffing" sound, it seems that my mother has leaked a lot of water.

	At this time, the mother hooked her hands around the father's neck, moaning a few times in ecstasy, and tilted her head slightly to look at the man who was working on her. The speed of the father's thrusting suddenly increased, "Ah ... ah ... well ... good ... " The mother seemed to be caught off guard, gasping, but enjoying it very much. She didn't know when her hands had been placed on her pair of big breasts. When her hands were not used, from a distance, the mother's breasts seemed to be spread out listlessly, trembling slightly to the sides, like two balloons filled with water rolling on her body, and her nipples were like a small section of a cylinder, long and protruding.

	" Hmm ... ah", the father remained silent, just thrusting his lower body mechanically. Everything was silent, with only the mother's heavy breathing and suppressed moans, and the obscene sound of water flowing from her lower body.

	With a long thrust, the father's lower body hit the mother's pubic mound hard, making a "pop" sound. The mother seemed unable to bear it, "Ah ... ", she let out a high-pitched moan , her body shaking, especially her lower abdomen, which trembled with each breath.

	The mother used her hands to push her breasts from the outside to the inside, making them look round and firm, like a pair of hemispheres, and her breasts stopped shaking. Suddenly, the mother let go of her hands, and her breasts spread out like a collapsed dam. The mother seemed to be getting more and more aroused, and she kept releasing and retracting her hands, and kneading them randomly, causing the pair of big white rabbits on her body to constantly change shape.

	" Um ... ah ... slow down ... ah ... faster", the mother was already incoherent at this time, no longer caring about anything, her head was shaking randomly, and her hands grabbing her breasts were becoming more and more rough, as she was frantically seeking her father's attack.

	The calves swayed with the body , but did not do anything strange. Sometimes they were wrapped around the father's waist, and sometimes they were detached, in a state of complete oblivion.

	" Hmm ... hum," my mother's breathing became heavier and heavier, and her suppressed voice made me more eager. My father, on the other hand, was very patient.

	　　At this time, the mother stretched out one hand in the air, making a grabbing and pinching motion, and then shook the father's arm. The father seemed to understand and climbed up to the mother's big breasts with both hands and began to knead them. "Hmm ... ah ... " The mother seemed very satisfied with the father's actions and seemed to enjoy such movements. She also lowered her legs and supported them on the bed.

	After a while, the father seemed to be tired, because his support was only on the mother's breasts. He pinched the mother's erect nipples with his fingers a few times, "Ah ... why are you so hard ... it hurts so much."

	Seeing his mother 's lewd and charming behavior, his father seemed very excited. He lay on top of his mother and sucked her nipple. "Hmm ... " His mother seemed very sensitive to his action. Her waist unconsciously straightened up and then dropped down again. "Huh ... "

	My father was also crazy. He was actually biting my mother's breasts. After a while, I saw a wetness on them, which was all left by my father's saliva.

	They were engaging in passionate sex, and they had no idea that their son, who was in the ninth grade of junior high school, was watching them. What would my mother, who was sometimes strict and sometimes gentle, think if she knew that I was watching her flirtatious behavior ? Just now, she was lecturing me in the room, and now she was enjoying herself under my father's crotch, as if she had lost herself. This huge contrast brought me waves of physical and psychological double pleasure ...

	I guess my mother's breasts are about to be chewed by my father until they are no longer tasty. My father moved his head up and kissed my mother. "Bo", my mother responded fiercely, as if my mother was even more crazy when she kissed me ...

	" Hmm ... um ... ", because of the kiss, the mother 's moans were unclear, and her legs were wrapped around the father's waist again without knowing when, and they were clamped very tightly, and the shaking of her body became more and more violent, "gurgling", and the water coming out of her lower body seemed to be increasing rather than decreasing.

	They were still kissing, and at this time the father stretched out one hand to the place where they were having sex, "Hmm ... " This time the mother's moan was very long and seemed weak. I guess the father touched the little bean on her vagina, but unfortunately I couldn't see it because of the posture and the light.

	Apart from his hand playing tricks on my mother's lower body, his other actions were normal and he didn't fuck her very fast. However, I felt that my mother could not bear it any longer. Her moans became more and more uncomfortable. Her legs were tightly clamped around my father's body, and her feet arched.

	The father seemed to have noticed the mother's reaction. The movement of his hands below quickened, and then he hit her hard several times. "Ah ... ah", suddenly the mother's lower abdomen shook violently, and her vagina twitched, "Ah ha ... huhu", and gave up the kissing scene with her father . She turned her head to the side, breathing heavily, and her hair that was tied in a bun tended to spread out. Sweat wet her hair and even stuck to her nose. She exuded the mature charm of a person who had been through a lot.

	My father also stopped and pulled out his wet penis. Looking at my mother who was in agony, I felt that my father was very proud at this time and looked at my mother.

	At this moment, my focus was on my mother's thin underwear, which had not been taken off and had already been rolled into a line. Moreover, I felt that it must be wet. It was closest to my mother's private parts, and it completely absorbed the most secret and precious liquid in this mature woman's body. At this moment, what I thought about was to take my mother's wet underwear and "feast" it.

	" Hmm ... " My mother moaned, like someone who'd been through a storm, delicate and weak, her legs rubbing against the sheets. After a moment, she turned over and lay on her stomach, her head buried in the pillow. Her panties were squeezed into a clump, completely wedging into her buttocks. Her round, firm buttocks stuck out proudly, seemingly trembling slightly, the afterglow of her orgasm still lingering. Her beautiful legs sometimes lifted, sometimes swayed, as if out of her control.

	Looking at my mother lying on her stomach, with her beautiful buttocks and breasts exposed under her armpits due to the squeeze, I had a very strong visual impact, especially her legs swinging unconsciously, as if she was very hungry and full of seduction. Her mature body was telling my father and the person outside the window that she was unsatisfied. She was waiting for my father's next move. I wished she was waiting for me to do whatever I wanted to her.

	My father hadn't made a move yet. He probably needed a break, having been away for so long, and he'd been holding it in for a long time (perhaps), so he didn't want to surrender so quickly. My mother seemed to have recovered. She propped her head up with her left hand, looked back at my father, and brushed her messy hair aside. Her strong, well-proportioned right leg naturally splayed out at a 90-degree angle, while the other remained straight. She half-turned her body and removed her soaked panties, which were in the way, tossing them aside. Her sexy buttocks were facing my father, revealing to the man before her the most intimate, filthy, and wonderful part of a woman, previously sealed by her buttocks.

	" Hmm ... ", the mother moaned, and her right hand gently stroked one of her buttocks, just like her fingers sliding across silk, and continued to touch her waist until half of her breasts were squeezed and exposed, and she began to rub them gently with her hand.

	That posture was very similar to that of a coquettish woman in a movie clip who seduces a man to achieve some purpose.

	People who have not seen it will not understand how strong the impact it was on me when a mother who usually scolds and criticizes me harshly on major issues but is full of maternal love and care for the details of life did such a thing in front of you. I felt like something hit my head hard, and I almost couldn't breathe. Of course, my evil desires expanded rapidly, and my lower body swelled as if it was about to explode.

	Unfortunately, the light was insufficient, and I couldn't tell what my mother's expression was at that moment. I thought, she must have blinked her eyes slightly, looking at my father with a lustful look and a captivating smile.

	"If you don't come soon, I'm going to sleep ," the mother finally spoke, her tone soft and weak.

	My father must have been seduced by my mother's coquettish figure and couldn't resist it. He leaned forward and put one hand on my mother's buttocks, grabbing them a few times. Perhaps my mother's buttocks were too elastic, so they didn't change shape under my father's hands. He lowered his head and kissed my mother's left buttocks. "Hmm ... " My mother seemed very satisfied and swung her left calf a few times. My father was not satisfied with this. He kissed all the way to the seductive and charming V- shaped groove above my mother's buttocks, kissing along the spine and the skin on both sides of the spine . After a while, this charming groove on the female body began to glisten with oil, with my mother's sweat and my father's saliva, making it delicate and smooth.

	　　This has led to me paying special attention to the curve from the actress's back to her buttocks when watching movies now. If it is deep enough, it means that the woman has a great figure and the buttocks are top-notch. On the other hand, that line extends all the way to the most private part of a woman, giving us endless imagination and making us always want to follow the route to find out.

	" Hmm ... Hmm ... Ah."

	At this time , my mother's body was also reacting more vigorously. Although the moans from her mouth were not yet obvious, her body was trembling slightly, sometimes tensing, sometimes relaxing. I then noticed that my father's right hand had already reached into my mother's treasured place below. The movement was unusually gentle. Anyway, I could only see a thick outer labia, which was a pity.

	Of course, they had already done enough foreplay, and my mother must have had an orgasm just now. This was just an interlude, and it didn't last long. The real work still needed to be done.

	My mother buried her head in the pillow again, stretched out her hands to hold the edge of the bed, and spread her legs at the right time. My father knelt between my mother's legs, lay down with his upper body, and held his long and thick cock to thrust towards my mother's lower body.

	Perhaps my mother 's buttocks were too tight together, forcing my father to pry them apart with his hands before he could penetrate smoothly and silently. Honestly, when I'd seen my mother kneeling on the bed, waiting for my father to penetrate her from behind, I could see her delicate, small anus and the plump vagina beneath. But her seemingly firm buttocks seemed to block the penis's full penetration. I'd secretly thought that if I were to penetrate her from behind, my penis, so short compared to my father's, wouldn't be able to penetrate her very deeply. Her buttocks and plump thighs would block my penetration, and it would often slip out. This thought made me feel a little inferior, especially since the object of my fantasy was my own mother. It was truly embarrassing. But I'd have to try it out someday to know for sure.

	"Ah ... " After all, it is a sharp weapon, and the mother still can't bear it. She grasped the edge of the bed tightly with both hands, and even the sheets were wrinkled. She said vaguely and scolded: "Can't you go slower ... You're messing around ... " In fact , this position did not allow the insertion to be very deep. At least I saw that the father's penis was still one third not in, even when he was having sex.

	" Hmm ... Hmm ... ", my father began to move regularly. What gave me the greatest visual stimulation at this time was the water stains I saw on his penis every time he pulled out. I also noticed that there were some water droplets on my mother's buttocks, which were shiny. This reminded me of my mother's sensitivity and happiness.

	After a while, my father supported himself on the bed with his hands, stretched his legs together, and did push-ups. His lower body hit my mother's buttocks forcefully, making a "pa pa pa" sound.

	I was also thinking, looking at the posture, it feels like it's more of anal penetration.

	"Ah ... ah ... hum...hum...", the father 's movements became faster, and the mother who was pressed under him also entered the mood. Her voice was no longer so suppressed, and gradually became high-pitched, even with a hint of tears. But I think the suppressed moaning is more attractive.

	By this time, my mother's vagina was secreting more and more fluid, and as my father thrusted in and out, a constant "sizzling" sound was heard. My father, probably tired, slowed down and slowly laid on top of my mother, pressing against her tightly, gently thrusting his lower body. His hands found the edges of my mother's breasts, but since she was lying facedown on the bed, he could only feel a small amount of flesh that had overflowed from the pressure.

	This went on for a few minutes. Suddenly, the father rolled over, pulled out his penis, and lay on the bed, breathing heavily. The mother could clearly feel a sense of emptiness inside her. "Huh? Not so soon ... " she asked in confusion, one hand unconsciously touching her wet vagina. The father held the mother's waist, trying to pull her up. The mother understood that it was time for the classic man-from-bottom position.

	But I could sense that my mother was a little dissatisfied at the moment. She lazily climbed up and sat astride my father, listless. She shook her hair naturally, then brushed it back with both hands. This ordinary action, coupled with the eye-catching pair of shiny white, large, and firm breasts, made the whole process full of seductive mature woman charm for me.

	My mother slowly raised her hips, one hand supporting my father's thick, long cock, the other fingering her lower body, as if prying open her vaginal opening, bright red from the engorgement. My gaze was fixed on her plump, white ass. Between its snow-white rims were her thick, sparsely haired labia majora. The purplish-red flesh shone with a shimmering, unwiped sheen, as if about to be squeezed out by the peristalsis of its inner walls. At that moment, my heart nearly leaped out of my chest, my breath quickened, my mouth parched. I pressed my throbbing cock tightly with one hand to prevent the intense stimulation, and a pleasant shiver ran through me.

	　　Speaking of my own little penis, looking at my father's now, it's a different beast. If we had the chance to expose them together, it would be like a little boy standing next to an adult. No wonder my usually strict mother is so gentle and indulgent at his crotch. Honestly, I'm a little jealous, even though he loves me so much. But while my parents are enjoying the most blissful thing in the world, I'm also watching the most wonderful sex and enjoying a different kind of pleasure. Both parents and child are feeling great. There's nothing more perfect than this.

	Back to the scene, the mother lowered her head and looked at the part that was about to have intercourse, holding the father's penis and knocking it against the vaginal opening a few times. I have watched AV and know that this is to moisten the other party's penis to make the insertion smoother, but I think the mother is doing it unnecessarily. Maybe it is a habitual action, because the father's penis at this moment has already been stained with a lot of the mother's body fluids after the battle just now.

	　　The glans was already sunk in. Mother's brow furrowed, her lips pursed, as if she were struggling with something very difficult. Suddenly, her hips lifted again, and the tip of her father's penis left her vagina again. This cycle repeated several times. As if growing impatient, he leaned forward slightly, grasped her waist, and slammed down hard. "Ah ... " Mother , sensing and feeling his sneak attack, let out a cry of pain. A slight rage erupted, and she reached out to hit his chest. "Who told you to put it all in so quickly!" His voice was quiet, but his anger was palpable. His father didn't react, only giving a silly grin.

	Although she was dissatisfied , my mother began to thrust her big butt naturally, sometimes swaying from side to side, sometimes swaying back and forth, just like riding a horse, and she let out ecstatic moans, "Oh ... um ... um ... " Her lips were tightly closed, and all she uttered were suppressed nasal sounds. As the amplitude of her movements increased, her hair started to sway, and soon it became messy again. My mother had no choice but to twist her orchid finger and tuck the messy hair back behind her neck along her ears. Her beautiful buttocks, like millstones, moved coquettishly, and her breasts trembled slightly. At this moment, her tightly closed lips also opened, "Ah ... ah", and her hands stayed by her ears , combing her annoying hair. In fact, this is also a habitual action, but with this situation, she was moaning with pleasure, but her face had a normal expression, which was another huge contrast. The stimulation I gave me was fierce and aggressive.

	However, she was sitting on her father the whole time, and the connection was very tight. All I could see was the pubic hair on her mons pubis. Although it was wet with body fluids, it was still neat because it was thick.

	　　After a while, probably because the mother felt that this action was not stimulating enough, she began to squat, with her entire buttocks away from under the father.

	She straddled her father, her hands resting on his chest, squeezing her snow-white breasts until they were deformed. Her hips slammed up and down against his abdomen, making a slapping sound. Her neck was covered in sweat, and her entire upper body was drenched in sweat, as if coated in oil. Even her hair at the temples stuck to her cheeks. Her face was filled with an expression of unbearable pain. "Mmm ... ah ... mm ... " her beautiful moans became increasingly rapid.

	But I knew she was enjoying a woman's pleasure . She bit her lips, then opened her mouth wide, clutched the sheets, and then put her hands around my father's waist and pressed down. Before she knew it, my mother had given up her vigorous up-and-down stroking, and sat on my father with her buttocks, leaning forward, with her hands on the bed on both sides of his body, panting. Her big breasts swayed like a pendulum, and her two protruding nipples almost rubbed against my father's chest skin. Seeing this, my father reached out and used his thumb and index finger to play with my mother's purple grapes. He pinched them for a while, then grabbed her breasts with his whole palm, and then started to hug my mother's sweaty back, and thrust his lower body upward.

	My mother's breathing was still heavy, and she would occasionally let out "ah ... mm" sounds, which made people feel very uncomfortable. In the end, she simply closed her mouth, "mm ... mm ... mm ... mm", leaving only the nasal sound that made people want to imagine. Looking from the side, I could only see my father's wet penis moving upward at a 60-degree angle. My mother's buttocks were really plump and firm, and each time they pressed against my father, it made a "pa pa" sound.

	I never expected my parents to be so fashionable when it came to sex. Their sexual positions were truly varied. Of course, if you're used to watching Japanese action romances, or if they were a young couple, these positions would be standard. But for a rural couple in their late 40s, they were a bit too avant-garde. Was it because my mother was inherently promiscuous, or was it because of my father's shamelessness (as I thought at the time)? I'd heard my father chatting with his friends about how he'd made a small fortune in the provincial capital doing shady business, and how he'd always kept mistresses, including prostitutes. Later, my mother angrily told me about this. So, it's no surprise that my father was so adept at sex. As for my mother's unsatisfied behavior in bed, was it perhaps another result of my father's long-standing influence? Alas, I don't know whether to hate my father or thank him for this. Regardless, these scenes were a huge psychological shock to me, a middle school student at the time. It was, indeed, a perverse psychological poison.

	　　Perhaps tired, after a few dozen thrusts, my mother leaned back again, her arms propped up on the bed, and began to stroke her deeply and shallowly. Now I could see more clearly: my father's penis, hard and purplish-black, and my mother's vulva, two clam-like flesh tightly wrapped around it. I could clearly see the junction, a mess. The thick black penis contrasted sharply with the crimson redness of my mother's vagina. As my mother's body rose and fell, a string of sticky fluid stretched out. I marveled at the greatness of the Creator, allowing people to endure the hardships of the world while enjoying the most beautiful experience. Men and women, regardless of status, beauty or ugliness, could all experience the pleasure of sex. By this time, both my father's and my mother's pubic hair were coated with a white, foamy fluid. I guessed it came from my mother's body, because the sizzling sound of their intercourse became clearer and clearer. My mother's arousal grew, and her whole body began to move wildly.

	" Hmm ... ah ... " Feeling immensely stimulated but unable to moan excessively for fear of disturbing my younger sister and me, the sounds emanating from my mother's lips became even more hysterical. Her teeth bit her lower lip tightly, and if she pressed any harder, she'd probably break it. The sheets, held tightly by her hands, were twisted into strange shapes. "Hmm ... hum ... " A short hum escaped me, and I thought I saw something splattering from the messy opening of my mother's vagina. This undoubtedly aroused me even more. I observed the thin, pale pink sheets again, and saw several wet spots from the prolonged battle. It was obvious they were there earlier, but I was only paying attention to these details because of my swollen lower body, arousal surging, and sperm racing through my brain.

	Seeing my mother's seductive expression and her agonizing reaction under my father's crotch, my mind went blank. I felt a world of turmoil. I almost had the urge to break into my parents' room, kick my father away, and take over myself, then rudely and cruelly ravage this sultry mother who was usually a strict mother and a slut in bed! This was the direct psychological impact of my parents' sexual play on a young, naive, and infatuated child ...

	men are sexually aroused , they can think of anything.

	Just when I was expecting my mother to get even more aggressive, my father stopped and, as if anxious, separated from her body. He actually sat up on the edge of the bed, pressing his penis hard with his hand! My mother was first knocked down on the bed by my father's flip, and then, at the most blissful moment, she saw my father sitting there doing nothing. She was so annoyed. She moved her mature and graceful body to my father's side, her tone clearly dissatisfied: "What's wrong? I don't know why. I feel so uncomfortable ... " My father replied while panting: "Well ... I was too tired this time. I was about to come ... " My mother said again: "Don't react so strongly. You scared me ... "

	The father replied with a somewhat devilish tone, "Hey, how can I not make a quick decision? If I stay inside you, I'll be able to squeeze it myself. Shouldn't I surrender quickly?"

	　　With this excuse, my mother teased my father in a sullen tone, "Just come out, what's the matter ... "

	" You come back only once in such a long time, I don't want it to end so soon ... and, will you be satisfied ... I want you to come a few times," said the father with a smile.

	After hearing this, my mother pretended to twist my father's waist and angrily said, "What nonsense ... " But then she quickly changed the subject, her face full of lust, and said to my father in a soft and charming voice, "You ... didn't you say you were about to come ...? Then why ... why did you make me ... " Then she burst into laughter and lay back on the bed. Seeing my mother's unsatisfied demeanor, with a hint of tsundere temperament, I almost cummed right there and then. Oh my goodness, is this really my mother? Or maybe it's just that I've been living in vain for so long ... Oh, women.

	The mother , lying in bed, said lazily, "Staying like this is very harmful to your health ... "

	After hearing this, my father was also very melancholy, and pretended to think about life.

	About a minute later ...

	back around, the father looked at his mother, who was rubbing her big breasts like dough on the bed, and shook his head helplessly. This woman was truly extraordinary.

	My father held my mother's thighs and pulled her to his side. His claws stretched out to my mother's messy lower body. Due to the angle, I couldn't see the specific situation below my mother. I only saw that my father's hands moved very lightly, as if he was digging a hole full of treasures. "Oh ... hum", my mother pursed her lips again, with an expression of enjoyment, her legs kept moving, and after a while she lifted them up, exposing her most private parts completely to my father's eyes, because the movements of my father's hands suddenly accelerated. If I saw it right, my father inserted three fingers in and rubbed them quickly, and the "sizzling" sound of water continued, "Um ... hum", my mother 's patience seemed to have reached its limit, her buttocks kept shaking, as if she wanted to escape from her father's clutches, her hands were rubbing her big breasts frantically and forcefully, and time passed bit by bit.

	Mother opened her mouth, breathing rapidly, then covered her mouth with one hand, seemingly in pain, uttering a "whine," her entire body shaking more and more violently. Father used both hands, one continuing to finger the inside of Mother's vagina, the other seemingly caressing the small nipple at the entrance. The white fluid from his penis had solidified and adhered to Mother's thick pubic hair. Mother's beautiful hips moved upward, desperate to escape, and Father pressed harder, not allowing her a chance to breathe. Lying on the bed, resting her head on her hair, Mother frantically tossed her head, "Hmm ... Hmm..." her panting increasing in frequency. "Ah ... No ... Hmm ... No..." Her voice was already tinged with tears, and that utterly blissful cry nearly brought me to orgasm. Without experiencing it firsthand, you can't fathom the shock and thrill of a young man watching his mother make such lewd noises.

	Suddenly, my mother did something I didn't expect. She quickly stood up, got out of bed, bent over, and gasped for breath. I could see her expression clearly. Her face was flushed, and her chest was also red. My father was naturally puzzled. My mother finally spoke, "Well ... I'm afraid of dirtying the sheets ... Can you help me wash them?"

	My father followed suit, and from behind, he passed his hands through my mother's buttocks, continuing to dig, while his mouth kissed my mother's earlobe and the hair beside her ear. "Ah ... " My mother made a painful expression. My father's movements were a bit rough, and it seemed that he was also in a state of great passion. At this moment, I saw a scene that I will never forget in my life. I saw that between my mother's two well-proportioned and plump thighs, there was a constant flow of sexual fluids, sometimes a burst, sometimes only a drop. After a while, a small amount of water accumulated on the ground. My mother's buttocks naturally trembled and twitched, her lower abdomen rapidly expanded and contracted, and her sobs became louder. She covered her mouth with her hands for a while, and then let go. Seeing this scene, my father seemed a little proud. He stretched out his wet hands, and a few drops of water occasionally fell between my mother's thighs.

	As if she had experienced a fierce battle, the mother seemed weak and powerless. She lay back on the bed, the two lumps of flesh on her chest kept rising and falling, and she was swallowing saliva.

	Looking at the pile of lustful water on the ground , I really rushed in to lick it clean. What was that taste like? It was really tempting. But I knew I didn't have the chance for the time being. The only one who could succeed was probably my mother's wet panties.

	The father lay on top of the mother again, and it seemed that he was finally going to penetrate her pussy again. The mother seemed very panicked and kept slapping the father's back, "Hey, hey ... not enough ... " The father continued to do what he wanted, twitching his butt hard, "Ah ... ah ... uncomfortable ... um ... get out first ... ah." Regardless of the mother 's cries, the father's movements became more and more violent. The poor mother had just experienced a strong orgasm, and her pussy was naturally fragile at this moment. Then it was the routine.

	I estimated that the time was almost up, so for safety's sake, I reluctantly fled the peeping scene and returned to my bed with great difficulty. However, my mind could not calm down and the desire in my heart was not extinguished. While recalling what I had just seen and heard, I started masturbating.

	　　After the intense sensation I'd just felt, especially the thought of my mother actually squirting (I'm not sure if that counts), it was truly unbelievable. I started masturbating, feeling the urge to ejaculate quickly. I had to stop and pinch my glans to calm the urge. Back then, I was young and didn't realize how damaging this rapid ejaculation was to my kidneys, so I kept doing it. According to past experience, once I ejaculated, all desire was gone. I couldn't let this intense physical and mental stimulation end so quickly.

	I kept stroking and stroking, and my penis softened considerably. I felt drowsy. I don't know how long it was before I heard the familiar "beep" of a lighter. I jolted awake, and the simmering desire surged back, making my stomach itch. I knew they were done. It was probably like the old days: Dad would have a cigarette and then go to the bathroom to wash up. Then Mom would go to the bathroom, too. I didn't know exactly what she did there, but the sound of water splashing was always there.

	The adolescent lustful feelings and the intense psychological pleasure of fantasizing about my mother have made me plan to be honest with my mother or force myself on her more than once. I fantasize that even if I fail, my mother will at most beat and scold me for a while, but she will still be my mother afterwards; or, she will let me get my wish once out of maternal care, and then it will all be worth it, and I will have no regrets in this life; even more extreme is that my mother treats me like a little kid, and driven by her own desires, she readily agrees to this matter, and this kind of thing is limited to at night, and when she wakes up during the day, she still plays the role of a strict mother.

	When the above thoughts came to my mind, I was struggling in my heart, as if I would really take action after the struggle. Whenever my mother was taking a bath or after sex like tonight, the former was naked, and the latter had just experienced the happiest but most shameful thing in the world, especially for her own children. I guess, the physical and mental defenses would be extremely low, and perhaps my success rate would be very high.

	But every time I took a step forward , I would immediately pull back, and finally I would just masturbate and finish it, leaving behind a feeling of emptiness and guilt, and nothing more to ask for.

	What I saw and heard tonight is truly arousing. Anyway, I'll pretend to intrude on my mother while she's in the bathroom. I doubt she'll be wearing much clothing. And after the previous times and my strange, filthy behavior that day, I want to see how my mother reacts now, whether she understands her son's thoughts. If I don't act now, my youth will fade, and when this passion fades, I'll regret it endlessly. Even though I know my father is home.

	My father 's snoring could be heard faintly as my mother's footsteps thumped past my door and into the bathroom. I suppressed my inner excitement and got out of bed, my heart pounding as I stood at the doorway, wrestling with my final struggle. It was strange; before I'd had any lustful thoughts, even if my mother was showering or using the bathroom, I'd barge in without any awkwardness. But now that I'd breached my own defenses, facing something like this again, I'd be filled with such thoughts and such nervous anxiety ...

	In fact, I hadn’t figured out what I was going to do after I got in. It was completely desire that controlled my actions, and I finally took this step.

	　　In order to pretend that I didn't mean to do it, I deliberately put on my slippers to make a loud noise, and pretended to rub my sleepy eyes with my hands, and strolled into the bathroom. There was only a yellow incandescent lamp on inside. I touched the switch and turned on the fluorescent tube with strong light. For a moment, the bathroom was as bright as day.

	My mother was squatting, wiping her private parts with a tissue. When she saw me come in, she hurriedly dropped the tissue into her toilet bag and pulled up her shorts. To my surprise, she didn't seem to be wearing any underwear! "Huh? Mom?" I called out in a casual tone. She seemed a little helpless. "I've noticed you're always getting up in the middle of the night. You're sleeping so much during the day, so you're having trouble falling asleep at night," she said to me.

	I arrived at the toilet, about to pee (acting out the whole act), when I saw a slightly damp tissue inside. Before it could be flushed, a sudden, nauseating thought struck me, and I gave up on peeing. I was thinking about how to strike up a conversation to get my mother to stay a little longer. Normally, she would have left after I came in. It was ridiculous to think about her being so scantily clad in the bathroom at this hour of the night and having a long conversation with her son.

	　　Yes! My mother loves to talk to me about the people and things in her hometown. She also likes that I care so much about my grandparents, uncles and aunts.

	I turned and looked at my mother in the mirror. She was running her hands through her hair. An idea suddenly occurred to me, and I said, "Mom, I was chatting with my cousin online a while ago. He said he really wants to visit Guangdong and is planning to come over for National Day." Sure enough, my mother smiled and replied, "Okay. If he wants to come, ask him to come. Your uncle also said he wants to come."

	I added , "Oh, I forgot my cousin's phone number, and I can't access the internet right now. I'd like to call him and chat with him sometime."

	　　When talking about their hometown, my mother immediately became excited and talked incessantly, completely forgetting the current situation, time, place and even the clothes she was wearing. While my mother was talking, I began to respond perfunctorily, my attention was on her, and I unknowingly came to her side.

	As my mother spoke to me, she fiddled with her face and hair in the mirror. From behind, she was wearing thin shorts that barely reached her thighs, and her bare feet made my nose bleed with her legs and round, perky butt. Her legs weren't exactly white, but thanks to regular exercise (or perhaps labor), they were in good shape and had a healthy complexion. The slight pigmentation on her thighs and face wasn't a blemish, but only added to her mature look. Seeing the fabric dig into her buttocks, I almost wanted to touch them.

	wearing a washed-out, transparent tank top . Looking in the mirror, I noticed two distinct bulges—surprisingly, they were completely bare. Without the support of a bra, her large breasts sagged slightly, swaying to the sides, nearly pulling the tank top's neckline down, revealing a deep cleavage. My dear mother, you're dressed like this, yet you dare to chat with me in the bathroom as if nothing's wrong? Aren't you tempting a young, hot-blooded person like me to commit a crime?

	I didn't dare peer through the mirror again , as it would easily catch my mother's eye. So I walked over to her, leaned against the wall, and continued chatting. The thought of that mature, alluring body beneath the fabric, tossing and turning under a man, utterly blissful, instantly hardened my cock. Fortunately, my shorts were roomy enough to keep it from showing. But I had the urge to pounce on her. No, I had to stay calm. Don't be impulsive.

	I glanced at my mother 's lower body. Wow! I swallowed hard, and my blood surged through my body. It bulged, a noticeable crack formed. There were also traces of water on it. I couldn't tell if it was from the tap or the water from inside, but I was definitely leaning towards the latter. Even the air seemed to be filled with a strange, erotic smell. At the time, I was short, not even as tall as my mother, so my hands, hanging down naturally, couldn't reach her lower body.

	I pretended to scratch my scalp and act sleepy, squinting my eyes as I slowly lowered my hand. When it reached my mother's area, I extended my four fingers and touched it. It took less than three seconds, but it felt like a century. It was probably the most wonderful three seconds of my life at that moment. It felt soft and a little slippery and sticky, both of which stimulated my desire.

	My mother naturally noticed it, but she couldn't get angry. She just looked at me strangely. I responded with an innocent expression and touched my nose with my fingers. Actually, I wanted to smell what was on it. Unfortunately, there was no special smell. However, this already made me very satisfied. I almost licked my fingers.

	Perhaps my mother finally noticed my lustful gaze and the strange behavior. She looked down at her naked upper body and said to me with a bit of dissatisfaction, "Hey, hey, hey, what are you looking at? Is your mother really that beautiful?"

	Then she said , "Okay, you must be sleepy too, go to sleep." After that, she ignored me and picked up a bottle of osmanthus to apply on her face. I was stunned and didn't want to leave, but I didn't know what to do. My eyes were staring at my mother's lower body.

	Seeing me like this, my mother was a little embarrassed but more annoyed. Her face was red, and I didn't know if it was from the sex scene or from shame. "I don't know what you are thinking. You are still looking at me like that. What are you thinking about?"

	"I think you're getting more and more perverse . I don't know what's going on in your head." I didn't intend to speculate whether my mother had noticed anything, but that wasn't important. What mattered was that even if she knew, what could she do to her young son? She couldn't lecture me, especially since she wasn't well-educated and probably didn't know how to instill correct sexual values in a child or engage in normal sexual transactions. If I had rashly told my son not to have any inappropriate thoughts about his mother, it would have backfired and exacerbated the situation.

	　　This is our current situation. Maybe my mother is dissatisfied, but she really can't say it out loud. She can only be angry and helpless.

	As for the grand truisms about mother-son incest being despised by the world and the consequences of committing it, there's no point in expounding on them. My mother didn't see my little schemes as serious. She was terrified that my adolescent emotions were misdirected, focusing on my mother. This was completely unnatural and immoral. Even if I didn't harbor any ill will towards my mother, even if I did harbor ill will towards other women my age, I think she would be uneasy. A teenager shouldn't dwell on such matters so quickly, let alone on their mother.

	By then, I'd almost calmed down. To avoid further conflict between us, I turned around and tried to leave after my mother's scolding. But when I glanced at her plump, round, and perky butt from behind, a surge of inexplicable anger washed over me. Her bun-like hair accentuated her mature feminine charm, and her seemingly slender waist, which formed an alluring curve with her hips, completely overwhelmed me. I suddenly slipped my hands through her arms from behind and slowly embraced her.

	My mother seemed nervous, her body trembling slightly as she asked, "What are you doing?" She tried to get out of the way, but eventually, she put her hands against the mirror, bent her legs, and pressed her bottom against me. The position was like those in Japanese movies I often see, where a woman leans against the wall, exposing her bottom for the man to penetrate from behind, while my hands grabbed her breasts and abused them—a very lewd position. The atmosphere became very tense. Of course, my hands weren't so bold as to grab her breasts at first. Although I had been eager to do so for a long time, I only hugged her ribs slightly above her abdomen. Her hair fell halfway down with this action, making her look even more seductive. Tsk, tsk, tsk, tsk, she still has such a figure at her age. How could that young man resist seeing such a thrilling mature woman?

	I kissed my mother 's unique mature fragrance and said, "Mom, it's been a long time since I hugged you. Can you please let me hug you?"

	　　Seeing that I didn't make any other moves, my mother didn't refuse and said helplessly, "Oh, you little brat, you scared me to death. I thought you ... "

	"What did you think I did?", "Nothing ... nothing ... just a hug will be enough." Maybe this inadvertently aroused the mother's maternal instinct.

	During this time , I slowly moved my hands upwards, until my wrists could already touch the soft hem of my mother's breasts. I didn't dare to grab them with my hands, as I was already very satisfied. Although my little cock was already very hard, it didn't actually make direct contact with my mother's buttocks. My mother didn't say anything. The bad moment came. Uncontrollably, I did a pelvic floor movement, and my little cock immediately stood up and hit one of my mother's buttocks. It was a historic moment. My baby finally made contact with my mother's body. Now, my erect cock was pointing at my mother's buttocks, as if I could penetrate her body with just a little effort.

	" Hmm?" she asked, questioningly. I felt something pressing against me from below. Afraid that this opportunity would slip away, I thrust my hips forward, practically wedging into the crack of her buttocks through layers of fabric. The intense stimulation finally reached its climax, and the semen I'd been accumulating all night finally erupted.

	"Ah ... ", my mother exclaimed, "What do you want to do?", my mother's voice was a little trembling and a little angry, under the strong stimulation I couldn't care so much, the hand above also changed to cover the mother's breasts, but I didn't use any force.

	My mother slammed my hand down and pushed me away. She turned around, looking angry and ashamed, and was about to speak. She was trembling with anger when she saw my bulging penis. Of course, she didn't know that I had already ejaculated.

	"Are you ashamed? You know what you're doing. It's bad, really bad. I don't know who you learned it from."

	Because it was the middle of the night, my mother lowered her voice, but I could still hear her anger.

	I had no choice but to defend myself, "Mom, I'm sorry, I don't know why I'm like this, it's like I'm out of control." I tried to attribute the problem to the fact that I'm in adolescence and it's natural to desire the opposite sex.

	I added , "You know, at my age, I'm easily impulsive."

	"What a bullshit impulse ! I think you have bad intentions and do this to mom on purpose." My mother said, pressing her finger against my forehead.

	"I don't know how to teach you anymore. If you do this again, I'll tell your dad and you'll realize your mistake. Humph."

	"I've noticed something 's wrong with you , and now you keep doing this again and again! I've really wasted my time raising you." "I'm not going to say anything more to you. Just take care of yourself."

	I lowered my head and accepted my mother's criticism. In fact, I was really afraid that she would tell my father. However, I realized later that she would never tell my father about this.

	"You go out first," my mother said. I left the bathroom in a huff. When I reached the door, she spoke again, "Wait! Tell me the truth, did you come in on purpose just because you saw me here?" Normally, I would have cried foul, saying it was unintentional, but I took the risk and remained silent, as if to acquiesce, my eyes fixed on the bulge on my mother's chest. Seeing that I didn't respond and my gaze was directed where it shouldn't be, my mother became even more angry. "Okay, you're still looking! Go back to bed."

	Back in bed, having already ejaculated, my lust subsided, and I stopped thinking about that. I was just analyzing my mother's behavior, plotting my next move. If I stopped here and became a good boy from now on, my mother would naturally be happy. I'd continue to progress step by step, looking for opportunities to break through. What would happen next was unpredictable. This stimulation was too great, this pleasure too intense, and I couldn't stop!

	I wonder what my mother will think of me when I wake up tomorrow morning .

	 

	 

	Chapter 6

	I didn’t expect that someone still remembered me. Let’s do it.

	It seems that someone has reposted the previous article here. If someone is kind enough or the administrator can edit and paste the hyperlink, I am not in a convenient position now.

	　　This may be the most outrageous chronicle in the history of erotic literature.

	Therefore, don’t worry about the ending, just treat it as a small fragment of life description, after all, there is not much of a storyline.

	　　Alice Munro, Nobel Prize winner in Literature, said, “It is a kind of happiness to realize that some things in life are destined to be unfulfilling.”

	That’s right , I, Hu Hansan, am back again.

	I have been away for many years and it is not yet thirty years old since I returned. I have to say a few words to you.

	　　I have been reading literature over the years. Although many excellent works have gone underground and commercialized, it can be said that there is a flourishing of literature and a new wave of erotic literature.

	It was the many excellent examples that aroused my interest in joining the wave again.

	Of course, I haven't forgotten my original intention of writing this article: in those years, I read almost all the erotic articles and gained great pleasure from many excellent works, but I always felt that something was missing, similar to the fact that I could never hit the " G -spot", so I decided to do it myself and write an erotic article that suits my heart.

	I don’t care whether others like it or not , I don’t care about being compared, this is what I want to write and what I want to see.

	Looking back at the previous article, I find many unreasonable places, which may be inconsistent with some of the following settings. It may be because it was almost written in one go, and sometimes I couldn't control it. It has been a long time and I am too lazy to go back and make changes. After all, the article is too long, so I just need to maintain the basic style and direction.

	errors can be reduced as much as possible in future writing .

	But then I thought, you're writing a piece of nonsense, and you still care about logic? The issue of chaos itself is not worthy of discussion of logic.

	But don't worry, I will still try my best to make it less abrupt.

	　　What's scary now is that after years of being down and out, he has hardly absorbed any cultural knowledge and has made no progress at all. He lives entirely on the knowledge he gained from the books he read as a child. His writing skills are probably not as good as they were 8 years ago, and his imagination is not as active either .

	Some ideas, plots, and scenes that were originally very touching almost disappeared over time, and now they are almost starting over again.

	But I still have to bite the bullet and finish writing this article. One cannot keep breaking the flags he has set . Another thing is that I am not very good at writing stories, and my event design ability is terrible. When I graduated and started working in 4A , I was only good at participating in the shooting of promotional videos rather than small movies and feature films.

	So when writing this article , how to use some stories, plots, and experiences to transition to the candid conversation between mother and son will be a big problem, and this part may also be very bad.

	You may wish to give some advice.

	However, I have rich content in the main "interaction", small plots, step-by-step "diary", and even each "game". This is why I named it this in the beginning. There is also an outline for this content, which is actually the easiest for me to write.

	Moreover, I will continue with my previous style, depicting realism, nature, and the passion bound by family affection. I will never start with real weapons.

	And I will have some innovative plot details.

	I have to confess that I also borrowed plots from some excellent articles and even Japanese short films.

	In fact , looking at the excellent works in recent years, there are quite a few of them that are full of water. Of course, some of them are reasonable. We can't always have "fighting". Water (euphemistically called transition) can add some life atmosphere, enrich the characters' personalities to make them more three-dimensional and realistic, and also promote the smoothness of the connection.

	I were to write , what kind of plot should I fill in? How should I transition to breaking the barrier between mother and son? I hope that those who have ideas can give me some advice.

	But a solemn statement: no cheating, no orthopedics, no heavy tastes.

	Also, the previous part was too stupid. I used my real situation to graft it in. If someone familiar with me sees it and combines it with the others, they will most likely recognize me. I have to pay attention to this later.

	　　——Text dividing line——

	( 6 )

	I saw the sun covering its face, perhaps it was still immersed in the memory of the bed at night - Aldous was lying in bed, and after the sage time, his mind was still full of thoughts.

	It was a slightly chilly night in early autumn, and the cool breeze carrying the scent of country plants blew across my face from the window, instantly making me feel much more awake.

	　　Are his actions these days too much? After all, he was raised under strict family education. Even if he felt bad inside, he never did anything out of line.

	Thinking about it, I always feel that I cannot bear the consequences of some extraordinary things. I have always attached great importance to family relationships and enjoy a family environment that allows me to grow happily and healthily.

	I am afraid of major changes in my relationship with my family. I can take all risks, but I will never dare to destroy the harmonious relationship between my family.

	Suddenly I felt a sense of fear. If I continued to allow these obscene and immoral thoughts to spread, I couldn't guarantee what I would do one day. Then my relationship with my mother would completely collapse, and my life would be ruined.

	Of course, it is unrealistic for me to give up this idea immediately.

	I had no choice but to make up my mind that I could fantasize but I must never overstep the line in action, and it would be best not to eavesdrop on or peek at my parents' sex outside the door.

	　　After all, if you walk by the river often, you will get your feet wet.

	with your mature and charming mother, who is a feast for the eyes, isn't it a great enjoyment to masturbate under such circumstances? You can still hear her charming and seductive moans while lying quietly in your own room. If you feel like it, you can even use her underwear that she hasn't had time to wash to have some sex with her.

	I don't know how much my mother noticed.

	No matter what, I need to take action now to get the mother-son relationship, which may have undergone subtle changes, back on track, let her forget my previous words and deeds, and dispel any doubts she may have.

	　　Obviously, offering to do some chores is a good option.

	In the past, whenever I got into trouble and made her angry, I would break the ice by doing housework.

	When it comes to housework , I’m not particularly lazy. Although I’m not as good as other children, I have always helped with farm work.

	So my mother didn't ask more of me in other things. If I took the initiative to do something, it would be a lie for a parent and elder to say that we are not happy.

	Tomorrow is Sunday, and before going to bed, I still set the alarm clock to 6 o'clock in the morning.

	　　After masturbating, I usually sleep very deeply. It is difficult to get up early, but with the psychological suggestion before going to bed, I still succeed.

	　　At 6 o'clock, no one in the family got up yet. I know my mother, unless it is the busy farming season and there is nothing special, she will get up around 6:30 . She gets up so early because she has to cook porridge and feed the chickens and ducks.

	quickly washing up , I walked into the kitchen, put rice in, added water, lit the fire, and started cooking porridge.

	Yes, let me feed the chickens and ducks this morning.

	When the fire was lit and enough firewood was added, I took advantage of this break to use the gas stove to cook white millet flour for my grandmother, which is for diabetics to eat (I don’t know if this is what it is called, but that’s what they say. I still don’t know the real scientific name or ingredients, and I’m too lazy to look it up).

	　　The method of making this thing is very simple. Take a certain amount, put it in a small pot, add appropriate amount of water, and then stir it into a paste. Stir it until it becomes like sesame paste, then add some salt and oil.

	Chinese grandmothers have a natural preference for their grandchildren. They usually don't need their grandchildren to do anything. As long as they are in front of them often or talk to them, the old people will be very happy.

	Looking back many years later, I still feel ashamed. My grandma loved me so much, but I didn’t do anything for her at that time. I even spent little time with her. I would go out to play as soon as I had a holiday.

	The son wanted to support his parents but they were no longer around. In all the days after her death, this shame often caused him inner pain.

	　　Back then, grandma always cooked this stuff herself.

	I thought at the time that if I showed my love and care for my grandmother, my mother would probably be pleased.

	Even if they don't seem to be so harmonious and friendly with each other.

	I don’t know if I’ve said this before .

	To put it simply, the relationship between my mother and grandmother was like they were enemies at one moment and strangers at another, but they lived under the same roof, which was quite strange.

	before and after , I heard from my mother and other relatives that my grandmother came from a landlord family and was spoiled since childhood. Even in special times, she never suffered any serious shocks and could be said to have always lived a life of luxury.

	Therefore, the traditional bad habits and ideas of Chinese mothers-in-law under feudal ethics are also completely inherited.

	Although my mother was born into a minority family in a poor mountainous area in another province (I think most of the ethnic minorities there are actually of the same origin as the Han people, but are artificially divided due to historical and geographical factors. After all, most of their customs and habits are not much different from our Cantonese people), my mother was also a beloved little sister in her parents' home. We all know that people who grew up in such a family environment, even if they lack material resources, often have strong self-esteem and are neither humble nor arrogant.

	Coupled with their national character, this type of people will never bow their heads easily, nor will they succumb to oppression. If they are right, they will dare to fight you to the end regardless of everything.

	as "fierce-willed", at least it means stubborn or arrogant.

	Therefore, my mother and grandmother, the mother-in-law and daughter-in-law, have a natural gene of discord.

	　　From the time she first got married here until I was born.

	On the one hand, my grandmother "bullied" my mother with the domineering attitude of a feudal patriarch; on the other hand, she openly expressed her contempt for my mother's family. For example, she didn't like my mother to return to her parents' home, and she didn't greet the visitors from my mother's family well.

	at the time was just an idle playboy in his twenties, so he naturally could not provide any support to my mother. Everything in the family, even the expenses before and after my birth, depended entirely on several uncles, who were the first to go out and make a living, and had achieved some success around the turn of the millennium.

	Under such circumstances, and given that my mother had married far away and was young herself, she tolerated my grandmother's excessive words and actions.

	Of course, my grandmother must have restrained herself later on. At least as far as I can remember, she has never said or done anything excessive.

	But my mother obviously remembered the past trauma for a lifetime, and I could often feel her disgust towards my grandmother.

	However, our entire family is very harmonious and friendly. Therefore, there is almost no conflict between my mother and grandmother, and they each live their own way.

	I did not witness their past grievances with my own eyes, so I could not understand my mother's dislike for my grandmother. Many times, I even stood on my grandmother's side emotionally.

	　　After all, I can truly feel the love that grandma has for us.

	Sometimes , she would express her concern for her mother, but her mother would generally remain silent.

	My mother is also very fair. Although she hates my grandmother, she often teaches us to respect the elderly. We can do more to help her within our ability and let her feel the care of her grandson.

	Although my mother was very unhappy, she still helped my grandmother inject insulin every morning.

	According to my observation, sometimes, she would be like an impatient nurse who would hurt my grandmother, but since she was asking for help, she didn't dare to complain.

	Sometimes , my mother would deliberately delay giving grandma the injection, or pretend to have forgotten about it.

	My grandmother was naturally anxious and worried , and even kept muttering. My mother would find excuses to hit back at her.

	Every family has its own problems. This conflict is neither big nor small. This mother-in-law and daughter-in-law should just make do with their lives.

	But for me as a young kid, sometimes I felt that my mother’s words and actions were too extreme, and I would hate her for a moment.

	I felt like she was "bullying" my grandmother, but I couldn't do anything. At that moment, my mother looked extremely strange and scary in my eyes.

	The outrageous behavior I later committed can be said to be related to this mentality.

	　　Yes, there is some pleasure in revenge.

	Back to that morning, when I was adding firewood in the kitchen, my mother, who had already gotten up, walked in and was obviously surprised to see my behavior.

	" Hey, the sun is rising from the west, what's wrong with you today?"

	I said rather dissatisfiedly, "What's so strange about this? Didn't I do enough housework before?" "You're acting as a representative for just doing a little bit. It's enough if you can be this diligent and self-conscious when you go home on holidays." After saying that, my mother walked away. Although she didn't praise me, I could clearly see joy on her face.

	After she finished giving my grandma the injection, she came over and reminded me, "Feed the chickens and ducks with more bran. I'm going to get some tofu from the tofu lady in Hegang."

	"I told Dugu Jin that I wanted some pork. You can take it when he passes by the door. I'll pay in a few days." I was being attentive for no reason, and in my heart it seemed like I was trying to hide something, as if I was trying my best to act like a normal child.

	Next, if I didn’t think about those things deliberately , and my father was at home, I always felt like there was something standing in front of me, so I didn’t have any bad thoughts.

	The sun rose as usual, and the ordinary weekend passed in a flash. On Sunday afternoon, my father rode his motorcycle to take me to the national highway intersection, then got on a three-wheeled chicken to the town center and returned to school.

	　　Just now on the way, he told me that I must not relax and must strive to get into the key class of a key high school.

	Our understanding is that if you get into a key high school or a key class, you have one foot in the door of a key university.

	　　It's worth mentioning that my mother almost never asked about my studies. She didn't seem to care much about it. Or perhaps she thought that high school was enough and there was no need to go out to work so early.

	But to be honest, the women in our area basically don't care about their children's studies.

	It is often the father who is obsessed with this.

	Mother , at most I will ask you about your daily life and diet.

	At school, because of the new environment, I gradually became familiar with all kinds of strange new classmates and things became normal. The campus life that seemed fresh at first gradually became boring.

	enjoy the gangster behavior with the mayor's son (hereinafter referred to as Liu Er), such as parading around the city with friends, smoking in the classroom, and acting cool in front of female classmates.

	With my academic performance in hand, I began to feel that these behaviors were very shameless.

	But one day Liu Er led me to develop a "bad habit."

	At that time, online games were invading students' spiritual space most violently. On campus, the energetic teenagers were all talking about "Legend of the Swordsman", "Fantasy Westward Journey" and "Kart Rider".

	( Legend and Asked are even earlier).

	In boarding junior high schools, the most popular entertainment activity is probably climbing over the wall to go to the Internet cafe to surf the Internet. Some people rush to use the time for naps, while many brave people go out to have fun all night after evening classes. Of course, the main reason is that it is cost-effective to stay up all night.

	In those years, you could always see a few all-nighters who were listless and sleepy in class. They were extremely frustrated every morning, but started to enjoy it again at night.

	Influenced by this kind of atmosphere, many of my classmates who were on good terms with me fell into it .

	From what they said, it seems that staying up all night on the Internet is a very enjoyable thing, comparable to a vacation, and can be called a paradise.

	　　What he said made me curious and interested, but I was afraid of checking the dormitories, so I never did it.

	One day, he finally couldn't resist Liu Er's brainwashing and spent the "first time" online all night.

	　　Although I started playing stand-alone and an online game on my dad's "work" laptop during the summer vacation of my first year in junior high school (I need to correct my previous statement here, because I mentioned in the previous article that I was addicted to online games, it should be said that it was a stand-alone game, not an online game), he later took the computer away and I was forced to "quit".

	　　This time, under Liu Er's "instigation", I easily became addicted to another martial arts client online game.

	Everyone knows that online games are always fun when they first start.

	Even if you are a rookie , a low-level newbie, or a poor guy, there is still a vast world in the game waiting for you to explore and experience, which may be romantic, beautiful or thrilling. You will meet real people from all over the world, and leave a youthful memory with each other in the virtual world.

	　　In short, the troubles of studying disappear and become numbed when you immerse yourself in the game character.

	new things developed rapidly, brought countless novelties and opened a door for the young people of that time; but the high-speed economic machine will always leave behind countless people who cannot keep up with the pace.

	The Chinese society we see today is a vast and beautiful new world, but countless young people are still unable to reach its edge.

	There is only chaos and confusion ... The popularity of online games has finally given them a spiritual space where they can feel they can control their own lives, settle scores, and realize their ambitions.

	I'm more addicted than ever.

	The consequence was that he had no intention of going to school and took advantage of every spare time to go to the Internet cafe, regardless of whether Liu Er was there or not.

	　　Believe it or not, even my abnormal love for my mother suddenly disappeared.

	In fact , it is normal. Young people are "scumbags" by nature. They come and go quickly.

	My family education is strict, and I am obedient at heart. Even though I know that something is impossible, I have temporarily suppressed it. A middle school student really doesn't have the strong enough mentality to step into this forbidden zone.

	The derailment of heterodox ideas during adolescence has only changed direction.

	Because I could pull all-nighters and catch up on sleep on weekends, and even work for two days in a row, I listened to my father and "stayed in school and studied." I didn't go home unless there was something special, unless it was time to need money to buy meal tickets.

	The rote-learning education system causes many troubles for teenagers, but fortunately, in addition to the endless test papers, there are basketball, online games, a group of evil classmates, and "brutal and barbaric" female classmates to embellish their lives. It can be said that they "live a carefree and happy life in the midst of sensual pleasures." In the blink of an eye, it is late autumn, and the thin sheets can no longer withstand the cold nights in the mountains.

	One Sunday afternoon, I had just finished playing basketball and was about to take a shower when a classmate from the next door dorm, let's call him "God," came up to me and said, "Lao Li, it seems your parents are at the school gate in a car, but the guard won't let you in. Hurry over."

	　　By the way, I’ve been talking nonsense for so long but haven’t introduced my name yet. Since it will probably be used later, I’ll tell you.

	My surname is Li and my given name is Yuqing. I have read the inscription on the ancestral hall and it is said that my ancestors can be traced back to the Northern Wei Dynasty and were from Hedong.

	　　There's nothing special about this name. It was given by my grandfather. As an old scholar in the countryside, he didn't follow the trend and used the Chuci for men and the Book of Songs for women. He just used ancient celebrities instead, and he couldn't use names that were too famous, so he used the names of several representative figures of the Zhejiajun family, a famous family of literati and generals in the Northern Song Dynasty, to name his grandchildren. They were both literary and martial and sounded good (at least I think they sound good when read in Cantonese).

	That’s right , my cousins also have several sets of names from the Zhong family army.

	Originally, the Wu family had guarded Sichuan for a hundred years and was a pillar of the Southern Song Dynasty in the west, so it was also an option. However, since their names were ordinary, such as Wu Jie, Wu Lin, Wu Ting and Wu Gong, and they were from the military, the idea was abandoned.

	Of course, the great man had never met my parents. He just happened to come back from surfing the Internet and passed by the school gate. He heard their conversation and mentioned my name and grade.

	　　After saying that, the great god picked up a novel that was five bricks thick and went somewhere to practice Taoism.

	The great writer often said that when reading, one must find a spacious and quiet place.

	　　This brother is also a talented person. In addition to being addicted to the Internet and reading martial arts and cultivation novels, when he is obsessed with it, he often makes gestures, performs hand seals, and makes hand gestures in class, and has the style of a martial arts master. However, the female classmates look at him with a sidelong glance and think that he has a problem.

	the master just say that my parents were at the school gate, driving a car? Even though I was full of doubts, I still walked over.

	When I arrived at the school gate , I saw that it was indeed the case.

	" Mom and Dad , why are you here?"

	"I came out today to talk to your uncle about something. Thinking that the weather is getting cold, I brought you a quilt so that you don't have to go home specially," said the mother.

	Then I greeted the security guard with my student ID, and after the security guard confirmed it, he allowed my parents in.

	My father turned around and said, "Get the quilt first." I followed his gaze and saw that he actually drove a car and parked it in an open space not far away. It was a taxi.

	At that time, although China's economy was developing rapidly, for small places, a four-wheeled car, no matter what brand or model it was or how new it was, as long as it had four wheels , people would think you were doing well, and the owner would naturally feel superior.

	I looked at the rickety car and asked my mother, "Where did you get this car? Doesn't Dad drive a tractor in Hunan?" "He said the tractor had been shipped to the factory and would be gone for a while, so he came back. He also happened to want to go back home and pick up some people there."

	"Hmph, it seems like you're just a flash in the pan. I don't even know if saying the tractor needs repairing is an excuse. Besides, he just made some money and already he's buying a car. He won't listen to me." He said it with a feigned disdain and anger at the other person, but one could clearly hear his smug joy.

	I see.

	I know my father too well . I guess it’s not an important matter for him to come out today. Firstly, he refuses to travel at night in fancy clothes, and secondly, he is just going for a ride.

	After taking my eyes off my father's broken car, I looked at my mother seriously, quite surprised.

	　　Seeing her wearing a "yinshan" (a Cantonese term for beautiful and formal clothes worn only on important occasions and banquets) which was rare

	She wore a brown high-waisted skirt with a slim fit that made her waist look narrower. She wore a bean green thin hollow ice silk sweater on her upper body, and a U- shaped low- neck loose camisole underneath to make her breasts less obvious. However, no matter how she tried to cover it up, there was still a slight gap in the middle of the neckline, which subtly expressed the weight of the flesh nearby.

	It's definitely middle-aged women's clothing, but with a bit more elegance.

	reaches her shoulders is casually tied up with a hairband. There are always a few naughty strands of hair hanging on her forehead, which is not abrupt. Paired with her delicate oval face, she has the charm of a good family.

	You can tell that mother is in a good mood today. She has a natural smile on her face, and her long and neat eyelashes make her look like she has infinite joy to share with you.

	After my father brought the quilt, we walked towards my dormitory.

	This is their first time visiting my dormitory.

	　　The building, which bears the breath of the last century's construction era, has long been dilapidated and is indeed not commendable.

	Naturally, my father complained.

	My mother said, "What's the big deal? As long as we have a roof over our heads and can live, that's enough. Everyone lives like this." She handed me the quilt and walked over to my bed and started working.

	That’s right , I didn’t know how to quilt myself at that time.

	My father lit a cigarette at the door and was about to ask me about my studies when he had to go to the bathroom urgently. I pointed out the location of the toilet to him.

	Then he turned and walked into the dormitory.

	　　I immediately heard her nagging, "I really can't bear to see a pile of clothes thrown on the bed like this. Won't it interfere with my sleep?" "Could you be so kind as to fold them and put them tidy?" I didn't hear the rest of her words because I was stunned by my mother's posture at that moment.

	　　Although it is normal, I have long worn "tinted" glasses and feel that it is not ordinary.

	Since I was on the bed, my mother had to sit on it with her socks on, half-kneeling on her calves, and fold clothes for me.

	suit pants was easily tightened, making the buttocks tighter and rounder, and even the traces of underwear became clear.

	Half of his butt seemed to overflow the edge of the bed, just at the same height as my head.

	If I bend my knees slightly and look straight down from my mother's hips, I think all I'm left with is a spherical shape, with no view of her upper body or head.

	At that moment, I was a little dazed, as if this round part of the body was my mother's main body, swaying slightly as my mother folded clothes, which captivated me.

	It seems like the basketball I just played with. No, I can catch the basketball with one hand, but I probably can’t catch this muscular butt with one hand.

	If I hit it with my head, I would probably feel a strong rebound.

	　　This ball of flesh is like a goblin, grabbing my soul.

	And I was willing to fall in, I wanted to get close to her, to hug her, and to caress her face with my own.

	　　This was a perfect position and a perfect opportunity. I could smell the jasmine scent left over from washing detergent on my skirt. If I took one step closer, I could touch it with my head.

	"I want to ask you if Xinyan (I'm not familiar with him, my mother and his mother used to be workmates, but we live some distance away and don't visit each other often) is in the same class with you." Just when I couldn't control my feet, my mother seemed to have tidied my clothes and turned around to speak.

	" Yes, yes ... we are in the same class," I answered casually, feeling a little guilty .

	"Ah, no, no, he is in Class 7." Mother first looked at me in confusion, then chuckled, "Why do I find that you are always inexplicably dazed, like a fool?" There was no good response to this, so we began to chat about other trivial matters.

	　　At this time, my mother began to officially get into the quilt and changed to her normal kneeling position on the bed.

	A certain barrier in my heart was broken, and the evil thoughts that had retreated some time ago slowly revived.

	The high-waisted skirt is actually loose and almost reaches the calf, which will cover the body and prevent you from seeing the scenery inside the skirt. It is not a low-waisted style, so it does not look so attractive at this time.

	But when I glanced at what my mother was wearing on her upper body, I knew that nothing would be exposed in this posture.

	I deliberately spoke as I walked to the head of the bed, looking up from below, secretly ogling my mother's upper body as it bent down.

	　　The loose inner vest was no longer close-fitting and was separated from the body in front of the chest, leaving me with a visual channel to see the ivory white half-cup bra tightly wrapped around my mother's plump breasts.

	In those years, there was no fashion for seamless, underwire-free and healthy bras; they were all about gathering, shaping and firming.

	Even when it bends down, it still maintains the shape of a bread-like hill, as if supported by two invisible small hands.

	Perhaps the bra is too small, or perhaps this pair of breasts is too heavy. You can see that the exposed half of the white breast flesh is squeezed by the edge of the underwear, forming a clear dividing line, using softness to resist the restraint.

	Even so, when the color of the bra is not much different from the color of the breast, it seems that when you touch the satin underwear and then touch the soft half of the breast, it will be smooth and not abrupt at all.

	When the mother pulls the two sides of the quilt and shakes it to smooth out the rolled-up cotton, you can see the exposed part of her chest swaying, like ripples on the water, not violent, but containing huge energy, showing its softness to people.

	standard " I " shape of the breasts when squeezed out proves that the breasts have abundant fat and a large volume.

	　　This process doesn’t take long, as my mother is certainly an expert at making quilts.

	But it was enough to instantly revive my body, which was a little tired after playing ball. My lower body was already hard, and I had to carefully press the gun several times.

	　　In a blink of an eye, my mother had helped me put in the quilt and folded it. She didn't pay attention to me because I was talking all the time and there was nothing unusual.

	The school dormitory is almost empty during the holidays. At this moment, everything is silent , as if my mother and I are the only ones left in the world, creating beautiful opportunities for us, and endless possibilities.

	But I knew it was impossible, and my father should be back soon.

	I should be able to do something.

	I saw my mother sitting at the end of the bed, carefully stepping onto the ladder at the end of the bed.

	Everyone who has lived in a student dormitory knows that when getting out of bed, you have to face the ladder with your back, and your hands cannot support yourself properly, which seems very insecure. But for boys, it’s no big deal, you can just go down two steps and jump directly to the ground.

	Looking at the unstable steel bars of the ladder and the iron bed that was shaking a little as my mother held on with both hands, I hurried to the ladder, faced my mother, and made a gesture to protect the space in front of the ladder with both hands.

	" Mom, slow down, I'll protect you."

	"This ladder of yours is indeed a little unstable. I didn't feel anything when I first came up. You should be more careful in your daily life. See if you can ask the dormitory manager to reinforce it." When my mother walked down two steps, my head was already parallel to her chest. I stared at the bottom of her exposed neck, which went over her collarbone and then flattened out again. Then a corner of the bulge in flesh began to appear. It was not difficult to imagine that under her clothes, there were round and plump breasts.

	my clothes , the right bra strap had just "worked" and slipped out of my shoulder a little bit through the strap of my base T- shirt . Fortunately, the other side was stubborn enough to prevent the bra from being left empty by the heavy weapon. It is said that bra cups set off breasts, but at this moment, I feel like two pairs of big breasts are pulling the bra to prevent it from moving.

	I could even clearly see a blue vein hidden under the skin extending from the part of the breast wrapped in underwear, and I could smell the scent of jasmine mixed with the rich fleshy aroma of a mature woman. What a breast that makes people lose their minds. If I just move my head forward a little, I can have close contact with them, and even ... kiss them.

	I believe that the breath I breathe has reached my mother's chest, and she must have felt it, right?

	At such a close distance, I could once again feel the majestic and firm breasts of my mother's breasts, which rose and fell with her breathing, pushing two humps out of her clothes.

	I couldn't help swallowing.

	The messy shoulder straps and the proud breasts that rise and fall are as if your lover is having an intense flirtation with you, and now she is openly presenting her most seductive side to you for you to deal with.

	Of course, sexual fantasies are very rich, and this process is actually very short.

	I wanted to keep the beautiful scenery in front of me as long as possible.

	The two of them climbed up to the mother 's waist. With the modification of the A- line skirt , although they were fleshy, they were still slender and could be held in one hand.

	" Tsk, what are you doing?" I didn't know if my mother was referring to me holding her waist or me staring at her chest like a pervert.

	"There's no need to support me like that. I'm not an old woman," said the mother.

	After hearing that, I let go of my hand.

	"Ah!" With a scream, the last steel bar flipped down because it was not firm. The mother felt like she was stepping on empty air and fell towards me.

	Because my mother is a little taller than me, for some unknown reason, when she pounced on me, I stretched out my hands and grabbed her butt.

	so round. My first feeling was like stroking a hemisphere with one hand. Because she had worked in the past and was a person who couldn't sit still, her buttocks remained soft and not sagging. But because of the little accident, they were a bit elastic and firm at this moment.

	I hugged my mother in this position, exerting a little force with my hands on her hips, so that the little white rabbits on her chest pressed against my body, squeezing her bra slightly and shifting it. I could feel the softness through her clothes. When I moved my chest slightly, my mother's bra and breasts would deform.

	Of course, this action only lasted for a moment, and it was during the gap when the mother turned her head to see what was happening on the ladder (it is a human habit to look back unexpectedly).

	He didn't notice my little movement.

	Soon my mother turned her head, and the seductive mature female body fragrance became stronger, rushing straight into my nose.

	My mother's clothes were more messy, and her bra straps were slipping more. Looking at her delicate facial features, clear jawline, and talking eyes, even though her skin was not cold white, not delicate and flawless, her face was slightly red and her breathing was rapid, I was fascinated by it, as if this charming body was about to be at your mercy.

	I just looked at my mother and was momentarily lost in thought.

	My hands were pressing my mother's perky buttocks, my chest was squeezing her breasts, and I was smelling her womanly fragrance. The young woman's face was just a finger away from me. More than ten strands of hair had already spread to her temples, which added to her the temperament of a good young woman.

	I deliberately exerted force from the bottom up, the bra and the exposed soft part of the breasts jumped out of the top of the vest which had already been messy and drooping.

	of the lotus leaves just beginning to emerge is so great , but it is so close to my eyes that it is still shocking enough and makes me daydream endlessly.

	For the first time, I looked carefully at my mother's face.

	From a close distance, you can see some barely noticeable lines at the bottom of the perfectly sized bags under the eyes, which slightly betrays her age.

	Fortunately , my face is small. Although it is not pore-free, it is soft, smooth and looks younger overall.

	Perhaps , she is more like a charming and flamboyant young woman.

	After turning around , she habitually adjusted her clothes, and her left hand naturally pinched the bra strap and put it back in the proper position.

	she was about to adjust her bra and inner wear, she finally noticed our somewhat indecent posture.

	She looked at me, as if she wanted to say something but stopped herself, opened her eyes wide, and blinked quickly a few times, as if she was about to question me.

	My mother just turned her head slightly. She didn't continue to adjust her underwear that had shifted and been exposed, allowing that part of her breasts to assault my eyes.

	　　Obviously, from behind, my hands were pulling at her buttocks, making her feel more sensitive and embarrassed.

	She held my wrist with her right hand, not exerting much force, but it was a clear signal for me to let go.

	I looked in front of me, and saw red clouds floating on my mother's face, and her breasts rising and falling more heavily. Faced with such an erotic scene, I felt like I had drunk too much white wine, on the verge of unconsciousness, and I didn't react to the movements of my mother's hands for a while.

	I saw that my mother was silent.

	her hand was holding my wrist, she didn't use any force, as if she was reluctant but also willing. So desire drove me to make a bold move. I grabbed her buttocks with both hands to further feel the cotton-elastic texture.

	My mother opened my mischievous hands with an expression of disbelief.

	"Hey, what are you doing with your hands?" I could hear the anger in my mother 's voice.

	"Ah," another soft cry, and a blush spread across the mother's face, with a hint of embarrassment mixed with anger on her face.

	Something worse happened ...

	I was wearing basketball shorts underneath, and the low-quality modal underwear couldn't hold my dick back at all, allowing it to get so hard and erect.

	directly , and I felt a soft yet hard feeling. It should be the pubic area. You would be lying if you said it was physically comfortable, but the psychological pleasure was enough to give people an intracranial orgasm.

	After all, this is also an intimate contact with my mother's private parts, which is close to where I was born.

	I used to often hear that bastard Liu Er making up stories about so-and-so bringing some slut to do that thing in the dormitory, and I could imagine a vivid and obscene drama and put myself in it.

	It's just me and my mother here right now . If something similar happened in my dormitory, I would definitely be the happiest person in the world.

	Of course, this is just my unilateral delusion.

	At this moment, I wanted to feel more, so I boldly pushed my hips forward. Due to the resistance of my pubic mound, my little cock was pressed back to this side of my body.

	My mother looked down and saw that this was nothing. A hard thing she had given birth to was pressing against the part that she regarded as forbidden. She couldn't stand it anymore. She first pinched my arm hard, then got off me, and then cursed in anger, "You beast, what are you thinking about every day?" "Hiss", I took two steps back in pain.

	Then he lowered his head , not daring to look his mother in the eye, and scratched his head to ease the strange atmosphere.

	I couldn't help but steal a glance at my mother at this moment . She quickly tidied up her messy clothes, raised her jacket a few times, frowned and said with disgust, "You smell of sweat." Then she glared at me.

	　　To be honest, I don't sweat much and I'm usually quite clean, so there's no strange smell on my body.

	Just as the mother was about to say something else, she heard her father's voice outside the door.

	"I've never seen such a disgusting toilet. When I was a kid, the open pits in the countryside weren't like this. At least they were open and ventilated, and there was no stink." I understood what he meant, because the school toilets were all those kind of running pits, but they often ran out of water, often accumulating the waste from many people over the days ...

	"Are you ready? Why don't you change your clothes and come with us to your cousin's place and have dinner together? I'll take you back later." At this time, my mother looked at my lower body with a look that I couldn't understand, then looked at me, and walked out the door without saying a word.

	I thought about it and decided not to change it. It didn’t smell that bad and it wouldn’t get me dirty.

	　　After locking the door, we walked out. My father was smoking and walking diagonally in front of us. At this moment, my mother suddenly stopped, turned around, pointed at me with her index finger, and muttered something with her smiling lips, gritting her teeth.

	I know he is teaching me a lesson.

	can I say? I can only pretend to be sad and regretful.

	It only took a moment for everyone to move forward.

	　　As soon as I walked out of the school gate, I heard my parents’ conversation and realized that there would be many relatives and friends there and we would go to the restaurant for dinner.

	Because my father likes to show off, he wants to invite as many people as possible. He likes the hustle and bustle.

	I am usually quite vain and pay attention to my image. It is my nature as a man, so I have to maintain a cool and handsome appearance in front of relatives and friends.

	This outfit doesn't seem to be appropriate at this moment . My hair has been mixed with sweat and oil, and dozens of strands are stuck together in clumps, making it look like a mess. I'm getting irritated just looking at it.

	I told my parents that I should go back and take a shower and change my clothes, which would only take ten minutes at most.

	They agreed. It was still early, and my father couldn't stand my unkempt and sloppy look.

	When I changed and walked towards my father's taxi, I saw from a distance that they were already sitting in the car, seemingly talking and laughing.

	　　This situation is rare in my impression. I never thought my parents were a loving couple.

	Of course, people of that era might also be introverted in this regard.

	When I was about to reach the car door, my mother was still saying something with a smile on her face. Her facial contours were soft, her jawline was clear and distinct, and her eyes were even more charming and attractive.

	The safety belt passed diagonally between the full breasts with difficulty, revealing the bra cups. Perhaps because too much naughty hair had escaped, the mother raised her hand to untie the hair tie while speaking with a smile. After her long black hair fell down, she shook her head gently, smoothed it with her hands, and tied her hair again. This action pushed her entire chest out, making her chest look fuller and firmer.

	I think it would be difficult to refrain from looking if passers-by saw it.

	are very natural , and her every gesture shows the characteristics of a mature woman, while her smiling face seems to have a hint of the cuteness of a young woman.

	Which male wouldn’t be confused after seeing this?

	When my mother saw me coming, she glanced at me, gradually put away her smile, and put on the serious and stern attitude of a mother.

	In this situation, in the cloudy weather of late autumn, it was almost five in the afternoon, but I could still feel the scorching sun.

	Of course I understand that I have a different identity from my father and a different relationship with my mother.

	But we haven't received any systematic ethics education. You say human nature? But human nature is clearly desire, forbidden fruit, temptation, and sin.

	I am also one of my mother 's most beloved men in this world. Why can't I one day openly witness my mother showing her sexual side, her feminine side, her gorgeous side, her seductive body, and her gentle expression of love?

	I will definitely cherish it, take good care of it , and give it countless compliments.

	I was once in her body, but why is there an unbridgeable gap between our bodies when we grew up?

	　　Why can't I enjoy this?

	But I know it's difficult . I can only see a mother who has stern preaching, heartwarming nagging, warm company, and strong support.

	However , the teenager, whose sexual awareness has deviated, is obviously not satisfied with this.

	when I think of this, and I imagine the bitterness of being neglected, abandoned and unloved.

	After dinner that night , my parents asked me to go home too since we had a car.

	But when I think about it practically, my father has been back for several days. Even if I go back tonight, they won't "do homework", and my mother and I won't have the time and space to spend together.

	Let the evil thoughts that need to be relieved continue to ferment.

	I went back to school and thought about my future plans.

	When the incestuous thoughts took over my mind again, the frequency of masturbation with my mother as the fantasy object increased a lot, and the stimulation came especially quickly, because I felt in my heart that it was possible and possible to achieve it. After all, I was always the person closest to her.

	When adolescents start masturbating, all the women around them become the targets of their sexual fantasies.

	Because I rarely have the chance to go home, the teachers I see every day sometimes replace the role of my mother in my heart.

	First up is our Chinese teacher. Although she is not very good looking, and even looks like a mean little woman, she has a nice figure.

	The main reason was that she seemed to pay special attention to me because I had a very good poem, the only ancient poem outside the textbook that she could improvise with in class.

	When I write essays, I deliberately contradict her, using all sorts of fallacies and heresies. Out of a 600- word essay, 599 of them are about "rebellion."

	Therefore, she always liked to come to my seat and talk during class . She liked to wear sleeveless clothes. I remember when the school started, when I looked up, I could even see her sparse armpit hair, which actually created sexual tension and made me have bad thoughts.

	I always presumptuously imagine that she might have some perverted thoughts about me.

	Once, I borrowed an MP3 from a classmate and couldn’t help listening to some music during self-study class. She caught me and confiscated it.

	　　After class, I was in her office. At first, she said she would return it to me after the end of the semester. I was so anxious that I almost cried and begged her desperately. Besides, it wasn’t mine, so I couldn’t explain to my classmates.

	I finally got a deal to return early in exchange for my grades .

	Frankly speaking, studying and passing exams were easy back then. Then my homeroom teacher asked me to come to her dorm after school on Fridays, and she returned my MP3 player . The sight of a young man full of vigor and vitality and a young woman teaching in a single room in the teacher's dormitory after school on Fridays was a truly captivating experience.

	Her dormitory is in the corner of the campus, with stairs outside leading directly to the second floor.

	me a very long time to walk up that flight of stairs , and I was wondering what I should do next to have the chance to have sex with her.

	That day she was wearing a long T- shirt and seemed to be wearing no pants . Her bare feet looked quite delicate. She had her hair tied up, looking like a housewife.

	She looked at me with a smile. After I took the MP3 , I still stood there, with no intention of leaving, just looking at her straight.

	However, all previous ideas could not be implemented and were defeated in the battle.

	I can only hope that she would take the initiative to do something, otherwise why would she ask a student to come to her dormitory during the holidays?

	" I've returned the things to you. Why are you still standing there? I'm going back to the village soon," she said.

	Of course nothing happened to us , there were no clues or signs at all.

	was just this scene in front of her dormitory door that became the basic scene for my sexual fantasies about her. In my usual sexual fantasies, I walked into her dormitory, pressed her under me, and used my lower body to teach this woman who always made things difficult for me a lesson.

	I took the initiative and conquered the teacher by using my identity as a student.

	　　This is also a big taboo pleasure.

	The math teacher was even more amazing. She looked mature and her breasts were bigger than my mother's. She liked to wear a suit shirt with the buttons not fully buttoned, so you could always see her underwear through the gaps, vaguely visible. I believe this was a fatal temptation for adolescent male classmates.

	But everyone pretended to be a gentleman and never talked about this charming math teacher.

	Regarding teachers , in fact, I have fucked every female teacher in my fantasy world, but I will not go into details about these fantasies that have no substance.

	Online games and all-nighters continue. In Internet cafes, the pornographic films that come with the computers have enriched my sexual fantasies.

	In that era, only Internet cafes that had their own pornographic films could stand out from the competition (but they were usually hidden very well and required guidance from experienced people).

	The more I masturbate, the more I desire a real experience. If I don’t release it, I’m afraid I will become a underage rapist. I begin to look forward to the day when I can go home, hoping it will come soon.

	Every day in class , the only thing in my mind is my mother, and I imagine all kinds of interactions between us.

	　　Finally, one Friday, a friend from the same village came to pick him up with his father, and I was able to ride on his motorcycle and go home.

	My mother was not surprised to see me come home . After all, it had been more than a month and a half since the last time.

	My father had already returned to the construction site outside the province.

	In fact, I rarely communicated closely with my mother before.

	　　In the past two years, I have finally completely surrendered to my mother's charm as a woman.

	I had only one thought at that time , which was to look at her more and get closer to her.

	From the moment I got home that day, I stuck to my mother . I followed her wherever she went and talked to her all the time. Sometimes she even went into the bathroom, and I would follow her to the door for some unknown reason.

	"What? You want to pee in too?" I walked away angrily.

	After coming out, my mother went into the kitchen and started preparing dinner. She said, "I never saw you talk to me much before." "Now you've become so clingy. I'm so annoyed. Do you still want to be fed?" (It's like this where we live. If a child keeps clinging to her, mothers will have this kind of catchphrase, but it was only when the child was little.)

	But my mother immediately realized that it was not appropriate to say this, so she shut up and ignored me. But I could clearly see that she still looked very happy about the closeness of her child.

	Which mother doesn't like her child to be affectionate with her?

	　　It is early winter now, and my mother is no longer wearing thin clothes. Her plump figure is hidden under her coat, so it is not easy to see her at ordinary times.

	I began to wonder how to peek into this body.

	Wait until she takes a shower and then deliberately takes away the shower gel or says she's going to the bathroom? This method is a one-time thing to do.

	In fact, I had thought of two ways to peek before.

	One is to lie down directly under the door and look through the ventilation grille that has several broken pieces. However, this is quite conspicuous. As long as the people inside are looking at me, they will definitely see my head. The other is to peek at the top of the shower room, which is the platform in the middle of the stairs from the first floor to the second floor, using a mirror to reflect the light. Because the shower room and the stairs share a window, there is a large gap.

	However, when I squatted in the shower room to simulate taking a shower, it seemed normal for me to look up inadvertently, so the risk of exposure from this mirror viewing method was also very high.

	　　I remember one time, I tiptoed silently up to the staircase landing, hesitated for a long time, and finally gave up the risk.

	my relationship with my mother developing in that direction, and no progress in the evolution, if this direct peeping was discovered, according to my mother's personality, even if our mother-son relationship was not ruined, crossing the taboo would definitely become a pipe dream.

	　　In short, avoid actions that are too abrupt, too advanced, or too extreme.

	　　A safe strategy should be to do it unintentionally, at least so that the mother does not think that I did it on purpose, and just attribute it to an accident, so that the natural barrier created by the parent-child relationship will quietly collapse over time.

	　　This is also my guiding idea. I am not afraid of this long-term battle where I have to fight alone.

	Besides, there are actually many ways to vent before being consumed by desire .

	Even if the desire grows stronger, aren't there still plenty of theoretically unlimited opportunities in daily life for viewing? Isn't my mother's charming body always in front of me? I will always catch her exposing herself. There are also underwear that has not been washed and is full of mature and lewd atmosphere for me to "use". Sometimes I can even hear the real and moving moans that are still in my ears.

	dominated by desire and the Oedipal techniques mentioned above that are always just a little bit short of satisfaction, isn't this feeling a kind of morbid pleasure?

	way to go , no need to rush, we are still young.

	　　Back to this peeping incident, I searched my memory of my mother before and after taking a bath, looking for a breakthrough.

	Cooking , eating, and doing all the chores took a long time, and I was anxious and waiting in agony.

	　　At this time, my sister went to her childhood friend next door to study Sailor Moon. God help me, I came up with a bad idea.

	　　Finally, mother went to take a bath.

	　　Here I will tell you about the general layout of the first floor of my house. If you hide the rooms, it is a long and wide corridor plus a wall that encloses the living room. There is an opening at the intersection of the corridors to lead into the living room. Here, there is a long wooden sofa on one side of the long corridor, where some clothes are occasionally piled up. The short corridor is right after you walk out of the shower room.

	I turned off the TV in the living room , listened to the sound of water in the bathroom, and then walked barefoot to the bathroom door. There was a small chair with clothes for my mother to change into.

	The fragrance of shampoo and shower gel wafts out with the mist, and one can more concretely imagine that there is a beautiful body exuding feminine charm inside, which has a huge killing power on adolescent boys.

	I carefully picked up all of my mother's clothes and placed them at the end of the sofa on this side of the long corridor.

	flesh-colored pure cotton panties, which have not been stretched out by the fertile buttocks, seem a little small. How can I wear them? Isn't it uncomfortable? I really don't understand women; the flesh-colored embroidered bra, which is already heavy even without covering the chest fat, shows the size of its owner's chest. Of course, I don't have any concept of cup size; a set of red base thermal underwear, which is unremarkable, and even makes me look like an old lady.

	Then I grabbed a basketball, walked out the door to the living room, and waited for things to develop.

	Yes, even when I was young , I would sometimes forget to take my clothes even though I was ready to take them out. At this time, I would either ask my family to help me put them on the chair in front of the shower room door, as the door was closed anyway; or I would know what to do at home, as generally no one would be guarding in the corridor, so I would just come out naked and deal with it quickly.

	　　I remember my mother also had this situation, but I was younger at the time and didn't care about it, nor did I pay much attention to it.

	　　It's different now.

	I just want to replay this scene.

	seven or eight minutes , my mother really called for people. She first called my sister, but failed, then she came to my side. Naturally, I didn't answer. After several unsuccessful calls, I heard the sound of the shower room door being pushed open. Here came my chance!

	(As for my grandmother, my mother definitely wouldn't call her; my grandmother goes to bed early, so it doesn't matter whether she is asleep or not. If we look at what happens next calmly, we won't disturb her to get up and check.) What happened next is a scene I will never forget.

	I walked quickly towards the sofa with the basketball in my arms, and bumped into my mother who came out to get some clothes (of course, I didn't touch her).

	"Ah!" the mother was startled.

	At the same time, the sound after "Ah" was made by me, and I also pretended to be scared.

	I also patted my left chest and breathed heavily to make it more realistic and to make the extended stay more reasonable.

	Then he quickly glanced at his mother.

	Because she had just taken a shower, although she had wiped off the water, what was exposed in front of me was still the white, mature and tempting naked body of a woman, plump and agile but not greasy, and the faint aroma of meat permeated her breath.

	The mother held a towel in one hand and crossed her wrist to cover her plump breasts.

	Maybe she was frightened, so she only covered her nipples and the area below. Her breasts were so full that most of them were exposed, rising and falling with her rapid breathing, occupying my entire sight.

	straight and slender legs were pressed tightly together, my pubic hair, as lush as water plants, extended to my lower abdomen, and my mons pubis was slightly protruding. All this prevented my birthplace from being exposed.

	The whole thing made me blush, breathe heavily and feel hot.

	At that moment, I really wanted to throw myself down without caring about anything .

	"You showed up out of nowhere and scared me to death," the mother said in an obviously displeased tone.

	"I was scared to death," I said, and then continued to pretend to be shocked.

	" Where did you run off to just now? You didn't even respond when I called you," the mother said again.

	I was holding the basketball in one hand and said that I wanted to practice shooting with Li Qi (my childhood friend).

	the excellent work " The Heart of Motherly Caress":

	"Chinese mothers don't react much in front of their children. They are generally quite casual in front of their children. This is a common problem among Chinese mothers. They simply ignore the temptation of a woman's body to their adolescent sons, so they generally don't mind exposing other parts of their body except their genitals in front of their children."

	In addition, it seemed that because she was so frightened that she had not yet recovered her thoughts, the mother had already ignored the current situation.

	actually turned around, bent down, threw away the towel in her hand, and rummaged through the bra.

	I saw that the part below my mother's waistline was spread out like a bracket, and then her buttocks were deep, dividing the two buttocks into two raised hills. They were white and tender like peeled eggs, with fatness in the flesh, and fitness in the fullness. If she gained a point, she would be too fat, and if she lost a point, she would be too thin. Her exquisite and full beauty was so flawless that it made people fascinated, making people want to surrender and kneel down, but also want to conquer and possess her.

	　　The killer breasts were almost completely exposed. In my field of vision, with the mother's current movements, they were like a water bag that was being squeezed and suddenly released, rippling out, soft and trembling, but still maintaining its overall fullness. The small brown grapes became slender and conspicuous, making me almost want to lean over and take a bite.

	After getting the flesh-colored bra, the mother stood up naturally. From the side, her breasts quickly became firm again, with nipples upturned. Her smooth-looking buttocks also became peach-shaped, naturally rising and becoming tighter and rounder. Together with her big breasts, they outlined an attractive curve, showing a sexiness that did not belong to this age.

	As an underage child, I had a desire to eat this body even if it meant sacrificing everything.

	My mother had just covered her breasts with her bra and had not yet pulled up the shoulder straps. She put her hands behind her back and was about to fasten the back clasp when she suddenly turned her head to look at me. She finally realized how outrageous the moment was and realized that her body had already fallen into my sight.

	"Ha, get out of my way!" my mother shouted, but she was obviously not confident enough. After all, I was also a victim of fright.

	　　What's quite interesting is that when my mother said this, she stopped fiddling with the back clasp and hurriedly covered the intersection of her thighs with one hand. In fact, if she didn't cover it, I could only see the messy and lush hair; the other hand covered the bra that wrapped around her breasts, as if to stabilize it and prevent it from falling down.

	The atmosphere at the moment is very strange, and the situation in front of me also has a hint of eroticism. The mother who gave birth to you and raised you and is usually strict, now looks like a woman who is at your disposal. She is almost naked in front of you, covering her key parts, with her white and tender breast flesh exposed, and a standard cleavage that seems to suck people in. The bra straps slide down on both sides of her arms, as if her breasts will pop out in front of me in the next second.

	I was completely stunned by what I saw. I could hardly close my mouth while swallowing my saliva. My little cock was so hard that it was about to explode, and the desire rising from my lower abdomen rushed straight to my brain.

	Without waiting for my next move, my mother hurriedly picked up all the clothes on the sofa, turned around with her long and muscular legs and walked towards the shower room, leaving me with only her seductive back, just like the guitar I usually played at my neighbor's house; and her peach-like buttocks trembled slightly with her footsteps.

	I am so lucky that my mother also has such charming lines, big curves and arcs, where it should be gathered, it is gathered, and where it should be full, it is full.

	I have lived for more than ten years in vain. Why didn’t I realize and appreciate it earlier ?

	　　Although it was a feast for the eyes , I was still a little scared, and I didn’t know what I was afraid of.

	Put away the basketball and sit on the chair in the living room.

	as my mother came out dressed and hung up her coat.

	Then I couldn't stand it anymore, so I found an excuse and said I would go to the neighbor's house to call my little sister back, telling her not to play outside too late.

	　　After saying that, he quickly fled the scene.

	we came back, I noticed that the clothesline outside the door was already covered with dripping clothes.

	　　This has always been my mother's habit. She washes clothes after taking a shower. Unless she has done extra work that day and is particularly tired, she basically never leaves dirty clothes overnight.

	　　This was very disappointing to me. After the stimulation just now, I urgently needed to find an auxiliary tool to vent my emotions.

	While I was taking a shower, I was still thinking about my mother , thinking about how we were naked together, in the steamy bathroom, I applied shower gel to her, and caressed her whole body with the slippery foam. After rinsing, I pressed her big ass and asked her to turn over and hold the wall , with her peach butt raised, teasing my childish little cock. However, my normal length could not penetrate deeply. As soon as it touched the wet hole, it was pushed back by the cotton-elastic buttocks. I was annoyed and pressed down my mother's waist to expose her plump clam meat more thoroughly, and then I fucked her hard again.

	I masturbated in this way for a while, but in the end I held back. I didn't want this desire to fade away so easily, so I planned to keep it for other opportunities. I was always full of unrealistic expectations .

	I don’t know what my mother was doing in the storage room on the first floor. I didn’t dare to face her because of what happened just now.

	So after taking a shower, I went upstairs. There was also a TV on the second floor. When I saw the TV screen, I turned on the Pearl River Channel and started watching "Night Love".

	"Let's get together tonight and tell everyone what's in our hearts." With the familiar opening remarks of the female host, a romantic gossip or emotional ethics story begins to unfold. It is a pure film and television adaptation of the "Knowing Friends" style, and rural women really like to watch it.

	the students watched the show because of the female host. Although she was not very pretty, she had a distinctive look, especially her clothes. Compared with other shows, the femininity displayed by the female host of this show's clothes probably represented the highest level in the country at that time.

	The female host has become the dream lover and fantasy object of many people born in the 1980s and 1990s in the Cantonese area , and has enlightened their appreciation of female charm.

	　　For those of us who lacked resources for third-level films and Japanese films in the past, we wanted to catch some pornographic scenes and plots from this program, some exposed and seductive heroines. We looked forward to it every time, but were disappointed every time.

	However, almost every story is related to sex, which still causes a certain psychological impact on children who are inexperienced in the world.

	It is considered the first program in China to explore emotional ethics, but unfortunately it was superficial and lost the opportunity to be included in the history of radio and television.

	It is said that the stories are all based on real events.

	I thought, "There are so many bizarre things happening, why isn't there incest?" Is it true that if we don't talk about it, it doesn't exist? Behind the ethical rules, there are so many dark sides that we dare not examine or touch.

	　　Who dares to say that those farces with sex as their basis that can be publicly analyzed will cause more victims and pain than incest?

	　　At this time, my mother also came up, seeming to have forgotten the embarrassment just now.

	Just as I have been trying to think from my mother's perspective, I guess my mother also feels that this kind of thing should be handled coldly and softly, as if nothing happened, just a small episode in life, which will lose its influence as time goes by. If you talk about it seriously and specifically, it may backfire and deepen the impression.

	When my mother saw how fascinated I was watching this special program for women, she said with disdain, "Tsk tsk tsk, you are even more silly than the women. You watch it without blinking." Soon my mother was also attracted by the program. She stood in front of the TV, diagonally in front of me, and watched it without moving.

	How could I have the heart to watch this crappy show? My mind and eyes were already on my mother.

	This is the first time I think these aunts look so beautiful in autumn.

	The light pink front-printed top is not tight, but it is pushed out by the mother's breasts to form two round hillocks; the lower body is even more sexually suggestive. Under the effect of the mother's plump body, the autumn pants are tightly attached to her, and there is a triangle bulge at the intersection of the thighs, which makes it impossible for me to ignore the fertility of this woman's lower body. If I poke it with my hand, it would feel so soft.

	　　This type of pants makes the mother's buttocks show the most realistic state, and also turns the peach into a ball. From the lumbar spine to the thigh, there is an exaggerated ups and downs. If you shake it with your hands, the fabric of the pants will probably shake along with it.

	The overall shape is convex in front and curved in back.

	As if sensing my perverted gaze, my mother glanced at me, then lowered her head at her own clothes. Probably thinking there was nothing wrong, she said nothing and walked over to the single sofa next to me and sat down.

	　　As the program was coming to an end, my mother said to me, "By the way, you're back just in time. Don't go anywhere after lunch tomorrow. Come with me to pick cassava." Although I resisted in every way, it was of no avail. What I feared most was farm work involving cassava, which was a big "shadow" in the childhood of children from farming families in South China. There is even a saying, "I'm tired of scraping cassava", which is a reflection of my feelings.

	But cassava is a good thing. To be honest, I haven't eaten it for nearly ten years.

	After soaking overnight and then boiling in water, it retains its original flavor, is fragrant and glutinous, and you will never get tired of eating it no matter how much you eat; it is simple, but with some leeks, and fried cassava with a little oil and salt, it has a different flavor and has always been a delicacy in my memory.

	Cassava flour, which is dried and made into a paste, then dried into hard lumps and then crushed casually, is our only cornstarch. It is much more effective in marinating meat and thickening than the refined starch cornstarch we use now.

	What I love most about cassava is the summer vacation when the cassava forest is in full bloom, creating a forest paradise that can hide everything.

	On the day we set out to harvest cassava, our means of transportation - a 2004 no -name women's motorcycle - broke down again.

	Fortunately, there is a motorcycle.

	Originally , I was the one driving the motorcycle, but I had a bad idea. I definitely wanted my mother to drive. In this way, not only could I have a "calm" and intimate contact with her on the road, but sitting behind her I would also feel as if I were in control of everything. I even felt that this charming woman in front of me would let me control her from behind.

	I told my mother, who was wearing a Dacron work shirt as a jacket and loose plaid cotton trousers, that I seldom drive a motorcycle, and it would be even more unstable with passengers on board. Besides, I don't know the road to the cassava field very well, so let her drive.

	My mother had no objection.

	　　After saying that, he got in the car, and I got on the back seat and headed towards the cassava forest.

	　　Anyone who has ridden a motorcycle knows that both the rider's seat and the passenger's seat are extremely small; when driving, the driver often keeps his legs together and his upper body straight.

	So, although my mother's upper body was covered by the loose work clothes, and I didn't even have the chance to fantasize about the traces of bra straps like before; but her lower body had a more sexually arousing view under the influence of the motorcycle.

	Many years later, every time I walk to and from work, I always take a second look at the women riding motorcycles on the road. They wear helmets. It doesn’t matter whether they are beautiful or ugly. Maybe they don’t have a good figure in the standard sense, but on the small motorcycles, their female characteristics, wide hips and fat buttocks are briefly and drastically magnified.

	I saw my mother's sword-like upper body, connected to a peach-like buttocks below. This combination on a person's body, or more accurately, on a woman's body, is not at all abrupt, but instead conveys secret sexual temptation.

	　　Obviously, the pitifully small motorcycle seat could not support this body well. The buttocks flesh and the plaid trousers overflowed to the sides, and the seat had long been hidden under the mother's buttocks, as if her tight and elastic buttocks were suspended in the air.

	I stared intently at the back, a little confused, as if I saw an enlarged version of the round-bottom flask in chemistry class, with a cylinder on the top and a sphere on the bottom.

	I let my little cock stand tall and form a tent in my crotch, pointing towards my mother's ass.

	The road was rugged and a bit bumpy, and my seat was also very small, which made it a bit unstable. Although I held on to the steel bar below, my upper body was still unbalanced.

	So I boldly held my hands between my mother's waist and hips. I couldn't feel the softness of her waist through her Dacron shirt, and my mother naturally didn't feel much either, so she allowed me to do this.

	When we were young , we all held our mother's waist, sat on the back of her bicycle, and let her take us to school and play. This is a beautiful and warm memory between mother and child.

	Tenderness began to flow slowly, replacing lust, and normal love and gratitude for the mother temporarily prevailed.

	I looked at the silent woman in front of me and felt her greatness as a mother. It was this body that protected me from wind and rain and took great care of me. She never complained about the helplessness of life and always left her best side to her children, allowing us to grow up healthy and happy.

	Looking back on my thoughts and actions after my sexual consciousness awakened, I can’t say I feel guilty. After all, nothing actually happened. I just thought of it as a normal teenage love affair.

	I looked up at the sky with wide eyes, greedily breathing in the air from the rice fields, hoping that the clear nature could cleanse the immoral seed in my heart.

	But as soon as I lower my head and look at my mother's round buttocks right in front of me, which are squeezed but still stubbornly keep their shape, I really can't resist the side of my mother that can satisfy all my fantasies about women.

	Of course I always treated her as my mother . I don’t understand the ordinary love between men and women.

	When I realized that my mother 's combination of motherhood, strictness, virtue, gentleness, strong will, arrogance, nagging, and family ties was a combination that she herself had never intended to reveal, her charm, coquettishness, lust, femininity, maturity, and grace were the perfect combination of motherhood and womanhood, which always attracted some psychologically distorted people who indulged in this deformed pleasure. Unfortunately, I became one of them.

	During the bumpy ride, my hand gradually slid down to my mother's buttocks under her hipbone, with my thumb pressing on the buttocks through the fabric of her pants, and the other fingers pressing on the place where the buttocks and thighs were connected, which were the two corners of the tempting and fertile inverted triangle in front. If I extended my fingers a little further down, I could poke the most private part of a woman, but I didn't dare. I didn't even dare to exert force with my fingers.

	　　In this posture, looking at my mother's round buttocks swaying slightly with the motorcycle, I had an illusion that I was holding my mother's buttocks and controlling her. In my mind, the shameful posture in the Japanese movie came to mind.

	　　Driving the motorcycle took away all of my mother's attention, and since I hadn't really touched her sensitive parts, she still didn't say a word.

	　　At this moment, my fantasy has the opportunity to turn into further action, and I don’t want to give up.

	I moved my hands back and gave up the front position. I instead held my mother's buttocks with both hands and rubbed them gently with the shaking of the motorcycle. Although the muscles of her buttocks became tight due to the squeezing and she felt hard in her hands, this playing posture still gave me a morbid pleasure. The little cock under me had already spit out a little prostate fluid under the stimulation.

	I have an urge to slap it hard, or even ravage this ass, and crush everything.

	After a long time, the mother finally spoke, "Tsk, just put your hands up there, what's the use of putting your hands down there?", in an unquestionable commanding tone.

	I saw that we were almost reaching a hilly area covered with dry land , and the road conditions would become even worse, so I had to put my hand around my mother's belly button and hug her.

	The difference was that I reached inside my shirt, and since the buttons were not fastened, it was not difficult to do so.

	　　This time I was only touching my mother's body through her long-sleeved T- shirt , and the touch felt much more real than when I held her waist just now. I felt it carefully, and although her lower abdomen was well-proportioned and flat, there was a little fat accumulated because she sat down, and it was soft.

	And because of the shaking, I could already feel the presence of the bra on the back of my hand, on the thumb area.

	The mother added, "Hold on steady, the road ahead is not very good." After all, the paths in the mountainous areas are not as mature as those in the rice fields.

	When I saw it, I was secretly happy and started to do bad things again.

	bumpy driving journey, my hands, which were around my mother's belly, deliberately slid up and down repeatedly, passing over the fabric at the bottom of the bra, and the back of my thumbs directly pressed against the wrapped area of the bra.

	As I moved my hands up and down , my thumb felt a heavy reaction force, but it also felt like pushing on my mother's plump breasts.

	　　In this case, if I want to get rid of the clothes and completely attack my mother's breasts, to be honest, it's not difficult.

	even if my mother struggled.

	Of course I don’t dare to do that now. I have a feeling that I cannot bear the consequences.

	her underwear was "pulled" like this, but she just used one hand to pull my hand down and put it back to her belly button.

	But I refused to give in and used the same trick again.

	My mother was obviously unhappy, "I'm still driving, can you please hold on?" I didn't do anything weird, and I felt great stimulation and pleasure both physically and mentally.

	When we arrived at my family's cassava field, after getting off the car , my mother scolded me, "You can't even ride a car." Then she started working.

	The cassava leaves that were once so lush that they blocked out the sun have dried up, shrunk, and fallen off, leaving only the branches and trunks, and the appearance of the loess has returned.

	The dry land soil that has absorbed nutrients is loose, but I still have to be careful and try to pull out the cassava intact. It requires strength and skill. I don’t know why, no matter how many times I practice, I am never as perfect as my mother.

	After peeling, they are packed into bags and carried out of the intersection one by one. The nearby pig farmers will make some extra money and help you transport them back home on tricycles.

	There are also buyers stationed on site to purchase and settle accounts on site.

	Some people choose to transport it back home for further processing, peeling, drying and then selling it.

	　　In comparison, the latter obtains greater economic benefits than the former, but requires a lot more effort.

	the mechanized and large-scale operations in the north, farming here seems to be caught in a strange contradiction.

	We know that our efforts are not proportional to our income, but we still choose to work hard in the fields. The genes of agricultural civilization are deeply rooted in our bones.

	On the one hand, the final harvest of crops has become the main source of supplementary materials for our diet, such as cassava starch and peanut oil fried in traditional oil mills.

	To this day, these two items are still the favorite items for rural people who go out to make a living.

	Small pieces of bean flour, with yellowed surface after being sun-dried and snow-white inside, still nourish the wanderers who are heading far away for their homeland.

	On the other hand, abundant crops are the ballast of the family.

	If it is just for food, there is no need to cultivate so much.

	The vast rural areas with meager incomes can only exchange their excess food for money when needed.

	When we were young , we all experienced selling rice to pay for tuition. As children, we were ignorant and watched the buyers pack the grains from the barn into bags and transport them away. We were happy knowing that we could exchange them for the coveted coins. We had no idea about the bitterness behind the adults and the blood and sweat that went into the RMB.

	During the years when my father was in financial trouble, I heard from my grandmother that the cassava crops that my mother had worked so hard to grow were instantly used to repair the leaking ceiling.

	Later, when I went home and looked at the dark gray patch on the white ceiling , I felt like it was a wound in our lives.

	My mother hardly mentioned this incident, but I could clearly imagine her despair and sorrow at that time.

	A small accident can severely damage a family.

	Relying on the one and a half mu of land at home , the children were raised and even provided with education. The adults used this sentence to educate the children throughout their lives. It became a heavy memory for many children from farming families in the future, and also urged them to grow up quickly and take on the burden of supporting the family.

	In those years, although the scale of our family's crop cultivation was not as large as that of other families, we had everything we needed, and we always had to do farm work all year round.

	My total farming time is not as long as most children in the village, but it is enough for me to build up most of the qualities of a farmer's child. I will always be proud that I was born in a farming family and proud that I have contributed sweat and strength to the land.

	By the time I was in junior high school , all farming activities at home had been drastically reduced, leaving only enough for food, so it wasn't considered hard work.

	After harvesting the cassava, my mother didn't complain about my behavior when I came here. Besides, even though I didn't do anything great, I still worked hard. She should be more relieved than anything else.

	An obedient and helpful child will always make parents feel at ease and forget all the sufferings.

	However, during dinner, my mother suddenly said to me solemnly, "I want to tell you something before you go to bed." My heart skipped a beat and I suddenly became nervous, because when parents say such things, it is usually not a good thing.

	Are they going to expose my ugliness and filthiness? There seems to be no sign of this, why is it so sudden?

	When that moment came , I was sitting in the living room on the second floor watching TV, but I couldn't concentrate at all. I was terrified and just waiting for the final judgment.

	　　Around 10 o'clock, my mother came over, sat down, and looked at me seriously for about a minute.

	Then he began to talk.

	"I'm not like your father. Although I will occasionally tell you to study hard , I don't have too high expectations. I think being an upright person is the most important thing. I'll be satisfied if you don't learn bad things. As for studying, the talent pool in our area is not high, so I can't force it."

	"What can you possibly hide from your mother? The bad things you did before are in the past. Don't make the same mistake again in the future." After hearing that, I went through a long struggle in my heart, and it seemed that I mustered up the courage. Yes, I actually began to look forward to it.

	Could it be that my mother was referring to my desire for her and my misdeeds? Is it finally time to bring it all out? Let's get it out there before it's too late. Who knows, there might be unexpected results.

	But I still pretended to be confused and waited for my mother to speak first. I replied, "Huh? Mom, what are you talking about? What did I do?"

	"Hmph, you know it very well. Anyway, let me tell you, there are some things you can't touch." "What could have happened to me? Haven't I been studying hard? If you don't believe me, ask my head teacher. I rank well in the exams." Why is the mother still making riddles? Can't she be more direct and straightforward? This is not like her character.

	I saw my mother bit her lips lightly and took a deep breath. "I'm not talking about your studies, I I I ... I mean, you've been treating me ... I ... " My mother never finished her words. She stammered and her pretty face turned purple.

	"Oh," the mother frowned slightly and sighed.

	" Yes, I want to tell you to stop hanging out with Xiongzi and Xiaohei. They're not serious people." That's it? The two guys my mother was talking about were my playmates during the summer vacation of my second year of junior high school. They were a few years older than me. We used to go up the mountains and down the river together. I also saw them smash the window of a car parked outside the woods and take the money and cigarettes inside.

	They are notorious and are the leaders of the bad boy group in the village.

	However, after the third year of junior high school, I hardly played with them . I only brought up this matter today for no apparent reason.

	I told my mother that I rarely interacted with them. When did I go out to play when I went home after the third year of junior high school?

	"I'm glad to know," the mother said, and then she stood up and went back to her room. She stopped at the door and said without turning around, "You are still young, don't think about bad things."

	"Which child is like you ?" After saying that, he went to bed without caring about my reaction.

	　　Was this a bit confusing, or was it meant to be? My mind was swirling with thoughts. I reviewed my behavior and realized that apart from my "misbehavior" with my mother, I had definitely not done anything excessive.

	Staying up all night on the Internet counts as one thing, but this hasn’t been exposed yet.

	Since my unintentional "enlightenment" in the second year of junior high school, I have indeed used many ineffective "strategies" to "attack" my mother, and also used tricks to see many things that I shouldn't have seen.

	But I don't think it has bridged the gap between mother and son.

	What I did was try to get a glimpse into my mother's true thoughts.

	Did she think about it in some other way? Or did she just see it as inevitable inappropriate family contact? Would she think about how she had never been shy about certain things since she was little? How she changed her clothes in front of her children without any hesitation, how she was used to opening the door when she urinated, even when she had sex with her father (of course, she probably didn't know I'd overheard her), and how I had caught her urinating more than once. Because of these things, I felt that these things had an unhealthy and immoral influence on my psychology.

	Chinese people, especially those in rural areas, have no scientific sex education, let alone ethical education.

	It seems that the world assumes that when people reach a certain age, they will learn things on their own and abide by them silently.

	　　It's quite funny. For example, when you are in school, they tell you not to fall in love too early, but after graduation they want you to get married seamlessly. Isn't that ridiculous?

	As for ethical education, if you don't teach your children from a young age, it would be too distorted to expect them to suddenly understand it.

	I just think that a mother must never have an affair with outsiders, but it doesn't explicitly say that she cannot have an affair with her children.

	Although this idea is unacceptable, I think it is understandable.

	People would say that only animals would be like this, but humans are essentially animals.

	between humans and animals is that humans can use tools, not human ethics. After all, humans are inherently the largest immoral group on this planet, squeezing the living space of other animals and destroying their own homes over a long period of time.

	Of course , this is my fallacy, and there is no logic at all. What logic is needed for such a thing? I am just explaining my own train of thought.

	I wondered what I would do if my mother noticed something was wrong. Would she just teach me, "You can't sleep with your mother; don't even think about fucking your mother; your mother can only be fucked by your father ... " Putting myself in her shoes, I realized this was a really difficult educational proposition. I suddenly felt annoyed for my mother.

	Her best idea and approach is probably to stay upright and realize that her son is also a mature person of the opposite sex. However, as long as I have not officially crossed the line, she should act as if nothing has happened, downplay it, and just regard it as the turmoil of adolescence, which will automatically correct itself in the future. The child will eventually come into contact with the right person of the opposite sex in society and satisfy all his explorations and practices in sex.

	I think that’s probably true.

	I was obviously not satisfied. I had always wanted my mother and I to face the taboo between mother and son as soon as possible.

	　　It is such a waste of this attractive body to only serve the function of a mother.

	 

	 

	Chapter 7

	In the years that followed, I became increasingly aware of a primitive impulse growing within me, one that could only be concealed in the bright and upright world.

	I don't like winter. The main reason is simple. When you are under the damp and cold magic attack of the south, you feel very uncomfortable most of the time. Even if people don't show it, no matter how much clothes you wear, the coldness will penetrate your feet to your bones and into your heart.

	Without heating, I endured constant torture. For someone as weak-willed as me, all my energy was used to fight the cold, leaving me with no energy for anything else: studying as a student, working, improving myself, or pursuing further studies. Although the winter chill eventually ends, I wasted a long time, just trying to keep my body functioning.

	Another reason is that winter cools the burning desires within us. Women, including mothers, hide their sexually charged bodies under thick clothing and blankets, and we return to a pure world.

	I was helpless. I still had abnormal thoughts about my mother, but I thought I was a sophisticated egoist by nature. I stopped making frequent disturbances just because it was too cold.

	For example, during the rare times I went home during my third year of junior high , I could still hear my mother and father's passionate moans as they made love. But I wouldn't sneak in barefoot like I used to, as close to their door as I could, or even ejaculate directly into my vagina from the sheer excitement. (To avoid them discovering the traces on the floor when they woke up in the morning, I usually kept a tissue in my pocket.)

	In winter , when I start to hear the obscene music played by my mother, my little cock will still swell rapidly under the quilt, but my whole body and mind seem to have lost the kind of blood-pumping, throbbing and shocking feeling as in summer. Sometimes I even stop and fall asleep halfway through masturbation.

	The ground is cold, and the room is like an ice cellar in the mountains in winter. It is impossible to go out barefoot in thin clothes.

	from the noises outside my room , it seemed like my mother didn't flush after she was done in winter, but went to the toilet instead.

	I also discovered a strange coincidence back then : why did they always do that on the very night I returned home? Logically, the father had been home for several days and done all the necessary things, so why did he do it on the very day when he might disturb his teenage son? It's not true that they did it every day, because they didn't do it the next night.

	　　It's unlikely that my mother was the one initiating this kind of thing. When my personality and ethical complexities made it difficult for me to woo my mother, I even entertained unrealistic fantasies. I hoped my father would lend me a hand and satisfy my unnatural love for her. Given my family's circumstances, this fantasy had some basis. First, my father's traditional chauvinism, in his time, was more or less tinged with feudal ideologies that objectified women (a phenomenon that persists today). Male offspring were the future hope of the family, so sacrificing a woman's moral shame to satisfy her most precious and highly anticipated son was nothing to worry about. Second, this kind of thing probably wouldn't hurt anyone at all. It was simply physical contact, and as long as the emotional relationship between mother and son remained normal, it could be considered sexual education for adolescents.

	　　In short, countless outrageous scenarios revolving around my mother played out in my mind. But honestly, their usual lack of restraint probably meant they assumed I didn't understand. Perhaps they thought I'd already entered a dream state, leaving them completely exposed; or even if they overheard me, I wouldn't understand what they were doing and would simply dismiss it as a normal marital exchange; and even if they did, it wouldn't be a major shock, beyond blushing for a while and then forgetting everything the next day.

	But how could they know, especially the mother, that this not only promoted the awakening of her son's sexual consciousness, but also that the son used his mother as an outlet, because she was the first and most intimate woman that his son had long-term contact with.

	A mother is first a woman, then a mother. The most damning thing is that a mother who is almost forty years old still has a beautiful figure and face, which makes her the most attractive to a little boy who is thinking about love.

	No matter how I imagine it, even if it's a bit fake, I'm really not that crazy in winter. Summer is still better, with large expanses of naked, white bodies, sometimes sweaty white flesh, and thin clothes that can't hide the shapes and characteristics of various private parts, which makes people greedy.

	That winter, academics dominated my life. Before spring arrived, I was enslaved by a dreary and oppressive environment crammed into a formal education, enduring it with difficulty, waiting for a rebirth. Aside from still staying up all night playing online games to cope, I, despite appearing to be a good student (in terms of academics), still gave full respect to education. To avoid failing the high school entrance exam, I occasionally followed my teacher's advice and maintained my test-taking acumen.

	Examinations , further education. These are small milestones in life. I struggle to move forward, while the world and people outside continue along their own predetermined paths. Countless individual small progress converges into a stream, driving major social change.

	　　During this period, my mother also accomplished something. One day during my second semester at home, she told me I didn't need to come home until after the high school entrance exams, and that my father would ask my aunt in town to give me living expenses.

	It turned out that my mother was going to "study" for a while. As the saying goes, a new emperor appoints his own ministers. To avoid wasting the small achievements of some of the family elders in their official careers, I had always wanted my mother to find a job that at least covered government funding, a desire she shared. Objectively speaking, with her cleverness, finding a casual job outside wouldn't be a problem, but it wouldn't be very meaningful, and the income wouldn't be much. In rural areas, finding a government-funded job would, to put it bluntly, significantly improve one's quality of life and future security, allowing one to care for the family and even have ample time to pursue farming.

	But my family didn't force it at that time. I heard that my mother had several so-called opportunities but they all came back empty-handed.

	Of course, we have to admit that our family’s power in this area is not absolutely strong, so it is much more difficult to operate behind the scenes.

	　　This job offer came from a second-tier agricultural investment company in the next town over, a municipal state-owned enterprise. I heard the pay was good. However, the main reason was that a relative of my uncle in the village was the deputy director of the city's Organization Department. After several rounds of personnel negotiations, the final result was still not satisfactory. After all, they weren't close relatives, so it was unclear how much influence the director had put in.

	　　The temporary result was that I would need to join a small team working on agriculture, rural areas, and farmers, and intern for at least three months in a place even poorer and more backward than my county, village, and me. It was called experience, but in reality it was just to gain experience. They would then issue a certificate proving I had completed one year of service. But the final decision on the offer was still under consideration.

	The biggest resistance at that time came from the general manager of the company. Firstly, he thought that my mother was too old and her major did not match her work experience; secondly, he thought that there was no shortage of people, as he had just hired three fresh college graduates not long ago .

	The Organization Minister directly called the chairman of the group behind Nongtou and barely managed to get a chance.

	As for the educational requirements, my mother's correspondence college degree was no problem. Many of the leaders of major state-owned enterprises in prefecture-level cities actually had college degrees, and some of the older ones had technical secondary schools. In short, at that time, the results of the university enrollment expansion had not yet been seen, and many positions did not have strict educational requirements.

	So, during the final period of my preparation for the high school entrance exam, my mother also went to the mountains for further studies. Since my younger sister and grandmother were still at home, my aunt from a neighboring village had to come and look after my child and help with my grandmother's insulin injections. The chickens and ducks were kept in pens, temporarily depriving them of the noble path to free-range chickens, and were fed a simple diet of water and food.

	In the past, every time my mother went back to her parents' home, because the journey was long, she would ask my aunt to help take care of her for at least a month and a half.

	In rural areas, the reason my mother had to work was simple: as rural women gradually retired from farming, or no longer considered it their primary occupation, they had to find work. And since we weren't in a family where we had to settle, since we had some connections, we decided to give it a try. As the saying goes, if you don't use your power, it's gone.

	The Chinese people have a life of constant restlessness.

	Chinese parents, raising their children for a hundred years and worrying about them for ninety-nine, remain restless throughout their lives, regardless of their children's life circumstances. This is especially true in rural areas. Even today, I still see many in their sixties who, after their children have started families and have children of their own , and have helped their children through the most difficult stages of childcare, and their children are now able to support them, and after their role as housewives has been completely exhausted, still want to move to the city to find work. Due to their age and technical disadvantages, they are often limited to domestic work or work in the catering industry.

	Today, when the cake is getting bigger and bigger, they are still wandering around. I feel a little sad. We do have the greatest people, but their lives are not without hardship. Rather than being descendants of the dragon, they are more like descendants of the old ox.

	I think, firstly, they spent their entire lives paving the way for their children. Since they lack connections and other resources, they try to save as much as possible to provide for their children's needs while they can. It's like the helplessness of Murong Chui of the Later Yan Dynasty, who at 70 years old still mobilized the elite cavalry of Longcheng to deal with the tragedy of Chanhebi. It's also like the tragic heroism of Emperor Shenwu Gao Huan, who, in his twilight years, emptied himself of everything to destroy Yubi City, the Western Wei's front base. "Although I am old, I will never leave a strong enemy to bring disaster to my descendants."

	Secondly, there is no stable foundation and guarantee for retirement. Although raising children is a way to provide for old age, when you reach that stage, it is a blessing if your children are not your dependents. It is better to be self-reliant in retirement.

	　　In short, unless they achieve complete financial freedom, Chinese parents will remain in the labor force for their entire lives, as long as they can still move. My mother was unemployed for a long time, and my father's hard work was enough to provide for a relatively good standard of living and afford the children's education. However, whenever she had the chance, she would still return to work. Furthermore, my father's "job" was not always stable.

	Later, I often heard my mother mention another crucial psychological issue. Due to my father's ups and downs, he no longer provided her with the financial support she once had, beyond household expenses and the children's education. She spoke poignantly about how even paying for a trip back to her parents' home was incredibly difficult. This invisible personal dependency on my father further weakened her in front of my grandmother, something she found unacceptable. For someone with a strong sense of pride and attachment to her family, this situation gradually became unbearable. Her desire to achieve economic independence and break free from this personal dependency grew stronger. In my opinion, mothers embody the women's rights we should be championing today. They may be the little women in the family, but they are ultimately the women of their lives. Only by earning their own money can one hold their heads high, do whatever they want, and return to their parents' home whenever they want.

	
But when I first realized this, especially when I realized that my mother was seeking financial self-reliance, I felt bad and even had the despicable wish that she would fail.

	Because I was poisoned by gossip TV dramas about family ethics and the influence of village gossip, I always felt (a preposterous fear at the time) that as a mother became financially independent and even more capable, she would inevitably withdraw physically and mentally from her family. In extreme cases, as a woman became stronger, her knowledge and perspective expanded, her aspirations would change, and her family would constrain her progress. Even if she didn't abandon her family, she would become increasingly cold and indifferent. Moreover, as a child, I had indeed witnessed many stories of women abandoning their husbands and children in search of greater happiness.

	When we were little, a common story in our area was that someone's mother, unwilling to live in a small mountain village or wanting to change her family's poverty, would leave the city to make a living. After several years, she would return one day, looking modern and glamorous, and ask her children if they would like to go to the big city with her. The children were reluctant to leave their hometown and their loved ones, and eventually they were separated from their children. Of course, some of them followed their mothers, and this was the first separation we experienced as children. Many of our inseparable playmates suddenly disappeared from our world.

	I seem to be able to foresee, and I fear in advance, that the mother I once knew will gradually drift away from me, becoming more and more of a stranger. And while working close to home is precisely for the sake of maintaining my family, what if the various people I meet at work have some impact on me? Or even ...

	if my mother returned to her elementary school teaching job, because in my opinion, rural teachers are essentially confined to their local area for life, and only a handful of them actually make the leap beyond the city. But my mother insists she doesn't want to be a teacher at all. The reason is simple: she can't handle naughty students, and her personality just isn't suited to it. Plus, having been out of the job for so many years, it would be difficult to get back in.

	　　Forget it, I can't even control my own life, so forget about my mother's plans. I'll just have to get through the high school entrance exam first.

	of the junior high school entrance exam was no less than that of the college entrance exam. Failure could be disastrous, as without high school admission, one could only attend a technical secondary school or find work, both of which ultimately led to the same outcome. Cruelly, only 40% of junior high school students in our town could make it to high school, leaving a large number of workers to be "supplied" to society each year after the junior high school entrance exam.

	I had a solid foundation for my studies , and all I wanted to do was skip the review days and head for a new life. I looked forward to summer and wanted to see how my mother's work progressed. Sometimes I also had a longing for the county high school. There were more people from all over the country, and the opportunities there would be different. Plus, the quality of high school students had improved, so there should be more interesting people.

	Before the high school entrance exam, the repetitive and mechanical daily routine had few highlights.

	in my memory are the online gaming fantasies Liu Er and I would have with each other in various corners of the school and the dorms. We each planned and discussed how much money we would raise, what kind of equipment we would acquire, and how we would build our own characters to prepare for the richer gameplay and dungeons ahead. Although we didn't have classes on weekends, due to the random nature of guild activities and the fewer competitors for treasure hunts, monster hunts, and boss fights on weekdays, we still sought opportunities to stay out all night on school days. We were caught doing this once, but thanks to Liu Er, the moral education director didn't report it to our homeroom teacher; he simply gave us a reprimand.

	As people gradually reduce their clothing, until their summer clothes are completely welded to their bodies, less than a month remains until the high school entrance exam. The wind blows the rice paddies into waves, the cicadas chirp, heralding the start of summer's busy schedule. Grain in Ear has passed, but the dog days of summer have not yet arrived, yet people are already experiencing the oppressive heat and restlessness.

	The midday sky was a pale blue-gray, the fierce sun baking the ground scorching. A gust of southerly wind whipped up a wave of heat. Cicadas chirped in the trees, their voices low and slow, like they were telling an ancient story. Elderly people sat in the shade, fanning themselves patiently, cursing the heat while cheerfully discussing how favorable the weather was for the rice to ear. The forest birds rested lazily in the trees, seemingly dreaming of a bountiful harvest.

	It was a typical afternoon. After pulling an all-nighter and taking Chinese and English exams that morning, I was hunched over my desk, desperately trying to catch up on some sleep before a math exam that afternoon. Having just trudged from my dorm bed to the classroom, I felt like my brain was still dormant. The wind from the tattered ceiling fan never reached my spot, and the sweat was still lingering, leaving me drowsy and sticky on my desk. Halfway through, I thought I heard someone calling me.

	　　I forced myself to look out the window. It was my dad calling me. I wasn't surprised by his arrival. I knew he had three drivers for his tractor-trailer, which was ridiculous. I often went home because one of them was a brother from the same village, so I felt relieved to have him looking after me. Back in my junior high school days, it was normal for parents to visit their children, bringing extra food or new clothes and shoes.

	It should be mentioned that parents can generally enter the campus after knowing all the key information about their children at school .

	But I was terrified at the time , afraid my father would notice my lack of energy and expose my sin of staying up all night online. When I spoke to him, I had to deliberately raise my voice and feign energy to mask my fatigue, drawing the attention of my classmates. My father told me to go back to the dormitory after school and pack a few changes of clothes. He would take me out of town tonight, and my mother would be coming with me. They would meet me at the school gate at the appointed time.

	When I heard this, my tiredness vanished and I became extremely excited. Back then, or perhaps you could say we were worldly-wise, leaving the county seat, staying in a hotel, enjoying morning and evening tea, and midnight snacks, plus shopping for new clothes and shoes, was considered the ultimate indulgence.

	Simply staying in a hotel can create a vacation-like experience, a sense of overflowing bliss. We're not used to calling it "checking in" or "staying in a hotel," we prefer to call it "staying in a guesthouse." However, staying in a guesthouse often evokes erotic associations, as it's a place of filth and potentially sexual services, as well as a hangout for men and women who engage in activities not suitable for children.

	So another thing that excited me was that this was also the time for my mother and I to stay in a hotel, and it seemed like a strange connection had been created.

	My father left, and I returned to the classroom to prepare for my math test. My mind had already wandered from my evening "journey," but as soon as I started working on the first math problem, I was in the zone. The two hours flew by incredibly quickly. After the test, there was still an hour until school was over, so I had to study in the classroom.

	　　When the time came, I rushed back to the dormitory, grabbed a classic Yishion bag, packed a set of clothes in it, and ran to the school gate.

	　　The entrance was already full of parents picking up their children. I spotted the head of my father's taxi at a glance, waved to them, and walked over without caring whether they saw me or not.

	"Dad, Mom," I called out. As usual, Dad didn't respond. Mom, seeing me, beamed. "Look at you, you're out of breath! It's not like we weren't waiting for you, why are you running so fast?" I said. "Let's go! We'll be crowded soon."

	My mother 's "training" just ended a few days ago, so I haven't seen her in nearly three months. She seemed to have changed a bit. She was wearing a navy blue ice silk knit top with three-quarter sleeves. The loose fit was flattering, and the simple silk scarf collar added a rare touch of elegance and sophistication. She paired it with trendy ice silk cropped pants. Her outfit wasn't exactly trendy, but it didn't look as rustic as the average rural woman's.

	In just a few steps, her slender thighs caused the legs of her straight-leg cropped trousers to flutter, but the fabric on her hips was still tightly attached to her round and plump buttocks. The traces of her underwear appeared and disappeared, clearly distinguishing her from others, showing her firm and lifted figure.

	Seeing this made my breathing heavier, and I started to worry about my mother, afraid that others would stare at this beautiful scene. I had an urge to quickly stuff my mother into the car.

	The change in my mother had nothing to do with her appearance, but rather a certain elegance and gentleness in her demeanor. Her face was beaming with a smile, yet calm and confident, and her eyes were brighter. In today's terms, a sense of superiority? Not quite, perhaps, a mix of confidence and tsundere.

	　　Damn it, can this be the way women are "disciplined" by being sent to the impoverished mountainous areas for training? I felt a strange sense of sadness, as if the distance between me and my mother had widened a little.

	In the car on the way, I learned that my father had not originally planned to take me, but my mother scolded him and made him take me. My mother meant that the closer it was to the big exam, the more important it was to relax, so as not to be too tense at the last moment and break the string.

	I was completely confused after hearing this . Well, it turns out I was an accident.

	we arrived at the hotel, a friend of my father's from the same town, along with his family of three, had already checked in. It was a tradition at the time to bring your wife and children to a hotel to experience life in the county town together. The three of us also shared a deluxe double room, which was fine.

	After a short rest, we went out for some fun, which I won't go into detail about. It was past 10 PM when we got back to the hotel . I'd often heard people say how great it was to book a room, and today I tried it, and it was indeed amazing. The hotel's online TV had all sorts of TV shows and movies, so I quickly started watching an episode of Dragon Ball GT that I'd never been able to buy on disc . It was about Goku, inspired by Chi-Chi's tears, evolving from a frenzied golden gorilla into a red Super Saiyan 4. This was also the first appearance of Super Saiyan 4 , and it was both moving and passionate, with a sense of chuuniburi excitement reaching its peak.

	I have to admit that the Japanese are really good at making anime. They are very adept at depicting ideals, beliefs, fighting spirit, passion, and justice, and they always make people empathize with them.

	I was so engrossed in watching it that my father was already using his laptop to do research for tomorrow night's "market opening", while my mother went to take a shower.

	"Li Yuqing," I thought I heard my mother calling me softly. I looked towards the bathroom and saw her gently open the door. She only poked her head out, her body hidden behind the door. She whispered to me, "Hey, come here and help me get the clothes in the red bag." I said "Oh," and my mother closed the door.

	I later interpreted it as my mother not realizing I was in the same hotel room. When we stayed in hotels, or as couples, wouldn't we always get out of the shower naked and change clothes?

	Then I got up and walked to the chair by the window , picked up the red bag, and when I walked to the bathroom door, I was about to knock on it, but I looked back at my father who was concentrating, and couldn't help but take my mother's clothes in my hands.

	Black lace embroidered panties, black spaghetti strap lace 5/8 cup surface. I can't help but feel that with the amount of breasts and breast shape of a mother, it is difficult to wear full coverage and low-cut (the fabric under the cup, which supports and fixes) bras.

	Huh? This nightgown looks like something I've never seen my mother wear. It's a burgundy color, delicate and silky to the touch, but the fabric seems a bit lacking. My heartbeat quickens, and I anticipate seeing my mother swaying gracefully in it. A surge of desire wells up in my belly.

	so bold that I didn't knock on the door. I pushed it open and walked in without closing it. It seemed more natural, after all, my father was there too.

	　　Finally, I could see my mother's white flesh again. While her complexion wasn't particularly fair, it was flawless and smooth, giving her a rather delicious feeling. Her firm breasts were concealed by a towel clutched in one hand, but the exquisite curves of her back were clearly visible. The deep, inward-sloping groove of her back drew my gaze in, captivating me. Following this line, I greedily gazed towards her undulating hips. Even from the side, I could feel the crotch dividing her buttocks. As she brushed her teeth in the mirror, her arms swayed, and her hips swayed slightly, plump yet not sagging.

	My mother just glanced at the clothes in my hands with a puzzled look on her face. I quickly observed them and of course I had to speak. I said, "I put them on the shelf," and put them down.

	　　To linger a little longer, I reached across the space in front of my mother, picked up two unlabeled bottles, and asked which was shampoo and which was shower gel. But my gaze was fixed on her in the mirror. Under the intense psychological stimulation, my eyes focused and then spun, my breathing became rapid, and I swallowed several times.

	During the whole process, my mother mumbled and hesitated because she was rinsing her mouth, and she didn't say a word. I struggled to resist the urge to pinch her smooth round buttocks and grab her plump breasts.

	My mother lowered her head and spit out the mouthwash. The towel covering her chest lifted slightly, and half of her plump and smooth breasts flashed before my eyes. Why not use a bath towel? Because they think it's not clean. Towels can be washed and reused several times, but bath towels can't.

	The stimulation so close to me drained my strength and my body became limp. I was afraid of my mother's blame, but I couldn't move my feet. I felt like I was frozen.

	My mother had seen my perverted gaze through the mirror. After putting away the water cup and toothbrush, she inexplicably turned on the water valve again. She didn't wash her hands or catch the water, and let the water rush out, making a "rustling" sound. Then she raised her right index finger and poked my forehead, her face full of anger. She lowered her voice and cursed in a low voice, "Where are you looking at? You are so naughty at such a young age!" "I haven't put on my clothes yet, do you know how ugly I am?"

	But from beginning to end, my mother's left hand was always tightly grasping the towel, covering her proud chest. Because there was no space under the sink, I couldn't see the front of my mother's lower body, which was hidden in the darkness.

	My brain shut down, and I babbled, "No ... no ... not ugly." I reached out my left hand, fingers spread wide, and touched half of my mother's buttocks. But I didn't dare linger, feeling it, so I pulled it away. My fingers were long, and even with my hand open, I couldn't quite reach the edge. In that instant, I felt a whirlwind of sensations: heat, smoothness, and sponginess.

	My mother froze for a moment, her pupils dilating and then shrinking in shock. Then a blush crept across her face. She closed her eyes, then opened them again, took a deep breath, and gnashed her lower lip with her teeth. It felt like she was about to explode, but the timing was wrong. Then she twisted my ear hard, causing me to hiss in pain.

	"You even used your dirty hands on your mother ? Is that someone you can touch?" My mother said softly, with a stern face and squinting at me.

	　　Although I covered my ears and was in so much pain that tears were about to come out, I followed my heart at this moment and said, "My mother has a great figure. I have never seen such a beautiful one at school."

	When I heard what I said, I saw a trace of imperceptible self-confidence across my mother's face, but she quickly returned to her sternness and said with a hint of sarcasm, "You filthy jerk, do you know what a good figure is?" "You're my son, and my figure is none of your business."

	It seemed that I stayed in the bathroom for a little too long. Seeing that I had no intention of leaving and realizing that I was almost naked in front of the dog, my mother said again, "If your father sees, he will break your legs." "No more looking at it, get out of here!" There seemed to be a hint of shyness in her anger, as she spoke softly for fear of disturbing her father, which made people feel less scared.

	The more my mother 's predicament, the more lustful I became, and I felt a strange feeling growing between us. However, I also knew that my father was still alive, and things between my mother and me hadn't reached that point yet. I couldn't stay here for long, so I left.

	Before leaving, I put my left hand, which had just touched my mother's buttocks, close to my nose and sniffed it as if I were taking a drug. There was nothing else except the smell of shower gel, but I seemed to smell the aroma of a mature woman's big ass. I wonder if my mother saw this perverted look.

	I sat back down at the end of the bed, feeling rather disappointed. I couldn't focus on the Dragon Ball series on TV anymore, but instead savored the beautiful moment. I wondered how my mother would react to me when she came out. What could she possibly say to me when my father was there?

	At the same time, I thought back to what my mother had just said, "If your father finds out, he'll break your legs." I interpreted it subjectively: If my father didn't know, I could act recklessly? Was my mother not particularly resistant? This thought made me feel as if my mother was hiding something from my father that went against her role as a mother and wife. It was as if we were, intentionally or not, creating a risqué little secret.

	Strangely, nearly twenty minutes later, my mother, who had just finished showering and brushing her teeth, was still in the bathroom. I naively wondered if my actions had affected her, that she was also grappling with the panic and turmoil.

	After a while, my mother finally came out and angrily said, "Li XX ( my father's name, I won't use it here, it doesn't affect it), look at the clothes you packed for me, I feel uncomfortable all over, it's so annoying!"

	　　Obviously, she was scolding her father, who was busy researching financial news and said, "Whatever, I'm not asking you to wear it out on the street."

	My astute self sensed something more profound. My father knew without even looking that the clothes were unwearable; he'd likely taken them on purpose. Plus, he'd originally planned to leave me alone today, and he'd been making trouble for me all along the way, seemingly quite upset. Could it be that they were planning something like ... My cock hardened even more at the thought . A lusty woman with normal needs, indulging her husband within reasonable limits, yet always possessing a deep affection for her children, her alluring womanhood and the radiance of motherhood coexisting seamlessly. This fusion is something only I can truly experience and witness, and its allure to me is likely unfathomable, for I'm her only son.

	My mother 's graceful figure once again refreshed the stereotype in my mind. It turned out that she was wearing a gray-blue satin mid-length suspender pajamas. The funny thing was that she seemed shy at the moment, as if she had to walk lightly.

	She curled her lips slightly, her face flushed , she was angry and helpless about the predicament she had created. She didn't dare look at me, but looked at her father over there with resentment.

	I was shocked. Seeing my mother dressed like this shocked me more than she would have been naked. Her pajamas were a deep V- neck , revealing not only her tender, smooth breasts, but also her black lace bra, which wasn't even full to begin with. The cleavage between her ample breasts was deep but short, forming a tight gap downwards. Furthermore, the high slits on the sides made it possible to see the bra's hidden auxiliary breasts. A few harmless wrinkles appeared under her arms, adding a touch of mature charm.

	Three straps , no, the black ones are bra straps, double straps. This dress is obviously very loose, but it also accentuates the charming curves, the waist, hips and hips are exquisitely defined, and the advantages are maximized. For the first time, I feel that the adjectives such as thin waist and big hips can be used to describe my mother at this moment.

	When my mother passed by me, her clothes fluttered in the wind, and a refreshing fragrance came to my nose. The traces of underwear and the shape of the buttocks appear from time to time, and the double shoulder straps are intertwined at the hollow back, highlighting the agile and smooth back groove line, which is simply fascinating to me.

	My mother was clearly still uncomfortable, but her anger and shame hadn't diminished. My father, the instigator, remained silent, which must have only intensified her anger. Suddenly, he turned sideways and, for no apparent reason, retorted, "Sitting on the bed before you've even showered! How dirty!"

	I felt a bit caught in the crossfire. Why didn't you mention it earlier? But I wasn't immune to my mother's awkward situation. After a while of excitement, my conscience suddenly came to me. To give my mother some time to recover, I quickly grabbed my clothes and went to take a shower. The bigger reason was that after all this excitement, I wanted to do something really bad.

	I let the warm water wash over me from head to toe . My little cock was harder and longer than ever before. Suddenly I thought of something. I rummaged through the storage rack to find my mother's clothes that she had just changed. Her underwear had been washed and hung on the hook, but I didn't think it was interesting. I stroked my cock with one hand and picked up her bra with the other, covering my face with it, greedily breathing in the faint mature woman's body fragrance and the faint milk fragrance on it. After a while, I put down the bra and picked up the nine-point pants she wore during the day. I lifted her buttocks and sniffed them, licking them from time to time, imagining that my mother was wearing these pants, with her tight and fat buttocks, and I was behind her, wanting to bury my whole face in her butt crack and penetrate her two layers of fabric with my tongue.

	　　This time the stimulation was particularly strong and came very quickly. I couldn’t stop it even if I tried, and it spurted out violently ...

	After putting my mother 's clothes away , I began to bathe again. Amidst the gurgling of the water, I heard a rustling sound outside, as if someone was pulling something. I didn't hear my father speak, only my mother's occasional, fleeting whisper. In this environment, I couldn't really hear what she was saying. I just felt that her voice was panicked, reluctant, and a little coquettish ... It made me itch to think what they were doing. I really wanted to rush out and see what they were doing. I was sure I'd catch them red-handed, but that wouldn't do anyone any good. It was just a thought.

	When I finished taking a shower, got dressed and went out, I saw my mother sitting back at the head of their bed in a panic, her face flushed, and she didn't dare look at me. Her hair was obviously more messy than before, so she casually combed it with one hand and tucked it behind her ear.

	　　It's worth pondering. But when she looked at me, she had regained her composure. , and scolded me, "You didn't blow dry your hair after taking a shower, right? You'll know you were wrong when you get a headache when you're old." After saying that, he lay down and pulled up the quilt, hiding the scenery in front of him.

	I explained that there were no hair dryers in school and that using electricity wouldn't work. Everyone dried their clothes naturally and was used to it, even in winter.

	"Hey, I've never seen you blow-dry your hair at home ." "Next time I see you showering without blow-drying your hair, I'll beat you up." "You could have prepared more dry towels at school. You're so old, but you still don't know how to take care of yourself." ...

	Not only that, my mother couldn't help but nag me about other things. In the end, of course, she told my father to take a shower and told me to go to bed early.

	　　Such words made the family affection flow, and the atmosphere was warm for a while, but forgive me, the thought of my mother hiding under the quilt in such a sexy and seductive posture was really a morbid temptation to me. It only made me more greedy for the pleasure of incest.

	drying my hair and lying down, I glanced at my mother, pondering her strange reaction. Could they have secretly done something only a married couple could do? But it happened so quickly, which didn't fit with the timing of my previous observations. But something definitely happened. My father is a tall, imposing man, 1.78 meters tall with broad shoulders , at least for Guangdong. And given what I'd heard, he's in good shape and naturally has a strong desire. Despite his reserved demeanor in front of me, it wasn't surprising that he'd actively harass my mother.

	A strange feeling of bitterness welled up again, and I silently blamed my mother. She shouldn't have done this. She couldn't play the perfect mother to me while simultaneously revealing her womanly side to another man, even if that man was her husband, my father. I wasn't jealous of my father, nor did I have the right to prevent my mother from exercising her duties, enjoying her rights, and satisfying her biological instincts. It was just that how could they, in my presence, secretly do something that we used to consider shameful ? I held a victim-blaming perspective. Judging from the noises just now, my mother must have resisted, but I was still furious. I wasn't sure if my mother was more aroused in this situation, but the fact that she was dressed and that she was aroused by my father was a fact. Even if I wasn't the one who had sexual contact with her, sexuality still surfaced in her in the presence of her son.

	I began to think more radically, like discovering a coquettish and flirtatious side to your once-stern mother—even using a word we despise: "slutty." This was incredibly difficult for me. I could accept her loving nagging, her meticulous care for my food, clothing, shelter, and transportation, and her scolding. I could also accept the merciless beatings when I misbehaved, knowing it was my fault. The pain was felt on her body, and even after the repeated beatings, the agonizing injustice and the choking sobs, it never left a scar on me. I knew that at that time, my mother's entire being was devoted to her children.

	But I couldn't accept her flirtatious demeanor in front of my father , her gentle embrace beneath him, her body and soul devoted, expressing her enjoyment and pleasure. Because at that moment, I felt she was just a pure woman, her maternal side temporarily put aside. Because of this, I felt a sense of loneliness and grievance, a sense of abandonment.

	Unfortunately, after my sexual awakening , I became deeply addicted to the fusion of these two aspects of my mother, unable to extricate myself, and from this I gained unprecedented psychological and physical satisfaction. I can't explain this contradiction and entanglement clearly. To use an inappropriate metaphor, it is another kind of Stockholm syndrome.

	My wild thoughts came to an end, and I felt an urge to vent my frustration at my mother, to express my resentment and frustration. If she knew what was going on, she'd probably laugh and cry, but I'm a psychopath. I ventured a guess, secretly anticipating whether they'd have a deeper conversation later, after I fell asleep. Would she feel nervous and excited, perhaps even more emotional, being around her teenage son?

	As I was thinking about it, my child got stubborn and I refused to fall asleep. I pretended to be asleep and waited to see what you would do.

	Unfortunately, after pulling an all-nighter, the mental strain of taking exams, and the last bit of masturbation, I was already exhausted. The more I tried not to fall asleep, the faster and deeper I fell into a deep sleep. I even fell asleep before my father finished showering. Plus, I've always fallen asleep quickly and soundly since I was a kid, so I couldn't tell what they were doing or how noisy they were.

	However, that night, a silver lining was that, because dinner was heavy on oil and salt, and I loved it so much I ate too much, and woke up thirsty in the middle of the night. Without even looking at my mother, I quickly grabbed the bottle of mineral water on the TV stand and drank. It was like someone wandering in the desert for days discovering the clear streams of an oasis—a refreshing, invigorating feeling.

	Then I went to the bathroom, and when I lay back on the bed, I finally remembered to check on my mother's situation. With the light coming through the orange corridor light, I didn't notice anything unusual at first glance. My father rarely snored, and my mother was sleeping peacefully, covered with a quilt. There was nothing to see.

	But when I looked at the middle bedside table, I found something amazing. On it was the gray-blue revealing pajamas she had just put on. When I looked at the ground again, my head seemed to "buzz", and I was shocked and extremely agitated. I saw my mother's black underwear lying on the ground, and around the trash can, there were several crumpled paper towels.

	There was no doubt they 'd actually done it! Right next to me! Oh my god, what had I missed? I was filled with regret, hating myself for falling asleep so quickly, for sleeping so soundly. They'd surely have made some noise, yet they hadn't woken me. I'd missed the chance to spy on my parents' sex scenes up close! I'd missed witnessing my mother's seductive body degrading and reacting to sex, missed hearing her beautiful, sensual moans up close.

	I could only imagine it, and this time the scene was especially real; they were right in front of me. I stroked my cock with my right hand, my heart fluttering with madness, my body trembling slightly. When my lust reached its peak, I moved to the edge of the bed and first sniffed the thin, smooth, ice-silk nightgown, a scent that intoxicated my heart with the fragrance of a mature woman. I quickly put it down and, with my left hand, picked up my mother's worn panties from the floor.

	It had been rolled up long ago, and the crotch, the virgin cotton cloth wrapped around my mother's most private part, was like a layer of glue, and it felt a little sticky to the touch. As someone who has watched a lot of movies, I knew very well what this was. I put my mother's panties directly against my nose and mouth, inhaling and sniffing intently. The faint fishy smell was not disgusting at all, but only made me excited. As I stroked my little cock, my desire continued to rise. I also stuck out my tongue to lick this place. I couldn't taste anything, but it was extremely stimulating, and I got great psychological satisfaction.

	　　The fantasies in my mind became more and more concrete and real, but when I thought about how my mother actually agreed to my father's ridiculous demands and really released her desires in front of her son, I felt like I was stabbed in the back, and this gave rise to an urge to fight against everything.

	Even though my mother's panties were almost soaked with my saliva, I still felt something was missing. My body and mind were still itching and not getting enough satisfaction. I stopped masturbating, digesting the various psychological shocks. At the same time, I didn't want to cum like this. I wanted more satisfaction.

	I began to struggle internally, wondering if I should actually do something. It seemed like God was playing a joke on me, or perhaps testing me. But when I looked over at my mother, my hesitation was shattered.

	I don't know when , my mother turned her back to me and changed to sleeping on her side. Since one quilt was not enough for two people, this unintentional side sleeping made her back to thighs completely exposed to me without reservation. The amazing thing is that she was still wearing a bra. The black buttons on the back of the bra formed a sharp contrast with the exposed flesh color on the back, while from her shoulder blades to her breasts, she was still covered by the quilt.

	The smooth back groove line and the round and perky buttocks were all seen by me. Under the orange corridor light, they became smooth and soft, with dazzling light and shadow; the curves were delicate and fleshy; the legs were close together and slightly bent, round and slender, squeezing the plump buttocks into a deep groove, so that I couldn't see the mysterious flesh under the buttocks at a glance.

	A plump body that is ripe to the right degree has the magic power to pull adolescent boys into the abyss.

	　　The intense visual stimulation was unbearable, and it was no wonder that I was the one who did it. To avoid making a sound by standing up straight, I used my back to slowly slide out of bed. Then, holding onto the edge of my mother's bed with both hands, I squatted down opposite her round buttocks. In the dim light, I stared intently at this captivating female killer.

	　　I finally understood why we Cantonese people like to call buttocks "the fifteenth day of the eighth month." And that ancient poem from elementary school: "When I was little, I didn't know the moon, I called it a white jade plate." Right now, before my eyes, there was a white jade plate. Everything about my mother's body was alluring to me, even the tiny traces of flesh jutting from the bra straps were captivating, as if to speak of the fullness and firmness of her breasts, too much for the tiny bra to bear.

	Late at night, all was silent . The occasional roar of a motorcycle on the county street made me hear my own rapid heartbeat, and my lips and mouth were parched with lust. I had wanted to do something, perhaps have intimate skin contact with my mother, but when I got close, I hesitated.

	I closed my eyes and tried to justify my shameless behavior. My mind wandered, thinking, even if I did something, what if my mother caught me? I'd say, "I saw you guys moving around in bed" (pretending not to know what was going on). "Oh, Mom, you made sounds like you were in unbearable pain." At that moment, I was terrified and frightened. Then, my body reacted strangely, and I felt dizzy. I just wanted to comfort Mom to find inner peace.

	I had a rough idea of what to say, and I began to speculate. First, the mother wouldn't alert the father, as that would be a dead end and would damage the parent-child relationship. Second, the mother would feel guilty, ashamed of having given in to lust and disregarded her son's feelings. Her son was also an adolescent, full of passion and energy, easily tempted by women. So what if I was the mother? He still had a body that was tempting to commit sin. He had masturbated before, and his sexual development was mature enough. I hadn't paid enough attention over the years, or perhaps I had treated him as an inexperienced child. He had been exposed to things he shouldn't have seen many times, so wasn't it normal for him to be attracted to her? His behavior was barely excusable.

	My speculation is not entirely unreasonable. Even if it alarms my father, the logic is similar. He and his wife won't attack me. They took the risk first, so they should be prepared to bear some consequences.

	I opened my eyes and figured it out. I was going to risk the wrath of the world.

	I dared not breathe, my entire body frozen, only my hands trembling. Perhaps it was the inexperience of sex, or perhaps I simply wanted to proceed gradually, not missing out on every detail of my mother's body. I didn't go straight for the key spot, which would have been a waste of time. Instead, my right fingertips landed on the bra strap clasp. Somehow, feeling it, I felt the urge to playfully hook the strap and snap it back onto my body, just like the naughty tricks I used to play with the girls at school. But I knew that would inevitably wake my mother, and that would ruin my chance to explore other parts of her body, so I gave up.

	My hand then slid down to her waist. From constant labor, my mother's back muscles were toned, forming a concave groove with her shoulder blades. My hand felt like it was sliding down a valley, finally settling at the junction of waist and hips. While the sensation wasn't as delicate as a young girl's, the plump, smooth flesh of a mature woman was far more exciting. At that moment, I wanted a celebrity to replace my mother, and without hesitation, I chose her.

	　　Although my right hand was pressed against my mother's body, I didn't dare move, pinch, or knead her, constantly paying attention to her movements. It took a while before I mustered up the courage to explore the part I most desired. Since I was on her left side, the next part was more accessible to my left hand.

	From my tailbone to my hips, my left hand curved and pressed downwards between my mother's buttocks, my middle finger nestling in the cleft. I felt a sense of fulfillment, finally touching this perfectly divided, rounded land in the way I'd always imagined. I was so moved I almost cried. Lying on her side with her legs bent and together, her buttocks were even more prominent. My hand felt soft and bouncy, and suddenly, a series of words came to mind: I wanted to use fertile land, fertile soil, to shape this rounded buttocks. Its state seemed to tell others that it wasn't deserted, but rather that it had been well-nourished and watered, growing into its alluring shape when it needed it most. The thought of this made my cock harden even more.

	My middle finger now rests against the groove of my mother's buttocks, squeezed shut by her sideways position. I can't sense what lies beneath, yet it still gives me the feeling of being bottomless, a place that must hold a man's most coveted treasure, one not easily accessible. An inappropriate yet deeply exciting metaphor resurfaces: the ravine between my mother's buttocks, a place from which no one can escape unscathed. It's a haven of comfort, but ultimately a graveyard for heroes. If my naive self were to find herself there, I'd surely be utterly terrified by the tight, deep groove.

	When I thought that the traditional good wife and mother, an ordinary rural housewife, a mother who was always nagging, caring and strict with me, also had a dangerous but degrading side hidden behind her, I felt a sense of awe.

	But most of us just love the contrast of humiliation. Amidst the physical and mental enjoyment, the heat and swelling in my lower abdomen spread, forcing me to breathe through my mouth, not caring about the dryness in my throat.

	　　In the end, I was unable to resist the magic of my mother's buttock groove. I pressed down gently with my middle finger, forcing the tightly pressed buttocks apart, and fell into a new hole. A warm feeling spread to my middle finger. In fact, I didn't touch anything. I didn't know what was below. My fingers seemed to be pinched and unable to move. If I pressed down again, my mother would definitely wake up. I advised myself like this.

	I couldn't help but slide my middle finger along the groove. It was over. It seemed like my mother had sensed something and her body trembled slightly. I quickly stopped and observed that my mother remained in this position. Seeing that my mother showed no signs of waking up, I continued to play tricks and slid my fingers along her buttock groove again.

	My fingers were squeezed, and I could smell the subtle, rich fragrance of this perfectly mature woman before me. Only further exploration could satisfy my desire. Disregarding everything else, I pumped my middle finger against the groove of my mother's buttocks, pressing gently and deeply downward. As I explored the bottom, my fingertip gently rubbed against a spiral-like fold. The flesh here seemed more delicate than elsewhere, and the fold quickly contracted. I had no idea what this place was. Burned by desire, everything remained the same.

	At the same time , my mother let out a dreamy "Hmm ... " and swung her plump hips, as if trying to shake off my mischievous hand. I quickly stopped the movement of my middle finger. This frightened my heart so much that I almost jumped out of my chest. I was even prepared to "sacrifice" myself, believing that she had woken up and realized my obscene behavior. I quietly waited for her to turn around, waiting for the final judgment.

	After a while, there was still no movement from my mother . Could it be that she hadn't woken up? Or had she tacitly approved of my actions? In either case, did it mean I could continue? The thought of this brought back a surge of evil fire.

	I began to recall the spiral wrinkles at the bottom of my mother's buttocks that my middle finger had just touched, so I stretched my middle finger forward and pressed the tip of my finger on this circle of wrinkles. I felt it contract again, and my mother's entire buttocks squeezed and loosened. I began to rub it like a child who had found something interesting.

	" Hmm ... ", my mother's voice came again, but it didn't sound like a dream talk. Although it was not loud, it felt real and a little more charming, just like what I heard when I peeped at my parents' sex games in the past.

	" Hmm," my mother moaned softly as I rubbed her, shaking her plump buttocks impatiently. Seeing that she still couldn't get rid of the strange feeling coming from her buttocks, she couldn't help pulling her round legs, straightening and bending them, repeating this several times.

	　　Although I knew my mother wasn't reacting out of lust, I still felt encouraged and a little proud, feeling that I had aroused her to this point. Thinking of this, the prostate fluid from my penis almost soaked my underwear. If this continued, I would ejaculate without even having to do anything. I even used my right hand to hold down the gun to delay the climax. I didn't want it to end so quickly.

	My middle finger caressed my mother's private parts, and from time to time she let out a "hmm ... " sound that was almost like a moan. Just when I was about to ejaculate, suddenly, my mother's left hand went around to her buttocks, pulled my wrist away from the bottom of her deep buttocks, but I felt that she had no strength and was soft.

	I thought this was my mother's order to leave, so I obediently left the crack of her buttocks that was so enchanting to me. But my mother didn't make any more unnecessary movements. Huh? Her resistance wasn't too intense; she was handling me gently. I thought of a word we often use in our fantasies about women: was this a case of playing hard to get?

	A fleeting sense of disappointment washed over me . I had mistakenly believed my strict mother, so open-minded, would tolerate her son's indecency. Then, recalling the harsh spankings she'd used to give me when I'd done something wrong, the occasional sneer of scorn and contempt she'd occasionally revealed in her rosy eyes when I'd overestimated my abilities and tried to show off, I felt incredibly angry. With a childish, vindictive mentality, I once again assaulted my mother's buttocks.

	　　My movements became much faster, pushing open the tightly closed buttocks. Not only did my middle finger tease the wrinkles, but my other fingers were also busy kneading the buttocks, feeling the flesh sink and then rebound. My middle finger began to feel a slight, damp heat. I didn't understand why, but the heat filled me with panic and made it even harder to withdraw. It seemed so sudden that my mother let out a "ah ... " and then a " hmm ... " and her curvaceous, voluptuous, and smooth body twisted erratically, as if expressing her dissatisfaction with my provocation.

	Right next to my father , my mother was "played" by me on his behalf. It was thrilling and exciting, breaking the incest taboo, the contrast of my mother's identity, and even the pleasure of cheating. All these emotions merged together, and I felt so good that my brain almost went blank.

	I have coveted my mother for a long time, and now that I have achieved this, I feel that my life has not been in vain.

	"Ahh ... " Her moans trembled, their arousal growing stronger. Between her buttocks, the delicate spiral wrinkles rubbed by my fingertips contracted again and again, seemingly exhausted, still resisting my assault with a weak, yet persistent effort. A closer look revealed that, while tender, this area wasn't smooth, but rather rough. I applied a little pressure, pressing down further, revealing a tiny hole at the center of the spiral. "Ahh ... " Another trembling moan escaped my mother . Could this area be so sensitive? I suddenly felt that my mother had a supreme physique.

	When the lust is in my head, I always want to do more exciting things regardless of the consequences. My right hand can no longer hold back, and my suicidal behavior escalates again.

	right hand went straight across the bra straps, tracing the soft, plump flesh of her back, which was excessively constricted by the bra, all the way to the edge of one of her large, full breasts. Due to the distance, and the fact that my entire right hand was constricted by her bra, I could only feel the breast flesh with my fingers, unable to grasp it with one hand. Then I poked and plucked it like playing the piano, like poking a swollen hot water bottle. It was soft yet elastic, plump but not greasy.

	But this action was too outrageous. The bra was already overwhelmed, and now with my hands involved, my mother's discomfort was even more obvious. My evil deeds finally received the "deserved" feedback.

	When I used my left middle finger to draw circles at the bottom of my mother's buttock groove, and at the same time my right hand pressed her breast flesh, "Umm ... ", apart from a moving moan, my mother finally made the first sound since the mother-son "interaction" in the middle of the night.

	" Well ... don't move," although the sound was soft and weak.

	My head felt like it had been hit hard, and a huge panic hit me. There was no chance of luck this time, and my mother must have really woken up. I quickly withdrew my right hand from touching her breast, but for some unknown reason, my left hand, which was playing tricks on her buttocks, stopped poking at the wrinkles and holes, but did not withdraw, still pressing hard.

	" Hmm ... go to sleep," my mother said softly. My rebellious heart suddenly rose, and I rubbed my middle finger again.

	"Ah ... nerves ," another unbearable groan, although there was a hint of anger, it had no deterrent effect.

	I also felt a different kind of pleasure, my breathing was trembling, and I couldn't help but rub my mother's place again.

	" Um ... no more." I don't know from which direction, a hot flash came from the buttock cleft . I seemed to feel that the woman who gave birth to me and raised me was aroused?

	I continued to press hard, with the mentality of wanting to take the initiative in the mother-son relationship. This time I pushed down further, and my finger fell into the small hole of the spiral wrinkles. Just as my finger was about to be swallowed by the small hole, it was squeezed out in the violent contraction.

	"Ah ... if you do it ... any more ... I will ... wake up Yu Qing ... " These words were not only coquettish and trembling, but also had a crying tone. Her legs were swinging wildly and her whole body was shaking slightly, as if she was enduring a lot of pain and great stimulation.

	But when I heard this, my head was spinning. What? Why was she mentioning me? Oh my god, even in her half-asleep state, my mother had been mistaking the man who teased her for her father. But why did she react so much more when she mentioned my name?

	My mother mistook me for her father, a fact I confirmed. I felt a surge of happiness, like someone who'd suddenly won a huge lottery. Didn't that mean I could truly do whatever I wanted, carry out all those lustful thoughts? The dead silence of the night was so intense that even a pin drop would be audible. My left middle finger, still deeply embedded in it, evoked the subtle moans of the woman before me, amplified to the utmost in my ears, penetrating my eardrums and impacting my mind.

	" Hmm ... you're going to die ... " My mother's voice was filled with anger, her legs swaying restlessly. Her body temperature gradually rose, and her cold buttocks returned to normal. She'd said such vile words to me before, but it was completely different now. This wasn't the tone of a mother, but more like a husband's woman.

	I reached out my idle right hand again and unscrupulously kneaded the upper half of her buttocks. This time, I didn't need to be so careful and gentle with my hands. Instead, I grasped them, feeling plump but not greasy. They never gave in to my movements, the elastic flesh filling my palm and showing me their firmness. My left hand gently soothed her from the top of her buttocks, sometimes rubbing circles on the buttocks with my fingers, sometimes kneading them like dough. I could feel her buttocks trembling slightly uncontrollably, and my middle finger, deep in the buttocks, felt the two halves of her buttocks clamped tightly together, and then gradually relaxed.

	" Tsk, you haven't had enough just now ... so annoying ... " the mother said again, but her voice was weak. Is this the saying that one says they are unhappy but their body is honest?

	My cock was so hard it seemed to be breaking through its limit. The steaming desire burned my throat dry, and I seemed to be getting more and more crazy. My middle finger drew circles above the wrinkles, but began to move diagonally downwards, wanting to explore more, and several times touched a little smoothness between my legs.

	"Ah ... ", the mother's moan was obviously much louder, "Well ... why ... didn't I realize you were so perverted before ", her face seemed to be half buried in the pillow, and her words were trembling and not very fluent and clear. I really wanted to see her expression, how charming and attractive it must be, to see the happy look that only women can have.

	I felt like I had discovered a secret, and my fingers slid forward from time to time, just wanting to touch that tender spot. Although I had watched movies and read pornographic books, when I really faced this scene, it was like forgetting a word when I picked up the pen to study. I thought I had mastered all the knowledge and knew every word on the test paper, but the moment I finished scanning the questions, I felt extremely unfamiliar.

	I was just a 15- year-old virgin, and I had never actually studied the scenery under a woman's buttocks. I only knew that when I teased the wrinkles under my mother's buttocks and when my fingers touched the tenderness between her legs, her reaction was obviously much greater.

	I have been thinking about it day and night, longing to witness my parents' sex plays with my own eyes but never having the chance. This regret has always hurt me, but tonight, I played the role of the father, and this was a direct experience. The sexual fetish of the boy Lian Mu was satisfied to the greatest extent so far. At that moment, I felt that it was worth dying immediately.

	"Ah, um ... " As my middle finger's frequency of touching her tender spot increased, the intervals between her moans shortened, and a layer of mist seemed to shroud her, revealing a complex array of emotions. The movements of her legs and hips grew more dramatic, and even her waist swayed slightly, her curves accentuated by the movement of a writhing mermaid.

	　　Under the intense physical and mental stimulation, my tender little penis seemed to have evolved into a sharp-edged cruise missile, but it had lost its target parameters and was always flying at high speed, but could never find a target to hit. It was very uncomfortable. I wanted to stand up and do something.

	" Hmm ... Hmm," my mother's throbbing, seductive moans gradually became a regular occurrence. From the beginning to the end, we each had our own agenda. I was afraid she'd discover the man behind her was her son; she thought it was her husband, fiddling with her, and worried she'd lose control and wake him. So, even though she continued to moan, she kept her voice low and cautious. We had reached an invisible "unspoken understanding," and because of this, I wasn't worried about disturbing my father.

	The stifling feeling of backstabbing surfaced again . Even though I knew my mother's reaction wasn't her fault, a tinge of resentment still lingered. I hadn't even touched the core of her being, yet she was so moved. It was like discovering one day that your mother is a woman with a strong sense of desire and a sensitive constitution. Initially, you couldn't accept this discrepancy in your mother's identity. She's my mother, and she should always act like a mother. This was ridiculous, like I was cheating on myself.

	But the contrast in this taboo is like a drug. You know it is harmful but you cannot resist it physically and psychologically. You let it wreak havoc in the depths of your soul and gain a morbid pleasure.

	　　This mature body, which is fit and healthy due to regular labor, seems to be extremely sensitive. I repeat the teasing movements with my hands, rubbing the wrinkles on the bottom of the buttocks, and poking the tender and smooth part further down, "Um ... be gentle ... oh", the mother inadvertently let out a low moan, "Oh ... ", I can even hear her suppressed breathing, which is fragmented and soft, and the ending tone seems to be wanton.

	　　Gradually, I forgot that my father was right next to me, and under the stimulation, I automatically ignored all dangers. But I had a doubt in my heart. According to what I noticed when I peeked at their sex life before, my mother should have a lot of water when doing that. Forgive me for using such a vulgar and crude description, but at this time, why can't I feel the wetness? The reaction seems to be so big, there is only a hot flash coming from somewhere.

	"Ah ... be gentle ... my son is still here." I was surprised to find that whenever she mentioned me, her moans became extremely gentle and genuine, soft and sweet. Her body was twisting around in disorder and could no longer maintain the side-lying position. Half of her body had already slumped over, and her peach-like butt was completely facing me.

	Logically , my father was on her right, and the perpetrator was clearly on her left. Why hadn't my mother woken up yet? I assumed she was half asleep, her physiological reactions slowing her down. Instead, I worried about my father waking up suddenly. Watching the increasingly restless body before me, I panicked.

	My right hand gave up caressing her elastic hips and slid up to her waist. Objectively speaking, it wasn't an A4 waist, but rather a small waist. I could even feel a bit of soft flesh from age, but it wasn't fat at all, only adding to her mature charm. Fortunately, her hips were wide and her buttocks were lifted, making the curve between her waist and hips expand and contract sharply from behind, and it was also very well-proportioned.

	Feeling the softness of my mother's waist, I secretly exerted force, trying to "control" her and slow down her twisting.

	Even if I wasn't afraid of waking up my father , I would probably orgasm if this body continued to twist like a seductive snake. And I obviously didn't want this "interaction" to end too soon. I still had endless desire to explore and looked forward to more shocking feedback.

	For example , the middle finger of my left hand, which was still stuck in the groove of my mother's buttocks, gradually felt wet and sticky because of repeatedly touching the tenderness between her legs. But I felt that it was not enough. For some reason, I was very sure at that time that it was more than that.

	"Oh ... mm," my mother moaned dreamily, her voice adorably soft and charming. "Sleep ... ah ... sleep ... I...I ... want ... mm," "Sleep ... " Her voice, a mix of pleasure and pain, her body itching unbearably, was intermittent like a broken speaker. Yet, I felt it carried a tremendous weight of information. I hadn't expected that a simple play on her butt would have this ordinary, respectable woman so consumed by lust. She had lost all trace of the traditional reserved woman and the gentle, serious motherly demeanor.

	What I find most amazing is that the same voice can produce a completely different sound from usual. Putting aside the mixed emotions, it is still as soft and melodious as the Wu dialect. How can it be associated with the voice that usually scolds me harshly or even angrily curses my grandmother?

	I diligently cultivate this fertile soil in my own way, imitating the ancients who drilled wood to make fire, and like those who blew away the sand to find gold, convinced that as long as I persist, I will eventually unearth a gurgling spring. However, I am still in a state of not being able to obtain it, like a boat that longs to plunge into the vast ocean, let the waves roll and batter it, but is stuck at the sea outlet. I am extremely uncomfortable both physically and mentally, and I wish I could explode on the spot.

	Sex is something that can be learned naturally. Instinctively, I realized that I should try other aspects. A two-pronged approach would definitely produce miraculous results.

	my mother 's delicate body calmed down a little, I used my right hand to straighten her up and restore her to a standard side-lying position. My mother let me do whatever I wanted in her confused state, without suspecting anything.

	Then I left her waist and moved up gradually, through the quilt that covered a small part of her shoulder blades and was in the way, and came to the bottom of her bra. I wanted to use my fingers to lift the bottom of her bra and directly penetrate her breasts. But the area under the bra was too large, and when my fingers got in, I felt an incredible squeeze, and they were pressed tightly against her soft skin.

	My mother probably felt a little uncomfortable, and said "mess", pretending to spit, and her round buttocks shook slightly, as if to express dissatisfaction. This completely little woman's posture gave me great satisfaction. However, being bound like this was not convenient for me to move, so I gave up this method.

	I climbed onto my mother 's shoulders, slipped the left strap of her black bra off, and dangled it between her arms. My ample breasts seemed to find a respite, but it didn't help. Determined to finish a good deed, I began to consider the clasps at the back. The strips of fabric across the back were wider than the underbust at the front, clearly indicating at least three rows of clasps. Only later, as an adult, did I understand that for fuller breasts, three or more rows are essential to achieve lift, centering, and gathering, while also distributing the force evenly and minimizing constriction.

	Men often boast about being able to unfasten their bras with one hand, but it's not always easy, especially for a virgin teenager. Plus, I hadn't studied the back of a bra. At the time, I couldn't unfasten even one button, let alone three rows of buttons. I kept tugging at the paperclip-thin metal strip, and the more anxious I got, the more I struggled. My left middle finger froze in my anxiety.

	"Huh ... ", my mother said in a voice that sounded like a reproach and confusion, as if she was surprised at the unfamiliarity of these "old hands". I even saw her vaguely trying to turn her head, and I was so scared that I quickly pressed down on the area around her shoulder blades to offset her strength to turn around.

	His hands continued to fall on the buttons, but after another struggle, there was no progress. He became a little angry and pulled them left and right randomly.

	" Tsk ... ", the mother was obviously even more dissatisfied.

	Then I witnessed a move I'll never forget. My mother reached behind her with her left hand and, while disdainfully saying, "Hmm ... why are you acting like a little kid ... so annoying," she quickly and easily unbuttoned three buttons with one hand. I seemed to sense once again the calm, skilled, and sexy allure of a seasoned woman. Facing this seductive mother, I felt a deep sense of defeat, yet at the same time, a surge of desire to conquer her emerged.

	I didn't bother with the right side ; lying on her side, I couldn't reach her. As the clasp popped open and the shoulder strap dropped, I felt my left breast twitch. Unable to resist any longer, I pushed aside the obstructing bra and grasped the large, firm breast I'd always dreamed of. It felt smooth and elastic, delicate and well-proportioned, and soft and tender to the touch.

	" Hmm ... " As her breasts gave way, my mother 's moans became even more voluptuous, as if this was also a sensitive area. In the dim light, I could only see the side of her beautiful breasts, which seemed to reflect a crystal-like luster, bouncing slightly with her rapid breathing. My mother wasn't a fair-skinned woman, but at that moment, I also found her white hemisphere charming. As she lay on her side, her right breast leaned slightly towards me, still plump but not sagging, and her breast flesh rippled in the firmness.

	With a little firm kneading, sometimes shaking it like pudding, this tempting mass of fat shifts shape under my palms. Fatty breast meat oozes out from between my fingers; a dice the size of a cherry pit or a peanut gradually expands, pressing upright against my palm. As I stroke the surrounding area, I feel tiny bumps.

	" Hmm ... " The stimulation of losing control from top to bottom made my mother bend her knees and arch her back, moaning profusely. The slippery, sticky feeling from my left hand rubbing her butt crack intensified. Sure enough, the two-pronged approach worked. I could almost foresee the situation I longed to experience.

	" Hmm ... um", my mother's voice is sickening, but it can tightly clamp my soul and make me unable to escape. I can only enjoy it greedily without caring anything.

	The air was also filled with the rich fragrance of women and frankincense, which penetrated deep into my bones. The various sensory experiences were so pleasant that I couldn't help but shiver.

	As a child, I couldn't believe this fact: the breasts that had nurtured me could also stir my mother's passion, make her moan, and cause her to lose her mind. At the same time, I thought, these breasts had once been so open to me, but why, as I grew up, had they become a forbidden place, unattainable to me? What was the logic behind this? No one had ever explained it to me, and I didn't understand. I simply followed my instinct, demanding what had been my childhood treasure.

	I watched my mother 's uncontrollable moans and groans, her delicate body twisting unconsciously, and the child's stubbornness and the boy's natural desire to conquer her emerged, even though the object in front of me was inappropriate. I pinched and twisted the bud in my palm with a little force, feeling it grow harder, like a cylindrical gummy bear.

	"Ah ... be gentler," I heard her moan, and the dampness in her butt crack intensified. I remembered the allure my mother displayed during our parents' sex scene, seemingly vulnerable to being fucked, yet her body honestly thrust its rounded hips. I hadn't expected to see it so closely. My actions now overlapped with the memories of my parents' sex scenes, even my mother's reactions. Unable to restrain myself any longer, I accelerated the kneading of her buds with my fingers, and with my left middle finger, I began to rub the tender nub left and right at the crack of her butt.

	"Ah ... do n't ... "Hmm ... " I felt that the mother in front of me showed signs of falling, but I didn't know what the final sign of her fall would be, but I had a strong premonition.

	" Um ... stop ... stop ... ", the voice became louder, but it seemed that she remembered that "I" was next to her , so she lowered the voice and restrained her chanting; the mother seemed to be very uncomfortable, and pressed my right hand through her bra, which could only stop me from grabbing her breasts, but that could not stop me from continuing to stimulate the protruding buds.

	　　Finally, as I thrust into the tender spot between her legs for the last time, I could feel the heat rising from her body. Her mature musk grew stronger, and then a damp liquid filled her buttocks. It was no longer a damp, hot sensation, but a real, tangible liquid. The spiral folds in the middle contracted rapidly.

	I seemed to have achieved my goal, but believe me , I panicked at that moment. I pulled out my left hand, which had been causing trouble for a long time, and rubbed the wet substance on it. It was extremely smooth, like egg white. Mother no longer moaned, only weak gasps remained.

	I was genuinely terrified, feeling like I'd caused a terrible mess. I felt a surge of regret. I'd rather kill someone or set fire to something than go through what I'd just experienced. How could my immature self withstand such a crushing blow from my mother? Dark and silent, the world before me gradually blurred. My mother's body gradually transformed into a devouring demon. Unable to resist, my soul was sucked in.

	At that moment, a quote from the British historian and theologian Saint Bede suddenly came to my mind: "Life is like a sparrow flying across a banquet hall , emerging from darkness and returning to darkness. There is only one bright moment in between. And it is that fleeting moment — the flapping of wings amid the clamor of the earth — that we must seize."

	I ended up living in secret fantasies, desires, and longings, and my conscious life continued to build bridges of fear over them, and my childhood had quietly collapsed.

	At this moment, I didn't know what to do or how to get rid of this panic. My right hand had already stopped moving.

	Like a child falling off a cliff in the abyss, feeling insecure, there was a moment when I wanted to shout "Ah, Mom", but then I thought I should just wait for my mother to turn around and come to her senses. I didn't want to endure this torment any longer.

	My mother 's subsequent actions completely dragged me into the abyss. She seemed to sense the pause of the people behind her, perhaps wanting to end this "battle" quickly, or perhaps she herself was aroused and insatiable, longing for more.

	She moaned lazily, while I was still in a daze. She found that "I" behind her still didn't move. "Oh," she sighed, stretched out her left hand, grabbed my hand that was still covering her round buttocks, and exerted a downward force, as if to pull my fingers to continue to squeeze deep into her buttocks.

	I mechanically let my mother 's hands do what they wanted. As my fingers felt the muddy dirt in her buttocks, cutting through the sticky, tightly closed flesh, the devilish little boy who only wanted to take from his mother took over my soul again.

	Therefore, my mother 's actions at this moment gave me a very obscene feeling, like an experienced and mature woman seducing an underage person who lacks self-control. This inimical behavior is really inspiring and makes me feel very lustful.

	When my fingers returned to the wrinkle at the bottom of my mother , it was no longer rough meat, but really tender and smooth meat because it was fully moisturized.

	The mother shuddered, "Hmm ... ", " Don't do it here ... it's too dirty ... "

	The more she did this, the more I refused to listen. With a rebellious mentality, I hardened my heart and forced half a finger into the hole.

	"Ah ... no," my mother's voice seemed to be in real pain, and she shook her head, expressing her unwillingness. She took my hand again, guiding me diagonally downwards, deeper, and thrusting.

	"Go down a little ... " my mother moaned, her voice weak and yet irresistible. This time I obeyed. I felt the tenderness between her legs, and with my mother's "tacit consent" and "command," I continued to advance my fingers.

	I 'd just fallen for my mother's perky ass, completely absorbed by it, and hadn't even begun exploring my birthplace. Plus, I didn't want to claim this treasure too quickly, preferring to keep it hidden and savor it later. Even then, I couldn't believe the situation. It all felt so surreal. Could I finally get my hands on this most magical part of my mother's body?

	I really wanted to use my eyes to find out, but I couldn't see anything in this light. I just felt that the area below the buttock groove was dark, so I decided to just rely on feel.

	The crotch was soaked, slippery and wet, allowing my fingers to move freely in and out. First I felt a hint of fuzz, then two soft, tender pieces of flesh, sandwiched between them. I can't find words to describe that moment; I've never felt anything like it in my life. Though soft, it gave me a sense of vibrant vitality.

	My fingers, starting from the tips of the two adjacent pieces of flesh, moved back and forth between them like cutting through thick, tender flesh. This was the hottest part of my mother's body I had touched tonight. Feeling it more closely, beneath the two pieces of tender flesh seemed to be a small, steaming hole. My fingers were rubbing the outer edge of the hole, and the flesh here refreshed my perception of tenderness and smoothness; it felt like the lining of our mouths, the entrance to our throats, only even more moist, as if it were already bathed in slippery water.

	"Ah, um ... " My mother seemed to enjoy this move of mine. Her delicate body did not move, which made me feel that she was in a state of greater enjoyment at the moment. My right hand also stroked from her shoulder blade to her left buttocks up and down, left and right, back and forth continuously. After a long-lasting "interaction", my mother's body also permeated with clear sweat, and her whole body was covered with a layer of oil. My right hand was also sweaty and wet.

	Even though I was inexperienced, I knew this was my birthplace. As my fingers thrust between the two tender pieces of flesh, the hole below, like a spring, continuously gushed out a sticky fluid, even soaking my wrists. The flooding caused my thrusts to create a sizzling sound, a sound that stimulated me no less than my mother's dreamlike moans.

	My movements were getting faster and faster, almost frantic. I noticed my mother was trembling, her whole body shaking, her body half-lying over. I could see her face buried in the pillow, her left hand grabbing the sheets beneath her, as if to tear them apart. Her round buttocks began to stick out more towards me, and I even felt her thrusting herself forward.

	Beneath the sizzling sound of water, a suppressed, charming moan of " Hmm ... " filled the air with a pungent, fishy scent. The hole beneath my fingers seemed to have a suction force, and I almost wanted to bend my fingers downwards, to stop the flow. But it was incredibly tender, and as my fingertips brushed against the tiny nubs and grains of flesh, I suddenly felt a surge of compassion, unable to bear the thought of rough treatment. This was the delicate part of my beloved mother, and I had to cherish it. If I forced my fingers into this hole, I could easily see her get hurt, something I didn't want to see.

	" Mmm ... Mmm ... No more ... Mmm ... That's it," my mother shuddered, her moans tinged with tears. Her right hand, gripping the edge of the bed, veins practically bulging, puzzled me. Was she truly in pain? Listening to my mother's slightly tearful moans, I was both shocked and thrilled. But after a few seconds, I began to worry about something more violent. I hadn't forgotten my father was nearby.

	　　In order to stop my mother's increasingly severe physical reaction and to relieve my inner anxiety, I did something suicidal, and it was this action that exposed me.

	　　With fanatical desire, I leaned over and kissed my mother's buttocks, but I didn't stick out my tongue. I just used my lips to feel the slightly cold buttocks, hoping to soothe my mother's trembling body.

	"Ah ... " My mother , not expecting this from me, let out a delighted cry. Doing something so disgusting yet lascivious to her only heightened my desire. Unable to withstand the burning desire, I only wanted to do more. I moved my head and kissed the crack of her buttocks and the crotch.

	"Ah ... disgusting, aren't you?" my mother said, seemingly in disgust, but she didn't stop me. Although I really wanted to squeeze my entire head in, it was obviously unrealistic. My lips only touched the crotch, not even enough to open my tightly closed buttocks.

	My mother was always a clean person. She'd always shower and change clothes after sweating from farm work, no matter how many times a day. Even though she didn't have the so-called feminine scent of young girls using shower gel, skincare, body lotion, perfume, and other fragrances, there was no odor. So I kissed this butt, usually associated with filth, without hesitation.

	What I didn't know was that my father had never done such a thing, so this behavior finally aroused my mother's suspicion. At this time, I was completely unaware, and I didn't even notice that my mother's moans had completely stopped.

	It can be imagined that at that time , the mother supported her upper body with her arms, turned her head and looked behind her.

	I realized something was wrong and looked up at my mother's body. My mother and I looked at each other!

	　　This is it! "Boom!" It was like thunder exploding in my head, like a bucket of ice water being poured down on me in the dead of winter. Terror spread within me, growing stronger and stronger. I didn't even have time to admire it. My mother's upper body lifted up, the quilt slipped off, revealing her half-dangling black lace bra, her left breast almost completely exposed, the red-purple bud popping out. This lewd, almost male-like scene was supposed to be the most arousing for me.

	However, my mother seemed not to be fully awake. Her eyes were still a little dazed, her face was flushed, her hair was disheveled and slightly wet with sweat, and some strands of hair were stuck to her forehead and cheeks, which was quite attractive.

	"Huh?" My mother's sound seemed to be full of doubt, but also a little silly and cute. I was so scared that I dared not breathe and quickly pulled out the fingers that were molesting her two tender pieces of flesh. "Hmm ... " This was probably the last time my mother moaned due to physical stimulation tonight.

	Soon, the mother shook her head, stretched out her long legs, sat on the bed with her buttocks, and sat up straight.

	She tried hard to open her deep eyes, then she remembered something and looked to her right. The person she had always thought of was sleeping soundly in the same bed, not far to her right.

	My mother confirmed this cruel truth. Even in the dim light, I could see frost beginning to appear on her face, and her eyes were brewing a fire that could burn everything.

	Her whole body was trembling. Just as she was about to speak, "Li ... ", before she could finish her words, she covered her mouth and her fingers were trembling.

	Later I found it funny that my mother didn't realize that her breasts were exposed. Her body was trembling in extreme anger, causing her bra to shake. Without the restraint of the shoulder straps, her breasts were shaking.

	She lay sideways on the bed , her skin smooth and even. Her legs slumped limply, squeezing her flesh-colored buttocks into a deep groove under the light. The round lines were shimmering with dazzling white light.

	 

	 

	Chapter 8

	The reason for today's update is that, for some reason, I browsed the forum and searched for the name of my work. I didn't expect that there are also fanatics outside the site who are paying attention to it and exaggerating the height of my work. Fine, for these fans, I will update again.

	　　Don't underestimate the long intervals between updates. I've been writing constantly, with a backlog of 500,000 words. I plan to release more frequently once I'm fully on track (not yet fully committed). You think I'm taking this long to get to full base? Don't worry, the erotic scenes are still detailed and lengthy, and the length is as impressive as the final scene. For more information on how I'm doing, please refer to the previous chapter.

	the first thorough completion, I began the old-fashioned step-by-step strategy. According to my current style, just imagine how long the strategy for each node would take, and how long would the sex scenes after the strategy was successfully completed.

	I've discussed this with people in certain groups before . It's not easy to write a diary of this, from active to passive to interactive, from hands to mouths to private parts, from dressing to undressing, from back to face, there are countless nodes that can be detailed, and I can describe each node in crazy detail ...

	　　Isn’t this cake huge? Haha.

	Well, today 's chapter was actually written a long time ago. It seems that I was not in a clear state. It feels fake and awkward. I don't know why I thought of this plot at that time. But I wrote it, so I won't waste it. My desire has dropped, and it's hard to keep up the level every time＊＊＊＊＊＊＊＊＊

	The following plot is a bit illogical, but it's the most logical progression. Believe it or not, I believe it anyway. — Preface I'm not trying to brag, I'm actually quite clever. Otherwise, I wouldn't have managed to score the perfect score on every entrance exam (except the Gaokao) despite never liking to study. My friends say I'm full of clever ideas, using devious tricks and cunning tactics instead of the right ones. At least when faced with a problem, my mind is active, my ingenuity is quick, and I can find convincing solutions.

	Regardless of whether it's perfect or not, if you prepare yourself mentally , things won't turn out the way they should. At that moment, my mother's face turned pale, her eyes wide open, and she looked at me with disbelief, biting her lip with her upper teeth, her breathing rapid. It was like when I was a kid, and she caught me doing something "unbelievably wrong," the next second, she'd grab the nearest weapon and attack me. Usually, only after she'd hit me would she start to lecture me.

	But what was this all about? What was she supposed to say? Would she lash out at me, "How dare you even molest your own mother?" or "You little bastard, you're a badass!" or "You're a rapist?" With my father right beside her, would she really dare to openly express her inner suspicions about me, her potential rebelliousness towards me, to him? If that happened, how would we as a family get along in the future, and how would we continue educating our children?

	I noticed that if my mother hadn't been afraid of waking up my father , she would have punched and kicked me immediately, or even cursed me while she was filled with anger and heartbreak, tears streaming down her face.

	between us. In that moment, despite my panic, my mind remained remarkably clear. I wondered, isn't the mother responsible for this? Even if it was unintentional, she had exposed her alluring body to her son, not to mention engaging in marital relations right next to him. Isn't it normal for a young boy, influenced by a negative influence, to develop a curiosity about his mother's body? Besides, I hadn't explored that part; I had only explored with my hands and eyes. If my mother had considered these points, she wouldn't have brought up the taboo we all dared not mention.

	　　Obviously I had given my mother a difficult problem.

	Throughout life, there are countless moments of brilliant acting , moments that help you achieve your goals or escape adversity. At that moment, I recalled Mr. Luo Ergang's "History of the Taiping Heavenly Kingdom," which I read throughout junior high. I remembered Yang Xiuqing, the Eastern King, who, relying on the sleight of hand of "Heavenly Father descending to Earth," usurped much of the power of religious interpretation, even surpassing even the Heavenly King at one point. Some actions, though seemingly clumsy, can, in the right context, appear incredibly brilliant. Even those with discerning eyes can see the flaws, but they can only suffer in silence.

	I decided to act out a scene and wake my father up, hoping his genuine reaction would make the scene more realistic. Secondly, I hoped his presence would make my mother hesitate to reveal certain things. I had to admire my own talent. Some might doubt that a middle school student could have come up with so many ideas. In fact, children are the most likely to harbor evil thoughts. Often, they are less concerned with consequences, less adept at weighing the pros and cons, and lack a sense of moral or legal restraint, acting entirely on their own impulses.

	　　Back to that moment. I ignored my mother's gaze and other reactions, stopped looking at her, and stared straight ahead. I began to pretend to tremble all over, gasping for air through my mouth, as if frightened. Of course, I couldn't achieve the eloquence and emotion of Yang Xiuqing. But in the dim light, it was enough.

	"No ... don't come over here ... ah ... who are you ?" I muttered in a panicked voice, clutching my head in feigned agony. My mother, seeing my frantic behavior, must have frowned in confusion. She sternly shouted, "Li Yuqing? What's wrong with you?" She'd probably already put on her clothes by then.

	I ignored her, still mumbling something incoherently. Seeing my lack of reaction, my mother stretched out her long leg and kicked me, luckily hitting my arm. I pretended not to know it was my mother, but simply fell back to the edge of my bed, stopping my nagging and staring blankly ahead with wide eyes.

	　　The noise finally affected my father. I could hear him mumbling in his sleep as he was disturbed, and it seemed like he was about to wake up in the next second.

	I escalated the drama and quickly hugged my mother's thighs. My mother struggled, but I held her tightly, like a drowning person who found a lifebuoy in the storm, and cried out in a crying voice, "Dad, Mom ... I'm so scared."

	　　The shouting finally woke up his father. He slowly got up, scratched his sleepy eyes, and didn't know what was going on. He just scolded, "What the hell are you doing in the middle of the night?"

	Then he looked at his mother and asked "what's wrong with him".

	My mother's brow furrowed, her gaze contemplating me, as if trying to discern something. Then she shook her head and said, "I don't know. He just woke me up." Hearing her say that, I was overjoyed. She hadn't immediately forgotten to accuse me of my incestuous behavior. The horrific scene I'd anticipated seemed unlikely to unfold.

	Then my father got up directly, walked to the porch and turned on all the lights. Suddenly it was as bright as day. Before that, I let go of my mother's legs. "Is there anything you can't say?" my father asked.

	Then I clutched my chest, pretending to calm myself , my breathing still heavy and unsteady, almost crying. To be clear, I really wanted to cry, but of course, this emotion stemmed from my mother's unrequited love and the feeling of being "backstabbed" by her.

	"I ... I don't know if it was a nightmare or real," I said tremblingly. "I saw a woman pulling me in my sleep, right next to my bed."

	　　This silenced them all. Growing up, my parents had always been wary of supernatural matters, but they'd tried not to mention them in front of us. In earlier years, they'd actually witnessed some ghostly activities, and even witnessed and participated in the "rituals" performed by the witches so prevalent in the countryside.

	For example , once a famous fortune-teller visited the village, and the streets were packed. Many families whose children had died prematurely or who had suffered accidents gathered around her, hoping to "communicate with the gods and spirits of heaven and earth," asking about the fate of their deceased relatives and their future needs. I was there, and I still remember the scene, and I understand why so many people believed her. The fortune-teller demonstrated her skills. She rubbed her hands together, and suddenly there was a loud noise, and a puff of odorless white smoke emerged from them. It was a bit like the magicians on TV, and this one trick truly "conquered" the ignorant villagers.

	Later, when we talked about this incident, we used the witch's magic trick as proof that she really had some real skills. Although we later realized that she probably used some chemical substances.

	My father lit a cigarette, lowered his head, and said, "What nonsense! There's no such thing in the world. Do you have a fever?" My mother glanced at me first. I don't know what she was thinking at the time, but the situation had completely changed, and she had no choice but to go along. She leaned over and placed her hand on my forehead. "It's not hot," she said.

	Then he added , "You're such a grown-up, yet you're so timid. You were so scared by a nightmare."

	　　He also blamed me, "Did you watch some movie recently that made you have such wild thoughts?"

	I felt that the play was almost over and had reached the stage I had envisioned, so I stopped exaggerating. "Maybe I really had a nightmare. I didn't sleep very well in this hotel."

	" Go back to sleep, we are all here, what are you afraid of?" My mother said with concern at this time, and seemed to have forgotten my behavior just now.

	Actually, this plot isn't entirely untrue. From childhood on, I've never dared to sleep alone on stormy or thundering nights, after hearing rumors of supernatural forces in the village, after hearing the piercing and terrifying suona of a distant funeral in the stillness of the night, or even simply because I'd been frightened by a horror movie. I'd either endure the entire night in fear, staying up all night until dawn, or I'd sheepishly go to my parents' room and tell them I was too scared to sleep. On several occasions, I'd even frighten my mother by standing at the door.

	I was timid and had a criminal record, so my parents didn't suspect anything at the time and it wasn't a big deal. That night passed like that.

	The poem "Floating Life for Righteousness" says: Many things that cannot be brought to light, that cannot be made public, can happen at home, hidden within. The family, the most sacred place, is also the most secular place ; moreover, the sacredness of the family is often reflected in its secularity — as Confucius said , "A father conceals his son's misfortunes, and a son conceals his father's misfortunes." This not only does not undermine the sacredness of the family, but is a requirement of family life. If my mother didn't mention what happened last night, I think it was probably due to this invisible constraint. Of course, it could also be considered that she was fooled by my "acting crazy and stupid."

	The next day, I was woken up early by the noise of my parents washing up. Chinese parents are very disciplined in their sleep schedules. No matter how rough the night went, they always woke up early, regardless of the amount of sleep they had.

	After waking, I didn't get out of bed immediately. I dozed off, reflecting on last night's events. It felt like a dream , and I couldn't believe I'd actually touched something I'd longed for but felt hopeless in this life. My hands seemed to still remember the touch of that beautiful, curvaceous body. I raised my left hand, unwashed the previous night, and rubbed my fingers together. It felt as rough and smooth as a thin layer of diluted glue drying on my hand. Suddenly, this hand felt strange, like a demon, not my own. It had truly committed the atrocity of "destroying my reputation," further destroying the sacred and inviolable image of my mother in my mind. After this incident, my sense of moral restraint, ethical constraints, and shame had more or less collapsed.

	My physical appetite was ripe with desire, my mental gratification with forbidden pleasure, and my sexual cravings were insatiable. I had no plans to soothe my restless heart, but I knew there would always be a more suitable opportunity, or a more inspiring state of mind. What would I gain then?

	Soon after, my father woke me up in a stern voice, saying he was going to have morning tea and asking me to quickly wash up and get ready. As I brushed my teeth and washed my face, I noticed my mother pacing by the door, occasionally looking down, sometimes staring at me, silent, with a half-smile in her eyes. I dreaded that look most. In the past, it often meant she saw through everything, knew all the facts about your "mistakes," and was just waiting for you to give in under the pressure. If I tried to argue or feign indifference, her expression would turn to disdain and she would begin to list my ten sins.

	Last night's play was over, so I couldn't just give in without a fight like I did when I was little. After all, I was almost out of junior high, so how could I not have some self-control? I ignored her, ignoring her probing gaze. I brushed my teeth in the mirror, even humming a cheerful, inarticulate song. I caught a glimpse of my mother, shaking her head helplessly and walking away.

	After everything was settled, I went to the restaurant next door for morning tea with my father's friend and his family. This uncle's wife had once been the object of my sexual fantasies. She was average-looking, even older than my mother, and her skin wasn't as good. She hadn't gained weight, and her nasolabial folds and crow's feet were quite pronounced. But her eyes were particularly alluring, and her figure was standard. Most importantly, she owned a clothing store in town. She wasn't involved in farming, had a touch of fashion, and a touch of the worldly, commercial, rural "young woman"—this was what captivated my young self.

	in my imagination, this kind of people are easier to win over. Imagine that an ordinary woman can actually attract a middle school student like me. She is very likely to feel a ripple in her heart and fall in the admiration of teenagers. Secondly, the most practical point is that there is nothing disgusting about her body. As a sexually awakened adolescent boy who can't wait to have sex, seeing normal women can arouse sexual desire. To put it bluntly, he is so hungry that he will eat anything. However, this aunt's conditions are far from meeting the definition of being so hungry that he will eat anything.

	They have a son who's a few years younger than me. Last night, my family went to their room to chat. This woman had just gotten out of the shower, her hair wet, and their son was also in the room. I immediately projected my dirty thoughts onto them. And because her son was younger, it seemed even more exciting.

	I fantasized about her myself . Imagine seeing a woman who arouses you in a hotel room, a place as suggestive as this. You're bound to ignore everyone else and imagine the possibility of something erotic happening. I even thought, if we were ever in the same room just the two of us, I might be able to take advantage of her.

	　　This aunt is one of the most capable women I see on a daily basis. Sometimes I feel like those around me are out of reach, and sometimes I think they should be within easy reach. Leveraging your existing connections, what can't be accomplished? No matter what I do, these connections will cover me and prevent me from falling into a trap.

	However, because I didn't have the opportunity to be alone and because I was timid, I ultimately failed to achieve what I wanted when I was in the prime of my life. This regret makes me very uncomfortable.

	After breakfast that day, it was already midday, so we continued on to our next activity: clothes shopping. My father always gave me the highest possible standard of material goods. At the time, Anta and Li Ning 361 shoes were considered luxury goods in small towns. With his support, I bought a pair of Li Ning shoes for around 300 yuan and a 361 T -shirt. My mother even scolded him, saying that buying me such expensive things would make me stand out from the other students and would not help cultivate a frugal and simple consumption philosophy.

	Women always visit lingerie shops when shopping. When my mother and the auntie went into the Cosmo Beauty store, endorsed by Chiling, we men consciously stayed away from such places and stood by the door, waiting. But for me, now conscious of infidelity, I paid attention to my mother's underwear purchases for the first time. I wanted to see what styles and colors she would buy, whether she would buy sets, whether her plump figure would be noticeably larger than the auntie's, and how they would discuss such intimate matters as size.

	I watched the clerk gesture at my mother, and suddenly I felt like she was being disciplined by a man. Even though she was a woman, having large breasts wasn't something to be proud of in those days, especially for traditional women. It was even a bit shameful. People viewed plump women with prejudice and insulting nicknames. But my mother was different. I could clearly see the clerk's genuine admiration. It wasn't just the rule that the customer is king, but more importantly, my mother's breasts were so full and plump that they were enough to make the clerk, who was also a woman, envious and impressed.

	I be able to point fingers at certain aspects of my mother's body? When that time comes, I will be able to do whatever I want.

	When I saw the purple bra my mother was holding up, noticeably larger than the one the aunt was holding, I felt a twinge of lewdness and amusement. She smiled naturally. I wondered what they were talking about, whether she was proud or a little embarrassed. I also saw my mother trying the bra on herself. This scene made me think she wasn't just testing the fit, but rather showing it off to someone, revealing her full feminine side. I wondered when I would be the one being shown off. My mother went in and out of the fitting room several times, leaving me with endless thoughts. I didn't pay attention to what bra she ultimately bought because, regardless of her consent or knowledge, I would always be able to measure it myself when I was home.

	Before five o'clock, we returned to the hotel, awaiting dinner and a late-night snack. Then, my father and his friend went back to work, while the rest of us, bored, watched TV. Back then, a vacation in the county town seemed so plain and simple today. But for us, staying in a hotel was indeed a novelty, a kind of metropolitan experience. And the so-called nightlife, such as evening tea or late-night snacks at restaurants, gave us a sense of fulfillment and satisfaction. In short, it was the standard "bourgeois style" of life in that era and place.

	　　That night, I didn't dare to "act rashly" again. I was honest and simple. My mother seemed to have forgotten the incident. I felt that I had completely overcome the sinful trial of the previous night. The next day, after breakfast, we left the county seat and returned to the town. I went back to school.

	　　Before leaving, the mother seemed to be hesitant to speak, and finally said, "Don't think too much about other things. Let's talk about it after the exam." But the look in her eyes was quite meaningful.

	Back at school , my daily routine was a blur. Only when I fantasized about my mother did I feel energized. Sometimes, I'd even masturbate while looking at my English teacher in class. The close proximity made the fantasy incredibly real, and with my hand hidden by the table, the slightest movement was noticeable. It was discreet enough, and I didn't know if anyone noticed. But even if they did, no one would know what I was doing. I just wondered if my English teacher would notice the lustful fire in my eyes when she looked my way.

	At the time, I felt incredibly horny and unrestrained, like no one else could possibly engage in self-harm with the frequency I did. At the same time, I felt smug, feeling I had found an easy way to reap immense pleasure. It's not uncommon for people to start masturbating during adolescence, and it's nothing unusual. Most people manage to moderate or even lose interest with age or experience. But I assert that those who develop incestuous desires during adolescence are even more insane. Compared to others who fantasize about ordinary women, these individuals face greater obstacles, both subjectively and objectively, forcing them to resort to this method to quench their lust.

	The end of June came in a blink of an eye. One night a few days before the high school entrance examination, I stayed up all night with a few classmates. When we were climbing over the wall, we were discovered by the director of the Education Department who was on patrol. It was dark anyway, so he couldn't recognize us, let alone catch us. We ignored his scolding at all, and the wind blew us hard, just like naughty monkeys.

	As for the day of the high school entrance exam, or my feelings about the exam , I don't remember anything. It was important, but it wasn't important either. Anyway, getting into a key high school was easy. I didn't look forward to the results being announced; after all, there wasn't much reward for doing well.

	But the two full months of summer vacation that followed were a truly wonderful experience. No worries, just fun. The most exciting part was being able to spend every day with my mother. My father was mostly away working. Because of this, even the little bit of farm work that once seemed so painful to me became enjoyable. My mother's presence completely made me forget the fatigue of farm work.

	As the temperature gradually rises, as people's hearts become restless, and as people's clothes become cooler, in this summer washed by puberty, I look forward to winning another forbidden experience belonging to a teenager from my mother.

	with my mother , I harbored a desire for her, but it wasn't completely controlled by desire. There were many other things that could capture a middle school student's attention: a game of basketball, a swim in a pond or river, catching shrimp, fishing, and birdwatching, playing single-player games in the middle of the night in the breeze ... All of these things brought me joy and made me seem more like a normal, well-rounded underage student.

	However, when the outside excitement faded, and my mother inadvertently revealed her feminine side at home, I would begin to indulge in immoral fantasies. These fantasies mostly occurred in my room, in the shower. Unless there was a good opportunity, I wouldn't stir up trouble again.

	In the past, during summer and winter vacations, I could only hang out with the people in my village. Whether it was the transition from primary school to middle school or from high school to high school, once summer vacation arrived, those close friends and classmates who had been inseparable on campus would simply disappear. Because communication and transportation were underdeveloped, even if the distance wasn't very far, a few kilometers could become a formidable barrier. After all, we couldn't ride motorcycles recklessly, and not every household had a spare motorcycle. Even elementary school classmates from the same village would become estranged due to the transition to higher education, let alone middle school classmates from different villages.

	Fortunately, the mountains, fields and rivers in the countryside still gave us a unique and happy childhood and youth, and we never felt a lack of spiritual world.

	　　The tragedy of my mother's job was a constant dark cloud hanging over my head. It's hard to pinpoint my feelings at the time, but it was like a child today reluctant to see their mother go out to work—at least feeling a little abandoned. Back then, I was still childishly selfish, wanting my mother to focus on the family. I had no idea that working was also for the family, for the better life and growth of my children.

	I was even more worried that after my mother went out to work, she would meet so many different people and that things would happen that I couldn't control. This worry stemmed from a movie I saw as a child : "Barley Ripe in the Sorghum Field," starring Sylvia Chang in 1984 .

	　　Sylvia Chang plays the wife of a seriously injured husband, whose income has been cut off. For the sake of her family and their young son, she is first pawned off to a brothel and later becomes the victim of an army officer. The husband, overcome with pain and helplessness, accepts all this, not only giving up his wife but also their son to someone else. Tragically, the couple remains in love, ultimately only able to have sex in a sorghum field as the sun sets.

	　　This film, for the first time, made me feel the humiliation borne of a family tragedy, its subdued narrative tinged with a sense of helpless melancholy. Honestly, though, and I'll be honest, I don't have a cuckold complex . Because the wife in the film is also a mother, even at a young age, I found the tragic heroine's later fate all the more alluring. It's precisely because the calamities of the old society created a rift between the once loving couple that the subsequent "infidelity" gained a strange allure and a certain sweetness.

	I may be a bit paranoid, or have an overly rich and extreme imagination, but when I see my mother about to go out to work, I always think of this movie, even if the background has nothing in common with the situation I'm facing.

	At that time, I sincerely hoped that my mother's "job search" would fail. However, she had already "studied" for three months before her last trip to the county seat, so it was inevitable that she would officially start working in the township.

	Before I took the high school entrance exam, I was thinking that if everything had gone well, I might have been employed by now.

	After the exam, I couldn't wait to get home and ask my mother about the progress.

	When I got home that day, my mother didn't ask me much about how I did on the exam. She still insisted that high school graduation was enough. I wanted to ask her about her job several times, but I couldn't bring myself to ask. It always felt weird for a bratty kid to ask that question.

	The next night, while I helped light the stove in the kitchen while my mother expertly prepared dinner, I was in the kitchen. She wore a loose, batwing-sleeved T- shirt and knee-length cotton shorts—normal housewear. The cuffs were so wide that a slight lift of the hand revealed a glimpse of her underwear. There was also ample room for a hand to slip through, and as she swayed, it was tempting to reach out and grab a handful. Her thick, shoulder-length hair was tied in a low ponytail and then tucked up, leaving a feather-duster-like tail that swayed with every movement. Combined with her efficient cooking, she exuded the air of a well-bred young woman.

	From her expression, I couldn't tell how her work was progressing. Looking at her delicate figure, a feeling of uneasiness spread in my heart, and I couldn't help but ask her about it.

	　　The result was a delight! My mother also heard the news from my uncle, saying that the company had suddenly hired a few university graduates with so-called matching majors, which made it difficult for my mother to handle the matter. Furthermore, the Municipal State-owned Assets Supervision and Administration Commission (SASAC) at the time still had the final say over mid-level and lower-level personnel within its subsidiaries, so recruiting on her own was difficult.

	Fortunately, my mother wasn't upset. After all, we didn't pay much, and the job wasn't absolutely necessary. Back then, it was ridiculous. I heard people paid 200,000 yuan just to get a job at a state-owned enterprise with a monthly salary of 3,000 yuan. 200,000 yuan was the market price. We just used connections and favors, so if we didn't get what we wanted, it wouldn't be a big deal.

	The boss there didn't say it was absolutely impossible, just that we should wait. I figured it was just an excuse, that my connections weren't strong enough, and that the deal was definitely off, so I should find another job as soon as possible.

	At least my mother won’t be able to go out for a short time , so I can spend my summer vacation in peace.

	My father left his computer behind at the time , not taking it to the construction site. After all, I'd finished my high school entrance exams, and without internet, I couldn't play online games, so he wasn't worried about me becoming addicted. Initially, I also thought the computer was useless without internet. But then, at my childhood friend's house, I saw him playing the single-player game "Age of Empires II" on one of those old-fashioned white desktop computers. I wasn't quite sure what it was at first, but I decided to give it a try, so I borrowed the game disc and installed it at home. It was quite engaging, especially for a fan of world military history like me.

	As a classic real-time strategy game, Empires II, while lacking in visuals and real-time strategy richness and authenticity, nevertheless allows us to relive the civilizations and glories of history's greatest empires and military figures. The unique characteristics of each civilization also provide players with a rich and surprising experience. My favorite are the classic campaign levels, which feel like you're right there in the thick of it, rising from weakness to strength, exploring and conquering your way through, and personally laying the foundation for the historic significance of these battles that changed the course of world history. Starting with a shadowy map and a few scattered soldiers, the road ahead is uncertain. Through adventures and challenges, you build an army that will conquer the world. It feels like you're truly colliding with history, its characters, and its scenes. This gaming experience is deeply captivating.

	One night during the summer vacation, I was deeply immersed in a battle level of Empire II, in the Seljuk Turkish Empire camp, with yellow sand all over the world. After an hour of development and fighting, sweeping all the way, a heavy-armored camel cavalry group under my command gradually took shape, ready to deal a heavy blow to the Byzantine Empire.

	Suddenly, I heard my mother's voice, "Hey, Li Yuqing, come here, I have something to talk to you about."

	It sounded strange to me. My mother rarely spoke to me like that, mysterious and serious. This definitely wasn't a normal family matter. I was having so much fun that I didn't reply immediately.

	" Tsk, what are you playing that's so absorbed in your mind that you don't even respond when mom calls you," said the mother in pretended anger.

	I then paused the game and said to my mother who was standing at the door, "What's the matter? Why don't you come over and tell me."

	My mother came in and said, "Since you have so much free time, please do me a favor."

	I 'm actually quite utilitarian. My mother was dressed both loosely and tightly, so I didn't pay much attention. No one would be in heat like a teddy bear all day, right? I went back to the paused game screen and asked what was going on.

	My mother said, "Please help me write an application to join the organization (you know what I mean, I won't explain it here)."

	　　I've heard of this before, and it's now a source of frustration. While I'm quite capable of writing a lot of random things, it's incredibly agonizing when I don't want to. This has become a major work ethic for me: never let anyone know you're a brilliant writer, or you'll be the one to handle all the writing tasks at the company, regardless of your position. My mother also somewhat believes that I'm a literature and history enthusiast, someone who reads and writes a lot and has a certain amount of experience, making this kind of writing suitable for me. However, her own knowledge of history is essentially zero , so she finds it difficult to start writing, which is why she turned to me.

	At that time , I didn’t care much about why my mother wanted to join the organization. Later I found out that it was to get through the village committee. I don’t know whether it was for the work of the village committee or for future work.

	I looked embarrassed and said awkwardly, "This ... it's better for me to write it myself." Afraid that my mother would continue to sternly order me, I added, "This doesn't require writing in a very literary style. It just needs to be sincere and genuine. Once you finish writing it, I can at most help you revise and polish it."

	My mother was displeased when she heard this and said, "Ha, you think I don't know? The thing is, I haven't written a long article in years, and I just want you to help me with the layout." Although I said layout, I basically did the whole thing myself.

	I guess he saw that I refused right away, and the more he thought about it, the angrier he got. After all, it is natural for a son to help his mother, and he should do so without hesitation. As parents, we will never harm or make things difficult for you, and if we ask you for help, it must be something we can do to the best of our ability.

	My mother launched into a barrage of criticism, "You always brag about how much you've read and how good you are at writing, but it's useless when the chips are down!" "If I could write, why would I need to ask you for help?" "I provide for your food and clothing, cook for you, and run errands for you, and now you can't even do me a favor? You two are the same, heartless." I was terrified. This constant barrage of praise and criticism was only getting worse, so I quickly changed my tune and agreed, "Okay, okay, I'll help you write, okay?" Then, imitating the scenes on TV, I said, "What good would it do me if I helped you write well?"

	My mother poked my head gently and spat at me, "Isn't it enough that I cook for you? What else do you want?"

	　　At this time, other little ideas came to my mind. I thought, maybe by writing this thing, my mother and I will need to have in-depth communication, and I can get some benefits. I suddenly felt that this job was not bad.

	According to the old storyline, I usually make some strange requests that I haven't made before, but we don't have the tradition of bargaining between mothers and children. So I didn't say much for the time being, but if I could think of a hidden and roundabout way to satisfy my evil desires, I would mention it.

	Despite my careful considerations , I still had to take this material seriously. So I set to work. Since I'd never written anything this politically charged before, I consulted a bunch of books for ideas, including my own history textbooks and a book on organizational history I borrowed from a neighbor who was a teacher. Back then, there were no cell phones, computers, or internet access, so I had no resources to draw on, so I had to invent something from scratch.

	Since I have no examples to refer to, I don’t know how others write it, but the organization is sacred and great in my mind, and I must definitely use all my life’s learning to write this material.

	I have about ten days , plenty of time, and I plan to write a little each day. This is a rare opportunity for spontaneous, intimate time with my mother, so I must stretch the narrative and seize the opportunity for a breakthrough. First, I'll lay the framework. I'll directly apply the core principles of the pyramid principle, starting with the conclusion and stating the main point. I'll begin by outlining my motivations and ideals, drawing on my own experiences growing up, the ever-changing lives of my first and second hometowns, and my deep understanding of the greatness and legitimacy of the organization, both historically and now. This has inspired me to join the organization and organically integrate my personal future with social value. Next, I'll fill in the gaps around these key points, and finally, I'll analyze my own strengths.

	Then when I was writing , I couldn't help showing off my knowledge. The Four Sentences of Hengqu were a routine operation, and I also specifically looked for sentences to quote from the unpopular parallel prose of the Northern and Southern Dynasties.

	Unexpectedly, my mother didn't ask about my progress or come to supervise or provide guidance in the first few days. She only came to check in on me in detail on the evening of the fourth day. I was getting anxious. At least I had to ask her about her personal development history and the situation on her family side.

	That night, I was so engrossed in my writing that I noticed my mother had come in, standing over me, half-bending over my work. For a moment, I ignored her. After finishing a sentence, I habitually stretched and did some chest exercises to relieve my fatigue. Unexpectedly, my right elbow struck a soft lump of flesh. With a disapproving groan, I let out a disgruntled, "Tsk, watch out!" Then I remembered my mother was beside me and realized what I had hit. I turned my head and called out, "Mom," then lowered my head and resumed my writing.

	My mother , knowing my careless mistake, paid no attention. She leaned forward again, propping herself on the table with her arms, and began to watch intently. She had clearly just showered; the scent of shampoo and body wash was still strong, and her dangling hair tickled my face. I instinctively glanced sideways at her, and with just one glance, I noticed her plunging neckline, revealing her red bra.

	It felt like her hair wasn't just tickling my face anymore; it was my mind that was distracted. I couldn't help but glance back again. No, more than once. I spoke deliberately slowly, "Your ... hair... is... touching... me ... " My eyes were fixed on her neckline , revealing a plump , white flesh beneath. Even her bra couldn't completely defy gravity, leaving her two large, white, rabbit-like breasts hanging limply. The part not covered by the bra felt incredibly soft, as if it would sway with every breath.

	　　This sight immediately made my dick react, luckily my lower body was covered by the table at that time.

	My mother also realized her hair problem, and without noticing my sneak peek, she said, "Ah "Sorry." Then she stood up straight, gathered her hair, and expertly tied it up and tied it into a knot. This movement also stunned me. Her hands were folded behind her back, pushing her chest out. The thin, sky-blue sleeveless shirt couldn't contain the majesty of her breasts, which were stretched out in front of her chest. A corner of her bra was faintly visible at the cuffs, and her clean, slightly wrinkled armpits gave her an infinitely charming look.

	　　This time, I didn't shy away from it. I watched my mother's movements intently, even looking back at her. She was fixing her hair, and when she saw me staring at her, her movements slowed down a bit. We didn't say anything, but she had a faint smile on her face, her eyes gentle, and she didn't avoid my gaze. I didn't know what this meant.

	"Why, Mom, is she so beautiful? Why are you staring at me like that?" my mother scolded me, and then she stopped looking at me. Her reaction gave me the illusion of affection.

	she finished fixing her hair, she saw me still staring at her like an idiot. I wondered if she could tell I was staring at her breasts. "Still looking? Keep writing."

	But I couldn't help but glance at her out of the corner of my eyes. My mother looked at what I wrote again and said with a smile, "You're almost in high school, but your handwriting is still so ugly." I felt unhappy when I heard that. How can my handwriting be ugly? It's just not beautiful. Get over it. I'm helping you. How can you say I'm wrong?

	Then I couldn't help but turn my head to look at her. My mother's lips were only 5 centimeters away from me. To be honest, although her lips were not bright red, they also had a delicate feeling. When she spoke, the hot air exhaled from her mouth sprayed on my face, and the voice felt soft and crisp. I almost couldn't help but kiss her, although I had no idea about kissing.

	My mother was wearing grey shorts that had become very thin from being washed so many times. Her upper body was bent low, but her buttocks were raised, and her waist was a smooth curve. Finally, my gaze drifted to the view inside her neckline. The veins on her delicate breasts were visible, making her look more realistic.

	Even a fool could tell where I was looking. Seeing my perverted gaze, my mother lowered her head and finally realized her breasts had been exposed, allowing me to feast my eyes on them. She patted my head lightly, a bit annoyed. "You dare to look at anything? Be careful of trachoma," she said, standing up and straightening her clothes. Then she simply pulled a stool over and sat next to me, leaving me no room to peek.

	I think of beauty in my eyes. Clothes that used to look old-fashioned, even like something worn by an elderly woman, now look more like a homely young woman on my mother , complementing her perfectly rounded figure. The truth is, when I appreciate and discover beauty, everything changes. Whether it's rustic or ordinary, doesn't it embody the unique aura of a homely woman? As a teenager, I preferred this style.

	After we sat down, my mother finally started to criticize me. The first thing she criticized was the famous quote I'd been so proud of. She said, "The Four Lines of Hengqu are too abstract and grandiose. They need to be revised." She also said she couldn't even recognize some of the ancient text, let alone its meaning. I thought about it carefully and realized that while it wasn't discrimination against small-town women, it didn't seem very realistic for a small-town woman to quote such a quote.

	Then my mother told me about her personal growth so far, but I didn't listen at all because I was staring at the base of her legs, which were pressed together. The bulging part under her thin shorts was fascinating. At that time, I didn't have any sexual awareness of long legs, but looking at the legs exposed outside my mother's shorts, which were round and toned, and had a sense of power, I actually had a strange idea that I wanted to be clamped by these legs and "strangled".

	"Do you understand?" my mother finally asked. I finally came to my senses from my reverie and said, "Ah ... Oh, I see." Actually , I had n't heard a word. My mother also looked at me doubtfully, "You're not paying attention at all. I don't know if you're listening at all."

	"Ah!" It was me who cried out in pain. For some reason, my mother suddenly pinched my waist. She looked very angry. I looked at her in agony, wanting to ask why.

	"You're such a stubborn person! Don't you realize I'm your mother?" Mother sternly glared at me, arms folded across her chest. Then she stood up and walked out, saying, "That's all. Don't write too long. I'll be tired copying it."

	I was a bit confused at first, but then I looked down and saw that I'd unknowingly leaned my butt against the back of the chair, exposing the tent in my shorts. My mom saw it with just a glance. My face was burning, but I wasn't too panicked because my mom didn't think much of it.

	In fact , I really hope she will delve deeper into it. Regardless of her original intention, once the mother and son discuss this issue, the taboo shackles will inevitably loosen.

	My mother walked to my door, stopped, turned her back to me, and said, "You're almost in high school. You know what you should think and do."

	I was extremely upset that I was exposed so quickly. The purpose of this writing trip has not yet been achieved. Next time, my mother will definitely be on guard, and I will have to be cautious. Even the visual enjoyment will probably be cut off.

	Until I finished writing and my mother , the first party, accepted the work, I didn't transgress again, and the application was over. Until the rice harvest, I had no chance to touch my mother's body. Of course, a big reason was that my heart was drawn to the summer countryside life, wandering in the mountains and fields. Incest was not the main theme of my youth.

	　　Harvesters were already popular at that time, and since my family didn't farm much, there wasn't much rice farming involved. It was just drying and harvesting, a tug-of-war with the unpredictable weather. Sometimes, the weather would suddenly change while we were eating, and we'd have to put down our bowls and chopsticks to gather the rice that had been dried. Human potential was unleashed in the face of torrential rain. The swiftness of the movement, coupled with the exhaustion of the rush, epitomized the hardships of farmers and is a fond memory of the busy farming season from my childhood.

	　　Longans are hanging on the branches, rice is beginning to be harvested and dried, and the peanuts in the hilly drylands are almost ripe.

	　　In early August , my family began harvesting peanuts. That day, we drove a men's motorcycle to transport bags of peanuts. My mother rode on my motorcycle, carrying two empty winnowing baskets, two long umbrellas, and an old aluminum lunchbox filled with porridge (a mixture of less rice and more water) to begin the day's work.

	Unlike in the north, we don't have vast reed beds or sorghum fields here. These cassava forests in August were our hidden paradises during our childhood. Children are curious about and love hiding places. It's as if hiding in them truly gives them their own little world, where they can do anything without fear of ridicule; they can release their emotions or simply lie quietly, becoming one with the mountains and nature.

	There are few people coming and going on the dry land on the hillside. Those who come are busy working in their own fields. We have gone into the cassava forest, and no one can disturb our little secret.

	I remember a funny moment in elementary school when a classmate proudly showed me his "treasure" hidden in the cassava forest. He'd stolen half a banana from a neighbor's plantation, dug a hole in the ground, covered it with leaves, and waited for it to ripen. Even though it wasn't ripe at the time, he even "warned" me not to take his bananas. It was like Wang Er next door had stolen before. In the end, I calculated the time, dug up his past, and snatched all his bananas. I ate a few right there and then, stuffing the peels back into the hole. I found it hilarious to imagine him seeing his own home being "robbed."

	The banana grove is also a very cozy place, a place rarely visited by people. There was a banana grove goblin in Lin Zhengying's film, but it didn't scare me. The daylight is still abundant, and the shade provides a natural air conditioning effect. Being there, deserted, it relieves the heat and dryness, leaving you feeling relaxed and refreshed. It evokes the feeling of "sitting alone in a secluded bamboo grove" or "reflecting the light into the deep forest."

	Our main peanut fields are nestled right at the edge of a hillside, nestled in the curving riverbed. Beyond and below is the ancient riverbed, thick with tall trees and dense grass. Even though the road is right across, it's practically impossible to get there, forcing you to detour. In other words, our peanut fields are rarely visited by people. Besides us, no one comes here for no reason.

	　　Sometimes , though, a few familiar villagers would be seen working in the fields, but after a quick greeting, they would disappear into the loess again. For the first time, I understood Bei Dao's poem: "Silence remains the story of the East. On ancient murals, the people die in silence, and live forever in silence."

	Gazing at the rice fields in the distance, and looking back at the secret world provided by the cassava and banana groves around me, I remembered Sylvia Chang's film about sorghum fields. In my initial excitement, I also look forward to the day when, right on the land beneath our feet, in nature, in the hidden paradise of my childhood, I can do something that cannot be made public in the secular world.

	　　In order to protect herself from the sun, my mother also dressed warmly, wearing a long-sleeved dacron shirt and a straw hat, and she worked efficiently, unlike me, who always had to prepare myself.

	in the field may seem ordinary, but it's a true remedy for hunger and thirst. When needed, simply pour a little into the lid of your lunchbox and enjoy a hearty sip. Sometimes, the porridge and a little rice fall onto the loess, and the pot becomes caked with dirt and grass, attracting a few ants scurrying around. This seemingly "dirty" pot of porridge is truly nourishing to those who toil.

	Once in the field, regardless of whether the sun is shining or not, we open an umbrella, tie it to a shoulder pole or a long stick, and stick it into the ground to create a cool spot. However, this is often unnecessary, as most peanut fields are also cassava fields, a two-in-one arrangement. The cassava groves are in full bloom in August , providing shade for the peanut harvesters.

	We found a good place to sit, somewhere cool and comfortable, with easy access to the ground . My mother pulled the peanuts from the ground, and I picked them, threw them into the dustpan, and finally packed them in bags.

	Nearing noon , the people in the mountains returned home for dinner. Everything was quiet, peaceful and tranquil. There was no breeze blowing through the pine and fir trees, which stood upright under the scorching sun. Only the gurgling water among the rocks made a whisper like a zither.

	harvesting two large bags that morning , I tied them onto my motorcycle and hauled them home myself. My mother walked, which wasn't far. We had lunch and rested until around 2:00 a.m., then continued on our way, harvesting all the peanut fields in our area. As I finished loading the truck and prepared to return, something unexpected happened.

	My mother spotted some chopped branches under someone else's old longan tree nearby. Figuring she'd be returning empty-handed anyway, she decided to bundle them up for firewood. After spending a short while under the tree, she was attacked by the larvae of a terrifying poisonous moth we call "big silkworms." At this time of year, these moths were in their growth phase, hiding on the branches, sometimes merging with them. The terrifying thing was, their thick, long, and fleshy growth made them unable to withstand the weight, and a few branches would occasionally fall off. After this incident, we had to walk faster when passing tall, old longan trees.

	　　Speaking of this giant insect, I can't help but say a few words. I wonder if anyone has ever been frightened by it. When climbing a tree to pick longan, it is very easy to get bitten because not only does it have poisonous stingers and hairs, but also the places where it has been nesting, its cocoon, and its larval nest are all covered with poisonous hairs, which are extremely painful to touch.

	Some are as thick as two fingers and over ten centimeters long. "Catworm" doesn't even begin to describe them, and they don't have much hair; you can even see their skin. As of 2023 , I couldn't find the name of this insect on Baidu. It's baffling. Logically, this is the larva of a common tussock moth found on longan trees, so it should be quite well-known. Why can't I find any information about it? Is it unique to longan trees here? I've looked at hundreds of pictures of tussock moth larvae, and I can't find any. Other tussock moth larvae pale in comparison. If anyone knows what kind of insect I'm talking about, and its scientific name, please let me know. Sometimes I even wonder, is this not some kind of larva at all? Could this be its ultimate form?

	The pain it inflicts is so intense that even the legendary jasmine fern leaves it far behind. If you accidentally touch its poisonous hairs, it feels like countless red-hot needles are embedded in your skin, causing an excruciating, long-lasting burning pain. Your hand isn't red or swollen, but you're left with an inexplicable, excruciating pain. You can't see what's on your skin, but you feel like invisible needles are pricking you.

	　　In short, fear of this insect has kept many old longan trees in our area untouched, leaving them to rot on the trees. Using bamboo poles as clamps, we scoop up as many as we can from the trees; climbing is practically life-threatening. The insect's vision and antennae are a significant deterrent to even the most fearless of rural residents. Furthermore, the fruit quality of older longan trees is generally average, so picking incomplete fruit doesn't seem like a waste.

	According to the mother , one of the insects fell directly on the back of her neck. She was nervous for a moment and the insect slid directly through her clothes and across her back before falling to the ground.

	I saw my mother there, her face full of pain, her whole body twisted, her hands reaching behind her back as if fiddling with something. Then I went over and asked her what happened.

	"It hurts so much! A giant silkworm has fallen on me!" Of course, my mother 's reaction wasn't exaggerated. But the burning pain was real, and she kept rubbing her back, trying to ease the agony. If it had fallen on me, I'd have ascended to heaven on the spot, with ghostly howls echoing through the sky.

	I saw the culprit dead at her feet, its green guts and liver juice all over the floor. It had obviously been crushed to death by her mother. I secretly smacked my lips, thinking I couldn't keep these shoes.

	I've been bitten once , and I don't know any scientific relief methods. I basically just endured the pain. At best, I rubbed the affected area against the grass or my hair, trying to remove the seemingly poisonous hairs. There's also a folk remedy, which I think is useless : smearing with saliva. In the countryside, there's no common sense, and any insect poisoning is treated with saliva.

	After returning home, my mother applied the Picon Cream without hesitation. By the time I was done with her work that evening, I hadn't noticed anything unusual about her, so I assumed the "trauma" was over.

	But when it was almost time for bed, my mother called me, "Li Yuqing, come here quickly," quietly and with a hint of embarrassment. Looking back now, whenever there was an overly intimate moment between mother and son, the tone of her voice was very different from the usual, commanding tone. There was always a sense of resolve, yet still a touch of shyness and a slight awkwardness.

	I replied "coming" and went into her room.

	The mother touched her neck and back with a look of torture and said, "Hiss, my back still hurts. I feel like there are some needles and hairs that haven't been removed." "Please take a closer look for me. If there are any, help me remove them."

	When I heard this, I was cheered up. The opportunity for legitimate and intimate contact that I had been waiting for had finally come. Thanks to that dead silkworm.

	"Go get a small towel and dip it in hot water so it's easier to wipe off," my mother said. I returned with the towel and stood behind her, watching as she grasped each side of her white undershirt with both hands, slowly lifting it up, revealing her waist, bra straps, and almost her entire back. She undressed like a woman waiting for you to do something like that. It made my stomach itch, and I instantly became aroused.

	But holding the clothes with both hands like this still covered my shoulder blades, which was inconvenient. I pretended to be calm and said, "How about ... you take off your clothes, otherwise they will be blocked. You are wearing underwear anyway."

	My mother didn't say anything, just turned her head slightly, then raised her hands, took off her sweatshirt neatly and threw it on the bed.

	Objectively speaking, even the most deteriorating and aged skin has a smooth, even back. Even if it's not white, it's still plump and dazzling. And my mother's skin isn't bad. She stood there, letting me take in a close, thorough look at her smooth back, hidden only by the red bra clasp. With a slight tilt of my head, I could see her bra-wrapped, firm breasts, plump and pointed, shattering the space of mediocrity.

	My whole body felt like it was on fire, and I was lost in thought. My mother said, "Why are you just standing there? Get started!" I took a step closer, leaned forward, and with both hands, I grasped her neck and back, examining her carefully from top to bottom.

	My entire face was very close to my mother's smooth back skin. I could smell the pleasant feminine fragrance on her body. She must also be able to feel my hot breath on her naked skin, because I found that every time I exhaled, my mother's body trembled slightly.

	　　To see more clearly, I not only moved closer, but also directly stretched out the skin on her back. "Hiss ... " Feeling the movement of my hands irritating the part of her body that had been "burned" by the poisonous insect, she couldn't help but let out an unbearable sound.

	When I pulled harder with my hands, my mother's cry of "Ah ... it hurts ... " sounded like a gasp in my ears, as if I were doing something inappropriate for children. My blood rushed to my chest, and my little cock was so hard that it wanted to pierce through my pants.

	"How's it going? Did you notice anything?" my mother asked. Honestly, as someone who's experienced it, I know for sure it wasn't. If you don't rub it yourself, the area where it came into contact with the insect won't even be red or swollen, but it does feel a bit like it. To make this erotic moment last a little longer, I deliberately said, "It seems ... I'm not sure. Let me take a closer look."

	As I watched, I gently wiped her genitals with a towel, as if to actually remove something. "Hmm ... " As I wiped, my mother responded with a long, soft moan, a mixture of pain and pleasure, which made it hard not to think of something wrong.

	I almost wanted to kill her right there and then. Doesn't she know how tempting she is to a novice like me?

	When I ' touched ' the back clasp of my mother's bra, I came up with another bad idea. I put my fingers inside and pulled the back clasp a few times, as if squeezing my mother's breasts. The action was extremely obscene.

	"What are you doing?" my mother asked in alarm. Before she could react, I quickly said, "Why don't you take this off too? It's quite a nuisance."

	My mother didn't respond, so I added, "There are no outsiders here." This was quite funny. Even if they weren't outsiders, there were taboos too. I wanted to blur this taboo.

	" Annoying," although my mother said this, she still put her hands behind her back and skillfully unfastened the back clasp. This action reminded me of the charming scene in the hotel that night.

	Then I noticed that my mother was holding her bra with both hands, and the straps were not loose, but she still looked very worried. It was like she was on guard against something, and this feeling made me look more like a man in front of my mother, rather than a son who could make her feel at ease.

	I could already see her two big white rabbits showing a little from the side, which made me feel swollen and full. At this moment, if I wanted to touch them, it would be easy.

	I stopped dwelling on that and continued down to where her waist and hips met. The view below was even more alluring. I was half-crouching, my face directly facing her supple lumbar spine. Below that was the high, swollen peak of her buttocks, revealing every ounce of her womanly curves. I noticed that her thin, beige shorts clung to her buttocks, almost transparent, revealing her fleshy flesh. Not even a trace of underwear was visible.

	Originally , I should have stopped the "examination" at the lumbar spine, but looking at the round beautiful buttocks, I felt unwilling to give up.

	Lust breeds boldness , and I never learned my lesson. I touched my mother's smooth, slightly elastic waist, and my palm had already touched the waistband of her cotton shorts. Seeing that my mother didn't say anything, I hesitated for a moment, hooked two fingers around the elastic waistband of her pants, and pulled her shorts open!

	　　It was a huge visual shock. She was not wearing any underwear. When I realized this, my breathing became disordered. It was as if I saw my mother as a straightforward and open-minded mature woman, but her casualness was very lethal to me.

	overhead fluorescent light illuminated two round, plump, white buttocks, so plump and round, so perky that the thighs were invisible, a powerful clarion call of desire in me. I stared at these hemispheres in my mother's pants, my blood boiling in my belly, my mind ablaze with frost and snow. It was the first time I had seen my mother's round buttocks in this light. If I lowered my head again, I would surpass that night at the hotel and experience an even more shameful intimate contact with these alluring buttocks.

	It was a matter of a split second. My mother noticed it immediately.

	"Hey!" my mother shouted, unable to believe my action. I quickly let go, startled. "Ah!" she screamed. She had let go so quickly that her elastic pants shrunk back, clearly hurting her waist and hips. It felt like her buttocks were trembling.

	My mother turned around, not caring that only a bra was left hanging on her chest, her white breast flesh exposed under the fluorescent light, her face was cold, and when she saw that I dared to look at her chest, she became even more furious, and said to me as if I were an enemy, "What are you thinking about looking at all day long? You have no respect for your age."

	I quickly explained, "No, I wanted to see if your butt was affected ... " Then I changed to a low voice, "Who knew you weren't wearing any underwear?" It was like I was the first to complain.

	My mother , perhaps exasperated by the revelation of some embarrassing secret, said, "You ... you can't move without my permission , whether you wear it or not!" This was easy to misunderstand. "Was there ever a time when you agreed?" She also found the words odd and, unsure how to continue lecturing me, turned her back and asked, "Did you clean up just now?"

	Seeing that my mother no longer talked about the incident just now, I breathed a sigh of relief, stroked her back with my hand, and said, "It's definitely clean. Does it still hurt now?"

	"Hiss ... Why does it still hurt?" My mother took a breath as I touched her.

	"Maybe the toxins aren't completely removed , they're still in your skin." Suddenly, I remembered the scene in a TV show where people suck out snake venom, and a more devious thought emerged, one that could escalate the erotic scene. "I used to encounter these stings frequently when climbing longan trees. There's a method that actually works ... but ... oh ... forget it ... it's too difficult."

	" Mom , why don't you just leave it like this? It will get better after a while."

	"How can I sleep when I'm in pain ... how did you do it before?" said the mother .

	I deliberately said, "This is a disgusting method."

	"Stop nagging and tell me what you're going to do," the mother said impatiently.

	I replied, "Saliva is fine." Whether or not this actually works is unclear; it's probably just a psychological effect. I thought my mother would be disgusted by this folk remedy. But she suddenly snapped, "Oh yeah, how could I have forgotten that?"

	She also laughed and said, "When you were a child, you were stung by a wasp and I used my saliva to disinfect it for you, but you were disgusted."

	"Okay, Mom , let's not talk about this old stuff," I quickly changed the subject of the past.

	"Okay, let's try it," Mom said. But then we all realized how this was going to work, and the atmosphere grew tense. I couldn't just let Mom spit into a cup, collect it, and then ... Or maybe I could just stick my finger in her mouth, dip a little, and then ... Let's not even talk about the disgusting part; the image was just too much to handle.

	I asked guiltily , "Then ... then I can only use mine?" My mother turned her head and looked at me, as if she was thinking about something. "Yours is yours. A mother never disdains her child's ugliness. You grew up eating my saliva, so today I will let you get revenge." "At worst, I'll go take a shower after we're done."

	I suddenly felt fearless. "Don't worry, Mom. I brush my teeth every morning and night, so they're perfectly clean. I guarantee it'll work." But the thought of a connection between us, mother and son, over something as unacceptable as saliva seemed bizarre and absurd. At the same time, my imaginations wandered: saliva brought to mind mouths, kissing, and even the idea of using one's mouth to touch flesh in sexual ways. While disgusting, it was certainly tempting to try.

	Just as I was processing the complex emotions in my head, my mother had already slumped over the bed, her back exposed. Oh, and she had already put her bra back on. Seeing me standing there, dazed, like an idiot again, she rested her face on her crossed hands, tilted her head, blinked rapidly a few times, her long eyelashes as if they could speak, and her delicate features, as she said to me, "Come here quickly."

	Oh my god, you can imagine how I felt at that moment. A mature woman wearing only a bra, lying on the bed, her buttocks raised high, looking at me with such eyes, looking at a teenager, saying such words, it was as if an incestuous scene was about to be staged. Why did I feel that the mother's eyes at this moment seemed a little ambiguous.

	Lost in thought, I secretly swallowed my saliva and pressed the gun with my hand, pretending to be careless , otherwise the tent made by my penis would be very conspicuous. Then I walked over and sat on the edge of the bed.

	Tonight's plot is getting out of control.

	at my mother 's alluring backside from the bed , the experience was different. Regardless of her consent, I reached out with trembling hands and began to undo her back buckle. Needless to say, I stumbled and fumbled, and my mother, sensing my clumsiness, said, "Tsk, so clumsy," as she fiddled with her hands and performed the same routine she did every day. Hearing her say this, I was also dissatisfied, saying, "I've never undressed a woman, how would I know?"

	The mother probably realized that it was inappropriate to argue with her underage son about such an issue, so she remained speechless.

	my mother unfastened the back buckle herself, I might have been confused and took off her shoulder straps with both hands. "Hey, don't move. Do you want to take off all my clothes?" my mother said dissatisfiedly while lightly hitting my left hand to show her refusal.

	However, my mother had her head resting on her hands, so I couldn't get it off either. The shoulder strap was stuck in the middle of her arm. But the whole scene looked a little more erotic. Because of the pressure from her body, the two big white rabbits underneath were leaking out a little bit of breast flesh, which made my mouth dry.

	The amazing thing is that the mother didn’t even tighten the shoulder straps, but just left it that way.

	So the "heavy taste" behavior began . I dipped my fingers in my saliva and first smeared it under my mother's neck, rubbing and kneading it gently.

	Next was the back. I followed the dorsal groove and touched the smooth back. I kept stroking back and forth in one place with my fingertips. Looking at this body, I always wanted to do something else.

	There's no way around it. When you're constantly drawn to something, you're bound to say something embarrassing, strange, absurd, or even thoughtless, and do something that goes against human ethics and common sense. I reached that point.

	I didn't muster up the courage, because I had done this preparatory action of mustering up courage countless times before, in all the years when I had coveted my mother.

	I said directly , "Mom, I think your back looks pretty good. I can't describe the feeling, but it feels very powerful and feminine."

	My mother was stunned for a moment, not expecting me to say such a thing, but women are naturally vulnerable to compliments. "Really? It's all the hard work you put into farming."

	Then my mother raised her head and turned around, looking at me, as if she was speechless. "How can a student like you know what female charm is?" She continued to laugh at herself, "I'm already an old country woman, what's the point of being charming?"

	I continued to flatter her, "It's the countryside so to speak, but from the perspective of a smart person like me, there are actually few women in XX town who are more attractive than you."

	The mother laughed and said, "That's an exaggeration! Even your father wouldn't dare to say that."

	I replied, "That's because he doesn't know how to appreciate it ."

	The mother said contemptuously, "He doesn't understand, do you?" "Hey, what's the point of you admiring your mother? You have no respect for your parents."

	　　As I spoke, I stopped drooling and, without my mother noticing, I gently stroked her back. Then I continued my gentle attack, "Look at your back, Mom. It's so smooth. Unlike the front of you, from your neck down, it's been sunburned all day and has spots on it."

	The mother didn't feel much about it. "I'm old. Besides, I have to do so much work by myself and your father can't help. Do you think I can still be as delicate and tender as a girl of eighteen or twenty-two?" The mother was very open about the natural flaws of her body.

	"I know you work hard, Mom . I will help you more in the future," I responded.

	" It doesn't matter . There aren't many people working on the farm these days anyway. Just study hard and help yourself," the mother taught her.

	At this moment, taboo and family affection intertwined, and I did something that was inappropriate, yet appropriate. I lowered my head and kissed my mother's back, lightly, and my mouth was filled with a smooth and fragrant aroma.

	" Well, what are you doing?" Perhaps my mother's defensiveness had come down, and since my action wasn't particularly excessive, she wasn't angry or surprised, just a quick scolding. Although this kind of behavior had never happened before, it was still a sign of mother-son intimacy, so it wasn't a bad thing after all.

	Judging from what we said and did tonight, I felt that some of the "unspoken rules" between mother and son had been broken. At this moment, a bold plan emerged in my mind.

	I opened my mouth, my voice trembling because this was so indecent and out of line, "Mom ... I ... " I was so nervous that I couldn't finish the sentence.

	" Huh? What's wrong?" the mother responded lazily.

	"No, no, no, why don't I ... learn from the TV."

	"What?" the mother was very confused.

	"It's like what's shown on TV, where someone gets bit by a snake, and then ... another person sucks it out with their mouth," I said cautiously .

	"So what do you want ?" asked the mother.

	Forget it, I'm just going for it. I'll never realize my dream if I keep hesitating. I took a deep breath and rallied myself, "No ... I might as well just use my mouth ... " The word "fuck" really reminded me of the oral sex scene, so I'm pretty brave. I wonder what my mother thought when she heard that.

	My mother immediately turned around and looked at me solemnly, expressionless. I couldn't read her emotions. Then I thought I saw the corners of her mouth twitch, as if she were smiling. Her eyes changed from deep to tender to intriguing. She didn't say a word.

	What she did next stunned me. She stood up from the bed, her hips sticking out, her shorts clinging to her skinny shorts. She clutched her bra with her hands, no shoes on. She walked to the door and gently, slowly closed it behind her, glancing at me. It was as if we were about to do something shameful. It was clear no one would be home to interrupt us, no one would witness what we were about to do, yet she closed the door anyway. I had the illusion that she was letting me fulfill a dream.

	　　The door closed, and my mother lay back on the bed, burying her head even deeper, as if she didn't want to pay attention to the outside world. My mother said, "Just do as you said just now."

	When I heard this, I was overjoyed . I almost fainted with happiness. My mother didn't think this behavior was inappropriate, at least between mother and son. Maybe she didn't care.

	I suppressed my excitement and said, "Sure, Mom, don't worry, I won't mind."

	The mother raised her calf and said, "Huh, I took a shower and I'm much cleaner than you." "I have to take another shower later."

	I stopped talking nonsense and knelt on her left side, lowered my head, and kissed the mother's back that I had dreamed of. The physical and mental stimulation was indescribable.

	Yes, it was ridiculous . My behavior towards my mother at that moment was like your usual back-spa treatment at a health clinic where a technician gave you a mouthful. It was too kinky and too erotic. If a third party saw what we were doing, they would definitely think we were doing that kind of thing.

	At first, I simply used my lips to kiss the back of my mother's delicate body, gently caressing it, feeling the smoothness and fragrance of her flesh, and the hot breath spraying on her skin. I really wanted to reach out and climb onto that attractive buttocks, but just thinking about it was too much.

	It has come to this point, there is no need and no way for me to be reserved. I stuck out my tongue and swept it up and down the groove of her back.

	" Hmm ... ", my mother 's sound sounded like a soft moan. I saw that she still buried her head deep in her eyes, but her cheeks seemed to be red.

	At this moment, I was like a dog, kissing, sucking and licking my mother's back. "Hmm ... " my mother said softly, but her reaction was a little bit bigger and more frequent.

	I sucked again, "Ah ... " I don't know if it was pain, comfort, or a natural sensitive reaction, but I saw goose bumps on her arms, her cheeks became more flushed, and sweat seeped out.

	I placed one hand directly on the base of my mother's thigh, feeling the roundness of it. She didn't object, perhaps thinking I needed a support point. But I didn't dare move, I just held on.

	Soon I kissed her waist, "Hmm ... hum", my mother's waist was obviously more sensitive there, I noticed that her body was trembling slightly, and the suggestive moans came out of her mouth, which was covered by her own hands, becoming more and more, and more and more uncontrollable.

	" Well ... hurry up, it feels uncomfortable."

	My head almost reached the place where I would eventually reach during that night at the hotel. The round buttocks, covered only by a thin layer of fabric, were right before my eyes. The fabric dipped slightly into the crotch, dividing my mother's buttocks into two halves. I could almost smell the intoxicating scent emanating from there.

	As long as I am brave enough to pull down these shorts, I can use my mouth to taste the forbidden land of my beloved mother, and taste the most delicious forbidden fruit. Just imagining it, my little cock is about to erupt, the fire of desire is running all over my body, and I am completely numb.

	I continued to lick the lumbar area, making my mother's breathing seem disordered, but she no longer made beautiful moans, and her hands became clenched fists.

	When I licked the back groove of the lumbar vertebra for a long time, "Hmm ... ", my mother lifted her hips slightly.

	As if afraid that I would misunderstand the groaning, my mother said, "This big silkworm is really poisonous. You'd better not climb those old uncles in the future."

	My mouth left my mother 's body, stared at her buttocks, and said, "Yeah, it's quite scary."

	kissed my mother's waist and hips again . At the peak of passion, I could no longer suppress the impulse in my heart!

	I touched my mother 's thigh with my right hand and quickly pulled down her shorts, exposing her raised buttocks. The buttocks trembled a little. They were round, white, dazzling, and seemed so charming that they could draw people's attention to themselves.

	My mother panicked and shouted quickly, "Hey, don't touch there!" She pressed and pushed my head with one hand. This was a natural reaction, and her intention was to stop my head from moving around.

	Unexpectedly , this move pushed my head towards her white and tender buttocks and pressed it down. My whole face came into close contact with my mother's round buttocks. I felt the touch of cotton on my face, and my mouth and nose were stuck in her tightly closed buttocks. I took a deep breath. Although I didn't smell anything, I felt the musk entering my lungs, making me refreshed and my blood boiling.

	My mother also noticed something was wrong and shouted angrily, "Stop it, do you hear me?" Yes, I didn't move my hands anymore.

	It was a close call , a sneak attack, but I was satisfied, my little cock got the strongest stimulation. I noticed that my mother had put her hands up and was about to get up. Taking advantage of the last gap, I stuck out my tongue, squeezed a little bit of her butt crack, and licked it.

	　　At this moment, my mother had stood up and pushed my head away with her butt, letting me feel the meat bomb for the last time. My mother pulled up her shorts, not caring about her bra that was about to fall off her upper body, half of her big breasts were exposed, trembling.

	"Li Yuqing, are you crazy?" my mother fumed, her face a mixture of shame and anger, her eyes murderous. She seemed to recall the night at the hotel, all my previous inappropriate behavior, and she hadn't expected to be taken advantage of again tonight. How could this be a normal mother-son relationship? How could she raise her child in the future? She was furious.

	　　At this moment, my mother also realized that her breasts were exposed. She quickly covered her bra and pulled up the shoulder straps. Her breasts became firmer with her breathing. Then my mother hit me hard on the head, gritting her teeth and saying, "You are disgusting!"

	I have always been afraid of confronting my mother head-on, so I could only argue, "I ... I thought I wanted it there too."

	" I just told you not to do that, but you're pretending you didn't hear me," my mother glared at me.

	"I forgot," I pretended to be embarrassed, as if I realized I had made a mistake, and lowered my head and scratched it.

	　　At this point, my mother put her sweatshirt back on and continued to scold me. "Whether you really forgot or just pretended to forget, you know it yourself." I couldn't tell what she was thinking, or whether her face was red. "I shouldn't have let you do that. Do you even know I'm your mother?"

	" Your head is full of evil, how can you behave like a son?" The mother's anger subsided a lot.

	I felt fearless because she wouldn't really do anything to me, so I could just hit her. She couldn't say anything beyond the normal mother-son relationship anyway, so I just went along with the situation and said something else, "I'm just trying to help you out of kindness."

	"How can you help like this?" my mother said angrily, glaring at me.

	"You obviously agreed to it," I muttered.

	The mother was so angry that she laughed, "You ... ! Anyway, you have been losing your sense of propriety lately, don't think I don't know."

	Me: " Mom, what are you talking about? Isn't it good for us to enhance the mother-son relationship?"

	The mother sneered, "Humph, it's better to enhance the mother-son relationship, not to add to the mess." "I have to pay more attention to you in the future."

	"Okay, get out now." My mother ignored me.

	I think it's about time. The most urgent thing is that I plan to masturbate for the last time. The strong stimulation just now has not been completely released.

	What I didn't know was that my mother , looking at me with a complex expression, was a turbulent tide churning inside her. Even if I didn't want to and had never considered it, time and again, the taboos that couldn't be spoken of were being torn apart bit by bit, and all sorts of things that shouldn't have been there squeezed in, slowly invading and corroding the natural human nature of a traditional housewife and a mother.

	 

	 

	Chapter 9

	I lived in you, but I never touched you. I traveled around your land, but I never saw you .

	　　Honestly, the influence of erotica on my mother was undeniable. I completely forget whether it was the erotica that came first or the incestuous thoughts about my mother. Some people would say that they don't connect erotica to reality, that it's simply a sexual fetish, a fascination with a fictional, forbidden desire. It's precisely because it's impossible and unacceptable in real life that they find a certain satisfaction in erotica.

	But what if a minor is reading erotica? They're both at their most intense ages . The man is full of vigor and lust, yet unbridled, while the woman is seasoned and passionate, and her figure and appearance haven't fallen apart early like the average Chinese woman (there are so many women in China, so there are bound to be women like that). It's not surprising that teenagers with poor self-control fall into this trap, like I did.

	I 've forgotten the circumstances that led me to my literary journey. I only remember that during the few days I had internet access, I initially sought out films with erotic scenes: famous Hong Kong Category III films, films I'd stumbled upon on TV but then feigned seriousness by turning my head or switching channels, foreign romances, and films with erotic scenes I'd heard from friends. The main theme was that I sought but couldn't find them. After much effort, I found the results were disappointing and simply brushed aside.

	My itch was barely scratching the surface, and my heart grew restless. My fantasies drifted further and further, becoming increasingly stimulating. I began to focus on real people, seeking online "theories" to back it up. Clicking on the search box on Baidu or Google, watching the cursor jump, a terrifying thought occurred to me. Typing in this kind of search term wouldn't yield anything. "Have sex with XXX ; have sex with XXX ."

	Search engines back then were incredibly lax in content regulation. They actually turned up a lot of articles about taboo topics, setting me on a path of no return. Even the crudest of erotic stories could be a huge shock to me, my first time reading them. Many acclaimed masterpieces, now looking back, don't quite capture the sense of taboo, but back then, there weren't such high standards. Just the mention of the words "mom" or "mother" in a piece of writing was enough to turn me on.

	Comparing erotic fiction with reality, when I tried to "actually" do it, I found myself with no way forward. In early erotic stories, the mother character inexplicably threw herself at the man; in longer novels, the relationship between an ordinary man and a woman was completely followed, but then it veered into a taboo world. In more realistic works, the heart of a woman was won through some seemingly unexpected and unexpected event, breaking the moral code.

	　　Which of these options would work for me? Threaten my studies? Threaten death to claim divine punishment? My personality, compared to my mother's, is completely capitulating. From childhood to adulthood, I've never been able to stand up to her. Use eloquent speech to persuade my mother? How could a middle school student have such "theoretical" attainments? ah!

	Or was it the usual man-to-woman tactic? But I couldn't even handle a normal relationship at school, and my emotions were so immature. How could I possibly start a romantic relationship with my older mother? Furthermore, this abnormal relationship was driven entirely by lust and had nothing to do with love.

	But during our daily interactions , at just the right age, evil thoughts began to silently seep into reality, gradually eroding any moral principles. To achieve this, I had only one solution: "talk less, act more." In real life, I pretended to be oblivious, allowing things that should be taboo between opposite sexes to happen between mother and son. For example, my mother used to change clothes casually, leaving the door open. Back then, I never considered peeking. Now, it's different. I watch her as closely as possible, even if she notices my gaze (not too much, though). She doesn't say much, at most moving away or closing the door slightly to conceal it. Or, for example, when she comes out of the shower naked and reaches for clothes from the chair outside, I often "happen" to pass by the hallway in front of the shower room, or even walk past the shower room door and into the utility room pretending to grab something. If I saw too clearly, she'd just glare at me, and that's all that mattered. This kind of behavior gradually blurs the boundaries of ethics, like "boiling a frog in warm water." Of course, even more extreme are the ones mentioned above.

	As mentioned earlier , I've always done this. Whether my mother noticed or ignored it, we never reached the point of falling out. In daily life, my one-sided imaginary "interactions" still managed to arouse my sexual desire to the highest level, and I would then masturbate to immense pleasure. Sometimes I felt that this was fine; there was no need to risk a family breakdown to satisfy my ultimate desire.

	There are no opportunities at all. When desire takes over , you will create opportunities yourself.

	In normal years , August in Guangdong always has a week or so of typhoons , which I hate. Although the mountains block the winds, which reach the area with much less force, they still bring abundant rain. The downpours are continuous, with occasional howling winds. The villagers don't know that, scientifically speaking, the winds aren't strong enough to knock over horses and cattle, but they have an innate fear of the weather. Aside from picking vegetables and feeding poultry, they stop their farm work and stay indoors.

	Gazing into the distance , the once bustling fields are now deserted, the world serene and tranquil, creating the illusion that the absence of humans wouldn't be a problem. The houses seem to have grown naturally, the country roads and paths a natural pattern of the earth. The occasional human figure is no more than an animal. When humans no longer venture into the wild, we finally return nature to the earth.

	　　For me, not being able to go out and play during a typhoon is a minor issue. The most annoying thing is that the TV signal is almost completely gone. Turning on the TV, it's either a solid blue screen or a patch of snow. There might even be a power outage, ruining all hope. You never know what's happening to the infrastructure and personnel responsible for maintaining the power and TV signal during a typhoon.

	I remember most about power outages was that without a TV, my family, especially my mother, would go to bed early, leaving me alone to face the endless darkness. Whether I sat in the living room or agonized over it in bed, it was always a cold sweat. The dim light of an old oil lamp, illuminating only a small corner, only made me feel insecure, exposed to the darkness. The shadows also triggered my imagination, leading to terrifying associations.

	On rainy nights with a power outage , when I was younger, if I could muster up the courage, I would sleep with my mother. Why do I say "muster up the courage"? It was assumed that once we started elementary school, we should sleep alone. I don't know how I was disciplined, but even though it was a bit difficult, I never objected. After all, my younger sisters all slept alone. Sometimes I envied those friends from less well-off families who, even at a certain age, still had to share a bed or room with their families, feeling safe and secure, and sleeping peacefully without worries.

	In fact , when I was scared and wanted to sleep with my mother, she never refused or laughed at me for being timid. It was just that after entering junior high school, there were fewer nights when I couldn't resist the fear.

	Of course, it is the first decade of the 21st century , and electric lighting in rural areas has long been normalized. Except for power supply interruptions caused by extreme weather or other natural factors, we have almost forgotten the intoxicating smell of water and oil lamps.

	Now my temperament has changed drastically . When I encounter a rainy night with a power outage, the darkness is no longer enough to comfort me. Instead, it makes my restless mind spread even more.

	was bizarre that darkness always struck during dinner, but we were used to it and had been prepared for it. But we would still check the switch on the wall to see if it had tripped or if there was another reason.

	So my mother picked up the water-oil lamp and asked me to carry it up the bamboo ladder to the bottom of the switch. This kind of bamboo ladder, leaning against the wall, is something that most people need to hold onto. Otherwise, it feels very unsafe. If the force is not evenly distributed, it always feels like it will slide backwards, which happens all the time.

	　　I know nothing about electrical circuits. Adults should do this kind of thing. I just need to hold the ladder.

	I followed my mother . The only light in the darkness enveloped her surroundings. The protruding chest and curved back parts flickered in the light and shadow, vying to be the focus of my sight. The dark yellow light shone through the lampshade, giving Wu's skin a soft glow effect. It didn't matter whether she was fair or had any signs of age. At this moment, it was smooth and soft.

	I set up the bamboo ladder and waited for my mother to climb up.

	At that moment, in the darkness, dead silence, and dim light, it seemed as if my mother and I were the only ones left in the world. In that case, couldn't I immediately hold her in my arms and do what I had always longed for, without worrying about worldly ethics and morals?

	"Take your hands away! Let me in," my mother said to me, raising the water-oil lamp in her hand. The light illuminated my face, and I came back to reality from my wandering in the forbidden sea. I quickly turned my face away, for I was afraid that my mother would notice the inexplicable fiery emotions on my face.

	Before my mother came in, I was distracted while holding the bamboo ladder with both hands. I quickly let go of one hand and made a little space for my mother to climb up the ladder.

	" Tell me the truth, do you get distracted like this in class?" my mother teased. She moved her hips sideways, and I deliberately pushed my thighs forward a little, narrowing the already tiny "channel." Her firm, round buttocks pressed against the base of my thighs, and through her thin shorts, I could clearly feel the elasticity of her buttocks.

	As if it was "stuck" , the mother pushed harder to squeeze it out. Unfortunately, the soft and elastic buttocks collided with my already erect cock, and my cock slid across the fertile buttocks.

	My mother is a normal person and should have sensed the evil change in me. Even under the dim light, I could see that her face seemed to have turned a little red, extending to her neck and ears.

	She didn't say anything. What could she say? She couldn't say something like, "You little bastard, you even dared to react to your mother." I actually wish she'd said something like that. I observed it with a god's eye, and I felt that ordinary "touching" and a physical reaction were two different things in a mother's eyes. The former could be dismissed as adolescent curiosity about the opposite sex, poor self-control, and a disregard for parent-child boundaries; the latter was a naked act of rebellious thoughts and impulses.

	my mother climbed the ladder, our positions were somewhat awkward. Having graduated from junior high, I was already 5 feet 4 inches tall, a bit taller than my mother, but sometimes we felt about the same height when we stood together. I held onto the sides of the ladder with my hands, as if I were hugging my mother from behind. I could smell the lingering scent of shampoo in her hair, and even more exciting, my erect cock was facing my mother's peach-like buttocks.

	It didn't take much to climb, just a few steps . I stared at my mother's buttocks, twisting and straining, the traces of her underwear appearing and disappearing . Climbing to the right position was like a full moon rising in the darkness, its light filling the young man's heart. I raised my head, breathing deeply toward her buttocks, as if trying to capture the scent emanating from there, and I leaned my head in as close as possible. Like a Super Saiyan who mutates and loses his mind at the sight of a full moon, except my tail was in front of me, sticking straight out.

	I checked for less than a minute and found that either the circuit breaker had tripped or the power was out. My mother came down slowly, but I was still worshiping her round buttocks.

	At that moment, I didn't know whether it was my face that "bumped" into her or her butt that hit her accidentally. My face bumped into her plump buttocks.

	"Ah!", my mother screamed and almost sat down on my face. Fortunately, she did not drop the water-oil lamp in her hand. Her soft and plump buttocks seemed to be massaging my face. Her thin shorts could not block the aroma of meat. A fragrance mixed with a hint of fishy smell penetrated into my nose. The peak of her buttocks tightly clamped my nose tip.

	I was also startled, my mouth slightly opening and closing, as if I had kissed my mother's round buttocks. Then my nose tightened, and the mother's buttocks on my face slightly relaxed. My mother lifted her head a little, and then looked back, remembering that I was on the bottom.

	At that moment, the close contact between my face and my mother's almost made me accidentally discharge my sexual desire. What a ecstatic feeling, the warm buttocks tightly covering my face, I wanted to rub my face against my mother's buttocks as much as I could.

	　　Although I have no sexual experience and am not a fan of heavy tastes, when faced with a woman who can arouse your emotions, you will only think about using all your sensitive parts to get close to all the sensitive, mysterious, hidden and erotic parts of her. Who wouldn't be attracted to the buttocks, a part that has sexual symbolism and embodies the characteristics of female charm?

	Without the soft touch, I felt a sense of loss, as if my own precious child had suddenly vanished. Looking again, my mother had landed, but she looked uneasy, even evasive, her face redder.

	Perhaps it was the darkness that gave me courage, or perhaps it was lust that clouded my mind, but instead of the usual bold and flirtatious words that came out of my mouth, I muttered, "You hit my head and made me dizzy. Your ass almost killed me." This kind of words also stimulated me. I was willing to give my life for this tempting ass.

	When my mother heard me say this, she was obviously at a loss and a little embarrassed. She could only pick up the phone and say, "I told you to be distracted and why didn't you pay attention."

	　　At this point, I forced myself to lighten the mood, patted my mother's buttocks with the back of my hand, and said, "It's quite flexible." This behavior was like a little hooligan pretending to be a decent woman.

	My mother froze, then instantly transformed into a furious tigress, shouting, "Li Yuqing!" Feeling I'd gone too far, I scowled, picking up the ladder and walking away. She followed me. Perhaps recalling the shameful events of the previous night, or perhaps recalling my previous attempts at groping and pretending to be a pig, I could sense a hint of irritation, for she suddenly pinched my waist, the pain so intense I nearly dropped the ladder.

	As if revenge had been accomplished, the mother snorted coldly, "You are not honest!"

	　　This little incident just passed like that.

	lay down on the bed , I couldn't sleep at all. Firstly, the strong wind outside was like the howling of ghosts and wolves, shaking the window and making a noise, as if some terrible monsters were trying to open the window of my room and break in; secondly, I was recalling the wonderful touch just now and the unobstructed contact with my mother's seductive buttocks that night a few days ago, and I felt that such a rainy night with a power outage seemed to be a perfect time to "commit crimes". I should be able to do something, and encounter little resistance in everything I do.

	Feeling conflicted and nervous, I got out of bed and hesitated to the door of my mother's room.

	" Mom ... I..." My voice practically trembled, not daring to speak loudly. Before, when I had no ill intentions, I'd never been so nervous and suffocated by asking my mother to sleep with me. People are always guilty, and there's something to hide.

	My mother had just fallen asleep and was still in a light sleep. After I called out to her a few times, she finally noticed me at the door. "What's wrong?" she asked, lying on her side.

	"I ... I don't dare sleep alone. I want to sleep with you," I said timidly. This kind of statement, while often perceived as negative in the internet age, is actually quite common.

	My mother didn't say anything, not even a grumble, because I was about to start high school and sometimes I was afraid to sleep alone. She knew that on some extreme nights, I couldn't get through it alone. This, combined with the situation, must have brought out my maternal instincts.

	"Then come and sleep with me," said the mother.

	Then I went over and lay down. As soon as I lay down, my mother took away a piece of clothing that was placed between us. Even in the dark, I could just make out that it was a bra.

	Yeah, most women don't wear bras to bed , right? Actually, I haven't observed her many times, so I'm not entirely sure about this habit. But in the past, at least before my mother came into the room, it was obvious she was wearing a bra. Maybe she only took it off after she lay down.

	My heart was pounding with joy. My mother, naked, lay beside me. My spirits were instantly perked up. It would be much easier to pretend to sleep and take advantage of her later. But I didn't peek yet. I just lay flat on my back, staring up into the darkness, trying to calm my thoughts.

	　　Although it was a typhoon night, the room was surprisingly hot and stuffy because the windows weren't open wide and the power outage had stopped the fan. Before I could even open my mouth, my mother asked, "Is it hot?"

	I said "hmm".

	Mother half-rose, stepped over my head, and reached for the palm-leaf fan on the bedside table. The sight before me made me wish my eyes would light up. Her U- neck tank top bulged, revealing her full breasts, a third of them exposed. Right above my face, just two or three centimeters, I could feel the brush of her top against my face. As she moved the fan, her plump, white breasts trembled before my eyes, leaving me bewildered.

	The fragrance of milk is in the air. Although I can't see the buds clearly in the dark, as long as I stick out my tongue , I can relive the breasts I sucked in my childhood.

	Soon my mother got a palm-leaf fan, supported her head with one hand, lay on her side, raised her legs, and began to fan me. The pleasant breeze dispelled the oppressive heat, but it couldn't dispel the heat in my body and mind. The fire spread from my lower abdomen, also controlling my cock to stand up.

	So I also faced my mother , adjusted my posture, and slept on my side, with my face continuing to chase my mother's chest.

	without the restraint of a bra , but they still give people the beauty of being plump but not sagging. The two lumps of soft flesh are squeezed against each other and squeezed by the mother's own arms, further overflowing to the neckline of the vest, and trembling and rippling with the movement of the fan. Although it is subtle, it still continues to magnify in my pupils.

	It seemed that my mother also felt a little hot. I could see her smooth breasts and the fine sweat oozing from her cleavage, which seemed to make the scent of the young woman's milk in the air more fragrant and intoxicating.

	　　This scene drove me mad. A curvaceous, perfectly mature housewife, barely clothed, her delicate body stretched out, dripping with sweat, her soft, fragrant, and warm body "serving" you. The mingling of affection and sensual desire was a truly alluring experience for me, a young lover. The once strict, caring mother had now become the subject of her child's adolescent sexual fantasies, a transformation that in itself captivated me.

	" Hmm?" Mother hummed, as if she realized that I was not asleep at all. Her eyes were open, probably shining, and she stared straight at her magnificent breasts.

	The mother noticed my gaze and pulled up her vest a little, hiding her exposed breasts so that her son could no longer admire them, leaving only the entrance to her cleavage.

	"Cough ... cough," she said angrily, as if to remind me, " What are you looking at with your eyes wide open? Close your eyes and go to sleep."

	So I returned to lying flat on my back , but moved a little closer to my mother, just short of touching her breasts with my mouth where they rested on the side of the bed.

	Seeing my little action , my mother suddenly said, "Bad!" I pretended not to hear.

	I did close my eyes, but only to rest. I'd already decided to wait until my mother fell asleep before pursuing my forbidden pleasure. But my heart swelled again, thinking how long it had already passed. If I kept going like this, when would I finally get what I wanted? I might as well just go for it. I could use the transition to puberty as an excuse and not act like a pervert. That way, at worst, my mother wouldn't do anything to me. That was the ideal scenario. But what if my mother resisted? What would the consequences be? I couldn't imagine, but I was truly afraid.

	this internal struggle, with three villains fighting inside me: the actionist, the persuasive, and the moralist, urging me to stop before it was too late. I didn't realize my mother had stopped fanning me and lay down, probably thinking I was asleep.

	　　It's hard to talk about it, so I'll just try it out step by step. I took a look and saw that my mother seemed to be asleep, but I didn't need to worry if she wasn't asleep. At most, her subsequent behavior could be regarded as unconscious behavior during my sleep.

	as a thief , I adjusted my sleeping position without touching my mother, facing her, from sideways to half-sleeped, my right hand still against my thigh. After calming myself down, I finally raised my right hand and slowly placed it on her breasts, as if my entire palm and arm were cradling her breasts. Fortunately, my mother was truly asleep and didn't react much. At that moment, I felt only the softness of her hands, as if she were sinking into a cloud. With a little force, I gently rubbed them, causing the two lumps of flesh to deform, tilting this way and that, but never collapsing. Even lying flat, these charming breasts maintained a certain height.

	Besides the stimulation that made my cock hit the bed, every time I touched my mother's body, any part of it, I was always shocked. I felt that as a young boy who had never experienced sex, it was difficult not to succumb to this mountain of flesh and become a captive.

	Conquering the peak? That's wishful thinking.

	With the softness of my hands, I imagined how my mother's full breasts would look against her body, and the sensations they brought to me. They were like the peaks of a human body, rising high below the ribs, above the belly and lower abdomen. Given my age and experience at the time, I knew that my mother's figure, especially her breasts, was unlike the women I usually saw. They were either flat, like those of an elderly woman; even those with fuller figures were exaggerated, like uncontrolled water bags. Her breasts, like my mother's, were rare, rendered firm and full by the influence of clothing and brassieres. I didn't know what the ideal was, but I was naturally drawn to this kind of geometrically regular beauty.

	Sometimes I 'm thankful that only my mother's family can see her breasts in this way. Only in the sacred and private space of home can she be so open and unobtrusive, without overdoing the effort. Of course, I'm the only one who appreciates and covets them. Outsiders will never see them, because on a normal day, my mother wears baggy, auntie-style clothes, her beautiful figure completely hidden beneath the stalks of straw. Suddenly, a terrifying thought struck me: if someone else were to recognize my mother's charm and covet her, would they, too? Even if they didn't get anything, I'd still feel a sense of crisis and shame.

	There might already be such a person in this vast world .

	But at the same time , the more others cannot obtain something, the more it is unattainable for them in this lifetime, but I have unlimited opportunities to see and feel its most charming side. This kind of contrast, even a contrast, makes me feel a morbid joy and satisfaction.

	　　At that point, I didn't dare grab it with my hands. Not only would that wake my mother, but it would also be difficult to explain due to its clumsy nature. People are always conflicted. It's impossible to have absolute rationality or foolish convictions. Even when I was doing something daring, I couldn't shake my apprehension. I was clearly planning to break the skylight, but at the very moment, I backed off. It didn't matter. Fortunately, the combination of nervousness and the immense excitement made the pleasure seem even more intense and rich.

	Soon, I noticed the bud in my palm, slightly larger than a peanut. I don't like calling it a nipple; it seems too hard and crude. I gently flicked it a few times, feeling its elasticity . I thought of the pornographic books and the few Japanese films I'd read before. It seemed to be one of the areas where the male protagonists paid special attention, a trigger for sexual desire. With enough stimulation, a woman could be made to feel coquettish, aroused, and intoxicated.

	I recalled the time I 'd secretly watched my parents ' sex scenes. My mother's flirtatious, feminine demeanor at the mercy of my father contrasted with her usual strict maternal demeanor. This immediately filled me with a surge of venomous anger. If my mother, fully aware that it was me, could react like that to my manipulation, how wonderful it would feel, and how powerful would it be for the little boy?

	In my imagination, I bent my fingers down and pinched the bud of my mother's left breast with my thumb and index finger, and gently rubbed it. I knew that it was obscene and perverted for a son to do this to his mother, but it seemed to have a kind of magic that held me hostage.

	Under my stimulation, the buds gradually awakened, becoming hard, transforming from peanuts into cylindrical gummy bears, yet remaining resilient . "Hmm," my mother muttered in her sleep, but I felt no fear at all. I felt my mission was to awaken this aroused mature woman, then ravage and crush all her allure. My movements grew faster and stronger, my wrists increasing the pressure and kneading of the two numb folds.

	" Hmm ... hum," the mother muttered in her sleep, but no lust could be heard in her voice. It was just a normal reaction, probably just discomfort in her chest.

	" Don't touch me ... ", a soft murmur, it was obvious that my mother showed signs of waking up, but I was still recklessly manipulating the big white rabbits and buds in my hands.

	" Hmm ... " With another mumbling, my mother suddenly clamped down on my mischievous hand, stopping it. Is she awake? Terrified, I dared not breathe. My hand stopped moving, but I didn't leave her breast. Only then did I feel her heartbeat.

	Seeing that my mother didn't take my hand away, I became bolder and more reckless, without knowing the severity of the situation, and pinched the bud again.

	" Hmm ... " My mother let out a quick, soft moan, short and crisp. She took my hand and swung it away from her body. I didn't know if she was awake, but I could only pretend to be asleep and let her "play" with my hand.

	I pretended to be asleep and did the whole thing. I pretended to move my body casually , and put my evil hands back on her charming breasts, but I didn't dare to tease that little grape again.

	My mother let out a "tsk ... " and took my hand away again, mumbling, "You're such a sleeper at this age (meaning you have bad sleeping habits and are not honest)." I realized her words weren't just laziness; she was practically awake. Thankfully, she thought it was just a bad sleep habit, not that I was doing it on purpose.

	I'd like to know how my mother would react if I continued to misbehave.

	So I went even further, not only returning my hands to their "original position," but also resting my right leg on my mother's body. Putting aside other factors, this position is actually quite normal, a common sleeping position, except that I didn't avoid the person next to me.

	" Tsk", my mother seemed a little helpless. The moment she pulled my hand away, my hand seemed to be out of control and gently grabbed my mother's breast.

	"Ah!" my mother exclaimed. I don't know if she thought I was awake, but she scolded me again, "You idiot, you know how to choose your hands." Then she muttered to herself, "If you sleep so terribly, you might not be able to get married in the future."

	Hearing this, I figured it wasn't a big deal. Luckily, in the dark, Mom couldn't see the tent my cock was making in my shorts, or she'd definitely know I was pretending to be asleep. My knees pressed against Mom's lower abdomen, but my cock didn't yet touch her body.

	" Excessive joy brings sorrow." I was just feeling lucky that my mother didn't notice me pretending to sleep. My mother started to move my right leg. My body had already been straightened by her, but when she was retracting her hand, she touched my hard cock!

	Although I had my eyes closed and it was dark, I couldn't see her expression or movements, but I could clearly sense my mother's surprise and the sudden pause of her hands.

	I suppressed my pounding heartbeat and breath, wishing I could flee. My mother, having experienced this, of course knew what my physiological reaction meant. Yes, it could be explained as a dream reaction, but considering my behavior just now ... what was my mother thinking? Did she think I was fantasizing about a strange woman in my sleep? Or was it truly unethical, having lusted after my own mother?

	I felt like my mother was still staring at my penis, which made me feel uneasy and wanted to urge it to soften. But the strange scene made it grow stronger and harder than ever before.

	"Li Yuqing?" Mother spoke. Although her voice was not loud, it sounded questioning and serious. I remained motionless and continued to pretend to be dead.

	Seeing I didn't respond , my mother called out again, "Li Yuqing?" I remained undeterred, determined to persevere. I wasn't prepared for a confrontation with my mother either.

	Suddenly , I felt my erection touched by the back of my mother's hand. What did she mean? But the contact was already incredibly stimulating. Ever since my penis became infected, my mother's hand hadn't touched my genitals again.

	But there was no further movement, and my mother didn't say anything. I could feel her lying down again.

	"You weren't that bad before," my mother said, her words flowing like still water, yet lamenting. I couldn't understand her meaning. Actually, I was even "bad" before. I always did things she forbade me to do, hung out with bad kids, frequently ventured into mountain ponds, reservoirs, and rivers to swim, stole people's longan and sugarcane, and used the excuses of donations and extracurricular books to trick her into giving her money for snacks. My bad deeds were numerous. However, after junior high, I became more sensible and stopped being naughty on the surface.

	I can't respond , and I don't know how to respond. At this moment, I just want to spend this night in peace and the sun will rise as usual tomorrow.

	"Hmph, the Li family are such bastards," my mother continued to mutter to herself, a hint of mockery . This was something I pondered. I wasn't so far-fetched as to think there was some incest in my family. The only thing I could think of was, had I inherited my father's lustful nature?

	　　After a while, the mother sighed, "Oh ... "

	It was dead silent tonight, pitch dark. Outside the house, only the croaking of bullfrogs could be heard. But inside the house, in the mother's room, huge waves were rising in the hearts of the two people.

	Suddenly, without warning, my mother gave me a push without saying a word. But I understood her meaning: a complex mix of anger, a desire for reflection, and a rebuke for my behavior.

	I'd repeatedly transgressed, yet my mother never offered a lengthy lecture. How could I possibly begin this conversation? In a small, rural town, boys barely received even the most basic sex education, let alone the taboos of human relations. At the very least, the boundaries between sons and mothers had never been systematically discussed, nor had they been used as teaching materials, either historically or now.

	Why should boys be made aware of this "tacit" rule? We came into this world from our mother's most intimate place, and we relied on another of her most intimate parts to grow up, sucking on this organ with our mouths, absorbing her body fluids. Mother and child are naturally close, so why should we completely separate them as we grow up?

	From the perspective of an ordinary mother with low cultural literacy , I really can’t think of how to educate my children. You can’t touch these areas; you can’t have any bad thoughts towards your mother.

	Or perhaps they explain it as a matter of ownership: only your father can touch these places. I think approaching ethics education from this perspective will actually make children more rebellious. They'll wonder, "Is your love for your father deeper than your love for me?" While children can distinguish between the emotions they feel for different roles, if the depth of the emotions is the same, and if family affection is even greater than romantic love, then what can love do, why can't family affection do the same?

	　　This was indeed a logical fallacy, but at the time I thought my thinking was reasonable. It would have been fine if I hadn't had any incestuous thoughts about my mother, but if I did, how to correct them would have been a real challenge.

	Furthermore, I even thought ahead: Is it true that as a mother, I cannot develop other feelings for my son, and cannot obtain physical and mental satisfaction from him? From a physiological perspective, it is very likely that a mother would fall into this trap.

	As long as I persevere, breaking taboos with action and resisting the world with silence, my mother's mindset and thoughts may become "distorted." I know this is cruel, but I believe I won't hurt her. I want to use a relatively soft landing to allow her to descend into that land beyond human relations.

	I was daydreaming , my mother didn't "attack" me again. You see, doesn't this prove something?

	It was not as difficult and terrifying as I had imagined , and I could sleep well tonight.

	The next day, when I woke up and saw my mother , I was surprised. Normally, we weren't used to greeting each other in the mornings, unlike city folks, so it was normal. But that day, when she saw me approaching, she was stunned for a moment. Perhaps thinking of my behavior, thinking I might have some evil intentions, she glared at me with an unusually resentful look, then ignored me and went about her business.

	It wasn't until my mother asked me to do some housework that things returned to normal between us and we temporarily forgot about the abnormal things that had happened.

	The typhoon passed, bringing abundant rain that replenished the rivers and provided ample water for the second rice crop. As the rice planting season approached, I received a development that wasn't good news for me, but was actually good news for my family.

	It's about my mother's previous job at a state-owned enterprise. Nearly three months had passed since her last "trial," and she'd been unemployed for a long time, but suddenly I received news that the final process had been completed, and she was eager to start work.

	　　For this reason, my father came back. Firstly, he wanted to go through the personnel matters one last time to make sure everything was safe; secondly, once my mother went to work, he would be needed to plant the rice.

	After returning home, my father asked a close friend in the village to get some tea, to be given to some leader. It was a rare and famous tea, privately owned by an old farmer in the village. The raw material wasn't even tea leaves from the tea plant, but rather Platycodon grandiflorum, a plant we consider a vegetable. It was crafted using a special technique, enhanced by age. It tasted like Pu'er, but smoother and more mellow. It might seem inexpensive, but it was incredibly rare, impossible to buy even with money. It just so happened that the farmer had to sell some of his tea because he needed money for something at home.

	the gift-giving and socializing; only my parents and my uncle went. After all, my mother had to go back to work in two or three days.

	Later, at home, I heard them talk about how their hiring was purely accidental. The company had indeed hired a few university graduates with relevant majors, but one of them, unwilling to stay in a tier-one company in a smaller city, resigned to focus on the civil service exam, which is how the position became available.

	It's probably just office chores. A college student who'd spent a month and a half there and realized they were overqualified and didn't want to take the job. The boss frankly said that many jobs can be done with a junior high school graduate, even someone with normal literacy and intelligence. So, given my mother's qualifications, it's not a big deal for this job.

	so much trouble to get into this company because I heard the benefits are quite good for our prefecture-level city. It's simply because the entire group is very profitable, and the work is minimal and close to home. This agricultural investment company is a wholly owned subsidiary of a capital operation group wholly owned by the Municipal State-owned Assets Supervision and Administration Commission, so it's considered nationally funded. It shares the same benefits as headquarters, with a slight discount at best.

	The "Three Rural Issues" policy was formally proposed only a few years ago, and the city's State-owned Assets Supervision and Administration Commission had just been established. Major corporate groups were undergoing restructuring and reorganization, and after comprehensive considerations, the Agricultural Investment Company was brought under the wing of the investment group. This allowed the group to leverage the parent company's expertise in capital operations and real estate operations, and through the Agricultural Investment Company, implement the country's economic rural policies, thereby promoting agricultural efficiency, increasing farmers' incomes, and developing the rural economy.

	　　Why is the benefit good? Because the business is guaranteed. Various agricultural and sideline products flow from here to many public entities in the city, such as the holiday benefits and condolences of the trade unions of major enterprises and units; and Some social associations and industrial private enterprises that have business dealings with state-owned enterprises also have purchasing needs ... If you do this part step by step , your salary and performance will be very considerable.

	In addition, some products are sold to the Pearl River Delta and exported to earn foreign exchange. The net profit of this part , plus the export tax rebates and special government subsidies obtained in foreign trade, constitutes a fund pool for generous bonuses.

	Attendance is also extremely humane ( relaxed). For example, during the afternoon working hours, if you are out on field work and it is still a long time before you get off work after completing your work, you do not need to go back to punch in and can go home directly.

	Objectively speaking, although such enterprises have many drawbacks unique to Chinese society, such as the fact that such lucrative jobs are not necessarily given to the most capable, the entire group is overstaffed, and most employees are relatively idle; but there is also no shortage of ambitious and hard-working people, and they have indeed contributed to local economic development and increased farmers' income.

	Social and economic benefits go hand in hand. So, the company my mother was about to join, though located far from the group's headquarters, was an undeniably popular one. Furthermore, the group's personnel were inherently interactive, making it a hub for those with connections, connections, or even significant meritorious service to gild their reputations and make money. It was a place where scholars met and chatted, and no ordinary person came to mint the place.

	　　Why our town? It's because this town and the neighboring one happen to be the main production bases for several of our city's most renowned cash crops and agricultural and sideline products. Some products even have established a strong brand reputation dating back to the 1980s . Locating the Agricultural Investment Company here is both convenient and compliant with local policy.

	Later, I got a rough idea of my mother 's main duties: basic office chores, some secretarial work, receiving and sending documents, creating and organizing files, and simple daily paperwork. Later, she added the task of submitting reports and following up on various approvals. The work was simple, but sometimes quite demanding. Her previous experience as a teacher and working in the rice mill office was enough to handle it. However, despite the basic nature of the work, she came into contact with a large number of people and had to liaise with leaders of all levels.

	The company is at the junction of two towns. You can enter it through a small road next to the national highway. There is also a branch of a large state-owned enterprise next to it. It is less than 10 kilometers away from my home, about 20 minutes away by motorcycle . It is open from 9 am to 5 pm , with a two-hour break for lunch. There is a cafeteria that provides lunch, so my mother is there at noon and doesn't have to travel too much.

	Three days after my father returned home, my mother officially started working, a true probationary period. During this time, she went to the county town for a simple medical checkup. The first and most tragic thing for me was that I would basically have to cook lunch at home from now on. Fortunately, children in Guangdong take charge early, so I was already used to this. If I wasn't home, my grandmother would cook, as I had a younger sister. The chickens and ducks were no longer released into the wild, but were kept in our small orchard and fish pond. My mother would feed them before work and another when she got home. Lunch was optional, depending on who was home. If my grandmother wasn't feeling well, she would help out.

	Another thing that made me feel strange and uncomfortable was that I always felt that my mother's journey was a journey of hardship. I even blamed my father and the elders for "pushing her out." How could I understand that this was a necessary step in building a happy family life? I only knew that the time I would see my mother would be greatly reduced, and I was worried about the unknown "hidden dangers" in the outside world.

	　　Speaking of this, I have to talk about my father. You can say that he is a typical male chauvinist in many aspects; but because of his laziness, he always expects to rely on others. He is simply the opposite of the traditional man who works outside and woman who works inside. He never resists my mother going out to work, and even "encourages" my mother to work so that the family expenses can be covered and he can rest assured.

	　　During the years my mother had been "unemployed" as a housewife working on the farm, my father had been making subtle comments about it. Although my mother herself had her own wishes, she was also very dissatisfied with my father's behavior. A grown man still expected a woman like me to rely on him.

	After my mother got a job, the second season's rice planting job fell on my father and me. Fortunately, there wasn't much plowing to do, but we weren't as quick as my mother. When she was the main force, she could finish it in one day, but it took my father and I almost three days to do it.

	For those two or three days, my father and I were subjected to her constant criticism, teasing, and contempt. During the busy farming season, we were still awake when she arrived at work, and we were subjected to her nagging. In the evenings, after work, she'd pass by the path beside the fields and notice our progress. She'd inevitably make a mocking remark, "Two grown men, so slow! I can't bear to watch!" She'd also point out the poor quality of our rice planting. Then she'd hop on her motorcycle and drive off, heading back to prepare dinner. Aware of our own incompetence, my father and I dared not retaliate.

	　　This scene was also quite subversive. In the fields passed down through generations, we, father and son, were, let's say, peasants, muddy and unkempt, with the demeanor of an old farmer. Meanwhile, my mother, dressed in plain clothes and Mo Chen, though not as glamorous as the intellectual white-collar women of the big cities, possessed a certain professionalism of a young woman from a state-owned enterprise. This, coupled with her inherently stubborn and arrogant personality, was a stark contrast to us.

	Damn, I had this illusion: my mother somehow felt superior to us, like a family split into two classes. While there wasn't a dramatic awakening of female self-awareness back then, the economic base determines the superstructure. Whenever women have economic power, they inevitably become more self-centered, expressing their individuality and striving for more personal voice. Of course, I was young and naive, my mind warped, and my mother's trajectory was perfectly normal. But growing up in the countryside, we'd never seen a financially independent woman, a housewife free from personal dependence, so naturally, our young minds couldn't adapt.

	Has anyone noticed , or perhaps even recognized, a phenomenon within themselves? While we're essentially social slaves, the capitalists' beasts of burden, the labels associated with large companies, civil servants, the system, and prestigious professions like doctors and lawyers do give us a sense of superiority. After all, they signify economic power and social status.

	Small-time employees in state-owned enterprises are submissive and follow their boss's lead, but when they step out into the world and face ordinary jobs, they suddenly feel like they're also a child of destiny. Working tirelessly in a large factory in a metropolitan city, feeling suffocated by the pressure, they step onto the subway after work and suddenly feel a surge of pride, convinced they're a young talent. Certain jobs, in certain environments, do indeed give people a sense of superiority. That's why I suspect my mother has also undergone this transformation.

	I disliked this evolution, I also felt that it enhanced my mother's charm. No matter how much progress she made or how capable she became, she couldn't shake off the limitations of being a peasant woman, a lifelong stigma. She had to endure the tactful pleasures of her uneducated, career-less father; she had to be torn between me, her son, and her youngest daughter; and within the family, she would reveal a side of herself that was different from the outside world.

	One painful point I couldn't ignore was that my mother, now with a good job, was even less friendly to my grandmother, even though the job was largely secured by her eldest son. While there weren't any major conflicts, my grandmother's frustration and grievances only grew. I watched with pity and heartache, but there seemed to be nothing I could do.

	I remember a time when, frustrated by something trivial, I rebuked my mother for her excessive behavior as a daughter-in-law. Unexpectedly, it was like kicking a tiger in the butt. My mother's reaction was furious and ruthless. She coldly criticized me for "overstepping my bounds" and for not knowing what was right and what was wrong. I hated my mother so much at that moment that I even planned to "retaliate" years later.

	However, all my strange thoughts and emotions came together, and my obsession with my mother became several degrees higher. No matter how you look at it, it has become complicated and not simple anymore.

	On the second Monday after my mother started working, she called me from work and said she needed my ID card and a stamped certificate from the village committee to apply for a police clearance certificate. This was a common procedure for new employees at state-owned enterprises. Since it was urgent, she didn't wait until tomorrow and asked my father to deliver it to her right away.

	But my father was too lazy to do anything and pushed the task onto me. By then, I was already an expert motorcyclist, so I didn't refuse. I got on my motorcycle, took my mother's ID card, and then went to the village committee to get the handwritten certificate, and then set off for my mother's company.

	It was my first time there, but I knew the branch of a central SOE there, and since it was right next to the national highway, finding my way wasn't difficult. When I got there, I told the girl in the lobby on the first floor that I was looking for XXX , and she told me she was my mother, so they let me up. The girl in the lobby told me that my mother's office was on the second floor, at the right end.

	　　Before I even reached the door, I could already hear the laughter and chatter inside ... I couldn't help but complain that this state-owned enterprise is just idle. All they do during working hours is chat and talk nonsense. It doesn't have the calm feeling of a modern enterprise that I imagined.

	I didn't go in right away, but instead peered through the window next to the door. I wanted to see how my mother was at work. There were about seven or eight people in the office, and judging by the naked eye, half were young, half around 30 years old. Surprisingly, after just a few days, my mother seemed to have become quite comfortable with them. Her face beamed, and she chatted with everyone, even a man in his twenties, chatting cheerfully with her.

	I suddenly felt uncomfortable. My mother had never acted like this in front of me. She even flipped her hair from time to time and covered her mouth with her hands when she laughed heartily. This energetic posture did not look like a woman in her late 40s; her gestures did not look like the mother of a pair of children. My mother's mature charm, mixed with a little woman's appearance, stunned me.

	mainly her flirtatious demeanor around young people that gives me mixed feelings. I love this kind of mother, but normally I can't experience or have such a mother. I feel extremely sad and a little angry.

	I have to admire my mother for being so versatile and at ease in socializing.

	My mother boasted to me more than once that she actually has a high emotional intelligence. She's good at communicating and interacting. Regardless of who she's talking to or what their status is, she manages to be both polite and courteous. People love talking to her. If not a warm welcome, then at least she's accessible to everyone, young and old. I think it's a natural gift from her origins. Like most Chaoshan people, they're all cheerful, talkative, and welcoming, creating a sense of openness from the moment they first meet. This is certainly true of my mother. I've witnessed how even those from the village who hold high positions or have significant wealth outside of their hometowns, when they return for weddings, my mother can still engage them in lively conversation.

	So far , my mother's work experience has been positive. I can see a genuine sense of ease in her expression, the lingering sadness from her brow has vanished. She's holding a sheaf of documents, a smile radiant and bright, her eyes as bright as water. Finally, she notices me through the window. Her smile remains undimmed, a faint ripple in her eyes that's captivating. She calls out, "Yu Qing, you're here!" with a subtle, melodious voice rarely heard before.

	My mother stood up from her seat and walked out the door, and I handed her the thing in my hand.

	her office looked back at me, but no one said anything, except for an older sister who looked about the same age as my mother and was sitting at the door. She asked, "Sister Liang (my mother's surname), is this your son? I didn't expect him to be so handsome."

	I politely said "Hello, sister" to her, which made her happy and she giggled, "Wow, little kid, you are really good at talking. Actually, I am almost the same age as your mother."

	My mother was beside me, so I deliberately replied, "That's right, look at my mother, isn't she just like my sister?"

	My mother's colleague said, "Haha, that's true."

	The mother pretended to be angry, saying, "You're exaggerating and not very serious," but it was obvious that she enjoyed it.

	"Okay, now that you've got your stuff, hurry back." "Drive slowly." Nothing more to say, and my mother dismissed me. Actually, I wanted to stay. I wanted to see more of my mother at work, to see what side of her she might be in a company like this, that I hadn't seen before.

	But there is no "place" for me here, so with a "no looking back" belief, I return to the place that belongs to me, where everything can belong to me.

	I drove off the side road and onto the dusty, endlessly bustling national highway. Looking back behind my mother, her company, and a large state-owned enterprise not far away, seemed to be a constant stream of people and vehicles coming and going, a bustling scene that seemed particularly out of place in this small mountain town, like two different worlds.

	I drove on the national highway and completed two-thirds of the journey home. I also had to pass over the ancient stone arch bridge, cross the dense jungle and gloomy bamboo forest, and then step on the earth and fields before returning to the small mountain village that I missed.

	I think of a line from Tom Stoppard : “We reached the bridge, crossed it, turned around and burned it, burning the evidence of our journey and leaving only the memory of billowing smoke and perhaps wet eyes.”

	Maybe I really took a big step forward, but standing still made me feel deeply powerless and in crisis.

	Passing by a small shop not far from my home, I saw a dozen people sitting together inside. I recognized my father's tall figure at a glance, and it was hard not to notice that at this moment, everyone in the store was looking at him nervously or with interest, waiting for him to rub out the last card. He was used to being the banker.

	　　My memory of my father was that he was an atypical long-term gambler. His bets were substantial, far from the kind of small-time gambling for pleasure, yet he managed to avoid the fate of losing everything. It's said that at every construction site he visited, he would recruit his fellow workers into Mark Six lottery enthusiasts, a feat he took immense pride in. This was a truly profound sin.

	I, being so heartless, hadn't really paid attention to whether my father had won or lost over the years. Since gambling is a losing strategy, how much had he lost? The three-story house, renovated inside and out, still stood, the appliances, the first of its kind in the village, still worked, the food on the table never dwindled, and the children's tuition and food fees were always paid in advance.

	At least I have never seen my parents have a big quarrel over finances. The few times they had a cold war were all because my father was in a bad mood because he lost a lot.

	　　The devastating impact of gambling on family dynamics is self-evident. No wife could possibly accept a husband addicted to gambling, right? So, is my mother more tolerant, or simply indifferent? Now that she has a good job and my father remains stubbornly unrepentant, can their harmony remain the same? If so, what would that mean for me?

	When my heart deteriorated, I observed and thought about all the changes with indifference, detached from the real reality, and pursued the real selfish satisfaction.

	My father 's stays at home were getting longer and longer. He even hired three drivers for the dump trucks at the construction site. Mother often scolded him, saying how much he could save (or earn) a month if he just worked harder and drove them himself. But my father always used the excuse that he couldn't handle the massive trucks as an excuse to avoid practice. In reality, he was just lazy and didn't want to do it himself. It truly lived up to the saying, "A charming wife can't stay a widow."

	Ten days after my mother left for work, I realized something that still fills me with deep regret. I missed out on that moment, and I'll never see it happen again. After all, everything changes. My understanding of my mother, that momentary attachment, my state of mind at the time, are now history. Unless I could turn back time and be there in person.

	That day, while my dad was taking a nap, I wanted to play Age of Empires 2 , but he 'd deleted it. It's always been like this: I'd install it, and he'd delete it as soon as he used the computer. His reason wasn't to forbid me from playing games, but rather, he naively believed that installing something inappropriate would interfere with his ability to read "get-rich-quick" information. I was furious, but I couldn't say anything. I remembered that I'd already returned the game installer disc to my childhood friend, and when I went over to his house, he'd actually given it to his brother's classmate. I knew where that person was; it wasn't far away. My eagerness to play was like a loser about to get his gun in, only to find he'd run out of condoms and had to rush downstairs to buy one.

	I rushed home to retrieve my motorcycle and saw my mother's women's motorcycle parked outside. She'd returned, even though it wasn't her turn to leave work yet. She'd delivered a contract to a small business owner in the town center and headed straight home afterward, apparently lax in her attendance checks. I was eagerly preparing to "return" my Age of Empires II , but something about my mother made me pause and take a second look.

	It's worth mentioning that my mother's dress code for this job isn't strictly enforced. Even the women at headquarters all wear the same 'mature lady' look, let alone the subsidiaries in rural areas. Even the custom-made work suits she received in November are only worn for important meetings or when company leaders visit. But she can't wear home clothes or farm clothes; she'll just wear what she used to wear as a teacher or in the rice mill office. She doesn't have the flamboyant looks of a city girl, and it wouldn't be appropriate at her age. In rural areas, there's no such thing as such. The only criteria are that her clothes fit her perfectly and aren't worn or faded. Occasionally, she'll get a few that are a bit more intellectual, elegant, or fancy, but she doesn't feel comfortable with them. The job and the people she interacts with dictate that a plain, plain look is sufficient, focusing on comfort.

	That day, my mother wore a navy blue polo shirt with a doll collar and khaki cropped casual pants that barely concealed her upturned hips, a glimpse of her bright, sharp teacher days. By the time she got home, her hair had been casually pulled back, secured with a shark clip. Her neck was still tucked into her hair, but her collarbone was exposed because the button was not fully fastened, and a few strands of hair fell, adding a touch of casualness. While women's polo shirts offer a neutral look, they often make bra traces more visible, adding a touch of contrast and allure.

	After finishing her water , she went back into the kitchen and skillfully prepared feed for the chickens and ducks. The transition between roles was seamless and natural. Her plump breasts bounced beneath her clothes as she moved her arms, drawing my full attention. I stared at her, dumbfounded. She lowered her head slightly, her face flushed a peachy red from the heat, making me swallow even more.

	Small-town woman, state-owned enterprise worker, mother, mature woman—these intertwined labels fascinate me. What drives me even more crazy is that my mother's confident and arrogant demeanor seems even more pronounced now, thanks to her work. As a country bumpkin, I feel ashamed of myself, but at the same time, the desire to conquer, the urge to crush anything tempting, intensifies.

	My mother seemed to notice that I was standing there blankly. She looked up at me without saying anything, but blinked her expressive eyes, a little cunning and a little confused, as if asking me what I was doing.

	　　Seeing I didn't say anything, my mother shook her head and smiled faintly. She asked me if my father was asleep or at the banyan tree head (the gambling stall at the village entrance). I replied that he was taking a nap. "Tsk, he doesn't do anything at home except sleep and gamble," she said disdainfully, shaking her head again, resigned to her fate. She muttered to herself, "You gamble all the time, but you don't make a penny. Humph, I won't tolerate you if you keep going like this." Without my father around, my mother also started to rant, as if deliberately saying it to me.

	Ever since I secretly "saw" them having sex, for some reason, whenever my mother teased, criticized or scolded my father, it made my sexual fantasies more real, concrete and exciting.

	Then my mother said to me, "You can learn anything, but don't learn to gamble." I tentatively asked, "What would happen if I gambled?" My mother's expression hardened. "I don't care what you do. If you gamble, your mother will drink dimethoate (a pesticide)." At that time, this "dark tradition" still existed in the vast countryside. Most women, whether to punish themselves or threaten others, would drink pesticide without hesitation, demonstrating their resolve and causing many human tragedies. The book "Floating Life for Righteousness" contains a detailed field research report on this phenomenon.

	I felt a chill run down my spine . I wondered if my mother could really do this. It seemed like this was a bottom line, and I kept telling myself not to cross it.

	I asked, "Except for gambling and illegal crimes, everything else can be negotiated, right?"

	I said this, my mother frowned slightly, looked at me like a thief, and said, "What's going on? Are you planning anything bad?"

	My head shook like a rattle and I quickly denied it, "No, no, it's not a bad idea, it's all good."

	My mother picked up the feed, walked past me, glanced at me, as if she knew everything, and walked towards the orchard. Without looking back, she said slowly, "No one knows a child better than his mother. You can't hide anything you want to do from me."

	Seeing my mother walking away, I also rode my motorcycle to look for the CD, but I was thinking about my mother's words all the way, trying to catch some signals that would be beneficial to me.

	I originally wanted to come back and install and play it right away, but everyone started talking about games and we stayed for nearly an hour before going home.

	Go straight to the room , install it, and let your soul enter the intercontinental battlefield thousands of years ago.

	　　After a long while, I went out to the living room to drink water. I unconsciously glanced at my mother's room and found that something seemed to be wrong.

	Looking closely , it looked like my mother was the only one in the bed. I could see her bare thighs and shoulders. Even in the daylight, her skin, though not particularly white, shone brightly, making me dizzy. She was covered in a pale yellow air-conditioning quilt, and on the floor, there were piles of tissues! My head suddenly buzzed as I realized what was happening. My belly swelled and my cock instantly hardened. They had just done that, hadn't they? In broad daylight, with the doors and windows open, they had done it?

	On the one hand, I was surprised to know who was so hungry that he forgot the necessary privacy; on the other hand, I was extremely annoyed as to why I went out just now, why I was out for so long, and when I came back I was so engrossed in playing games that I was completely unaware of the outside world. I was afraid that I missed the only opportunity in my life to see my mother's restless body, listen to her charming moans, and smell the rich and obscene scent in the air in broad daylight with good visibility.

	I also thought that my mother had just returned from a long journey, and they probably hadn't taken a shower in a short period of time, so they went to bed with the most primitive daily body odor. What would a naked mother smell like? Although it's a bit strong, it's particularly desirable.

	Was it my mother who took the initiative? If so, that really subverted my soul again; if it was my father who took the initiative, he must have seen that my mother was still working in a state-owned enterprise, and her superior arrogance and the casual charm exuded by her clothes made it difficult for him to control himself, and he pressed my mother under him in revenge, turning her into a woman who was indulged in pleasure.

	What is clear is that no matter what the situation was, I had a twisted mentality that was a mixture of jealousy and the desire to vent on my father's behalf. At that moment, the desire to get my hands on my mother reached an unprecedented peak.

	My whole body was enveloped in burning desire, so I didn't go in at that time, even though there was a mother lying there who had just experienced sex and was almost naked. Right at the door, I didn't even look in, I masturbated, closed my eyes and imagined, and refreshed the time to reach orgasm.

	shooting the first shot , I got the idea back in less than a few minutes, but I calmed down a little. It was broad daylight, and even if I went in to take a close look, the risk of being exposed would be very high. At this time, I changed. I was not afraid of my mother, but of my father, afraid that he would suddenly come back.

	could say I saw nothing. Simply realizing and imagining this scene nearly shattered my sanity. This time, in broad daylight, unconcerned with my presence, unconcerned about being caught, unconcerned about every detail, they engaged in something secretive and lascivious. This fact, absent from my mind, became the guiding light for me to boldly attempt something soon after.

	I went into my room and finished masturbating for the second time. I forgot what I was thinking at the time. I didn't look at my mother's sleeping posture and her white body from a distance. It took me a long time to digest this shock. I lost my appetite and was absent-minded for a long time.

	Until the end of this summer vacation, until the last heavy rain in August.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 10

	If you can't fall asleep now , you will become a child of light. If you can't wake up now, you will become a prisoner of dreams.

	　　——Chapter Preface

	　　The rain had been falling since the afternoon and continued into the evening. Despite a slight decrease in intensity, there was no sign of it ending as I lay down to sleep. From the fish pond, the croaking of some kind of frog rose and fell, playing a stubborn melody as the rain subsided. Outside the window, the sound of raindrops pattered; I could imagine the sound of rain hitting the banana leaves, and I felt a little sleepy.

	In fact , just now, I heard the sounds of my parents going to the bathroom one after another. Further ahead, the fluorescent lights in the dark living room came on, accompanied by a crisp "tap," the sound of a lighter, and that familiar sound of a cigarette. It was obvious that my parents had just been going through their routine.

	Perhaps it was because I was deliberately keeping silent, or perhaps it was because the rain outside was covering up everything, that I didn't notice and missed the opportunity to listen. For a moment, I was extremely upset. However, on a humid rainy day, it's easy to relax, and the annoyance soon passed. In the cool evening, I let my body drift off comfortably.

	I don’t know how long it was before the huge roar of the diesel engine woke me up. I looked out the window at the dirt road and the strong headlights pierced a large orange-yellow space in the darkness, and the rain became more concrete.

	It was late at night, and in such weather, my father still went out.

	A vision emerged in my mind : on this rainy night, in the private space unknown to the outside world that was home, only my mother and I were left. My grandmother, who went to bed early on the first floor, and my younger sister, who was still young and ignorant and sleeping soundly, could be ignored.

	I developed a false sense of freedom, a sense of freedom to do things I normally wouldn't dare. But there were other factors that irritated me. My parents, an "old married couple," clearly didn't show any signs of affection on a daily basis, at least not the harmonious relationship I'd seen in novels and TV dramas. Furthermore, my father's personality and actions, along with his unsuccessful struggles over the past decade or so, hadn't aroused any admiration for strength in my mother, a woman who sometimes even expressed mockery and disgust. Furthermore, due to my mother's own personality, there was an inescapable sense of dominance, arrogance, and independence in their relationship. Although there hadn't been any major conflicts, and things seemed peaceful on the surface, I could sense all of this.

	pleasure without the pleasure of a relationship ? And at this age, with my children already grown up, I'm still doing something that would be shameful for a teenager. This reinforces my belief that my mother is a normal woman with needs.

	When I think about this, I have an urge to confront, to verify, to feel this kind of mother. Since my parents' behavior is an unbearable burden in my life as an adolescent, I must turn over and put this heavy burden under me.

	I trudged to my mother's door, feeling every cell in my body tremble. My brain blocked out all external sounds. Whether she was asleep or not didn't matter anymore, nor did I worry about my father returning unexpectedly. I had to go in tonight.

	I tiptoed to the bedside and could vaguely see in the darkness that my mother was covered with a thin air-conditioning quilt, almost lying on her side, which just hid her most seductive part.

	I boldly lay down next to my mother , and she didn't react.

	I stared at the darkness, as if I could see the ceiling clearly. After a while, even with my heart still beating fast and my breathing rapid, I lifted a corner of the quilt covering my mother , crawled in, and leaned in. At this point, I couldn't wait for my emotions to calm down; I had to take advantage of the extreme tension and let my body be dominated by desire before I could act.

	Under the quilt, an intoxicating warm fragrance rushed straight into my nose. Looking at the back of my mother's head, I put my hands on her soft waist and moved my body closer. Following my mother's posture, I also bent my body backward, and my thighs just touched her buttocks that were sticking out backwards.

	　　The noise wasn't enough to wake her mother. Just a few murmurs in her sleep, and her body twisting a few times, before she fell back into a deep sleep. It made sense, considering her father always went to bed later than her, so she must have gotten used to someone sleeping next to her.

	Originally, my mother's figure, with its mature feminine features, could indeed arouse a certain impulse in me, a young boy, but compared to taking bold action, I preferred to indulge in sexual fantasies to relieve my desire. But now it's different. When I think of my mother's dedication to her wifely duties, her increasingly arrogant personality after starting work at a state-owned enterprise, her smooth and cheerful manner in front of outsiders, and her sometimes even more assertive attitude in front of my father and grandmother, all these things trigger my resentment and a fighting spirit. Simple sexual fantasies are no longer enough to resolve this. I must do something embarrassing and shameful to her, to expose her in front of me. Only in this way can I shatter her inviolable attitude in my mind.

	My mentality, more than her attractive body, urged me to act boldly. Suddenly, I was no longer afraid to confront her, since the clues had already been noticed.

	My right hand gradually moved upward, climbing toward the peaks of my mother's breasts. I assumed she was wearing a tank top, as usual, so I could easily feel some of her breast flesh through the neckline. But it wasn't, instead, a pure cotton T- shirt, completely covering everything below the neck . I had no choice but to place my hand on her breasts through the fabric, stretching it as far as I could, feeling the fullness and majesty of the bra. The bra seemed to be a plain finish, with no embroidery to be felt.

	My mother didn't react at all. I felt that this was just a superficial irritation, so I slipped my hand under her clothes, making unobstructed contact with her soft flesh. I could feel her belly wasn't completely flat, but there wasn't much fat either. I couldn't tell if the warmth was coming from her or my hand.

	I continued to move my hand upwards and touched her bra. My palm was stuck vertically in her cleavage, and my fingers poked the breast flesh not covered by her bra. It was smooth and soft, giving people a very fluid feeling.

	Because of the restraint of the bra , I couldn't grab and knead it to my heart's content, so I reached in with a few fingers from above and directly pinched the nipple that was the size of a cherry pit.

	" Hmm ... " As I fiddled with it a few times, I felt the grape in my hand slowly hardening and standing upright. My mother let out a slight moan and moved her body slightly a few times, as if to relieve the discomfort.

	　　It was a great stimulation for me to directly molest my mother's private parts. My consciousness had already been disordered by desire and I had no scruples.

	My fingers teased my mother's nipples faster and faster, almost wanting to ravage them roughly. It turns out women can also have erections here. "Hmm ... " My mother 's sleep mumbling became more frequent and clearer. I felt her soul gradually awakening, and her body began to move more unconsciously.

	"Ah ... " My fingers rubbed her again, and my mother 's reaction didn't seem like she was asleep. I stopped, not because I was afraid, but because I wanted to see what she would do next. Seeing that she didn't react, I gave up teasing her breasts and went under her bra, pulling it straight through.

	My fingertips felt the softness of her breasts again , but the bra, joined by my palm, was a little constricted, preventing me from moving any further. So I moved back slightly, my thighs clear of my mother's hips, allowing me to switch sides and join the fray. I passed my hand across her smooth waist and reached the back clasp of her bra, intending to undo the hindrance and free my right hand.

	Just as I was fumbling with my memory to unbutton my clothes , my mother suddenly grabbed my right hand, which was still stuck under the edge of her bra, and pulled it out. I knew she was awake and was almost scared to death, but I didn't completely remove my hand from her body. I just pressed it against her tender belly.

	Perhaps I was so panicked that I didn't even realize that my left hand was still tirelessly attacking the bra button, but to no avail.

	" Tsk ... a man in his forties , yet so clumsy," my mother said impatiently, noticing my mischievous left hand. It was indeed awake. But then, a surge of excitement welled up inside me. Her words seemed to imply that she was treating me like her father again! I recalled the enchanting night at the hotel, and suddenly I understood. At least until she realized what was happening, I could "openly" steal a handful of the delicious meat.

	Just when I was about to let loose , my mother's hands went around her back and quickly "helped" me unbutton her back buckle, just like I had seen before. This skillful action means that the woman is completely open to you. After doing this, my mother calmed down.

	I didn't dare breathe heavily, for fear of disturbing her too soon. The rain outside the window had stopped, and inside the room, you could hear a pin drop. Although it was pitch black, I felt that the scene before me was a fiery red.

	I knew what to do. My right hand, which was on my lower abdomen, rested on the bottom edge of my mother's bra again. With a few fingers, I drilled and picked it up. Because there were no buttons to restrain her, I easily flipped her bra over her breasts. My whole right hand was used to hold those plump, elastic, soft and plump breasts. They were obviously too big for my palm to cover completely. I grabbed them slightly, and the breast flesh quickly sank and rebounded, soft, smooth and tender. This pair of breasts represents the beauty of women's toughness and flexibility. No matter how I knead them, no matter how they are deformed, they will eventually return to their original shape, keeping their roundness and uprightness. The touch made my lower body almost swell and ache.

	" Hmm ... ah", the mother's sensitive breasts were grasped, and she was obviously a little excited, and her moans became more charming. At the same time, I could clearly feel that in the palm of my hot palm, a small bean that was oppressed became more erect under my massage, and it pressed against my palm stubbornly, which made me more impulsive.

	This wasn't the first time I'd seen my mother 's breasts, but the sight of them always left me in awe. These breasts, the source of my life, embodied both maternal and, more importantly, feminine sexual allure. At the time, I thought, why was I still watching those sleazy Japanese movies and ogling my female classmates? My own mother possessed the most captivating and alluring side. It's not too late to realize this now. I'm blessed and lucky.

	I can't favor one over the other, although only one hand is greeting this plump breast, so I turned my palm sideways and touched the other one. Using the two buds as footholds, I moved the two soft big breasts back and forth, making them shake constantly and spread to both sides, and then gathered them in the middle.

	" Hmm ... " My mother's reaction was even greater, her legs stretching and bending, as if she couldn't bear it. Looking at the sensitive figure of the mature woman in front of me, my movements became more and more frantic. It seemed that only speed could match my rising desire.

	" Well ... be gentle ... ", my mother held down my evil right hand and slowed down my movements, but I heard her tone was full of coquettishness, and I didn't feel dissatisfied. Instead, it made me feel that this strict mother who gave birth to me and raised me was now falling into lust, which made me enjoy it extremely.

	If you use God's vision, this scene must be so erotic and impactful. In the darkness, a mature woman, her breasts lost to the young boy behind her, and some reactions that make people reverie. You say, who is the one who made the mistake? It's impossible to say.

	" Hmm ... " My mother's breathing did not become rapid, only her moans were charming and her body did not twist much, but it felt very real to me.

	I was just playing with the two lumps of fat on her chest. Maybe my mother was not satisfied with this? Because she said next:

	" Well ... I'm so annoyed ... I don't know why you're out in the middle of the night ." Her voice was soft and harmless.

	" Hmm ... ", I felt that this time my mother's humming was squeezed out from her nose, "Isn't once enough ... ", I listened to her words, which were like an aphrodisiac to me, because this was happening when my mother was in lust, and it gave me great psychological stimulation.

	"Ah ... " As I pinched her buds hard, my mother trembled slightly and her body arched again.

	Then she gently pressed my hand and rubbed it, and suddenly paused.

	My sixth sense told me that as my mother caressed my hands, kneading her breasts, she seemed to sense something was amiss. Her pause hinted at doubt. After all, my hands, with their long, slender fingers and delicate skin, were nothing like the rough, rough hands of my father that she had always perceived.

	she was about to be discovered made my lower body become several times harder, and it was a different kind of stimulation. "Hmm ... " Seeing that my mother wanted to turn around, I rubbed her more passionately, letting her be distracted by the pleasure in her body; at the same time, I used my body to hold her body back, preventing her from turning around easily.

	But I knew that this stage could not last too long, and exposure was inevitable, so I decided to press forward with the mentality of "eating a full meal before dying".

	My left hand struggled to reach her buttocks, which had unconsciously tilted back, and grabbed them neatly. Due to the pressure from my body, the round buttocks seemed particularly tight, and I only felt the tough elasticity, but it didn't matter. This action was already stimulating desire.

	Through the thin fabric of her shorts and panties, my palms felt the firm, roundness of my mother's buttocks, and I spread my fingers to pinch and squeeze them. "Ah ... " Clearly, the caressing of her buttocks was also a source of pleasure for her. My fingers, still tethered to the fabric of her shorts, sank into the fertile trough between her buttocks. I couldn't feel anything, but it was a move that broke through her defenses. It nearly made me ejaculate right there and then, but thankfully, my cock was far enough away to withstand the stimulation.

	　　Too much joy turns to sorrow. Although my mother was still agitated by my "tone", she stroked my right hand more and more seriously, and even touched my wrist and arm, as if to verify her doubts.

	"Li GR ?" My mother gradually calmed down and asked, and tried to turn around. Of course, I didn't dare to answer.

	It's almost there. The delicate body in front of me, the plump breasts in my right hand, the firm and elastic buttocks in my left hand, my impulse has reached the critical point.

	So I slid my left hand along the groove of her buttocks, almost to the base of my mother's thighs, and pressed it on a small ball of slightly protruding and soft flesh between her legs. My thumb quickly played with it a few times. "Hmm ... hum ... " My mother moaned and quickly turned around.

	　　At this moment, he seemed to speak with great difficulty, "Li GR ? Li ... " The first word was a question , and the second "Li" naturally expressed surprise.

	had already stopped and lay down when she turned over . I knew I had to endure the storm that was about to come.

	　　Even though the light was dim, it wasn't hard for my mother to recognize me. All I could do was pretend to be asleep, like trying to cover up something that only made it more obvious. I let my mother get angry, and I remained calm.

	My mother pinched my thigh. I could feel that she was very angry and she pinched without mercy. I endured it and only hissed and took a few breaths of cold air. I think I must have broken out in a cold sweat from the pain.

	"Li Yuqing!" " What were you doing to me just now?!" my mother shouted. I didn't say anything, and she pushed me again, "Don't think I don't know you are pretending to sleep."

	" Oh, I didn't expect you to be so bold and learn such bad things." said the mother coldly.

	She hit me again and said, "You think I'm just lying on the floor, don't you?"

	"Should I tell your dad?" My mother didn't have any reasoning. She was furious and could only lash out. But I couldn't remain silent any longer.

	I turned around, quickly put my arms around my mother's waist, and almost buried my head in her chest. The only trick I could use was to change the subject.

	I pretended to cry and said, "I'm sorry, Mom. I'm so scared tonight. I don't dare to sleep alone."

	"If you sleep with me, just sleep quietly. Why are you moving around?" the mother said in anger. "Tell me what you want to do."

	Then she hit my arm several times, but not with much force, just to express her anger, "Who did you learn such bad things from?!"

	I shook my head like a rattle, "No, I didn't, I didn't, I had a nightmare."

	"Hmph, you're having a nightmare again, right? Last time in the hotel ... " However , my mother was embarrassed and didn't want to elaborate on it.

	I decided to launch an affection offensive to resolve the dilemma, and then said, "I'm sorry, I just want to be closer to you, Mom. I was ignorant before and always went out to play. I wasn't close to my own mom."

	　　These words really worked. Although I couldn't see her expression, I felt that my mother relaxed and patted me on the back gently, as if she was a little dissatisfied and complaining, "Hmph, you only want to get close to mom when you're so old."

	I thought I had gotten through this easily, and was just relaxing when suddenly I felt a sharp pain in my arm again. My mother pinched me again and said, "No, we're just being intimate, so what? You're being a hooligan! I'm your mother!"

	After hearing this , I straightened my head and boldly looked at my mother in the pitch darkness. I could see the light in her eyes, as if she could see through everything, while I couldn't decipher her meaning. My mother was also surprised when I looked at her. Her eyes blinked, then turned into a deep lake, releasing a refreshing breath. She stared at me seriously and said slowly, "Don't do this anymore."

	I couldn't detect a single ounce of moral instruction in her words. Instead, I felt the mother was simply being independent and proud, unwilling to tolerate anyone insulting her, not even her son. But speaking with such emotional intensity felt weak. To me, it only emboldened her infidelity.

	My mother lay down again, this time facing me, with her head resting on her arm. Seeing that I was still looking at her silently with a sly look in my eyes, she was probably a little speechless. She stretched out her finger and touched my forehead, and said in a serious tone, "What are you looking at? If you don't want to sleep, go back to your room."

	　　After saying that, he snorted coldly, lay down with his back to me again, and said in a warning tone, "If you do this again, I won't let you off!"

	　　To be honest, I am particularly attracted by the atmosphere, words and emotional flows that are different from the usual ones between mother and son, and I am also particularly attracted to the mother at this time.

	the dim environment, her back cannot be seen clearly, but the lines of her lying side can be vaguely seen from the shadow. Such a close distance can illustrate the graceful and exquisite curves of a mature woman's side and back, which is hard not to make young people intoxicated.

	Sometimes I marvel at this wonder: a woman's figure is truly different from a man's. While men's figures are sleek, straight, and upright, women's are more beautifully curvaceous. My mother's curves are constantly magnified and enhanced in my mind. Lying on her side, her plump buttocks thrust outwards, seemingly flaunting its power to me, with sweeping curves and arcs. What should be contracted, is contracted; what should be full, is full.

	With sex in my head, my hand uncontrollably placed on my mother's waist again, or should I say, stroked her waist. Then I moved my upper body, pressed against her, and gently hugged her.

	My mother was obviously stunned for a moment, and then she hit my hand on her waist and abdomen, "Tsk, you feel itchy, right? Don't think I won't hit you just because you go to high school." But she didn't take my hand away.

	I acted like a child and said, "No, don't hit me, I just want to hug my dear mother."

	He argued again , "I fell asleep after being held for a while." Then he said maturely and "sacrificed" one of my classmates, "Alas, you can't be estranged from your mother even though you are in high school. Zhu Rourong still sleeps with his mother every day, so he must be held a lot."

	My mother didn't believe my nonsense at all. She snorted, "Nonsense! I'm telling you not to go around talking about other people's family affairs."

	"People with poor conditions have to share a bed with their whole family . You really don't know how lucky you are."

	I said, "Sometimes I envy him."

	My mother teased, "Hmph, if you're jealous, go sleep with him and leave me alone." Then she thrust her butt back, as if dissatisfied, saying, "You sound like I'm not letting you sleep." This gesture stunned me, like she was revealing her womanly ways in front of me for the first time. But as soon as the words left my mouth, I knew something was wrong. "Pfft, ffff, ffff," she added, "Just sleep properly." It felt like the explanation was getting worse. I'm not the type to flirt, and there was no way I could say anything ambiguous or subtle to a mother who had always been strict. But sensing her flustered expression was also a pleasure.

	　　After saying that, my mother left me alone. She probably thought I wouldn’t dare to do anything wrong.

	But my hand had already quietly slipped into her clothes during the conversation, without exerting any force. Although I really wanted to get to her round buttocks, I decided to proceed gradually, from top to bottom.

	I felt like playing a prank, so I took a step-by-step approach. My fingers danced across my mother's belly, tapping her tender flesh. It was just a child's move, so I didn't think my mother would think anything bad.

	She naturally noticed it and said impatiently, "What are you doing? Can't you let me sleep?"

	I ignored her and continued playing like a devout believer. My mother twisted her upper body slightly, as if to avoid the strange feeling brought by my fingers. "You stupid child, what will you say if your dad sees it?"

	I stopped knocking and used my fingertips to gently caress the tender flesh between her waist and abdomen. "Ah ... stop!" My mother's upper body became even more uneasy, as it seemed that her waist and abdomen were very sensitive to such touching.

	"Ah ... it's itchy, don't touch me here," the mother managed to squeeze out while shaking.

	I stopped and placed my hand near her hip bone, as if holding her waist with one hand. Although she was not as slender as a little girl, her waistline still had an ups and downs due to the influence of her expanded buttocks.

	I deliberately misinterpreted what my mother meant. If I didn't touch here, could I touch other places? I once again examined the seductive figure in front of me, gave myself courage, and my hand climbed towards the peak again.

	　　I hadn't noticed before, but my mother had already put her bra back in place. As soon as I touched the shiny fabric of her bra, she knew it. She continued lying on her side, but her head was slightly tilted towards me. She couldn't see me, but it felt like she was staring at me. She was a little bit incredulous, so she didn't say anything right away, perhaps because she wanted to see how bold I was.

	The atmosphere was very strange, and I was at a loss as to what to do. I felt a little nervous, but I gritted my teeth and waited until she stopped scolding me.

	I put my right hand under her bra, or rather pushed her bra up, and while being squeezed by the fabric, I held her dangling breasts as best I could, like a ball of dough in my hand.

	"Hiss", mother gasped, not in pain, but in anger. The fat and soft touch from my hand was intoxicating, but at this moment the air seemed a little colder.

	The bud was in my palm, not standing erect because of the excitement, but it was more elastic .

	"Li Yuqing, what's wrong with you?" my mother grabbed my wrist and shouted.

	She wanted to pull my hands away, but I held one of my breasts tightly and resisted her, not forgetting to rub, knead and shake it obscenely. When my mother pushed her hands down, I pushed up and would never give up the ground I had conquered easily.

	"Let go! Do you hear me?" my mother gnashed her teeth in rage. Seeing I wasn't moved, she stopped pulling my hand and pinched my thigh instead. It hurt, but I was a seasoned jerk, and the immediate stimulation had already offset the pain. The hardness beneath my crotch outweighed everything else.

	"Do you still consider me your mother? How dare you touch me here?" the mother scolded.

	Hearing this, I was speechless. I muttered, "I used to drink this milk when I was a child, so why can't I even touch it now?", pretending to be aggrieved. This really stumped my mother, as there was no such thing as a discussion of human relations in her vocabulary.

	"You! ... " The mother was speechless, and then she said righteously, "You are an adult already, do you know how ugly it is? Take your hand away and don't make me angry."

	I responded again , "It's natural for my son to breastfeed, and why is it not allowed for him to touch ... "

	Unconsciously , the strength with which my mother pinched my thigh became less, but she continued to disapprove of my behavior, "Even if I am your mother, there are differences between men and women. You have read so many books, you can't be so ignorant of this simple morality."

	my mother spoke, the weaker my resistance felt, and the situation had not yet gotten out of control.

	I begged, "Please, Mom , I'll just touch it, no one will know anyway."

	"No! Are you crazy? Go touch your wife from now on," the mother resisted.

	" Who made it so big and beautiful?" I said, sounding more and more ridiculous.

	After hearing this, my mother got even more angry. She pinched my thigh a few times and cursed, "You stinky rascal, you're full of bad ideas and you're using them on your mother, right? Believe it or not, I'll tell your father." It seems that as a son, praising private parts has no effect on his mother.

	Seeing that my mother was "obstinate," I pinched my fingers around the bud of one of her breasts and rubbed it a few times, like rubbing the outer skin of a peanut. "Hmm ... " My mother couldn't help but let out a soft moan. I guess she was embarrassed, so she could only call me by my name, "Li Yuqing!" in a vicious tone.

	Then she suddenly stood up, propping herself up on the bed with one hand, and sat half-reclining. I jumped, and the soft touch on her hand quickly left me. My mother turned around, twisted my ear a few times, and said sternly, "How can you be so mean?"

	"Ah ... ah", I groaned in pain. My ears are a more sensitive part of my body, so I couldn't help it.

	Seeing my painful expression , my mother's anger calmed down a little, "It would be best if you died in pain, then we'll see if you dare to do anything else."

	Then my mother pulled back the quilt and said resentfully, "You little beast, go to sleep by yourself and see what you can do tonight." Then she got up from the bed and left the room. It was a split second before I could react, and I hadn't even uttered "Oh, Mom."

	It seems that I "occupied" my parents' bed tonight . I am not afraid at all about my behavior just now. While savoring the wonderful touch, I was guessing that I broke a taboo this time. At least when my mother was awake, such behavior had more or less disrupted the normal mother-son relationship.

	My mother 's personality was such that if she left, she'd leave. With so many rooms in the house, she didn't need to waste time with me. She probably wouldn't be coming back. I didn't dare chase her; it would seem too aggressive. I figured I'd just leave it at that. So I decided to just go to sleep. If my father came back and saw me here, he'd find another room to sleep in. It wasn't a big deal.

	But to me, my parents' bed was no different from a strange bed. After all, I didn't sleep there often. When I lay down in the darkness, the room felt like a strange environment. I tossed and turned for a long time, but I was still energetic, perhaps because I hadn't really subsided from the stimulation just now.

	　　It must have been midnight . After an indeterminate amount of time, I heard the roar of my father's taxi and the bright flash of its lights outside the window. He was back. A moment later, I heard a commotion coming from the first floor. The stairway lights and the living room lights came on one by one, and a lot of light streamed into my parents' room. It was a bustling scene, as if there was more than one person?

	It was none of my business, so I went to sleep and closed my eyes. About two minutes later, on the edge of sleep, I felt movement next to me, as if someone had laid down. A familiar scent of flesh and body odor jolts my mind. I open my eyes and look over. It's my mother. Why is she back? I don't have time to question her; I'm overwhelmed with joy.

	I finally called out "Mom". At this time, I could see my mother's expression clearly. She frowned and looked at me coldly, "Tsk, why aren't you sleeping yet?"

	" Sleep well this time," my mother ordered, then left me alone. I noticed she seemed a little off this time. She was angry, resentful, and, in short, extremely unhappy. She stared at the ceiling, as if lost in thought. This time, it couldn't be me; my actions were already outdated. It must be my father's trip.

	I listened to the increasingly clear voices outside the door. I wondered what kind of monsters my father had brought back in the middle of the night, and what they wanted to do. It must be bad, which was why my mother was so unhappy.

	I noticed that my mother was preoccupied, so I thought her vigilance would drop a lot. Mainly because, in the bright light, the bulge on her chest was so tempting that it made me drool, and my evil thoughts came back.

	There were several people in the living room outside the room . I took a gamble. These people made me feel uneasy, but it was also a cover-up. Not only my father was present, but my mother would dare to express any violent resistance.

	I didn't hesitate any longer and directly reached into my mother's clothes and came to her breasts. Very good, my mother was still thinking about something and hadn't realized that her chest was half exposed.

	Outside, the sound of "pa pa pa" echoed. Damn, I knew that sound. Poker. Even an idiot would have guessed it: sneaking around in the middle of the night, what else could it be but gambling? I hadn't expected my father to be so ruthless as to bring the gambling to his own house. Honestly, I didn't really resent his behavior. I'd known he was a gambler since I was a kid, and I had no idea how much he'd win or lose. As long as we had education and food to eat, I was completely indifferent.

	I noticed that my mother's brows were almost twisted into one. She was not dissatisfied with my behavior, but with the gambling that was going on in the living room, which was extremely destructive to the family ecology. The leader of this gambling was my father. How could she not be annoyed?

	Thinking of this, I thought my mother would not care about me anymore. Compared with that, my behavior was nothing.

	So I boldly lifted her bra and held one of her smooth breasts again, kneading it to my heart 's content. Not satisfied yet , I turned it sideways and took care of both breasts, teasing the buds on the far side with my ring finger and little finger from time to time.

	　　At first, the mother had no reaction.

	"Ah ... " As I pinched and twisted her buds repeatedly, my mother reflexively let out a restrained moan, and then she noticed me.

	The mother was naturally angry, but also felt helpless. "You ... " She didn't dare to yell loudly, so she lowered her voice and said, "You're still here, right? Stop it now."

	She impatiently took my hand away, but I quickly covered her pair of plump breasts again. I saw constant movement under her clothes, indicating that her proud breasts were being "played" by me. The scene was very obscene.

	" Hmm ... " My mother moved her legs a few times, as if she was more sensitive in the tense situation, because I could feel her buds standing upright.

	My mother twisted my ear and warned me in a low voice, "Are you crazy? There are so many people outside."

	I didn't know what to say, so I could only whisper "Ah Ma, Ah Ma." My hands continued to move.

	My mother refused to give up and took my hand away, and we kept struggling like that.

	"Including the family fortune , three sides have opened 8 , how unlucky we are!" My father's dejected voice was clearly audible, and my mother had obviously heard it too. She let go of my hand, no longer insisting on me leaving her chest, closed her eyes, and took a deep breath, as if trying hard to suppress some emotion.

	Suddenly, she turned to look at me. Her expression changed rapidly, from resentful to calm, then she sneered. I didn't immediately grasp what my mother meant. She took another deep breath and said slowly, "Listen carefully, this is the limit." Then she turned her back to me.

	Did my mother give in? I was incredibly excited. Even though it was just her breasts, it was enough to dissipate most of my sexual desire. Besides, there's no limit to this kind of thing. Breaking the taboo, no matter where, is incomplete. I think it had something to do with what happened outside.

	Whatever happens, seize the opportunity.

	I continued to rub my mother's breasts unscrupulously, shaking them from time to time, gathering and releasing them from time to time. But my mother was still my mother. Apart from the inaudible nasal gasps when I squeezed her grapes a little harder, I felt that she did not react in a passionate or flirtatious way. She was still worried. The air was still slightly cool, without the hot smell of desire rising from the opposite sex.

	At most, she 'd say, "Tsk ... be gentle," slapping my hand in a scolding tone. Perhaps she simply saw this interaction as a way to satisfy her son's curiosity and playfulness, not as foreplay to a grand finale. But over time, the mere satisfaction of the touch grew increasingly oppressive, and I was eager to find my first sensory experience.

	Most of the time, my mother closed her eyes. Because of the irritation caused by things outside the house and the helplessness caused by my behavior at the moment, she seemed extremely calm.

	Because the door was only half-closed, I gazed at the friendly light and formed another sinister idea. I gave my mother's breasts a final, adorable squeeze, then pulled my hands out. I saw that the bra had been pushed up, leaving a rather messy mark on her T- shirt. Seeing that she was still the same, I took a bolder approach and slowly rolled up her shirt, revealing her waist, lower abdomen, navel, and the finger-long purple-red scar, probably from a C-section. Gradually, various parts of her upper body were exposed.

	caesarean section scar originally represented the sacrifice and great dedication my mother made for me. When I saw it, I should feel grateful and deeply appreciate the glory of motherhood. But I was just a middle school student with strong desires, and desires had long surpassed the sense of family affection.

	　　Because this scar line is not long and its color and size are relatively light, it does not disgust me at all. Instead, it highlights the aura of a mature and good woman, constantly reminding me that the woman in front of me is mature, has childbearing experience, and has a special charm.

	Because even after giving birth, her waist and abdomen remain unslack and have no noticeable stretch marks, and even after breastfeeding, her breasts remain firm and full. These special areas are still the killer weapons that make men fall in love. In my eyes, this is another contrast, and seeing it happen in my own mother, makes me feel so excited that I feel empty.

	I rolled up my mother 's T- shirt to her collarbone, exposing her bra and two big breasts. During this process, I glanced at my mother from time to time to make sure she let me complete this action smoothly.

	Seeing the scenery on my mother's chest was another kind of shock. I felt my heart almost jump into my throat and my whole body felt hot.

	　　Although the light yellow bra was overturned by me , it still tightly bound my mother's breasts and squeezed the soft breast flesh downwards. Under the light coming in from the living room, the exposed breast flesh appeared plump and white, as delicate and smooth as a freshly peeled egg , and extremely tender against the light yellow glossy bra. The flesh-red areola was the size of a coin, dotted with millet-sized dots, which were like stars surrounding the moon, surrounding the bud that was slightly thinner than a cherry pit.

	　　Although I had caught a glimpse of her before , this was the first time I had observed my mother's naked breasts at such close range for such a long time. My blood boiled, my breathing quickened, and I was so engrossed in the sight that my lips parted slightly, as if time had stopped.

	dark red buds are like exposed jade on the peaks of breasts. They stand proudly, piercing the dull night and capturing the heartstrings. They are also like a delicious grape, tempting me to taste it.

	Fairy tales teach me that the more beautiful and tempting something is, the more likely it is to hide unknown dangers. When faced with such things, you must exercise restraint and maintain a clear mind. So I grasped one of my mother's breasts, which was practically naked, and sank my fingers into the soft flesh.

	I don't know if it was the "long-lasting" interaction or just an instinctive reaction, but in the bright light, I could see the flesh on my hand was slightly damp and slippery, appearing even more plump and tender. I could clearly see the breast flesh deforming and overflowing between my fingers, feeling indescribably tender and sensual. The combined effects of touch and sight not only made my cock nearly push through my underwear and shorts, but the psychological pleasure seemed to be taking shape. My mind felt like it had been inhaled by a drug, unconscious and blissful.

	I moved a little secretly , my head getting closer and closer to the mountain, and the hot and impatient breath exhaled from my nose sprayed directly on my mother's chest. Of course, a faint scent of milk was also inhaled into my lungs and brain.

	" Hmm ... " my mother snorted, perhaps sensing the slight tingling sensation of my breath. Then she did something that really turned me on. Instinctively, she pushed her bra up further, as if it was getting in my way. This further exposed her breasts, making them appear fuller and rounder. Because of their already advantageous shape and volume, the limpness from lying flat didn't affect them much, leaving them in the shape of an inverted bowl.

	I felt that my mother's actions were tinged with sexual desire. They were so skillful and natural, as if it was my father who was "teasing" her. In fact, she was still distracted and hadn't realized the current situation.

	My mother 's indulgence tonight filled me with mixed emotions. On the one hand, it was exactly what I longed for, but on the other, it made me feel she lacked reserve. Alas, as a man, I'm all the same, deep down yearning for a good wife and mother; yet, I couldn't resist her seductive displays. This led to a constant desire to fight and punish, to crush the everyday appearance, shame, and natural moral compass of this traditional small-town woman.

	I shook her breasts quickly a few times, making them tremble and sway, and then I squeezed them hard, and a small handful of breasts squeezed out from my palm, and the purple-red buds on the top became hard and long. I inexplicably developed a mischievous mentality and let go of the breast, but took the opportunity to flick the elastic buds several times like I flicked my ears when I was a child, and then pinched and rubbed them.

	"Ah ... mmm, mmm ... you you," my mother moaned loudly this time, the sound clearly penetrating my ears, and her body trembled as if it had been electrocuted. My mother's reaction continued to arouse my desire, and I was particularly enjoying it. At first, I was worried that this strange sound would be heard by people outside, but fortunately, the noise outside was quite loud.

	My mother grabbed my hair, turned her head, opened her eyes and looked at me. I was very curious why she didn't pull my hand away first. At this moment, we were looking at each other, and I avoided her gaze as if I was guilty, but finally decided to look at my mother's expression carefully, because the atmosphere didn't seem as tragic as I imagined. My mother's expression made my desire not diminish.

	My mother pulled my hair like this, but she didn't use much force. She just pulled me into the education venue and whispered, "You dead child, who told you to take off my clothes?"

	Then she looked towards the door, then turned back to me, her tone seeming very cautious, not wanting to disturb anyone, and said, "You're really brave, there are so many people outside." I almost wanted to say that I was so bold because there were people outside.

	If my feelings were correct, I didn't sense any anger or rebuke in my mother's words, nor did she carry the usual forceful lecture. Instead, there was a sense of shyness she'd never expressed before me. Then, without another word, she simply stared at me. My hands remained pressed against her breasts, though I stopped massaging them. A cool breeze blew, and a strange atmosphere permeated the room. It was as if we had all consciously blocked out the hysteria of the gamblers outside, allowing this atmosphere to sweep us down into the abyss, its intoxicating power, its intoxicating power, its intoxicating power, a pleasure we felt even when we knew it was wrong.

	　　Gradually, my mother's peach-shaped eyes became as bright as if they hid stars. Although she looked at me indifferently, they were like a clear bay of water. Her long eyelashes caused ripples in the blink of an eye. Her raised eyebrows and lips seemed to be neither drunk nor smiling. She seemed a little frivolous and a little charming, which made me confused.

	I didn't understand why my mother had that look on her face. I couldn't decipher her meaning, I just felt that she was different from usual, and I just knew that it had ignited the fire in my heart, driving me crazy. But I didn't know what I should do, and I inexplicably felt even more irritable and uneasy.

	My mother seemed unable to hide her emotions from me. She didn't care that my hand was still touching her chest, and she stopped pulling my hair. Instead, she turned over and lay on her side facing me. Her movements moved my right hand to her waist, and her two big white rabbits squeezed together were almost in front of me, only a finger's distance away.

	Our eyes drew closer, and then she moved her head to above my right ear, as if whispering, and controlled her voice as she said, "Has that been enough noise tonight? Why don't you go to bed honestly?" When my mother said this in my ear, I actually heard a soft and seductive tone in her voice.

	What she didn't know was that, as she leaned forward, her left breast, with its purple-red tip, was almost touching my face. It felt like she was deliberately presenting her impressive breasts to her son, tempting me. The scent of milk, more intense than ever before, filled my nose, destroying my remaining rationality. Of course, I knew my mother didn't mean it, even for a moment. But the large white breast beneath my eye was dazzling, the buds alluring. Even if it wasn't her intention, they were a provocative signal to me. The fragrant nipple was like a high-speed spinning bullet, about to pierce me, and I had to stop its momentum.

	Just as my mother finished speaking and was about to lie down again, I opened my mouth and took the alluring bud in front of me into my mouth.

	"Ah ... um", my mother couldn't help but let out a charming moan when my mouth attacked her sensitive buds. Then, as if she was afraid of being heard, she quickly covered her mouth to stop her reaction from being released through moans.

	My mother remained lying on her side, and at this moment I was breastfeeding just like when I was a child; more than ten years later, my mouth once again found the heavy breast that once nourished me, and I sipped on the elastic buds, sucking hard from time to time, even though there was no milk, this behavioral talent was innate.

	I used my tongue to tease the buds in my mouth. To be honest, my tongue may not be as flexible as my fingers, but this kind of foreplay-like action will bring a lot of physical and mental stimulation to the other party. When the mother's private parts are exposed to a naive teenager, and even fall into his mouth, where is the meaning of family affection, there is only a full atmosphere of lust. This feeling of torn taboos, I think, will more or less bring the mother a special feeling, making her endure the physiological reaction in embarrassment.

	" Hmm ... " I felt my mother's body trembling slightly, and her nasal humming became more lingering and moving.

	The nipple in my mouth quickly hardened and became longer. Even though I only tasted a faint taste of white flesh, it didn't matter. The psychological pleasure had enveloped my whole body.

	My mother didn't expect me to be so obscene. She was angry and pulled my hair again, trying to get me away. Her voice was trembling, "Um ... ah ... Li Yuqing, do you know what you are doing?" Oh, I just want to ask, why do you think I can't do this? Didn't I grow up sucking on this breast when I was a child ?

	But my mouth was busy. While teasing the buds with my tongue, I was greedily sucking on the smooth breast flesh.

	My mother pulled my hair, but I was like a stubborn child at this moment and refused to let go. I held her waist tightly with my right hand, fixed the posture, and then sucked her hardened purple grapes with my big mouthfuls.

	Under the care of my mouth , my mother's breathing became disordered and rapid, her legs moved unconsciously, and she squeezed out words with difficulty, a little flustered, " It's too much to ... to hit ... you ... you are still ... "

	I couldn't see my mother's expression. She spoke weakly, "Stop ... stop it ... you shouldn't touch me here." It would have been easy for her to break free, but she was always hesitant, insisting on playing cat and mouse with me. I guess my father's ridiculous behavior outside the room had affected her.

	" Well ... if your dad knew ... if he knew ... he would break your legs," my mother said again, panting softly. For some reason, hearing her mention my father made me even more excited. It was as if I had taken over what should have been my father's forbidden land. I felt the pleasure of having grown up ahead of others.

	My right hand couldn't bear it anymore, so it moved down a few inches and covered my mother's perky buttocks, and rubbed it hard. Through the thin cloth, my hand felt soft and plump like jelly. My middle finger, connected with the cloth, sank into the crotch which seemed narrow due to the tension.

	But this made my mother wake up. She increased her strength and grabbed my hair, pulling my head away from her breasts, and there seemed to be a "pop" sound.

	After my mother said "hmm ... ", she looked directly at me, her face showing annoyance ... and even a hint of redness. She said in a deep voice, "What are you doing, you little rascal?", but she tried to keep the volume as low as possible, as if she was not speaking through her vocal cords.

	　　To be honest, the words no longer had any deterrent effect, but I could feel the anger expressed in her eyes.

	She lowered her head again to look at her exposed breasts, which shone with moisture from my saliva. She looked extremely obscene, with her clothes in disarray. While tidying up her clothes, my mother stared at me with murderous eyes, her eyebrows raised and her face as cold as ice.

	　　After a long while, my mother still didn't say anything. I wasn't afraid of her rage. I even thought it was funny. I thought my mother didn't know what to say. She had said enough things like "you shouldn't do this" and "I'm bad" but I still didn't change my bad habits. What else could she say to effectively curb me?

	Even though I had nothing to say , I couldn't lose my mother's dignity. She pinched my thigh hard and twisted it a few times. The pain made me break out in a cold sweat. I clenched my fists to stop myself from wailing, and reflexively distanced myself from her.

	My painful reaction was clearly visible to her, and only then did my mother seem to relax a little. Women's psychology is so fickle. One moment she was giving me an intriguing look, and now she was furious as if some shameful secret had been exposed.

	I saw her biting her lower lip with her upper teeth, the corners of her mouth twitching slightly. She tried to calm herself down and said, "You should stop." Just as she was about to say something else ...

	" Fuck you, mother, what a weird tonight!" The sounds of playing cards hitting the table, the sounds of shuffling, the gambler's ecstasy, and the frustrated complaints were all intertwined, making people feel gloomy as soon as they heard it. The father's voice was particularly harsh, and we couldn't ignore it.

	The mother's scolding, which she had not yet finished uttering, was interrupted by this voice. Her expression slowly changed. She was no longer angry, but her brows were tightly furrowed . There was a hint of anxiety between her brows . Her eyes seemed much gloomier than usual. Her brows were slightly wrinkled, and a feeling of decadence and anger jumped out from the depths of her eyes from time to time. Her facial expression was a little complicated, as if there was always a knot in her heart that could not be untied.

	In that instant, she seemed to transform from a stern and majestic mother into a woman with a sad heart.

	She shook her head slightly and smiled bitterly. After a long time, as if after a mental struggle, she lay down again with her back to me and pulled the quilt over herself. She rested her head on her arms, not intending to fall asleep, but continued to think.

	 

	 

	Chapter 11

	I can't interfere in adult matters, nor do I know how to comfort others. I've never done anything like that before. Unless there's a huge conflict, how could a child be so sensible as to comfort his mother? And based on past experience, even if they occasionally disagree, they usually get back to normal. This gambling thing wasn't something I just discovered today.

	I don't need to say anything about this.

	I knew I wasn't a good son in this regard. You can't expect a young man with a lustful mind to wake up instantly. What's more, I even felt like taking advantage of my mother's predicament, taking advantage of her mood being almost entirely influenced by others, and only caring about satisfying my own selfish desires.

	The body I'd longed for so long was right beside me , and the horn of my desire soon rang anew. Tonight, I'd been doing this over and over again, enjoying it endlessly. Amidst the clamor outside, I inched closer to my mother again. My right hand, with familiar ease, slipped under her blouse, slipped through her bra, and, within the confines of my hand, pressed against her familiar breasts, squeezing them into a bun. Then, I pushed the air-conditioning cover upwards a little, revealing her round, plump buttocks. The edge of her underwear was clearly visible through her thin shorts. This vague, barely visible, barely concealing that tantalizing part only heightened my desire.

	My mother didn't react at all, but I knew she hadn't slept at all. For some reason, this feedback seemed both unexpected and reasonable to me.

	I didn't do any playing around, because this part was almost done, some taboos had been broken, the initial demands had been met, and it was time to break through other positions.

	My mother 's nonchalance fueled my lust. I glanced back and forth at her body a few times, finally fixing my gaze on her round buttocks that were sticking out towards me. When she was lying on her side with her legs bent together, her loose shorts stuck to the tip of her buttocks, making the whole thing stand out like a peach. Seeing it made me feel numb inside and my adrenaline rushing.

	My right hand gave up on her breasts and came to my mother 's waist and abdomen, pressing gently on her hip bone, tentatively and numbly.

	Seeing that my mother was still silent, I placed my entire palm against her sacrum, my fingers finding the firm flesh of her buttocks. Then, I twisted a few fingers, grabbed the corner of her shorts waistband, and slowly but firmly pulled them down. Because the waistband was still loose, even with the pressure of her body on the other side, it didn't hinder me.

	My hands trembled uncontrollably , and I held my breath, as if I was facing a treasure that had been covered in dust for many years. Now it was my turn to unveil it and let its appearance reappear in the world.

	The first thing that appeared in my sight was a pair of beige, skin-friendly and soft panties. If it weren't for the slightly curled edge, it really seemed like it was integrated with the buttocks. Just when I wanted to take them off in one go ... filled with desire, I seemed to have overlooked that my mother was not asleep at all.

	My mother grabbed my hand, silently forbidding me to move even a little. She said nothing, her body made no other reaction, her posture unchanged, unmoved yet resolute.

	　　To be honest, I'm a seasoned person and no longer afraid of being caught by my mother. At least on this night, I was fearless.

	After a stalemate of less than ten seconds, I let go of my mother 's pants and instead placed my palm on her sacrum just below through the thin panties, with my middle finger reaching the entrance above the buttock groove.

	The mature mother in front of me had a tight and raised butt, which made her panties look even thinner. I could even feel a hint of coolness on her butt with my palm.

	I looked back at my mother , watching for any further resistance. Seeing no further resistance, I took advantage of the situation and began to feel what was immediately accessible. Spreading my fingers as wide as possible, I pushed my middle finger through her panties, digging into the cleft of her buttocks. The other fingers pressed and compressed the flesh, feeling the sensations of tightness, elasticity, and softness. My middle finger was squeezed between her buttocks, and the flesh, pressed by the other fingers, quickly returned to its original shape like a pressure ball.

	To my surprise, my mother didn't stop my frivolous and lascivious behavior. Perhaps it was because I didn't initially intend to remove her panties, and I had some boundaries. But she refused to let me remove her shorts, revealing only the tip of the iceberg. It was as if she was saying that by not exposing herself completely, there was still room for modesty, clinging to a shred of moral shame.

	tonight is different from the night in the hotel. Although the latter involved intimate contact, tonight I was touching her forbidden area while my mother was clearly aware that it was me. However, I still feel a little regretful that I cannot hear the soft moans of my mother's love.

	It seems that I can't ask for more. I touch her breasts and ass, and I feel that it is enough. I can't help but close and squeeze my legs to stimulate my cock and make the physical and mental pleasure more intense.

	I really didn't intend to push any further; the ecstasy was enough for me now. Until, deep inside my mother's buttocks, my middle finger, sliding smoothly from time to time, gradually caught a faint warm breath. Although my fingers didn't feel any moisture, the scent was definitely there, just like the dampness of an environment after a day and night of rain.

	The latest feeling was felt by my fingers, and finally it spread to my whole body, and then gathered into a strong signal, which was sent to my hard little cock.

	It seemed as if a voice was telling my little chicken that the source of warmth and moisture was its destination for the night; even if it was an unknown and dangerous place, a quicksand swamp hidden in the fertile land, my hot and fiery little chicken should get in, get stuck in it, and risk its life in order to survive.

	So I used my right hand to pull my mother 's buttocks hard to stabilize my body shape. I also lifted my buttocks slightly, and with my left hand, secretly took off my shorts and underwear. The waistband of my pants was caught on my hard little cock, and when it was removed, it bounced onto my own belly, proving its hardness and long-suppressed release, like a small cannon with a loaded bullet magazine, about to pour fire on the enemy position.

	I moved my body in the direction it was pointing , getting closer to my mother. It was pointing at the base of her round legs, the valley beyond her buttocks.

	　　Although I have watched a lot of movies, they were all about cavalry; the novels I read described them in detail, but I had never seen it with my own eyes, so I couldn't associate it at all; by chance I caught a glimpse of my mother's lower body, but the desire immediately washed away my visual memory, so I am still unfamiliar with the structure of women, especially the lower body.

	I just acted instinctively and wanted to let my little cock step into the forbidden area as soon as possible. I even ignored that my mother had two pieces of clothing on her lower body.

	There was no need for too much psychological preparation. It happened in a flash, and the stalemate had lasted long enough for my mother to be somewhat defeated. I made up my mind and pulled my mother's shorts down and piled them between her thighs.

	The round buttocks covered by her panties were finally exposed. "Hmm?" Mom asked in confusion. Just as she was about to turn around, I used the same trick again and pressed her hips to stop her.

	We remained silent, silently engaging in a struggle of strength. My mother, lying on her side, could barely withstand the full force of my hands. Sensing my persistence, she whispered, "Hey ... Li Yuqing ... stop pushing it," and gave up, turning around. Perhaps she noticed her underwear was still on and allowed her shorts to go. I guess she thought I'd just touched her superficially.

	　　Although the underwear covered most of her buttocks, the tense muscles made her look plump, round and bulging. The exposed parts were delicate and smooth, round like a jade plate, exuding temptation to the young man behind her. I felt dry mouth and distracted by seeing it, and I couldn't help but let go of my mother's hips and touch her muscular and round buttocks.

	　　I grabbed a satisfying handful, finding it plump but not greasy. Then I caressed her buttocks, a thick expanse of white flesh, outside her panties. "Ah ... stop touching ... " My mother actually wiggled slightly, as if expressing displeasure, but her voice was weak and soft. Of course, my mother wouldn't allow what was about to happen, and even what was happening right now wasn't her wish. Yet, she resigned herself to her father's absurd behavior outside the room, and to her son's stubbornness. It was then that I began to speculate about the reasons behind my mother's gradual compromise tonight.

	As I stroked my mother 's butt, goose bumps seemed to appear on it, and the back of her ears seemed to turn a little red. Was she finally shy, instead of angry? When a woman is shy, her defenses are actually broken down a lot, but I didn't understand this principle at the time.

	Fortunately, I knew that I should take advantage of my mother's "mistake" and pursue the victory!

	rubbing the soft, fragrant jade, my gaze was drawn to the deep bottom of the buttock groove, the bulge at the base of the thigh, where a few slightly curly hairs emerged. I immediately felt that this seemed to be the real breakthrough point under the tight buttocks.

	Even though it was covered by underwear , it still looked plump and chubby, as if emitting a misty heat like white smoke. I imagined that the real appearance inside should be like a mini hot dog.

	　　In short, it was charming, making my blood boil, and my exposed little cock was so hard that it hurt slightly, and at this moment it was an even more exaggerated and uncontrollable erection.

	My mother seemed to know that I was looking at her forbidden area. I could feel the heat behind her ears getting hotter, and she buried her head under the pillow.

	No matter how much my mother wishes I had done these days, I was just showing my adolescent curiosity about the opposite sex, or slightly unusual mother-son interactions, the mother-son relationship was inevitably mixed with guilt and intense sexual desire, disturbing her body and mind, and sometimes unable to escape normal physiological reactions.

	I have been touching my mother 's round buttocks for a long time. No matter how shy my mother is, she can't help but want to see what I am like.

	She first crossed her hands, propped up her forearms, raised her head, turned to me, and blinked at me. Her eyes were clear, as if there was a pool of clear water flowing. Although her face showed no sadness or joy, the ripples in her eyes drove me crazy. Then she spoke, her delicate voice extremely small, but magnetic and attractive, "Little beast ... what else do you want ... your dad is outside."

	A hint of charm, a rare reappearance before me. Such words fueled my imagination, leading to many lewd interpretations that dominated my body and mind. She didn't rebuke me, didn't stop me, and yet, with such a look, it was practically inviting. The mention of my father in the conversation also made it impossible for me to suppress my sexual urges.

	I pressed my whole body on top of her, pressing on a mountain of mature, fragrant and soft flesh. "Ah ... ", my mother let out a soft cry with her face against the pillow. I felt the whole body of the woman under me trembling.

	"Ah ... what's wrong with you ?" my mother muttered in dissatisfaction as I pinned her down. I grabbed one of her shoulders and rested my hand against the back of her head, breathing heavily as I inhaled the scent of her shampoo-scented hair. My right hand continued to caress her buttocks in a chaotic manner.

	My mother 's waist and hips swayed slightly a few times, as if she wanted to shake me off, but the situation was special, so she didn't dare to use too much force to avoid making a big noise. To me, this was a positive response to my actions.

	I felt my mother 's soft and elastic buttocks pressing against my lower abdomen like a hemisphere, adding fuel to the fire of my already numb and swollen lower abdomen. My little cock, like a sharp sword, just wanted to pierce everything downwards. I thrust my buttocks at a low frequency, letting my cock rub against my mother's underwear, exposed buttocks, and thighs. Only in this way could the swelling be relieved. I felt numb, and the prostate fluid oozing from the glans left a clear mark on the fabric of my mother's underwear.

	　　The cock hadn't hit the right spot yet, so I didn't use my hands to guide it. I just let it go and find the warm and moist fairy cave on its own.

	I let go of her buttocks with my right hand , went around to my mother's front, reached into her T- shirt, and stroked her soft belly as her body leaned over. I stayed for a while, moved up, and roughly flipped through her bra. I held the breast that was pressed into a round cake in my hand, and pinched the slightly swollen buds with two fingers.

	" Hmm ... " the mother let out a long, drawn-out sigh. Then, as if feeling ashamed, she slapped my hand, her voice trembling as she said, "Ah ... don't get up yet." Then, apart from the groans and heavy breathing that squeezed through the pillow, she offered no further resistance. The woman beneath me, on this strange night, lost in the "teasing" of her son, fell into a state of confusion.

	Could it be that my mother was unaware of my ultimate evil intentions, or perhaps she was afraid that if I resisted too loudly, the people outside the room would know, especially my father? Thinking of this, I smiled smugly inwardly, but I didn't dare show it. My mother was truly powerless at this moment, and I just thought it was a disturbance, a tantrum.

	Because that's what her movements looked like. Her big, soft ass was trying to "shake" me off, but from my perspective, it felt like it was arching back, constantly adjusting its angle, as if it wanted to swallow my little cock. At that moment, my own desire was burning in my body, and I felt a little dazed. I felt that my mother was a lewd woman. This thought aggravated my shame. The contrast between the sacredness of motherhood and the depravity of this moment created an irresistible attraction, almost giving me an orgasm in my head, and the stimulation made my cock jump a few times.

	My hands touched the smoothness and softness of her breasts , I felt the tightness and elasticity of her buttocks and the unknown moist warmth under my crotch, I heard my mother's seemingly weak and delicate humming, and I smelled the fragrance of her hair and the rich orchid body fragrance of a mature woman. Every sensory experience made me feel very sexual, as if a microelectric current was running through me, making me feel numb and tingling. For a moment, I didn't know where to focus, and just let my organs act on their own.

	After a long time, all consciousness was concentrated on the chick. It was the commander, and everything had to be coordinated to satisfy its feelings.

	So I tried my best to keep quiet , I took the lead and exerted force, watching my mother's round buttocks actively colliding and rubbing against my cock; coupled with the stimulation brought by my playing with her breasts and nipples, my mother uttered a little humming and whispering, and I could see the flushed and hot face from behind her ears.

	I looked down, watching what was happening to my mother's round, perky buttocks. With her eyes as my guide, I stopped blindly poking and scratching. I tried to use my penis instead of my middle finger, desperately trying to squeeze into the groove that divided her buttocks. However, her buttocks were tight and slightly raised, and the underwear was stretched out, providing good protection for her buttocks. My penis, which was thicker than my middle finger and not as flexible as a finger, bounced back when it poked into the buttocks. I could never squeeze in, and I could never enjoy the feeling of being clamped between the two buttocks.

	　　This action actually failed to arouse my mother's sensitive parts. I poked her several times, but she didn't react at all. This made me feel a little more real, and I also self-righteously recognized the reservedness of my mother's body. She was not an exaggerated lustful woman who could not help herself when she touched the male sexual organ. However, she scolded me, "Why didn't you listen to me? How dare you touch me everywhere?"

	I later learned that, firstly, my mother 's normal consciousness and maternal ethics were indeed affected by my father's absurd behavior; secondly, we didn't actually spend very long doing this nonsense together (although I talked about it for a long time), and she mistakenly thought that it was her fingers that were poking her forbidden areas. At that point, her underwear was still on, so she could just touch her fingers, and stop at the key parts at most; from the beginning to the end, it was just a mother satisfying her son's curiosity with some reservations, as a kind of family interaction, a little out of the ordinary, but unknown to outsiders, and as every family has its little privacy.

	As long as the third party does not know, it will not impact public order and good morals.

	　　Back to the scene. Although my cock was erect and swollen, I imagined it like a slippery, boneless loach exposed on a mudflat, parched and anxious, only to find a saturated mud hole to burrow into. I tried three times but couldn't penetrate the cleft of my buttocks, protected by my underwear. The prostatic fluid oozing from my glans was nearly soaking that area of material transparent, which made me, already poised for action, impatient. I also felt the helpless, powerless feeling of a fist hitting cotton. My mother seemed to sense my mood, assuming I was tired. She gently nudged me back with her disc-like buttocks, as if to lift me up, and said, "If you're tired, go to bed. You're still acting like a donkey."

	When I heard this, I immediately felt unhappy, as if my beloved woman despised my ability, and I became even more persistent.

	underwear strip, my little cock gradually lost its aim, poked lower and lower, and finally slipped down accidentally, and the top of the glans hit a plump, soft and tender bulge, as if the source of the moisture that my lower body had been looking for was here.

	" Hmm ... hum ... " My mother let out a long, drawn-out sigh, her body trembling subtly. Her reaction ignited a surge of passion, invigorated my spirits, and gave me a renewed sense of youthful accomplishment. Her reaction reminded me of her flirtatious, voluptuous nature during their sex scenes. My usually arrogant and assertive mother had finally, under my actions, entered this phase, even if not quite to this degree, and she was conscious.

	Thinking of this, my little cock seemed to become a little thicker and longer. I couldn't help but push it hard against this soft spot again, and rubbed it with my glans for a few circles. The warm and hot feeling came through the fabric, which made me feel pleasure going straight to the top of my head.

	"Ah ... stop ... don't touch that ... " my mother moaned softly, afraid to speak louder. Her legs unconsciously clamped together, her plump buttocks and thighs clenching around my cock. The warm, enveloping sensation nearly brought me to orgasm. The moist scent of that soft spot permeated the room, like a pool overflowing with spring water, filling my entire body with a head-to-toe pleasure. I let out a long, hissing breath and had to let go of my cock. I felt I could enjoy it for much longer and didn't want to surrender so quickly. Cleverly, my unintentional, timely withdrawal prevented my mother from realizing what had just touched her forbidden area.

	I left out of surprise. My mother seemed to think that I was shamelessly laughing at her embarrassing reaction. She pinched my left arm, which was holding her shoulder, in annoyance.

	I no longer leaned my lower body over my mother's, wanting to make room for a better look at this fertile spot. Comparing it to my own anatomy, I wondered what this part was. A secret passageway for excretion? With such an obvious reaction, could it be my birthplace? But how could the door open from the back?

	closer look revealed the crotch fabric beneath the buttocks, bulging with something inexplicably large. It was the plump area I'd just touched, a distinct contrast to the white of the panties. It looked as if it were soaked in liquid, or as if a dark shadow emanated from within. A dark purple pigment extended from the fabric, which wasn't offensive but rather had a tangible, erotic quality. This patch of flesh stretched the crotch of my mother's panties, making it resemble two fat worms side by side, with a shallow ravine in between.

	I didn't need to feel it with my hands; just looking at its shape and the subtle warmth it emanated told me it was fertile ground. Yes, fertile was the only way to describe it. It was also incredibly soft, and I couldn't think of a single word to describe it. This softness was unique, like liquid gathered into a shape. I could easily poke and deform it, but I knew it was a small piece of flesh softer than cotton. I felt incredibly magical. Beneath my mother's firm buttocks, I hadn't expected such a plump area.

	The damp, cold night wind blew past me, calming my restlessness. I thought of those scenes of plowing under the scorching sun, like ancient murals. Fertile land needs constant renovation, and after the soil is turned, fertilizer needs to be spread. The old oxen never complain of hardship, and the only ones working hard, sweating like rain, are the humans behind them. What kind of plow does this fertile land before me need? What's more important is that only one old ox can plow across it in its lifetime? Perhaps the calf should also learn to plant melons under the shade of mulberry trees.

	　　The few times I remember my father plowing the fields came to mind. The land, once loose and unpaved, gradually became soaked with sticky groundwater. I had a feeling that if I remained patient and persevered, the fertile earth before me would also yield sweet dew, and its owner would surely reward me with unexpected rewards. That moist scent permeated my body, becoming my motivation and source of support.

	I raised the plow under my crotch, it was more like a red-hot iron pestle, the heat spread throughout my body, it looked tender and delicate, no different from the skin of my fingers, and only the tip was exposed when it was erect. I guided it to hoe the fertile soil that was bulging and wrapped in my mother's panties.

	　　As soon as I touched that softness, "Hmm ... ", the mother under me tightly grabbed my hand on her shoulder and let out a long moan as if she was attacked by a soft snake.

	My penis felt warm, and a stream of hot air seemed to escape through the slits in the fabric. Looking at the few curls of hair peeking quietly from the edge of the rectangular crotch, I couldn't help but want to smell it. It was absurd that humans could actually salivate over another human's most "filthy" part. Thinking of the previous experience of the hotel night and the "medication" incident, I knew that oral sex would be the most easily exposed, so I gave up.

	But no matter how I pushed against this plump piece of soft flesh, I didn't see the expected scene. There was warmth but no hot soup. My mother also calmed down and let me do whatever I wanted behind her. She was too lazy to even scold me.

	Was my method wrong? Or did my underwear dissipate my kinetic energy? Staring at the soft, plump mass, I suddenly had a horrifying thought: If I just pushed aside the crotch of the panties covering it, wouldn't I be able to explore it, penetrate it flesh to flesh? My mother wouldn't be able to stop me at this point; it was just a small piece of fabric. I still don't understand why I didn't do it right away. My first thought was about the actions in Japanese movies, and I decided to emulate them.

	Plowing the land wasn't about plowing straight down. The little chicken adjusted its tactics and began to pick and pry, cutting through the gaps between the two little meat buns like cutting through thickened fat. It had no way of resisting.

	I changed my position, my mother moaned softly, "Ah ... do n't ... no ... can't do that." I felt encouraged and became even more excited, using my little cock to pry that soft flesh. "Hmm ... " First, my mother's body shook, then her head rested on the pillow, swaying slightly from side to side, as if rubbing her own face. This reaction seemed to repel me, but the moans she emitted were clearly pleasant and melodious. It was a pity that the fluid oozing from the penis had long been consumed in the previous scraping, and no new fluid had yet come up, otherwise I could use my own fluid to fertilize this fertile soil.

	The desire in my body was at its peak all the time . With my mind blank and excited, my right hand tightly grasped my mother's breast, a little arrogantly and a little roughly, skipping the buds and rubbing and grabbing it directly without any rules.

	" Well ... we can't do this anymore," my mother panted softly and twisted her hips as if to avoid me. I just felt it was lewd and wanton. Just seeing my mother's reaction up close, I thought I would be satisfied even if we didn't touch anything. This was what I had always desired, and I felt so happy.

	My right hand practically lifted my mother's upper body off the bed, and I grasped her large breasts with unwavering care. Perhaps thinking I was being too rough, she grasped my left hand on her shoulder with one hand, squeezing it tightly to control her movements. With her other hand, she held down my right hand, which was kneading her breasts, easing my pressure and seemingly guiding me to grasp them. This was a scene you'd only see in adult films ; I hadn't expected my mother to do it. In my eyes, she wasn't just a mother anymore, but a seasoned woman capable of satisfying the desires of a young man.

	My little cock was constantly prying and scratching the little fleshy mound at the bottom of my mother's buttocks. Under the strong stimulation, I felt my sperm valve loosen.

	" Hmm ... hmm?" Suddenly, my mother froze, as if she had discovered something. The first word was a seductive tone, but I could feel that the second word was full of doubt.

	Noticing my mother's reaction, my surging momentum shrank back at that moment. Then I felt that all the oxygen in the space was sucked away, making me feel a sense of suffocation.

	Sure enough, my mother touched my hands separately, as if getting some kind of signal, and then quickly moved to her thighs, my main battlefield.

	Inevitably, her hand touched my hard little cock. "Ah!" She covered her mouth and screamed, like a frightened rabbit or as if she had touched something terrible. She retracted her hand reflexively.

	"Li Li Yuqing ... did you take off your pants ?" My mother's voice trembled, and I could feel her shock and anger.

	Her own son actually had a physical reaction to her and used his male organ to touch the forbidden area that he shouldn't have come to. If she had discovered it a step later, something that was unacceptable to the world and the justice of heaven would have happened.

	No matter how much the mother deceives herself, she should realize the seriousness of the problem. It turns out that it was not her hands that were causing trouble just now. Even though the underwear was still there and nothing substantial happened, the erection of the penis showed that her son was not looking for family interaction, but for naked sexual desire between men and women!

	Mother rolled over, propping her upper body up with her arms at a 45- degree angle to the bed, and looked at me. Luckily, I 'd already pulled my pants up, hiding my penis. Her hair was disheveled, covering part of her face and even her eyes, but I could sense the cold, stern gaze. A cool breeze blew through the window, and the noise outside the door was deafening. Could it be a storm? I was a little apprehensive. I swallowed, gasping for air. My lips were dry and my mouth was parched. I didn't dare lick it, nor did I dare face her directly. I felt like a criminal whose crimes had been exposed, awaiting his fate. Was I rushing too much again this time?

	it really just my fault? Didn’t my mother add fuel to the fire? If she could realize this, I wouldn’t have to be afraid.

	If there hadn't been someone else in the living room , my mother would have probably yelled at me and lectured me profusely. But the situation was restrictive, so there wasn't much I could do, which was why I was so fearless just now.

	unspeakable had happened, but I could only suppress the anger within. Even whispering softly seemed to have no deterrent effect. Mother pursed her lips, her face a knotted and unsightly expression, as if something was stuck in her throat. Her facial muscles seemed to twitch slightly, but her gaze remained as cold as snow. I noticed her glance at my crotch, as if searching for evidence. Fortunately, I had positioned my penis properly; while it wasn't completely soft, it didn't look hard either.

	But amidst her furious gaze, my mother's expression was a complex mix of emotions. She looked at me not just to warn me, but also to discern my true self. After a while, her expression faded into a forced smile, and she nodded to herself, seemingly complimenting me with a sarcastic air.

	her eyes flickered , she must have been thinking about a lot of things. Like what kind of sermon should she use to deal with me? Or about her own unforgivable responsibility. Putting aside the facts, was she completely innocent?

	Since she didn't say anything, I couldn't either. Simply being scrutinized like this made me uncomfortable. After a long moment of deliberation, I decided to just give in. I feigned a casual nonchalance, mumbling, "It's time for bed," and, with my back to my mother, I lay down on my side, so I wouldn't have to face her murderous gaze.

	My shameless behavior irritated my mother, and she resorted to her old tricks, pinching my waist viciously and snarling, "Don't play dead!" The pain made me double over. Oh, I don't know how many pinches I've received tonight. I'm sure the affected areas will be bruised and blue by tomorrow morning.

	I stood still for a moment, then felt a pressure behind my ear that startled me. What was my mother planning to do to me? Then, with a blank expression, I heard her voice, "Explain to me what you were trying to do just now." My nervousness dissipated as she spoke.

	The mother continued to ask, "Do I agree with you doing this?"

	I murmured quietly, "You didn't stop me before," but in my heart I was secretly complaining that you had condoned it all along, and whether I admitted it or not, the sense of boundaries between mother and son had long since disappeared.

	But when these words reached my mother, they clearly stumped her. I could sense her hesitation and pause. After a moment, she said, "Oh, if someone finds out, we'll all be in tatters."

	But I thought: If things aren't shared within our own family , who would know? Perhaps other families have even more secrets. In our own family, we shouldn't air our dirty laundry; in other families, we should avoid looking at anything inappropriate. I thought, under this simple common sense, perhaps mother-son infidelity wasn't new, it was just something people didn't talk about.

	　　There are so many left-behind women in rural areas, mothers and children depend on each other for survival, with very little privacy. Human nature cannot be eliminated, and it is not impossible that erotic affairs will occur. I can understand this perverse logic, and I hope my mother will also understand it, but I didn't say it out loud.

	In fact , we all know that this is wrong, but when it comes to speaking out, we don't know where to start. My mother also can't find common sense or systematic ethical approach to point out my mistakes. My mother's personality is also not good at admitting her own mistakes.

	All I could do at that moment was turn a deaf ear and continue playing dead. Logically, I should have used this breakthrough to express my feelings and confide my teenage desires, masking my incestuous thoughts with adolescent curiosity about the women around me to mitigate my mother's resistance. However, I couldn't immediately formulate a concise response.

	"Alas ... you 're still young, you shouldn't think about such things," my mother said with a long sigh. She ignored my silence and continued softly, "I'm your mother, you can't do whatever you want." "No, I should say I'm your mother, so you can't think of anything improper."

	I tilted my head , as if to confirm what my mother said, and it lifted my spirits. Because she was essentially laying this matter out in the open. Regardless of the original intention, once this aspect was spoken, the constraints created by status and relationship were loosened.

	That's why I've always said that if a child has sexually suggestive thoughts about an elder, it's best not to mention it at all. Instead, take firm action to resist it, eliminating anything that could arouse lust from their daily lives. Once they've weathered their initial surge, they'll return to their normal course. The closer the relationship, the less open and honest the relationship should be.

	But what I still can't fathom is that after being caught so many times masturbating, acting crazy and foolish to offend her ... my mother somehow knows my evil intentions. But why, even knowing this, she never hides her body, still treating me like a child, even foolishly interacting with me inappropriately, seemingly echoing my deviant thoughts? What's her mindset? How does she view overly intimate interactions between mother and son? I can only force an explanation: my mother is quite spontaneous, her ideas are ever-changing.

	As for tonight, it was all thanks to my father.

	I pretended to be ignorant and asked, "Why are you not serious anymore?"

	Hearing the helplessness and shame in her mother's tone, she said unhappily, "Tighten your own belt."

	I didn't understand, " What?"

	Then my mother gave me a light kick on the butt and she spoke more seriously, "You're still young, take care of this." I knew she was referring to my penis, but she was too embarrassed to say it out loud.

	I immediately became excited and continued to play dumb and "ask", "Ah, Mom, what are you talking about? What's wrong with me here?", hoping to find my own G- spot from my mother's words .

	"Just ... just ... you can't touch your mother here ... " He said this hesitantly, as if he mustered up his courage .

	I felt the situation had changed so quickly that my mother had lost herself and had actually wandered into this place on her own accord. Taking advantage of the situation, I asked again, "Is there something wrong?"

	My mother didn't expect me to be so conservative and got anxious, "Li Yuqing ... you're almost in high school, are you really not aware or are you pretending not to know?"

	Then she twisted my ear angrily, as if she wanted to beat me up on the spot, and said, as if to make a sensible point, "Only a couple can do this ... I'm your mother."

	I think the reason my mother dared to say this now was probably because she hoped that through more open and free communication between mother and son, she could naturally make clear the taboos of human relations. It was better than hiding it and then unknowingly causing a big mistake.

	In reality , from the beginning to the end, we hadn't been clear about what "this" and "that" meant, but it seemed like we all understood each other. But my mother's words filled me with both excitement and jealousy. I was excited because we were discussing a taboo topic, but I was jealous because it felt like my mother was declaring that she was my father's exclusive territory, something I couldn't cross.

	This inexplicably stirred a fighting spirit in me . Why shouldn't a son have that right? Am I not also the man my mother loves most in the world, at least the only one of her two?

	before , my initial explanation was to bring mother and child closer and enhance their affection; but now I should "correct" it and rely on physiological factors and adolescent characteristics to justify all actions.

	I 've discovered that mother and I rarely talk about these strange things. Our conversations are brief, sometimes vague, sometimes direct and forthright. Although our mindsets vary, we share a common trait: the shyness to speak up, the difficulty to confront, the timidity and caution that we both want to avoid and resolve.

	The reality is quite different from the incest stories I've read. In those stories, mothers and sons engage in numerous philosophical conversations about this topic. The mothers are clear-headed, logical, and tireless in their teachings. They are typically well-educated and well-mannered, with a deep theoretical understanding. The sons, on the other hand, are like ordinary men pursuing women. It's unclear whether their purpose is to satisfy their own desires or if they've truly developed feelings for each other, transforming the pursuit of taboo excitement and incestuous pleasure into the pursuit of true love, allowing them to express themselves eloquently and eloquently, like they're in love.

	To be fair , I don't have any ordinary feelings for my mother like those between men and women. Even if I desired her body to the point of being crazy, I don't think I would have that kind of feeling. From the beginning to the end, I was just satisfying the desires of my lower body as an energetic teenager, which evolved into a greed for the forbidden stimulation that violated the mother-son relationship.

	The irony is that if we don’t have a romantic relationship, wouldn’t it be considered a challenge to the secular world and a violation of traditions and rules?

	　　In short, even if I were horny, I wouldn't be able to "go against my will" and say sweet nothings to impress a girl, hoping to win her heart. A middle school teenager, barely even figuring out campus romance, expecting me to use romantic tactics to win over a woman with children? If I did, it would only be part of my strategy.

	Perhaps I could boldly say that if I wasn't satisfied, my mental illness would consume me, leading me astray, even to a life of crime. This was a threat, hoping that my loving mother would willingly make "sacrifices" for my "physical and mental health." This was a later development. Initially, my immature mind couldn't have uttered such words. Especially since I was born into a typical rural family, raised by my mother, who shaped my initial moral values, the natural authority of motherhood remained deeply ingrained and unshakable.

	For my mother , it was even more difficult. She had never witnessed such a thing happen in her life, and her limited knowledge had no historical case to support her. Therefore, it was difficult for her to verbally educate or discuss it with me. Furthermore, as I've always said, it's best to talk less about such things. I think most people, when faced with something that goes beyond their current moral and ethical standards, would choose to gradually and invisibly downplay it.

	Of course, life cannot run as I unilaterally imagine. There are always unexpected people and things that change the process and trajectory, and reshape our minds and mentality.

	 

	 

	Chapter 12

	I've strayed off topic, but it seems necessary to say this. This is the tone of my experience and memories, the tone of how I and my mother got to that point. Let's go back to that night. After my mother finished speaking, I turned my back to her and deliberately curled up my body, pretending to be wronged and uncomfortable (it didn't seem to be pretending), and I whispered The words, "I feel so uncomfortable," were indeed awkward to say. He was wavering between wanting his mother to know but also being afraid that she would know. Therefore, his voice was barely audible, more like muttering to himself.

	The mother asked in confusion, "What did you say?"

	I thought about it for a moment, and as if I had given it my all, I turned around and faced my mother with a look of deep hatred and pain, and said, "I don't know why, but I often feel bloated and painful here. It feels better when I think about it." As I said this, I pressed my lower abdomen, and the meaning was self-evident.

	My mother glanced at me, a flash of concern crossed her face, and she looked conflicted. She seemed to want to say something but stopped herself several times. I don’t know what she was thinking, and it seemed like she was not very brave to face this topic.

	My mother could see all my little movements .

	After a long time, she frowned, even with a bit of disgust, and asked me, "You ... have you ever watched anything indecent on your dad's computer before ?"

	I shook my head, flatly denying it. My mother never used that computer, so naturally she wouldn't have seen me watching movies or reading articles. In fact, back then, browsers and websites weren't technologically advanced. For example, when you clicked on the Baidu search bar, your search history would appear directly below, in a dark, prominent color scheme. My ridiculously high-definition search titles were clearly visible. If someone else used that computer and searched, my secret would be gone. The same thing applies to the player.

	Later, to prevent my father from seeing it, I stopped searching for pornographic articles directly on hao123 or the Baidu or Google homepage . Instead, I clicked on a portal website, then continued clicking, deliberately extending the search path, and then searched for the article through the search portal provided by the final website to reduce the risk of exposure. As for watching movies, I was even more brutal, repeatedly deleting and reinstalling the player to clear the record.

	The mother added, a little embarrassedly, "You ... you are in puberty, it's normal", "Think more about studying , go out for more exercise, and it will pass quickly."

	Then my mother thought of something else and said, "Also, don't touch yourself too much. Don't indulge yourself too much." Of course, my mother didn't know the words "masturbation" or "wank" because such knowledge was not yet common at that time.

	It has come to this point, I can only bite the bullet and go on, as if I'm in a hurry, "I ... I can't control myself, it's so unbearable."

	What my mother didn't know was that this was not just a simple adolescent estrus. The biggest reason why she was so attractive to me was her mature and attractive body. Moreover, from childhood to adulthood, she was not shy about changing clothes, taking a bath, and going to the toilet. Even when I became sexually aware, they still didn't close the door when they had sex, so their "spring light was exposed". All of this planted the seeds of challenging ethics in my heart.

	I continued to ask impatiently, "Oh mom, what should I do? Will my body be damaged if this continues?"

	"That's not the case," the mother really had no good way to respond, so she could only say it lightly.

	"How did those people get through it in the past? Books and teachers don't teach these things." I suddenly became like a studious baby.

	My mother shook her head, didn't look at me, and murmured to herself, "This is how we all got through it."

	I took a deep breath and asked tentatively, "Then ... Mom ... can you help me?"

	hearing what I said, my mother seemed very panicked, and was anxious to distance herself from the matter. She said, "I ... what can I do ... " and added at the end, "You ... you 'd better take care of yourself ... don't let it affect your studies ." After saying that, she turned her head away, as if she didn't want to look at me anymore. The panic and embarrassment at that moment could not be shaken off.

	I was secretly proud of myself that my mother had forced me into this state over such a simple sentence, and even my "misbehavior" just now was inexplicably ignored.

	But this wasn't a solution either. There was no response or conclusion that would help me take action. I really wanted to say, "I was like this because I saw your body, Mom." Or, even bolder, "I heard you and Dad doing some strange things. That was when my lower body was most swollen and my lower abdomen was uncomfortable." But that was too overwhelming, and I couldn't bring myself to say it.

	I need to think of a " smooth" excuse. Of course, the good news is that my mother doesn't seem to be pursuing my previous "frivolous" behavior. Does that mean that, given the right time, I can continue? As for taking it one step further, that's a matter of quantity turning into quality, and with careful planning, it'll all come naturally.

	So far , I haven't ejaculated yet. It's not the sage time yet. The desire will come back at any time. With the previous preparation, I don't intend to stop.

	I lifted one side of the quilt covering my mother , put it on myself, and moved closer to her. As soon as I was in position, my mother quietly moved a little further inward, continuing to distance herself from me.

	So I followed her, but didn't get close to her. "Tsk, is there no room over there? I'm almost at the wall," my mother said impatiently.

	I didn't care and continued to move closer to her. We were already shoulder to shoulder. The moment we touched, my mother was stunned for a moment, shook her shoulders, pushed me away, and said a little angrily, "Why are you so close to me? Go to sleep and go out. You're suffocating."

	With the gambling addict outside the room helping, there was no way my mother would have a fit. I felt much bolder, no longer afraid of her emotions. I didn't say anything, but my thighs pressed against her firm buttocks.

	My mother seemed a little panicked, her body trembling, and she spoke timidly, "You ... what else do you want to do?" I simply put my arm around her waist, put my head next to her ear, and said in a subtle way, "Mom, I'll listen to you ... I ... I won't take my pants off carelessly anymore ," and then continued to brainwash me, "I'm a grown-up, I know my limits."

	I finished speaking, I didn't feel my mother's body relax. She tilted her head slightly towards me, as if she had a thousand words to say, but finally turned away and replied calmly, "Hmm." She also rested her head on her arms and hunched over, as if that made her feel safer. She looked like a delicate girl, without her mother's authority.

	I find the details of my mother's activities very intriguing. Does she condone my misbehavior, or does she believe that I will behave myself? Why does she look so nervous and not let me stay away from her?

	I watched her body rise and fall with rapid breathing , my thighs feeling the tension in her buttocks. My heartbeat soared, it felt like it was about to burst from my throat, and every cell in my body was on fire. A sudden, beautiful thought struck me: perhaps my mother, sensing my stubbornness, had changed her mindset.

	I wanted to prove it with gradual action, but I experienced lasting stimulation, and small-scale actions were no longer enough. I decided to go straight to Huanglong and visit places I had never really been to before. The plump peaks have been climbed many times, and it is time to visit the mysterious, deep and fertile canyons.

	The quilt barely covered our chests and thighs, and I didn't dare remove it, mainly for fear of someone outside (actually, my father). I needed a cover. I straightened my thigh, which was pressed against my mother's buttocks due to my hunched body, to create a small gap. My right hand, like a thief reaching for the lock of a "client's" door, silently reached for the plump jade dish below. I couldn't wait any longer. I didn't touch her buttocks through her clothes, but directly dug my fingers into the waistband of her shorts and underwear. With the exception of my thumb, the backs of my fingers were already pressing against the smooth flesh of her buttocks.

	Just pull down hard and this white jade butt will be free of defense.

	It definitely won't be that smooth. At that moment, my mother seemed to have suffered a heavy blow. Her whole body trembled and then stiffened. At the same time, she quickly grabbed my wrist, and said in an angry and helpless tone, "You ... what are you doing ... what you just said was bullshit, right?"

	I wanted to say, I promised not to take off my own pants, but I didn't say I wouldn't take off my mother's. Suddenly, I felt like a good, obedient child. A person's life is a life of fragmentation, words and deeds inconsistent, hating something yet having to pursue it, receiving the highest moral education yet engaging in filthy deeds, playing both sides of a group they dislike for the sake of profit, fawning over ugly people ... Ultimately, it's all about satisfying those most primal desires.

	　　At this moment, I could see that my mother was trying her best and her body was shaking slightly. I was unable to act according to plan for a moment, and my right hand just stayed there in a stalemate.

	I immediately rested my head against her back and turned it, projecting the coquettish, affectionate gesture of a child with its mother, hoping to distract her. I could sense that this time, she wasn't as shocked or furious as before. Though I was clearly doing something wrong, I cried out pitifully, "Mom , Mom!" like a child who had done something wrong. As she listened to my cries, she gradually relaxed, but her grip on my wrist remained firm and firm.

	My cry must have aroused her deep affection for her son, and my mother's tone softened. "How can a son treat his mother like this ... what a lie." "Alas ... you are so old and still have no temper."

	My mother 's softening didn't help my conscience. At that moment, nothing could be more satisfying than lust. I tried to pull down, but she continued to push against my hand. This time, we seemed to have a tacit understanding, neither exerting our full strength.

	Realizing that I was still harboring evil intentions, my mother tilted her head towards me and said calmly, "I can't educate you anymore. Aren't you afraid that I will tell your father?"

	　　Although I still couldn't see her expression, I always felt that her eyes must have been extremely bright when she said this, as if she had the confidence and means to control the situation, or she knew the next step clearly.

	Of course I was afraid of my father , and I was terrified that our family would be doomed. But as a son, I had a natural confidence that my mother wouldn't necessarily side with him completely. For the sake of family harmony and my son's future. Perhaps my bet was right. Thinking of my father, still gambling outside the room, it was quite ironic. We were birds of a feather. My best bet was that my mother was even more afraid of my father discovering our little tricks than I was.

	Just as we were in a stalemate, something unexpected happened. My father came into the room without any warning. I don't know if he noticed us in bed, but fortunately, since I started junior high school, I sometimes felt afraid to sleep alone and sought my mother's protection, so it was not strange for my mother and me to sleep in the same bed tonight.

	Hearing the noise, he opened the small drawer under the wardrobe and took something out.

	And my "battle" with my mother over her buttocks was not over

	But I could sense my mother's nervousness and panic. Her grip on my wrist had almost faded, and her buttocks had tightened considerably. She was trying hard to control herself from making any noises due to her emotional disturbance. I quickly closed my eyes, but I wasn't afraid at all. After all, we were fully clothed and covered by the quilt. Although my hand was still in her private area, it would be easy to pull it out without causing any disturbance.

	I have to say my father provided another assist. During the short seven or eight seconds he was rummaging through the things, I felt that my mother's hands were weak, so I took advantage of this opportunity and quickly pulled her shorts and underwear down to her thighs. I could even feel her involuntarily lift her buttocks slightly. Otherwise, I wouldn't have been able to do it so smoothly.

	My mother and I both held our breath, as if we were frozen. The room was dead silent. I suppressed my excitement, and my mother suppressed her panic. She began to hold my hands tightly again, but it was no use. Her mature butt had lost all coverage.

	... sizzle" of tearing open a small strip of plastic film . I knew without looking that my father came in to get cigarettes, as he was compacting the tobacco.

	We all breathed a sigh of relief when we felt our father go away and return to the gambling game, but I couldn't wait to continue conquering the city.

	My mother was still young, so she looked up towards the door. Her action seemed a bit unnecessary, and then she pinched my thigh hard, feeling extremely ashamed and angry.

	My penis , still hidden between two layers of fabric, seemed to sense the scent of the bald, inviting prey before it, responding with an unprecedented swell and hardness. I debated whether to remove my pants and release my cock. Ultimately, I decided against it, feeling it was the limit between us. Of course, a bigger factor was that, while instinct told me where to go, I was still inexperienced. Even if I wasn't a virgin, I'd still be thinking about satisfying my masturbation first.

	My right hand touched this tempting round buttocks. My mother's surprise and panic flashed across her face, and then her body was hot, but her buttocks seemed cold.

	Huh? I gradually sensed something was amiss. It seemed like Mom hadn't pulled her pants up, leaving her bottom exposed. This wasn't right. While I was thrilled, seeing her lose her resistance and reserve, I felt a sense of loss, like discovering your beloved mother has lost her fidelity and dignity.

	We didn't make any eye contact or expression, but it seemed that mother and son were connected in heart. My mother seemed to be able to feel my little emotions. Her ears quickly turned red, and she pinched me again, feeling embarrassed and angry.

	I really don't feel the pain anymore. Apart from the "hardening", all my senses have long been serving only my lower body.

	Seeing my mother 's reaction, my loss became a stimulant of sexual desire, making me almost lose my mind. I ignored the risks outside the room and developed an urge to tame the mother who gave birth to me and raised me, and press her under me.

	"Li Yuqing, why are you so disobedient?" My mother's voice was soft and gentle, a hint of helplessness, which made me calm down a little. It's better not to be so extreme in everything.

	I carefully caressed the plump, round bottom in my hands. I could feel the curve of her hips. My hands opened and closed, feeling the flawless, smooth flesh. Several times, I slipped my grip. Mother buried her face in the pillow, muffling her passionate sounds. Only the occasional tremor of her body, her buttocks trying to escape as if unable to bear the kneading, her buttocks tight and elastic.

	The elastic buttocks danced between my palms as I moved. When I put my palm down, it filled up my palms. It felt cool and elastic, especially when I quickly brushed across her buttocks. The ups and downs formed by the two round buttocks and the buttock groove in the middle, as well as the rebound of the buttocks where my fingers hooked made me feel as if even the tips of my fingers were numb.

	I didn't expect that my mother, who is almost 40 years old , still has such soft and smooth buttocks, at least in terms of touch. It is understandable that this is the best protected part. She has been working hard, which is comparable to fitness, and she consumes a lot of vegetables in her diet.

	My mother didn't say anything or do anything to stop me, so I could boldly satisfy my desire on her buttocks. Sometimes I even reached into her clothes and wandered around the smooth grooves of her spine and back.

	Her waist is not slender, and her flesh feels soft, but at least it is much thinner than her hips. Therefore, there is a sharply contracting curve from her hips to her waist. Anyone who has experienced it knows that this curve not only looks attractive, but also feels like a hormonal horn when touched. I was excited and stretched out my palm to touch her hips again.

	I recalled that night at the hotel, when I had spent so much time exploring her butt crack with my fingers. This time, I was revisiting that same spot, but the difference was that my mother was fully aware of who was behind her. Her reaction, while not as coquettish as last time, was much more complex and richer because it touched upon a taboo.

	I squeezed my fingers between my mother's buttocks, pushing open the crack of her buttocks, and probed so deep that my fingertips touched an area that was different from other places and was tender and smooth. My mother was completely shocked, her whole body stiff, with only the natural reaction of tightly clamping her buttocks.

	I want to find what I felt last time, the touch of the wrinkles deep in the buttock groove , and the warmth and smoothness at the bottom.

	My right hand grabbed and kneaded my mother 's buttocks without any hindrance , and stroked from the upper end of the buttocks to the bottom. Sometimes I drew circles on her buttocks with my fingers, and sometimes I rubbed them like two white and tender dough balls. I could feel my mother's buttocks trembling uncontrollably, but gradually relaxing from the initial stiffness of the clamp.

	Without any instruction, I moved my index and middle fingers along the center of her buttocks, pressing in from the waist. I felt my middle finger being clamped between two lumps of flesh. Mother became nervous again, her buttocks contracted, and she clamped my finger with her buttocks.

	I slowly withdrew, and she gradually loosened up, then probed again, clamped again, and then withdrew again, and loosened up again, as if the mother and son were playing a taboo game. Just as I withdrew again, seeing that she was loosening up, I playfully poked my middle finger in the middle of her buttocks. My God, it actually broke through and brushed against the most private folds of her buttocks.

	"ah …… "

	The mother finally couldn't help but let out a soft cry, but fortunately she reacted quickly and covered her mouth, so the sound was not loud and could not be heard in the noisy living room.

	　　Unaware that I was chuckling slyly and triumphantly behind her, this breaking of a taboo made me even more greedy, but it also seemed to make my mother even more nervous, even though her body relaxed. People are like that sometimes: before experiencing something, they take everything seriously, but once they cross that line, they let go of everything.

	I tentatively drew circles on the wrinkles with my index finger. The spiral wrinkles were constantly tightening and relaxing. They were dry, but felt very tender, as if massaging my fingertips. "Don't touch here, you little beast," my mother cursed in a low voice, and there was no resistance in her voice. The back of her ears was red and she was trembling, but she didn't tighten her teeth more obviously, which in itself was a kind of tacit consent.

	Yes, I didn't intend to play with this wrinkled little hole anymore. I had already felt too much during that night in the hotel. It felt meaningless at the moment. It was dry and without moisture. It didn't have the warmth and smoothness of a woman.

	I opened my palms frantically and covered her entire buttocks with force, rubbing, caressing and kneading them. My fingers went deeper and deeper, even touching the smooth spot between her legs again. This time, she did not clamp her legs together, but maintained a natural posture. After I touched that spot, I did not move away like before, but stopped there.

	My mother's body obviously stiffened again, and she felt like she was about to stop breathing. I didn't move, just stood there, as if observing, or waiting for her reaction.

	The pause lasted only ten seconds, but it felt eternity to my mother and me. We both sat motionless, as if waiting for something. The only sounds in the room were the shouts, laughter, and curses of the gamblers outside. They were frantic, and so was I. We were both controlled by our inner demons.

	After waiting for a few seconds, my mother still did not clamp her legs or buttocks tightly as before. Suddenly, I wanted to take a look at this fleshy buttocks that brought me great physical and mental pleasure.

	I lifted the quilt covering my body and pushed it a little closer to my mother until her true face was exposed. Her round, peach-like buttocks were smooth and tight, and even in the darkness, they shone brightly, making me dizzy and breathless.

	My mother was still bent over like before, but down there ... My throat was a little dry. I was admiring the full moon in front of me from behind her, and two evil fires separated from my chest. One went into my crotch and the other rushed to my forehead. My face flushed red, and I couldn't help but put my hand on the half of my mother's buttocks that were exposed. The buttocks were covered with a layer of sweat and felt cool, which temporarily calmed my hot heart. My mother lay there quietly, and my hand was quietly pressed against her buttocks. The whole world became quiet.

	All that was left was our heavy breathing, the humming of bullfrogs outside the window, and, yes, the chaotic chatter and shouting of gamblers outside the room.

	After a long moment, as if sensing my intense gaze and scorching breath, my mother grew somewhat uneasy and confused. She gently removed my hand. I was lost in thought, unconsciously submitting to her manipulations. She then pulled her panties up again, clutching the waistband tightly. The meaning was self-evident: perhaps she felt this was the only way to preserve her maternal image. But she ultimately didn't pull up her shorts. What did this signify?

	I didn't disobey her and didn't take off the panties because there was still some exposed buttocks and the panties couldn't cover them completely. I stroked the exposed buttocks with my fingers, not pinching or kneading them, but I was very cunning, pretending that my thumb would accidentally scrape against the panties, little by little, pushing the cloth to the middle, digging into the seductive crack of my mother's buttocks.

	Until it was squeezed into a long strip, and a small hill bulged out below the buttocks. I covered the buttocks with one hand, holding the elastic buttocks, and gently caressed them from top to bottom, but my fingers deliberately avoided the plump bulge between the buttocks and thighs.

	　　I couldn't deceive myself with the idea of loving parent-child interaction. "Hmm ... " With a sweet moan, my mother propped up her head with both hands and looked at me behind her. I stopped what I was doing and just covered her buttocks.

	She blinked quickly, her eyelashes long and delicate, as if asking me what I was doing; I seemed to be able to discern a charming smile in her expression, but perhaps I was overthinking it. However, she was not angry, confused, or lost, which was very intriguing and enough to inspire me to move forward.

	She grabbed my wrist but did nothing, letting it go before lowering her head and meeting my gaze again.

	　　Finally, half of my mother's buttocks, warmed from my grip, could no longer soothe my restless heart. Instead, the soft, greasy touch spurred me on to more, to claim that rich, fertile land. I kneaded her buttocks, my thumb sliding along the flesh toward the center, digging into the strip of cloth. It felt like I was touching a soft, bulging mass of flesh underneath, so soft it felt fragile, like it could be broken by a touch.

	I poked at it, and the soft mass of flesh seemed alive. My thumb contracted at the touch, sending a wave of moist heat radiating onto the thin fabric. Then, a familiar hand blocked my vanguard. "Mom ... Mom!" With my path blocked, I didn't know whether to engage the defenders head-on or call it a day. A fierce internal struggle raged within me.

	In the end , I stepped back, and my mother also withdrew her hand. She turned around, and I could feel her glaring at me fiercely, "You bad boy, how dare you do this to your mother."

	I said, preconceived ideas, most of the scoldings I heard from her tonight were out of anger, which not only boosted my courage, but also the subtle charm that I had never experienced before ignited my desire.

	At this moment, I should be like a wild animal dominated by desire, my eyes swollen and hot, looking at her face for a while, then looking at her sweet buttocks in front of me. Slowly stretching out my claws again.

	My mother was filled with shame and indignation. "You still want to come, don't you?" Then she took the initiative and made an intriguing move. She covered her buttocks with her hands to hide the bulge between her legs. This did not dissuade me at all. Instead, it made me taste something called pleasure.

	　　Now it seemed like he had embarrassed his mother, and he couldn't help feeling secretly happy, and his cock became even harder.

	Mother's hands seemed to support the weight of her buttocks, her back curled up and sticking out, making them appear even rounder and fuller. In the dim light, I could see her bottom, bulging like a large white ball in her panties. At the very bottom, between her legs, the cloth had been torn, revealing a smear of bright red rose-red flesh. Sparse hair trimmed the edges, a red tinge against the black. The visual stimulation was irresistible, as if tempting me to lift the crotch cloth and expose the true face of that fertile land.

	　　This small pair of panties cannot completely cover the buttocks. The two pieces of buttocks are white and tender like peeled eggs. The flesh is fat and greasy, and the fullness is toned. If it is a little thicker, it will be too fat, and if it is a little thinner, it will be too thin. The exquisite and full beauty is so flawless and so fascinating that it made me, at a young age, have an inexplicable mentality of wanting to surrender and kneel down, but also wanting to conquer and possess it.

	my hand on her, my mother seemed to have recovered some strength from her weak breathing just now, and she stretched out her hand to block my hand from touching her underwear. I followed her example and grabbed her hand, covering her buttocks and thighs again.

	"What are you doing? Are you disobeying me ?" For some reason, my mother's voice sounded weak. If she wanted to break free, it would be easy. There was no way I could hold her hands with one hand.

	My mother narrowed her eyes, as if to see how bold I was. I said nervously and timidly, "Mom , I ... I just want to touch it. It hurts so much."

	My mother glanced at my crotch. I don't know if she understood it, but her face blushed, as if she couldn't bear the shame. She spat, "How dare you! Do you know where that is?" After that, the shame and anger on her face became even stronger.

	She said she disagreed, but why didn't she shake off my hand or pull up her pants? The protection provided by her underwear was no longer there. She must have known this.

	At this time , my fingers had already felt the soft hair around her crotch, and I suddenly had a mischievous urge to pull it, but thinking that such a rude behavior would most likely lead to my mother's plan, I gave up.

	the hair touched by my fingertips , there was a small, dry and soft mound of flesh, which was squeezed out by the underwear fabric. I was confused for a moment. Just now, I clearly felt warm liquid on my crotch, so why was the surrounding area so dry? My curiosity about the condition of the female lower body became even stronger. One day, I must explore it thoroughly.

	Then I thought, why should I wait until later? Isn’t tonight the perfect opportunity?

	I said tremblingly, "Mom , I will listen to you from now on ." To achieve my goal, I spoke incoherently, trying to dispel her defenses, numb her psychology, and "brainwash" her into defining this behavior as a different kind of mother-son interaction: it had nothing to do with sexual intercourse, it was just the absurdity of a boy's puberty.

	As I said this, two of my fingers slipped under the crotch fabric and pressed against a mass of fat flesh. I didn't choose to remove the fabric, but it was almost the same. My fingers, along with my mother's fertile forbidden area, were wrapped in the panties.

	"Hey ~ Li Yuqing," my mother's voice was trembling with panic, and her buttocks swayed slightly. She looked at me, frowned, bit her lower lip, and seemed to want to say something but stopped herself. There was some anger and resentment in her eyes, but she was reluctant.

	But how could she have imagined that such a look from her would only make her son more impulsive.

	"Your hands are filthy, don't touch me," she whispered, forced by the circumstances. Her words had no deterrent effect. While her dignity, which had once intimidated me, was still there, I was already immersed in the sea of incest, powerless.

	Unexpectedly, before my fingers moved , my mother suddenly buried her head in the pillow, and hummed uncontrollably for a few times , as if she had automatically failed.

	I was completely stunned and at a loss for a moment . I felt that I had embarrassed and made my mother uncomfortable despite her strict prohibition, and I felt panic that I had made a mistake.

	My mother reached around my back and twisted my waist, looking quite angry and embarrassed. The pain instantly freed me from the guilt of making a mistake.

	　　His cock was hard and numb, throbbing, and instinct took over again. How could a teenager resist the allure of a young woman who had matured to the perfect degree?

	So I moved again , not fast, but very slowly, but very firmly, and slid forward to the deepest part in the direction of my middle finger. Soon I understood how my mother had changed, because where my fingers passed was wet and muddy. I don't know when, but there was already a mess between her legs.

	My fingers bisected the bulging mound of flesh , moist, warm, and so soft it felt like it could be broken by a touch. At the base of my fingers, I could feel a well of water seeping out, like a volcanic crater gushing lava. Without much practice, I had a rough idea of where this was. I hadn't expected to conquer the core of my mother's vagina so easily. My three fingers felt like they were mired in glue, slippery and sticky. Even when I separated two of them, I could feel the sticky threads tugged at my fingertips.

	　　This was my first time touching a woman's private parts, my own mother's at that. No words could express the physical and mental stimulation I felt at that moment. My mother's fertile swamp was slippery, exceptionally smooth. Lubricated by the sticky water, two small, tender fleshy lips, like lips, rolled back and forth between my fingertips, seemingly enveloping them, allowing my middle finger to smoothly enter another, even more tender area. It seemed to reach a suction hole. The hole didn't seem large, but my intuition told me it could swallow an infinite number of objects, even rods. I don't know why I was thinking of rods, but my cock, as if sensing something, hardened and released a little prostatic fluid.

	I bent my middle finger and inserted it into the hot and humid hole. Maybe it was out of natural awe, or maybe it was because I wanted to slowly enjoy the process. In fact, my finger didn't go very deep. It can be said that it just entered the hole.

	" Mm ... don't ~ " The mother whimpered, seemingly covering her mouth, but one could tell the soft humming sounded like a sob, a mixture of pain, forbearance, coquettishness, and tears. Her upper body arched slightly, a tremor forming, and she grasped the flyers with both hands, clearly struggling.

	I didn't just keep working at the entrance. I wanted to feel every inch of this rich, tender land beneath my mother's crotch, forever. The warm, plump mound of flesh felt wet and sticky to my touch, and my heart was pounding as I began to grope it recklessly. At ten years old, I didn't know how to play with a woman's private parts with my hands. My fingers were just passionately exploring, and then, completely blindly, they entered the plump, tender fleshy groove. The two plump, soft lips of flesh turned apart around my fingers.

	" Hmm ... no," I heard my mother utter again. She shook her head in discomfort, but she made no further resistance. I felt immense satisfaction, and I couldn't help but push my middle finger deeper into the hole. I even felt it actively drawing me in, sinking into a wet, slippery place, a place that seemed to hold a mysterious flesh hole. Like a child playing with a new toy, my finger curiously fiddled with the entrance.

	" Hmm ... hmm ... hum ... ", my mother's breathing became more and more rapid as I fingered her, and her delicate body twisted involuntarily in a daze.

	　　This hole gave me a feeling of being bottomless. The flesh walls were slimy, with slight bulges all around. Moreover, it seemed that endless water was overflowing, as if I had dug a spring. This thought made me feel refreshed and comfortable all over.

	"Li ... um ... Li Yuqing ... what are you doing ... um", my mother murmured in a low and seductive voice. Even in the dim light, I could see her flushed cheeks.

	"Ah ... You're going to die, Li Yuqing," mother moaned, and grabbed my hand, stopped my hand from moving further, and took it away from her forbidden area, and then said with a slight breathlessness, "How dare you touch me here ... You are still my son, right?" At this time, mother's hand began to touch my hand under her buttocks. She seemed to deliberately wipe away the strange wetness, scent, and even the incestuous sin that my hand rubbed from her buttocks. She stroked my fingers and rubbed the back of my hand, as if looking at and feeling out the shape of my palm. She buried half of her face in the pillow, and spoke in a dazed and timid manner, "Except for your father, you ... you are wrong ."

	Many times, in scenes of mother-son infidelity, the more she mentioned my father, the more the temptation of taboos and incest to me would be magnified; later, if she mentioned my grandmother, it would further arouse my rebelliousness and even a "revenge, punishment" mentality.

	　　Her mention of my father at this point only added fuel to the fire, destroying the deterrent effect of my mother's identity. My heart clenched uncontrollably, my cock hard enough to whip anything, brimming with violence, unbearable. I broke free from my mother's restraints, my fingers sliding like a slide from her lumbar spine along the groove of her buttocks to the plump mound of flesh. Just as I was about to rely on feeling to penetrate her middle finger completely into the moist, hot flesh.

	A mother knows her son best. She seemed to be able to sense my intentions. This time, it was definitely not just a peripheral curiosity. At the critical moment, she turned around and foiled all my plans. By the way, she straightened her pants.

	Before I could react , my mother cupped my face, leaning so close I could feel her warm breath on it. Her eyes were emotionless as she stared at me, as if trying to read my thoughts and feelings. I felt uneasy being stared at, so I swallowed and cautiously called out, "Ah Ma ... " She continued to stare at me silently, though certainly not as if I were a criminal. I called out softly again, "Ah Ma ... "

	After I shouted twice, I felt from my mother 's expression that an idea finally came to her mind. She blinked quickly and her eyes became sharp and clever. Then she pouted her lips, as if she gave me a blank look, then rubbed my head and said, "Okay, go to sleep honestly. If you do anything indecent again, your dad will find out."

	From the beginning to the end , we hadn't made it clear what we were doing, nor had we defined it, so facing my mother's words, I really couldn't think of a reason to continue, to take it a step further. I could only resort to the old trick, like a shy bride, calling out, "Mom ... I ... "

	　　Were we in perfect harmony just now? This level of interaction wouldn't be noticeable to anyone outside. If we continue, where would the risk of exposure come from? A sudden, inward flash of information struck me, making me a little excited. Could it be that if we continued, Mom would have an even more intense, uncontrollable reaction, and Dad would find out?

	Just as I was daydreaming , my mother came closer again, her mouth almost next to my ear, and her hot breath made my heart tremble for a moment, because at this time we were so intimate, it was a bit unlike the ambiguity between mother and son, and the disgusting words came out from her lips, "Where did you learn such a bad thing ... "

	Even words like these sent a sense of turmoil through me, because the emotion mingled with my mother's words wasn't accusatory or judgmental, and even contained a hint of womanly shame. My previous misdeeds had yielded such a favorable outcome, meaning I had now conquered a significant portion of the forbidden fortress. At that moment, I felt the joy of having won the jackpot.

	So, smelling the intoxicating body fragrance of the mature woman in front of me, I broke apart and crushed my harvest of the night, savoring it bit by bit; but then I felt my evil right hand being grabbed by my mother, and she pretended to be fierce and said, "Go wash your hands, or you can't sleep here tonight."

	I looked embarrassed and reluctant, too lazy to move. Mother distanced her face from mine and gave me a pointed glare. Seeing this, I had no choice but to obey her orders.

	 

	 

	Chapter 13

	I obeyed my mother 's instructions, got out of bed, and went to the bathroom to wash my hands. Having been up most of the night, I felt a bit nauseous. Walking through the living room, I glanced at the group of people in the corner. They weren't my uncles or brothers from the same village, but rather some scoundrels who had come into contact with my father through shady dealings. Most of them, however, had stable, respectable jobs. Their attention was focused on the cards, and no one noticed me coming out.

	After washing my hands, I urinated. Suddenly, as if remembering something, I held my penis with one hand and used the other to collect water and sprinkle it over it. I repeated this several times, and when I felt it was clean, I wiped it inside and out with a paper towel. I felt like tonight wouldn't pass easily. I tried my best to maintain cleanliness. No matter how horny I was, I still maintained some principles, such as a sense of responsibility to my mother. It was ridiculous. How could I have such thoughts? What did my mother have to do with the cleanliness of my private parts?

	returning to the room , I didn't lock the door. I felt that the more I locked the door, the more it would disrupt the balance with the "outside world" at that moment, and it might even attract attention.

	I sat on the edge of the bed , gazing sideways at my mother's curvaceous backside. I couldn't fathom her thoughts or her tolerance levels. She seemed to be bouncing back and forth. I was still far from my goal, but at this point, I didn't know what to do next. Suddenly, I noticed something crumpled up under my feet, not just beneath my feet but also in the space beneath the bedside table.

	They represent the inappropriate behavior my parents engaged in before I arrived. The mature woman beside me, in this space, on this bed, completely surrendered her feminine tenderness to a man, displaying a primal beauty that could never be seen by anyone other than her and her husband. Perhaps those stirring notes and scents still linger in the air, slowly drifting.

	My mother , a normal woman, would inevitably present herself to a man in a way that would make me incredibly fascinated and eager to touch her. Thinking of this, I felt a little crazy and jealous. Why couldn't that man be me? As a teenager, I needed this kind of wonderful experience and guidance even more, otherwise I felt I would explode in desire.

	Husband and wife can perform intimate actions even though they are not related by blood . As a son, I came from her body, so isn’t it natural for me to perform more intimate actions? What’s wrong with that?

	Children need comfort, and it's their mother 's responsibility to provide it. That was my selfish, young self-perception. Without further hesitation, I swiftly lay down beside my mother and quietly leaned in.

	As if to show my courtesy and ask for credit, I whispered, "Mom, I washed my hands." My mother didn't turn around, but just replied calmly, "Okay."

	Thinking about the situation just now and the group of people outside, I became bolder, because I felt that since my mother didn't dare to speak out obviously, I could still satisfy my abnormal thoughts to a limited extent.

	I moved my butt, and my cock was just sticking to my mother's perky butt. I straddled her hips with my thighs, and put my hands into her T- shirt. I wrapped my arms around her soft waist, which was not skinny, but still had a certain curve.

	" Tsk, I want to sleep even if you don't. Get out of my way." I don't know if my mother felt the hardness of my lower body. She didn't push me away, but just shouted in annoyance.

	The tightness of my mother 's buttocks made me feel distracted. My right palm began to wander uncontrollably over her belly, my hot, tender fingers rubbing against her smooth, smooth skin, sometimes circling along her narrow belly button, sometimes tentatively moving my fingers inside her shorts and panties, pushing in and out. I didn't push in all at once, suddenly afraid to go too far, but just being able to touch the edge of her panties was a rare physical and mental enjoyment.

	My mother was trembling all over and I could feel goose bumps on her skin. This kind of touch would only make her feel uncomfortable and itchy, but it wouldn't make her immediately lose control of herself.

	"You dead child," the mother cursed weakly, shaking her body to try to break free from me. I held on to the soft flesh between her waist tightly and refused to retreat.

	The noise outside kept me busy all night. My mother was afraid to act rashly and was also affected by my father's excessive behavior.

	　　Seeing that I had no intention of backing down, my mother said sadly, "Alas ... This is really the sins of my past life." Her former harshness and ferocity were gone. Suddenly, I felt that she was like a wronged little woman, who was helplessly enduring my harassment. However, she began to pinch my arm desperately, but did not dare to struggle too violently, for fear that any unusual noise would be heard in the room.

	The mature mother's female fragrance was so fragrant that I couldn't help but get close to her neck, sniffing her hair, and letting my lips wander over her hair and neck, like a kiss, but I didn't dare to stick out my tongue.

	I felt a strange pleasure in "stealing" my mother 's love with my father in front of a group of strangers, and my desire was boiling. Unable to control my impulse, I moved my right hand up and grabbed my mother's full breasts through her bra and kneaded them hard.

	"Ah! It's all right, Li Yuqing, are you still a kid?" my mother whispered softly, her will weak. I ignored her. This wasn't my first time, so what was there to be afraid of?

	　　The silky satin bra shifted under my grip, and the warmth and softness of my mother's breasts reached my palms, where my fingertips pressed against the soft flesh. This made my cock rise higher and higher, pushing harder against her buttocks, even squeezing the fabric of her shorts into the tight cleft of her buttocks. My glans felt tingling, and my body subconsciously thrust forward for more stimulation, grinding my cock against her buttocks.

	of sensitive parts was too sexually suggestive for my mother to not realize something. She couldn't cover up my excessive behavior by using parent-child interaction or my ignorance and pranking. Of course, that didn't work for the whole night.

	" I told you not to do this, why won't you listen?" Mother said helplessly, pushing my lower abdomen with her hand. This defensive formation seemed fragile and unnecessary, because we were still wearing pants, so where could we go?

	Seeing that my mother did not resist strongly, my reason was almost burned by the surging desire. I rubbed her breasts even harder with my right hand, and the steel ring of her bra was deformed by me. My cock was buried at the bottom of her tight and perky round buttocks, and I pushed forward desperately, towards the plump mound of flesh, as if I wanted to pierce through the cloth that lay across the crack of my mother's buttocks.

	I could feel my mother's intense heartbeat through her bra and breasts . I stopped all my movements, even my cock left her charming ass. "Hmm," my mother tilted her head slightly, as if curious about my sudden stop.

	Tonight, my mother 's behavior was constantly disconnected from her previous self. Just like at this moment, during my ridiculous behavior, she was not resisting as usual, but expressing doubts. Wasn't it as if she was expecting me to continue and go one step further?

	In my eyes, the conclusion was this. This made me even more frantic. This was a mother's indulgence, more like seduction. With my quick hands, I pulled her shorts all the way off her buttocks.

	"Hey ... don't take Mom's pants off!" But Mom didn't panic, whispering softly into the pillow. I knew when to stop, so I didn't take off her panties or start touching her right away, giving her a break.

	even considered exploring with my cock, I felt like something was missing. It wasn't the ultimate act I'd seen men and women do. What was it? Breasts, ass, it seemed, I'd touched them in every way possible. But still, I felt a strange hunger.

	　　Hunger and thirst ... Hunger and thirst need to be satisfied through the mouth.

	When I was young, I didn't realize the mouth could be a bodily tool for satisfying sexual desire. I just had an instinct that it could be used elsewhere, beyond the kisses I'd seen on TV. When faced with something alluring, you always have the urge to devour it . After all, when the mouth is involved, it often means the overlapping of visual, olfactory, and taste experiences, creating a new kind of irresistible desire. This is the fundamental reason we love using the mouth. The functional isolation and collision of these vastly different organs is undoubtedly a powerful way to tear down intimate concerns and defenses.

	That night in the hotel and the last ridiculous "saliva" therapy were both superficial contacts, and my mother was undoubtedly the most sensitive to this. Would it be different this time? Tonight was a long time of "preparation".

	I moved backwards, away from my mother 's body. During this process, my mother even patted my arm, as if to show encouragement, thinking that I had made enough trouble and would not continue my ridiculous behavior, and she didn't need to "fight" anymore.

	I lowered my head , staring intently at my mother's lower body, her ass as beautiful as a full moon. My mouth went dry. I was a little worried that if I touched it, it would ruin the night again. After a moment's hesitation, I decided not to leave myself with any regrets. Now that I had come this far, with so many people outside "assisting" me, I would be able to do it.

	than a thief , I moved my body downward until I was in front of a plump buttock. I moved even lower, and when I tilted my head back slightly, my face was roughly aligned with the transition curve between my mother's buttocks and thighs. Below the buttocks, right in front of me, at the vertical position of my mouth, was the bulging mound of flesh I had observed through her panties before. Its softness was self-evident.

	At this time, the mother had not noticed my intention, and perhaps she did not know that behind her mature buttocks was her son's head. My breath was almost penetrating into her forbidden areas through the cloth.

	It was a little strange . I saw that my mother seemed to be turning around to check, so I quickly stretched out my right hand and pressed her waist to stop her from turning around.

	　　In this visual, the mature woman's butt looked exceptionally round, like half of the basketball I dribble every day. I was a little stunned. In the dim light, her underwear was almost flesh-colored, with most of her buttocks exposed. Her side was tilted, and her legs were pressed together. Without even touching her, I could feel the tightness and elasticity of the underwear, and the thin fabric could not hold up the smooth buttocks at all.

	I held each buttock with my hands, like a crescent moon, partly because I couldn't help myself, and partly because I was trying to confuse my mother, trying not to let her notice my lowering. A quick thought would tell me that if I were still lying at the same height as her, I would be in the same position.

	My hands gently caressed her exposed buttocks, feeling their tenderness. In the dim light, skin color didn't matter; it felt absolutely smooth, making me think her skin was even better than my own. I recalled watching the movie "A Chinese Odyssey" as a child, where Liu Bingyi used his own buttocks to repair his disfigured face. Under normal circumstances, buttocks are indeed of good quality. Except for the pigmentation extending from the pubic area between the buttocks.

	The alluring round buttocks were right in front of me, which made me extremely nervous for a while. I tried my best to breathe slowly and not let the breath from my mouth or nose spray on my mother's round buttocks, so as not to alert her too early.

	quietly caressed her buttocks and secretly pulled the fabric of her panties towards the middle, exposing both sides of her buttocks. The crotch of her panties was twisted into a strip, stuck in the crack of her buttocks, sinking into her buttocks. Soon, the bulge in her panties, under her buttocks and in the crotch of her thighs, caught my eye. The bulge got bigger as it moved towards the middle of her legs. Unlike my previous observations, this mound of flesh now had a small indentation in the middle, and I could almost see a few black hairs sticking out from the side. At the bottom of her buttocks, some dark red skin extended from both sides of the fabric, forming a sharp contrast with the delicate flesh-colored buttocks.

	I don't know if I'm mistaken, but the bulging flesh between my mother's legs is now stained with coin-sized spots. Her crotch has become somewhat transparent, revealing a faint hint of oily, dark fluid. Is there a wet spot here? Seeing this, the heat in my crotch rapidly swells, trembling up and down within my own underwear. What is this bulge beneath my underwear? I've made many great breakthroughs tonight, even exploring the smooth, tender area between my buttocks with my fingers, but I've never been able to fully examine this fertile area. I have a strong urge to pull down her panties to take a look.

	Of course, looking at the thick and bulging outline of the underwear and then touching it is definitely different from touching it blindly in the dark under the light.

	　　This place must be tender and thick. With the hair, it looks like two thick lips. These are the plump, shimmering red lips of my mother, showing unparalleled attraction.

	　　Finally, my right hand lost control and gently poked there. It was soft, like poking a ball of cream trapped in a packaging bag. My mother's body trembled. "Hmm ... do n't move, " she said, and swayed her hips slightly, as if she was dissatisfied with my behavior.

	My cock was so hard I could feel the urge to cum without even using my hands. I ignored my mother's faint protests. My patience was reaching its limit, and I couldn't care less. I blocked out all resistance in my mind, and my only instinct was to get close to the fertile soil beneath my mother's buttocks.

	I used both hands to pull the buttocks on both sides and spread the buttocks of the mature woman in front of me. I felt that the gap deep inside was also pulled open. Under the bulging mound of flesh, a small red hole with a fishy smell seemed to be about to come out.

	　　Now, I felt my mother's beautiful, plump, rounded, possibly covered in black hair, fertile land, emitting an alluring fragrance, automatically presented to me; her slender, toned legs were bent together, and her smooth, round, soft, and elastic buttocks were flaunting in the dim light before my eyes. This scene stimulated me to the point of collapse, and I was lost in a sea of lust, and my cock became even harder than before.

	" Well ... no ... you can't do this ... " My mother first let out a low moan and then tried to stop me with words weakly. The sound came from her nose, which was gentle and long, and really aroused my sexual desire.

	　　Such a cry was full of magic, making me completely forget the majesty of a mother and the moral code of a son. I couldn't help but loosen my buttocks and poke the bulging flesh below again.

	" Hmm ... " The muscles in my mother's round buttocks seemed to stiffen, and her gluteus maximus suddenly tightened, producing a weak push, as if trying to push my hands away. But the push was too weak to have any effect. I continued to rub, pinch, and pick at this round buttocks. It slipped away immediately, but the feel of that soft flesh still intoxicated me.

	But seeing my mother's sudden reaction, I was still a little worried. I wondered if she was angry. I looked at her nervously. She didn't do anything. She still had her back to me and didn't say anything. But her body tensed up even more, and her breathing became more rapid.

	　　Gradually, I noticed that as I pulled her buttocks apart, the bulging flesh between her hips was becoming more and more stained with fabric. I thought to myself that my actions had aroused my mother, and regardless of her inner feelings, the fact was clear before my eyes. The sense of accomplishment struck my immature mind, like a fuse blowing. After swallowing, I placed my fingers on the plump flesh, pressing gently, as if to squeeze through the soft flesh.

	" Hmm ... Li Yuqing ... stop messing around ," my mother muttered, her voice soft and lilting. Then, suddenly, she squeezed her toned legs together, tightly gripping my fingers and, in turn, my entire right hand, trapped beneath the crack of her buttocks. I froze for a moment, but my fingers continued to slid between her legs, pressing against the soft mound of flesh. Her thighs were round and delicate, their flesh moist and soft. Perhaps my mother wasn't naturally beautiful, and her skin wasn't the same as it had been when she was a little girl, but she was a woman after all, and the flesh of her thighs certainly didn't feel as rough as we boys'.

	Later I learned that this was a woman's conditioned reflex defensive action. It was as if by closing her legs and tightening her hips, the man could not invade further. From a physiological point of view, this closed the gateway to the depths.

	My fingers felt a damp heat, and the fabric seemed to become slippery. I moved my fingers in confusion, but my mother's legs clamped tighter together, and she reached out and pinched my arm hard. "I told you not to move, and you're doing it again."

	Not long ago, when she completely exposed her lower body, I used my fingers to feel the smoothness and tenderness between her buttocks, as well as the charming wetness and moisture. Why is she resisting again now through her underwear? What is my mother's attitude? It makes me helpless.

	But I did not forget to use the same trick again, raising my left hand and pressing my mother's waist, otherwise she would turn around and scold and glare at me. My fingers had enjoyed enough, the opportunity was about to run out, and it was time to complete the goal of this stage.

	I was about to pull out my right hand and subconsciously used little force, but my mother's legs were clamped too tightly together and I was unable to move. Instead, I pulled hard on the bulging flesh under her panties, and it felt like a fat white jade worm was being played with by me.

	"Ah ... what are you doing ... take your stinky hands away from me quickly," the mother cried softly, her body trembling slightly.

	I was a little embarrassed and timidly said, "Mom, please spread your legs a little bit." As soon as I said it, I realized that my voice was a little hoarse and it seemed very inappropriate. I saw that my mother was also stunned when she heard this. I could feel her face burning from the distance.

	She spat, "What are you talking about, like a gangster? I'm your mother." Unfortunately, I couldn't see her expression. Then she pinched my arm a few times, but not very hard, and said in a bad mood, "You stupid child! You dare to ask your mother to spread your legs? What do you want to do?"

	Although my mother was scolding me, her voice was soft and gentle, almost sweet and pleasant, without a trace of anger. I thought she was a little strange. Oh, right, maybe she misunderstood what I said just now. It seemed a little ambiguous and confusing. So I patiently explained, "Your legs are clamped around my hand. How can I pull it out if you don't open it a little?"

	My mother was in a trance for a while. I seemed to see her ears turned red, but her legs were still tightly pressed together. I was about to urge her again, but she suddenly raised her head, took a few deep breaths, and then slowly spread her legs.

	" Now, take it out!" My mother's tone was a bit stern, but her voice, like mine, became a little hoarse. She didn't sound as majestic as usual, but instead sounded indescribably soft and shy.

	I slowly pulled out my right hand, mainly my fingers leaving the fertile mound of flesh, leaving a sticky and slippery feeling.

	But my heart was trembling. My mother's words, "pull it out," were also highly ambiguous, stirring my imagination. It was as if I had penetrated her with my male organ, and was asking me to withdraw. Coupled with her invisible "indulgence" and enticement, my arousal soared to an unprecedented level. The oxygen in my body was almost completely depleted in an instant. My vision blurred, and my hearing seemed to fail. But the plump, round buttocks before me emitted a single luminous light, easily piercing my mind.

	I took a deep breath and adjusted my head, aiming for a perfect hit. This contact shouldn't linger too long; my mother would definitely not be able to handle it. The round buttocks, the crotch, the intersection of the thighs, the lower abdomen—these are arguably the most contradictory parts of a woman's body, both unclean and, in a broad sense, the most alluring and captivating.

	would her son's mouth bring to her now that she was about to touch her? My eyes, ears, mouth, and nose were only ten centimeters from her round buttocks. I don't know if my mother has mysophobia, but she is indeed a very clean person. She never slacks off on cleaning and has a healthy diet. Therefore, I didn't smell any offensive odor. Of course, even if there was a smell, for a man with sperm on his mind, it would be more of a factor that stimulates sexual desire.

	I pulled my mother's two tight and elastic buttocks hard and secretly exerted force downwards. This was not only to fix the support to facilitate the movement of my head, but also to prevent my mother from turning around or twisting her hips to dodge.

	Without time to consider my mother's reaction, I aimed at the fleshy mound at the bottom of her buttocks that I had been craving for so long. I quickly thrust my head over and stuck out my tongue, pressing it against the bulging flesh through the sticky, wet fabric of her panties. I thought to myself, "I really do look like a dog!" This was supposed to be such an insulting and self-deprecating thought, but under the immense physical and mental stimulation, it was nothing. I even felt proud of myself. Using my mouth to break through taboos and to make my mother's defenses break down physically, how could a young man not have a morbid sense of victory?

	With all my thoughts wandering, I finally put my tongue close to my mother's sacred forbidden area. The action seemed impatient, and my whole face hit my mother's firm buttocks, and the tip of my nose was stuck in the buttock groove through her panties.

	I could sense his mother's momentary daze, perhaps disoriented by the situation. Since when had her own son placed his face so close to her most shameful part? Was there ever such parent-child interaction? Didn't he find it disgusting? And how had he so quickly developed the habit of using his face to appreciate the allure of her lower back? Her usual authority, her natural parenting, had completely crumbled after this.

	Of course, I thought that my mother's brief absence of consciousness meant that she had completely indulged me. She had noticed my immoral thoughts early on, and just when my father was disturbed tonight, she gave me this forbidden fruit.

	I became more and more manic, so manic that I forgot to move my tongue further. My tongue was soft and weak, but it could still touch the soft mound of flesh under my mother's buttocks. The fabric of the underwear covering the mound of flesh became even stickier and wet. When I licked it with my tongue, there was no taste, but it seemed to have a strong acid and alkali stimulation, just like the feeling of licking a battery when I was a child.

	My tongue stayed close to the slit and I called it a day. My sense of smell was aroused, and I also needed to breathe deeply. I couldn't help but bury my face as deep as possible in this fertile area. My nose, along with my mother's panties, rubbed against her buttocks, getting stuck in the tightly closed buttock groove. I couldn't help but arch my body up and down. My head was originally confused by the huge stimulation, but I instinctively let my lust control me to do the most obscene things to my mother's private parts. After a few arches, my mind gradually cleared up. A faint female fragrance penetrated my nose, mouth and lungs, making me even more excited.

	At this moment, all sounds in the world are automatically blocked in the room , and the biggest noise is only my heartbeat. How can a young man stay calm at this time?

	I passionately arched the fertile area under my mother's buttocks through her panties , like a wild boar that had let itself go and was having fun in the vegetable field.

	There are pigs and dogs. I applied the animal images I usually use to insult others to myself, and I found that they are very appropriate. At this moment, I can only be happy like an animal instinct. You can also say that I am worse than pigs and dogs. Doing this to my mother, worse than pigs and dogs is also appropriate.

	　　This brief moment didn't last long. Mother quickly recovered and realized what was happening. She grabbed my hair, but unfortunately, my hair wasn't long enough for her to hold me. My actions weren't enough to elicit a seductive moan from her. She shouted, "Li Yuqing, are you crazy?"

	She kept shaking her plump buttocks, trying to avoid my face, but fortunately I held it down with both hands and did not let the tempting buttocks escape. I continued to bully her buttocks with my mouth and nose.

	"Are you disgusting? Get out of here!" said the mother angrily. She wanted to turn around, but my hands were tied tightly. She could twist her waist, twist her upper body, and even see what I was doing, but her peach-like buttocks were nailed to the spot by me.

	My mother's hips and thighs became increasingly tense, and I could feel the reaction clearly on my face. Her thighs contracted tighter, almost clamping my chin.

	　　Seeing that she couldn't grab my hair, my mother was anxious, angry, and a little panicked. She slapped my head hard and said, "Li Yuqing, do you know what you are doing? You are such a bad person." "You are sick."

	Yes, I am sick, but this kind of Oedipus complex theoretically will not harm the body, because the only medicine is my mother's body for me to taste, and a mother generally loves her son deeply and should give her son all these things.

	Of course, because of concern for outsiders, the sound of my mother beating and scolding me was kept as low as possible throughout the whole process, which is why she couldn't scare me.

	　　I endured the pain of being hit and continued pulling, with my head continuing to plow my mother's ass.

	　　Smelling the scent of this buttock, I was actually not satisfied for a moment. It seemed that my heart wanted to smell some stimulating smell, but this healthy woman's private area after taking a bath did not have any strange smell that made me feel drunk.

	Those Japanese films are very realistic. When there is no opportunity, men will steal women's underwear to molest them, mostly by covering their faces with the most core parts. When the relationship is going well, men will always want to satisfy their mouths before officially returning to the warm cave below the woman, which well illustrates our desire to eat the opposite sex that we think is attractive.

	　　The organs on the face cannot bring us physical pleasure, but most men like it. There is no need to teach, it is an innate desire instinct. Even though I have never had sex, it is natural for me to do this.

	　　At one point during this process, I felt it was amazing. I hadn't done the bad things my mother warned me against, nor had I caused her physical pain, nor had I tortured myself, yet I was able to make her so panicked and angry. I wasn't afraid, though, I just felt a sense of unreality.

	　　My intuition told me that I could no longer "restrain" my mother. If she exerted a little more force, she would put an end to my absurd behavior. Having had enough of the female body odor, I quickly put my tongue into action, sweeping up and down the fabric covering the mound of flesh with relentless and heavy licking. This mass of soft flesh seemed very fragile and defenseless. I could cut it into two lines with my tongue, causing her panties to dent slightly. As my tongue felt the flesh of my mother, the image of her flesh became clearer and clearer.

	My tongue felt unusually warm here, as if hot breath was rushing through the cloth to my face and permeating between my mother's buttocks; and my hot breath also hit my mother's buttock groove, the bulging mound of flesh. The moisture and stickiness that seeped through my mother's panties, my saliva, and each other's breath intertwined together, making my mother's buttocks to the roots of her thighs full of lewd flavor, and the temperature continued to rise.

	" Hmm ... " As the fabric became wetter and wetter, my mother finally let out a sweet moan, her thighs swaying slightly.

	My mother finally grabbed my short hair, but her breath was weak. "Hmm ... won't you stop yet?" she gasped. I licked the plump mound again, and her hips immediately tensed and contracted. "Hmm... hmm ... you 're a dog ... licking everything," she said, trying to suppress her words. At some point, her anger seemed to have subsided. Hearing her scolding me, my sexual desire surged.

	I wanted to push aside the small piece of fabric and directly use my mouth on this plump slit, but my hands were busy "controlling" my mother's buttocks. So I pushed the limits and used my tongue to pry it apart. My tongue licked a few soft hairs on the edge, and licked a more real moistness. However, my tongue was not powerful enough. I tried to drill in directly from the side, but my mother's legs were too tightly clamped together, and I could only leave saliva marks on her smooth buttocks and thighs.

	" Hmm ... " Under the stimulation of my mouth and tongue, my mother moaned softly, straightening her waist, while not giving up her efforts to get rid of all this.

	　　My cock was swollen, my body and soul were refreshed, and my willpower was exhausted to the limit. Like the Last Supper, in a critical moment, I lifted my mouth from the moist, hot, soft flesh, retracted my right hand from pressing on my mother's buttocks, and then pinched one side of the underwear wrapped around her buttocks and pulled it open, but not completely. After all, the underwear was still on her buttocks, revealing only the plump side.

	The mother's "struggle" reaction increased dramatically, and she shouted nervously, "No ... Hey ... " in extreme panic.

	But all I could see was a dark patch, a stark contrast to the color of her buttocks . I could feel it was soaked with moisture, emitting an alluring scent. Mother grabbed my hair and was about to turn around when, in a flash, my tongue licked down without a hitch. "Mmm ... ah ... little bastard," she moaned softly, her buttocks clamped together, her body trembling. My tongue took in all the moisture from her fertile flesh mound. It had no taste, but a faint, sour, fishy smell I'd never smelled before. The flesh mound beneath my tongue felt plump, thick, and soft, like a woman's lips. The flesh slit was incredibly delicate. Compared to my wicked tongue, everything seemed soft and fragile, as if it would be broken open with just one more lick.

	Besides the sensation of my tongue , my brain felt like it had crashed, and my soul seemed to be stagnant. Of course, my mother wouldn't let me "enjoy" this for too long. I had only been licking her for two seconds when she swung her butt hard, turned around, and "bounced" me away.

	I could savor the feeling, I felt a sharp pain in my ear. My mother twisted my ear and slowly pulled me up.

	I looked at her timidly. She looked embarrassed and angry, but she still stared at me, breathing heavily, her chest heaving. She also pulled up her pants.

	I had nothing to say. I was just a naughty child who was stopped by adults from doing something fun, and no longer the child who had done something wrong, feeling uneasy and guilty. I had a bitter face, or to put it bluntly, I felt like I had lost my parents, and I had the attitude of a villain who was the first to complain.

	Seeing my reckless behavior, my mother gritted her teeth and raised her right hand, but it stopped mid-air and didn't fall. Perhaps she realized the noise it would make, so she twisted my ear a few more times and said angrily, "I taught you to learn bad things, and you've made it so perverted."

	I grumbled quietly, "Is this considered bad? Can't I even be close to my own mother?"

	The mother was both angry and amused. "Is this intimacy? Do you know what that is?" Then she let out a long breath and added, "You've even learned to use your mouth, haven't you? I really want to rip your mouth apart. It's disgusting."

	I pretended to be curious , my eyes sparkling, and asked, "What is that place?"

	My mother patted my head and said, "I told you that's where you poop and pee, why are you still kissing it?" and looked at me with disgust.

	I said, "No way, it has no taste. Anyway, I want to kiss Mom everywhere."

	Mother's face turned extremely ugly, and she was so angry that she could hardly speak. "You ... "

	I continued , “I always behave like this when I watch movies.”

	After hearing this, the mother felt a headache and was helpless. "Is this all you use your computer to watch these crap movies?"

	" Also, Li Yuqing, let me tell you, you can't imitate what's shown in the movies. Do you think you should imitate someone who kills people or sets fires?"

	I continued to play dumb, "Why can't I do it? I think I can do it."

	Unexpectedly, at this time the mother said contemptuously, "How old are you? What can you do?" But after she said that, she felt something was wrong. She started talking nonsense and her face was ashamed and embarrassed.

	　　Again, the mother can't come up with any reason in this regard. Do you think education can be effective?

	My mother glared at me and said, "You are my son. There are some rules you cannot break. Do you understand?"

	I seemed to be talking to myself , "Why can Dad do it, but I can't?"

	My mother looked incredulous, as if she had sensed something. She widened her eyes and seemed a little nervous. "What did you say?" To her, my words meant that I knew or even saw something.

	Then she looked at me with a complicated expression and sharp eyes. After a long while, she said, "You'll understand when you get married."

	"You are in adolescence, it's normal to have some random thoughts, but I didn't expect you to ... actually ... uh." It was tacitly understood and self-evident.

	" It's just not right," the mother could only say helplessly.

	As we chatted awkwardly, we heard my father's frantic shouting from outside, demonstrating how a gambler is dominated by his inner demons. My mother glanced at the door with disgust, her face furrowed.

	My mother seemed to have forgotten what had just happened, her thoughts once again preoccupied with my father. After listening for a moment, her expression of disgust still lingering, she looked back at me and said, "If you ever become like your father, you'll be doomed."

	"I give up. Both father and son are bad in their own ways. Haha, the men in your Li family are always a worry."

	I quickly told my mother, "Don't worry, Mom, I won't follow his example. I'm always honest."

	The mother teased, "Hmph ... you 're still so honest." Then she lay down and said, "Stop thinking about those indecent things. You're still a student."

	I also wanted to lie down, but my mother thought of something and kicked me lightly with her foot, "Go rinse your mouth." There was a blush on her face, perhaps she was thinking of the indecent behavior of her son just now.

	I didn't move, but instead approached my mother. She tutted and said in a forced tone, "You didn't understand what I said."

	Over and over again, first angry then calm, it seemed that everything that night could control my mother. The young man said hard, hard, and I saw that my mother did not pursue the matter further, and the evil thoughts surged in my heart again.

	I cautiously asked, "Mom ... can I?" Before I could finish my sentence, my mother blurted out, "No ... "

	Hey, I 'm not done yet.

	Then he warned me seriously, "Don't kiss me randomly!"

	I deliberately misinterpreted it and said, "You can't use your mouth, right?"

	" Yeah," my mother responded. It felt like she was giving me permission to do something else, and my breath caught in the thought.

	Looking at the graceful figure of the mature mother, I swiftly moved closer to her, put my right hand on her waist, and asked , " Is this okay?" My mother was startled and didn't respond, which I took as her agreement.

	But my hands slipped into her pants and could almost touch both sides of my mother's buttocks. "Li Yuqing, you ... how dare you do this to your mother?", her tone was full of strength.

	 

	 

	Chapter 14

	I felt the mature mother's delicate body in front of me was very uncomfortable. She knew that what I was doing was wrong, but she couldn't say no. I gritted my teeth and lowered my right hand all the way down to the tight groove of her buttocks. I felt the mother's well-developed buttocks and thigh muscles tense up, clamping my right hand and making it unable to move.

	"Ah ... what are you doing?" my mother asked nervously. Strangely, she had forgotten to resist physically, only offering indifferent words. This didn't stop me at all. I wanted to relive the wet warmth I had just felt on my hands.

	I couldn't help but move closer to the back of my mother 's head and look at her profile. Her face was covered with red clouds and her earlobes were also red. I felt even more itchy in my heart and wanted to bite the earlobes in front of me. I breathed hot and heavy air and hit my mother's neck and ears. I felt her whole body tremble slightly. She moved a few times and then clamped her legs together, making my right hand that was inserted into the crotch feel as if it was clamped tightly.

	I called out in a trembling voice, "Mom ... Ah ... Mom ". Firstly, this was the only way to vent my physical and mental pleasure. Secondly, I was deliberately reminding my mother with words to let her know who was behind her. It was also to express her son's happy cry, which impacted her psychologically.

	Suddenly, he got anxious and slapped the back of my head with his left hand . With his right, he grabbed my claws, which were about to break through the narrow hole, and yanked them out. He didn't look like he was indulging in lust at all. He scolded me, "You idiot, you have no manners. Where do you think you can get into?"

	I was a little confused. Isn't it said that women's resistance is very weak in this situation, and their sexual desire will only become stronger and stronger? Why did my mother become so cold at this moment, as if the anger in her body had subsided?

	I was very unwilling and continued to keep my hands on her elastic buttocks. I also put my face close to the back of my mother's head and shouted "Mom ... Mom ... " with a bit of grievance and confusion, as if begging for something.

	My mother pried my hands apart again and said coldly, "Shut up ... You still don't want to sleep? I'm really indulging you too much."

	Taking advantage of this small gap, my mother straightened her body and then raised her hips slightly. I knew that she had pulled her pants up. After finishing, she lay down with her back to me, saying, "Go to sleep quickly. It's so late. Stop thinking about inappropriate things."

	Seeing my mother return to "normal" and thinking about her "acquiescence" just now, I really saw how women can turn their backs on people and change their minds at any time.

	She wouldn't give in to lust easily, at least not in front of me. Or maybe she hadn't from the beginning, and I was just overthinking it. But either way, the taboo had been loosened, giving me a boost to realize my idea.

	It's come to this, why not continue? I pressed my erect penis, and suddenly thought of something. I took my lucky finger and put it under my nose to smell it. Even though I had just washed it, I immediately touched the mysterious place after returning. So I imagined a strange smell on it, which, under the burning desire, only made me feel very wonderful.

	　　This hand touched many forbidden areas in my life. I savored the smooth, moist, and creamy softness I had just felt under my mother's buttocks, and my little cock became harder.

	So, like a worm emerging from its cocoon , I quietly but firmly removed my own pants. If it weren't for the hollowness of the quilt caused by my mother's sideways position, my erect penis might have made a ridge in the quilt. My mother's pants and underwear weren't so easy to remove, so I took off my own first. I once again broke my "promise" not to take off my own pants.

	I adjusted my breathing, calmed my body and mind, and entered a quiet rhythm with my mother. It seemed that my mother didn't notice that I took off my pants.

	I turned around, facing my mother's back, and put my hands on her waistband, including her underwear, but I didn't sneak up and pull them down forcefully. I couldn't tell what my purpose was, maybe I just wanted to see how tolerant my mother would be.

	Sure enough, my mother slowly removed my hand. This time, she wasn't startled. It seemed like she'd expected this? Or was she used to this kind of behavior? Yes, there was a long, rich buildup. I didn't sense any anger in her; she simply expressed her rejection with a calm gesture.

	I repeated the attempt to pull down my pants several times, but Mom, as always, pried my hands apart, and we began to struggle. Neither of us was very resolute. Mom didn't even say a word, just a "tsk."

	The last time, I didn't insist and instead held her waist. My intuition told me that this fixed position was necessary. However, my little cock, exposed in the space under the quilt, was getting closer and closer to my mother's buttocks.

	My hands had already experienced enough of that fertile ground ; it was time for the real deal. Though it had earlier nudged a soft bulge through the thin fabric of my mother's panties, it hadn't been able to experience the warmth, moisture, and warmth that my fingers had. That was where my little cock should be, swollen and red hot. Compared to the warmth between my mother's thighs, was my little cock supposed to be putting out a fire or setting it ablaze? Regardless of the ultimate goal, I had to get there first.

	Without lifting the quilt, without watching , I just followed my instincts and thrust my hips forward, my cock hitting my mother's tight, soft, round buttocks, through her clothes. My movements were actually very gentle, which was strange, as if I was very familiar with this, as if we had performed this action countless times.

	　　To be honest, the feeling from my penis wasn't as pleasurable as the smooth, juicy spot beneath my buttocks through my underwear. It was more of a psychological stimulation. It was a shameful position, like the puppies I'd seen mating, my mother's buttocks glued to my crotch, my animal instincts fermenting.

	It happened in an instant . At first, my mother wasn't surprised. Plus, my movements were very gentle, so naturally, she didn't exclaim. She just made an impatient "tsk" sound and then said, "Li Yuqing, you're never going to stop, are you?"

	A hard object pressed against her sensitive part. Before she could think about what it was, she reflexively reached to her buttocks, trying to push me, or my little cock, away.

	"Ah ... " My mother actually used her fingers to circle my little cock, trying to pull it away. But she immediately knew what it was. She must have felt its hardness and heat, so she screamed and immediately pulled her hand away as if she had touched a red-hot iron rod.

	　　This was the second time my mother had actually touched my little cock since I grew up. In just a moment, it felt numb and seemed to be a little thicker and longer. I couldn't help but do a few anal exercises, and my cock took the opportunity to poke my mother's buttock groove.

	She didn't dare to do it again and twisted her hips to try to escape, but I had held her waist from the beginning, so my mother couldn't escape, and my hard little cock was still pressing against her private parts!

	"You ... " The mother was filled with shame and anger, unable to speak for a moment. Her body remained motionless, and she seemed to be filled with helplessness.

	I used my waist and hips to continue to squeeze and hit my mother's buttocks with my cock. Although I didn't get anything, at least on the surface, I was infinitely close to the scene of my dream. I felt great satisfaction both physically and mentally. The glans oozed secretions, which I wiped dry on my mother's shorts.

	As someone who has experienced this, my mother knew what this gesture and this behavior meant. She didn't dare touch my penis with her hands, but she still pressed against my lower abdomen, trying to push me away, while her voice was as cold as frost, "You beast, you take off your pants at the slightest provocation."

	In fact, if my mother tried hard, she could get rid of me, but I thought that since I had tied her waist, if she resisted hard, it would make a lot of noise, so she failed to get her buttocks away from me as she wished.

	Like a warrior with bloodshot eyes, I held her waist tightly, thrust my hips, and rubbed my hard penis against her butt crack. Feeling my stubbornness and strength, my mother was quite helpless. She said in a negotiating tone, "What did you say to me just now?" "Put on your pants quickly, what are you doing?"

	I ignored her and felt my mother pushing my lower abdomen. I had a new idea. I took the opportunity to pull up her panties with my hands. Yes, it was really just scratching the surface through the clothes.

	But my mother immediately noticed my intention, hurriedly grabbed her pants, and said viciously, "Li Yuqing, you still want to take off my pants, right?"

	So we went back to the familiar tugging and pulling. In fact, I didn't use much force, I always felt that it would be counterproductive. I naively thought that just such a gentle movement would express my intentions, and it would be best if my mother could gradually let down her guard and then indulge me under the influence of maternal feelings.

	My mother then pinched my arm with her free hand. She tilted her head back toward me and said coldly, "What on earth do you want? Don't make me angry."

	　　After so long, I still haven't "let go". I can feel my mother's anger rising and her body is shaking slightly.

	I was a little scared, but thinking of her invisible "debauchery" before, desire still made me bolder, and I was just about to try to pull off the last defense of her buttocks in one go.

	My mother suddenly seemed to deflate, her emotions and body calmed down, and she seemed to have suddenly entered a dormant state. She even withdrew her hands from pushing my lower abdomen.

	　　There was a flash of light and shadow at the door , followed by the sound of footsteps, and my father came in!

	I couldn't help but stop my ridiculous behavior, not daring to breathe, and even my cock left my mother's buttocks.

	　　Fortunately, I didn't move much, so I wasn't worried that my father would notice anything wrong.

	I peeked around the end of the bed, but my father hadn't even glanced over. He was already sitting in front of the closet, rummaging through boxes and drawers, looking for something. But I didn't dare act weird anymore, lest the situation get out of control.

	About a minute later, my father was still searching, but he seemed to be getting more and more impatient. I looked back at my mother, and she was very quiet.

	I suddenly felt like my father and I were two parallel worlds, each one detached from the other. My heart began to beat heavily, a fire rising in my belly as I realized that the most dangerous moments are often the ones with the least resistance. Who knows if such an opportunity will ever come again? Who knows how this strict mother will guard against me and discipline me when she wakes up tomorrow, or in the days to come? Why not take this opportunity now to do what I've always longed for?

	If you have food to eat but don’t eat it, it is a heinous crime !

	Light streamed into the living room , but my father didn't turn it on immediately. I slowly moved closer to my mother's hips again. When my little cock was about to touch this forbidden area,

	15- year-old self, driven by physiological reactions , felt like I'd been degraded and behaved in ways that didn't seem natural, revealing a childish stubbornness and recklessness. My blood boiling, I reached out without hesitation and quickly ripped off my mother's shorts and panties. Their pants were loose, and even without her intentionally lifting her hips, I pulled them down to her knees without any resistance.

	　　Although I couldn't see what was under the quilt, my hand had already touched my mother's bare, cold buttocks. My mother was very surprised, her body seemed to have been hit hard, and she took a deep breath. If my father hadn't been there, she would have cried out.

	The buttocks in my hand seemed even tighter and firmer than before due to its owner's panic and tension. I grabbed a handful of it, which was smooth and elastic . Mother was caught between a rock and a hard place, unable to put up a violent resistance. She could only hold my hand, shaking her head slightly in protest.

	　　This opportunity won't last long, and I don't plan to continue the chasing game with my hands. As if guided by something, I spread my mother's buttocks apart, and my little cock, as hard as an iron rod, followed closely behind and squeezed in.

	My mother must have felt the evil hardness and heat. I couldn't observe her expression, but I could see her panic from the trembling of her body.

	　　This was the first time we had unobstructed contact. The soft and elastic buttocks clamped my cock, and soon it slipped out in disorder. I poked at the crack of her buttocks, venting the restlessness of my body and mind, and the prostate fluid overflowed instantly. As my mother twisted her hips to avoid it, my cock was rubbed again, making my lower body numb. It seemed like something was gathering in my lower body, and it felt like it could erupt at any time, but I had to suppress the screams that were about to burst out from the physical and mental pleasure.

	With my random thrust, my mother's defenses seemed to be broken. Even the movement of her hands that were pushing me slowed down, leaving only a slight tremor, and then a restless twisting, the movement was almost inaudible. The next second, she tried to move inside to escape, retreating towards the wall, of course very slowly.

	She fled, and I chased her. There was no room at the wall, but my cock still reached her round buttocks. I grasped one side of her buttocks for support. Sensing my relentless pursuit, she erupted in energy, pushing against my lower abdomen with all her might, her other hand gripping mine, immobilizing me.

	My mother 's alluring butt cheeks flinched slightly, and my cock lost its target, throbbing violently for a moment. Unable to contain myself, I broke free from her "control," wrapping one arm around her waist. While I couldn't pull her over, I could push myself over. With my hand and hips working together, my cock, throbbing violently from the stimulation of my anus, once again found its way to my mother's plump buttocks.

	My mother 's body shook as I imagined. She wanted to move, but I followed her closely. My cock gradually slid down from the crack of her buttocks, getting closer and closer to the bottom, the intersection of her buttocks and legs. The hot and warm feeling became more and more real, and I became more and more fanatical. I suddenly thrust my hard cock towards the source of the warmth.

	I relied entirely on feeling and missed the target. My cock slipped under my mother's tight and soft buttocks. Most of the cock sank into the deep buttocks, almost parallel to the buttocks. It was firmly clamped by my mother's two buttocks. It was very tight and a little hot. The huge psychological satisfaction almost made my lower body exhausted.

	After staying for a while, my cock was beating stubbornly in the crack of my buttocks, trying to break free from the clamping of my buttocks. Now my mother should be able to smell my strong physical desire.

	My mother 's body trembled again. At this moment, she even gave up using her hands to defend herself. She covered her mouth and nose, trying her best to hold back her breathing, only heavy gasps. I could feel her wanting to turn her head to look at me, to question me, to scold me.

	I felt a false sense of pride. I hadn't imagined that a child like me, with my immature penis, could cause a mature woman like my mother to be bewilderment. Making a woman lose her mind and ability to think isn't about power, about making her succumb and fall. It's about identity. When a son uses his erection to explore the forbidden areas of his mother's body, such a subversive scene occurs. What woman can remain calm? Who wouldn't be greatly shocked? It's natural for her to hesitate and stagnate for a moment.

	I pressed against her body, with my little cock pressed against the groove formed by her buttocks. I didn't use my hands to assist anymore, and it seemed that the first stage of our pulling was over.

	My mother inexplicably calmed down, and I felt relieved. I had a feeling there would be no more resistance, and I could do whatever I wanted within the constraints. I had no experience, and my mother wouldn't behave in a way that would please me. Everything depended on my luck and fate.

	　　The "pulling" just now took nearly a minute. I remembered that my father was still in the room, so I looked towards the end of the bed. My father was rummaging through the drawers and cabinets and then thinking in front of the cabinet. It really takes some time to search through the clothes, sundries, and small cabinets inside one by one. I don't know if he has searched everywhere, but he may find the cabinet next to the bed at any time. By then, I will be unable to do anything.

	　　There should still be a little time left, I calculated, feeling no remorse. Even though the "game" between my mother and I under the covers seemed intense, it was actually a turmoil in the teapot. Without my mother's fierce resistance and noise, my father wouldn't have noticed what was happening in bed.

	I turned my attention back to my lower body. With my lower body alone, I couldn't quite squeeze into the butt crack. As I thrust, the head of my cock kept getting squeezed between my mother's butt cheeks. It was so tight and hot, so hot I wanted to get my cock out for air. So I gently pulled my butt back, then stroked and thrusted randomly, because the friction from my mother's butt crack gave me an indescribable pleasure.

	The first intimate touching of my lower body was certainly exciting. Just imagining such a scene could give me an orgasm. How could a healthy-physical-but-mentally-distorted-boy resist such a drug-like temptation? The only drawback was that, due to the special circumstances, I could not hear my mother's sweet and touching moans.

	Since my mother was helpless, I stopped paying attention to her reaction and focused on my business. My right hand slid up to her plump buttocks, caressing the smooth flesh. From time to time, it would slide down to her thighs. I felt the smoothness and roundness of these long, straight, fragrant thighs. Suddenly, I felt like I was holding a beautiful, soft, fragrant, and mature woman in my arms. I played with a long-desired treasure like a child, but with the added pleasure of physical pleasure. This was a joy unlike any I'd ever known in my life. Every cell in my body felt like it was floating with comfort.

	After a while, I felt a bit annoyed at the constant rejection of my cock in the crack of my mother's buttocks, so I found my way to her butt crack, used my hands to push it apart, and thrust my cock inside. Then I let go, savoring the even more delicate, tight feeling. Deeper in, I didn't want to pull it all out, so I thrust lightly, my cock struggling to penetrate my mother's tight buttocks. Honestly, the lack of lubrication and the tugging of the foreskin made it a bit painful, but the advantages outweighed the beauty of the action, which was incredibly wonderful and ecstatic.

	" Hmm ... ", my mother's delicate body trembled, and an inaudible moan escaped from her mouth and nose which were blocked by her hands. Her reaction was a great stimulation to me, and I almost ejaculated. My little cock was beating violently, as if protesting against the resistance expressed by the mature woman under me with her voice.

	More importantly, Ji'er, like me, hated the feeling of being out of control, the feeling of losing my composure and losing my composure. This was the competitive spirit of a son facing his mother, who held inherent authority. We were children, but we wanted to be at ease in every aspect of our lives in front of our mother.

	I wanted to control more, so my free right hand moved all the way up, passed through my mother's armpit, and touched the plump and firm breasts. Without hesitation, my hands moved roughly and simply lifted up the bra and grabbed the soft and plump breast flesh in my hand. The buds in the palm of my hand did not stand firm, but rather felt a little more delicate.

	I consciously didn't tease her nipple as I had before. I probably understood that this was a woman's most sensitive area, and I was afraid she would uncontrollably gasp. I simply kneaded the ample flesh, letting it deform and overflow between my fingers.

	Soon, my attention returned to my cock . I couldn't help but speed up the pace of pushing in and out, because the pleasure was so intense. The more I thrust, the more I wanted to enter my mother's body completely. No matter how I looked at it, I knew I hadn't reached that point yet. I'd seen movies and my parents' sex scenes, and I knew that women had a cavernous clitoris that could accommodate a man's penis.

	　　This situation did not cause any physical reaction in my mother. I guess she only felt uncomfortable and embarrassed. She gently pressed her hand against my lower abdomen, as if to ensure that my behavior did not continue to cross the line and to protect her last sacred forbidden area.

	I tried hard to imagine the appearance of my mother's lower body in my mind, combining it with what I had seen in the past, and used my imagination and the subtle moist scent to guide the direction of my cock's movement.

	It seemed like centuries had passed, yet in reality it was just a fleeting moment. I looked at my mother, who hadn't shown any strength to resist. Did she seem to think we had reached an invisible tacit understanding? How could I possibly treat myself so badly?

	I felt that I was gradually grasping the source of the moist breath. It was time to break through, so I moved my right hand, which was caressing her breasts, down and pressed her hip bone. Then I pushed hard and finally inserted it diagonally below, to the bottom of her buttocks.

	" ... Moan", my mother couldn't help herself after I thrusted in like this, and a nasal sound came out of her chest. Her body was shaking, and the sound was long and shrill. She buried her face in the pillow to cover her mouth and nose. The sound that came out was not loud, but it seemed to echo in the room. Just now, my glans seemed to touch a slightly open hole at the bottom of her buttocks, but at that moment, the hole immediately closed tightly, and the two buttocks of my mother became very tight, making my whole cock seem to be in trouble, and even the clamping was a little unbearable for me.

	Is this the hole? This is the sticky, soft, plump and absolutely moist place that I touched before, but I didn't seem to feel its moisture. Although it was still tender, it was a bit dry. Apart from the squeezing of the buttocks, I didn't feel the experience of being accommodated.

	Of course, I didn't think much about it. I just kept waving my little cock forward. But my mother's delicate snort made me reflexively move my little cock away from the hole, as if I had caused a huge disaster and had broken the sky.

	of emotions washed over me. My mother's reaction shook me to a crawl, and for a moment, my world froze. I lost all senses, and my mind reverberated only with her voice, her scent, her everything. Then, panic struck, thinking I was doomed and that my father would surely hear this strange sound. At the same time, I felt the sudden emptiness of a sense of accomplishment.

	I could sense that my father had heard something, because he stopped rummaging through the boxes. My mother and I were too quiet to speak, and the room fell into a detached silence. The noise outside continued unabated, but I could almost hear my own heartbeat.

	What I didn't expect was that my mother was also quite clever. Although she wasn't sure whether my father heard or thought of anything, she still deliberately uttered a series of lazy murmurs in her sleep, just like a person in sleep, a very normal reaction.

	Somehow, I felt extremely excited . It turned out that my mother was really afraid that my father would know something, and she was covering it up. Realizing this, I felt like I had a nuclear weapon in my hands. Did this mean that I could exploit my mother's fear in the future, demand as much as I wanted, and satisfy my shameless fetish?

	My father , already absorbed in searching for something, quickly returned to his homework, not even glancing over. The crisis was over, and I awoke from my trance, my desire flooding through me once more. My mother seemed relieved, her tense body relaxing. Then she pinched my waist again, hard. I knew she was so furious at that moment that she didn't care if I cried out in pain.

	I swallowed the cry of pain that threatened to burst out of my throat. She was angry, and so was I. I felt she was too cruel to her own son. When I thought about her previous education and beatings, I felt a desire for revenge.

	　　With a surge of rage, I thrust my erection again, pushing it between her buttocks, reaching the small, shrinking hole. Again, it wasn't as intense as the sensation I'd felt with my fingers, but the physical pleasure was secondary to the immense inner satisfaction. How many lucky people in this world are there like me, to have their immature cocks enjoy the flesh of a mature woman, especially one who is their own mother? I felt a sense of accomplishment, a sense of accomplishment that left my peers far behind.

	Every time I thrust, my mother's body trembled. She never thought I would dare to do that, so she pinched the flesh around my waist tightly as punishment. I gritted my teeth and endured it, enjoying the pleasure of breaking the taboo, breaking my mother's authority, and destroying her stern image.

	At this moment, I could truly feel the reaction of the hole beneath my mother's buttocks, but I couldn't force my way in. I felt that if I pushed harder, we'd both get hurt, especially my cock. This didn't stop me from enjoying myself. Finally, on my fourth thrust, my cock slipped again. A blessing in disguise, the tip of my penis seemed to have sliced through the cream, piercing a small, soft, moist, and fuzzy mass. I immediately remembered the bulge I'd seen through her panties. Feeling it closely, I felt a hole gushing from between the two thick bulges, a moist, hot breath far more alluring than the tightly closed hole I'd just poked. It felt like a deep well filled with treasures, unknown and dangerous, yet compelling me to plunge in without hesitation.

	Looking at my mother again , as my glans slid into her fertile forbidden area, it was obvious that her trembling was more violent than before. Because she was holding back something, a little sweat seeped out of her body. She also let go of her hand that was pinching me, as if she was weak and powerless in an instant, as if her soft spot was hit.

	Just as I pulled my cock away, ready to thrust again, something unexpected happened. My mother suddenly called out, "Li GR , what are you rustling around for in the middle of the night?" Her tone sounded impatient, but I could tell she was being timid and lacking confidence. It was clear she was using these words to distract herself from the sensations she was experiencing down there. It was almost like she was trying to cover up any strange reactions or moans I might cause her to make.

	With her shout, I gave up on gathering my strength for a strike, but my mother's guilty conscience also helped me. I planned to continue invading that moist and fertile area with my cock, but I did it slowly.

	But the father did not reply and continued to look for what he needed.

	The situation was strange and erotic, as if I were having an affair with my mother , or in front of my father. We were both creatures driven by desire, abandoning ethics and morals, yet experiencing immense pleasure. I even secretly wondered, "My mother has actually abandoned her wifely loyalty in front of her son." Is it true, as the rumors say, that every woman has a lustful soul within her?

	　　Such psychological activities made me feel that my mother's charm was more diverse and richer, and my cock became several times thicker, longer and harder.

	So I continued to hold my mother's hip with one hand, and based on my memory, I thrust my buttocks again, causing my little cock to poke towards the fertile part under her buttocks.

	As the glans cut through the plump and slippery flesh again, "Ah ... " the mother trembled and let out a soft moan.

	"Li ... Li GR , I'm asking you a question, what are you looking for ... ha", I'm the only one who can hear the charming and sweet ending of her tone;

	　　Obviously, the mother used the "dialogue" with the father to disguise her moans caused by physiological reactions.

	Listening to her suppressed trembling voice, I was about to put my little cock into that wet and slippery hole regardless of anything. I felt that everything was about to end.

	My father still didn't answer.

	Just as my little cock reached the top of the hole, I felt the wetness of the hole, as if water had been poured into my cock, about to draw out the liquid inside. Suddenly, I felt a tingling sensation, like an electric shock, rising from my heels, first to my brain, then back to my cock. My cock, sensing this current, began to throb violently between my mother's thighs, as if it were about to erupt. This evening's ridiculous interactions had lasted long enough; my cock was truly at the end of its rope. Just as I resigned myself to this final pleasure ...

	　　To this day, I'm still amazed by the uncanny ability women have to detect the signs of a man about to ejaculate. With a swift, prophetic gesture, my mother rolled over, shrugged off my wicked penis, pulled up her pants, and got out of bed! The action was instantaneous, seamless. My cock, having lost its target, abruptly halted its surge, sending a throbbing pain through my lower abdomen and prostate.

	My father 's presence actually "rescued" my mother, allowing her to escape from my misbehavior.

	I didn't have time to react . I watched my mother walk to my father with her round and perky buttocks and said in annoyance, "What are you looking for? Why are you taking you so long?" Because my mother had just called out a few times, my father was not surprised by her sudden arrival. He even had a strong desire as if he had seen a savior.

	My father said without hesitation, "Where is the 12,000 yuan I gave you?"

	" Give it to me now , it's useful." At that time, 12,000 yuan was a considerable sum, both in terms of purchasing power and the amount of money it could handle. And back then, cash was still the norm.

	The mother said angrily, "He's not home anymore. He left it at the bank. Don't bother looking for it."

	Unexpectedly, my father was so cunning, "Nonsense! It's not even written in the passbook, how did you put it in the bank?"

	The mother didn't seem embarrassed at all by being exposed, and continued, "What do you want to do? I'll send some back to my parents' home. My second brother is in the hospital."

	Then he continued angrily, "I've only had this money here for a short time, and you're already thinking of using it to mess around with me?" "Heh, Li GR , you're always like this."

	The father waved his hand and said, "I'll give it to you later. Give it to me now. I need to do something big."

	The mother glanced out the door and sneered, "You've gone crazy from gambling."

	I won't bother to tell you off for bringing a bunch of shady people home. You won't be satisfied until you've drained our bank account."

	Seeing the mother 's resistance, the father's face darkened and his tone became emotionless. "Don't worry about it. Just bring it here."

	The two of them then entered a silent standoff. However, even I could sense a surge of rage in my father, as if ready to explode at any moment. In his defense, he had never experienced this before, at least not in my experience. It was obvious that his gambling addiction had driven him to lose his mind tonight.

	My mother seemed to be frightened as well. She forced herself to cheer up and said sarcastically, "Go ask your mother. Doesn't she dote on you the most? You've asked a lot of questions before." When my mother mentioned my grandmother, her tone was always filled with a hint of resentment.

	Although I couldn't see my father's expression, I guess it must have been extremely ugly. Then he said, "Stop talking nonsense and bring it to me."

	The mother added, "Oh, you gamblers can't trust anything you say."

	My father didn't respond, but simply held out his hand. His gloomy expression seemed to freeze into ice as he stared at my mother, the atmosphere grim and gloomy. My mother hesitated for a long moment, and I could see she was struggling.

	Will she fight to the end? I was also extremely scared at this moment, my heart felt like it was being gripped by an invisible hand, and I was afraid of seeing some violent scenes next.

	Finally , the mother snorted sadly at herself, squatted down, and tinkered in the closet, saying, "Li GR , you're so good! Let's see how far you can go."

	After a while , my mother stood up, holding a stack of red banknotes in her hand, and reluctantly handed it to my father.

	I never expected my mother to give in so quickly. Perhaps she didn't want a violent conflict. On the other hand, the money was earned by my father, and she inevitably lost her sense of ownership in that regard. Some disciplines are deeply ingrained.

	My father took the money and hurried back to the battlefield. My mother was still standing in front of the wardrobe, looking extremely lost. She sighed, walked over, and lay back on the bed.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 15

	He couldn't lie down peacefully, tossing and turning in different positions , sometimes facing me, sometimes with his back to me, but he always seemed to have a lot on his mind. Finally, he lay down on his front, exhaled deeply, and faced the ceiling.

	I felt it carefully , and seeing her chest rising and falling, she was already a little angry at this time, occasionally making a resentful "tsk" sound, and crossing her arms across her chest. She gave people the feeling that after lying down, she was getting angrier and angrier, and more indignant.

	Sometimes he folded his arms across his chest, and sometimes he sneered and laughed. Even I was caught in the crossfire, and was caught in the crossfire, saying, "Neither father nor son are good people." I was secretly shocked when I heard it.

	　　Although my mother has always been a strong-willed person, generally ruthless when she's right, she still compromised when faced with a father like that. I know the reason: he'd always given her plenty, never caring how much she took to support her family, a fact she was grateful for. She also knew that gambling money doesn't last long; it's only when used to buy things and help family that it truly matters. Neither of us had any long-term plans. With immediate financial needs taken care of, there was no expectation that the remaining funds would last long, so my father would take them whenever he wanted. It's always been this way, but this time, with the withdrawal of funds and the gambling at home, the annoyance was exacerbated. She was forced into a compromise, but ultimately, it was unacceptable.

	After all, the mother is also a woman. Facing such a husband, there will always be times when she is unhappy. She will always expose his shortcomings and examine them seriously. Hateful only makes her feel depressed.

	　　I didn't know what to say about this, fearing to upset her. I just sat there, silent as a log, occasionally stealing glances. Honestly, I felt bad, too. This time, in front of my family, the deep-seated contradictions in our seemingly harmonious and stable family were exposed. The carefree, optimistic attitude I'd cultivated since childhood was finally cast a shadow.

	　　For the time being, he no longer had the urge to continue harassing his mother, and he occasionally felt guilty.

	But no matter what, I don't resent my father at all. I just pray that everything goes as he wishes. As my mother always says, there's nothing wrong with him towards his family, it's just that his bad habits are hard to change. I hope that under the guidance of his family, he can always find his way back.

	　　[ I have a question for you, answer it honestly ] , my mother’s soft voice suddenly sounded .

	I grumbled, "Hmm," and suddenly felt nervous. Something was wrong. How could she have been so sure I wasn't asleep? She spoke so naturally.

	My mother turned to face me, resting her head on her hands. The faint light from the window shone into the room, and I could almost see a smile on her face. Her peach eyes were as bright as stars, and they were particularly bright. As if chatting casually, she asked, "Are you dating anyone at school?" As if afraid I'd misunderstand and blame her, she added, "It's okay, just tell me what you want. As long as you don't cause any big trouble."

	I was so upset. She never thought that it would be so outrageous for a junior high school student to get another junior high school student pregnant.

	A girl's name crossed my mind, and I answered truthfully, "I took the photo, but it seems like I didn't. It seems like neither of them counts."

	"What do you mean?" the mother seemed very anxious to know the details.

	"There was a female classmate who I had a crush on in the second year of junior high school . We flirted and played around for almost the entire second year. She confessed her love to me on QQ during the summer vacation of the second year of junior high school . However, after the third year of junior high school started, we were divided into different classes. I was too shy and always felt that the classmates around me were staring at me and laughing at me. So I didn't look for her much. I just gave her a gift once and took a walk with her twice."

	"I'm a little embarrassed that we just lost each other on campus. I don't even know if this counts as dating."

	　　This is the truth, I did have someone who I could only call ambiguous, but it ended without any result, we didn't even hold hands, it was basically a stream-of-consciousness relationship.

	After I finished, my mother seemed relieved. She nodded slightly, then rolled her eyes up and down, as if lost in thought. I didn't understand why she was asking me this question at this moment. When I gave her an answer, it seemed quite different from what she'd expected, but her face remained neutral. She didn't express either sadness or joy, but she was inexplicably troubled, as if she were struggling with some thought.

	After a long moment, she calmed down, shifted her posture, and said blankly, "Oh ... it's okay ... it's okay," as if she was slow to respond to my statement. Then she added, "Premature love is nothing, as long as you don't mess around." Her words became increasingly vague, never quite articulating what "messing around" meant. But we all understood. Compared to my father, my mother was indeed more open-minded. My father was more of a feudal peasant parent, monitoring his son's emotional state from an early age. I remember that whenever someone called my house, he would invariably eavesdrop on the second-floor extension. As for how I knew this, he once directly told me about a conversation I had with a classmate.

	There was a moment of silence. My mother looked at the ceiling and let out a long breath, as if she had made up her mind. She turned her head, glanced at me quickly, and then straightened her head.

	Throughout the whole process, we didn't say anything shameful, so we left the door open and didn't deliberately lower our voices, not caring whether anyone outside heard it or not.

	However, the "commotion" my father just made when he came in had already made my evil thoughts lurk. After tossing and turning for so long, I was a little tired, my eyelids were fighting, and I was about to fall asleep.

	Suddenly, a body fragrance filled the air. My mother opened the cup and got out of bed. The noise was not loud, but it still made me a little more awake. I opened my eyes involuntarily and followed her gaze.

	She reached the door, her voluptuous figure frozen like a statue, her hand on the doorknob, peering out at the chaos in the living room. The doorway separated light and darkness, and my mother's silhouette partially blocked the light. I was trapped in the darkness, and for a moment I couldn't tell which was worse: the brightly lit living room, or the gloom inside the house. That night, both sides had their share of absurd moments.

	All the gloom surrounded my mother. No wonder I felt her figure gradually revealed a sense of sadness and helplessness. She stood there for a long time, watching silently. It was quite like the famous quote from Borges: How can I keep you? I offer you the bleak streets, the despairing sunset, the moon in the wilderness. I offer you the sorrow of someone who gazes long and hard at the lonely moon.

	But my sadness quickly faded. I saw my mother's back. Her round legs, standing straight and close together, her torso slender and toned, her shorts pulled up slightly, her back and hips undulating with a distinct curve. A small portion of her plump, mutton-fat bottom trembled and peeked out, like a ripe, plump peach, wrapped in clothing. This mountain of flesh exuded a captivating, mature aura that rippled through me without even a lick of emotion. The mere sight of her made me feel the lingering, smooth, and tender fragrance of this sorrowful woman, and I longed to merge with her.

	My desire quickly revived , and my little cock was so hard that it was about to burst through my pants!

	Soon, my mother closed the door, and we all faded into darkness. A line Adonis once wrote rang in my mind: "We close the door not to imprison happiness, but to liberate sadness."

	　　Although there was no light from the living room , a little light still stole through the window, so it was not as pitch dark as at the beginning. When I adapted to the environment, I could still see everything clearly, of course, except for the color and expression.

	My mother quietly returned to the bedside. I didn't withdraw my gaze from her. I believed that in the darkness, my mother couldn't see my infatuated eyes, nor could she see the tent erected between my legs. So I didn't deliberately suppress my gun to cover it up, and continued to lie flat on my back with my cock on top.

	My mother stepped onto the bed and was crawling back to her sleeping position on her knees. Suddenly, my hard cock felt like it was rubbed by something. Was it my mother? I don't know if she noticed my physiological reaction, but I could feel her body pause for half a second.

	She didn't lie down, but instead looked at me . I closed my eyes, trying to hide the truth. Soon, my face started to itch, as if being scratched by hair. The delicate orchid fragrance of a mature woman approached. My mother's voice, feigning anger, cunning, and a little embarrassed, reached my ears. "If you try to mess around again, I'll make you ... " She stopped mid-sentence.

	Then came the sound of my mother lying down, leaving me with the silhouette of a woman in deep sorrow.

	None of us covered ourselves with blankets.

	But I didn't mess around, it's over. Didn't we just talk about my campus romance? Why did she suddenly say this to me again? My heart was pounding, and I suddenly didn't know why I was excited. I felt a little confused.

	When lust overwhelms me, ordinary people and things begin to take on an irresistible allure. I feel my mother beside me, this mature woman, now a bit melancholic and helpless, as if she has unknowingly imbued the room with the hormones of a teenager, the allure of a seasoned woman, the vibrant allure of her plump, soft body, the subtle, moist, warm, and rich fragrance. The slightest movement of her body creates waves of intoxicating energy.

	I felt like I was enveloped by a spring tide, my little cock was extremely swollen and numb, and I swallowed my saliva countless times. All this made me lift my anus repeatedly to relieve the pain, which in turn stimulated me so much that I shivered.

	I could feel my mother glance at me, and my intuition told me that she was looking at me and then fell into deep thought.

	I couldn't help but wonder, maybe she could sense my sexual fantasies and horniness even if I didn't do anything .

	The mother didn't move after that , but she was clearly looking at the ceiling. She was thinking. She was very clear-headed, but she was also affected by the movement outside and the scene just now, and was filled with complicated emotions.

	I was feeling depressed , I heard my father's hearty roar outside. I didn't know if my mother heard it, but it was obvious that he had won a good result.

	was closed , providing some sound insulation. Although the noise from outside was still audible, and if one listened carefully, one could still make out some of the conversations, it was no longer as sharp and piercing.

	During the time I'd opened the door , I'd been so focused on "harassing" my mother that I hadn't paid attention to their specific situation. Now I could listen carefully, taking it all in, trying to understand my father's current situation. I believed this was crucial to the future of our family and their relationship.

	I don't know why, but I breathed a sigh of relief. Then I noticed my mother rustling around next to me, as if fiddling with something uncomfortably. Then, after a while, it quieted down. She seemed to be putting something down between our heads.

	I didn't look at my mother , but I had a feeling this wasn't an ordinary moment, and that what was about to happen would be unforgettable. However, I didn't dare to imagine anything too deeply. My heart was beating wildly for no apparent reason, then felt as if it were being gripped by an invisible hand. It was a natural reaction to facing something heavy, for a naive middle school student.

	I gradually smelled the aroma of broccoli, which was the fragrance of the laundry detergent I often use at home. I opened my eyes and made a bold guess.

	　　This fragrance seems to be sweeter and richer than what I have smelled before. It flows through the fabric and, in a small space, is hit by the rich body fragrance of a mature woman and activated by the temperature of the human body. Under various reactions, it becomes the clear and mellow it is today, which can actually stimulate the rapid secretion of adrenaline in large quantities.

	It was more like the dew on roses and lilies, no , it was the spring tide, subtly rich and captivating. I sniffed a few times, and the fragrance lingering before my eyes seemed to have a warmth, not necessarily unique to mothers, but certainly unique to beautiful and charming mature women.

	I remembered the object my mother had placed between us. Unable to resist, I turned my head and looked over. My eyes lit up. It was a bra, not at all small, and it filled my eyes. I could still smell the warmth and scent of my mother's body, and I sniffed it intently. My mother remained as quiet as ever.

	I straightened my head, my heart pounding. Then, gently, I grasped the garment. The glossy fabric was soft against my skin, a little slippery, but I had no doubt of its strength and durability, for it supported a pair of plump flesh, encompassing my mother's impressive breasts, a deadly allure for any man. I gently placed it over my face, right in front of my nose, thinking my mother wouldn't notice.

	I sniffed calmly, a faint scent of milk, or perhaps breast milk? I inhaled it into my nose, caressing it, feeling the dwindling warmth and womanly fragrance.

	　　This alone was enough to send a tingling sensation through my lower abdomen, as I could imagine myself intimately touching my mother's plump, smooth breasts with my mouth. Then, thinking of her right beside me, I felt the thrill of touching something taboo, of me using her underwear to perform such a perverted act. I wondered if she'd know, and what she'd think.

	primarily , represents my obsession and lust for the bra's owner, a burning signal of sexual desire. I wonder what might have happened to my mother, witnessing her son's persistent and tireless pursuit of her. I imagined her psychological reaction: shame, panic, bewilderment, a touch of bewilderment, hesitation, and even curiosity.

	When a mother realizes that her body has a huge appeal to her son and is appreciated through the eyes of a teenager, I don't believe there are no ripples in her heart. Besides shyness, there should be a hint of pride.

	　　These indescribable emotions may just be my fantasy about my mother's psychological activities, but they make me extremely excited and enjoyable.

	　　I was so engrossed in the activity that I ignored my mother's possible scolding, and the sound of sniffing her bra became louder and louder.

	"You're crazy !" Mother suddenly said, feigning disdain and contempt. But she wasn't angry, and she didn't turn to look at me.

	My mother 's cry made me stop what I was doing with my hands and face. Yes, I felt like she was still the dominant one, and inevitably she had a sense of experience and superiority when facing her son, but this seemed to be somewhat disconnected from her true intentions.

	I don't know if my mother has the habit of taking off her bra before sleeping, but based on my previous observations of her before entering the room, she probably doesn't. Of course, this is because women in small towns in that era had a weak awareness of health, unlike women today who advocate comfort, freedom and health first; and that night, she didn't take off her bra after just a long time.

	　　Why did she take it off now, knowing that I was coveting it? Why did she put her bra next to my head? Was this a hint, or rather, an explicit statement, something she was too embarrassed to say?

	Thinking of this, all the cells in my body became hot, my blood surged, and I had to try my best to calm my body which was trembling with excitement.

	I put down the bra in my hand with a sullen look, leaving it where it was, like a treasure. Then, like a soldier who had never been to the battlefield but had imagined it countless times, I waited nervously for the general's instructions. My intuition told me that there would be one.

	Because in the past short period of time, I have seen the complexity and diversity of my mother's emotional changes, and understood that she has developed a kind of "cruelness" that is distorted from sorrow, anger, and unwillingness.

	I understand that life's absurdity, like a clever poison, temporarily eroded her mind, but the ultimate "victim" was her beloved son. However, we all knew that as a son, I wasn't innocent. Regardless, this poison, designed to lure us in, often offers irresistible physical and mental pleasures we've never experienced before, so why not indulge for a moment?

	within reach . Despite my intense anxiety, I waited patiently, like a distant mountain torrent rushing toward me, an unknown avalanche covering my body.

	I could sense my mother's body and soul were restless, her breathing rising and falling heavily. After a long moment, she spoke, as if gritting her teeth and mentally stomping her feet, cautious yet dissatisfied. "If you want to sleep, then sleep ... If you don't want to sleep, then hurry up ... " I could tell there was more to the words " hurry up, " but she stopped them out of shame.

	I understand your shyness and reserve, and you understand my cowardly and lustful heart.

	But at this moment, all the qualities in my mother that made me worry, fear, love, and feel insurmountable were gone. She was just a beautiful flower waiting for the young man to pick.

	I turned around abruptly , facing my mother's mature and voluptuous female body. She quickly closed her eyes before I even settled in. It was as if she was embarrassed to watch what was about to happen, or as if she was trying to encourage me, afraid that I would meet her gaze and become timid.

	I slipped my hand under her clothes and placed it on her belly, feeling the smoothness and warmth. That soft touch constantly eroded my will. Without her bra, her breasts, perfectly outlined by the thin cotton T-shirt , were as full and plump as ever, rising and falling with each breath, like the alluring steam rising from a pot of noodle soup. The difference was that one piqued my appetite, the other soothed my lust. I pulled my hand away and grasped one of my mother's breasts through her pajamas. Tentatively, I squeezed the doughy flesh, and the soft, orchid-like moans emanated from her lips.

	Compared to before, my mother 's reaction was more immediate, perhaps because she had let go of some of her inner feelings and aroused a little passion. Listening to my mother's uncontrollable moans, I was very excited, and my little cock seemed to have infinite energy. I got rough, propped up my upper body on my knees, and kneaded her soft breasts vigorously with both hands, my fingers slightly sinking into the breast flesh.

	" Well ... bad ... bad boy." Listening to my mother's coquettish voice, and then thinking of the strong mother I was in normal times, how could she indulge her son like this? How could she have the attitude of seducing her own son? In this contradiction, I felt extremely satisfied, and my sexual desire rose again, even more crazy.

	" Stop ... what are you doing?" Mother cried out softly as I rolled up her T -shirt, revealing her large breasts, their milky fragrance even stronger. I remembered the cheesy Cantonese term for a woman's double peaks : headlights. It felt a bit like that. The swaying breasts, even in the limited light, seemed to me dazzling, like a pair of white, smooth, snow-white supports, like the graceful lines of a yurt, their rounded flesh and already erect buds swaying with a captivating afterimage.

	when her son looked at the two charming lumps of fat on her chest. She turned her head away to deceive herself and dared not face me. Her voice was soft and trembling, "Don't ... don't look ... what are you looking at in the dark?", and then she touched my foot with her calf to show her dissatisfaction.

	Seeing my mother 's reaction, I felt extremely proud.

	Then I put my hands up to grab her breasts. Even so, I did not press my body on her. I supported myself with my elbows, which were on both sides. I also used my core strength to prevent my hands from hanging down when grabbing her breasts, because I was afraid that my weight would crush the soft and elastic thing beneath me.

	My mother 's breasts were originally slightly limp on both sides because of lying flat, but now they gathered together in my hands and bulged again. I shook them gently, and the breast flesh at the base of my thumb swayed. I deliberately made such an obscene move, wanting to make my mother react with more mixed feelings of lust and shame.

	" Hmm ... hmm ... what are you doing?" The faint moans continued, and there was a hint of coquettishness, but nothing else.

	I learned it by myself, so I leaned over and chased the source of the milky fragrance.

	Like a greedy child facing candies, I roughly held the tender and erect nipples on my mother's chest in my mouth, sucked hard, bit them lightly with my teeth, licked them with my tongue, and kept flipping and sucking them. My hot breath spread on her chest, and I swallowed and spit out the dark red buds with all my strength. I didn't understand the concept of foreplay, I only knew to use all my skills with my mouth, and I wished I could use my mouth to melt these two breasts that trapped my body and mind.

	The frankincense entered her heart and brain, and in a trance, it turned into a hot breath, hitting her round and towering breasts. The last breath seemed to absorb all the lingering fragrance emitted by this plump body.

	"Ah ... be gentle!", my mother said softly. I couldn't help but look up, and I met her bright eyes. I couldn't help but smirk. With this smile, it seemed that her son's face quickly faded in her eyes.

	"Ah ... you", for some reason, my mother was both embarrassed and angry, and instantly covered her eyes with her little arms. Even in the dim light, I could feel the strong and intoxicating blush on her face, and the fragrant scent of a mature woman was even more tempting, making my heart waver.

	I had been looking forward to this for a long time, and finally I saw my mother revealing the charm of a woman entangled in lust in front of me. The interweaving of tender maternal love and seductive femininity made me, a young boy, fall into the most ecstatic abyss.

	I lowered my head again , gripping her breasts tightly. In the dim light, I could almost see the veins beneath the smooth flesh, which grew larger and larger before my eyes, proving that these breasts had been through ages far beyond my current age, and also proving their enormous size. I took the delicate nipple in my mouth and licked and sucked hungrily again.

	" Hmm ... " Mother shuddered, her legs twitching a few times as if in pain. As her long, round legs moved uncontrollably, I felt a warm, fishy aroma rising and spreading, penetrating my nose and brain, leaving me with a dry mouth and an uncontrollable rush of my body.

	My mouth roamed back and forth on my mother's soft breasts for a long time. The entire hillside of the breasts was smeared with my saliva, emitting a wet and shiny look, which looked very obscene. This obscene scene was actually created by a son on his mother's sensitive parts.

	No one outside the room , including my father, or even this mountain village and small town, could have imagined that on this stormy night, a drama of subverting taboos was being performed.

	" Hmm ... slow ... hum," the mother let out intermittent moans, and then she seemed to purse her lips, leaving only heavy breathing.

	　　I felt a little tired after supporting the weight of my body with my arms for a long time. My mouth and head had to temporarily leave this pair of big breasts. I instead supported my upper body with my palms and got some rest, but I still looked at my mother infatuatedly, first looking at her facial reaction. Just looking at my mother's excitement and shyness at this moment, the psychological pleasure I felt was no less than directly touching her treasure place.

	Believe me, if you could see your mother showing such a gesture in front of you up close one day , all your moral taboos and human ethics would collapse.

	My hands and mouth left my mother 's upper body. I stopped teasing her. But she still covered her eyes with one hand, tilted her head slightly, clenched one hand into a fist, and unconsciously crossed, rubbed, bent, and straightened her legs in a continuous cycle, accompanied by a charming "Hmm ... "

	If I hadn't had that experience, I'd be driven mad by my mother's current state. Those filthy pornographic books are right: a woman's temperament almost always changes in bed, becoming softer and gentler. While commonplace in the eyes of her husband, it's a dangerous and pleasurable vortex in the eyes of her son.

	As if she could feel my burning gaze, my mother let go, revealing her eyes. She straightened her head and looked at me in surprise. Her eyelashes flickered quickly a few times, and her eyes had a bit of shyness that was not in line with her age. There was also a spring in her eyes. Then her shyness turned into anger. She rolled her eyes at me, hit my arm, and scolded, "Look at you, what kind of person are you? Why are you looking at me like that, Mom?"

	Then she bit her lips, as if unwilling to be charming, painting this silent and noisy night into a color that made me feel extremely dry.

	Facing a mother radiating a strong feminine scent, I was already captivated. I swallowed repeatedly, my mouth slightly open, and fought back the urge to destroy everything. Yes, as a virgin teenager, seeing such an extreme contrast with my mother was impossible to handle smoothly. It only twisted into a urge to destroy everything, as if this was the only way to feel better.

	Before my mother moved her eyes away, I surrendered first and quickly shifted my gaze to her plump body.

	Looking at my mother 's half-naked body, savoring the charm of a beautiful mature woman, I can see that her plump waist has soft lines, her relatively flat belly is soft and delicate, the insignificant little extra fat and the small scar from the caesarean section that cannot be ignored even in the dim light, instead declare that this body is mature enough to accommodate the recklessness and unfamiliarity of a teenager, and also make clear her identity. In short, the connection between her and me is unique.

	The mother's pair of charming hemispherical breasts, because she was lying flat, offset some of the gravity, and spread out softly like a liquid water bag, but still stubbornly maintained a round shape. The two lumps of flesh bounced up and down with the mother's rapid breathing, and were like two soft puddings, trembling and flashing a halo in front of me. The upright and slender buds shot into my sight like a spinning bullet, making me hot all over and dizzy.

	Unable to resist, my upper body pressed down heavily, and I lay diagonally on my mother, resting my head on her soft flesh. My body shook slightly uncontrollably, and I was panting like a cow. My hot breath just hit the buds on my mother's breasts.

	"Oh ... it's so heavy," the mother also cried out.

	I listened to her rapid heartbeat and pulse , which were constantly amplified in my eardrums. But my series of reactions seemed to deflate my mother, who caught the young girl's unfamiliarity and immaturity.

	She mocked me, "Oh ... you ... are still a child who has never grown up." It seemed as if she had a different meaning. Before I could even get my competitive spirit to work, my little cock was already throbbing violently in protest.

	I held a bud in my mouth and ground it with my teeth to punish its owner for his contempt and provocation of me.

	" Hmm ... be gentle ... don't bite me ." As if struck by a small electric shock, my mother let out a sweet, trembling voice, each note trembling. I couldn't help but chuckle inwardly, like an Ah Q. "Hmph, you can't stand this? How dare you look down on me and underestimate me?"

	Then I ran my hand directly to the side of her thigh, rubbing it up and down with my fingertips, making random circles. My mother's thighs were toned and firm. To be honest, I'd never touched a little girl's thighs before, so perhaps my mother's legs weren't exactly smooth and delicate, but they were still female skin. For over thirty years, my mother had been nurtured by the mountains and rivers of the southwestern borderlands and the customs of western Guangdong. Although she'd done some farming, her legs felt anything but rough to me. They were toned, supple, and voluptuous.

	After touching it for a long time, I couldn't help but grab and pinch it.

	The mother wanted to move her legs wildly, but my childish nature got the better of me and I held them down, preventing her from moving. It seemed that doing so would prevent her from soothing herself, suppress her desire, and eventually make her snap like a taut string, producing an even more shameful reaction in front of her son.

	" Hmm ... hmm ... you're playing tricks on me," my mother didn't forget to scold me while panting.

	I could feel a warm, moist scent at the intersection of her legs that I was familiar with and infatuated with, so I increased the intensity of "teaching" the grapes in my mouth. My intuition told me that this would also increase the moisture down there.

	I heard my mother take a few deep breaths, then she patted my back, her voice soft and sweet, "You naughty child ... how long do you want to keep doing this?"

	When I first heard this, I thought my mother was giving me an "exit order" and wanted to stop this interaction.

	After a while, my mother held my shoulders with both hands and gathered her strength to move me away. I was like a puppet at her mercy, reluctant in every way, but still obeyed her actions.

	Because I vaguely sensed that my mother's words might have another meaning? Was she urging me to take the next step?

	She also spoke, poked my forehead and said, "Tsk ... If you're still like this, just go to bed." There was a hint of dissatisfaction and resentment in her voice.

	I returned to lying on my back and used my hand to press my cock, which was as hard as a gun, to relieve, no, it should be said to deepen the swelling and numbness, and I felt a chill of comfort.

	Suddenly, my mother became quiet, her breathing no longer rapid. A strange silence fell over the room.

	"Oh, I don't know what to say to you ... " The mother seemed to shake her head, her tone somewhat helpless, and a little dissatisfied and disappointed?

	My mother stood up, glanced at me, and said, "Tsk!" Then she dressed and got out of bed. The moment she opened the door, I saw her round buttocks wrapped in shorts, dazzling in the light from the living room. As she strode out, her buttocks swayed in the wind, leaving me with a voluptuous, plump but not sagging, deep and charming figure.

	About two minutes later, my mother came back, but she forgot to close the door tightly. Maybe she was used to it, so she left a crack half a palm wide, which made the view inside the room much clearer.

	I think she went to the bathroom .

	" I heard the boss's wife went to work at that agricultural investment company in Huangyetang?" The voices outside drifted in more clearly. The adults in our neighborhood liked to call their male friends' wives "boss's wife," regardless of their job. It was just a common term, like calling your friend's wife "sister-in-law." The person they were referring to was naturally my mother. Late at night, we were all awake, the door ajar, and if we listened carefully, we could hear it.

	I felt my mother startled for a moment, and I also felt a strange interest. I suddenly wanted to hear if outsiders would continue to mention my mother and what they would say. It gave me a kind of prying satisfaction.

	　　Speaking of my mother's work, my father became quite interested, and I'm sure he was quite excited, describing the twists and turns, the personnel changes, and the approximate expenses. The specifics are unimportant, so I won't go into details.

	After listening to what my father said, someone said, "Old Li, you are so happy now. The boss's wife has a good job and she doesn't have to worry about being beaten." I recognized this person. He was the one who was with us in the county last time. He works in the post office and has been rooted in the local area for many years. He is more familiar with some large institutions within the system.

	Someone else jokingly said, "I think Boss Li has his wife supporting him, so why would he need to travel so far to another province to drive a dump truck?" "That's right, the salary at the Agricultural Investment Company is definitely enough to cover your family expenses. With someone backing you up, you can gamble without any restraint," another person echoed. Speaking of which, there's a "pre-modern" phenomenon in our area. Even though male chauvinism still exists, there's no objection to relying on one's wife or in-laws—or, to put it bluntly, living off one's wife—and they even feel complacent about it. I often hear my father talk about how supportive his friends' in-laws are, or how successful they are thanks to their wives, and I'm filled with envy.

	My father replied calmly, "It's not that exaggerated. It's just a casual job, better than farming full-time." "Come on, if it were that ordinary, you'd go to all the trouble to get in." "Why don't you just let the boss's wife go back to the plane guy's rice mill?" the postman teased. I could hear a hint of envy and sourness in their eyes.

	　　The postal worker continued, "Speaking of which, agricultural investment is quite complex. You have to interact with people in the city, as well as various small business owners. Hehe, Lao Li, aren't you afraid that the boss's wife will run into some strange people?" He spoke a bit mysteriously. I glanced at my mother, and it seemed as if her ears perked up after hearing this, as if she wanted to hear more.

	My father seemed to understand what I meant and sneered, "You are such an idiot. You thought she was only 18 or 20 years old."

	　　The postman replied, "That's not true. Some powerful people or minor officials just like that. And objectively speaking, the boss's wife is quite good. Even girls in their 18s and 20s wouldn't be that attractive." The postman, in town, interacted frequently with civil servants, both large and small, and he might have witnessed some filthy behavior. Furthermore, rural gamblers are indeed quite vulgar, and their sexual relations with men and women are even more explicit.

	　　Such words were a huge shock to my young mind. Hearing that my mother might be coveted, and seeing others attest to her allure, I felt a mixture of emotions. At the same time, I developed a dislike for the postal worker. He must have harbored some dark thoughts if he could say such things. On the other hand, I was also delighted by my mother's recognition; I felt her allure was magnified.

	I observed my mother's reaction. She also took a breath and seemed unable to face such words normally.

	My father seemed absent-minded and responded calmly, "Okay, look at the cards and stop talking nonsense."

	But another person was very interested in this direction of conversation. I knew him, too. He was the son of an old friend of my father's, only about twenty years old. His father worked in a side business, and he occasionally had "business" dealings with my father. Now, he'd inherited his father's business and was hanging out with him. My mother had even teased my father about this, saying, "It's ridiculous for him to play with other kids." Let's just call him a monkey, because he's so skinny.

	Monkey was a slick, unruly fellow, a typical rural delinquent. He said with a smile, "Boss Li, you really need to pay attention to the boss lady's figure. Tsk tsk tsk, it's no surprise that she's being noticed."

	　　This was the first time I'd heard anyone comment on my mother's appearance. Honestly, she's not the type to dress flamboyantly; she usually dresses modestly. Growing up, I've never heard anyone praise her looks. Of course, rural areas have their own aesthetic standards; at most, they'd say a woman is young or old, but they wouldn't comment on her figure. If it weren't for these gamblers, I'd have actually thought that rural men were all simple and uninterested in women.

	My father 's best friends often come to my house, and they are also my brothers. I haven't noticed any abnormal prying towards my mother, and we never talk about it. But this group of third-rate and ninth-class gamblers tonight are really different. They are experienced drivers and can see the charm of women.

	My inner sense of crisis suddenly intensified. This wasn't a good thing. I even thought of the chaotic social order of bullying men and women, and it was hard not to empathize with my mother. A man is innocent, but he is guilty of possessing a treasure.

	For some reason, I felt the urge to rush out and confront these people, to warn them. Perhaps it was my own pride and paranoia combined with my own desire to keep my things to myself. The thought was absurd, but fortunately, my family, especially my father, was well-connected to the law and justice system in the surrounding towns, so normally, those kinds of bad things wouldn't happen.

	　　Back to the scene, after Monkey finished speaking, his father spoke with considerable pride, "I have my own land, and I have nothing to worry about."

	　　The postman interrupted at this time, sounding rather mean, "The monkey seems to admire the boss lady very much. You better take it easy, or Boss Li will drown you in the pond."

	Someone added, "Monkey, you're so good at this. If the boss lady were a few years older, she could be your mother."

	Then there was a burst of laughter.

	Hearing the "criticism" of his wife, the father must have been unhappy, and said impatiently, "Enough, it's all bullshit , are you still going to play?"

	Looking at my mother next to me , she had already laid back on her back, her breathing only a little faster, her legs slightly crossed and twisted. Her breasts undulated beneath her T- shirt, the two raised hills rising and falling in a very tempting manner.

	Monkey disagreed and continued, "You don't understand. In fact, the person I envy the most in the entire XX town is Boss Li. If I can marry someone who looks like the boss's wife, I would be willing to live ten years less."

	　　This statement is very clear. Regardless of whether the monkey has any bad intentions or not, he is certain to approve of his mother.

	　　When I heard this, my mother's behavior shocked me. She slipped a hand between her legs, not inside her pants, as if trying to relieve some discomfort, rubbing her hand against her thigh. Yes, it's hard not to feel strange being "loved" by a man only a few years younger than your son.

	, felt a surge of excitement upon hearing Monkey's words. I definitely didn't have the so-called cuckold complex that everyone would later condemn. Instead, I realized that a man not much older than me might have inappropriate thoughts about my mother, which in turn highlighted the sanctity of my mother.

	Because that young man will never get what he wants; he'll only be able to fantasize about it his whole life. But I, on the other hand, get to spend every day with my mature and charming mother, even kiss her. I'm so lucky, I have so much more than others. How can I not be excited when I realize this?

	My mother turned her head and looked at me. She didn't notice that I was squinting my eyes to peek at her, and thought I was asleep.

	Then my mother rolled over again, her back to me, her right hand resting on her sleek, round thighs. Soon, her right hand slid between her thighs again, clasping the back of her hand. Her T- shirt had been lifted, revealing a large section of her smooth waist and back, her round, plump bottom. I could faintly hear her slightly heavy breathing, and her mature, voluptuous body trembled slightly ... Was she afraid of something , or nervous, or simply aroused? I hadn't done anything yet. What was she going to do? How could she lose her composure over a few words from some lecher outside?

	　　This signal is not good.

	Suddenly, the postman said something rather frivolous, "If you meet someone like the boss lady, I think you'll lose more than ten years of your life. Be careful ... ahahaha." He didn't finish the last sentence, but I could vaguely get what he meant.

	Someone added, "Hahaha, that's right, you can ask Boss Li if he often suffers from back pain." They all laughed unrestrainedly.

	My mother shuddered, the words seemingly piercing her mind. But my father, remarkably, didn't get angry at these people's teasing. He simply said, "I don't even care about you."

	, my mother's restless twisting became more intense, and her round and attractive curves drew ripples of seductiveness, which rushed straight into my mind. I couldn't help it either, and tightly covered my cock, which had become hard at some point, through my pants ...

	I squinted my eyes and continued to look at my mother's round and perky buttocks. The plump flesh suddenly trembled, then contracted tightly and relaxed again. The flesh on the buttocks swayed slightly like a piece of soft white tofu. Then my mother's elastic and soft buttocks trembled several times in a row, and the flesh of the buttocks trembled with the tightening and loosening of the buttocks.

	What on earth was my mother doing? Could a few words from those lechers outside have stimulated her? This bizarre sight made my head buzz. I couldn't help but imagine my mother's mature, slick, wet swamp at that moment, reaching into her pants, tightly holding her little cock, rubbing and stroking it, soothing its violent throbbing. Then I heard my mother sigh softly, "Ah ... "

	　　In this situation, I didn't hear clearly what my father said, but I heard a soft "hmm ... " sound coming from my mother's nose, an extremely subtle moan that seemed to be very painful and seemed very ecstatic. Her legs, which had been constantly moving restlessly, suddenly came together and clamped them together even tighter. I could hear a dull "pop" sound from the inner thighs hitting each other, and her plump breasts under the T- shirt were rapidly heaving.

	It is common knowledge that men masturbate , and from the short films I recall, I think women also give themselves pleasure, but few people talk about it.

	Could my mother be like this? And how could she be so lascivious (forgive me for using this vulgar word to describe my own mother; I can't find an alternative) that she couldn't help but comfort herself over a few words from outsiders? If she were like this, wouldn't that give outsiders the opportunity to fulfill their desires? No, my mother must remain as sacred as a forbidden delicacy. I secretly resolved that I must completely occupy my mother's taboo space before such a terrible thing happened.

	　　After several minutes, my mother turned her head and looked at me. No, she even rolled her eyes at me, then straightened her head. She definitely saw me staring at her with my eyes open, but she didn't react at all, as if no one was around and she looked indifferent.

	Did she think I knew nothing, or that because of her motherly authority, she could act arbitrarily and control everything without having to pay attention to my opinions and thoughts at all?

	Had she truly shed her motherly image and identity tonight ? While this transformation provided convenience for my lustful gratification, it was quite different from what I had imagined. I wanted to see her emotionally aroused and coquettishly swept up in her maternal instincts. I wanted to witness the conflicting entanglement between ethical taboos and a woman's natural instincts.

	It wasn't as abrupt and overly forthright as it was now. Although she hadn't proactively said anything or anything to me, she had completely abandoned the idea of protection. The more this happened, the more my evil thoughts subsided. If I hadn't been there, but had secretly witnessed her behavior like this, I might have been so shocked that I lost my mind; but I was there.

	But there was something different about her . She seemed to be acting strangely, as if she'd listened to the nonsense outside. When I realized this, her enchanting feminine charm slowly intensified in my heart. My heart began to stir again.

	Yes, I was also going through all sorts of complex internal changes, but please understand that I was just a young, naive boy, and it was difficult for me to reconcile with my mother's behavior, which was perfectly normal. Anyone else facing this kind of situation would probably feel the same way I did.

	But no matter what, as long as my biological functions are normal, I will eventually give in to sexual desire and put aside all the strange ideas of self-righteousness. Sometimes all it takes is a small spark to turn into a raging fire. It comes at any time.

	The mother seemed to remember something and turned her head again, blinking her bright eyes, as if cunning and playful, and said, "What were you looking at just now? Huh?"

	She knew the answer. It wasn't a question, it was more of a reminder. But I was embarrassed. I couldn't say anything in response. I avoided my mother's gaze.

	I could feel my mother kicking me lightly on the thigh, and she said unhappily, "Not at all."

	I didn't understand what was going on and turned to look at my mother in confusion.

	At this moment , I couldn't explain the meaning of my mother's eyes. It seemed as if there was a faint blue light flashing, which was particularly bright in the night. I felt like my heart was about to jump out of my throat. My mother's words made me imagine too much.

	Without waiting for my answer, my mother said softly, "Are you ready to go to bed ?" It was like the harmonious, warm moments we shared as mother and son, the core of which was her overflowing maternal love, her concern and tolerance for everything about me. But now, it seemed to have taken on a whole other meaning.

	I felt my heart suddenly contract, as if telling me that I couldn't say I wanted to sleep, so I shook my head woodenly for some unknown reason, convinced that this would give me what I had always desired.

	I could feel a gentle smile on my mother's face. She seemed very happy and bright, and yet she could tolerate my "little" mistakes and little thoughts. She looked up at the light from the crack in the door, then poked me in the waist and said in a feigned anger, "Go and close the door."

	　　This felt like some kind of secret command, requiring me to personally verify the underlying answer. At this thought, the fire rising in my belly surged. It felt like my entire soul had left my body. I mechanically got out of bed, walked to the door, and closed it. As the light from the crack in the door gradually faded, the dark side that gave me depraved pleasure began to emerge.

	My accelerated heartbeat made me feel a little suffocated. I took a few deep breaths, raised my hand, and slowly pressed the inner lock on the door handle. This door could not be opened from the outside.

	 

	 

	Chapter 16

	The road is still long , and the insomnia will continue. In the dark depths of infinite light, a kingfisher is digging a hole, and two butterflies are sleeping in each other 's embrace .

	I don't know how long I stood there, trembling as if struck by an electric current, yet my mind seemed to drift away. Gradually, the scene unfolded, transforming into a dangerous wilderness. Ahead lay a vast expanse of calm water. Suddenly, a woman in simple clothes appeared. Her face bore only the faintest traces of age, yet she was charming and graceful. She slowly beckoned me over, inviting me to her side. Uncontrollably, I moved forward, seemingly safe there. But a small sense of alarm remained within me. Who knew what lay hidden beneath that still, tranquil image?

	My feet were almost in the water when, in the next second, I stepped on empty air, as if stepping into an abyss, waking me from my imagination. At that moment, I heard a cry. Was it from this imaginary woman? Or was it from my mother behind me?

	"Li Yuqing ... " I suddenly turned around. In the dim light, my mother seemed to be supporting her upper body with her hands, looking at me with what seemed like concern. The quilt had slipped off, and her chest felt full and heavy, prominent under her breath, impossible to ignore. I stood in front of the door for a long, strange moment. But my mother didn't show any doubt at this moment, as if this was foreseeable. A child's mind wasn't strong enough to handle something extraordinary.

	"Silly boy, why are you still standing there?" the mother said in feigned anger, her voice full of maternal tenderness and a woman's shyness.

	I replied, distracted, "Oh ... oh," like someone recovering from a shock. Although I'm a bright student and quite cunning in some matters, I'm often distracted and slow to react. Perhaps noticing my continued state of mind, my mother chuckled softly.

	I don't know why, but my mother's laughter at this time sounded different from usual. It was not only gentle and pleasant, but also like a piece of fluff gently tickling in my ear, which made me excited and then my whole body felt numb. The laughter vibrated in my eardrum and touched my heartstrings, and suddenly the whole room seemed bright.

	seemed to flicker in the corners of her eyes and eyebrows. I felt as if the woman who had given birth to me and raised me for over a decade had aged considerably, yet she felt familiar. The maternal grace etched in her was unwavering, a feeling of familiarity connecting me to my body and soul. I stared at my mother, whose face, now in my eyes, had become incredibly gorgeous and strangely charming. My mind was hazy, and I had so much to say, but I couldn't find the words. I had a vague feeling that something had changed between me and my mother, but I couldn't put my finger on it. I could never remember her looking at me this way. This look, which made me nervous and happy, was something she had only given my father.

	Perhaps sensing my strange gaze, my mother gave me a cold look or even a glare, but her smile remained undimmed. I felt that at this moment, my mother wasn't a white magnolia or carnation, but a gentle alpine wildflower, seemingly plain and inconspicuous, yet possessing a unique charm. I could even sense a hint of cuteness, a touch of wildness, like a kitten gently scratching my heart.

	　　At this sight, the fire in my lower abdomen was ignited, and it seemed to be sweeping across my body and mind.

	　　At this moment, my mother said something that gave me a boost, "Then I'll sleep by myself?" It wasn't a statement or a question, but more of a reminder or urging. My heart almost skipped a beat, and I thought for a moment that I was hallucinating. But my mother looked calm, stretching her body, revealing her curvaceous figure. She had no idea how powerful her words were to a young boy who was full of youthful vigor and had abnormal thoughts. Then she glanced at me. , put down his arms and lay down.

	Her round, big buttocks and long, toned legs made me unable to take my eyes away for a long time. She was so charming that I suddenly felt an urge to crawl over the end of her long legs and kiss the footprints and the land she walked on like the most devout believer paying homage to the gods.

	I mechanically walked to the head of the bed , about to sit down. Suddenly, my mother stood up to lower the mosquito net. At the foot of the bed, she was crawling on her knees, her round, millstone-like buttocks facing me, swaying from side to side as she adjusted the mosquito net. It was as if this mature woman's plump butt had a life and a mind of its own, tempting me to approach it.

	My cock was almost pushing through my shorts and underwear, and it felt like it would burst out in the next second.

	Coming to the head of the bed , my mother glanced at me a few times while adjusting the mosquito net, but she didn't say anything, as if I didn't exist. From here, I could see her breasts surging, pulling the fabric of her clothes.

	Staring is always easy to notice. My mother glanced at me again and continued to fix the mosquito net. I don't know if she noticed the hardness of my penis pressing against my underwear. She ignored me and lay down again.

	I opened the mosquito net and sat sideways, facing my mother's body. She had shifted to a half-side, half-slouch position, her hips tilted upwards and slightly tilted, her round legs crossed and bent. In the dim light from the window, she seemed to have a warm, jade-like quality. She was quiet, but her head resting on her arms didn't seem like the behavior of someone about to fall asleep.

	I suddenly glanced at the mosquito net with curiosity . Why had it been hanging for so long? Closing the door concealed a family's little secrets; but drawing a mosquito net inside a room, in my view, created a barrier between intimacy and the outside world, confining privacy. While the space inside the mosquito net was small, it offered a vast expanse for both sexes to roam freely.

	The air flowed less freely, but the scent of a mature woman emanating from my mother lingered more distinctly around me. I felt as if I were standing before an insurmountable mountain, a mountain of flesh. My youth lacked the conviction to conquer, and my current self lacked the courage and inner strength to scale the abyss. This was the main reason I remained nervous and hesitant, even hallucinating, despite my heightened desire. Had I fallen into the trap of Ye Gong's pursuit of dragons? When something you once only dreamed of appears before your eyes, you're just one step away, but that step isn't always easy to take.

	You could hear a pin drop in the room , and my mouth was dry. Fortunately, that round outline kept "provoking" and "encouraging" me. I trembled and stretched out my right hand, trying to control it. I hated this inexplicable feeling of being pulled.

	My hand was still in the air when my mother suddenly turned around, but her body was not completely turned around. I withdrew my hand in disappointment. Even at this point, even after doing so many deviant behaviors, I still didn't dare to act presumptuously under her gaze. I felt very conflicted, but as a son I was indeed a little in awe of her.

	My mother had a blank expression on her face and still didn't speak, but her eyes were wide open, as if she wanted to see me clearly, and as if she wanted to pull me into eye contact with her so that I could understand what she was thinking at the moment.

	It's very similar to the film "Jane Dara," starring Christy Chung: Jeremy Dara lies prone, topless, her smooth, delicate skin and the ridges of her back, brimming with toned beauty and a uniquely feminine charm, on full display before the young boy. He applies an ice pack to Jeremy Dara, and the ice gradually melts under the influence of his body heat and the air temperature, allowing his fingers to glide over her shoulder blades and skin. The sight of her stunning body before him overwhelms the boy, sending an uncontrollable tremor through his body. He must be straining his nerves, his movements choppy and then stagnant. Christy Chung's portrayal of Jeremy Dara reveals subtle changes, revealing her as a seasoned, mature woman who understands men, and the boy is also a man.

	Wan Niang supported her upper body and turned back , but she tucked the towel into her hand to block the scenery in front of her chest, silently looking at the young boy, with an expression that was neither happy nor sad. Finally, the boy exploded and pounced on him ... (I haven't watched it for more than ten years , so my memory may be a little biased)

	My mother's expression at that moment was very similar to Christy Chung's in the movie. Although she was not topless, I did not apply ice to her.

	　　This kind of staring was not resistance or preaching. She seemed to want to see clearly who was behind her. It seemed that only by looking at me like this could she think about what would happen next, what kind of impact it would have on both of them, and how to face the future. Of course, it also seemed like she was persuading herself and asking if I was sure I wanted to follow my heart. In the end, it was meant to encourage me.

	I didn't pounce on her like the male protagonist in "Naked Woman" . Instead, I sat up straight and slowly lay down on my back. Under my mother's gaze, I felt my heart beating violently, thump thump, as if it was going to jump out of my atrium.

	I didn't dare look at my mother , and I was busy with my own psychological counseling. I felt that my mother looked at me like this for a long time, and then she lay on her side with her back to me and fell asleep.

	"Li Yuqing, I haven't hit you since you entered junior high school . I think you have grown up and should be sensible," the mother suddenly spoke in a low voice with a heavy emotion.

	Then, "I don't ask about your academic performance and I can't help you much." "Most people in rural areas are like this. As long as their children have enough food and clothing, are healthy and don't do bad things, they think it's enough."

	My mother said a few words, as usual, and I just listened, without much to say in response. But her words cooled my desire a lot, and inevitably I felt that the mother-son relationship was back on track, and the parent-child relationship became stronger.

	"I was wrong, but what can I do? ... Alas, we are not well-educated and don't know how to educate children."

	"My biggest mistake was marrying to Guangdong. I didn't listen to my mother back then. There's no regrets now," my mother's tone grew increasingly melancholic. But honestly, I felt nothing. She often said she regretted marrying in Guangdong, but that contradicted my very existence. I certainly didn't agree with that, and of course, I didn't know how to offer any comfort.

	It's not that I'm heartless, but how can you expect a child to have any empathy ? Many people still can't learn it even at the age of 30. Before they reach adulthood, everyone is heartless, only caring about their own feelings, and their own comfort is the most important thing.

	Suddenly, my mother's tone changed to a cold one. "Hmph, do you think your dad is so good?" "He 's no different from XXX and XXX ." ( XXX is a code name, so I won't write it out.)

	Hearing this, I felt a little shocked.

	Because these two people are "notorious" in our village. One made a fortune in the city and then kept a mistress; the other almost abandoned his wife and children and brought several different women into the house in front of his wife and children.

	It seems that calling them notorious isn't quite right; among the curious, gossipy, and private life-seeking, there seems to be a sense of envy and approval. Who didn't have a few legendary neighbors with mistresses as a child? Of course, the children of mistresses will still be criticized and ridiculed by their peers.

	　　This epitomizes the chaotic era of reform and opening up. When the post- 90s generation was growing up, "keeping a mistress" was a common phrase. In reality, it wasn't just about wealthy men abandoning their wives; even penniless individuals could keep a mistress. After all, back then, everyone was poor, both materially and spiritually.

	With low education, no economic foundation, and backward thinking, women's self-awareness was weakened, making it easy for them to fall into the trap of complete dependence on men. Unlike today's worship of money or pursuit of a better life, that dependence was blind, focused solely on the present, without any consideration for the future. This was due to ideological reasons.

	On the other hand, social conditions shaped this. First, men were separated from their wives and children to earn a living, and with natural advantages, few could remain content. Second, feudal ideology permeated the landscape, giving mistresses a certain amount of leeway. Isn't this strange? Should mistresses be condemned as violating public order and morality? No, mistresses unconsciously conformed to the ancient tradition of having three wives and four concubines. Bearing a son completely cleared them from the eyes of the family patriarch. Isn't it true that the older generation, regardless of whether you were a second or third wife, were content to negotiate if you could bring a son to the family?

	　　To this day, the phenomenon of mistresses still exists. It's just not as "upright" anymore. At least social opinion can drown them, whether they're male or female. Sometimes you really can't tell whether society is regressing or progressing, whether people's minds are becoming more open or regressing.

	My mother suddenly compared the two of them to my father. Could it be that my father was also that kind of person? But I never noticed that at all.

	I didn't ask my mother any further, and she continued, "Back then in Guangzhou, he made money from the Mark Six lottery and... well, he was so capable. He thought people would praise him for having so many women." At this time, my mother was already gritting her teeth and was deeply indignant.

	"If it weren't for you two (my sister and I), I would have left long ago and there wouldn't be any need until today."

	after hearing my mother's story. After all, I'd always accepted such things, having been exposed to them since childhood. But seeing it happen to my father still stirred a strange feeling in my young heart. I couldn't really call it resentment, because he was unusual; he didn't abandon his wife and children. And it was probably just a brief, almost unknown episode in his life. Of course, to this day, I haven't asked my mother how she found out, fearing it would cause her emotional upheaval and affect our superficial relationship. And my father was very kind to his family, even by rural standards at the time. Furthermore, I was truly bathed in a deep well of paternal love, evident in his dedication to my studies and his unwavering support for my financial needs.

	The image of my father in my heart was once fragmented and unfamiliar, but it didn't last long. After all, he no longer had any intention in this regard after that.

	As for my mother not taking action, there's nothing much to say about it. Given her circumstances at the time, her age and mental state, and the constraints of traditional thinking, if it were my mother today, with her increasingly harsh temper, there would likely be family upheavals.

	"Plus, I think your grandfather is a good person, and the other family members are also very nice," the mother added, with a hint of relief in her tone.

	I can probably guess that other people in the family have made efforts to repair the relationship between my parents.

	I was secretly glad that my father didn't give me a half-sibling, otherwise I would have been unable to hold my head up throughout my childhood and would have become the object of ridicule by my peers.

	　　It has probably been more than ten years since my father made any more trouble in this regard, and he has been able to show harmony with my mother most of the time.

	　　Will this become a thorn in my mother's heart? I suddenly thought, how harmonious they were when they were doing their "official business." Didn't my mother ever consider that the woman beside him had "served" other women? Would my mother feel unfairly treated, perhaps even harboring thoughts of retaliation?

	As a young child, I often dwelled on these sexual situations, feeling a strange throbbing excitement. My father was a seasoned driver, a man who had seen the world of pleasure, so perhaps many of the ways of doing things like that were passed on to my mother.

	　　No wonder my mother "knows" so much. This is definitely not something that can be achieved through practice. For Chinese housewives who are introverted in this regard, I think most of them should just do it as a routine or follow the rules.

	　　At this moment, I couldn't help but think of my mother's ease and seductive indulgence in bed. The contrast was reasonable, but it made me crazy and anxiously obsessed.

	What young person who has awakened to sexual consciousness early wouldn't have wild thoughts when seeing this side of their mother? Parent-child relationships are definitely the most taboo, and are destined to be the most exciting, no doubt about it.

	It is obvious that the older man towards the little girl and the mature woman towards the little boy have a greater impact on the latter.

	My body and mind were agitated uncontrollably , to the point where even my mother could notice. She stopped talking, and I could feel her turn her head, glance at me suspiciously, and then turn back.

	　　To put it bluntly, I felt like I'd taken an expired aphrodisiac. It was time to get back on track with the evening's progress. I just had to wait and see what my mother did next.

	"Don't learn from your father, he's such a loser," the mother spoke again softly.

	"But I seem to have noticed that you have changed compared to before. Is it puberty? Most people are not like you during puberty."

	My heart suddenly tightened , thinking that my mother was most likely talking about my incestuous desires.

	"Hehe ... I really don't know how to teach you," the mother said helplessly and self-deprecatingly.

	I wanted to say something, but in the end, I only cried out, "Mom ... " with a mixture of deep affection and self-pity . Because I needed my mother's understanding, and even more, her doting and indulgence.

	The mother took a deep breath and said, "Li Yuqing, remember this. If you dare to make a mistake in the future, you will die."

	when I heard this. It seemed different from what I had expected. Had my mother given up on me? I touched my still-hard cock, feeling somewhat bewildered, as if I were standing before a raging river, watching a bridge collapse.

	But it wasn't surprising that my mother said a few words to me. I expected her to say something, like she would find some reason to make things happen, to set a manageable tone for the situation. No one had given any guidance on what to do next or who should start.

	　　At this moment, the doorknob was turned. I had locked the door, and after several attempts, the person outside had failed to get in. It was obviously my father. Then there were several quick knocks on the door. It wasn't rude, but it was clear that my father wanted to come in.

	　　The gambling was intense, and what good could Father bring in? He could only squeeze out a little of the family fortune. Mother twisted her hips, tilted her upper body and head slightly, and listened carefully for the sound of the door opening. She made no response, letting her father's efforts go in vain.

	I was very ignorant and just wanted to get up and open the door. Before I left the bed, my mother forcefully held down my restless body. I felt her glaring at me. I probably understood what she meant, so I gave up.

	My father didn't try for too long before giving up. He probably realized that he had gone too far.

	My mother lowered her body and lay on her side with her back to me, but I could feel a sense of resentment and depression rising straight to the sky.

	I lay on my back, feeling strange, not daring to disturb her . Suddenly, my left hand was grasped by a gentle, not-so-young hand. Then, it grasped my wrist and gently shook it a few times. This strength, of course, came from my mother.

	　　This didn't feel like a mother looking at her child. Instead, I felt like she was reminding me to do something with my hands.

	As this thought occurred to me, my heart began to race. Mother and child are connected, right? How could I possibly misunderstand what my mother meant? So I raised my left hand and moved it toward my mother. I felt a distinct pull, as if she were cooperating.

	landed on her lithe waist, as if achieving a milestone. My mother paused for a moment, then withdrew. I simply paused, not grasping her delicately. But the sight of a man grasping a woman's waist—the action, the keywords, the image—was hard not to conjure up images of sensuality. It sent my adrenaline surging, and I felt a surge of heat.

	I quickly turned around, facing my mother's back. She looked calm, if a little exhausted. Even in the darkness, her silhouette was soft and captivating. She possessed a feminine charm of which she was unaware, a natural advantage. It was just that, having grown up in the countryside, we, like her, were more at a loss in our environment and the passage of time. Therefore, her temperament and appearance lacked the elegance and pride of a true city beauty. But this rural charm somehow captivated a young man like me.

	emanating from her body was unique, clean and intoxicating, and with a touch of warmth. The scent of my own mother, the scent of a mature woman, seemed to fuel my desire even more. Without further hesitation, giving up the intention of "enjoying" her waist and lower abdomen, I used both hands to reach under my mother's clothes and feel for the back clasp of her bra.

	At the same time, I observed her reaction and remained calm.

	　　After practicing a few times before, I was already familiar with the structure of my mother's underwear. This time it didn't take me too much time. I made a slight mistake and seemed to hear a "click". The button opened and seemed to bounce off.

	Then I touched her round and smooth shoulders and pulled down the right shoulder strap neatly. However, the left shoulder strap was pressed down by her mother. She hesitated a little, as if even her breathing was temporarily paused. I could feel her gently lift her arms and upper body. I took the opportunity to pull down the shoulder strap on this side as well, and looked at her mother. I felt very strange about the "cooperation" between them.

	　　This brought my flow to a halt. My mother tilted her head. Although she still couldn't see me, she felt like she was still in control. She reached into her clothes and, with a few small movements, pulled the bra out from under her.

	At the same time, she spoke softly, "Li Yuqing, don't you want to sleep yet?" Although her words contained no doubt or blame, it broke the dull and awkward atmosphere (for herself).

	The bra was placed on the side facing my mother , and I could clearly feel the sweet and warm scent of mature woman's milk emanating from it.

	Seeing my mother 's actions, I thought she was completely "flat out," so I excitedly reached forward to remove her T- shirt. Unexpectedly, I was met with strong resistance. She clutched the hem of her shirt tightly, her meaning clear. I didn't force it. I was already content with this point, lest it backfire and return to my original state.

	　　It's strange to say, I've touched, kissed, and seen the intimate parts of my mother's upper body, but looking back, I never experienced them all at once, never fully. It's as if, at least for now, she's trying to maintain a barrier. Right now, the light, her clothes, are blocking my full experience. Being able to eat, touch, but not see, only makes the itch even more unbearable.

	Realizing that I was "understanding", my mother loosened her hand to make it easier for me to go straight in, as if she was letting me pick the fruits as I pleased.

	I suppressed my surging passion and slowly touched the towering peaks of my mother's chest. The smoothness and softness, familiar yet unfamiliar, filled my senses. I felt my mother looking down at the movement of my hands, but in fact, under her clothes and in the dark, she couldn't see a thing.

	Yes, I had previously used all manner of erotic and lascivious behavior unbecoming of a minor to get close to the breasts that had nurtured me, but now my mood was different. Because the previous one was a single ritual, this time it was part of something completely taboo, so I should be more cautious.

	My right hand unscrupulously touched my mother 's breasts. They were round, full, soft and elastic. They swayed and trembled like fruit pudding when I fiddled with them. I could feel the warmth of her body spreading. Her breathing became heavier. We shuddered at the same time, but my mother tried her best to remain calm. Perhaps she didn't want to react in a way that was unbecoming of a mother just because her breasts "fell" to her son.

	I can't judge the condition of this pair of proud breasts through comparison. In my opinion, they are still tender.

	"Ah ... " my mother exclaimed, and quickly retracted her grip. This was because I began to grasp one of her breasts and rubbed it vigorously. This was an act completely dominated by lust. The tender breast flesh kept leaking out from between my fingers, and the air was squeezed out from the tiger's mouth.

	My mother's full breasts kept changing shape in my hands; the warm and slippery touch almost made my nose bleed, and the erect buds rubbed against my palm, which aroused my desire more and more, and my little cock was as hard as a show of force, "Hmm ... ", when the nipple was touched , my mother couldn't help but let out a delicate moan, and one hand held my wrist tightly.

	My lower body was already pressed against my mother's tight, round buttocks, my hard cock poking and rubbing against them. The intense stimulation made me abandon all thought and concern, relying solely on instinct. My left hand slid around to my front and touched my mother's buttocks, not to play with them, but simply to find a support point.

	The temperature in the room seemed to be rising rapidly. Even the rainy midnight couldn't suppress my burning desire, nor could my mother's struggles. One hand kept playing with her breasts, grabbing and kneading them, squeezing and pinching them, occasionally pinching the nipples and gently twisting them. Then I squeezed her breasts, rubbing them together, their tender, almost water-soaked breasts.

	My mother spoke slowly and made soft sounds of "hmm ... hmm" but she could not form a complete word. She held my wrist tightly and her delicate body trembled slightly.

	I was also filled with pride, feeling I had accomplished something remarkable. I thought, as an inexperienced and foolish boy, I could finally, "openly and honestly," allow my mother to experience her uncontrollable physical desire. I had broken free from the constraints of authority and shackles, and experienced unbridled physical and mental pleasure.

	under my body became thicker, longer and harder. It really wanted to teach the mature woman in front of it a lesson. When I felt my mother's peach-like buttocks twist, I stopped touching her breasts and focused my attention on what was going on below.

	Mother gently twisted her hips a few times, moving her round buttocks. Whether intentionally or involuntarily, she and her buttocks were finally sending signals for the next step. Her previously hidden feminine charm began to stand out. My mouth went dry.

	It was indeed time for the next step. My cock had already been protesting, never quite returning to its proper place. Humans are such greedy creatures. Even though I had completely mastered my mother's breasts, I felt increasingly unsatisfied. My rationality had already reached a breaking point, and the surging fire of desire kept tempting me to go deeper.

	Likewise , the shock of believing I was about to get what I wanted made me feel like my body and soul were about to break apart, like running out of mana in a game. I withdrew my hand from caressing my mother's breasts and turned over to lie flat on my back, both to cushion the blow and to conserve my energy.

	My mother turned around slightly, leaving me with a suspicious look at the back of her head.

	the dark room , only dim light shines through the gaps in the curtains. Everything is unclear, but it is not enough to make you blind.

	I lay in bed , listening to my mother's steady breathing , my heartbeat gradually accelerating. When it was almost time, I turned over again , the mattress creaking softly . I immediately held my breath and listened intently for any movement from the woman. Mother didn't stir , her breathing still long and steady. We both knew what was happening, but I couldn't help but put on this clumsy "performance."

	I breathed a sigh of relief , but my heartbeat persisted . My fingers quietly reached toward my mother , hovering just above her arm , hesitant to touch. My fingers trembled slightly in the air , my heart pounding as if it were about to burst out of my chest. No matter how many times I'd indulged myself before, each time was a new one, the same heartache.

	　　Finally , I mustered my courage and placed my fingers on my mother's smooth, warm arm. Her arm, too, was no longer the slender, firm strength of a young girl. At her age, it was a bit flabby, which, to me, was just a sign of womanhood. At that moment , I felt a surge of electricity coursing through me , as if it were ignited. I gently slid my fingers along her arm , and she still showed no sign of resistance.

	My movements became increasingly bold , moving from the waist to the belly, and finally grasping that pair of firm yet soft breasts. My breathing grew heavier. The room was filled with desire and tension , and I couldn't control myself anymore ...

	After a while, my mother grabbed the hem of my clothes. Yes, she ignored my hand touching my chest. With her back to me, she whispered softly, "You are the only one in the world who dares to do this."

	My heart skipped a beat.

	I have to be honest with myself. I'm not completely indifferent. In fact, I believe it would be hard for anyone else to not have other thoughts. My mother's rich body fragrance permeated my lungs, like her warmth seeping through the thin layer of T- shirt and my jersey , penetrating into my heart. But her words, like a cool breeze pouring in from the window, woke me up. It made the world real again.

	My mother turned around, of course breaking my hold, and then took my wrist.

	I looked at her and she looked at me. Her eyes were clear like the pearls on the leaves washed by rain, and her lips were delicate like the small flowers on the unknown tree three meters away from the window. Her silky hair flowed down from her forehead and swayed slightly in the cool breeze flowing in from outside the house. One hand was resting on my wrist, and our pulses felt each other's heartbeat.

	I opened my mouth, hoping to say something that would soften or move my mother, but what came out was, "I ... I can't help myself."

	Even though my mother 's behavior showed cooperation, acquiescence, and even active disdain, I still felt nervous when I saw her face.

	In fact, I was no longer pressed against her body, and I was even mentally prepared for a slap or some other punishment, or perhaps endless scolding and lecturing. But the initial shock in my mother's eyes slowly faded, like her eyelids slowly drooping, and the corners of her mouth and eyes raised in a playful arc, as if she had slowly accepted everything.

	I turned my attention to her breasts. Although she was not wearing a bra, there was no curve visible under her loose T- shirt. But after all, I had touched and kissed her, so I could have a very real imagination. My expression and eyes were very intoxicated.

	My mother naturally noticed my gaze. She lowered her head and glanced at her upper body. She was not embarrassed at all. She looked up and glanced at me, then turned around and returned to the "classic" sleeping position with her back to me.

	So, what did this "little episode" even mean? But I didn't have time to ponder it.

	My hand resolutely touched the waistband of her pants, and was about to pull it down in one go, but I felt my mother's strength. The power of her body pressed down on me and prevented me from succeeding easily. I shouted uncontrollably, "Mom ... ", my vocal cords trembling.

	" Tsk ... " my mother's response was simple, not in a tone of impatience or disgust, but rather a hint of coquettishness. Soon, she raised her hips slightly, and I noticed this movement and immediately pulled her shorts down to below her knees. It seemed that this brief pause was just a way to express her modesty.

	Hey, when did my mother change into her red underwear? Although the lighting is not ideal, the general color can still be recognized; the style and color are a bit old-fashioned, but at this moment, even at night, the color of the underwear is like a fiery red rose, bright and fiery. Of course, this is just my imagination.

	Without any resistance , her panties were pulled down smoothly, and just like that, the protective barrier of my mother's forbidden area was stripped away before my eyes. The sight of her white, firm buttocks made my head buzz. No matter how many times I'd seen it, it still made my blood boil. But my mother remained calm, even calmer than when she was asleep. Was this intentional? I resisted the urge to pounce on her and recklessly "bite" her beautiful buttocks, fearing I'd mess things up again.

	　　Although the urge was strong, I was also happy to do it. It reminded me of a comment I saw online years later: "You might not even be willing to share a glass of water with a guy you've known for ten years, but you're happily licking the ass of a girl you've only known for less than three days." It really redefined the meaning of "the pleasure of the tongue."

	At that time , the prostate fluid released by the physiological reaction was almost soaking my underwear. Needless to say, my body was very excited. I quickly took off my shorts and underwear, with my naked long gun erect, and moved close to my mother, holding her waist with one hand.

	In fact, I really want to push her down, make her lie completely on her stomach with her butt facing up. I think this will make it easier for me to move, at least I can use my hands. But I also feel that if I put all my strength on her, it will break the inexplicable "balance".

	When my hot cockhead touched her butt crack, my mother let out a soft moan, her tone as sweet as honey. At the same time , her hands gripped my thighs a few times before releasing them, ignoring my hard cock invading her round buttocks. Even though we were all mentally prepared, when things really started to happen, my mother was still terrified.

	Before going any further, I looked at the possible "feedback" my mother might give, and then time stopped again.

	The mother said in a tone that was between indifference and ridicule, "You've wanted this for a long time, right?"

	I couldn't answer. My mother continued, "Li Yuqing, you're going to be struck by thunder!" I protested fiercely. How could she say that to her own son? But whatever. If my body didn't resist violently, it meant it wasn't resisting.

	My hand slid from her waist to one side of her buttock. The living room light shone through the window, and I gazed at my mother's ass. The soft, smooth touch was still clear in my palm. When I looked down, just below where my cock was pointing, I could even see the mound of black, silky flesh beneath her buttocks, the secret garden I'd longed for countless times. Although I'd touched her with my genitals before, our minds were now in a different place. If I went again, I'd definitely see a different "feedback" from my mother.

	More importantly, I was sure that I could go completely in-depth, and it was tacitly approved, so I didn't need to just dabble in it and make multiple attempts.

	I tried to use my hands to pry open my mother's tightly closed buttocks to make a passage for my cock, but they soon returned to their original state. So I touched her thighs again and tried to lift her legs. After all, they were at a certain height and had a certain weight, so I didn't lift them smoothly.

	Yet, I still caught a glimpse of a new scene, one that sent me into a frenzy, sending my blood surging and my mouth agape, breathless. Beneath my mother's plump hips, between her round legs, lay a scene utterly different from the surroundings. Amidst the fleshy hues, a slightly raised mound of flesh, covered in a distant, glossy coat of jet-black hair, I could feel its softness, like waterweed swaying in the water.

	The flesh mounds are sandwiched together, and the middle is like a narrow valley of life. I know that it must have some entrances hidden. I can see the bright light red color that seems to be there and not there.

	　　This is the mound of flesh that I had seen through her panties before, the most private part of my mother's body, the fertile place that would drive any man crazy. It should have been my father's territory, and it should have been a forbidden zone for human relations that I could never set foot in my entire life.

	　　Seeing and thinking about it this way aroused his instinctive lust and greed even more. The fire in his heart burned brighter and brighter, easily burning away the little remaining tension.

	I pressed closer to my mother's hips, my hard cock aimlessly rubbing against her buttocks. But the act of lifting her legs didn't last long, and I was getting impatient. I decided to open a passage.

	As if sensing my impatience and unfamiliarity, my mother snorted coldly, "Hmph, let's see what you can do." I felt both contempt and provocation, but for some reason, this actually gave me a strange thrill. Yes, this wasn't just a difference in status, but also a gap in experience, which made the forbidden pleasure even more intense.

	As if to show my "calmness" and not being so impatient, or as if I couldn't withstand the impact, I pulled away from my evil body and lay back on my front, but also suppressed my hot breathing.

	After a while, I moved my gaze to my mother 's round buttocks, wanting to see it clearly and engrave it in my mind. This way, I could reach where I wanted to go without looking at my crotch.

	But before I could see anything, I used the limited light to survey my mother's lower body. A slight breeze streamed in from the window, and with our exposed lower bodies, we felt it clearly. Mother took advantage of the situation and lifted and draped the air-conditioning blanket over our torsos. Was it to keep out the cold, or perhaps to block my uncomfortably intense gaze?

	I don't mind , because in this position, my sight is useless when doing the key movements, and I can't see the core. I can lift my legs with my hands, or spread my buttocks, but then my lower body won't fit well with that deep place.

	My mother was lying on her side in a perfect position, with a beautiful curve. We were not much different in height, and I held her shoulders, my body trying to follow her curve, pressing close to her, especially my cock, with her buttocks at zero distance, as if I was hugging her from behind.

	Logically , I couldn't say what was wrong with this gesture and behavior; it was just a bit too intimate between mother and son. But I could feel the forbidden fruit being broken, and that would be the most bewitching and strangely pleasurable physical and mental shock in the world.

	　　This kind of behavior is impossible in reality, and it's never mentioned. Yet, it contains the conditions that can satisfy primitive physiological desires. These conditions, when applied to heterosexual intercourse between mother and son, drive people, drive me crazy. Because the more it happens, the more I can sense how intense the pleasure will be, even if physical intercourse hasn't actually occurred.

	 

	 

	Chapter 17

	I noticed my mother's buttocks wiggling, as if trying to escape her son's hard penis, but it was in vain. The glans of my penis had already rubbed against the smooth flesh of her buttocks, and a tingling sensation had come over her. My mother stopped " struggling " and calmed down. I'm afraid that at this moment , the burning heat from my lower body was more noticeable.

	Even though my cock was as hard as iron, it was easy to bend and turn, and I couldn't move it in and out freely, hitting wherever I pointed, especially with my mother's soft buttocks. Without the help of my hands, it was impossible to squeeze into the buttocks and trace the source of life. So I held my cock with my hands to stabilize it and keep it straight.

	It was scraping the crack of my mother 's buttocks, but had not yet cut open and squeezed in.

	Suddenly, the mother spoke in a normal tone, " Go and move the firewood at the door of the old house into the house tomorrow " and " The rain won't stop so soon, otherwise the firewood will get soaked in water . "

	I thought I had misheard. Why did she suddenly bring this up? How could she, in this situation, remain so calm and composed? I was genuinely confused and replied woodenly, " Oh, I see. " Of course, I stopped moving , but my cock remained erect.

	I couldn't fathom his mother 's thoughts. It was a bit comical, these casual conversations, perhaps an attempt to dilute the undue sexual tension between mother and son, or perhaps she was playing ostrich, pretending things were unfolding within the normal realm of normalcy. Only in this way could she overcome her own psychological barrier and prevent her son from becoming mired in these perverse thoughts.

	Maybe I was wrong. Our bodies were so unethically close, so perfectly joined, that some things were irreversible and uncontrollable.

	I couldn't help but do a few anal exercises , and my cock jumped and bounced between my mother's buttocks, expressing that my sexual desire was at its peak. Would my mother understand at this moment? I really had a strong physiological reaction to my mother, and I longed to satisfy my adolescent physiological needs from her.

	But how did she view my evolving moral shame ? Did she think I knew it was a heinous crime but still acted with such audacity? Or did she think I was simply driven by physiology, oblivious to the damage it was doing to worldly ethics? I had no idea what she thought about this.

	　　This intimate posture was paused for a moment because of what she had just said. My heavy, distracted breathing continued to hit the back of her head, gradually stirring her thoughts.

	Suddenly, my mother spoke in a strange tone, " It seems you've really been harboring evil intentions for a long time. Huh. " I couldn't see her expression—helplessness, resentment, resentment, mockery—but I could discern a multitude of emotions woven into her words. My mother had just asked a similar question.

	I did feel a little embarrassed about having my dirty thoughts exposed, but with my lust rising, I couldn't stop myself. My hands once again covered the cool, sweet hips of my mother. I rested my head against her neck and twisted it slowly, hoping to soothe her, numb her, and stop her from resisting my actions in her forbidden area.

	The slender middle finger firmly squeezed into the tightly clamped buttocks and pressed diagonally downward, reaching that place, the dry but delicate wrinkle that I had touched many times.

	　　" Hmm ..." , the mother let out a sweet moan like a startled kitten.

	　　" You're crazy ! Don't touch that! " Then, in a panic, my mother exclaimed, grabbing my finger and pulling it away. We were engaging in a limited range of motion, and I considered repeating the same technique. I found that this spot also gave her a significant reaction, and even though it wasn't a physical reaction, I was happy with it. I shifted my right hand to hold her waist and abdomen, using my less comfortable left hand to move.

	But she began to struggle ( not violently ) , her voluptuous figure swaying before me, her delicate skin twisting and turning in my arms, accompanied by a unique feminine fragrance like musk and orchid. She broke free from my grasp, and I held her down again, pressing on her soft waist. I had to release my purposeful left hand. I didn't want to anger my mother, but her perfect curves made my heart tremble.

	　　" Oh mom, I ... I'm sorry, " I said incoherently, " I don't know why I feel this way, it makes me feel so uncomfortable, so uncomfortable that I'm going crazy . "

	My right hand unconsciously climbed to the top, " accidentally " resting on that delicate, tender breast. The soft touch and fiery heat burned me, and I tried to play the gentlemanly role and quickly pulled my hand back. However, I never expected that my mother would quickly grab it and hold it against that scorching, naked body.

	Even though she hadn't seen my expression, I still gave her a look of surprise and delight. I shifted slightly , and the scent of my mother's charming womanhood, her warmth, her maturity, had a huge impact, now even more obvious.

	　　" You bastard, do you know it's okay ?" My mother still held down my hand that was touching her chest and muttered proudly.

	In reality, my mother's intention was probably to express her indulgence and tolerance of her son. No matter how strict and unsympathetic she might be in her daily life , she was still doting . But in my eyes, what I saw as my mother's " goodness " at that moment was her seductive side as a woman, the realization that she could also bring ecstasy to a teenager like me, as long as she didn't object.

	　　After all this time, I knew I could do whatever I wanted with her breasts, but I wasn't going to stop there. I was going to take advantage of her " motivation " and make a big breakthrough.

	My right hand gave up her breasts and slid down all the way, pressing against the crack of her buttocks. I no longer tried to squeeze in, but instead rubbed the bulging mound of flesh that I remembered seeing through her panties, and quickly slid towards the root of her thigh.

	A warm, moist and smooth touch spread to my fingers, and then it was like cutting through solidified fat, cutting open two plump and soft mounds of flesh, which were a bit fluffy; these two mounds of flesh were not big or thick, and still gave me a plump feeling.

	　　" Ah ..." My mother involuntarily squeezed her legs together, as if under some intense stimulation. This wonderful feeling might not last long, so I, as before, slid my fingers back and forth between the narrow mound of flesh and above the delicate, barely visible opening, making the wetness more real and concrete, so real that it stained my fingertips.

	　　" Hmm ... Hey , " my mother snorted and opened my hand viciously.

	every time , over and over again. Every time I reached the critical moment, my mother would interrupt my good deeds. She 'd clearly given her " tacit consent , " but she'd always go back on her word. Being a stubborn child, I naturally wasn't happy about this. So I slipped my left hand under her and clamped her arms around her body, thinking I could restrain her. But my strength and awkward position meant I couldn't restrain her. Because my hands were wreaking havoc down there, she didn't break free.

	My right hand returned to my mother's sweet buttocks, but it had not yet penetrated that moist, hot, and tender mound of flesh. My mother probably sensed my reckless and reckless intentions, and ignoring her " objections , " she angrily said, " Why are your hands so dishonest ? "

	　　As she said this, she twisted her body, trying to shake me off, but this only stimulated my cock more, and the prostate fluid continued to overflow uncontrollably. Seeing that the " mature woman " was about to fly away, I got excited and hurriedly said, " Mom , please stop moving, Dad is outside . "

	After hearing what I said, my mother hesitated, then pinched my arm in embarrassment and scolded, " Oh, you dare to threaten your mother, right? " Still not satisfied , she pinched me again and said, " I'll teach you something indecent ! "

	I never thought I could " threaten " my mother . She wasn't happy about my actions, and she could easily have gotten rid of me. At the time, I absolutely didn't dare to break up with her. I couldn't bear the prospect of a broken mother-son relationship. I just said that in a moment of impatience. I didn't expect it to work ...

	The mother sighed deeply, her anger gradually fading. Then, as if her temperament had completely changed, she said with a hint of resentment and helplessness, " Don't be like your father in the future . He's such a useless man . "

	Every time I hear her criticize my father, I feel a little embarrassed because I don't think he's wrong at all. Of course, this is from a child's perspective. I really can't agree with my mother, and my knowledge is not enough to comment on such a topic. But I don't dare to disobey my mother.

	I had no choice but to respond perfunctorily, " Okay, I'll listen to what my mother teaches me . "

	My mother said with some disdain, " Humph, if you listened to me you wouldn't think about indecent things all day long. " After saying that , she shook her body which was still pressed against me, expressing another layer of dissatisfaction.

	From beginning to end , our naked lower bodies were in close contact. There was something strangely reasonable about this mother-son relationship tonight. I said no more, just speculating about how my mother might react if I continued.

	But before I could make up my mind, my mother suddenly grabbed my hand and swung it. I don't know whether it was intentional or unintentional, but it just happened to fall on her buttocks. I felt a sense of elasticity and slid down to the bed. She said in an unpleasant tone, " Hmph, so annoying. It's so late. Are you still going to sleep ? "

	When I heard this, I was cheered up and my heart started pounding. This statement was ambiguous, but I didn't care and just went to the next step according to what I wanted.

	My right hand turned over and touched my mother's charming buttocks. Noticing that my fingers were in the crack of her buttocks again, my mother said softly, " Do n't touch there, it's so dirty that you don't even know it . "

	I thought about it and realized that he was actually talking about the dry wrinkles. I didn't plan to touch there again. It was dry and didn't give me that much stimulation.

	I naturally headed for the fertile land emitting a humid, hot atmosphere. Judging from what she had just said, my mother must have been mentally prepared, but as I moved, she became petrified, her calm unreal. She couldn't accept that the son she had raised would one day put his hand into her most private part.

	My middle finger trembled as it moved across the slightly furry, damp mound of flesh. The soft, tender sensation on my fingertip was no less than that of my mother's breasts. No, even more so. This softness always disguised itself as fragility. Suddenly, I felt a searing heat rising between my mother's thighs and along her thighs , nearly melting my invading hand.

	　　Finally, I couldn't help it and my fingers sank between the two mounds of flesh. I immediately felt two thinner flesh lips moving gently. The tip of my middle finger was pressing against a hole from which a trickle of liquid was constantly oozing out. Not only my fingers, but my entire palm was almost covered with steaming juice. I was a little shocked and a little excited.

	My mother seemed to be able to feel my " gaze " and pinched my thigh in anger . Fortunately , in the presence of such beauty, the pain nerves were completely ignored. Besides, my mother was obviously " unable to do anything " at this time and could not bring herself to kill me.

	　　" Hmm ..." As I pressed like this, in addition to the liquid oozing out, the mother's body bent slightly, as if trying to relieve the strange feeling in her lower body. She suppressed her moans and tried her best not to appear too emotional in front of her son.

	As my fingers slid between her mounds , my mother seemed to bury her face in the pillow, the only way to stifle her moans. But seeing her body tremble slightly, curling up as if to try and hold it together, I could tell she was sensitive and responsive, and I could feel it in her increasingly damp vagina. Even without the seductive moans, I still felt incredibly elated and aroused. My fingertips plucked at those two plump mounds, like plucking the strings that controlled her reactions, causing her body to respond accordingly.

	　　Who could resist? A teenager with no sexual experience, using her hands to make her usually stern and arrogant mother react to the pleasures of a married couple. Just thinking about it makes my cock hard. What exacerbated my physical and mental pleasure was the sense of revenge I felt. It was like I was punishing my mother for her usual " bad attitude " towards my grandmother ; punishing her for constantly talking down my beloved father in front of me; and punishing her for the little advantage she had gained since she started working at the state-owned enterprise, punishing her for her smooth and charming manner in front of outsiders.

	It is undeniable that all of these are factors that constitute my pathological Oedipus complex and gradually turn into action.

	Putting my attention back on my evil fingernails, I accidentally and repeatedly rubbed against two slightly restrained pieces of flesh like wood ears. Let me describe them with the term I learned later, which is my mother's labia. They seemed very enthusiastic and welcomed my fingers as a guest. They immediately held and wrapped my fingers. I could feel a suction coming from the deep of the smooth hole at the base of my fingers.

	I had touched here before, and I knew it was a wonderful channel, but it was too delicate, making me feel that if I put my fingers in, I would hurt my mother. But now I couldn't bear it anymore, so I withdrew my fingers and retreated back to this flesh hole.

	When I press my fingertips on it, I feel like I can feel a lot of granules of flesh.

	I was trembling with excitement , and so was my mother. It seemed we'd all been waiting for this moment. I used the tip of my finger to rub it in circles, a slippery, sticky sensation. " Hmm ..." A soft moan escaped from my mother's mouth beneath the pillow , muffled but cloying. Her entire bottom seemed to tremble, and more fluid seemed to well up from that hole, completely soaking my finger.

	I know to some extent that a woman's lower body will become wet when stimulated , but this wetness on my mother still feels incredible to me, and makes me feel that a woman's charm gradually overshadows her motherhood.

	Irresistible, my middle finger slowly sank into this delicate hole that was emitting a hot and humid breath. The hot and humid breath that I had been pursuing was now stolen by me.

	Perhaps it was because the woman was aroused, or perhaps it was because she was wet enough, there was no resistance and one knuckle went in.

	　　" Well ... Li Yuqing, do you know what you are doing ?" The mother said with difficulty after enduring for a while. Her buttocks were clamped tighter, not clamped and relaxed like before.

	I didn't go any deeper, but quietly and carefully felt the small particles on the flesh wall and rubbed it a few times. To put it bluntly, it was like tapping it a few times.

	　　" Hmm ..." With a soft moan, her hips seemed to tilt back even further, rising a bit. Then, my mother quickly grabbed my wrist and said, breathlessly and sweetly, " Mom , are you allowed to touch me here? " To me, it sounded like a weak reprimand, more like resignation , with a subtle hint of abandon .

	My pride increased even more, and my hand became " stuck " with my mother's hand , but I did not pull my fingers out of my mother 's vagina.

	Perhaps sensing my stubbornness, or perhaps realizing she had already decided to indulge me tonight, my mother let go of my wrist, but still said reluctantly, " That's enough . " Anyway, I think my mother had compromised.

	I glanced at my mother to make sure she didn't immediately dislike my behavior, then directed my middle finger to continue sinking into this wonderful cave.

	The finger went further in, and before I could savor the touch, I was attracted by the obvious unknown liquid that was oozing out. It was as if a seldom-visited paradise had been forcibly invaded, and the disturbance had triggered a defensive reaction. Was it trying to wash away the visiting finger with a flood of water?

	　　This reminded me of catching eels, the muddy, sandy water that gushed out after I pulled it out of its hole. Of course, what I felt now was something smooth and non-sticky, like egg white. This sight shocked me, a young child. My own mother's vagina would react like this. It wasn't urine, and even the physiologically plausible reaction couldn't mask the stark contrast to reality.

	After I got used to the shock brought by the overflowing liquid, the feeling of my fingers became clearer. Just one finger felt difficult to move. I thought about how people came into the world from here. No matter how small a baby is, it is still very big compared to this tight hole. I have to sigh at the magic of female physiological structure. At the same time, I felt an inexplicable sense of comfort and tingling on my scalp, because it was hard for me not to imagine what both parties would feel if my sensitive cock rushed into here.

	It was as if the passage ahead was no longer a clear path, but now covered with folds of flesh, like fiery walls closing in from all sides, blocking the uninvited finger of the opposite sex. Although the secretion of honey continued to lubricate the passage, I could still feel the tightness of the passage, along with the smooth folds of flesh, squeezing my fingers. I could sense their fragility, but I didn't dare force my way through, fearing I might accidentally injure such tenderness. After all, this was deep within the human body, my mother's most private place, supposedly well-protected, not even to be violated by sight. How could I, with my relatively hard fingers, break its natural state?

	　　The feeling at the entrance of the hole just now was like a finger probing into the wall of someone's mouth, which was thin, smooth, and fragile; now, going deeper, it seemed to reach the throat, with a sense of pressure, but perhaps it was actually still unobstructed.

	of my fingers was enough to send the folds of flesh conspiring to expel it from her body. Honestly, my movements were so cautious that from beginning to end, my mother didn't react verbally or physically. She was remarkably quiet, even her breathing was even, except for the dampness between her legs that gave evidence of the perverse and enchanting event taking place.

	I felt a little regretful and uncomfortable. First , I couldn't see the state of my mother's fertile vagina, where my fingers were being received. What a sight it must have been, filled with so much liquid. A tender, slender young finger invading it—how shocking that must have been. Second, I couldn't see my mother's expression, nor did I get to experience the flirtatious and charming scene she once displayed with my father on this bed.

	However , for a little boy like me, I couldn't ask for anything more. Before, even a glimpse of my mother's beauty would send my entire body into a sweltering heat, let alone now, with her knowingly touching all sorts of forbidden areas with my eyes, hands, and mouth. So, despite my previous understatement, the intense physical and mental stimulation nearly drained my soul, leaving it floating in the air.

	Even though I have never seen Japanese movies or read pornographic books, I felt an urge in my heart and in my fingers to move in and out of this hot honey hole. I could foresee that if I did this, the body of the woman beneath me would tremble even more violently, and this hole would continuously flow out of slippery juice, and even make a strange sound of water as my fingers moved, and my mother's nose and mouth would emit seductive hums.

	　　It would be effortless for me to do so now, but my remaining reverence for my mother, my natural reverence for the path that brought me into this world, restrained my recklessness. My fingers remained quietly stuck there, without further movement. The scorching heat and the smooth touch had already intoxicated me, and I would savor it forever.

	Beyond awe, there's also a sense of daunting difficulty. The difficulty lies in the effort of navigating it with ease, the difficulty of a frail high school student attempting to physically conquer and satisfy a mature woman, his own mother. I can't quite pinpoint the source of this fear. I remember that night in the hotel, when I first " experienced " the depths of my mother's buttocks with my hands. Back then, I imagined it as a hero's tomb, capable of strangling intruders with the uniquely feminine power of tenderness. The sweltering cavern my fingers now probing is perhaps even more intense. The warmth, the enveloping, the squeezing sensation are even more intense. To describe it as soul-stirring is the most apt description. I try to imagine if my tender cockhead were to be trapped there ... I'd surely be completely undone.

	My mother 's vagina gave me the feeling of being unfathomable. My cock, with its limited length, was probably completely helpless. This was also the reason why I had been inserting my fingers into it for so long without realizing my ultimate fantasy. I was afraid that if I reached the door, I would be completely defeated. I hated this feeling of failure.

	like this for a long time relying on my middle finger, and the other four fingers were placed on her thigh root and two plump and soft mounds. Even without any special movements, my mother should be able to feel the strange discomfort. Her pair of round thighs seemed to be pressed together more tightly, and there was a slight glutinous friction. In an instant, my fingers felt a tight suction, even shrinking, as if to take my entire finger into the deepest part. Was it discomfort or unsatisfied desire?

	I was a little surprised by this subtle change in my mother's movements. As always, I thought she was cooperating, giving me hints and guidance ...

	　　By this time, my cock was swollen and painful, ready to explode. I just wanted to release it without restraint, so I used my fingers to relieve the surging desire. I forgot my " gentlemanly " and compassionate attitude, and smelled the rich mature body fragrance of my mother, which made me confused and lost in passion. I pressed my middle finger back against the flesh wall of her vagina twice, pressing the little raised nub.

	　　" Hmm ..." I saw my mother's body shaking and she let out a difficult groan, as if she was holding her breath and releasing it at the same time. Then she held my arm and said angrily, " What are you doing? Be gentle . "

	After hearing what my mother said, I didn't dare to knock on her clothes anymore, but this reaction also made me very happy and excited. Although I couldn't see my mother's expression, I could feel that she was embarrassed and angry.

	She didn't take my fingers away, but said with dissatisfaction, " I don't know if you have washed these stinky hands . "

	Having struggled to this point, I lifted my anus a few times, feeling the hardness of my cock, and was sure in my heart that I could take the longed-for step. So I reluctantly and slowly pulled out my fingers from her crotch. My fingers were wet, as if they were covered with a layer of diluted glue.

	I suddenly remembered something, and with a mischievous attitude, I let my wet fingers slide from the two plump and soft mounds of flesh to the originally dry spiral wrinkles at the bottom of the buttock groove, moistening it.

	　　" Ah ... where are you touching again ?" my mother scolded again. Since she wasn't very aggressive, I ignored her and placed my right hand on her hip, needing a foothold for my next move.

	I adjusted my lower body so that my cock, hard as a spear, fit between my mother's buttocks. I swallowed my dry mouth, but my hand couldn't hold back and quickly, like a sneak attack, touched the fertile area between my mother's legs with my whole palm, feeling it thoroughly.

	My mother quickly said, " Ha, no more touching !" But before she could finish, my hand left. I had only wanted to touch her briefly. I'm sure many of my sexually experienced friends experience this: in between moments, they inevitably touch. Anything that stimulates the senses is not unnecessary.

	I touched it, I felt a rich texture. There was some hair around my mother's body, the mound of flesh was soft and plump, the middle was tender, smooth and moist, and it emitted heat.

	　　The cock continued to advance, and when it touched the crack of the buttocks, the burning temperature startled the mother. How could she, who was so experienced, not know what was invading her forbidden area?

	　　" Bad seed , " the mother muttered, but did not resist.

	　　The cock was getting closer and closer to the fertile land that was emitting hot flashes ... Suddenly, a dim light came in from the window , casting a diamond-shaped spot of light on my parents' bed, almost half of it shining on our torsos.

	Perhaps because I was guilty and afraid of being exposed, I was frightened and stopped my crotch movement like a conditioned reflex. After closing the door, I don't know how long this " torment " lasted. Maybe I was too immersed in it, and maybe my mother was too, completely ignoring the developments outside the room.

	My mother was obviously also paying attention to the light. She placed one hand on my waist, as if to slow me down. She raised her head and looked out the window, listening for any movement. I just looked at her.

	my parents' room , and the balcony light was turned on. It turned out that this was the source of light in my parents' room at the moment.

	Then, there was the sound of two motorcycles starting up, suggesting someone was leaving. This meant the night's gambling was over, and I felt a faint sense of disappointment. The fact that I was able to taste some of this beautiful mother's flesh tonight was " not unrelated " to this group of people . It was because of them , or rather, my father's absurdity, that my mother had " gone astray " and engaged in such an inappropriate and intimate interaction with me .

	　　Now that they are leaving, won't my mother regain her senses and clarity? I can't help but regret that I didn't get to the point right away, but wasted the opportunity by using my hands and mouth, on my mother's big breasts and between her buttocks.

	In that case, let's satisfy it one last time, no matter what kind of experience it is. I noticed that the light hit our bodies, making our partial vision very clear and bright, so I grabbed the quilt covering our lower body and rolled it over my mother, piling it onto her belly, thus exposing her round and firm buttocks.

	I saw that my mother's buttocks were slightly tilted towards me. The charming curve made her feel superior enough, showing off in front of me, a little virgin. Her buttocks were delicate and flawless under the light. Unfortunately, the center of her legs was blocked by her buttocks and thighs, leaving only a dark shadow for me. I couldn't clearly see the mature mother's fertile forbidden area that I had played with.

	My mother was still listening to their conversation carefully, perhaps she wanted to hear about the " battle situation " tonight , whether my father would have a good harvest or cede land and pay compensation; but I was not interested in this at all. I stared at the round buttocks in front of me, which fully displayed the charm of a woman's body, making me dizzy and my breathing heavier.

	Downstairs, my father was also excitedly discussing the night's battle with his remaining friends. His voice was getting louder and louder, and it was impossible not to attract attention at night. In the distance, the barking of dogs rose and fell, as if they were dissatisfied with these uninvited guests disturbing their sleep. I didn't know what had caused his temper to rise at this moment. Normally, his words should have reached me clearly at night, but I didn't deliberately try to catch them. However, his voice also made me pay attention. I tried my best to keep silent, like curled up under my mother, observing her movements, waiting for everything to pass.

	My mother , as usual, listened attentively to the meaningless conversation surrounding the gambling game. After a while, the chatter faded, followed by the sound of a door closing. The light, the round, sweet ass glowing like an incandescent bulb, seemed to radiate a captivating allure. I once again unbridled my gaze upon her ass, revealing its exquisite femininity. I felt a surge of intense satisfaction, and I truly wanted to pounce on it and take a few bites. I left without a second thought, so I stealthily inched downward, aiming to get my head right in front of her buttocks.

	Unfortunately , before I reached my mother's lumbar spine, she seemed to sense the malicious, lustful gaze from behind her, and she also realized that her proud, sweet buttocks were exposed, and under the third-party light source, her son had a clear view. She turned back slightly, but not completely. I could almost feel her warning gaze, and it shocked me, and I dared not move. Fortunately, at this time, I was close to the fertile forbidden area. A faint fragrance penetrated my nose, exploded in my heart, and strengthened my determination to truly get close to her.

	My mother quickly returned to " monitoring " mode , as the sound of a taxi's diesel engine rang out. It was my father, probably sending a friend home. They would likely have a late-night snack in the town center. As is common among gamblers, someone always wins, and that person pays the bill.

	After a while , the sound of the car gradually faded away, and the downstairs returned to silence. However, my father had forgotten to turn off the balcony light at the door, so the light in the room remained.

	My mother 's " monitoring " ended. She shook her head and snorted coldly. When she turned around, she didn't even notice me. There was disgust, contempt and helplessness on her face. Of course, these were not emotions directed at me. It was obviously caused by my father unintentionally.

	Then she glanced at me again and let out a small " Ah! " as if startled. Indeed , my movements and position were a little funny and odd. She glared at me again, as if taking out all the frustration she'd endured from her father on me. I was the target again. It looked like my wish to " take a bite " would be dashed.

	But the good times didn't last long . She realized how indecent the situation was. She didn't know when the quilt covering her charming body had been lifted up. What was even more unfortunate was that there was a light source outside the window, which immediately exposed her naked buttocks. Her eyes became sharp and she stared at me.

	Soon she discovered an even more unbearable scene, which was the hard little cock between my legs. Compared to the hidden cock between my mother's legs, my cock was open and exposed to the light. Although it was not the exaggerated, thick, long and black one like the one in the movies, it was also extremely hard and sharp, showing the original bloody fangs of a young man.

	Even though she had " known " it many times and clearly saw her son's sexual organs having a physiological reaction, the mother still couldn't remain calm. She was stunned at first, a look of shame and anger flashed across her face, and then her brows furrowed.

	I quickly lowered my head, not daring to meet her gaze, and only glanced over with the corner of my eye. At the same time, I began to pray that the cock under my crotch would return to normal, but the more nervous and upset I became, the more I couldn't control my body's reactions. I slightly turned sideways and squeezed my thighs together, hoping to retract my cock a little and not be so vulgar in front of my mother.

	As luck would have it, it pulsed a few times, piercing the stagnant air. It felt as if the aura of youthful virility and lust was rippling outward, and the recipient was undoubtedly the mother who gave birth to me and raised me. She must have taken in the entirety of this vulgar scene.

	The shock in her eyes lasted only for a moment , and then she narrowed her eyes. Even so, no one would doubt that she must be full of thoughts at this moment. The look in her narrow eyes was still sharp, making me unable to understand, but the experience made me feel timid.

	between my legs , what's that? How could she, as a mother, lose her composure over this? She might have thought that this situation wasn't necessarily my fault, and she should think about the cause and effect of all her actions tonight.

	I found the shifting expressions on my mother's face fascinating. I saw the subtle upward curve of her lips, a look of someone who saw through everything and didn't care. Inside, I felt a surge of panic, a small fear of the unknown. What would happen next?

	Seeing that I had been silent for so long, she finally spoke, " Hmph, you're full of bad intentions, you don't look like a high school student at all . " As she spoke, I noticed a slight change in her posture.

	One of my mother's plump, straight thighs flexed and stretched. She shifted from her usual side-lying position to twisting her hips, her upper body leaning toward me, so she was naturally " facing " me. But her lower body, especially her hips, dropped slightly. Overall, she formed a concave pose, her upper and lower body twisting in opposite directions, separated by her waist. This, it must be said, magnified the beauty of her curves.

	Just like the Wan Niang played by Christy Chung that I mentioned earlier , her body was between lying on her side and lying down, but her head was tilted towards me as much as possible, with exquisite curves, playful eyes, and vivid colors.

	I could clearly hear the sound of spitting in my throat . The view of my mother's buttocks had begun to improve . Nearly lying prone, her round bottom was almost fully exposed to me. While not as firm and perky as when she was lying on her side, it was more soft and plump. The plump mounds of flesh between her legs, which had always haunted me, were now more distinct than before, forming a sharp contrast with the skin of her buttocks. The center of her dazzling bottom was a shimmering dark red, as if some of the hair and the delicate flesh had been moistened by some unknown fluid, making them glisten. I could clearly see something glittering in the crevice.

	　　This eye-catching scene made my heart hang in my throat, and I felt something rushing into my brain. One voice told me to leave here quickly, and another voice told me to stay. The two voices argued back and forth, but were doomed to be fruitless. I had forgotten to think about such things. The cock in my lower body, which was so erect that it could no longer erect, explained everything.

	my perverted look and the even more exaggerated reaction of my lower body. She spat, " What are you looking at? Be careful of getting a stye ." At the same time , she flexed and stretched her thighs, and raised her entire buttocks back a little, just enough to quietly hide that plump part between her legs, and use her thighs to block the view below her crotch.

	Seeing the beautiful scenery disappear, I couldn't help but look at my mother blankly.

	My mother tilted her head and propped herself up with her forearm, continuing to stare at me as I behaved strangely. I felt like I had been caught doing something bad. I lost the ability to think and move for a moment, and I was a little dazed.

	The mother 's face wasn't one of shame or anger; there was even a faint hint of a smile. In front of her son, she finally possessed the air of control, of understanding everything. Perhaps her posture at this moment was unintentional, but combined with her intriguing expression, it seemed to me full of allure. Her hands tucked into the quilt at her waist, she didn't care about the roundness of her buttocks exposed in front of her son, but she still wore the T- shirt on her upper body, which made her fullness appear prominent.

	　　" What else do you want to do? " Mother tilted her head, her silky hair cascading over her shoulders, making her face look petite and youthful, adding a touch of domestic charm. She looked at me, stunned, with a soft, charming smile. Whether intentionally or not, her hands tucked the quilt tightly, wrinkling it. The force slowly " pulled " it up from her hips, as if she was afraid I wouldn't be able to see her full, plump bottom.

	　　" What ... uh ... no, " I muttered , coming to my senses. I didn't know how to respond. Or should I say, I actually understood everything and was just subconsciously playing dumb, while inside, a huge wave of emotions was surging.

	Compared to her constantly alluring physical allure, what was even more unbearable to me was her uncanny composure. That was what truly confused me. Why was my mother so calm and composed? Our private parts were both naked, and my wicked little cock was even flaunting itself before her, erect and erect. This kind of situation would be shocking to any mother and son, but my mother was surprisingly " calm . "

	　　At this point, to be a bit cliché, if she had a seductive look, a face full of lust, accompanied by sultry or even lascivious moans or groans, and then accompanied by small seductive movements of her hands and feet, perhaps the shock and excitement she brought to me would not be so great. If a mother like this were to be truly abnormal and incongruous, I would probably be terrified and would flee. After all, I am a high school student, and this is the unbearable weight of life for me.

	　　This kind of eye contact has happened more than once. I still remember my initial period of excitement. My mother was lying on the bed and I was massaging her sore thighs. When my hands gradually went deeper, she grabbed me, raised her upper body, and looked back at me. Her expression was similar to this time.

	Her eyes were charming yet unfailing, and her smile was like spring rain, weaving its way into my heart, giving me boundless strength and bringing my energy to a peak. In other words, the more she was like this, the more she aroused my urge to wreak havoc.

	I didn't rush up and do anything to my mother . Instead, I touched the sheets around her buttocks frantically, thinking of the ecstatic wetness of my mother's secret cave that my fingers had just felt. That real moisture should have seeped into the bed; I was expecting to touch a wet area, but unfortunately there was none. It seems that being wet enough does not mean a lot of moisture.

	Even though I am full of lust, I can still maintain a somewhat contradictory and limited awe. It is impossible for me to be completely dominated by desire and " force the woman " like in novels or TV shows . Let's not talk about whether I have the strength to do so. I am still a child. To do such a bold thing, I must have multiple rounds of complex psychological preparation.

	My mother looked at my movements, not understanding what was going on and became a little suspicious. She put away the look that was disturbing me and said with pretended disgust, " You're like an idiot . "

	At this moment, I felt like a clown, in front of my own mother. A surge of cruelty rose within me, which only served to fuel my pleasure. So what? Even if I looked like a clown, I had a good chance of tasting the beautiful mature woman that so many others hated. I could break through the taboos of social status and taste the most delicious forbidden fruit, a forbidden fruit no matter how poisonous it was, and it wouldn't harm my body.

	My mother had been supporting her head with her little arms for a while. She was probably tired, so she ignored me, stretched her body, yawned a few times, and then lay down on her back. Her straight legs exuded a warm mature fragrance, which shocked me.

	A breathtaking black shadow flashed across my sight between her legs, and my mother put down the quilt to cover the forbidden area.

	Just like that, my good fortune ended. My mother seemed to have no intention of " responding " to me anymore , which made me anxious. I knew that my mother must have hinted or hinted at something tonight, but so what? If we really wanted to start, she had to take the lead.

	I set aside my thoughts of intimacy and climbed up, lying side by side with my mother. My wish was dashed, and my body felt like it was blocked by a stone. I could breathe normally, but I felt a stifling, suffocating feeling. Tentatively, I whispered, " Ah, Mom! " This simple word contained a question and a request.

	My mother glanced at me sideways and didn't answer.

	me that my father wasn't home, and the spacious second floor, where I could overlook my younger sister, who was still a child and soundly asleep, was a convenient environment. We should have no more " concerns . " The thought of this, even though my mother had never agreed to anything, made me feel excited.

	So I plucked up my courage and said, " Mom, Dad's out . " This wasn't just a simple statement; my ulterior motives were clear.

	After listening to me , my mother glanced over again and said calmly, " I know . " Within two seconds, she rested her head on her arm and turned toward me. I briefly locked eyes, my heart racing as the same playful expression returned to her face. It looked like there was more going on! She barely smiled, but her eyes flickered with a hint of sly playfulness. She first glanced down at my feet, as if searching for my penis, now submerged in the darkness. Then, in a faint whisper, she said, " Your father's out. What can you do? " But the tone and expression of her voice didn't seem to be a rebuke, more like guidance.

	Yes, in this situation, I reminded her that her father was out, and we both understood what I was thinking. What encouraged me was that her response seemed to be in line with my abnormal thoughts. I could more or less understand the invisible teasing and inducement in her expression.

	I risked my words, still trembling with excitement , and spoke again, " Shall we ... continue ... " This was the best I could do. I couldn't be blunt, but I trust the readers will understand. Who could say to their mother, "Ah, I want to fuck you ? " No matter how she'd reacted , they could n't . Blood is thicker than water, and the constraints of identity are always there.

	　　" Well , " my mother was a little shocked. I was so " bold " . She narrowed her eyes, as if she saw through everything about me and wanted to embarrass me on purpose. " What do you want to continue? You tell me . "

	I suddenly lost my voice, feeling like I couldn't say anything. It was like my vocal system had been cut off, and my face flushed crimson. Seeing my distress, my mother's smile widened. She raised her finger, poked my forehead, and said in a feigned irritation, " You're so mean! Do you still think I'm your mother? "

	I couldn't face her direct confrontation, so I simply closed my eyes and played the ostrich while I thought about a plan. I figured I could eat it, but I had to be careful about how to prepare it. One wrong move could lead to nothing.

	I closed my eyes, I felt my mother stir. The bed creaked softly, and then I heard her sigh, " Alas! What sins I committed in my past life !" I couldn't help but open my eyes, and my breath caught. I saw her lying on her side, her back to me, her hands grasping the quilt and pulling it away, embracing it in front of her. Her smooth, plump, round buttocks were exposed to me. The meaning was self-evident, and I almost cried out.

	She seemed to know that I was looking at her, and she muttered in a voice that I could hear, " I see you are still up to no good tonight . " When she saw that I didn't move, she said with a little impatience, " Do n't dilly-dally. I will sleep even if you don't . "

	　　This sentence shook my soul like never before, like hearing an imperial decree, like hearing the voice of a fairy! Finally, we can " fight " openly and honestly . The Oedipus mentality cultivated by watching movies and reading erotic novels for a long time is finally beginning to bear fruit!

	I could fully digest this great gift of life, my trembling body and mind, and of course, my extremely hard virgin cock, pressed against my mother's body, and my cock hit the familiar firm buttocks.

	I wondered what my mother's expression would be this time. She was calm and didn't seem to be planning on offering me any " help . " For example, she was lying on her side, which was too perfect, making it impossible for my lower body to align with hers, and I couldn't follow what was going on. If only her butt could be raised a little higher toward me, or if I could just press it down onto the bed and then get on top ...

	But I won't do anything unnecessary to avoid disturbing the delicate balance. In this situation, my mother has already shown mercy, so what more can I ask for?

	I used the same trick again, and quickly touched the soft , hot flesh mound and flesh crack between her legs with my whole palm. The purpose was to deepen my memory so that my cock could find the target even when it was " blind " .

	Sure enough, my mother smacked my mischievous right hand again, " Stop touching me with your hands ! " My left hand scrambled up to my mother 's shoulder, and my right, which had just pounced on her vagina, pressed against her waist. I inhaled the fragrance of her hair, the delicate, mature scent of a woman. Although I knew the chances were slim, I still tried to force out, under my heavy, burning breath, " Mom ... I ... I can't . "

	Sure enough, the mother was stunned for a moment and said sarcastically, " If you don't know, just go to bed . "

	But how could a mother be so sure that her son, who wasn't even in high school, understood the ways of sex? I think even if she was certain I had no experience, she had pieced together a general understanding of this kind of sexual intercourse from my past masturbation, the unhealthy movies and magazines behind it, and my long-standing desire.

	She probably thought that even if there were some bumps and bruises, I could still " go home " again ; or maybe she was unwilling to cooperate and help in order to retain her dignity as a mother.

	 

	 

	Chapter 18

	If you are asking for trouble, then be self-reliant. I lowered my head and saw that the mature mother's buttocks were too round and full.

	It was full of elastic tension, almost touching the front of my lower abdomen, starting from the bottom of her shirt, an arc on the smooth skin

	Outlined to the thigh, the buttocks separate the two buttocks, and the buttocks itself has a beautiful ravine, like a black river flowing through the white

	Passing through two snowfields .

	　　With a clear vision and deep hip groove, I will not squeeze in here blindly. Taoyuan will not be in the middle of the hip curve, but only

	At the bottom, towards the center of the legs , there shouldn't be any deviation. I held the hard cock with my right hand and watched it disappear into the curve of my buttocks.

	below the center may be because the mother's butt is too big or too upturned?

	I held the hard, thick and long cock in one hand and swept it between the mother's buttocks and the middle of her legs, scratching it, and first I wanted to catch

	The protruding fat and soft meat hill. But this time I was not so calm, I was already burned by desire, only my mother's peach garden was wet.

	The ground can extinguish it. I am impatient and a bit reckless. The glans keeps poking around. Fortunately, the contact of the skin does not

	There was no discomfort. But at that time, I was also very strange. I wanted to hit it in one shot and say goodbye to my virginity completely.

	The incest mark was nailed down, and from then on the boy's physical passion had a safe return; for a moment he thought, it was not bad to poke around like this, and gain

	The stimulation she gets will not be less, and it will gradually erode and corrupt her mother's cognitive consciousness, causing her defense born of her identity to completely collapse.

	collapse.

	　　After all, the son's reproductive organs should only appear under the crotch of the opposite sex who are not related by blood, and even in this life

	A person of the opposite sex; and as a mother, her private part is absolutely forbidden to other men except her husband, no matter

	What is the identity of the people, how close. But tonight, everything is turned upside down, and the most unlikely combination appears. Even if it is not officially

	Fusion, but the son's cock has been raging between his mother's legs, identity restrictions, ethics, inevitably

	It has become a castle in the air.

	Thinking of this, I realized that there would be a smooth road in my life of loving my mother and my mature wife, and I was overwhelmed by a huge sense of happiness.

	I made my actions seem impatient, but in fact I was already addicted in my heart, even though my cock had not yet been nailed into the channel of my birth.

	I didn't even look at what was happening below, but instead stared blankly at the back of my mother 's head. I didn't want to miss anything she said.

	It seemed that my mother completely let me do whatever I was doing under my crotch. If it weren't for her slightly uneven breathing, I would have thought she was asleep.

	I don’t know what she is thinking or feeling.

	I suddenly felt a little dissatisfied with her complete " playing dead " , and planned to " tease " her emotions so that she would be forced to focus on

	this incestuous " interaction " , my crotch prodding slowed down, I let go of my cock and used my waist to exert force.

	Driven by this, he continued to search aimlessly for his mother's forbidden land.

	I grabbed the sides of her T - shirt with my hands and tried to take her clothes off. I wanted to expose her plump breasts to the light.

	slowly peeled off, revealing the waist and the beautiful back groove.

	I got a glimpse of the lower half of a breast, white and full, pushing up and sticking to the rolled-up T -shirt fabric.

	Just when I was about to see the cherry-pit-like nipple bud, my mother shook her upper body firmly and pulled down

	He took off his clothes and scolded angrily, " What are you doing? You are not allowed to take them off . "

	　　This is beyond my imagination. It has come to this point. Today, more than ten years later, I can see again the pair of breasts that once nurtured me.

	I have touched and eaten it , but I still have a defense line that is only in name. But I will not disobey in this matter .

	What she meant was that although I often acted in a sneaky way, I would not contradict her out loud resistance for the time being.

	But why did you take off your bra first? To satisfy my " limited " beastly behavior? Okay, I found out.

	I had some idea, so I put my left hand directly over her shoulder, from top to bottom, into her clothes, but found it was not convenient, so I changed it to

	I reached under her clothes , passed under her body, and touched a soft and plump breast. This posture also locked me and my mother tightly.

	My little action caused my mother's dissatisfaction. She shook her body a few times, looking very unhappy, and muttered

	" Tsk, are you annoying ? "

	　　To be honest, at this time, as long as she didn't refuse, whatever she said would stimulate my sexual desire.

	Notes.

	So I put my right hand back on my cock, because at this time, the moist heat from my cock became more and more real, and I

	No longer caring about people's clothes, she focused on the bottom. As if she realized that a handover that broke the human relationship was about to take place, her delicate body trembled slightly.

	The shaking was not large, but she couldn't stop it. She stretched and bent her legs several times, crossing them repeatedly , making a very unnatural and difficult scene.

	precisely because of this that the spear under my crotch was unable to lock the secret place of the mature mother's lower body.

	My " unfamiliarity " combined with my other behaviors made my mother suspicious. I guess she even suspected that I was pretending to be a pig and eating the tiger.

	Or maybe he has his own set of " flirting " methods. Visiting his birthplace is already a great rebellion, and now he has to take his

	she be willing to crush her mother 's face and moral sense? Let's think boldly, will she use the vulgar and obscene word " playing with women "?

	The word is associated with one's own son, and the object is still his mother.

	Her tone was vague and erratic, as if she had to use all her strength to speak. " Li Yuqing, are you really not able to do it or are you just pretending not to?

	Will ... ah? ..."

	　　" I know you have been doing this since the second year of junior high school ..." I held back the words that were about to come out of my mouth . I froze when I heard that. I recalled

	In the past, it is true that she was aware of both the lewdness of adolescence and the misguided lewd thoughts of her mother.

	Most of the time I was able to restrain myself and not let it bloom.

	of life , I acted sensible most of the time, which also diluted the visibility of my unethical thoughts.

	Of course, as I said, this is my speculation, and perhaps it is more likely that even if she knew

	I had this thought to some extent, and thought it was just a passing fancy of adolescence. Who could have imagined that things would really turn out the worst?

	Towards development.

	　　These are not important to me for now. I want to seize the present and live life to the fullest.

	I saw the redness at the roots of my mother 's ears, which spread to her cheeks. It seemed that the temperature of her whole body was rising. Her soft, fragrant, and warm body was in my arms.

	She must have been extremely uneasy inside, and this subtle change was really tempting me, a young and naive person.

	　　There was a sudden piercing sound , and the rain started to fall again. The bullfrogs that came out for air croaked, and the occasional barking of dogs sounded, but there was no more

	Listening to the rain outside, the mother seemed to remember something and whispered softly and with infinite sorrow, " I don't know what your father is thinking .

	Although it is completely unrelated , I still think of the saying " Thousands of hatreds, the hatred is at the end of the world. The mountain moon does not know what is in my heart.

	The image of resentment behind the phrase " the flowers in front of my eyes are falling in the wind and water " .

	When I heard this, I felt dizzy . It was very likely that my mother was urging me to " get down to business " again .

	throbbing is not only her " fall tonight " , but also the sense of betrayal of having an affair with her father. No matter who it is, it is unacceptable.

	He knew his mother was a fickle woman, but when a mother-loving teenager saw her succumbing to physical desires, even

	Even the slightest bit will make you feel that her temptation is more diverse and irresistible.

	　　At this moment, the bed we were lying on was gorgeous and full of primitive male and female desires, but I clearly tasted

	This only gave my mother a subtle sense of resentment. She seemed to have accepted her fate, which was an atmosphere I didn't want to feel. She continued to pretend to be strong.

	to act like a mother , or to say one thing and do another, or to take control of everything, than this sorrow. Otherwise, I will feel like I am taking advantage of others.

	The same danger .

	　　Although I accepted everything , I was able to satisfy my physical desires in the end, but this idea was also my subconscious desire to get what I wanted.

	Shu, who can resist a higher level of physical and mental pleasure?

	So, I took two approaches at the same time . I pinched the bud of her breast with my left hand and rubbed it with what I thought was my skill.

	in my hand , exerted force with my waist, and swept her legs vigorously, poking the wet, hot, fat and soft spot from time to time.

	Use physical stimulation to change the mother's mood at this time.

	　　At this moment, the mother's body shook like a sieve, and her whole body curled up like a shrimp, and she uttered a charming sound.

	The full moan of cherry blossoms, " Hmm ......." swirled around the room at night , and finally hit my soul, and my hard cock was also

	A little prostatic fluid seeps out.

	At the same time , I wondered if the mother's buttocks were not as wet as I imagined. I had just used my fingers to explore the honey hole.

	When it was being made, a lot of water should have been brought out. Why did it dry up so quickly?

	It doesn't matter, it will be there soon. As long as my cock is pressed against that honey hole, I believe the scene of flooding will reappear, or even more.

	" Serious " , the penis is always bigger than the finger, and it can give women a stronger stimulation. I have no experience, but I also have this

	consensus .

	　　" Hmm ... hum ..." , the mother took a long breath, and the sad atmosphere finally left the room, and the woman's desire began to

	naturally let go of myself.

	I grabbed her buttocks and tried to stop her from moving, which would affect my performance.

	As expected , he restrained himself and kept his lower body quiet.

	I immediately thrust my butt forward and poked my cock over, following my memory and the hot breath.

	　　" Uh ah ..." , this time it seemed to have poked the soft fleshy mound between the legs, and the mother suddenly let out a short and clear hum.

	The sound was correct . At this moment, my cock could really feel the warmth, as if it had broken through the crack of the flesh and was sticking to the tender and moist

	My heart trembled , and I changed my hand from rubbing my mother's nipple buds to grabbing her entire breast and increasing my strength.

	Until the smooth breast flesh overflows from between my fingers.

	under his crotch is also harder and longer than before, reaching an unprecedented peak of desire, it seems to be spraying hot

	The waves were beating heavily in the swamp between the mother's legs. The mother put her arms away, as if covering her face with her arms, and

	The head is clenched and shaken constantly.

	I didn't rush in at once, but stopped. Firstly, even though I appreciated my mother's reaction in this situation,

	also gave me a wonderful and ecstatic physical and mental experience, and even a sense of satisfaction like a child who had achieved great success. The emotional experience was full;

	Secondly, I want to feel the touch of my lower body for a longer time. Admittedly, going straight in is more crazy, but in this process

	The experience is also something I’m thinking about, and I don’t want to miss any details.

	I used the hands that held my mother's breasts to hold her tighter, sniffing her neck frantically, smelling her fragrance. If I wasn't afraid of my mother

	My dear, I hate " dirty " . I want to lick her and even put my tongue into her ears. In short, I am afraid that the fat meat in my mouth will be away from me.

	Go away, get away from my cock.

	At this moment, I clearly feel that the glans is pressing against the mouth of the honey hole that is overflowing with warmth, softness and heat, like a soft and sticky little mouth.

	The infinite suction seduces my cock, and with just a little effort, I can sink into the fertile belly and dig out exaggerated

	honey hole are sticky with a little juice, as if the deep honey hole is continuously gushing out the mind-blowing juice.

	The intoxicating hot breath sprinkled on my glans, making me shiver uncontrollably, and the entrance to the honey hole seemed to be constantly wriggling

	It was producing a natural reaction, trying to completely absorb my glans. I understood that the glans was against the female.

	My dear, your sweet vagina is the gateway for me to come into this world, and it is a fertile and secret place that only my father can visit.

	A woman's cave is a hero's tomb; a mother's cave is a child's disaster! The strange awe I felt before came back to me.

	up and down at my mother, who was facing away from me. The ecstasy of her lower body further highlighted the tenacity of a mature woman.

	Although it seemed that I was violating my mother, I only felt that I was trapped in her forbidden area .

	The magic power that can almost drain all my strength comes from the weakest and softest part of my mother's body .

	Steel is forged into something soft and pliable . " This strange emotion, coupled with the excitement of breaking the taboo, made my body tremble uncontrollably.

	I woke up, my scalp was numb, and the young cock finally poked the mother's honey hole accurately, right in the middle.

	Bull's eye.

	The suction I felt was getting stronger and stronger, and a stream of moisture soaked through my glans, making it numb. I took a deep breath and

	I was so angry that I forced myself to suppress an impulse. It was embarrassing to say that I found that I was almost at the critical point of ejaculation. After all, I had been stimulated for a whole

	Ye, still a virgin, it is not impossible that the slightest " stir " can make me ejaculate.

	I don't want to end it so soon. If I really ejaculate, it will be difficult to stop because the physiological stimulation has been accumulating for too long.

	Get up quickly; and, my mother will definitely not let me " score twice " ; but the most important thing is that the child is in front of his mother.

	so competitive and stubborn before that I couldn’t stand such a small provocation. It was a great shame and humiliation. I couldn’t hold my head up anymore . So I tried my best to

	He lifted his anus with force and pinched his thigh at the same time, successfully suppressing the urge to ejaculate.

	But my mother 's honey hole seemed to be against me, and even the two soft fleshy mounds on both sides suddenly became conscious.

	Applying squeezing pressure to my glans, the hot and moist deep inside came in waves, and the hole tightly bit my glans.

	Sucking, rubbing ... the urge to ejaculate comes back like a tide.

	Even the mother was twisting her round buttocks involuntarily, as if adjusting her position, as if she was playing under the control of physiological desire.

	almost the last straw that broke the camel's back. I believe that within five

	Seconds, I was defeated.

	I ca n't bear it , so I have to " give up the pain " for the time being ! Then I probably used up all my life's concentration, with my buttocks withdrawn, and the glans slightly

	Reluctantly leaving the fatal entrance to the mother's vagina, the glans still throbbing and hitting the buttocks above her vagina, even holding her breasts tightly

	I'm sorry, I'm a coward. I need to slow down and make a strategic retreat for the future counterattack.

	attack!

	I opened my mouth wide and breathed in the air greedily. My violent breathing startled my mother, and she tilted her head slightly, as if she wanted to

	looked over and asked, " Hmm? " She could feel the strong throbbing of my cock against her ass and the sweet

	around the hole , she may mistakenly think that the juice flowing out of her crotch is my virgin semen ... combined with

	Come on, mother, do you think I've released it?

	said in a calm tone, " It's out , " with a touch of nonchalantness. Perhaps this was what she expected.

	happy ending! Yes, I didn't return to my birthplace in the end, so the sense of judgment she endured wouldn't be that severe.

	.

	Since I was still trying to calm down the impulse and did not answer my mother immediately, she confirmed her judgment.

	　　" Oh, you're still a kid . " I couldn't quite understand what my mother said. How could it be a double entendre? Was she saying that my penis was not thick enough?

	Strength and immaturity come and go quickly? Also, was her snort a bit sarcastic?

	My mother's words crushed my spirit, leaving me frustrated and angry. My natural male pride turned into a raging fire of desire.

	To turn things around, to prove it.

	The hand grabbing the breast increased its strength again, wanting to let the mother experience the boy's recklessness and masculinity. The lower body left the mother's buttocks,

	As if to create some distance to help, he thrust hard again ..

	At that moment, it seemed as if I was also accompanied by a kind of pleasure of rushing into the sky, and it was like a bungee jumping enthusiast who

	With protective measures, he jumped off the cliff in one fell swoop, and his adrenaline surged to the extreme ...

	　　" Pa ..." " Ah ..." , the last sound was a short and greasy hum from the mother , as if the note was in her throat.

	It slid around in my mouth for a while before releasing it. The sound was not loud, but it was enough to stir my heart. But it soon returned to calm. Except for me,

	subconsciously loosened my five fingers that were tightly gripping one breast, otherwise I would not

	I exerted brute force on my own initiative, but my right hand was tightly holding my mother's buttocks, which had become tighter due to the tension.

	The sound from the front came from the rough collision between my thighs, lower abdomen and mother's buttocks.

	The softness and toughness of a mature woman's body, two completely different forces collided heavily, but neither side felt

	pain.

	My impact caused the flesh of my mother's thighs and round buttocks to ripple, especially the flesh on her buttocks, which swayed and rippled.

	After turning it around, it regains its curve , showing that it has a soft and elastic side and a tight side, which makes me want to continue to hit it.

	Hundreds of impulses .

	　　Fortunately, my father was not at home, so I dared to create such a movement that would make people imagine all sorts of things without considering the consequences.

	The scene was too pornographic.

	　　After I recovered, my mother slapped my thigh in anger and said, " If you don't study hard, you will die if you are slow . "

	Over time, mothers are naturally intolerant of their children's recklessness and impetuosity, and such movements seem to represent the destruction of the moral code.

	at first .

	The above happened in just a moment . What was expected was that my cock did not return to the " familiar yet strange" state.

	" homeland " . Even though the feeling from the cock at this moment is hot, soft, and squeezed. What greeted me was not a wonderful experience.

	Beautiful pussy, the cock penetrated into the center of the mother's legs which were pressed more tightly together, or rather, embedded into the plump, soft and loose labia.

	Just like in the animal world, a reptile with a body longer than the flower bud is trapped by the open pod of the Piranha Plant, and the flower lip looks delicate.

	It doesn't have absolute power, but whatever it traps can't escape no matter what.

	my cock was wrapped by the mother's lower flesh, just like riding my cock, squirting deep into the honey hole above

	The breath of the spray was poured on my cock. All kinds of experiences made my cock still jump stubbornly under the oppression, as if it wanted to turn around.

	Toward, it penetrated into the honey hole between the two narrow mounds of flesh.

	What the mother felt should be more exciting and real. After all, a hot iron rod-like thing was sticking in her vagina.

	I could see the temperature rising from her body and the inaudible moans coming out of her mouth.

	She said in a rare soft voice, " Ah, it turns out it's not healed yet ." I was a little surprised for a moment, but soon became calm again.

	Often, people feel that her heart is ultimately calm.

	Hearing my mother's words, I felt like a new soldier who had won a small victory. However, I suppressed my pride and did not say anything nonsense.

	What? I just don’t have the personality to talk dirty all the time, and this is something you really can’t learn without a teacher.

	But I couldn't help but look at my mother 's profile, wanting to appreciate her reaction more.

	As I looked at her, she turned her head , revealing most of her face, and looked at her son, me.

	Looking at my mother , I gathered my courage and tried to speak softly, " Next ... how ... how do it ? " I was still nervous and hesitant.

	I vomited and regretted it the moment I opened my mouth. I was already like this, and you still asked why I was here. Wasn’t it intentional? I quickly changed my words, “ Mom …

	I ... can I move? " I said while my right hand was still wandering and caressing her buttocks.

	The mother's expression was calm , but her face was flushed, her lips were half open, and her long eyelashes were playfully blinked.

	Her expression turned into shame and anger, not only because of my shameless request, but also because my hand passed over her waist and touched her lower abdomen.

	The plump mons pubis is covered with thick, lush hair like soft water plants.

	She didn't answer, but turned her head and said, " Li Yuqing, you are such a bad guy . " I snickered and almost wanted to refute .

	Did you curse yourself too ?

	But the meaning of this response was very clear, and I got another " imperial edict " , full of peace of mind and joy. Then,

	She even shook her upper body and nudged my chest with her elbow, which was more powerful than words. It seemed like, it’s up to you.

	I don't know ( actually agree), OK, as you wish. Complete compromise, let it go.

	After a while, she seemed to think of something and said in a warning tone, " Do n't rush me again. " At the same time, her legs

	It clamped tighter , and my butt, whether from the uneasiness of the unknown or some other reason, felt even tighter.

	I stopped dawdling, and the little dick under my crotch was protesting.

	According to my long-cherished wish, I should adjust the position of my cock at this time and find an opportunity to drill into the honey hole in front of me; as mentioned above

	I don’t want to miss every experience and every detail. It’s like a fantastic adventure, a carefully planned trip, although there are

	The final destination, but the scenery along the way is also a necessary experience and a very important part of this trip.

	would be so boring to go straight to the destination .

	The beauty hole is indeed wonderful, but at this time the situation under the mother's crotch, the tender flesh inside the round thigh and the fat forbidden meat

	The hill, the flesh-walled flesh pot that can be penetrated , also fascinates me.

	I took a deep breath, calmed myself, and started moving my butt.

	　　The cock took over the host's position, and in the situation where it was sandwiched between the mother's tender flesh, it moved back and forth in the flesh crack like cutting through the cream.

	The cock shaft rubbed against the softness there. The first time, the mother did not react. The second, the third ... the speed was not fast.

	Sometimes the whole penis is out of the mother's legs, but it can be re-embedded quickly.

	Know the way. Once you walk it, you will remember the path.

	I didn't need to hold my cock to do it, instead I had to hold my mother's ass to prevent it from escaping;

	Oil, this honey buttocks, I never get tired of touching it, it always provides me with physical and mental pleasure. My mother's delicate body began to tremble a little uncomfortably

	.

	Even if it didn't penetrate the mother's hole, it stimulated my eyes to heat up like green light, my mouth and tongue became dryer, and my throat felt like smoking.

	My mother's smooth legs, soft fleshy mounds, and tender vaginal flesh seemed to be massaging my cock.

	The soft, warm touch continuously transmits to my brain through the nerves, stimulating my scalp and making it numb.

	The feeling of being wrapped in flesh is so intoxicating that it sweeps through every cell in my body. I can hardly control myself from speeding up and moving more vigorously.

	This also reminds me of the experience of fingers in mother's vagina. If the cock also follows the pace of fingers, the pleasure is simply unparalleled.

	Dare to imagine.

	　　" Hmm ..." I don't know when, my mother clenched her fists in front of her chest, and her lips began to shed charming and tender sounds from time to time.

	At least, her reaction now is almost the same as if a real cock were wreaking havoc in her vagina.

	But, there is still something missing. My hands didn't even grab her breasts, my whole body and mind were focused on the cock.

	The behavior is really self-taught. If you have never eaten pork, you will have seen pigs run. It is not in vain to watch Japanese movies. At the beginning,

	I could still control the speed, unlike the first time, when I slammed into my mother's beautiful buttocks, making a loud sound of flesh collision;

	It is to go in and out slowly, because if the speed is fast, it will deviate from the direction, and I don't want to leave the soft embrace of my mother's legs for a moment.

	When I pulled my cock back, even the glans didn't completely leave her legs, and the slow " thrust " gave me a different kind of pleasure .

	I was just as depressed as before, my whole body was shaking, and I slowly climbed onto my mother's waist again, keeping the right direction.

	There was no clapping sound, and the mother's body did not shake back and forth. She clenched her fists and placed them safely on the pillow.

	she let out proved that her body was not unresponsive.

	Another thing I learned without any instruction was that my mouth felt very uncomfortable and I always wanted to lick the woman's body in front of me, no matter where I was.

	I finally understood why people in movies kiss when they are deeply in love.

	I sniffed the sweet scent of woman emanating from my mother's back through her cotton T- shirt like a drug addict.

	I really want to lift up her clothes, not to see her breasts, but to kiss the smooth and graceful back groove in my memory.

	To lick the source of her body 's smell, even if it's sweat. If my mother could see me like this, she would say

	He would probably fly into a rage. Who could accept their son in such a degraded state?

	But thinking of her " resistance " just now , I gave up the idea. I prayed in my heart that maybe she would do it herself later.

	They would take off their shirts because the temperature of each other's bodies was rising. The two of them were tightly fitting together, creating a wave of heat in the air.

	wave.

	Another expectation in my heart is that the mother will take the initiative to say something, anything, and be " violated " by her son with his lower body behind her.

	sang , every syllable and note of hers would add a strong bomb to the erotic atmosphere. Of course, I couldn't say it out loud.

	This mental preparation automatically puts a shackle on oneself.

	　　The mother was thinking about all sorts of things, but she was still moving her ass.

	Inside the legs, the rod and the two soft fleshy mounds were entangled with each other, and for a moment it was like the tender flesh under the mother's crotch was clamping me and caressing me.

	The shaft of the rod, at one moment it was like my glans and the shaft fiercely broke through the fertile land, in the flesh crack, in the hot and tender place

	Rubbing, rubbing, sawing ...

	The specific situation at the moment is blocked by the mother 's round buttocks. I can see the beautiful curve of the buttocks and the dark space of the buttocks.

	Deep, but I can't see the shape of her legs ; many times, I have doubted whether I have entered the place where I was born, my mother

	It's just that it lacks the kind of squeeze, adsorption, and pressure that carries vitality and the unique tension of women. I'm sure my cock

	The son did not return to his hometown .

	In this way, after more than 20 thrusts , I felt that the space between my mother's legs was getting more and more moist. I don't know if it was due to the secretion of my glans.

	it the prostate fluid or the juice secreted by the mother due to physiological reaction?

	from my strict mother would give me a strange pleasure that would stir my whole body and soul, and I would feel a sense of satisfaction and pride psychologically.

	feel.

	Thinking of this, I became more and more excited, and my cock became harder and harder. I was " captured " by my mother's legs and was also stubbornly

	The flesh pot channel formed by the mother's legs and the fat and soft meat mound is getting more and more wet and sticky. I don't know when to go, and the mother's mouth is also not

	again , and his clenched fists seemed to relax, a kind of abnormal calmness.

	It's just that the feeling of my cock being sprinkled with water is more real and clear, coupled with the light soft hair around the meat mound

	Brush, I actually thought of the automatic car wash platform, my cock is like a car, passing through the automatic car wash aisle, the moisture on it

	Under the automatic spray, the soft towel tentacles follow and rub in time.

	Although there were no more tempting sounds coming from the mother's mouth and nose, a " strange " sound came from below, " Puff"

	"Chi ... guaji " , " Puji ... guaji " , along with this sound, I felt the air filled with the air that should not exist between mother and child .

	The pornographic and lewd atmosphere gradually became stronger.

	I couldn't help but stop, the sound disappeared, the butt moved, the sound came again, and the cock was like walking through a swamp.

	Walking is like a person wearing plastic rain boots, wading through the soft muddy ground covered with water. Every time he takes a step forward, the mud is moved.

	The sound of pulp and water made it difficult to move, but it couldn't be stopped. The cock felt hot and slightly cool.

	I was fascinated by the sound, and occasionally stopped to determine its source, as if to carefully confirm it again and again.

	Well, my mother could sense my " serious " sound identification, and her behavior was surprisingly consistent with mine.

	her fists tightly, and her body trembled slightly. The more she endured, the louder the sound became .

	Her body reacted because her senses throughout her body were receiving information from her lower body and giving feedback.

	I was just staring at her face and cheek, actually concentrating on identifying the movement below, and she turned back without any warning.

	She met my gaze , and her slightly messy hair could not hide her slightly blurred eyes. Her peach eyes were full of spring.

	Water, but there was no expression on his face that could make people detect any emotion.

	　　This time I was not afraid of her gaze, which made my mouth even dryer, and I opened my mouth wide and swallowed my saliva .

	evil " mentality surged into my brain, I slightly increased the speed, and continuously pumped the cock that was deeply embedded in her legs for several times, Puji ...

	The sound of "ji " was heard one after another.

	My mother obviously noticed it, and she couldn't keep calm anymore. She looked a little embarrassed and angry, especially when she saw me experiencing this.

	these " obscene " details, she probably thought I was being a bit too presumptuous and was teasing and teasing her own mother .

	So the mother's face flushed with anger, and her eyes were filled with a hint of hatred, but it was certainly not the kind of deep-rooted hatred.

	Hatred, but resentment towards her son for completely destroying her image as a mother tonight and crushing her sense of morality and shame.

	I don't have this kind of " killing people's hearts " mentality . My original intention was to selfishly satisfy my abnormal love and physical desires, but for my mother,

	For example, this is what happened.

	　　" Puff ..... Gwitch " , I pumped a few more times, this time the mother could n't help it, " Hmm ..." , she released in front of me

	lose her composure by hearing such a charming voice, so she quickly covered her mouth, with only a frown on her face, enduring something.

	What expression.

	　　This emotional reaction of the real mature mother in my sight made my heart tremble, and I couldn't help but touch my cock.

	I am currently trying to reach the area around my mother's legs, hoping to feel some water or juice. I know there will be some.

	When I touched the smooth skin between my mother's legs, there were indeed sticky but not greasy water marks, and my mother always noticed my bad intentions.

	When I touched her, she immediately let go of her hand covering her mouth and glared at me, " What are you touching me for ?" Then she pinched me in anger.

	He grabbed my thigh and it hurt so much that I touched my own thigh to relieve the pain.

	Actually, my mother's " accusation " was a bit incoherent. Maybe my crime was not touching. After all, I touched everywhere tonight.

	She couldn't think of any words to scold me, and was even more angry that I, as her son, made a noise representing sex in her lower body.

	He was angry that he had exposed his dissolute behavior in front of his son, so he had to " teach me a lesson " .

	She turned her head away from looking at me, but her legs were spread apart and moved a few times seemingly unintentionally, and my cock felt soft.

	The comfortable feeling is disappearing. When my mother moved like this, my cock left the ecstasy thigh meat pot.

	I could vaguely understand that when I opened my legs, the fat, soft and hot part of the forbidden area was not blocked by any external force, it was like putting

	The water squeezed in the mud hills was cleared away so that next time you walk, there won't be such a noticeable noise.

	She did this without even saying anything to me, like asking me to pull out my dick first.

	She is a mother , so of course she can do what she wants.

	My cock was indeed coated with a layer of egg white-like juice, reflecting a bright watery luster; and part of my mother's buttocks, at the same time

	There is also a clear water light, which looks very obscene and erotic under the light from the window. My cock has lost the ecstasy feeling, but looking at myself

	by my mother's smooth and shiny round buttocks, which did not look like those of a middle-aged woman.

	My cock followed my memory and moved close to my mother's legs again. When I just touched the softness, my mother muttered,

	" Tsk ... Li Yuqing . " She seemed very dissatisfied . I thought she was not going to let me succeed. 

	 

	 

	Chapter 19

	Just when I was confused , I felt a warm and dry feeling on my cock, which made me feel like I was being

	I felt an electric current running through my body. Is this my mother's hand?

	I saw that her thighs were slightly apart, her waist was slightly bent, and her arms were going down, passing under her crotch, holding

	I held my cock, pulled it towards her legs and pressed it down.

	　　This is a very strange posture behavior. I was so shocked that I froze in place, not daring to move .

	I looked at her with doubtful eyes. I wanted to confirm her " initiative " and feel her complex entanglement through the changes in her expression.

	The heart of.

	I couldn't see her true expression, and the blush on her cheeks even faded. She seemed to be doing something insignificant and ordinary.

	It's a small matter, his body and mind are calm, he just looks very serious, guiding his son's evil body.

	A bad association came to mind, was it that when she did that kind of thing with her father, she was also so eager and skilled.

	The ethical stimulation is several times stronger, because the more the father's presence is, the stronger and more three-dimensional the sense of taboo between mother and child will be.

	" replacing " my father gave me, as a teenager, a sense of satisfaction in growing up.

	　　The gentle hands that raised me, though not as delicate as a girl's, are even a little rough and weathered.

	" Golden wind and jade dew meet each other " , when it holds the son's sexual organ and walks towards the abyss, it does n't matter what the touch is, the kind of taboo

	incestuous and transcendental desire that was completely torn apart and laid out before me was enough to drive me, a young and inexperienced person, crazy.

	Without my imagining, the penis automatically became active. It returned to the mother's palm, like a fish in water, and was in harmony with me.

	masturbating . But at that moment, both of them were naked, and their private parts were being

	The place is fully prepared for the reproduction of life . There is little warmth, but more of a lustful color that can devour people.

	My cock was lifted by my mother's fingers and brought to the mound of leg meat. Then, she put her legs together and stretched them straight.

	The waist, and the legs were slightly adjusted, and the soft squeezing feeling of wetness and comfort came, and I almost gasped.

	In fact , it didn't take long, and my mother seemed to be very familiar with it. When my cock was more deeply embedded in the hole than before, I squeezed her buttocks hard.

	It was a little heavier to ease the sudden impact.

	I used my left hand to slightly support my upper body and try to observe my mother's expression. She always sensed my seemingly unlucky expression.

	with good intentions, and she turned her head and glared at me fiercely. Even if she took the initiative to make some incomprehensible

	She also wanted to control everything and would never allow her son to have a sense of dominance. The more I watched , the more ashamed and angry she became.

	Her legs were stretched and clamped together, almost making it impossible for my cock to move. " What are you looking at? Have you ever seen A-ma ? "

	When his elbow hit me, I felt a pain in my chest, so I started to have a limited childish " revenge " mentality .

	Breaking the restraint brought by her tightly clamped legs, rubbing her leg core slit roughly, and the flesh between her lower abdomen and her buttocks

	of the collision, my cock seemed to be melted by the hot breath, but the mother's fat land also seemed to be

	I stirred it until it turned into a puddle of water, becoming softer and slipperier. The pair of substantial breasts hidden under the clothes were probably also turning over.

	Flying, causing the clothes to become wrinkled and messy.

	She also unconsciously relaxed her legs, turned her head to the side, her ears red, and no longer let me stare at her front.

	" Hmm ..." , my mother gritted her teeth and uttered a soft moan. She turned her head back and glared at me even more sharply.

	" Ah ... crazy " and then intermittently scolded. The collision sound below made her feel even more ashamed and angry. She knew what this meant.

	He was saying something, glaring at me, then swung his arm again and threw me back to where I was.

	From her selective and irregular resistance, it can be seen that my mother does not want to fully integrate with me from the beginning to the end.

	to mention her , I myself sometimes feel timid and embarrassed .

	But seeing my mother lying softly on her side, I tentatively continued to move my lower body, and my cock was in her slippery fat.

	He thrust in and out again at the soft core of her legs, concentrating on feeling the incomparable hot and plump feeling.

	could I not be surprised when I was young ? Such a simple action brought me the greatest happiness in more than ten years. Sometimes I feel

	Human beings are indeed happy and lucky creatures. Physiological functions give us primitive stimulation, and the blessing of identity gives us irresistible

	I am also grateful to my mother because it was her indulgence that gave me the opportunity to try sexual pleasure early on. I am even more grateful to her.

	Yes, her words and deeds over the years, her unique charm, and her perfect figure are exactly the kind of person I desire most.

	Image of mature woman.

	It's not that I'm ignorant. Over the years, I've observed many women in my daily life, and none of them can give me the urge to commit a crime. Impossible

	something happened, I thought about the moment, the strict mother whom I was most afraid of was tolerating her son's evil thoughts during adolescence.

	Inevitably revealing a woman's charm, forbidden pleasures surged into my mind, shaking my soul deeply.

	　　At this point, it is comfortable, needless to say, but the desire is hard to satisfy, and there is always a sense of emptiness.

	The sound of people comes from the lack of water noise below . Not only can we not see the turbulent waves or her expression, but even the sound

	There is no assistance at all, I am not happy.

	I got bolder and said, " Pa " , there was a dull sound, it was the sound of my slowly pulling out my cock and my lower abdomen hitting her buttocks hard again.

	The sound, the rod rubbing against the mound of flesh, and watching my mother's buttocks shaking, also made my heart shake.

	　　" Hmm ..." , my mother also groaned, she looked back at me, but did not say anything, only a complicated

	Maybe she thought that the slow back and forth movement I was doing before was too long and was bad for my body and mind .

	Great torture, allow me to follow the control of physiological desire to speed up and increase the intensity, hoping to end this absurd mother

	Close interaction between children .

	I pushed further , and when I saw that she didn't object, I felt extremely hot all over, so I really did it like in the movie, and pushed my lower abdomen a little harder and

	Hitting her soft and elastic buttocks, splashing layers of ripples of flesh, rippling the smooth and soft flesh that is fat but not greasy, making a burst of

	The blushing and lewd music made my lower abdomen hot.

	She didn't care at all when she fell on her thighs or buttocks. I was temporarily fascinated by the sound of this sweet butt being hit by me.

	Perhaps , people in bed have a kind of perverted fetish. I am inexperienced and easily attracted by other novel experiences.

	The cock penetrated her legs so fast that it almost produced sparks, and the high sound of the flesh colliding came one after another .

	A wave of warmth and softness wrapped around the mother's legs, the pleasure was beyond words.

	Continuous hard work has yielded results. " Hmm ... Hmm ..." I saw my mother clenching her fist against her mouth, but she still

	He made an unbearable humming sound, and occasionally exhaled heavy breaths, as if trying to get rid of the strange feeling in his body.

	Go and find peace, but my actions continue and her reactions continue in a cycle.

	I felt like I was floating in the air, and the pleasure was like rising to the clouds. I couldn't hold on much longer, so I quickly pressed the brakes.

	The mother also unclenched her fists as if relieved.

	I slowed down, I remembered something, put one hand into her clothes and climbed up her proud big breasts,

	" familiar " smooth breast meat, the breast meat is like liquid flowing in my hands, constantly changing its shape, and my index finger and middle finger pinch the breast

	The pointed buds were gently rubbed and twisted. " Hmm ..." The mother's body bent and retracted, releasing sweet moans. It seemed that most of the time

	The bud on her nipple is a sensitive point.

	　　" Well ... how long are you going to do this ... well ..." , struggling in an unbearable groan, the mother finally

	Say something.

	I was stunned . Of course, the movement of my lower body did not stop completely. I misinterpreted my mother's intention and just thought, "Yes, the core of my legs is

	The wonderful experience can come to an end. If I delay any longer, my father will be back soon. Then I want to taste the ecstasy under my mother's crotch again.

	I nervously said to my cock, you are lucky, you are going to return to your homeland .

	I, a small person, was standing behind my plump and fit mother, touching her breasts and her tender and hard little cock.

	But it is violating her most private forbidden area, haunting between her mature and charming buttocks and thighs. Such a scene,

	Just thinking about it makes my cock jump, and now, I'm actually experiencing it.

	　　The cock left the soft clamp of the mother's leg core meat pot and began to explore the delicate entrance with the glans.

	The moistness came out , and the glans cut through the fat and soft flesh. I thought, as long as it is not along the direction of the leg crack, but to the bottom of the flesh crack, it is

	It's in the right place, but when I concentrate on pushing it in, I always encounter some strong rebounds.

	I wanted to see it for real before taking action , but by the time I could see it, the chicken was already a million miles away, so I gave up.

	　　I still underestimated the physiological structure of women. I couldn't help but feel depressed. There is not much area below. It should go in even if I poke randomly.

	Why is it so difficult? I looked at my mother, hoping that she would notice my setback and help me, but seeing her quiet attitude,

	I have no chance, no hope, and I have to rely on myself. I will never give up or ask for help easily.

	Fortunately, my lower body was rubbing and poking around, and my mother couldn't have no reaction all the time. Her delicate body gradually began to feel

	glans seemed to melt, making me feel that fascinating

	The entrance to the vagina will also be revealed.

	　　Then I saw that my mother's buttocks were so tight that the small groove formed by the buttocks muscles on the buttocks became obvious, and

	Both of us were expending our energy here, and tiny beads of sweat oozed out of the grooves of our sweet buttocks, like dewdrops condensed on lilies.

	　　This should be a smart and gentle beauty, but in my mother, I feel a kind of unreal seductive charm.

	It was as if this sweet butt did not belong to her, or rather, it was in stark contrast to her proper identity and image.

	I felt my throat burning and dry, I opened my mouth to breathe and swallowed at the same time, the mature mother's body was fragrant, and the atmosphere was lewd.

	It enveloped me, provoking my sensitive body and mind at the moment. My mouth was eager to kiss off the dew on my buttocks. I felt

	Only in this way can I suppress the charm that I cannot resist.

	Just as I was hesitating whether to lie down and kiss her, I felt a slight touch in my lower body.

	　　The glans seemed to touch the softer and smoother flesh, and there was a faint suction force. The key point was that it seemed like

	It has been soaking in the water, and it is also moistening my cock. So I rubbed it there, looking for the opportunity to hit it.

	" Ah ..." The mother's whole body tensed up, just like the reaction of a child when being frightened by the cotton swab and medicine before an injection .

	answer.

	　　" Hmm ... Hmm ... Don't " , a hum escaped from her mouth, and her hand was against my thigh at some point, like a

	some precautionary preparations , but the force was not firm at all.

	Huang, I think this statement is inappropriate, my mother's vagina is plump and voluptuous, an absolutely fertile place for the male root.

	　　The soft and slippery touch, the moist and hot feeling, aroused my mother's stronger reaction, making me want to do it regardless of anything.

	With such random poking, the long-cherished wish of penetrating the honey hole can be temporarily put aside.

	　　" Hmm ... hum . " The mother made a fist with her other hand and pressed it against her lips again. Her clothes swayed with her breasts.

	Several times I couldn't help but let out a charming tremor.

	　　Seeing my shameless teasing , but unable to suppress the reaction on her body, the mother turned back slightly.

	She turned around and glared at me. It was clearly her " initiative " and " acquiescence " , but she could never completely let go of her mother's identity.

	In addition, the reality is not as she controls, so she has to " stop " me and warn me from time to time. But at this moment, the sense of majesty is weak.

	A lot, a hint of blur reflected through the eyelids, and spring water filled the air, tempting the heartstrings, even if she glared at me with gritted teeth

	mother is my woman.

	This method makes me feel very dreamy, my blood is boiling, and the cock under my crotch is getting harder and harder.

	I deliberately rubbed the tender source of moisture with my cock, " Hmm ..." , in fact, my movements were very gentle, but the mother

	The kiss was like being hit hard, and her body trembled. Her reaction added fuel to the fire, and I finally couldn't help it and poked it hard.

	go.

	　　" Hmm? " was my doubt. My cock seemed to be slipping and bounced aside by the two fleshy mounds, not entering.

	The birth channel that I longed for had clearly touched that particularly delicate area, but why couldn't I get in?

	I was a little anxious now, and I was so distracted that I poked more disorderly. More haste, less speed. I either slipped or hit my buttocks.

	The seam is to poke back to the thigh seam.

	My awkwardness seemed to be fully understood by my mother. She turned around and gave me a suspicious look, as if

	also surprised that I still couldn't get the point even after this; I seemed to suspect that I was doing it on purpose; I was even more surprised at my

	immature.

	She blinked, and there was a slight change on her face, as if she had figured something out, from doubt to indifference.

	strange.

	I was a little embarrassed and chose not to look at her. I just focused on my own things. I guess my face looked very bad after hitting a wall one after another.

	I saw that they either had pouty mouths or sad faces. Under my mother's gaze, I even felt that danger was approaching. I had to go in.

	that sweet spot can I feel at peace.

	It seems that the first time, without cooperation, it is not that easy, no matter how many movies you watch, it is useless.

	It seems like a lot of it went down, but of course the cock is still hard.

	My mother must have seen my stubborn and unsuccessful appearance. How would she feel?

	for a child to be humiliated ? Normally, this is not the case, but her son is doing something inappropriate to her.

	Things that are taboo.

	I finally gave up and turned to look at my mother, looking for help eagerly, the meaning of which was self-evident.

	She just glanced at me and didn't intend to do anything . I almost cried out, " Mom~ " .

	With a subtle sly smile, but in a cold voice, " What? " , it seems that the subtext is, if you want me to help you, you'll die.

	Let go of this idea.

	I was afraid that my mother didn't understand my intention, so I rubbed my cock under her for a few times, as if to help explain: I don't

	Yes, I can’t find the entrance.

	Seeing my obscene actions, but without causing any harm, my mother looked a little provocative and proud.

	This is what she wants. After all, the mother is in control, and the young boy in front of her is still a little immature.

	She snorted coldly, turned her back to me, and then she said, " You figure it out yourself . If you can't figure it out, just go back to sleep . "

	" Your dad should be back soon . "

	It seemed like she was ordering me to leave . When I heard her ruthlessness, it seemed that it would be difficult to get my mother's " help " .

	It was so packed. All things are difficult at the beginning , so I had no choice but to gather my composure and force myself to cheer up. Okay, I'm going to show you how successful I am !

	I took a deep breath and prepared to act.

	The rain seemed to be heavier at this time, hitting the rubble with drops of water. The mother seemed to be touched, and her eyes were

	Li, head raised, looking out the window.

	　　Seeing her move, I also calmed down. It was strange, as if she didn't care about what was happening and didn't need to

	Tell me what to do, do what you want, we are like in different dimensions. Maybe it is a bit deliberate,

	She was avoiding something or hiding something. For most of her actions, I had no right to comment or correct them.

	She looked back at me and glanced at my cock which was still hard and longer than usual.

	The forbidden area on the ground was now thrown away with the movement of her body. The look in my mother's eyes made me a little dazed, like a stranger.

	People ... are like the moon , neither making people feel cold nor hot.

	She propped up her upper body with her forearms and casually looked out the window, which was not completely closed, to judge whether the rain would fall.

	Entering the room, her body was almost lying on the bed, the cloth that completely covered her upper body disappeared at her waist and hips, revealing her flesh-colored skin.

	The skin begins to be exposed until a surprising curve bulges out like a peak from the flat ground , extending to the straight legs that are put together.

	The contrast is too strong. The upper body gives the feeling of a housewife, while the exposed lower body is full of feminine charm.

	And the way she was leaning against the railing and listening to the rain was really a splitting move, completely shattering my willpower, and making my lower abdomen swell with the heat.

	The fire of desire was raging like a prairie fire . Suddenly, something occurred to me, and I moved my body in small steps.

	　　" This Li xX , he doesn't even turn off the lights when he goes out , " the mother said lazily.

	It was the light. In my heart , I was very grateful to my father for his negligence, which gave me countless wonderful experiences.

	the mother's tone really fits the saying " Lilacs bear only sorrow in the rain " .

	In my impression, my mother never showed any distress. No matter how boring life was or how many conflicts there were in reality, she would only say a few words.

	There were brief complaints and even curses, but I could never see her mental exhaustion or weakness. But tonight, I have seen too much sadness in her.

	Mood.

	However, I was so horny that I didn't have any thoughts or actions to care about her. I must admit that she did this, which greatly eliminated

	my intention was created, and my selfish side, which was immature, was infinitely magnified in the face of huge temptation.

	Judge me, everyone has had such a moment, but you didn't care about your evil deeds at that time and it didn't leave a deep impression.

	Memory.

	Just when I thought my mother was still distracted by what was happening outside the window, and when I was about to start a war without declaring it , she

	He spoke, as if talking to himself, " Hurry up, before I change my mind . " 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 20

	She completely lowered her upper body and calmed down. Her round buttocks were no longer facing away from me as at the beginning, but facing upwards. It seemed that she still had no intention of " helping me " , or in other words, she had no intention of interfering with my next actions.

	　　This aligns with what I want. What I was thinking about just now was that I had not been able to enter the door. Could it be a problem of body position? Now that my mother's buttocks are facing upwards, would it be more convenient?

	Because I always believed in my heart that even without obvious direct guidance, my mother's movements would still be traceable. She didn't give me a direct answer, but the answer hints were hanging high in the air. At least now, I can see clearly and use my vision.

	I reached out a trembling hand and pressed against the round buttocks that had once been mine. Where the crotch of her legs met the crotch, a dark shadow shone glaringly against the surrounding flesh. I pried open the tightly closed buttocks a little and saw what looked like hair. These long, bright, sticky strands shone a brilliant dark red, making me dizzy. I wanted to turn my mother around so the light would shine directly on her. Then, everything would be visible. Such a big move was just a thought.

	Retracting my hand, I leaned forward, laying directly on this voluptuous, mature, and alluring body. However, I couldn't completely lower my upper body, so I had to prop myself up so I could look down and observe what was happening below. " Hmm ..." Feeling my pressure, my mother mumbled something, though she seemed to be mumbling something hesitantly, without any specific words.

	My mother 's ears were slightly red, but beneath me, her skin felt pleasantly cool, though there was a slight heat somewhere. My cock's entire shaft was pressed parallel to the crack of her buttocks, and she couldn't help but feel the burning hardness. Sure enough, her face seemed to be flushing. Turning around, she said in a voice I'd never heard before, " Just this once, don't be too rough ." Without even responding , she rested her head on her folded arms.

	　　I felt that this was unnecessary. It had come to this point, so why should I care about whether it was messy or not? Her current posture surprised and thrilled me. It was like a customer waiting for a massage, completely giving her back to me, waiting for my " service " .

	in the crack of her buttocks moved up and down, feeling the smoothness and softness of her buttocks. The unnatural feeling that always existed on my mother's body made her buttocks tighten, just clamping the shaft of my cock. She was stunned for a moment, then relaxed. The contradictions and entanglements in her body never stopped lingering.

	Seeing her composure, I felt inexplicably dissatisfied . I stopped thrusting my cock and, as usual, pretended to be pitiful and asked, " Mom , can't you really help me? " She quickly turned around, rolled her eyes at me, and spat, " Li Yuqing, you shameless person, how can I help you ? "

	I was just asking, so I looked down, but it made me even more worried. This posture was not right. With my legs together, what else could I do except rubbing against the buttocks? That plump, black shadow mound of flesh seemed to be hidden again.

	I got off my mother with a guilty conscience and lay on my side facing her, one hand on her shoulder and the other around her waist. Yes, I wanted to put her back in the familiar doggy position. I thought about it. If she lay on her stomach, my cock would go straight up between her legs. If I were to do it wrong, it would probably just hit the bed . It would be better to lie on her side, with her round buttocks tilted back slightly, and my cock would penetrate her legs, so I could feel the softness of her flesh.

	　　" Tsk ..." Sensing my movements, my mother bristled with impatience, but she still complied and returned to her original position, grumbling, " You're so annoying ! It never ends . " This small gesture tormented me internally, as I feared upsetting her, eroding her ability to explain herself. Fortunately, there was no danger.

	to be back in that wonderful position . This time, a true veteran , I eagerly thrust my cock back into that thigh - high cunt. Before doing so, I'd secretly lifted her butt toward me, making it more prominent. Her legs were also slightly bent, almost at a 90-degree angle to her calves. The familiar soft, warm feeling of her flesh caught me off guard, nearly sending me into a climax.

	　　" Hmm ... um , " my mother moaned more freely than before, making me guess that after the previous " development " , she was now missing this touch and enjoying it very much?

	I quickly used clumsy methods to slow down. Now, my lower abdomen and thighs seemed to be folded together along the curve of my mother's buttocks, and the direction of my cock thrusting felt like it was going upwards.

	I learned from my previous lesson and realized that I had to adjust the direction of my glans. I couldn't insert it vertically into her legs anymore. The warm air was always coming from the top of my penis. So, I had to move it diagonally upwards to penetrate my mother's vagina. Success was just around the corner!

	I pulled out my entire cock, and as if with my mind, directed the glans, slightly tilted upwards, and thrust gently. Alas, I missed, hitting a relatively hard patch of flesh. I could feel my mother's lower body tensing even more, the outer thigh flesh touching my shaft.

	Undeterred , I continued my movements, which seemed to work better this time. I slid across a moist and tender area, but ultimately, it hit the firm flesh wall. My mother trembled a little, as if she was very nervous, so she held onto my right hand that was supporting her waist.

	I mentally fine-tuned the direction of my penis head and thrust once more, but it deviated from the center of my thighs and instead seemed to squeeze into the cleft of my buttocks. " Hmm ... ah, " my mother groaned, a hint of panic, and slapped the back of my wrist. " Watch it, " she said , clearly annoyed. I was a little confused. Why? She wasn't even that upset when I almost poked her pussy before, and I wasn't being rough. Watch it? This position was like being in the dark. What I could see was all based on my senses.

	I felt my penis forcefully pushing apart two pieces of buttocks, and the tip of my penis touched the dry and tender wrinkles that I had felt a long time ago.

	　　The sensation wasn't pleasurable, but my mother's reaction was heart-wrenching. I didn't realize at the time that I'd actually penetrated her anus. After all, I lacked practical experience, and porn movies were mostly about cavalry, so I had no idea. Furthermore, I had a preconceived notion that women's vaginas were different from ours, and that the location of their anuses must be different, too.

	before , purely out of curiosity and ignorance.

	　　Anyway, I was very confused about this. And as a teenager with a lot of horny thoughts, I didn't think about such details. Who could have imagined that they were so close together? When I was able to observe them clearly later, I still couldn't believe it and found it very strange.

	I just assumed her displeasure was a normal reaction. After all, how could I possibly remain calm when I did something like that to her? I figured the only way to avoid provoking her was to keep my movements relatively gentle.

	copying and pasting , I swung my cock back in the original direction, my movements were slow, but more resolute and powerful.

	　　" Ah ..." This time , my mother shuddered even more violently. Unlike the light touch I'd just made, this time my glans pressed heavily against that dry fold, even throbbing a few times. The overflowing prostatic fluid seemed to smear it, moistening it a little. As my glans throbbed, I could feel that part of her body contracting, giving me a clear sense of the difference between it and her buttocks.

	　　At this point, I still didn't realize the seriousness of the situation. Even as my mother slapped my wrist several times, her tone growing increasingly angry, " Li Yuqing! What are you doing! " With one hand, she pushed my lower abdomen back, pulling herself away, freeing my cock. Listening to my mother's fury, for some reason, my blood seemed to inexplicably boil. I faintly heard a sound: "Have I touched something more precious than a vagina?"

	Of course, I still couldn't think about her anus, there was no reason for it. It was just that I seemed to have caught a bit of evil taste, as if I had taken the lead for the first time, provoking such strong resistance from my mother. Then, my heart was beating fast, and something inside was tempting me to do it a few more times ... Of course, at this rate, it might completely ignite my mother's anger and ruin all the good things.

	　　The temptation was hard to resist. I conjured up all the images of my mother in my memory, and they flashed through my mind. But the harshness, the arrogance, the even wildness, the arrogance, the normalized indifference toward my father and grandmother, the privileged position in a state-owned enterprise, and her cheerfulness and gentleness around those I considered less than worthy were all lingering. It was especially inappropriate for her age and her role as a mother.

	　　As these thoughts came to me, I looked at the relatively white, round buttocks beneath me. It was as if a refracted light swirled into my body, making me unable to calm down. I had to do something to crush the haze cast by these things in my heart. Now was a good time, and it would be more effective than penetrating my mother's vagina, I felt.

	So I started the next stage of my invasion, but the goal was not the final destination. I gripped her waist tighter, pressing down on the soft flesh of her waist, this was a small subconscious action.

	　　The cock slid across the slippery little mouth-like flesh, followed the previous route, squeezed into the bottom of the buttock groove, grinding the wrinkles that were already a little wet, and felt the small hole that had been experienced before reappear, still contracting rapidly, like taking a deep breath.

	　　" Hmm ..." My mother groaned, as if she was holding her breath, her delicate body trembling. Her reaction told me she seemed even more shocked than before. She didn't slap me or pinch me. Perhaps her shock turned to astonishment, and she momentarily forgot to punish me immediately.

	　　" Li Yuqing, are you a pervert? " she shouted angrily.

	I could foresee her anger, but I still dared to do it because I had an invincible buff : I could use my inexperience to cover up my mischievous behavior. As I said, I was already in a state of complacency and turned a deaf ear to my mother's strong resistance.

	I used my hands to stabilize her body, which also supported me, feeling the small hole at the bottom of her buttocks, and slowly drove my glans into it. It's not that I don't want to go faster, but it's almost closed, so I can't go any faster. If there is a hole, I will drill it. This is the nature of men.

	　　" Ah, uh ... you ..." I couldn't see my mother's expression, but it was definitely one of shock and anger. I hadn't expected that after her furious rebuke, I would still push further, showing no regard for her as my mother. My glans felt the wrinkles around the small opening rapidly contract, like a disturbed mimosa, quickly coming to life and then closing. It seemed to resist my glans's advance, yet also to open the door and allow me to squeeze in. Before I could get much in, I felt an unusual tightness, even forcing back the urge to ejaculate.

	　　" Mmmmm ... stop ... stop it !" My mother's panic grew. If I hadn't had the foresight to hold her waist in place, she would have jumped. Even so, her hips were desperately trying to pull away. Seeing no sign of retreat, she nervously cried out, " Get it away! Are you crazy? Li Yuqing! " " Believe it or not, I'll beat you to death ! " As she spoke, her hips had already slipped away from my glans, so nothing went in after all.

	Hearing this, I was a little scared. It seemed like I had indeed gone too far. The psychological impact of causing my mother to react like this was a bit too much for me to handle. Mainly because the stimulation it gave my glans wasn't very good, definitely not as good as the smooth, plump, soft mounds of flesh between her legs. It was more of a perverted psychological stimulation (I have to admit). Furthermore, it was so difficult to get in, and forcing it down might have had adverse consequences.

	After a close call , my mother breathed a sigh of relief, quickly propped up her upper body and turned back. It seemed as if her eyes could spit out flames. Her face was pale and her anger was frozen. She pinched my thigh hard.

	　　" Hiss ... it hurts !" I gasped in pain. I didn't need to look closely to see the bruise. My mother's face was gloomy, and she said in a tone that it deserved it, " You know it hurts too . "

	At the time, I had no idea what I'd gotten myself into. My fear of being scolded by my mother gradually gave way to curiosity. I'd never seen her resist so strongly. My actions weren't rude, but why didn't she bring it up? I waited for her to clarify.

	She naturally stroked her buttocks, as if to comfort something that had survived a disaster, or to confirm that the situation was safe; at the same time, she glared at me, the resentment still lingering. However, I didn't have the time to appreciate the charm of this action for the time being.

	　　Seeing I was still confused, she finally spoke. " I told you not to do that, but you didn't listen . " I quickly defended myself, " I ... I didn't ..." But before I could finish my sentence, my mother's words and actions interrupted me.

	She poked my forehead with her finger and said, " What were you doing just now? How could you learn such perverted things at such a young age ?" I was even more confused when I heard that . My attitude couldn't change so quickly without any warning.

	I lowered my head , glanced at her from the top of my eyes, and murmured timidly, " Didn't you allow it ? "

	The mother 's face suddenly turned red with sadness and anger. She seemed to be hesitant to speak. It was obvious that she was troubled by something. Finally, she spoke, " Who told you to insert ... bah ... there? " " Is that a place you can touch ... If you don't find it disgusting, I do . "

	　　Still, the words were vague, and often our conversations felt like a game of charades. It was also true that tonight, mother and son had suddenly been thrust into this absurd situation. At least she was still feeling restrained, and she definitely couldn't bring herself to say anything crude or " slutty . " I was the same way, I could only comprehend, unable to point it out.

	　　It was as good as saying nothing. I still didn't realize what I had done. I even looked at her with embarrassment and said, " Mom, I ... what happened just now ? "

	My mother realized that I was not pretending and was indeed ignorant. She could no longer gather her anger and was left with only helplessness and resentment. No matter what, I had done something that was beyond my ability and that of a bad child. How could she possibly comfort me with a kind face and gentle gentleness?

	My mother looked at me with her peach blossom eyes, took a deep breath, as if to suppress her emotions, and spat, " What do you use to poop? Just tell me if it's dirty or not ." She spoke very quickly, as if she was afraid and nervous but had to muster up the courage to finish the sentence.

	　　After saying that, she was left with only shame and anger, having reached her climax. She quickly lay down with her back to him, gasping for air.

	When I understood the meaning behind these words, it was like a thunderbolt splitting my brain, wreaking havoc on my most sensitive nerves. In modern terms, it was a blast. No way, I had just penetrated the anus, the very orifice of excretion. I hadn't even achieved a true return to the vagina, and I had already violated my own mother's anus? Suddenly, it felt unreal.

	　　My mind throbbed, and memories of previous experiences kept hammering at me. Back in the hotel that night, I had rubbed my mother's mysterious, dry, wrinkled vagina. I clearly remembered it contracting vividly, weak but firm, just like tonight; I recalled my mother's unusually sensitive trembling; tonight I used both my hands and my cock. No wonder my mother was so uncomfortable and resisted when I " teased " her there .

	Realizing this, I stared blankly at her exposed asshole. My entire body went numb. Looking at her, it felt like an electric current ripped through my body, piercing my spine and piercing my mind. This reaction was no exaggeration. As a son who had always been well-behaved, I had now penetrated my mother's anus. Although I hadn't actually penetrated her, what difference did it make? It was like breaking a taboo, and the psychological shock was exponentially greater.

	Yes, I didn’t think of anything disgusting or dirty at the first time. Of course, my past experience didn’t tell me that this could also develop into a point of mating. I should be unconscious and uninterested in this place. The only thing in my nature is a regression complex towards the channel of birth.

	As " normal " people, neither my mother nor I would entertain such thoughts. This is probably a fundamental physiological restriction, etched into our genes since the very beginning of humankind. Wait, if that were the case, wouldn't the intimate interactions we experienced be impossible? They even imposed further constraints on our identities and social ethics. But I, craving the thrill of this subversive experience, somehow overstepped the bounds.

	　　Call it servility or curiosity, isn't it human nature to yearn for the challenge of taboos and adventure? The more impossible something is, the more we want to experience it.

	Thinking about this, it was as if the evil side of my heart had been awakened, beating rapidly, and my adrenaline was surging even in the quiet time. I looked at the sweet buttocks in front of me, and suddenly a kind of evil intention that I couldn't control was born.

	　　To my young self, was it reasonable? When such an unacceptable and excessively intimate interaction between mother and son occurred, what was the point of common sense? The core tenet of this absurd drama of life was its unconventionality. Then everything made sense.

	A child's self-control is not guaranteed . Even in a straight life, they may occasionally overdo it. When they haven't yet been confined by the rules of the world, timidity and violence can coexist harmoniously.

	For some reason, I recall one afternoon during the summer vacation of fourth grade . A rare, junked car was parked at the entrance to a mountain road. Looking through the window, I saw what seemed like a fortune to a kid like small change. Two friends, a few years older than me, tried to break in the window and steal the money. I didn't say anything in agreement, but I didn't stop them either. I turned my back on them until they sprinted past me, then I panicked and followed them. Later, I enjoyed every snack I bought with the stolen money.

	　　" Wang Er next door never steals . " Even a child who fears his mother's scolding for not coming home after nine at night has become an accomplice to theft. Sometimes I break free, too, when the benefits are unprecedented.

	jumping up and down before my eyes gnawed at me like an ant, forcing me to abandon all concerns about the consequences. I wanted to see how my mother would react if I did that. Although I still didn't believe it could provide me with physical pleasure.

	　　" Just do things seriously . Although you are called a child, you are not a child anymore ," the mother said in a tone that sounded like a long sigh, lying there quietly.

	Serious , is this word appropriate to use in this situation? Perhaps being serious means returning to where you should be.

	I calmly pressed my body against hers, my impenetrably hard cock blazing like a sword against her voluptuous vagina. Mother lost consciousness and shuddered. Perhaps she sensed a change in me: a quick, deft, and practiced maneuvering, a departure from my usual childishness.

	I rested my head on her shoulder blades, one hand on her shoulders and the other on her waist and hips. Without even looking, I thrust my hips forward, thrusting hard. " Pa! " My lower abdomen smacked against her plump, firm buttocks. " Mmm ..." Caught off guard, she let out an unrestrained moan, her waist arching slightly.

	My cock was inserted accurately into the sweet spot of her thigh core, which was made of fat and soft flesh, but the foreskin that had not yet completely fallen off was pulled a little uncomfortably. Fortunately, the moistness and softness there made the nerves of my glans glans active again, absorbing the pleasure.

	Perhaps this was the broken window effect? After the embarrassing insult to her anus, she now rudely returned to her legs, creating a lewd sound of flesh colliding, and her mother did not stop her.

	It is true that the touch of my glans here is more comfortable, and waves of numbness seem to be exploding in my lower abdomen.

	I gathered my composure, trying to process the sudden stimulation of this " first wave " so I wouldn't accidentally ejaculate . There was still so much to do. I ignored my mother's feedback and began thrusting with the same force, accelerating. Sometimes the gap wasn't wide enough, so the " slapping " sounds weren't as frequent, but they were still continuous.

	　　" Hmm ... Hmm ... Ahh ...

	　　Although all this was caused by me, and although I enjoyed my mother's " cooperative " charm like a drug , I felt a little complicated in my heart. How could she tear apart her mother's image by herself?

	　　The pace quickened, sliding across the delicate entrance of her vagina several times. At these moments, my mother would often clutch my wrists tightly, her moans turning into sniffles, followed by a cherry-like " hmm ... mmm " that escaped, as if she had endured the pleasure and was finally forced to let out. It wasn't as exaggerated as in the movies, but it felt real and moving to me. When I thought of her and my father having sex, it was often this same, cloying, and stirring sound.

	I was delighted. My cock was rock-hard, a pillar standing upright. Only the nerves were throbbing, not the shaft itself. Why was it so alluring? Because I could clearly confirm that this sound was tinged with enjoyment, desire, indulgence, and recognition of the man who toiled behind me. I'd thought about it day and night, even childishly swearing on my life, hoping that I could make my mother make that sound. I didn't expect it to happen so quickly. The overwhelming happiness made me want to wander.

	　　" Hmm ... gentle ... ah ... slow , " my mother moaned, but it wasn't a sign of resistance; it was more like a normal, unforced moan. I thrust hard, and gradually, one of her hands began to gently and caress my thigh, the reaction of a woman in ecstasy. She didn't look at me, half her face buried in the pillow, but her hand was restless, almost touching my bare buttocks, as if encouraging and praising my thrusts. I even thought that if it were convenient, she would probably touch my hard cock. The thing she had given birth to, now returned to her fertile and forbidden land.

	　　" Puff, puff, " as I thrust in and out, the plump and soft core of my mother's legs became increasingly moist. I could clearly feel water seeping out from deep within, and driven by my cock and the shaft of my shaft, smearing the surrounding area, making it sticky and slippery.

	On a rainy night at the end of summer vacation, an ordinary, usually unremarkable woman in a rural village, in bed, displayed the contrasting charm of a mature woman. Her voluptuous, voluptuous body was manipulated by her young son, who gently indulged him in pleasure. This scene drove me crazy, almost losing my mind, and I felt that death was worth it.

	Her exposed buttocks, and the occasional rise in her T- shirt , revealing her waist and back, were shrouded in tiny beads of sweat and covered in irregular, messy red lines, evidence of the aging of her body, or rather her skin, unlike the delicate, tender flesh of her youth. To me, this uneven skin tone, or the inability to quickly regain its color, was a testament to my mother's long experience, amplifying her mature allure.

	It seems that these blushes that emerge with lust also bring out the rich fragrance of a woman's body, which makes me intoxicated.

	　　" Pa ... pa " , my body seemed to be equipped with a perpetual motion machine , tirelessly rubbing the flesh between my mother's legs, " Hmm ... hmm " , my mother seemed to have adapted to it, and the frequency of her moans became much lower.

	When I was careless, my glans brushed against the tender, slick, juicy entrance of her vagina, skimming the bottom of her buttocks, that absolutely forbidden anus. Mother let out a " hmm ..." before a panicked, nervous " Ah ... no! " as her butt reflexively tried to pull away. The provocation of her sensitive and shameful anus, even in the midst of intense desire, frightened her, as if once bitten by a snake, she was afraid of a rope for ten years.

	But I quickly pulled my cock back out, but it was just a light touch, and it sank back into the core of my mother's legs, which made both of us numb. It was just a small mistake, and I corrected it quickly.

	It seemed that I was not interested in this, and my mother was relieved, a little doubtful. This could be seen from the strength of her push on my lower abdomen.

	Many times, my glans still kissed that anus, pretending to be careless, " Ah ... you watch it " , " Tsk ... if you do it again " , sometimes she even shook her butt a few times to express her dissatisfaction with me.

	I gradually discovered that although there was not much physical pleasure for me, my mother seemed to react quite a bit, even more sensitive than touching the wet and sticky entrance of her vagina. Could it be that this is also a sexual organ?

	But the general trend was that my mother really thought I was careless, after all, we were close to each other.

	　　" Hmm ..." My mother 's breathing was rapid and disordered. If her legs had not been used to satisfy my actions, they would have crossed and moved seductively. I looked at her subtle movements and felt that she had suppressed this impulse several times.

	My lower abdomen and pubic hair seemed to be stained with the juice oozing from my mother's forbidden area, messy and reflective, adding to the source of physical and mental stimulation.

	Due to my many mistakes , my mother's buttock groove and anus seemed to be covered with the juice oozing from her own lower body, which added a bit of coolness to her hot lower body.

	Everything seemed normal. I made occasional mistakes, but the main theme was still playing in my legs. Like a frog in boiling water, my " conformity " paralyzed my mother .

	How could she have imagined that when I knew that was her anus , I had a ridiculous and evil thought. After working on her thighs for so long, the devil inside me was about to break free, and I was ready to go all out and take a big, forbidden stimulation.

	It doesn't have any function related to sex or desire, and in my previous fantasies about my mother , I never included it in my fantasies. But tonight I realized its symbolic meaning. After all, it's so close to my birth canal, and one day it will be unable to escape unscathed.

	My right hand was across my mother 's lower abdomen and belly, and I was in a posture that was almost like hugging her. My left hand was trying to bend her shoulder blades, trying to " lock " her in place as much as possible.

	　　My cock went in and out of my mother's legs without any problem, soaked in the slippery juices that had oozed out of her forbidden area. Looking down, I saw the whole cock was shiny and greasy. This time, after the glans left my mother's legs, I didn't immediately insert it back in. Instead, I secretly adjusted the direction of the glans.

	thrust upward diagonally with accumulated strength, and the glans was parallel to the seam of his mother's buttocks. It slid smoothly into the space between the two cold buttocks from the bottom entrance of the buttocks, and hit the wrinkled flesh heavily.

	　　Too hard will break easily! " Hiss ..." , I gasped in pain, breaking out in a cold sweat; because the glans didn't really squeeze into the anus as expected, but seemed to be blocked by the tightly closed small hole and the surrounding tender flesh, making my whole shaft tilt this way and that. I almost suspected that my penis had hurt its " bone " .

	Meanwhile , my mother was feeling even worse. " Ah ... what are you doing ..." I could sense her panic. After all, that part of her body was incredibly sensitive, and her body's defense mechanism kicked in quickly. Her buttocks were incredibly tight, as if they were tightly clamping around my shaft. Her plump, soft upper body was practically frozen.

	I pressed my glans against her anus, feeling the unstoppable contractions there, while exerting force with my hands, as if imprisoning her, while her buttocks struggled to escape. Desire and evil thoughts gave me boundless strength, and I kept holding her buttocks against my lower abdomen, leaving her alluring buttocks with no way to escape.

	　　" Li Yuqing! Are you crazy? " My mother was naturally furious. She tried to pry my hands apart, but failed. She then pushed my thighs and lower abdomen, trying to get rid of me, but failed again. She was completely panicked.

	I knew that the confinement couldn't last long. Either I couldn't withstand my mother's anger for too long, and I was also afraid that she would have an emotional breakdown.

	I slowly pulled my cock out, and my mother thought I was done, that her struggle had intimidated her and she was giving up. Her strength to break free had weakened considerably, and she gently pushed me in encouragement. Unexpectedly, after I had completely pulled my cock out of her butt crack, I suddenly thrust back in, continuing to thrust all the way in.

	My mother let out a long, drawn- out " hmm , " her whole body trembling, whether from fear or a touch of physical stimulation. Still, I hadn't gotten very far; I just felt something tender and slippery there, as if the small hole had vanished. Fortunately, my cock continued to tingle, which wasn't bad either. The psychological stimulation and the morbid sense of accomplishment were peaks. A young boy, uninitiated, stabbed his mother's anus with his penis. It might sound crude and vulgar, but I gradually began to revel in the pleasures of multiple taboos.

	　　" Are you a beast ? How dare you touch that ?" my mother said viciously, struggling in vain. Unable to push me away, she pinched my arms and thighs fiercely. I endured the excruciating pain, now experiencing both pain and pleasure.

	　　" I'll count to three. If you don't pull it out, I 'll ... ah ..." My mother didn't finish her sentence. Instead, she arched her waist and moaned softly, and her strength in pinching me became weaker.

	Because I have started to thrust into her anus at the bottom of her buttocks repeatedly, just like I did before. And I seem to sense something, which makes my cock seem to be much thicker and longer. That is, her moans don't seem to be that painful, or even nonexistent. Except that I didn't actually insert anything, but just kept thrusting into the anus; could it be that there is really pleasure here, or is it just a strange and uncomfortable feeling. Could it be that she and her father ... have already explored this place? Impossible. , two such traditional people, and from what I had secretly seen before, they had never shown any interest in this place.

	　　Back to the scene, my mother was very surprised. She didn't expect that I would become more extreme and go all the way to the end.

	　　" Take it away quickly , " the mother's voice was trembling, and there was a bit of forbearance, " Don't touch there, do you hear me? It's unhygienic . I ... I'll help you with something else ." The last sentence seemed to be said with all her strength, " Um ... hum ... stop ... stop ... do you hear me? "

	I hugged her tighter and kept moving in and out from behind her. " Oh, Mom ... Mom , " I moaned, deliberately doing so to prevent her from collapsing with anger.

	As I continued to move in and out, although I still didn't go deep, I felt some changes there. From the beginning, I had a hunch that if I forced it in, both of us would be hurt; and relatively gentle but continuous poking would actually open a gap.

	It's like the ancient days of attacking a city, using a battering ram to ram the gate, over and over again. Many of the first few attempts seem unsuccessful, but as the quantitative change leads to the qualitative change, it's only a matter of time before the gate is breached. That's how I feel now.

	　　" Mmm ... hum ... no more ... don't do that here ..." My mother moaned feebly, her body still struggling to escape. But I could feel it now. Every time I thrust into her anus, besides contracting, my cockhead seemed to slowly sink a little deeper, and with that contraction, the hole there began to reappear. And after so long, the folds were damp with my prostate fluid and the fluids that had seeped into her vagina, which I had brought to her with my cock.

	I increased the frequency, but still gently, waiting for that critical point. I hoped it would come soon, because I could no longer " hold " my mother . After all, she was not thin and was used to doing farm work, so she was quite strong.

	　　" Ugh ... ah ... you'll realize your mistake soon ..." the mother cried helplessly, resentfully, and indignantly. Because she hadn't yet inflicted any physical pain, she must have begun to realize how unbearable the situation was. The taboos of human nature had been crushed, and she felt uncomfortable but unable to escape.

	After a dozen more poundings, the moment was about to arrive. My mother's anus contracted, and the folds seemed to sink a little, like a whirlpool emerging from a calm lake. I felt my glans being pulled in a little by her contraction. Lubricated by the juices secreted by each other's reproductive organs, my glans was firmly nailed in.

	　　" Oh ... God ... Li Yuqing ..." My mother pinched my arm tightly, her whole body was shaking, and her buttocks were about to break my rod, but it didn't feel like pain, but extreme shame, or like her own shameful secret was exposed in public, she was extremely uncomfortable, openly accepting the ridicule, accusations, and judgment of others, psychologically she was ashamed and could not tolerate it!

	　　For me, this was a historic breakthrough and achievement. I felt like I had fallen into a hole of bliss, my body and mind feeling so refreshed that I lost consciousness.

	At this moment, half of my glans was sunken into my mother's anus. I felt a tight squeeze and an extremely hot sensation. The surrounding flesh was tightly gripping my glans, as if to crush it ... Faced with the invasion of a foreign object, my mother's vagina began to violently resist, contracting and swallowing, trying to push my glans out. It actually gave me the urge to ejaculate.

	I resisted the thrust desperately and didn't thrust in or out. It was obvious that once I pulled out, it would be difficult to get back in. I did a pelvic floor lift to suppress the urge to ejaculate. While my mother's anus was shrinking inward, I thrust my cock hard and pushed it in again with great force, with the entire glans deeply embedded in it.

	　　" Ah ... well ... you ... you dare to go in " , mother gasped, her buttocks tensed again. As I went deeper, her resistance stopped completely, and she trembled all over and weakly let go of the hands that were pushing me away.

	　　" Crazy ... Li Yuqing ..." The cruel reality seemed to have drained her energy and spirit. Seeing this, I began to feel a little worried about my mother's condition.

	I quickly put my head close to her ear and whispered, " Mom ... why not ... didn't you ... didn't you approve ? " Yes, I started playing dumb, pretending I didn't know this was an anus, and once she pointed it out again, I used the excuse of being inexperienced and taking the wrong path!

	　　As I spoke, my glans gently stirred, tugging at the tight flesh of her anus. It was all I could do; I couldn't thrust in or out. " Hmm ... stop moving ..." My mother couldn't help but moan. It wasn't enjoyable, but it wasn't painful either. It was strange. Perhaps it was because she always ate a lot of vegetables, so there was even a slight lubrication there. Or perhaps it was because my glans wasn't very thick, so it could accommodate her, so it wasn't painful.

	　　" Pull it out quickly, it's dirty there , " the mother said softly with a hint of tears in her voice, and completely stopped moving her body.

	When my mother was having sex with my father, she would cry out of extreme pleasure. That meant a woman was completely lost in enjoyment, and the physical pleasure was already at its peak. Deep down, I really wanted to see my mother's reaction with my own eyes.

	　　At this moment, I came out. But I didn't feel any excitement or excitement, because it was different. It didn't seem like the sound of abandon to desire and pleasure; instead, it felt like despair. Seeing my mother like this, I felt a little lost, and then a strange sense of apprehension came over me. I completely gave up on going any further. Besides, it wasn't that tight, and it didn't seem like I could go any further.

	　　Did I really go too far this time? Did I challenge my mother's bottom line? There's no winner there.

	I kept my glans still, thinking about how to overturn this gloomy atmosphere.

	I was behind her ear, panting, looking like an extremely ecstatic pig, showing the excitement and excitement of a young boy who had tasted the forbidden fruit, and at the same time, my body and mind were occupied by carnal pleasure. I didn't know why, so I opened my mouth and said in a trembling tone, " Mom ... It 's so tight and narrow ... I ... Was I really born here ? "

	That’s right , I was still stupid and pretended not to know that I had inserted it in the wrong place, thinking that I had successfully returned to my hometown.

	　　Hearing this, my mother trembled, as if expressing surprise and suspicion, " What did you say? " and she turned her head away. She probably wanted to look at me, but because my head was against the back of hers, she couldn't turn around.

	She suddenly touched my thigh randomly, as if after a mental struggle. " Li Yuqing ... you ... ah ..." Her sobbing voice really faded, and she began to feel a little helpless and sad . This is fine, I can bear it.

	　　" I gave birth to you ... Do you know what you did ? " My mother said shamefully and angrily, and pushed my chest back with her elbow, which made me speechless due to the pain. It was like she was giving me a little lesson.

	I said again, " I'm sorry, Mom. I don't know when I started to have this urge . " It was funny. We were not on the same wavelength.

	Seeing that I was still “ completely clueless ” , my mother became unusually irritable and lost her composure. “ You … beast … you’ve got the wrong place .” I felt her face flush again after she said that, burning with grief and indignation.

	I pretended to be shocked, " No ... No way ... That, that is ..." Now is a good time to get off the car . I pretended to admit my mistake and turn back. I hesitated and before I finished speaking, I pulled my glans out of my mother's anus.

	　　" Um ... ah " , this time, the tender flesh of the anus was pulled hard, which gave my mother a great stimulation. She couldn't help but let out a seductive moan, then closed her mouth in panic , looking embarrassed, and glared at me fiercely.

	withdrawal process, I could clearly feel the glans of my penis being rubbed by the wrapping, and my scalp went numb, and I almost ejaculated on the spot. Now, I should be able to " rationalize " my previous behavior , and my mother will have no reason to make trouble.

	　　Seeing that I had quit, he seemed to have " taken the wrong path " . He pinched me and said resentfully , " You bastard ... you just do whatever you want " , " I shouldn't have indulged you tonight " .

	I lowered my head in shame, thinking, "This is a soft landing, right? But after such a perverted thing happened, will there be another chance?" I mean, I mean, the temptation to experience home.

	I tiptoed to the bed, not daring to look at my mother. We fell into the familiar quiet space, but my restless heart was still active.

	　　All night long, I've been trying to figure out my mother's attitude and " intentions , " like she'll only take a step if she's kicked. So, isn't it time to exercise some subjective initiative? If the mountain doesn't come to me, I'll go to it.

	At least after such a long period of " interaction " , the wall of taboos has long been in tatters, and my face and heart have become thicker, fueled by desire.

	My father 's absence wasn't long, but if he was just out for a late-night snack, he'd be back soon, a constant source of uncertainty. My various " savvy " actions had already consumed a lot of prime time, and time was running out. I felt a sense of urgency and couldn't hesitate any longer.

	I slowly turned over and just as I was lying on my side, I unexpectedly met my mother's eyes. It seemed that she had been looking at me the whole time. I was so scared that I wanted to use the same trick on her waist and hips, but my right hand fell to the bed.

	My mother was lying on her stomach, facing me, one thigh raised at a 90- degree angle, nearly to waist height. Her face was expressionless, but I felt like I was being seen through. I had been caught red-handed doing this little thing.

	I also leaned down to hide my still-erect penis, and put my arms together in front of my face to block my mother's scrutiny, which gave me a sense of security. Or maybe it was because nothing could block it, I was so nervous that I swallowed repeatedly.

	she was watching me, contemplating something. Did she find her son so strange? Or was she reflecting on her own actions ?

	I don't know how long it was before she suddenly spoke in a commanding tone, " Go down and turn off the light by the door. I thought electricity is free. " Hearing her speak normally , I finally felt a sense of relief.

	　　Sooner or later, we, or rather, my mother, couldn't leave this light on all the time, no matter how we considered it. I knew that no matter what happened next, without this " light pollution , " the visual pleasure would be greatly diminished. Even if I hated it, I had to obey the " order . "

	I found my shorts and put them on, leaving my underwear behind as I got out of bed.

	　　" Oh, those gamblers may have moved to another place to gamble all night long , " my mother said with disgust. I didn't move when she spoke, and stood by the bed, even inside the mosquito net.

	Just as I lifted the mosquito net and prepared to go out, I heard my mother's faint voice, " Don't expect your father to come back tonight. We can't waste a night's electricity . "

	I felt like something was pulling at my heart, and I put down the mosquito net in my hand . I turned around as if possessed by a ghost and looked at my mother lying on the bed, a mature woman with her seductive buttocks naked.

	　　" Looking down from above , " taking in a panoramic view of her slender figure, was a completely different experience. I saw her lying on her stomach, legs raised, her buttocks exposed, but still unclear. Compared to her smooth, silky buttocks and thighs, the dark shadow between her buttocks was mysterious and profound. I couldn't see its true nature, but I could sense it as if it was constantly emitting signals that captivated young people.

	Maybe it was because of the tossing and turning just now, there were several small patches of watery light on my mother's naked body. It was unclear whether they were beads of sweat or something else.

	Looking at my mother like a young woman, with a gentleness that was not in line with her age or status, I felt extremely satisfied, and my cock between my legs made an exaggerated tent in my shorts.

	As if by telepathy, as I gazed at my mother with such illicit intent, she lifted her head slightly. A few strands of flaking hair obscured her suddenly flushed cheeks, but they couldn't hide her watery eyes. She seemed to have anticipated my scrutiny; after all, we'd already been " communicating " beyond measure. She glanced at me briefly, then casually sank back into bed, completely oblivious to my presence.

	Maybe I stood there for " too long " , or maybe she couldn't stand my evil gaze, so my mother finally couldn't help but said angrily, " Why are you still standing there? Go downstairs and turn off the lights . "

	But I turned a deaf ear to her. The opportunity to see this beautiful sight so clearly and generously was rare, so how could I give it up? Seeing that I was still unmoved, my mother quickly propped herself up with her arms and pulled the quilt over her lower body. A flash of black grass passed by, and I didn't have time to see it clearly.

	Her face flushed, and she looked ashamed and angry. She gave me a look, but this look was full of joy and spring breeze. She deliberately raised her voice and said, " Hey, did you hear that? Are you stupid again ? "

	There was no point admiring her sweet butt , so I shifted my gaze to her breasts. She was still wearing that ordinary cotton T- shirt, but perhaps because of the previous ordeal, she seemed to have sweated a little. The thin fabric seemed sticky and tightly stuck to my mother's body. When she slightly raised her chest, the outline of her full and plump breasts was particularly conspicuous and could not be ignored.

	I kept swallowing my saliva, feeling hot and uneasy, and my mother saw through it all.

	　　" What are you looking at, you idiot? You even dare to take advantage of your mother? " Seeing that I was staring at her chest, she didn't avoid it. Instead , she smoothed the fabric against her body and scolded me angrily.

	　　" Uh ..." As her hands moved, the two plump breasts seemed to sway slightly. Seeing that I was getting even more entranced, she couldn't help but say in an embarrassed tone, " What are you still looking at? Why don't you go? " I scratched my head in embarrassment, turned around, and walked out. I wonder what my mother's expression looked like at the end.

	I was incredibly excited . My mother's relentless approach only intrigued and captivated me. We'd already had a very intimate and inappropriate interaction, but now, being stared at, she felt uncomfortable; the simmering anger often turned into shame and indignation. Seeing my mother react like this was a unique feeling for me.

	The more active and varied her emotions and thoughts were, the more I felt that she was flesh and blood, real, and the taboo stimulation brought by her undying motherhood, and a fire of conquest that did not belong to my age rose in my heart.

	The unattainable dream seemed within reach, a feeling of overwhelming happiness for a young person whose mind was still immature. From the hidden meaning in her words, her indulgence in my prying eyes, I knew that tonight would not be a delusion; the opportunity was always there.

	Unable to wait, I turned off the lights on the first floor and returned to my mother 's room. Of course, the lights in the room were not on.

	if guided by some mysterious force, I didn't close the door. I pretended that I had no ill intentions and just slept normally.

	My mother's position remained unchanged, and I suddenly worried she might be asleep. That would be a problem. I followed closely, edging towards the bed. The three-meter distance felt incredibly long. Was it because it was so dark? With no light at all, I could make out objects, but they were all dim.

	　　" Close the door , " my mother's voice echoed in the darkness , indifferent yet resonant. I'd anticipated this, and now it was confirmed, my blood inexplicably boiling. Without replying, I followed her instructions, turned back, resolutely closed the door, and pressed the latch hard. It was quicker than last time, or perhaps, more impetuous.

	My mother didn't say anything until I, too, lay down, staring at the blinding ceiling. Without the light, my body was forced to become more sensitive, my consciousness more lucid. I seemed to see many substances flowing with the air in the murky space. Air, smell, water, desire—all seemed incredibly vivid. The sense of taboo was also forced into our own realm, a plunge into the unknown black hole.

	My heart pounding, I turned my head to steal a glance at my mother. I couldn't tell what she was thinking. Though she stood still, the slope of her chest rose and fell noticeably with her breathing. Noticing my subtle movement, her head jerked a little, but she ultimately didn't look back. She knew I was watching, what I was anticipating, and the fire within me, so intense it could rip through the dull darkness.

	Suddenly, I noticed my mother pick up something and hold it in front of her, examining it thoughtfully. I focused my gaze, straining to see what was happening. Though the world had lost its color, the outlines remained: she was clutching those panties! What could this mean?

	After a while, her hand dropped. Was she going to put it on ? If she did, wouldn't that mean everything would be gone? I almost cried out. Fortunately, she glanced at me and put the panties on her left side.

	　　This made me very interested in these ordinary little panties. This is indeed a relatively perverted fetish, but it is very common in sex. So I turned my body towards my mother and reached out my arm across her body. I also wanted to grab the panties in my hand.

	But before I could even begin, my mother slapped me hard. " Slap ! " she yelled. " You're so annoying! " I withdrew my hand in frustration .

	Our actions were all strange, but I felt it was appropriate. The air became even more hazy, and instincts flowed slowly. There had to be a prelude, and it had already begun.

	After a moment's silence, my mother turned over, and the quilt covering her lower body slipped to one side, exposing her sweet buttocks and legs to me. I couldn't see her skin color, but her curves were still stubbornly visible.

	Seeing this, my blood boiled, a fire rose in my belly, and it seemed to converge in my mind, a chaotic cacophony. As I gazed at the outline of her buttocks, the tip of my penis felt a sudden, almost unpredictable pressure. I could never forget the sensation of it partially penetrating my mother's most intimate anus. My penis isn't actually very thick, not as large as the chicken or goose eggs described in novels, but it felt quite long. When it squeezed into that narrow passage, it reminded me of a syringe. The rubber tip is like the tip of a syringe, slightly larger in radius than a syringe, but elastic, allowing it to be compressed and squeezed through a narrower tube.

	As I was fantasizing about it, my mother suddenly spoke again, her tone as if chatting casually, " In ten days or so, you'll be in high school . " I suppressed my urge and responded, " Uh ... "

	　　" Although you are not yet 18 years old, you are officially an adult. Many people go to work after graduating from junior high school , " the mother added with a hint of emotion.

	Help! My mind isn't on this at all. I don't want a mother-son conversation. I don't know what to say. I just pretend my mother can see me and nod stupidly as a (useless) response.

	　　" The further you go in school, the further you'll be from home, and gradually away from your parents ," my mother said with some sadness. After hearing this, I thought carefully and realized that it was indeed true, which made me feel a little sad.

	But this is a necessary part of life, and fortunately, it's a gradual process, so there's no need for excessive melancholy. Moreover, the carefree nature of youth will soon be diluted by new experiences, new people, and increasingly demanding academic workloads, wiping out the harsh bonds of family. Chinese parents, on the other hand, are clearly already mentally prepared for this, believing their children's success will inevitably lead them to greater heights, and this comfort can alleviate their heavy anxieties.

	The mother's mood suddenly changed and she became serious. " You should study books carefully and do things in a down-to-earth way ." " You should know what you should do and what you should think about . "

	It's bad. The mother started to preach unilaterally. There was a hidden meaning in her words, and even a fool could hear it.

	　　" Just be yourself from now on , " the mother sighed at last.

	Unlike the helplessness and resentment after being influenced by my father , who then indulged me with complex emotions and mentality; my mother at this moment seemed to have regained all her maternal love, and there was more of a framework atmosphere of education, concern, pampering, and worry.

	　　Believe it or not, I was a little moved at that moment. Those evil thoughts had subsided a lot, but my cock was still half hard. I quickly moved closer and hugged my mother from behind. I really just wanted to be intimate with her like a mother and son, without any evil intentions.

	I pressed my face against the crook of her neck and, like a child, called out, " Mom !" My mother was stunned for a moment, then gently patted my hand. It was pure parent-child interaction.

	Chinese parent-child relationships are often reserved, at least until the child is a bit older, when intimate contact becomes rare. While savoring this long-lost warmth, I still felt it wasn't enough. I kept pressing my face against my mother's, caressing her, as if this would earn me more love. My mother allowed me to hold her like this; how could a mother deny her child's closeness? The idea of avoiding suspicion once a child grows older is just an excuse we make for some genetic flaw.

	Unfortunately, my body was shaking, and the intimate contact inadvertently crossed the line. After all, we were both naked ...

	　　My cock had its own ideas. When it accidentally rubbed against my mother's smooth buttocks, it became completely hard on its own. And with my slight movement, it pushed into the space between my mother's buttocks and legs.

	I don’t know when it started, but my mother’s body gradually became a little tense, and she trembled from time to time. She felt very uncomfortable and uneasy, both physically and mentally.

	I had no idea that my cock was heading towards the parent-child restricted area. " Wait ... wait a minute , " my mother suddenly said in a panic.

	　　

	 

	Chapter 21

	I was surprised for a moment and looked up at the back of her head, but soon my face flushed as I realized what was happening. But I didn't pull away. My cock throbbed uncontrollably a few times, like a charge horn, and desire gradually took over. The sweet fragrance of the mother in front of me seemed to transform into the strong and seductive scent of a mature female.

	My breathing became heavy, and my mother took a deep breath, as if she had made a difficult decision.

	　　" Don't let anyone know ..." Mother suddenly said. Just when I was about to say something ...

	　　" Hiss ..." I gritted my teeth but couldn't help but let out a sound, because at this moment my penis was held by my mother's fingers. Although I couldn't see anything, it was easy to feel. Her fingers were not delicate, but the roughness left by years of hard work formed unique lines, mixed with the warmth of motherhood. Even if I didn't stroke it, I felt a surge of stimulation.

	Then I was shocked. What was my mother doing? She used her fingers to lift my cock and pull it towards her forbidden area. Her hips also moved slightly, as if she was looking for the right spot.

	In the end , she did offer her help . I think she was afraid I 'd stray again . No, the change was so swift. One moment, it was tender mother-son intimacy, and the next, it was incest. Could it be that from the beginning, my mother had assumed my hug was malicious? Regardless, it was pointless to dwell on it now. Wasn't this what I'd been waiting for?

	The feeling of happiness, the physical and mental pleasure, formed a heavy hammer that hammered at my soul, making me forget everything. As if I was out of control, I said, " Mom , what's going on now? "

	　　" Shut up! I'll only help you once , " my mother said with forced authority, clearly filled with shame and indignation. If there were a hole in the ground right now, she would crawl into it without hesitation, I thought. And I really would crawl into her hole. But her words could have two meanings: a one-time help, or just to satisfy my lust tonight. Never mind, I'll eat it first, then I'll figure it out.

	I could feel her adjusting the position of her hips, while her warm fingers continued to pull my unusually hard cock. I couldn't see anything, I could only feel the glans sliding lightly and quickly across the familiar plump, soft and tender flesh, until it touched a moist, tender and hot piece of flesh. I didn't need to guess to know that it was the mother's hole that I had been dreaming about.

	My mother's body trembled violently, and then she let out a long breath. I felt her body was getting warmer, and her feminine scent became more fragrant.

	I looked forward to the next step, wondering if she would take the lead or I would take the initiative. This time, it was my mother's guidance, so there was no way it could be wrong. Although I'd made this move before, I'd never been so convinced as I was this time. Whether it was the position or the subtle suction of the tender flesh against my glans, as soon as my cock shaft was pushed in, I'd be done with my virginity.

	Suddenly , my mother's fingers began to move again, rubbing my glans against the entrance of her vagina and moving it around. Sometimes I could feel the two soft little pieces of flesh, seemingly tossing and turning at the touch of my glans. I felt something strange, as if my mother's vagina had changed. I couldn't connect it with the image I had previously imagined when I thrust into her legs. It seemed that I needed to explore it thoroughly and clearly several times before I could get familiar with this place. But for a moment, I was a little puzzled by my mother's behavior. What was her purpose?

	Soon, I felt it getting wet, like a trickle of water gushing out, soaking my glans and the flesh under my mother's buttocks. Her body trembled more violently, and her breathing became heavy and unbearable, but she stopped the movement of her fingers and quietly pressed my glans against the entrance of her vagina.

	I held her waist tightly, for I was afraid that if I got too excited , my lower body would swing around and escape from the mother's vagina that I had finally reached.

	Normally, I would have followed my instinct and thrust forward without hesitation. Unfortunately, I was a young man deeply coveting my mother. When such an opportunity seemed so close, I wanted to cling to it for a moment longer. It was like a child tearing open the package of a favorite snack but not wanting to devour it right away. Sometimes, pausing is a kind of enjoyment.

	Maybe she saw that I was hesitant to take the next step, or maybe she thought I was still waiting for her correct instructions, " But ... it's okay ..." , my mother spoke hurriedly. Although she spoke only a few words, her volume showed a clear trend of decreasing, and the last word seemed to be almost squeezed out of her throat.

	　　Hearing this, my cock was excited, and it seemed that I had really taken a step forward unconsciously. The sticky and wet head of my glans pressed against the entrance of my mother's vagina. It was warm and moist there. A slight touch was like a sunken door opening to the left and right. As long as I exerted a little more force, I could go straight in.

	My heart was beating violently in my chest . I wanted to see my mother's face clearly in the dark. I always felt that her ears were turning slightly red at this moment.

	I don't know when, but my mother let go. Meanwhile, I forced myself to suppress my pleasure and thrust hard. " Ah! " she cried out, as if she'd been fully prepared for it, regardless of whether I'd hit her or not. Sorry, without her fingers to hold me there, my cock easily strayed. Or maybe it was just too slippery there, but I did slip again, and the head of my penis hit the tight flesh of her buttocks. My cock felt like it was broken, and it was so uncomfortable.

	Only then did my mother realize it was a false alarm . It was like being fooled by a fake move in basketball. Her body had already coordinated and let out a soft moan. Because of this, she felt like I had played a trick on her, and she was very embarrassed and angry, letting out a " tsk " sound.

	Her vivid and real reaction made me want to stick my dick in and out of her, but reality always likes to play tricks on me.

	As if swayed by emotion, my mother once again twisted my cock between her fingers, expertly guiding it towards the entrance of her forbidden zone. A wave of ecstasy washed over my glans nerves. It made me think she did this often; she was truly an experienced, mature woman. My excitement stirred a complex feeling. She must have done this with my father often. Yes, she should have been stroking her husband's penis; why was she stroking her own son's today?

	to apply downward force to my cock, slowly. I couldn't help but wonder: if I were the one applying the force, I would be thrusting straight forward. Why, with my mother's hands, was she pushing downward, like a marble into a soft muddy swamp? She released her hand again, but then her ass began to move, as if to completely " swallow " my glans and shaft.

	　　" How long are you going to keep doing this? Wait until your dad comes back, " she said impatiently , just as my glans sank into the tender flesh, even causing her to release more moisture. Furthermore, it felt like two small pieces of flesh were enveloping the shaft at the front. A fiery heat spread throughout my body, and I shuddered with the urge to urinate.

	I knew what this meant, so I tightened my butt and held it in. My glans was now stuck in the hot mud, with the soft mud surrounding it from all directions, making the urge to pee too strong.

	As my mother twisted her body—yes, the movements were subtle, but that was the feeling. My glans was completely mired in the mire that devoured my essence. " Ahh ..." Her subtle moans, however, carried the greatest allure of the night, piercing my very core. My glans, as if out of my control, throbbed and struggled within the soft flesh. She let out another short, low cry, suddenly tensing her body and raising her head. She raised her right hand to cover her mouth, her left hand clutching my thigh tightly, her nails practically piercing my skin.

	Hearing her mention my father again, the complex emotions swirling within me quickly erupted into a storm, a terrifying and debilitating one. Suddenly, my mother seemed unfamiliar, and everything before me felt unreal. I clutched her plump buttocks tightly, but the tip of my penis still seemed to sink. Her panting was clear in the still night, reaching my ears, and I could still feel the wonderful sensations in my lower body.

	　　My glans still felt the heat and moisture of my vaginal opening, the pressure and suction squeezing my vaginal flesh, which was soft. But I couldn't stop thinking about my father, the man who had always had high hopes for me, met all my material needs, and sacrificed everything for my studies. What was I doing now? Was this how I repaid my father's unwavering love? My heart was in turmoil, but my physical instincts were not to be outdone.

	　　" Hmm ... Hmm ..." , my mother 's butt wanted to continue sinking, she trembled and moaned, the sound of moaning was still very seductive, now when she made this charming moan because of me, the pleasure that my turbulent body and mind felt was unusually strong.

	Because of this, when I felt panic and guilt, I still did not pull out my glans immediately. My mother's vagina was secreting too much water at this time, which made me feel her slippery and lust, which made me unable to stop.

	The pleasure brought by complex emotions will erode the valve that controls ejaculation more quickly. In less than half a minute, I felt that I could not hold on any longer and wanted to ejaculate.

	I quickly moved my right hand from her buttocks and pressed down hard on my mother's waist and hip bones to prevent her buttocks from sinking any further. Her panting also eased. She even wanted to turn her head away, perhaps because she was doubting my calmness or my immaturity in being able to withstand the charm of a woman, but I stopped her with my hand.

	Her hips didn't sink, but she swayed slightly. She had no idea her son, who had been so lustful all night, would actually back off. She still attributed my composure to my inexperience and inexperience, believing that becoming a man still required her, his mother's, continued " guidance . "

	It's like " sleeping in the same bed but dreaming different dreams " . I am " resisting " and she is " taking the initiative " .

	As her body swayed , the glans could feel the tenderness of the vaginal flesh more clearly, and I almost couldn't control myself. It was warm, soft, tender, and comfortable. I was so uncomfortable but my body was shaking, and I was on the edge of the critical point.

	I can't explain it more precisely myself . I pulled my hips back slightly, letting the tip of my penis slide across the moist flesh of her vaginal opening and then withdraw. I don't know what my mother was thinking or feeling at that moment. She seemed to be in a moment of ecstasy. She didn't question my withdrawal, simply thinking it was a common mistake for a novice. Her hips were still twisting slightly, searching for my lower body.

	I was panting, my cock hard stuck in the groove of her buttocks. As my mother's hips moved, her buttocks were stained with a lot of water stains that probably belonged to her.

	　　The view was too dim, but it seemed to gild the mature body I'd longed for so long with a voluptuous undertone. Her toned, voluptuous hips and legs were clearly defined, their lines beautiful. A high school student, a first taste of womanhood, a middle-aged woman dripping with maturity, my morbid imagination becoming reality. It was no surprise that my body and mind were undergoing any incomprehensible changes.

	　　Switching gears , for a brief moment , my mother was still using her sweet ass to welcome my cock home. Her " initiative , " the alluring sway of her sweet hips, reminded me of those female demons from strange novels, seducing men with their beauty. This shouldn't be the case. This woman before me is the closest person to me in the world, the one who would make any sacrifice for me. How could I possibly have entertained such a thought? But we had " trampled " a taboo, and it didn't seem real to begin with, so why was my bizarre imagination so surprising?

	　　After all, that fertile swampland really does make me feel like my strength is being drained away, isn't it? It's what absorbs my essence. And my mother's twisting and turning at this moment, constantly " trying " to devour my lower body, reminds me of the female demons that once frightened me, especially a beautiful snake.

	deep in my soul intensified, and I moved back slightly to prevent my mother from " successfully " moving . Finally, she became a little confused and stretched out her right hand, measuring my thigh and part of my buttocks, as if to confirm my position.

	　　" I really owed you in my past life ," she said, her sweet ass also followed , spitting curses. She still thinks my child is unteachable, and she has to endure the huge shame and strong psychological pressure to actively initiate this sinful mother-son interaction. Pity the parents in the world.

	I felt like I had lost all my strength to resist, and could only cry out in shock , " Oh my god ! Wait ... wait a minute . " My intention was to resist her advances , as she was about to devour me. But I simply didn't have the strength to articulate the final " wait ... wait a minute . " Or perhaps I did, but to her ears, it was nothing more than the unreal excitement of a young man, the throbbing sensation of being overwhelmed with excitement, the unreal feeling of having my lustful desires satisfied.

	　　" Hmm ..." She let out a long and soft moan, filled with the joy of finally achieving success after going through so much hardship.

	She continued her " hunting " motions with her sweet ass. I felt the front of my glans being tightly wrapped by a wet, slippery, warm area. It was so tight and narrow, the tender flesh there seemed to be constantly contracting, as if to push my glans out, yet it also held me firmly. I have to say, this moment was infinitely more comfortable than any previous prolonged external friction.

	While the panic was still lingering , I couldn't escape the intense physical pleasure. The oxygen in my body seemed to be depleted in an instant, my vision became increasingly blurry, and my hearing seemed to suddenly fail, leaving only the keen sense of touch in my lower body. It was like an instant explosion, and my sense of strength returned. I firmly grasped my mother's buttocks with one hand, not to molest her as before, but to slow or even prevent her buttocks from continuing to carry my glans down into the muddy abyss.

	Did my mother think I was playing hard to get? She was thinking too darkly. " Why don't you move? " she muttered in dissatisfaction , shaking her body. It felt like she was " unsatisfied " in front of her son . This sharp contrast made the fading desire overwhelm my complex hesitation. Involuntarily, I gave it my all, pushing forward as if following an order.

	　　" Hmm ..." , my mother moaned again, as if finally finding some relief from her long-suffering. My thrusts caused the mire in her vagina to clamp tightly around my glans, like a landslide, and my mother's tight buttocks clamped tightly around my scrotum.

	I just want to stay at this stage. It’s intoxicating enough, and I feel that the consequences are terrible and I can accept them in my heart. So I won’t move forward, but it’s finally the right proactive action.

	Suddenly, my mother turned around with difficulty and looked at me in the darkness. I could feel the sorrow in her eyes. She had no expression on her face, but a hint of charm. She pursed her lips and looked at her son who was doing such a rebellious thing behind her.

	　　This glance back was the last straw that broke the camel's back. Suddenly, my mind was filled with white light, and the head of my penis was throbbing violently in the mire of my mother's vagina. Even without any other movement, the scorching heat and the enveloping feeling inside were enough to make my pleasure climb to a dizzying peak. My prostate was throbbing with activity, and as an experienced masturbator, I knew what was about to happen.

	　　At this moment, I felt that I couldn't ejaculate inside her. I vaguely felt that doing so would have terrible consequences and would defile my mother's sacred forbidden area.

	At the critical moment , I pulled my glans out from under my mother, and my hands unconsciously pressed my mother, who was lying on her side, onto the bed with her buttocks facing up.

	My hips followed suit, and my glans landed squarely on the entrance to my mother's anus. I came, a continuous spurt of semen. It was the first time I 'd released my semen " through " a woman's body, a symbol of orgasm. The ejaculation process was much longer than usual masturbation, and at that moment I was even afraid I would die of exhaustion .

	　　" Ah ... ah ... you ... Li Yuqing! " The first sound was caused by me pushing her down roughly , and the second sound was obviously because my cock was pressing against her anus, which made her feel ashamed and uncomfortable, and spurted out evil liquid.

	I could still feel the wrinkles of her anus closing and contracting rapidly, and her buttocks tightening so tightly that they were almost breaking the shaft of my penis. My mother resisted, but she had lost the consciousness and strength to resist.

	After ejaculating, I collapsed limply onto my mother's back, gasping for air, all my energy drained away, and I fell into a brief moment of confusion. It was a sensual, soul-stirring pleasure, my scalp tingling. But the more it lingered, the more it felt like a physical response, a kind of sickness that came like a mountain and faded like a thread. I thought of the octopuses I'd seen in the animal kingdom, where males die after mating once. I also remembered the bulls fighting to the death on the grasslands for mating. There's a certain joy in sexual intercourse, sometimes, that you pursue even when you know it could lead to eternal damnation.

	Logically speaking, I shouldn't have such a reaction as I have had a lot of experience with ejaculation, but on the one hand, it was the long-lasting stimulation tonight that made me accumulate all my energy and release it all at once, and on the other hand, I did it on my mother's body, so the stamina was unprecedented.

	Sensing my ejaculation was over, my mother nudged me with her back. " Are you done? Get off me now, " she said, motioning for me to dismount. As she moved , I slowly, reluctantly, lay back on the bed, my heart still pounding, the afterglow still raging through my body.

	My mother said nothing. She quickly covered her butt with her body. I don't know when she had a ball of tissue in her hand. I looked and saw that there was indeed a pack of toilet paper at the head of the bed.

	My mother frowned, a little disgusted, and rustled a few times, crumpled the paper into a ball, and threw it directly under the bed along with my ejaculated semen. During this time, she glanced at me with a complicated expression. But I had no time to think about these things.

	Under the bed, paper crumbs were scattered all over the floor. The household garbage that should have been produced by the couple was mixed with foreign things. That was the mark of the intersection of the mother and child's DNA . The mother did not insist on cleaning it up. This was their usual habit. Anyway, no one could recognize anything.

	She got out of bed, clutching her red cotton panties, and walked out quickly. Her buttocks, jiggling like jelly, flashed past my sight as she moved. About five minutes later, she returned to the bed, already wearing other underwear, though I couldn't quite discern the style or color. She slipped on her shorts. Her skin, still slightly moist from washing, mingled with the coolness of her body and the warmth of her body, creating a unique aroma.

	During this time , she didn't communicate with me at all. She had a habitual composure, as if she was minding her own business, as if it were just a routine matter. If this was the case with her father, then how could she remain so calm when something like this happened to me? Was she just trying to handle it coldly?

	The afterglow has passed , just like a wandering soul returning to the body, the mind is extremely clear, leaving most of the space for countless thoughts to surge up, and at the same time, I am nervously waiting for my mother's " definition ", " judgment " and " summary " . There must be an explanation for the future life and the relationship between mother and son.

	My mother seemed to have just realized that I was still next to her and that my lower body was naked. She even shrank her body and put some distance between us. She turned around, looked at me with her head tilted, and said, " Are you satisfied this time? " with a slightly teasing and sarcastic tone.

	I replied guiltily, " No ... no ... ah, Mom ... we are fine, " and stammered, not knowing what to say.

	I felt like she was rolling her eyes at me. " Hmph , put away your frivolous thoughts from now on , " " You 're in high school now, study hard . " She meant this as a one-time event, even though it hadn't fully happened yet. I could only mechanically respond with an " Oh ," though I wasn't feeling lost or desperate at all. There was still a long way to go, and once a taboo was torn, it couldn't be mended; it would remain a permanent scar, like a nail stuck in a board.

	No matter what she was thinking tonight, no matter what she decided to do next, we lived under the same roof, our blood ties couldn't sever our bond, and I was destined to have the advantage and the opportunity.

	I was lost in thought when my mother kicked me and scolded me, " Go wash ! " Although I felt the sticky moisture in my lower body had dried up, I obeyed, swiftly put on my underwear and shorts, and headed to the bathroom.

	The lights were bright as day, but I hesitated to turn on the shower, holding my now-soft cock, feeling dazed. There weren't any marks on it, just a smooth, dried-glue feel, perhaps a reminder of what it had been stained with.

	Even after I 'd simply showered and settled back into my room, I still felt a profound sense of unreality. Yes, I suddenly didn't know how to face my mother, at least for now. Perhaps tomorrow, my surging energy would surge back, igniting the physical passion of a young man experiencing a woman for the first time. But right now, I needed solitude, to process everything and calm my chaotic thoughts.

	　　Speaking of energy, as a young and hot-blooded me, I should have been able to score twice quickly to make up for the regret of not entering completely. However, as mentioned before, the consumption tonight was a bit special, and it made me enter the sage time physiologically; coupled with a sense of retreat when knowing the difficulty, it was late at night, and my father might come back at any time, and my mother's attitude seemed unlikely to accept my despicable behavior again in a short period of time.

	Before I had time to think, I was overwhelmed by extreme sleepiness . I didn't know when I fell asleep. I only knew that when I woke up, it was already past 10 o'clock in the morning.

	of last night are like a surging tide, making me feel that this world is not real, and it is like I have come to a new world. After all, I have entered a new stage in my life through some things that are unacceptable to the world and despised by rules and laws. It is familiar and unfamiliar.

	I cannot describe in detail and vividly the storm in my heart that what happened last night brought. The boy’s abnormal dream almost came true. It can only be described as gorgeous and brilliant.

	My condition recovered quickly, and as I reminisced, my cock, having woken up, began to raise its head, its desire for my mother intensifying. A new day dawned, and I wondered how she would face me. Was last night also deeply etched in her mind? Or was it just a minor incident, a pampering of her son.

	washing up , I found my father sleeping in the room near the stairs. He must have just returned and was still asleep. Then I cleaned up the mess in the living room and went downstairs to take out the trash.

	My mother doesn't have to go to work on Sundays .

	walked out the door, I saw her chatting happily with a few aunts under an old tree by the path . From that perspective, aside from her nice skin and figure, there wasn't anything special about my mother. To someone who didn't know much about women (as I assumed), she was just an ordinary country woman, given her drab and old-fashioned attire. The treetops were my only path, and suddenly I felt nervous and uneasy, even though I knew my mother wouldn't attack me in this situation.

	I walked over to them and greeted my mother and the others one by one. My mother just glanced at me, the cheerfulness of the conversation between my aunts turning into a smile on her face.

	After taking out the trash , I passed by them again. My mother called out, " Li Yuqing , pick these sweet potato leaves, " pointing at her feet. Then she returned to their chat, as if I had never been there.

	I picked up the pile, which had more vines than leaves, and returned to my front door. As I picked vegetables, I wondered what my mother's reaction would be. She was so calm; even if someone else were around, she'd be a little embarrassed. Could it be that she had so quickly erased the memory of last night, truly come to terms with the emotional upheaval it had stirred?

	If this is true, it's hard to say whether it's a good thing or a bad thing. Of course, I believe there's still a chance, but will it come quickly? Now that my mother complex is getting worse, how tormented I must be during this period.

	　　Fortunately, there were still many exciting things. Before returning home, I could still use many means to obtain the nourishment provided by my mother's body and satisfy my lustful fantasies. For example, deliberate observation, secret observation, casual touching, deliberately forged touches, her close-fitting clothes, the inadvertent exposure of her voluptuous body. And the live sex shows she performed with my father. Although it was beginning to drive me crazy, my envy of my father and the charm of my mother's womanhood, consumed by physical desire, which she had never performed in front of me, gave me a feeling of being left out and orphaned. But all of this combined produced a perverse and intense pleasure.

	During lunch , my mother hardly communicated with me. As usual, she kept nagging about my father's faults. Fortunately, her tone was not harsh, and my father did not get angry or respond. He was indeed in the wrong.

	For the next few days, I didn't take any extreme actions, partly because I was afraid of my father being home. I didn't want to cause a family tragedy. Occasionally, I'd catch a glimpse of her in the mornings as she changed clothes before work, her skin still moist from the shower, her mature and plump figure exposed by the tank top and shorts. I couldn't help but use her changed underwear to help me masturbate. Since I had already tasted the taste of a mature mother, the stimulation was more concrete, which led to a significant reduction in the time I spent masturbating.

	　　I haven't heard my parents having sex these past few days. I can't say I'm disappointed, but I can't say I'm relieved either. I'm very conflicted about this.

	I longed for my father to return to his construction site in another province soon. How long would he have to stay home? Why was his work so unusually free, and he always found an excuse to come home? Judging by the situation, it would probably be after I started high school. The trouble was, once in high school, he might not even be home on weekends. High schools back then generally had make-up classes on Saturdays, and only half a day off on Sundays. Unless there were special circumstances, we wouldn't have a weekend off, which was only once a month. This meant I spent less time at home, and less time with my mother.

	Shit, I haven’t even started high school for a single day, and I’m already looking forward to the winter and summer vacations.

	On the other hand , the relationship between mother and son " naturally " returned to normal . In scenes where we were alone, my mother did not mention that night or my Oedipus complex. It may be that she was deliberately avoiding it, or it may be that my " good behavior " confused her.

	　　It's worth noting that my mother truly doesn't shy away from anything in her life. Even in the heat of summer, she doesn't bundle up tightly, but rather keeps herself cool. Sometimes, when she changes clothes, she still leaves the door open, and doesn't appear to be cautious or check her surroundings. Of course, this is at home, with no one else around. To put it bluntly, she's still the same as before, and she doesn't go out of her way to guard against me in these areas.

	Due to her personal beliefs, she did not realize the gender differences between mother and son that become apparent when they reach a certain age; so, can we also say that what happened that night faded from her mind?

	Being exposed caught me off guard.

	In just a few days, I felt like a pervert from a Japanese movie. Even without the opportunity for intimacy, stealing a few glimpses of her was a great pleasure. Most of it was just the limited glimpses of her flesh that were revealed during the half-minute or so she was changing clothes. Even in her underwear, her voluptuous and toned figure still made my blood boil.

	She maintained her habit of waking up early, finishing her chores around 7 a.m. and leaving the house around 8:30 a.m. , always changing into more casual clothes before going out. She mostly stayed in a room on the first floor, which became almost her personal room, where she kept her regular clothes.

	So I always picked the right time, or accidentally passed by, or just sat on the sofa by the door to brush my teeth, actually doing a stealth act. For a few days, the results were not satisfactory, but I was very satisfied in my heart. A glimpse of a small part was enough to support me to have a passionate hand job.

	But I didn't dare be too blatant. I didn't meet my mother's eyes. It's not even certain she noticed me, but when I came out, she would always look at me as if she were interrogating a criminal. My behavior was too strange, and I had a criminal record, so there was no way she wouldn't be alerted.

	who used to sleep in during holidays now wakes up early every day, even if there is nothing special to do. He always brushes his teeth and walks around before she leaves. It is obvious that he is either a traitor or a thief.

	　　Finally, on the fourth day, I was brushing my teeth again, sitting at the end of the sofa near the door. I leaned forward and looked back toward the door. Mother had changed her pants and was pulling on a polo T- shirt. Her breasts, embroidered in a red bra, were firm and full. The small exposed part of her breasts shone with a sleek white sheen, brighter than the morning sun. Facing me sideways, her breasts arched upwards, brimming with the allure and tenderness of a mature woman, a potent symbol of male allure. Within seconds, I was drooling.

	Before, I could say that I had seen it unintentionally, but today my posture of peeping was too obvious, and it was obvious at a glance that I was just trying to see the scenery in the room.

	My mother felt my burning gaze and paused for a moment. Her T- shirt was stuck on her straight chest and had not been completely lowered. Then she slowly turned her head and looked at me.

	　　" You ..." My mother was about to explode , but perhaps remembering that my grandmother was still on the first floor, she stopped what she was about to say. She looked anxious and angry, glared at me fiercely, then twisted her body to quickly pull down her clothes to cover her plump breasts.

	same time, my heart felt like it had been struck. I sat up straight, feeling guilty, then stood up and walked to the bathroom. I wanted to escape in time and never give her a chance to teach me a lesson, so that this matter could be glossed over invisibly.

	I was only halfway there when my mother caught up with me and twisted my ear. It hurt, but because I still had toothpaste foam in my mouth, I just groaned and the noise was not loud. So we both went into the bathroom on the first floor.

	My mother casually closed the door. I lowered my head and spit out foam, and my ears escaped her clutches.

	My mother's face was grim and fierce, but her breathing was steady. Her brows were knitted into knots, and her gaze shot at me like cold arrows . " Li Yuqing, what are you thinking about all day? Do you still have any sense of humanity? " Her voice was low, but her anger was unbearable.

	I kept my head down, not daring to breathe. My heart was pounding, and it felt like there was a little rabbit jumping around in my arms. I felt like there was a disaster bird flying in the air, and it could hit me on the head at any time.

	I wanted to find something to relieve my embarrassment, so I took some water to rinse my mouth, ignoring my mother 's words. When I raised my head to rinse my mouth with tap water, I was stunned for a moment, attracted by the image in the mirror.

	The light green polo- neck T- shirt on my mother was not as loose as her previous clothes , and the outline of her bra was particularly prominent. She faced me sideways, and her firm breasts seemed to be deliberately showing off in front of my head. After spitting out the water in my mouth, I continued to stare at the image in the mirror.

	His mother soon noticed his impudent look and was furious. " Where are you looking? Every time I tell you something, you just keep silent and pretend to be dead, right ? "

	　　Hearing this, I stood up straight, turned my head, looked away, and made up my mind to pretend that I didn't know what was going on. " What did I ... do? I ... sweared at people so early in the morning , " I said dissatisfiedly .

	At this time, my mother poked my head with her finger and said in a cold tone, " What are you still thinking about? Don't think I don't know what you have been doing these days . "

	When I heard this, I felt inexplicably excited . The more she could realize something, the easier it would be for me to move forward. I was afraid of the cold treatment.

	I hesitated tentatively and said, " Then ... that night ... "

	　　" Nothing happened that night ... You'd better forget about it ... Just study hard , " my mother interrupted me immediately.

	I didn't expect her to see it this way. It didn't fit the way things were going. But she was the one in authority, so what she said was right. As a son, what else could I do? Thinking about it this way, it made sense.

	But her words were contradictory. "It's okay, then why should I forget?" To be honest, I could really say it was okay, after all, my little cock under my crotch did not completely enter her forbidden area.

	I murmured, " I'm in puberty, I can't help it , " still not looking directly at her.

	　　" What! " His mother's voice suddenly rose a few decibels. " There 's nothing you can't control. You're a high school student, not an animal ! "

	Then the mother took a deep breath and said slowly, " I really did something wrong that night . I would not have indulged you if I had known . "

	I suddenly felt extremely anxious and pleaded, " It's okay, Mom . Besides , no one will know ... I, I just want to ... "

	　　" Don't dream about it, you should have some sense of propriety , " " Focus on your studies and spend less time on the Internet looking at nonsense, otherwise you will be really useless, " the mother preached in one breath.

	　　" Think about it carefully, I have to go to work soon , " she said , opening the door and walking out.

	I always felt like something was unfulfilled, anxious but unable to keep up with her. Only my words caught up: " Just for that night, that 's enough . " This statement drained away all the courage I'd accumulated over the past decade or so. It was the first time I'd made such an outrageous request. After all, I'd made many substantial breakthroughs, and my heart was growing stronger. In this regard, thick skin is a skill, so there were always those moments when it would explode.

	My mother paused, tilting her head slightly. " Impossible ... I'm your mother . " For some reason, while this answer wasn't what I wanted, it wasn't surprising at all. There was no way she was giving in so suddenly.

	　　This is destined to be a protracted battle.

	　　After a while, when my mother got on the women's motorcycle, put on her helmet and was about to start the journey, I quickly rushed to the door and said, " The river bank has collapsed, and the water has already rushed in. No matter how much repairs are made later, it is impossible to turn back the overflowing water , " as if I were reading a text.

	My mother turned around, gave me a blank look, said nothing, and drove away on her motorcycle.

	I looked up at the sky, feeling calm. If I spoke a little more openly, perhaps I could finally get my mother's defenses to break down. Her cognitive system, the life she faced, wasn't necessarily built to erect a solid wall of taboos.

	She certainly wasn't a fickle woman , never interested in other men; that was a traditional woman's genetic awareness. But I was her closest son, her flesh and blood, and I wouldn't necessarily be interested in other men in the general sense.

	My previous words and actions have become like a cell with a vague moral taboo will, dividing, multiplying and replicating in my mother's body, and will always grow into corresponding ideas and opinions, no matter how strong they are.

	I thought, why not just keep doing the " routine " and see how she changes over time?

	In the next few days, nothing special happened, and I didn't catch my parents having sex. It might be that my father wanted to wait until I went to school and left home to live before doing it. I also stopped peeking at my mother changing clothes, because I was caught red-handed anyway.

	 

	 

	Chapter 22

	The first day of school arrived as scheduled. My mother was at work, so my father drove me with my luggage to check in for my accommodation. Coincidentally, the first day of school was a Monday, which meant I had to attend full classes the first week.

	It was not my first time living on campus, so I was familiar with the place and quickly got everything done. My father also went home.

	on the first night , so I just had some fried noodles outside the school. Then I went to the academic information board and looked at the class list. I mainly wanted to check other classes to see if there were any of my old friends.

	Anyway, there was no one in my class. There were some students from the same junior high school, but they were not very familiar with each other. I looked at it and couldn't continue. It was dizzying . There were nearly 30 classes, with 50 to 60 students in each class.

	　　Never mind, we will meet again soon if we are destined to.

	I went back to the dorm and decided to get in touch with my new roommates first. Roommates are very important. Since I was the first to arrive (mainly to grab a good bed), I hadn't run into my future roommate yet.

	I guess someone has arrived by now.

	Back in the dorm, I greeted them one by one, and the conversation wasn't awkward at all. We all felt a sense of freshness, looking forward to a new phase in our lives. The young people all had an indescribable longing for people and things.

	At the same time , I also hope that there will be some beautiful and cheerful female classmates in the class, and that our teachers will be intellectual or charming women.

	During the first week, I worked with my roommates in small groups, going to the cafeteria together as much as possible, and successfully developed some golfing buddies within the class. As for the female classmates, at first glance, I didn't find any of them stunning. Perhaps as time passes or my desires change, I'll be more selective and find some of them quite good. The same goes for the female teachers. There was a Chinese teacher, a young, recent graduate, who was quiet, gentle, and reserved. The politics teacher, on the other hand, was more in line with my sexual preferences. She had a somewhat sarcastic, sardonic air, the kind of person who would be very strong in a family and strict with her children. But with her well-proportioned figure, she looked like a charming, rural woman.

	　　After a few days, I got to know my roommates. Including me , there were eight of us in total. Although we were all " god's picks " who had passed the high school entrance exam and entered the best high school in the county, none of us seemed nerdy.

	However, maybe it's because I still miss my old friends and have a wall in my heart. I feel like I can't get along with them, even though they have distinct personalities, study hard and have excellent grades, and we chat a lot on a daily basis.

	Perhaps it's ultimately a matter of character, a different approach to learning that keeps them merely " ordinary friends . " Like-minded people are always more compatible than like-minded ones, leading to close ties. As Camus said, we tend to draw closer to those who share our shortcomings.

	Even if you never see your former classmates or roommates again, and we become lost in the crowd, looking back, you'll have to admit they were a fun bunch. Even if some of them seemed odd back then, they've become heartwarming jokes in your memories. And even if you think others are odd, you might not realize that in their eyes, you're also odd.

	There were no conflicts of interest. Everyone was a farmer's son from a rural town, with no class distinctions. Untamed by social rules, workplace regulations, or worldly pressures, students displayed a deeply personal and pure side throughout their academic careers. Despite the constant pressure to advance to higher education, after-school life, especially dormitory life, dominated that period. Consequently, every personality, habit, face, and experience became a vibrant and vibrant color of youth.

	Of course, some people's school life may be dark due to the existence of school bullying. I can only say that high school is different. The high school entrance examination basically separates the real hooligans. In addition, my class is a key class, so the basic quality is guaranteed.

	Aside from basketball, our biggest activity was dorm room time. Our initial understanding of the world was shaped by the intellectual nourishment of Readers, Story Club, Yilin, and various obscure street magazines. Some might even add a few novels and unofficial histories to further refine our thinking.

	On this basis, we daily engaged in shallow critiques of current affairs, discussing the past and present, sometimes arguing until we were red in the face, and sometimes agreeing with each other. As for learning, that was only discussed in the classroom. Gradually, young people began to explore the world in new ways. Years later, these ordinary moments still keep the image of those who have faded from my life vivid and unforgettable.

	The first week of campus socializing was quite fun. The other week, on the other hand, was a mixture of torment and excitement. Coming to a high school in the county town, so far from home, and the strain of the new environment, I felt a growing desire to be close to my mother. My fantasies became increasingly vivid. The absurd and enchanting night kept coming back to me, and I was filled with regret that I hadn't taken advantage of my remaining energy to indulge my desires. These fantasies could give me a heady orgasm. Consequently, I masturbated frequently in the shared shower room outside my dorm. I couldn't wait to rush home to see my mother.

	Looking back, my first year of high school was the period when my desires were the most exaggerated . It might be because my physical development had just reached a stage that connected the past and the future, and I had the most energy, the most active thinking, and the richest heart.

	Fortunately, the first week was a precious weekend off to help me adjust, so I could go home and maybe put some of my fantasies into action. Finally, on Friday, after school, I borrowed a classmate's phone and called my mother's office to tell her I was coming home. Then I went to the bus station and caught the minibus home. The excitement inside me made me forget the hardship of the bumpy journey.

	I just wonder if Dad has gone to work? They must have done their sex homework during my first week at school. Thinking of this, even on the crowded rural bus, I was able to block out external distractions and enter a forbidden world, my cock hard all the way.

	　　Before I even entered the house, I saw the taxi driver at the door. It was like a bucket of cold water poured down my face. My father was still home. I don't know when my mood changed so drastically. As a child, I longed for my father to come back from his work away from home, but ever since he quit his good job in the provincial capital and returned home, we haven't been away for any long periods of time. After spending so much time together, father and son began to dislike each other. Of course, the problem was me, especially his strict and strict supervision of my academic performance, while I lacked self-discipline.

	Growing up also played a role. Without the expectations of children, I needed more privacy. Unfortunately, my father was the one who prevented me from doing the two things that brought me the most joy: online gaming and being alone with my mother. Putting all that aside, his presence at home made me feel unfulfilled and unsatisfied, even though he didn't really restrict me too much. This sentiment was incredibly unfilial and heartless, and I could only explain it by my own immaturity.

	I got home around 6:30 . I'd been looking for the motorcyclist in town for a long time, and my mother had already returned from work, but I didn't see her in the house. As usual, I looked into the kitchen and saw the food was ready and rice was cooking.

	After putting down my schoolbag, I pulled up a small stool by the door and began to listen to Grandma's conversation. It was mostly about family news. Since she had little to do on a regular basis, she often spoke with relatives and her children, so she had no shortage of people to chat with on the phone. So, she knew a lot. And she especially loved sharing the news she got. It was actually quite enjoyable to listen to. There wasn't much gossip, just encouraging developments.

	Half an hour later, I saw my mother come into the house and go straight to the kitchen. When she saw me, she asked me as usual how I came back and whose car I took.

	Seeing my mother , my heart skipped a beat. I followed her into the kitchen, eager to take on the responsibility of lighting the fire. Even with gas, unless time was tight, my family still cooked over a large pot of wood. It wasn't that we were greedy for the gas, but we simply had so much firewood and didn't want to waste it.

	At the beginning, I lowered my head and worked diligently in the stove until the firewood was burning properly. My mother would naturally cook according to the degree of heat in the iron pot. At the same time, she chatted with me about my feelings, experiences, details and changes in my life during the first week of high school.

	The fire grew larger, and the temperature around the stove rose sharply, making air circulation difficult. The heat grew increasingly stuffy, and my mother, spatula in hand, bore the brunt of the heat. Her face burned, tiny beads of sweat oozed, and her cheeks and neck were greasy, but to my eyes, it didn't look greasy at all, instead diluting the traces of age. Some long hair escaped from the shark clip-clipped bun and clung to her cheeks and neck. As she skillfully cooked and added ingredients, a mature, homely atmosphere washed over me.

	　　This image was heartwarming, but looking down further, I found it hard to be Liu Xiahui. Since she worked for a state-owned enterprise, after all, she hadn't changed out of her commuting clothes. My mother wore a silk T - shirt, and in the muggy September heat, she'd sweated through from cooking, soaking through . The shirt clung to her chest, revealing the bra straps, the thin, silk-like bra revealing them completely, highlighting the firmness and fullness of her breasts. As her arms swung, the popular bra wasn't restraining enough, and her ample breasts seemed to bounce and sway, drawing my undivided attention. With the top two buttons undone, she revealed skin that wasn't particularly fair, slightly reddened by the rising temperature. Cleavage wasn't visible, but it gave me endless room for my imagination.

	khaki shorts on the lower body are the style of aunties, they are thin and close-fitting. With slight movements, they wrap the mother's round buttocks tightly from time to time. The corners and side lines of the triangle underwear can be vaguely seen. It seems that these pants deliberately create a hazy effect of the mature mother's plump buttocks, which inadvertently jumps like a soft ball.

	The mother in front of me was carefully preparing dishes for the family. She was slightly sweaty, and her clothes made her alluring parts hazy and charming. The shaking of her plump body, coupled with her skillful housework at the moment, made my desire stronger than firewood. My lips were burnt and my mouth was dry, and I didn't even notice that the quality of the fire had dropped sharply.

	　　" Don't put it out so much, put it in a little bit , " my mother shouted. She meant for me to put the firewood in a little bit, but I was so horny that I immediately started to imagine a lot when I heard this, because this sentence was too ambiguous.

	My mother probably thought I was looking at her because she called out to me, but she had no idea I'd been fantasizing about her mature, voluptuous figure for a long time. After a while, the fire wasn't burning brightly, and she tutted in dissatisfaction, " You can't even light a fire ." Then she realized I was still staring at her. " Why are you looking at me? Watching the fire ? I told you to push some more wood in, will that help ..." She rolled her eyes and said helplessly.

	I quickly retracted my exaggerated gaze. In this situation, no matter how bold I was, it would not make much sense, so I returned to my post.

	Did she feel my malicious gaze? Women are generally very sensitive to this. All I know is that her face was as red as peach blossoms at this moment, and it seemed to be redder than before, even redder to her neck and ears.

	I suppressed my physical and mental restlessness , and also had to pay attention to the occasion, as there were plenty of opportunities.

	The stove finally returned to normal, and my mother closed the lid on the pot and headed for the sink. She was to the right of the stove, and I was facing it, almost leaning against the wall behind her to facilitate her movement, so she had to pass in front of me ... Of course, she would call me directly for anything she wanted, such as the seasonings and ingredients on the empty platform to the right. " Cook " would not easily leave her position.

	But now the food was simmering in the pot, she was idle, and I was still adding wood to keep the fire going, so she came out herself. I leaned back slightly, retracted my hands, and made room for my mother to pass in front of me, or rather, let her butt pass in front of my face.

	I only felt the plump, round buttocks passing by my eyes, so close that I didn't have time to think. The stimulation was instantly overwhelming, and my eyes were already dizzy. Fortunately, she came back and had to pass by again.

	For some unknown reason, I sat up straight, and it was obvious that the space in front of me could not accommodate my mother's sweet buttocks. After all, she was not that kind of petite woman. In order to peek into some mysterious and tempting things, I can always come up with many little actions and tricks.

	　　" Move back a little, how can I get through? " , the mother said calmly, looking down at me, her eyes seemed full of confusion, and in front of me was her plump butt. I swallowed my saliva, and seemed to smell the alluring scent it exuded. It made people feel that even if I bit it through the pants and underwear, I could bite out the delicate moisture. The thought made me shiver with pleasure.

	Of course, this happened in a split second, and I had no reason to maintain this position. I obediently leaned back and watched the mountain of flesh move.

	My mother returned to her post and I continued to make the fire, but she glanced at me seriously. I didn't know what she was thinking or whether she had noticed something.

	So I brought up the topic of my first experience in high school , and the mother and son resumed their normal chat.

	At dinner , after eating this dish, it seemed much blander than my mother's usual dishes. My father grumbled that my mother had forgotten to add salt, but he was surprised to get a retort. Indeed, my mother was not pleased when you dared to make irresponsible remarks without even touching the food.

	It was a typical family night. My mother didn't enter any private space until I lay down, so I didn't have a chance to do anything. I forced myself to stay awake until my father turned off the lights and returned to his room, hoping my parents would do their homework. No matter how my mood changed, the excitement and shock of this incident still made me crave it.

	　　A long, long time passed, and I didn't hear any strange noises. It seemed my luck wasn't so good this time, and my wish was unfulfilled. But when I thought about the charming look in my mother's eyes while she was cooking, my body and mind became restless. I had to do something to comfort her. If I didn't do anything, by now, they should be in a deep sleep and wouldn't wake up for a while.

	So I got up, walked out normally, turned on the stair light at the door, turned on the bathroom light, and then tiptoed downstairs. My destination was the bathroom on the first floor.

	As I hoped, my mother 's clothes were still piled on the platform where her toiletries were supposed to be stored. Perhaps every sexually awakening teenager first develops an early fetish. Who hasn't used women's clothing for sexual purposes? Xianyu's subsequent large customer base for selling original stockings and underwear is a testament to this.

	　　She closed the door, took off her top shirt, and pulled out the ivory bra sandwiched in the middle. Like a drug addict who had endured for years and saw the source of his treasure's happiness, she raised it, or more accurately, covered her face and nose with it, sniffing the unique fragrance of female flesh revealed by the cotton material with madness and intoxication. With the other hand, she pulled down her shorts and underwear, seized the opportunity, and slowly stroked her cock.

	A strange but common experience I've had with many women's bras is that even though their owners' sweat had soaked through them and they'd been through a day of wear and tear, they still didn't smell bad, not even a sour, sweaty smell. Is it because the straps and back clasps occupy so little surface area, limiting the amount of body odor they pick up? Or is there something in the bra padding that absorbs odor-causing bacteria? Regardless of how hard I sniffed, it mostly smelled like laundry detergent.

	However , imagining that trembling and upright breast, imagining it once sweaty, the exposed breast flesh delicate and dazzling, imagining the mother sweating profusely, especially the wet hair sticking to the skin, the abnormal redness of the cheeks, the sexual feeling at this moment has increased rather than diminished.

	The more vivid my fantasy became, the more impulsive I became. Consumed by desire, I lost my " rationality . " I dropped my bra and grabbed a pair of tiny white panties . I was again amazed at how small the panties were, how they could even hold my mother's plump, perky buttocks. I even swallowed, a terrifying thought looming. But the next second, I retreated. The strong smell of urine lingering in the crotch of these panties was a bit repulsive, and I couldn't get my nose down.

	Yes, I was conflicted. I'd done plenty of unsightly things, yet I couldn't tolerate certain strong, filthy things. Even if she came from the mother I'd longed for, this piece of clothing, wrapped in a fertile forbidden zone, had more or less absorbed all that filth, and after a full day of " fermentation , " the smell was bound to be overwhelming.

	arouse desire, there has never been such an unpleasant smell associated with my mother. My mother is always clean and refreshing. You see, every time I have contact with her, it is basically when she has taken a bath. Even if she has not taken a bath, I only smell the fragrant sweat on her body.

	I even thought that I would dare to bite any part of her body at any time, but I couldn't accept the idea of her panties being soaked with filth. To be frank, it was hard not to think of human excrement, and I had an instinctive physical aversion.

	As a second best option, I changed my underwear into my mother's thin cotton shorts. I smelled her crotch and felt quite self-deceiving, thinking that the extra layer of cloth acted as a filter, leaving behind the pure mature woman's body fragrance.

	When I thought of the clothes she wore that day, I naturally imagined what my mother looked like that day, especially the image of a woman sweating profusely with wet hair while cooking, and her buttocks seemed to be shaking as she waved her arms. This picture made me feel extremely comfortable, and pleasure kept gathering in my lower abdomen.

	　　" Li Yuqing !" Suddenly, my mother's voice, like a deep thought, echoed from not far outside the door . It wasn't loud, but it made my scalp explode, and most of my desire receded. The tone was like a tentative question, and the voice seemed to be getting closer and closer. Oh no, my mother seemed to be coming down the stairs. Should I stay in the bathroom or go out?

	When I thought about how once my mother came in, she would be under great pressure in this narrow space and would easily be exposed, I opened the door and walked towards the location where my mother's voice came from, pretending to be calm.

	I saw my mother had almost finished walking up the last few stairs, but now she stopped and looked at me coming from the bathroom. I pretended to be surprised and asked, " Mom , are you still awake ? "

	My mother looked at me suspiciously and said, " Why are you coming down to the bathroom on the first floor in the middle of the night? Isn't there a bathroom on the second floor ? "

	In a moment of desperation, I had already thought of an excuse a few seconds ago. I said, " I forgot where I put my student ID card. I can't sleep if I don't find it, so I'll see if it's hanging in the bathroom on the first floor . "

	After hearing this, my mother gave me a cold look and said, " You are so forgetful. Can't you look for it during the day ? "

	My mother didn't seem to doubt my statement. Then I thought, maybe she really wouldn't consider fetishes. While her understanding of sex is undoubtedly richer than mine, as a practical practitioner, stealing women's clothing to fantasize about it is unlikely to be something she's experienced in her life.

	Without dwelling too much on my behavior, my mother yawned, went downstairs completely, walked towards me, and went to the bathroom. It seemed that she was adhering to the principle of proximity, and since she had already gone downstairs, she might as well use the bathroom here.

	She seemed completely casual and nonchalant, not even glancing at me before saying, " Go to bed early !" I could n't find my student ID , so I decided to head back to my room. What else could I do? She replied, " Go to bed, we'll talk tomorrow . "

	　　With a creak , the bathroom door was casually closed by my mother, just as I reached the first staircase. I looked back at the half-open plastic door, shimmering with light. Behind it lay a secret and enchanting space. In the stillness of the night, the bathroom, mother and child—these very images combined—revived my waning desire. Often, the bathroom symbolizes the exposure of the body, the weakness of its defenses, and the brief opening of the body's most intimate and forbidden areas.

	My mind was bewildered, and I actually took the path of turning back. At this particular moment, in this particular environment, the sense of guilt was extremely strong, and I kept imagining what would happen. But I couldn't take the initiative to make it happen, so I passively waited for good things to happen, which was quite unrealistic.

	I stopped a few steps from the shower room door and pricked up my ears, listening for any movement inside. There was only the sound of a half-open faucet flushing into a bucket. Less than half a minute later, the sound of water stopped, followed by a rustling sound of wiping something, and then the faucet was turned on again. I guessed it was someone washing their hands.

	Then I remembered there was no need to find an excuse to stay. It was unbecoming to eavesdrop on your mother outside the door, knowing she was going to the bathroom. So, the moment the door opened, I turned and fled at a sprint pace, moving quickly and making little noise. Unfortunately, my mother still caught me . Even as I climbed the stairs, I was still conspicuous.

	　　Obviously my mother was surprised for a moment, and then she said coldly, " Li Yuqing, what are you still doing ?" Logically, I should have gone back upstairs, but in reality, I had never left the shower room door.

	I started to panic and turned around to look at my mother who was standing at the door, and started talking nonsense, " Um ... I just ... I went to look for it by the TV cabinet . "

	My mother 's rosy eyes flickered over me, as if she were interrogating a criminal. She didn't seem to believe my lies. " Come here! " Her voice wasn't loud, but it completely destroyed my will to resist. I actually walked towards the shower room door, towards where my mother was standing, scratching my head nervously.

	Unexpectedly, my mother dragged me directly into the shower room and stared at me without emotion. Before I could even imagine that this was a great opportunity for intimacy, I was terrified. Could she have caught me rummaging through her clothes? Unless she remembered the order in which she put them, but few people would pay attention to such details. There was no need.

	But I glanced sideways and saw the platform where the toiletries and washing supplies were placed. I thought to myself, this is not good. I was in the middle of my sexual excitement when my mother came down to " check " and interrupted me. I didn't pay attention to the arrangement of her clothes. Her bra and panties were taken out separately. This wouldn't be a big deal, but the crotch of her panties happened to be exposed. This situation was as if someone had deliberately arranged it for the purpose of being " obscene " .

	Of course, I still thought my mother wouldn't notice, until her cold voice rang out, " Tell me the truth why you came down to the shower room on the first floor in the middle of the night . "

	　　" I ... I'm really looking for my student ID , " but I felt guilty and didn't dare to look him in the eye. I pretended to look at the rows of hooks on the wall.

	　　" Hmph, do you think I'm a three-year- old? " My mother narrowed her eyes, still holding a sharp, penetrating look. But I caught more than that. As she spoke, she seemed to naturally tuck her uncovered underwear back into her clothes, as if hiding it. This small action further confirmed that she had seen everything!

	　　" Speak up, you become an idiot when you do something bad, don't you? " my mother said, her tone tinged with irritation. But I had just seen something truly remarkable. Just then, with her small movement, one arm extended, her body leaning slightly toward me, even if only for a moment, it had caught my attention.

	The cotton T- shirt that had been washed white seemed to have had its fibers sucked out, becoming somewhat transparent. The plump breasts on her chest formed a tall and straight outline, and even the flesh color of her breast flesh was faintly visible under the light. What surprised me even more was that the pitifully thin fabric revealed two dots the size of five-cent coins. My mother was not wearing a bra. Although I had clearly seen this uncovered scenery before, and even touched and sucked it in reality; but now, covered by the thin clothes, and having not touched it for more than ten days, I still felt a different kind of temptation, especially when it was so close. The captivating mature woman's aura was also affecting my mind. The appearance of the young woman in the home scene, which seemed to keep people at a distance, combined with the visual impact of the forbidden area, just hit the boy's sexual preferences.

	My throat rolled and my mouth could hardly close. I was so excited that I completely forgot about my current situation and stared at the mountains that rose and fell with my breathing.

	My mother's angry scolding echoed in my ears again. " You 're already in high school, can't you study harder ?" " What are you thinking about all the time ? " Then she gently poked my forehead with her finger and asked, " Do you hear me ? " This immediately revealed my abnormality.

	My mother glanced down and understood, " Tsk ... OK, you still dare to look blindly, huh? " and twisted my ear, her anger was obvious.

	　　" Look at your behavior, do you still consider me your mother ? "

	I quickly turned my head and lowered my gaze, no longer staring at her exposed nipples. Unexpectedly, this made my mother look at other parts of my body. My cock was unscrupulously pushing out a noticeable tent in my shorts, and I really couldn't control it. Under her gaze, it was impossible for me to control my cock and adjust my position.

	I saw that my mother stopped talking. Of course, this time was actually very short, but I just felt that something was wrong. Logically, she should continue to " take action " to educate me, so I secretly looked up at her, with my eyes rolled up to the extreme.

	My mother's face was drooping as she stared at me, as if I were a monster, a look of disbelief. Although we had previously interacted beyond the realm of normal mother-son interaction, she thought that this one experience, combined with her subsequent forgetfulness and a gesture of impossibility, would sever my evil thoughts, believing it was merely a hurdle in adolescence.

	I didn't expect that now, without the cover of darkness , I would dare to be tempted by her beauty. My evil heart and bad nature have not changed. This made her feel very uncomfortable. Besides being angry, she must have other thoughts.

	The boy's sexual organs reacted to his mother again and again, and all the excuses his mother made for herself were meaningless.

	　　Anger had turned to shame. I saw that my mother looked uneasy, a faint blush rising to her cheeks and spreading to her ears. Surely she wasn't thinking about those charming interactions, otherwise why would she seem distracted? She averted her gaze, not daring to look at my lower body. She forced herself to remain calm, maintaining her motherly authority, but her expression was already erratic. " Uh ... at your age, don't dwell on those things all the time , " she said , " I'll give you a beating. " The words flowed together with abruptness.

	I muttered quietly, " Mom , you know, puberty is like this ." Well, I won't pretend anymore. At least when it comes to sexual awareness, I won't avoid it. As for the incestuous thoughts, I'll just pretend for now. I think this will make both parties feel better, so we can't rush things.

	　　" It's puberty, puberty ! Don't use puberty as an excuse for everything, " my mother said, glancing at me. " What adolescent would say to his mother ..." She bit back the rest of the sentence. Besides, it sounded a bit like a curse word. Although my mother had used vulgar language before, she wasn't used to this kind of formal curse word.

	Her face turned even redder, and I was sure it was even burning hot.

	　　" Okay, I'll treat you as a teenager and tell you if you can change ," the mother asked.

	　　" Why change? I didn't do anything ." I knew I 'd already done a lot of outrageous things, but I still mustered up the courage to say it in a nonchalant tone. I wanted to rationalize this behavior and this thought endlessly.

	　　" You haven't done anything yet , " my mother 's eyes widened, nearly shrieking. " Don't think I don't know. You came here tonight ... that night you ..." But she quickly stopped herself. She actually brought up that night. Which night? But I wasn't surprised. Memories like these are impossible to erase. No matter how casually I act, they easily resurface.

	But I quickly took over the conversation and seemed very excited, " Mom , that night you ... "

	　　" Shut up and stop talking nonsense , " my mother interrupted me immediately. " You still dare to think that, don't you ? "

	I really want to say, that kind of thing has happened, there's no going back, crossing the line once is crossing the line, crossing the line multiple times is crossing the line ... Is there anything in this world that can curb the surging lust of a young man who has tasted the charm of a mature woman? Nothing!

	I imagine the mother was also overwhelmed. No one had ever encountered such a situation before, so how could she possibly begin to educate and guide her child? And most importantly, she was a normal woman. She could certainly be decisive with a stranger, but when it came to her closest blood relationship, she had all sorts of complicated thoughts. Simply put, concern can lead to confusion.

	At this time, my mother poked my head again and warned me, " It seems that I have to find an opportunity to teach you a lesson and see if you dare to have any indecent thoughts again . "

	At this point, I became bolder and returned my gaze to her protruding breasts.

	　　This time, my mother noticed even faster. Her face flushed with shame and indignation. " You won't listen, will you ?" Seeing I remained unmoved, my mother became somewhat incoherent and glared at me. " Li Yuqing, what are you looking at? You 're such a grown man, and you still want to breastfeed ?" To my surprise, the shame and anger on her face actually faded after she said that.

	　　She used to say this when I was younger. She'd say it often, like kids are crazy, always looking for their moms, clinging to them, following them everywhere. Occasionally, a mother would get impatient and scold them. I imagine I'm not the only one who's heard this.

	But now that I have grown up, whatever my mother said has a different meaning in my ears and mind. I hear it as her removing the taboo in this regard, I hear it as her being carefree and unselfish, I even hear it as her inducing me.

	My breath hitched, my blood rushing to my head. The erotic image immediately flashed through my mind. I asked, bewildered, " Huh? Mom, what did you say ?" Before my mother could respond, she noticed my cock, still hard despite the confinement of my shorts, even throbbing a few times.

	Her brows knitted together, having never expected such words to irritate me so much. Then her eyes flickered, and her ears burned. I watched her struggle to speak, digging her own grave, feeling lost. Finally, in retaliation, she smacked me lightly on the head. " You wish! Go back to bed ! Don't you even know what time it is? " she glared at me with a deliberate, venomous expression . I felt a little uncomfortable myself, and I leaned sideways to conceal the condition of my crotch.

	Then he said dissatisfiedly , " Don't hit me on the head, no wonder my grades are getting more and more unstable . "

	The mother said disdainfully, " What are you thinking about all day? It's strange that you can get good grades . " " You are lucky to be admitted to a key high school. Let's see how you will do in the college entrance examination . "

	Suddenly she said in a very serious tone, " You're not going to bed yet? I'll count to three, one . " I could never recall challenging my mother's three-word order. Once it was issued, it meant she was really brewing anger. Anyway, there was nothing I could do tonight, so I quickly fled the scene in anger, under the inexplicable and solemn gaze of my mother.

	When I returned to my bed, I was naturally thinking about the fresh " material " of my fantasy . I masturbated and didn't notice when my mother came up.

	When I regained consciousness , it was pitch black outside. I didn't dare go out to wash, but I was terrified of my father. I wondered if he'd noticed me staying up so late. In the past, if he'd caught me up late at night, he'd have been scathing. So much so, now, that I've taken things too far, and even a normal late-night bathroom trip feels like a crime.

	I just wrapped the ejaculated semen with several layers of tissues and threw it under the bed. I would deal with it when I woke up. I felt that it wouldn't dirty my hands, so I just ignored it.

	Unexpectedly, my father woke me up around 8 o'clock the next morning and gave me the task of chopping wood. At first, I thought it was nothing. Watching him demonstrate, it seemed quite simple. There didn't seem to be much wood in front of the old house.

	But I was still a novice, and when I swung the axe, I sometimes missed the target, wasting energy and being incredibly inefficient. My father, seeing this, shook his head and mocked my incompetence, but he had other things to do, so he kept me chopping at a snail's pace. He then went into the old house and brought out more wood. The slow pace and the heavy workload gradually grew on me, and I felt frustrated and powerless, aggrieved and depressed. At this rate, I was going to have to spend my precious Saturday chopping wood.

	I was incredibly reluctant, incredibly unhappy, but when had I ever refused a chore assigned by my parents? It was like a kind of obedience ingrained in me. Of course, that sounded a bit harsh, but frankly, how could I resist doing something for my parents?

	So I busied myself clumsily on the pile of wood. My mother, passing by picking vegetables or fetching firewood, found my pained and forced self-sufficiency amusing. She shook her head and scoffed, " Tsk ... you 're so slow you'll never finish chopping until dark. " " You really don't know how to do anything ... But you've got so much energy, just think of it as some exercise . " I was already feeling down , and after hearing her words, I felt a pang of gloating, which only made my chest tight and short of breath worse. I said nothing, struggling with myself and the pile of wood.

	But looking at my mother's attitude, she had completely forgotten what happened last night and was not at all uncomfortable in my presence. Soon, the boredom of the coolie was gradually overwhelmed by some immoral thoughts, and the fatigue disappeared a little.

	After lunch , I took a short break and continued working until dusk. Although the task was completed, my father still scolded me several times. My mother was fair. I didn't make any contributions, but I worked hard. Therefore, I felt that she was a little more amiable, as if I had never behaved mischievously.

	 

	 

	Chapter 23

	I continue to look forward to the arrival of night. I am not greedy for the light it breeds, but it can release many human privacy, and invisibly create many opportunities for me to touch the desire at this age.

	After dinner , I went to chat with my childhood friend. I had just started high school and had a lot of feelings. People of the same age also have a lot to say to each other.

	It was almost nine o'clock when I got home. My younger sister was watching TV on the first floor and my grandmother was sitting next to her. She had to wait until a certain time to take her medicine before going to bed.

	I went upstairs and saw the living room light on. I glanced over and saw my father wasn't there, so I grabbed my clothes and was about to take a shower. The bathroom light was also on, but the door was ajar. I didn't think much of it, but when I was about a meter from the door, I looked inside and saw my mother fiddling with something in front of the mirror.

	Like a conditioned reflex, I slowly stepped back. Before I could take a closer look, my heart started beating faster for no reason . A plump woman was standing in front of the bathroom mirror. This was reality, and it made me feel that there was still a good chance of taking advantage of her.

	Returning to the living room , I searched again. I wanted to make sure that my father was really not at home at this time. After all, I just saw the taxi cab parked in front of the door. When I saw that there was no cigarette lighter on the table, I was 80% sure. Suddenly, I thought of something. I went to the stairs and looked towards the corridor on the first floor. Sure enough, the motorcycle was no longer there. Now I was sure that my father had gone out.

	anything outrageous to happen next , but I still felt a surge of excitement. I took a deep breath and pretended to walk towards the shower room naturally. I didn't know if it was because I felt guilty, but I was a little cautious.

	As soon as I stepped into the door, I didn't get startled, but called out in a normal tone, " Mom, you are here . "

	My mother shuddered slightly and said unhappily, " I was scared to death ! Why are you walking so silently ?" Then she glanced at me and saw that I was holding clothes in my hands. She knew that I was going to take a shower.

	　　" Just wait a few minutes , I'll be done soon, " my mother said. And what was she doing? She was shaving her armpits. Honestly, even though I've coveted my mother for a long time, I'm not particularly interested in that aspect . My lustful nature only focuses on those parts and features that pique my sexual interest, and of course, I'll also embellish any imperfections. Admittedly, that changes with time.

	After all, my mother wasn't one of those fashionable young women, so she certainly hadn't considered serious hair removal. Besides, she rarely wore sleeveless or wide-cuffed tops, except for her pajamas, so she wasn't very particular about it. From what I recall, her armpit hair wasn't very thick, and I know she just used a razor to get by.

	　　Now I realize that something is wrong. Does her father know that she does this, or is it different? But it seems that her father now uses an electric shaver more often.

	Looking again, the scene before me made me feel hot all over. My mother was wearing a bat-shaped shirt with wide sleeves, almost sleeveless. With her arms raised high, the side door was wide open, clearly showing her plump breasts wrapped in a lilac-green bra. This made me unable to leave. I even secretly closed the door halfway, but of course I couldn't close it completely, because that would be too treacherous.

	　　The process didn't take long, but my mother was still suspicious. She turned her head and looked at me again, her mouth slightly open, but her expression was nothing special. " Huh? Why are you still staying here? I told you to wait for me. "

	I didn't answer and walked straight to the window. Yes, I was facing my mother from behind, only twenty centimeters away.

	My mother noticed me approaching and was about to speak, but I grabbed the facial cleanser (which my father had bought) from the windowsill to distract her. " Sister Yan (my cousin's wife) said I should use facial cleanser to prevent acne, " I said, pretending to examine the message. I turned slightly, allowing me to easily see her back. I couldn't face her too directly, as she could see my movements through the mirror.

	I guess my mother glanced at me through the mirror, and she said disapprovingly, " Bah ~ So lazy ~ Who would use facial cleanser at your age ~ "

	I didn't respond immediately. Instead, I stared at my mother's straight back, until the plump buttocks bulged down from the hips. The thin shorts made the buttocks stick particularly to the fabric. My hands couldn't help but want to grab them madly several times.

	Even though I have touched this mature ass without any obstacles before , every time after that is fresh and hot. It still gives me the strongest stimulation and arouses my desire.

	　　By then, Mom had fixed her left hand and moved it to her right, giving me a peek inside her clothes. But I couldn't just stand there, it would look weird, so I said, " Oh, this one Dad bought me looks expired. How long has it been there, Mom? Do you know ? "

	　　" How would I know him? I don't use this thing , " the mother replied. " Can't you see it yourself ? "

	　　" The label on it has been torn off and the production date cannot be seen . "

	　　I seized the moment, leaning forward slightly, tilting my head to peer into the space created by my mother's raised arms. My breathing barely stopped, afraid to make a single movement. Since we were in a " conversational state , " she had no suspicions.

	Her upright breasts , attached to the bra, rose and fell before my eyes. The three-quarter cup size was ineffective under her full breasts, leaving almost half of her white, greasy breast flesh uncovered. I could see it clearly from my line of sight. I was so focused on the scenery inside that I didn't even notice her armpits.

	My mother had showered, and the rich, mature scent of her body, combined with the aroma of shower gel, permeated my nostrils, sending a wave of heat through my lower abdomen. Who could have imagined that this old-fashioned, wide-legged gray T- shirt would be accompanied by a refreshing, lotus -green bra? It made me wonder what this woman before me was up to? But who was she alluring to? I didn't want to delve into the question, only that it heightened my excitement and made me lose some of my rationality.

	Under the influence of this beauty, I felt like my eyes were wrong, as if my mother's fleshy buttocks were shaking slightly, constantly tempting the impulsive boy.

	　　After watching her for so long, I even deliberately shifted my gaze, for I was afraid that I really couldn't control myself and would do something out of line.

	My voice trembling with nervousness, I continued, " It's ... it's oily, you know, during puberty. You should use it . " Then, my gaze returned to my mother's profile, and I breathed harder, wanting to smell more of her fragrance, the scent of her body from more places: her breasts, even her shameful armpits.

	I don't know if my mother had noticed my piggy appearance in the mirror, but she started, " Be careful, don't ruin your face . " Suddenly, she stopped what she was doing, turned around, gave me a strange look, frowned, and said, " Get out of here !" I jumped with fright. I opened the lid of the cleanser and put it to my nose, mumbling, " Uh ... uh , it's done . "

	　　" It's up to you, I'm almost done ," my mother said lazily, continuing her work on her armpits. I looked over and saw no visible hair left. I was instantly anxious, a little reluctant to see this beautiful sight disappear. My lust was growing stronger. I gritted my teeth and decided to pretend it was an accidental act. She'd already done something far more outrageous that night while she was awake.

	I slowly turned around, adjusting my standing position to face my mother's back. Due to the close distance, the back of my hand rubbed against her soft and elastic buttocks. This was not a big deal. After I turned completely, I moved forward a little, and my already extremely hard cock was stuck right between her buttocks. There were two layers of cloth between them, and it couldn't go very deep. Not to mention the physical pleasure, the psychological stimulation was very exciting. And my experienced mother couldn't be unaware of the situation at this moment.

	She shook her body as if she had been hit hard, and said in an unhappy tone, " What are you doing, Li Yuqing ? "

	In a flash, I had already left her butt. Looking through the mirror, I saw that my mother's face was as cold as ice, her anger was overflowing, her head tilted to the left, and she was about to scold me.

	　　" Ah ~" my mother suddenly exclaimed, " hiss " . I also stopped and asked with concern, " What's wrong, Mom ? "

	Looking in the mirror, I saw my mother clutching her armpit, her brow furrowed even deeper, a flicker of pain across her face. I quickly circled back and examined her armpit. There was a small bloody scratch. Perhaps my actions had rattled her, or perhaps the physical contact had directly impacted her, leading to a minor accident. It's like when we're careless shaving; the scratch isn't serious, and sometimes it's even painless.

	But my mother was obviously very angry and thought it was my fault. She turned around and glared at me, extremely angry and scolded, " I told you to go out and wait for a while, why did you have to stay here and get in the way . "

	I felt that her breath was filled with anger. She used a tissue dipped in water to wipe the broken hair, while looking at me, breathing rapidly and feeling uneasy.

	But this little incident did temporarily make her forget my recent misdeeds. I knew I was in the wrong, feeling truly guilty, and lowered my head. Soon, my mother ignored me and quickly walked out. I followed her, not even thinking about showering anymore, but about how to make amends for my mistake.

	　　" Mom, I'm sorry, I didn't mean it , " I said hesitantly.

	It seemed that the mother's anger had subsided a lot. After all, it was not very serious. She didn't look back and said directly, " Why are you running out now? Don't you want to take a shower ? "

	I replied, " How about I help you apply some medicine and put a Band-Aid on it . "

	　　" No, I can do it myself , " my mother refused. I didn't think anything of it and turned around to take a shower.

	　　As soon as I entered the shower room and before I closed the door, I heard my mother calling, " Li Yuqing, come here . "

	I responded from a distance , " Ah ~ what are you doing ? "

	　　" Have you taken off your clothes ?" my mother called out again. " No , not yet . " To me, who was harboring incestuous thoughts, her words sounded strange.

	　　" Then come here and do me a favor . "

	I didn't reply , but happily headed for the living room. I saw my mother sitting on the sofa, her iodine swabs, and Band-Aids spilling out from the table. I asked, " What's up, Mom ?" She didn't say anything. When she saw me approaching, she stood up and headed for her room. Halfway there, she tilted her head and said, " Your dad's out, right ? "

	I was confused for a moment. Why did he suddenly ask this? Didn't he want me to help him with something? But I responded truthfully.

	Then my mother said in a commanding tone, " Take the things on the table and help me deal with them . " Then she went into the room.

	I finally understood . She still needed my help. Suddenly, I remembered her asking about my father's whereabouts, which only heightened my inner restlessness. It was all too easy for me to think the wrong way in this situation. I quickly picked up my things and followed her into my mother's room. She sat on the edge of the bed, looked at me calmly, and said nothing. I figured I knew what to do next.

	I pulled over a chair, put my things on it, and sat down beside the bed, on my mother's right side.

	Perhaps because of my ulterior motives, I seemed a bit overwhelmed. My hands rubbed restlessly across my legs, my Adam's apple rolling, and I completely surrendered my body's autonomy to my physical reactions. My mother's face wasn't exactly angry, but rather a hint of resentment, as if she were looking at a sworn enemy. Her eyes were downcast, but sharp. She pursed her lips and said in a gruff voice, " It's all because of you that I'm suffering like this. You're so clumsy . "

	Perhaps my mother immediately recalled what happened at that time. I was probably not being clumsy, but rather rubbing her indiscriminately. I vaguely saw a flicker of embarrassment on her face, but it quickly disappeared.

	I was still embarrassed and felt a little at a loss as to where to start. I glanced at my mother's side profile and felt even more shaken. She sat upright with her upper body, her own weight pressed against the bed, her buttocks overflowing and extending behind her. The thin fabric of her beige shorts could not restrain her buttocks, and the smooth and tight curve of half of her round and full buttocks was fully revealed; just a finger's distance away, the plump and toned flesh exuded a charming mature woman's scent.

	　　" Come on , " my mother urged, raising her arms boldly and covering her head with her hands. Actually, I couldn't make out the tone of her voice, but a strange feeling spread from my ears to my entire body. Did I hear something cloying, passionate, and tender?

	At the same time , my left hand quietly pressed against my erect penis, perfectly concealing this immoral reaction. After making sure it was no longer pushing up my shorts, I took a cotton swab with a little iodine and held it to my mother's armpit.

	　　In order to gain more experience, I quietly moved my head closer as far as possible. My hands were shaking and I couldn't control the reaction, but my pause was indeed intentional. The side door was wide open, and I could see more clearly and wider than when I was in the shower room just now. This was a rare sightseeing opportunity, so of course I had to try to extend the time.

	I tried to hold my breath, though , to prevent my heavy breathing from alerting my mother. For a moment, I didn't know where to look. Even so close, I didn't detect any unpleasant odors. Honestly, as a Cantonese, I'm guaranteed to be meticulous about cleanliness. Besides, no one in my family has much body odor. Even if I sweat profusely playing ball, I don't smell sweaty afterward, let alone my mother. But in my mind, I was expecting to smell something, and this thought unsettled me. Could it be that I have a strong taste or an unconventional sexual fetish, and that some kink of mine was beginning to awaken?

	I saw that the hair under her armpits had been basically removed, except for the roots, leaving a faint light shadow overall. After all, it was a rough job with a razor, and at my mother's age, the skin under her armpits was somewhat loose. How could it be as smooth and flat as that of a young girl?

	　　This place cannot resist the invasion of time. There are a few not-so-deep creases and wrinkles on the skin, but in my eyes, they are the symbol of the charm of time. Because there are also tall and straight breasts, they erase the imperfect look of the armpits, which is just the right image of a mature woman.

	　　The wound, or perhaps it cannot be called a wound, was not deep and no longer bled. It was at most like a mark made with a red pen. Seeing this, I felt a little relieved. Fortunately, no serious physical injury was caused to my mother.

	Seeing that I had been " lingering " for so long and my hands were still shaking, my mother rolled her eyes at me and said impatiently, " Tsk ... You're not doing anything bad, why are you shaking ... You're so slow . "

	I quickly explained, " No, Mom, are you ticklish? I'm just really afraid of having my armpits tickled. It makes me so uncomfortable . " Of course, this was just something I made up on the spot.

	　　" I'm not afraid, just do it , " the mother replied.

	I suddenly thought of something, and my left hand generously climbed up to the area between my mother's armpit and right breast. My thumb touched her armpit, and it felt like the skin under her armpit was coated with powder. My ring finger and middle finger were almost touching her bra.

	　　" Hmm? " My mother glanced at me, didn't try to stop me, and then looked straight ahead, seeming to generously expose her private parts to me. Perhaps it was because my left hand was assisting the movement, like a support point; or perhaps it was because my mother was open-minded and didn't care about such trivial matters between mother and son.

	So I picked up the cotton swab and started to smear the bloodstain, but my eyes were on the breasts wrapped in the lotus green bra. If it weren't for my mother's firm breasts that pushed up the fabric of the top and left a wide gap under the armpits, I really couldn't see what was inside.

	　　" Hmm ..." The cotton swab touched my mother's armpit skin. Even if she wasn't ticklish, it didn't hurt. It was a bit sensitive, I guess. But the sound instantly made me fantasize, and I imagined a voluptuous scene, which brought my desire to a climax.

	　　This is a small problem. The application cannot last for a long time, so I replaced the cotton swab, dipped a new one in iodine, and repeated the previous action.

	　　This time, my mother didn't make a sound. She tilted her head to glance at me, expressionless, then turned away again. My mind raced with thoughts. Why would she ask me to help her with this? Could she really not handle it herself? And why did she ask about my father's whereabouts before entering? That added a touch of taboo to the situation. Was my mother giving me a chance? The thought of this made my blood boil.

	It's like that, but not like that either. But the scene is still beyond common sense. No mother and son would have such an interaction. There is a bit of sexual atmosphere.

	As I fantasized, my eyes were fixed on the exposed breasts. The three-quarter cup made the cleavage between them even more pronounced, making me want to bury myself in it, as if that cleavage would lead me to a world of pleasure. I was so distracted that I didn't even notice my right hand swishing back and forth for so long, the cotton wool practically rubbing off and sticking to my mother's armpit skin. Meanwhile, my left hand was also playing tricks, my thumb caressing rather noticeably while my pinky and ring fingers subtly poked at the edge of the bra.

	　　" How long do you want to keep applying it? Just a quick rub will do. " My mother 's words brought me back to reality from my reverie. She must have been tired from holding her arm up so high. I first withdrew my right hand, but since my focus wasn't on that, my left hand's retreat became a random groping of her side. I actually reached in through the cuff and grabbed most of the side of the right bra cup. The soft touch was probably coming from the mercerized cotton bra.

	　　" Where are you putting your hands? Be quiet , " my mother said, now very sober. Without giving me much room to make mistakes, she immediately turned around and gave me a stern warning, glancing at me with dissatisfaction.

	　　" Sorry, it was an accident , " I apologized at the right time .

	My mother grumbled, which made me think that she was not really angry at all, and thought it was just a harmless mistake.

	　　It's time to apply the Band-Aid. I pinch each side of my hand and press it against the scar under my mother's armpit, smoothing it out like ironing it. I press back and forth, but my movements gradually become more limited, my fingers already slipping beyond the tiny Band-Aid. It's like I'm holding my hands close to my mother's armpits, my fingers deliberately brushing over the unique wrinkles of her skin, so soft and delicate. Gradually, I become a little addicted, even ignoring the strange look my mother gives me as she lowers her brows.

	I understand that applying a Band-Aid would take longer than normal, and the range of motion and movement would gradually become distorted. She already knew my dirty thoughts, and her past actions had already broken the taboo. I doubt she'd be offended by my current actions, ostensibly as a small favor. Besides, she was the one who " created " this opportunity for me.

	　　" Okay ... that's enough. You can continue the scraping here , " my mother said calmly, a bit forcedly. But she didn't make any further movements, nor did she shake off my hand. She even kept her eyes closed, her right arm still raised high, breathing steadily, generously opening up the side view. For the first time, I felt that the refreshing lotus green could be so bright and stunning.

	My right hand, still pretentiously stroking the creases left by time, used the Band-Aid as a centerpiece, but then it gradually moved lower, reaching the cuffs of my sleeves to feel the softness and fullness of something different. I longed to boldly grab it, pry open the bra, and grasp those breasts. It wasn't difficult; I could do it, but I couldn't predict my mother's reaction. I believe that whenever I'm about to enter a person's restricted area, it's best to first ignite their emotions and disrupt their defenses. Everyone resents a sudden attack.

	　　It's not time yet. I still have to wait and see how my mother responds before making any decisions. My current behavior is clearly a test.

	My mother suddenly opened her eyes, slowly turned her head, and looked at me. I was stunned, but my hands were still on her body. She bit her lower lip with her upper teeth, a look of shame and anger. " What do you want? You 're so old, but you still don't listen . " As soon as she spoke, I felt the lingering anger dissipate. Her lips returned to normal, and she took a few deep breaths, glaring at me with a hint of resentment.

	I had to respond, to " justify " my actions. I recalled the clichés of the erotic stories I'd read. In desperation, one must try any remedy. I hesitantly said, " I ... I'll help Grandma press some acupressure points. I heard there's an acupressure point. " I had a hidden agenda; I didn't specify the specific location, giving myself more room to maneuver.

	After I finished my rambling, my mother closed her eyes again, as if lost in thought or a struggle. Then, softly, she said , " Really ? " Her voice had a certain air of superiority, yet a touch of feminine softness, a tone I had never experienced before. I was surprised by this change in my mother's tone and looked at her with a hint of confusion. As if sensing my gaze, she opened her eyes and looked back.

	I don't know if it was because the distance was too close or because I was overwhelmed by lust, but I was bewitched by the mature woman's body. I saw an imperceptible upward curve on my mother's face, a smile, and peach eyes that were about to drip with water. The blinking of her long eyelashes made me doubly confused. What I can't stand the most, what can make me completely fall into incestuous fantasies, is this kind of look from my mother. You can't figure it out, but you are always surrounded by a kind of charm.

	I was stunned, but couldn't control my pounding heartbeat, so fast that I wanted to hug my mother to calm down. But then I thought that if I hugged her, it would become " proper " and turn into a warm mother-son moment, which I didn't want. I wanted to maintain this atmosphere of dancing on human taboos.

	But my rolling Adam's apple and swallowing movements betrayed my thoughts, and my experienced mother could see something.

	Quiet, yet ambiguous. This scene was truly erotic and obscene. It was as if I were teasing my mother, my hands touching her relatively private parts; a high school student, still immature, was gradually being swallowed by the aura of a mature, voluptuous young woman. They were mother and son, but at this moment, the mother showed no resistance. Instead, she looked at her son with a slightly tender expression.

	　　Ding ... Ding ... Ding ! The old clock chimed nine. I listened, but Mother seemed oblivious, still observing me. The peals of the bells fell heavily, plunging into my heart and then plunging into the abyss of the night, like sinking to the bottom of the sea. For some reason, I instinctively wanted to wait for the chimes to pass before taking the next step. Unconsciously, I lowered my right hand from under her armpit. Mother did the same. Although my left hand was still pressed between her armpit and right shoulder blade, at least it didn't look as awkward as before.

	　　" Ding ..." After the fifth ring , my mother suddenly lowered her head slightly, almost leaning in close to me. Between the chimes, her soft voice reached my ears, so close I could almost feel the warmth of her face on my cheek. But at that moment, my hearing was distracted by the bells, and my mother's words were unclear. " Let's see how bold you can be ." Was that the line?

	The lingering words were accompanied by a distinctly scorching air current, yet it carried the minty scent I love, a linear, sharp, cold fragrance. It reminded me of a kiss after brushing my teeth, even though I don't know how to kiss; of magnolia trees after rain, and the lakes beneath the snow-capped mountains of Sichuan. Just this thought, this experience, gave me a surge of refreshing energy.

	My mother straightened her body and closed her eyes again, appearing extremely peaceful. But I'm sure she glanced at the center of my legs before she did so. She knew what my unstoppable reaction meant.

	Did she tacitly agree to my acupressure, or perhaps something more? Regardless, my left hand began to move.

	her soft skin felt like a proper massage. Since my mother lowered her arms, I had to squeeze my fingers under her armpits, though not very deeply, of course. My arm tucked under her armpit, soft and fragrant, a soft, tender slit of flesh emerged. The touch felt familiar, familiar yet strange. It was hard not to associate this slit with a more intimate, fertile part of my body. The thought of it was breathtaking, and my whole body trembled. Was this a substitute?

	Unexpectedly, at this time , the mother spoke lightly, " Li Yuqing, do you really want to do this ? "

	I changed my mind and decided to give her a cold, dignified explanation. Instead of making any grandiose excuses, I decided to play dumb. " Don't worry, Mom. I promise I'll be very tolerant . " As usual, I kept silent about what I wouldn't do.

	Since I wanted to use my thumb to caress the flesh under the armpit, most of my palm gradually moved to my mother's right breast, through her clothes and bra. Seeing this, I couldn't help but secretly apply some force. It seemed that my mother's bra was not very thick and was soft.

	　　" You ... you'd better ..." My mother must have felt my left hand playing tricks on her. She paused and spoke a little unsteadily.

	There was no disorder in her breathing, and no strange sounds that were tempting or disgusting. That was understandable. My mother was not a sensitive person, and my actions definitely did not give her any physical stimulation.

	I felt the soft fat beneath her bra again, as if it were flowing through my palm. I saw that my mother didn't object, as if she were in a trance, but seeing her majestic and erect figure from the side, I became increasingly hungry, wanting to experience more.

	Quietly dodging and maneuvering, I slipped half of my hand through her sleeve, my palm just grasping the curve of her bra. But before I could exert any force, to distract her, I joined the fray with my right hand, massaging her arm and shoulder blades. I was always tempted to use my left hand.

	My mother turned her head and opened her eyes. She looked at me with a complicated expression, pursed her lips, and said angrily, " I'm your mother. You should be more careful . " Then she turned her head and stopped looking at me.

	I felt a wave of dizziness and excitement. She truly condoned my little movements, and for a moment, I felt my blood boiling. My left hand, gripping the bra, involuntarily tightened and squeezed. It felt soft and relaxing. Through the cuffs, I could see the plump flesh exposed outside the cup, pushed even more prominently by my movements. It was like squeezing a water-filled balloon; the water flowed to the other side, making it appear even more swollen.

	My mother seemed to shudder, her brows furrowed. It wasn't pain, but rather my suddenness. Her mouth opened and closed rapidly, " Ah ... What are you thinking about, Li Yuqing ?" Then she glared at me. I took it as her hypocrisy, a playful embrace. Wasn't all this caused by your indulgence?

	I was thinking about how I could have unimpeded access to this enticing breast: should I lift her bra and get inside as I had done before, or should I just cover the exposed half of her breast? While I was thinking, I didn't pay attention to controlling the strength of my right hand and pinched my mother's shoulder hard, almost cracking the bone.

	　　" Hiss ... be gentler !" My mother's expression flashed with pain, and I realized how rough I had been. I quickly eased my pressure. In this situation, her reaction was a source of much speculation. It seemed this saying also applied to the process of sexual intercourse between a man and a woman.

	　　In order to advance the plot, I thought of another plan and asked, " Mom ... did Dad say when we will start work ? "

	The mother replied calmly, " Looking at how dead he looks , he must have passed the Mid-Autumn Festival . " When she mentioned her father , her mother looked a little angry.

	I continued to ask, " Can he really make money driving this car? Why would he hire two drivers ?" My hands never left my mother's body, my right hand still gently massaging her shoulders, shoulder blades, and the tops of her arms.

	My mother curled her lips and replied, " Hmph, he's just thankful he earns enough for his own spending. " " Don't count on him too much. I 'd better just stay at my job . " I see it worked. My mother 's thoughts were once again distracted by my father's questions. Just like that night, was this another golden opportunity?

	I stopped hesitating and gritted my teeth. Under her clothes, my left hand quickly lifted up my mother 's bra from the bottom edge , rushed in, and held most of her soft and smooth breasts. My desire reached a small peak, and prostate fluid oozed out of the glans.

	　　" You ... uh ... don't worry about tuition ... ah ... what are you doing? " My mother was about to start a serious conversation, but my sudden attack on her breasts caused her to break off. She wasn't panicking or angry at all, just uncomfortable. She immediately turned her head and glared at me in feigned anger. " You damned child, you've never changed your evil ways, " she said, her eyes a blur, a look of lust unbecoming of a mother.

	When I saw my mother didn't pull my hands away, I intensified my pressure and squeezed her breasts a little harder. They were so soft, they seemed ready to slip out of my grasp at any moment. I continued, " Don't worry about my studies, Mom . I'm sure I'll be able to get a college degree at an affordable price . "

	That's right . In our area, the primary concern about higher education is tuition. You might ask why it's not a high-end school, but that's ridiculous. It's hard to get into a 985 university here anyway ; getting a low-cost, second- tier university is enough to bring honor to the family, no matter how you look at it. Outside the Pearl River Delta, even getting an A-level university is a significant achievement. Especially for women like my mother, unlike my father, who didn't demand academic excellence or get into a prestigious university, I was truly delighted to have a bachelor's degree with reasonable tuition. It's fair to say that women tend to be short-sighted, but I think it's more likely that they're more tolerant.

	　　

	 

	Chapter 24

	      Back to the scene. My mother had already closed her eyes, and as I teased her proud breasts again, she feigned composure and mused, " Hmm ... good for having a bachelor's degree ... don't touch me ... um ... you should just go get a part - time job ... ah ... no ... don't touch me there . " Taking advantage of her lack of resistance, I kneaded her breasts, then boldly pinched the buds on her nipples and began to rub them vigorously, my movements utterly obscene.

	Of course, my mother said she would not let me study for a bachelor's degree, and I knew she was just trying to scare me.

	Because of this, my mother's words were inconsistent and intermittent. I saw that she was a little breathless, as if saying these words was like carrying a heavy burden. As I kneaded her, she said, " Hmm ... Don't move ... "

	At this point, I stopped pretending and stopped massaging her shoulder blades with my right hand. I was looking for a target that could add more physical and mental stimulation.

	　　It was a breast-grabbing, but the action was actually quite gentle, thanks to the fabric and the tightness of my mother's bra, which didn't hinder my movements and, likewise, didn't cause her any discomfort. My palm caressed her breast flesh, and two fingers teased her nipple, which was as elastic as cotton candy . After many days, I finally experienced this kind of light sensation, and the pleasure was beyond words.

	I remained prudish , saying, " Thank you for your hard work, Mom ... You still have to work at your age . " As I spoke, I shook her breast, making it flow like pudding.

	Mother still had her eyes closed, but I saw that she was smiling, with a hint of physiological stimulation. " Well ... hehe ... silly boy ... this is much better than plowing the fields . " After saying that , she let out a long breath, as if she was enjoying something.

	I thought, given her state of mind and the atmosphere, this was a golden opportunity for me, so I decisively reached for her buttocks, still bulging outwards, pressed against the bed. Through her shorts, I felt the tightness of her buttocks, and I could barely handle the stimulation. Yes, I'd caressed this same mother's buttocks before, but for a young man full of energy, experiencing the charm of a mature woman for the first time, touching it again would bring no less physical and mental satisfaction.

	Realizing that I had touched another forbidden area of hers, my mother opened her eyes, turned her head towards me, pursed her lips, frowned, but her eyes were full of spring, surprised, confused, and entangled, releasing complex emotions. Her voice was like a layer of fine velvet, sweeping across my heart, " Why are you getting more and more out of line ? "

	But I was already captivated by desire, unable to utter a single word. My hand, still caressing my mother's buttocks, began to rub back and forth, forgetting to tend to the buds on my left hand. Seeing my filthy appearance, my mother probably felt a sense of moral shame. Her frown deepened, and as if she had regained some of her sanity, she said, " Hey, Li Yuqing, what's wrong with you? You're so beautiful and well-read, yet why are you always thinking about indecent things with me ? "

	　　To this day, I've considered many theories about this issue, about its origins. I originally had in mind the theory that would earn my mother's understanding: that they weren't discreet enough during their sexual intercourse, and I overheard it, planting the seeds of incest . Who could blame me for the fact that my budding sexual consciousness ultimately came from my mother? To put it bluntly, this was a case of shifting the blame.

	To use an inappropriate metaphor, just like a duck hatching, it is very likely to recognize the first creature it sees as its mother.

	However, at this time I temporarily gave up this statement, because once I said it, then I would never be able to hear those seductive moans that ignited the young man's desire and the sounds of his parents' sex!

	But he had no clever words to say at the moment , so he could only remain silent. As a result, he didn't dare to continue the action.

	My mother gently removed my immoral hands. Then, she leaned back with both hands, leaning her upper body slightly back, pushing her chest forward. She turned her head, tilting it slightly, and looked at me with blinking eyes, looking lazy and relaxed, as if she had asked a question and was waiting for an answer. " Huh? Why aren't you talking? " my mother asked.

	I made up my mind and struggled to speak, " I ... I think you are so beautiful, Mom, and I really want to get close to you ..." For someone with a thin face and young age , saying such words to the opposite sex really takes away all the strength in the body.

	After hearing this, my mother seemed to take it very seriously. After a moment , she couldn't help but chuckle . " Who are you trying to fool ? I'm just a country woman . " However, her eyebrows raised. Women dress to please themselves; no one escapes this simple truth. For women, unrelenting praise is the first key to winning their hearts.

	After a while, she put away her barely perceptible joy and said seriously, " It's good to want to be close to mom , and I'm happy too, but the way is wrong ." Her eyes seemed to widen a little, and she shook her head slightly, then said, " You understand, right? I don't need to explain it too clearly . "

	her response , but I feigned frustration, mumbling to myself, " Something's wrong ... That night you ... " I assumed my mother couldn't hear, and since I couldn't define what happened that night, I couldn't fully articulate it.

	My mother said sternly, " I was confused for a moment . Don't think too much about it. " " I understand adolescent psychology, and the more you're like this, the more I can't let you make a mistake . " She tilted her head and looked at me, as if trying to compel me to understand, to urge me to comprehend.

	I raised my head, looked at the ceiling, and said slowly, " I really envy my dad . "

	The mother's expression changed several times before she narrowed her eyes and said in an inexplicably embarrassed tone, " What nonsense are you talking about ? "

	I said unwillingly, " Why can't I do that just because I'm your son ? "

	She seemed wary , her gaze growing even darker, making it hard for me to discern her emotions. " What do you mean? " she asked, seemingly knowing the answer. Then, with a firm tone , she added, " We 're husband and wife! " Then, I sensed a hint of sadness in her eyes. " Over ten years . "

	She glanced at me, then remembered that discussing parental relationships in front of the children wasn't the right path. But I knew this was a breakthrough, so I struck while the iron was hot, even though it was unfilial ... " But then again, I've never seen you guys argue, " I said .

	Even though she desperately didn't want to discuss this topic with me , it was a sensitive topic deep within her, and she desperately wanted to confide in me. In the end, she held it back, sneering, " Hmph ... you didn't know when we argued . " Hearing my mother say this, I figured it wasn't anything serious. We shouldn't judge our parents' generation, or those in rural areas, by today's standards for relationships. Ordinary love? How many foolish couples of the last century had that? Most were simply kinship bred by the passage of time. Just muddle through. Besides, my father has so many good qualities; at least he can't compare to other men.

	　　For a mother, even if there are misfortunes and regrets, they are not the main theme of life. She can always look forward and live her life. With a pair of " obedient " children, she will never lack other aspects of happiness.

	I continued , " No way, it's all thanks to your ancestors that you were able to marry me . She's hardworking and pretty. How dare Dad argue with you ?"

	My mother rolled her eyes at me and said, " Tsk , what do you know, little brat ? "

	Then she sat back up, looking straight ahead, as if a little dazed. She glanced at me again and said thoughtfully, " Men will never be satisfied . "

	I took the opportunity to flatter her, " I am very satisfied to have a mother like you . "

	The mother then realized that it was inappropriate for her to say such words to her son, and quickly said, " Pooh, pooh, pooh, why am I telling you this ? "

	As if she had thought of something, she suddenly poked me on the forehead and spat at me, " Let me tell you! Don't think about those things in the future, do you hear me ? " " You are just not concentrating on your studies, so you have random thoughts! "

	　　For the sake of sexual happiness, I decided to be disobedient. I said provocatively, " Hmph, I'm going to find a female classmate to date, otherwise I'm going to go crazy . "

	The mother's face darkened and she was furious, " How dare you! "

	I made a sad face and asked, " What else can I do ?" Then I raised my crotch, which was showing a small tent, without any hesitation , as if I was deliberately trying to let my mother notice and understand my predicament.

	The mother obviously noticed it, and she was a little flustered, her face slightly red, but she still put on her motherly majesty, " You ~ don't even think about it , I am your mother . "

	I was so frustrated I almost cried . " Is n't that even possible? I'm your son. Just treat it as normal intimacy . " The underlying logic behind my words was the broken window effect. Maybe my mother thought I wanted to just walk in and, crudely, have sex with her. "Fuck her!" "Fuck Mom!"

	However, my appeal is a relatively light-colored desire. Under the premise of having " experience " , it is very likely to be tacitly approved and seek such an opportunity.

	The mother was a bit stunned. Her face twitched, and she frowned, as if she were engaged in a complex ideological struggle. She said indifferently, " I've never seen other people's sons behave like this. This is not normal . "

	　　" How do you know there isn't one? Of course they won't let you see it. Who can define what is normal or not ? "

	The mother replied angrily, " Huh, what nonsense ! Where have you studied ? "

	Without thinking much, I blurted out, " Really, I saw it ... on the Internet . "

	　　This made my mother very angry. She twisted my ear angrily and said, " Well, you go online to read all this nonsense. No wonder you learn such bad things . "

	My mother's movement made me lower my head, and her body was closer to me, so I could stare at my mother's heaving breasts. In addition, as I mentioned earlier, the things I looked at on the Internet were mostly erotic stories, and those plots that made people sink into the world emerged in my mind one by one. My breathing became rapid, my breath was hot, and a strong flame rose from my lower abdomen.

	I was still mumbling stubbornly , " Just like what happened just now, I am satisfied . I can study hard and live my life to the fullest. " However, my eyes were vacant, and I looked a little crazy.

	Seeing that something was wrong with what I said , my mother pushed my shoulders so that I could raise my head and stop staring at her chest.

	I suddenly looked up at my mother, my eyes burning like a flame, letting her feel the burning sensation emanating from the young man. My mother's eyes were filled with a hint of disdain and helplessness, perhaps feeling uncomfortable with me staring at her. " Li Yuqing, you're daydreaming again, aren't you ? "

	I didn't say anything. It was so quiet around me, the light blue curtains swaying softly in the breeze, without a trace of strength. I responded with the fire in my eyes, patience, and even a plea born of desire.

	The mother , perhaps unable to bear this gaze, tilted her head slightly, and judging by her heaving chest, I felt her heartbeat quicken. She pressed her legs together tightly, with a very small movement, struggling to endure this oppression. In the silence, mother and child seemed to be exchanging signals of incest, shame, and taboo.

	I couldn't bear it any longer, and without any consent, I climbed up my mother's thigh with my left hand below her waist and hips.

	My mother pushed my shoulder again in panic, " Li Yuqing! " , carefully and chaotically, as if she wanted to break this weird atmosphere and try to stop the situation from going downhill, but she didn't take my hand away.

	All I could do was show my pitiful and painful face, like a child wanting to be doted on by his mother . This look made my mother very confused and she couldn't do anything cruel.

	She crossed her hands in front of her chest, lowered her head, closed her eyes, and seemed to be in deep thought. After a long time, she took a deep breath and said, " This is really the sins of my past life . "

	She raised her head, as if she had thought about it, and said seriously, " It still won't work. We are not animals. There are boundaries for being a human being . "

	When I heard this, I thought that all my efforts had failed again and I felt extremely upset.

	　　At this time, my mother put down her hands, supported her knees, and rubbed them back and forth a few times. She looked at me with a complicated expression and murmured, " That's right, you are my son, it is only natural for you to help me massage my bones . "

	　　" Don't think about it anymore , " she said, glancing at me from top to bottom .

	I knew what she meant, and I felt like jumping up and down with excitement , my whole body filled with heat. And the more vague she was, the more room I had to take advantage of her.

	I looked at my mother with a look of gratitude and satisfaction, just like the joy I felt as a child when I was allowed to eat a piece of candy, but this happiness was not pure. I almost trembled and shouted, " Ah Mom ~" .

	When my mother saw my useless look, she glanced at me with disdain and said, " Be nicer to me next time ." Then she closed her eyes, as if waiting for you to pick my flowers.

	But it seemed as if it wouldn't move without instructions , and I froze in my tracks. Mother said, understandingly, " I wonder when your dad will be back . "

	Hearing this, I didn't rush straight into the action. As usual, I placed my hands on my mother's shoulders and pretended to massage them, but my focus was absent and my movements were a bit perfunctory. She didn't object, though she did say, "Hmm ... a little harder , " which actually irritated me . So I slowly lowered my left hand, pinching my fingers against the cuff of her sleeve, and halfway inside.

	Although my mother seemed to be quite cooperative with my " massage , " I decided to say something to mitigate her defensiveness, just to be on the safe side. Of course, the real reason was that I felt certain words could provide psychological stimulation and satisfaction. I was young at the time and didn't understand what sexual pleasure was.

	　　" Mom, isn't it tiring for you to work like this now ? "

	My mother replied calmly, " It's not bad. It's easier than when I was working at the stone factory. "

	　　" Sister Yan said that your job is better than her job as a teacher, and the salary at that company is very high . "

	　　" Teaching is still good. It's stable. I only get a small monthly salary here , " my mother said calmly, a hint of a smile on her face, clearly satisfied. The so-called small monthly salary simply means that a large portion of the salary is put aside at the end of the year as performance, a common trick used by most public institutions.

	I am still hesitating, feeling that the time is not right.

	　　" Oh , you shouldn't have quit your job as a teacher at that time. If you had done it now, it would be a shame . "

	　　Speaking of this, my mother's face darkened. She'd been tricked by my father back then, and who could have known she'd end up in this situation. If she'd held out until now, she'd have enjoyed a ton of benefits. To say she wasn't upset would be a lie. Fortunately, the overall benefits of my current job aren't any worse than a teacher's, but after all, I lack the formal employment status, so I still don't have the security of a job.

	　　" I didn't agree at the time , but your father insisted on arguing with me. But I was stupid too, and it was too easy for me to have unrealistic ideas, " the mother said indignantly, her chest heaving with a heavy feeling.

	　　" Forget it, don't think about the past. You can live a good life as long as you are obedient ," said the mother with relief.

	Hearing this word, I felt ashamed. My thoughts and actions were no longer worthy of being called obedient. But when I think about it, in other aspects, I am still a qualified child.

	I moved my palm a little bit inward and began to touch the edge of the bra. Under my palm was my mother's soft skin.

	I continued, " I heard that your dad has been running around and spending a lot of energy on your current job . "

	The mother looked a little unhappy, with her upper lip slightly raised, " Huh, of course he wants me to do this job, so he will have less pressure and start to rely on his wife . "

	However, my father said that even if he spent the money his mother earned, it was like having a safety net at home, which made him bolder to try harder, instead of being timid like before and watching opportunities slip away.

	I comforted her, " Don't worry about it for now . At least you have time to go back to your parents' home without asking anyone for help . "

	　　" That's right. " These few words revealed her immense joy. Financial independence, or a good job, means far more to a woman than just that. The impact it brings is immense and profound, even shaping and transforming a person's temperament and inner world ...

	I saw that my mother seemed to be in a good mood at this time, so it was a good opportunity for me to get my hands on her forbidden area. My left hand, which had been thirsting for a long time, directly passed over the towering breasts and clothes and came to the deep cleavage in the middle. Before I could touch the smooth breast flesh, I raised my palm and slid it back and forth in the cleavage. The obvious touch came from the bra fabric, which was also psychologically satisfying.

	　　" Hmm? " My mother noticed my progress, she opened her eyes, then held my arm, looked at me with a sly and curious look, and said softly, " Is this how you massage me ? "

	I swallowed and responded dully, " Um ... that " , " Mom ... you're working now, so going to college gives me an extra layer of security . "

	I let her hold my wrist . Inside her clothes, my palm, slightly bent, half touched her exposed breast flesh, the other half rested on the bra cup. As my fingers pressed harder, the flesh on her right breast sank, then quickly returned to its original shape, showing a stubborn elasticity.

	　　" Look at what nonsense you 're talking about ! Your university education comes from your own hard work. How can we help? " my mother said disdainfully. " What about the acupuncture points ... why are you pressing them randomly ? " She said two completely unrelated sentences in a flash. Only when she said the second sentence did her breathing become heavy, and her voice seemed to tremble.

	　　In a flash, I hooked the bottom of the bra with my thumb and reached in, completely grasping one of my mother's elastic breasts. The skin was smooth, firm yet elastic, and heavy. The stimulation went straight to the top of my soul.

	　　" Hey ... you ..." My mother stared at her chest with eyes that seemed to be dripping with tears, and watched my movements inside through the clothes. Then she slowly raised her head to look at me, " Who taught you to press like this? " It seemed like a question, but in my opinion, the charm that should not be revealed jumped out.

	　　This unintentional display also greatly benefited me and immediately increased my sexual desire.

	So I kneaded this soft big breast in my hand like kneading flour . While kneading it, I felt the nipple at the tip quickly become hard due to the friction in my palm.

	　　" Hmm ..." , my mother moaned softly, " Hmm ... you don't have to worry about going to college, I'll have money by then. " My mother's appearance, the combination of lustful depravity and realistic superiority, was a strange combination that made me feel that the charm of this mature woman in front of me was even more substantial and unique.

	　　This made me feel restless, my hard cock almost pushed through my shorts, and my right leg gradually moved closer to my mother's left leg, rubbing it vigorously. My mother couldn't help but breathe heavily as her breasts were being stimulated by her son, but she managed not to moan again.

	I said at the right time and with deep affection, " Mom , you are so nice . "

	Mother raised her eyebrows, and her eyes became more lively. She was quite pleased with what I said. " Hmph, now you know that mom is fine, right? " Mother said breathlessly.

	Feeling the wonderful touch of my mother's breasts, combined with this situation, it is hard not to think that this is a double entendre.

	More sensual desires surged, and my mouth went dry, as if I couldn't breathe properly. I nudged my head closer to my mother's chest, trying to absorb as much of that intoxicating mature fragrance as possible. When I pinched the springy nipple with a little force, she moaned , " Ah ~ hmm! " and trembled. A wave of heat, seemingly emanating from somewhere, blanketed her upper body, seemingly carrying the scent of mature body. I felt a faint, unpleasant dizziness, my cockhead so hard that my sense of touch was lost, and my hot breath repeatedly puffed against the fabric of her breasts.

	My right hand, long since freed from its position, caressed Mother's back, then, as if embracing her, caressed her. I noticed her legs alternately close together, then relaxed, caressing each other, as if enduring something. She even raised her head, letting her chest rise and fall noticeably, her breath puffing against my head.

	　　At this time, I also panted and said, " Mom , I will massage you often in the future, okay? " , and then I grabbed the soft breasts heavily.

	　　" Well ... I don't need you ..." , " You ... is that a massage ..." , the mother moaned and panted.

	I asked , " Why ... will Dad help you ? "

	The mother was in a daze and panted softly, saying, " He ... of course he did ." But she soon realized that she had said something inappropriate, as if her son had peeped into the couple's privacy. The mother suddenly opened her eyes and said, " Don't ask me anything . "

	　　This has already made me very excited, and there is a kind of perverted satisfaction. I realized something, jealousy, envy, grievance, and unfulfilled desires. These emotions surged up, but when faced with some unreasonable obscenities in front of me, a huge flow of desire began to hit my body and mind. It may not be healthy, but there is always a moment of extreme bliss that makes me willing to sink.

	I couldn't bear it anymore. All my desires needed an outlet. My right hand passed over my mother's tailbone and slid down to the raised half of her buttocks.

	　　" Where have you touched it? You are so naughty, child, " the mother said tremblingly.

	Seeing that she didn't refuse immediately, I went further and inserted my fingers into the waistband of her shorts and underwear, and was about to touch her buttocks.

	My mother grabbed my hand in time and shook her head, " Well ... okay ... don't go too far . "

	Following an intuition , I pinched the buds hard with my left hand and rubbed them quickly, looking very impatient.

	　　" Ah ... be gentle !" My mother shuddered again, her upper body straightening, her chest thrust forward, the material of her dress reaching my mouth. I sniffed the various odors intensely. Her grip on my hand instantly loosened, and I seized the opportunity to break free, sliding my palm down along her buttocks, trying to grasp the entire flesh in my hand.

	However, my mother was sitting, so my access was limited. So I adjusted my position and squeezed in between her buttocks, feeling the pressure of her cold buttocks on my fingers. Finally, I was able to reach her round, smooth buttocks without any obstacles. The familiar elasticity and smoothness, but with her sitting position, it felt a little bigger and tighter.

	　　" Li Yuqing ... what are you doing? Are you not listening ? " My mother almost leaned against my head, humming and hesitating.

	　　At this point, I wasn't afraid. But prodding my middle finger straight down only felt like poking the bed, so I bent it slightly, following the curve of one butt cheek, finally finding my way deep into the crack. The sensation on my hand shifted from the coolness of my buttocks to the scorching heat deep within the crack. I remembered the beauty of that night, and I longed to experience that same feeling again.

	　　" No ..." I didn't expect my mother to resist so fiercely this time. She twisted around and grabbed my hands. Then we started wrestling, but neither of us had a good position to exert force, and it was difficult to maintain balance. After a while, our upper bodies fell forward onto the bed behind us.

	an instant , my hands left her body as if by reflex.

	The only sound in the room was our breathing. After a while, my mother finally said, " Okay, that 's it for tonight . " Then she turned and looked at me, her long eyelashes seeming to speak, telling me to be content.

	At least, she wasn't angry, nor did she dwell on what had just happened, and I was still quite excited. This also fueled my lustful courage.

	I half turned over , propped up my upper body, and looked at my mother under me, my eyes still uncomfortably hot.

	　　" Didn't you listen to what I said just now? " the mother said coldly, as if she had regained her senses, but she still turned her head away and didn't look me in the eye.

	How could I obey? He hooked his hand around her waistband and was about to pull it off.

	My mother turned her head and said, " Hey! " Her eyes were full of surprise and disbelief, and she forgot to stop me for a moment.

	Because my mother's body was pressing down on me, I took off her pants very slowly. First, her plump but not bloated belly came into view. Then, a soft dark shadow began to emerge from under the fabric of her pants, and it could be seen that she was bulging.

	I could finally see my mother's pubic mound clearly from the front.

	But my mother didn't give me a chance. She yelled, " What are you doing ?" and turned over. Without thinking, she immediately protected the fertile land under her crotch. However, my mother was lying on her stomach. Her fertile buttocks exuded a seductive charm in my sight, making it impossible to look away, as if she had opened her arms to me.

	　　Could it be that my mother would rather let me molest her from behind than have a face-to-face interaction with her?

	But this scene was fleeting. My mother, supporting her upper body with her arms, was about to stand up, cursing. However, this made my blood boil even more. It was as if she was posing in a posture that I only saw in Japanese movies, kneeling and prone, her buttocks swaying, extremely outstanding and extremely tempting.

	My head seemed to buzz, and my rationality disappeared. My desire was burning to the extreme. I stretched out my left hand to hook her waistband, and with an almost violent mentality and strength, I pulled it down ...

	In a moment of haste , I failed to lie down successfully, but half of my buttocks, as white as a jade millstone, were exposed. In a flash, my mother turned around and gave me a vicious look, " Li Yuqing, are you rebelling? " After that , my mother instinctively lay back on the bed and avoided my evil hands.

	I was originally sitting, and at this time my mother slightly raised her upper body, pulled my ear and pulled me directly onto the bed. Our heads were only 5 centimeters apart, and I could even smell her hot breath like gunpowder. She scolded, " You are like a hooligan, what are you talking about ! "

	Naturally, I had no way to defend myself. I said, " I ... I don't know why I am like this ," and pretended to be in pain .

	　　" Mom ... why don't you let me ... help you press there ?" I thought about it and said it boldly.

	My mother was shocked, and then she looked at me with a sharp and cold gaze, " How can I let you press there casually ? What's wrong with you ? "

	I said in a tentative tone, " It's not like we haven't touched it before ... that night ... "

	After hearing this, my mother's face flushed, but she suppressed her anger and grabbed my ear again, " What kind of filthy things are you thinking about ?" " Can you be more like a son ? "

	　　" I ... I feel very uncomfortable, " I curled up my body and pretended to be patient.

	　　" Why are you feeling uncomfortable? Just keep chopping wood! You dare to come up with any ideas, right? " My mother glanced at me and finally glared at me with disgust.

	She closed her eyes slightly, her breathing still disordered because of what happened just now, and said coldly, " Humph, you were already too much just now and you are still not satisfied. You are asking for more so soon . "

	I was about to say something when I casually glanced down at my mother's body. My breathing quickened uncontrollably. She hadn't even pulled up her pants! Had she forgotten, or just decided it didn't matter? Her plump buttocks, with their deep, almost male-sweeping groove, were exposed to the air. The contrast between the smooth flesh of her skin and the dark shadow of the groove was stark, radiating the unique charm of a woman's buttocks! I practically gaped, forgetting to breathe, my entire body frozen in time.

	My mother noticed the strange silence at the moment, opened her eyes and looked towards me. Following my gaze, she naturally understood something.

	　　" Cough ... hum ..." My mother coughed lightly, turned my head back and stopped me from looking at things I shouldn't be looking at.

	　　" Oh ..." After a light sigh , she suddenly said softly, " Li Yuqing, I know you are a smart child, you should know that some things are not right ." The mother's eyes became tender, as if she wanted to infect me with her maternal love.

	　　" Although I can't explain the reasoning behind it, it's really not okay for you to do this. This is the basic rule of being a human being , " the mother continued.

	I met her eyes and said, " Mom ~" , but I couldn't say anything.

	My mother stroked my head gently, her eyelashes as lively as her eyes, and said softly, " I can understand the curiosity of adolescence. It's enough to try it. Just forget about it, okay ? "

	I stubbornly said, " Why ... Is it illegal ? ... No one knows . " In the rural family education system we received, breaking the law was the only taboo. Besides that, why couldn't we give it a try?

	　　" You ..." My mother's face changed and gradually became gloomy. She didn't expect that I would be so stubborn.

	I took advantage of the situation and thought that if I said a few words tonight, maybe I could get closer to my goal. " How can I concentrate on my studies in this situation? Mom, do you have any good solutions ? "

	The mother wanted to say something but stopped herself, her expression changing several times, and she was suddenly speechless with a furrowed brow. In her cognition, the concept of " do it yourself " probably wasn't very popular yet. Moreover, if she did it too much, she might become even more out of control, both physically and mentally.

	She simply turned her head to the other side, resting her hand on her folded palms, looking a little helpless. " I don't want to talk to you anymore. You're an adult now, think it through yourself . "

	At this point, I felt a bit helpless, unsure how to proceed. I fell silent for a moment, both in words and actions. But I still vaguely felt that my mother's words had multiple meanings. Was she asking me to stop? Or should I think through the consequences before deciding what to do?

	After a long time, the mother let out a long breath and said in an inaudible tone without any emotion, " You are not going to fly if I tell you to touch it twice, what kind of perverted habit is this . "

	I couldn't understand what my mother meant, so I asked impatiently, " Mom, what did you say ?" But my body seemed to be sensing something and was almost trembling.

	My mother didn't respond to me verbally. I couldn't help but look back at her exposed buttocks. I couldn't describe the feeling. It was still in the same shape, as if waiting for someone to pick it.

	I guess my mother could hear the sound of me swallowing . I looked back at her, trying to peek at her expression so I could make a judgment, but most of her face was buried, so I couldn't see anything.

	Suddenly, I felt something touch my thigh. I turned around and saw it was my mother, bending her calf and hooking her foot against me. This undoubtedly exacerbated my agitation, because it looked more like an ordinary woman, or a little girl's action that didn't fit the identity of a mother, but it could drive males crazy.

	I looked at my mother in disbelief and called out, " Mom ~" excitedly and nervously, and then she hid her face even deeper.

	I say? This seemed to confirm a suspicion I had. So, my left hand slid up that buttock, carefully feeling its cool, supple, smooth texture. Mother remained calm, and I didn't dare grab or pinch her, just gently caressing her. After a while, I began to slide my middle finger up and down the crack of her buttocks, but I didn't push in.

	Perhaps , my mother just allowed me to touch the surface in such a " gentlemanly " way.

	I couldn't hold back any longer. I pushed my middle finger down into the crack of her buttocks, almost sinking it in. Mother shuddered and uttered with difficulty, " You can't go in any further ..." She had already given me permission to go this far, so what difference would it make if I went deeper? She was still deceiving herself.

	So my hand slid down again and was hidden in the fabric of my mother's shorts and underwear, which had not been completely taken off. My mother quickly closed her legs, and my palm only touched her ordinary skin, which was plump and soft.

	　　" Hey ... Li Yuqing , don't push your luck, " the mother's voice became tense.

	I continued to hook my middle finger down and felt a fluffy feeling. I don’t know where I touched, but I was so excited that I almost suffocated. This touch was very inspiring.

	My mother reached around and grabbed my arm, trying to stop me. The only sound in the room was our heavy breathing. Taking advantage of this moment, I began to pay extra attention to the sensations my middle finger was probing. A warmth, a dampness, seemed to spread. Noticing this change, I glanced at my mother's face. She seemed to sense my surprise and excitement, feeling that her son had caught on to some of my subtle physiological reactions. She pinched my arm, a little annoyed.

	Her reaction only added fuel to my fire. I couldn't help but curl my middle finger and hook it between the squeezed buttocks. It felt like it had brushed against a tough spot and sunk into the bottom of a basin. There was a crater there, dry and covered in delicate wrinkles. With experience, I immediately understood what was happening. I had violated my mother's anus again.

	The hole contracted rapidly . " Hmm ..." The mother let out a sound of discomfort or perhaps pain as her sensitive and shameful area was touched. Her entire buttocks and upper body tensed. " Li Yuqing, are you a pervert? Where are you touching? " she gasped and cursed .

	I don’t have a strong fetish for this area for the time being, so my middle finger has already returned to its original position, and I was about to move it to the source of the moisture below.

	　　Suddenly, the sound of a motorcycle approached from afar, and my mother froze nervously. We knew my father had returned. She was already struggling to get up. " Your dad's home ! Stop messing around and let me get up , " she said calmly. It was a tacit understanding that mother and son shouldn't see this, but she was trying hard to maintain her composure, not to drastically end the absurdity .

	My father had returned, and I knew I couldn't continue. Just looking at that plump buttocks, my desire was still at its peak, undiminished. It felt like I was teetering on the edge of danger, a strange passion building within me. My mother was slowly turning around. With a determined heart, I firmly pressed my finger into the moist area beneath her buttocks. My middle finger first felt a sparse, soft hair, then, as if slicing through two clumps of plump, soft flesh, an exaggerated wetness and heat emanated from beneath my fingertip, and I even felt a sucking force.

	　　" Well ... hey ... are you crazy ?" Mother covered her mouth with the back of her hand to stop the charming moan, but still shouted at me seriously in a low voice. She also turned around and shook off my obscene left hand.

	I hadn't recovered from the stimulating touch, and I was a little dazed. My mother had already pulled up her pants and sat down. She looked at me strangely, gently pushed my chest, and said, " You know your dad is back, right? Go take a shower . "

	　　After saying that, my mother walked out of the room without caring about me and said, " I'm going downstairs to watch the program on Pearl River Channel first . "

	I finally came to my senses and followed him out woodenly, but I was staring at my middle finger, recalling the touch. It seemed that there was a little moisture on my middle finger, emitting an obscene glow under the light.

	I must have explored my mother's absolute forbidden zone again. Thinking of this, my cock became restless and I hurried to the shower room. I couldn't calm down unless I gave her a good fuck ...

	　　

	 

	


Chapter 25

	On the last night of summer, I quietly waited for the hailstone in my heart to melt. The wild bird that missed the dawn was so gently embraced by the darkness.

	　　——Chapter Preface

	On the surface, Sunday is also a holiday, but for boarding students who live away from home, this day is wasted. They will endure complicated and uncomfortable emotions until some time in the afternoon, get on the car leaving home, and then finish Sunday evening study in a mood of bereavement.

	Everything was fine. During the limited time we had at home, my mother didn't say a word to me, though she glared at me a few times. It was said that my father would have to leave for a construction site in another province after Tuesday, as he had some matters to attend to. The upcoming Mid-Autumn Festival reunion became just another ordinary day; after all, I only had half a day off.

	A new week has begun . After last week's adjustment, I think it's time to get serious about studying. First year of high school, before the subject divisions, is actually the most demanding academically, as every subject is important, requiring exams, and will be on the future college entrance exam. Fortunately, at first, with my elementary and middle school foundation, the high school material wasn't too difficult. This was also the beginning of my misfortune, as I'd never been in the habit of pre-studying, so I let the simple initial material get in the way, quietly eroding the foundation for future academics.

	I was completely unaware that during the quiet time after school, I harbored dark Oedipus fantasies; in class, my attention was distracted by extracurricular books and online games.

	On Wednesday afternoon, after playing basketball in gym class , I went to the canteen to buy a bottle of low-quality milk tea. I've always felt that the experience was no less delicious than finally finding an oasis and drinking sweet water after wandering in the desert. Years later, that milk tea remains the most delicious thing I've ever had, bar none. I can even remember the anxious figure handing over a two-yuan bill in the crowded crowd, and then receiving the milk tea, my throat churning with sweat, the cool, refreshing taste still lingering, seemingly more than a decade later.

	Of course, there's another reason I remember this day so clearly: I happened to run into Liu Er at the canteen, also after gym class. I was incredibly excited, like meeting an old friend in a foreign land, or reuniting with Liu and Deng after their split up and crossed the Dabie Mountains. Old friends from " hometown " are the greatest comfort to a lonely soul in a strange world.

	The funny thing is, we were best friends, only now realizing we went to the same high school. If we'd known earlier, we'd have easily found each other. During our conversation, we learned that Liu Er had been calling me countless times on QQ . That summer, deprived of internet freedom, I rarely logged into QQ . During the few times my cousin generously " let go, " I was so focused on logging into my online game client, racing against time, that I had no time for QQ . I 'd already moved past the stage of obsessing over my QQ level . It wasn't like my first and second year of junior high, when I'd beg my classmates to log in just to level up and see the sun . Although we didn't say it out loud , the tacit competition for level was constant, giving us a ridiculous sense of superiority. However, once we " reached the peak , " we both lost our motivation, and the scenery was nothing special.

	Then I asked Liu Er why he didn't just come to my house to visit me. I learned he'd spent almost the entire summer at a relative's in the provincial capital. So, we'd completely missed each other. It wasn't surprising; for rural students of that era, vacation meant losing contact, and graduation meant parting ways. The several kilometers of rural roads were an insurmountable barrier, hindering communication among peers.

	Well, if there are no motorcycles, there are bicycles . As for why I didn't take the initiative to visit my classmates, now thinking about it, I can only say that the main point is that if you don't look for me, I won't look for you.

	After meeting Liu Er again, high school life finally felt a little more lively. We were friends after school, eating together, showering together, and sharing a cigarette. In the evenings when I wasn't playing basketball, I broke away from the scattered group in my old dorm and started hanging out with Liu Er.

	　　This was inevitable, because as time went on, my serious roommates and classmates seemed less keen on hanging out together. Each of us had our own living habits and study plans, and eventually we all became " loners . " Of course, this only applies to after-school time; in the dorm, everything remained the same.

	Liu Er and I didn't do anything productive. We talked about that online game with great relish and longing, how to save money and implement a limited spending plan, how to upgrade equipment and build characters ...

	　　We also heard from classmates in the county town about the best late-night snack stall downstairs from the internet cafe, which had a great reputation. So we imagined staying up all night and eating 5 yuan fried noodles and 5 yuan meat congee. We hadn't even tried them yet, but the thought of it was already making our mouths water.

	After going there several times during the day and staying all night, we found a sense of security, leisure and comfort in this Internet cafe. In the next two years, this place became our spiritual corner to escape the absurdity of exam-oriented education.

	At the internet cafe , we ran into a rare couple, around 30 , playing the same game . While this game contributed the lion's share of revenue to a certain internet giant, it clearly hadn't penetrated smaller towns and wasn't mainstream at the time. Meeting like-minded individuals felt like finding a community.

	At first, we had no idea what they did for a living, but their in-game characters were incredibly powerful, and they were the ultimate spenders. When they arrived at the internet cafe, they weren't eager to get on the machines, but rather simply offered us pointers, completely ignoring our financially strapped status as students. They also dismissed our factory workers' errands and dungeon runs. But beyond the in-game spending, they taught us a lot, allowing us to grow our characters faster and become more powerful within our limited resources. We soon realized that our characters were useless from the start, and no matter how hard we tried to improve them, they would always have flaws.

	So I simply joined the Jianghu couple's new zone, started a new account, and could choose a popular sect with a more enjoyable control experience. In Jianghu, there's no class distinction, and we quickly became familiar with each other. Liu Er even became the male master's apprentice. Thanks to him, I also got the opportunity to run many dungeons and obtain a lot of valuable supplies and equipment. Compared to the male master's generosity, his wife was much more aloof. We didn't communicate much, both in-game and in real life. Most of the time, she just opened a few accounts and did money-making tasks. It turns out that women still like more life systems.

	The wife of the great man is only average-looking and has nothing special about her figure, but that aloof and cold air about her, combined with the temperament of a city dweller, occasionally makes a country boy like me fantasize about her. In the middle of the night, after watching a small movie hidden deep in the Internet cafe, I even fantasized about this married woman and masturbated in the toilet.

	At that time, besides my mother, the woman I lusted after most was a cashier who occasionally worked at this internet cafe. Speaking of which, I can't help but count the women besides my mother whom I'd had wild, perverse fantasies of doing whatever I wanted to them: from distant past to recent past, there was my sixth-grade homeroom teacher, my busty math teacher in first grade who wore a suit and shirt all day, my second aunt's wife, the wife of an old friend of my father's, and this beautiful young cashier ... There were others, too. I'd had a few more when the urge to cum was on me, but nothing compared to these women, yet they constantly popped up in my fantasies. To this day, if I had a choice, I'd desire them more than any of my beautiful, young classmates or senior schoolmates.

	As the target of my frequent sexual fantasies, these beautiful women, without exception, are all mature women around my mother's age. But let's be realistic, and I'm sorry to disappoint you all. This isn't a novel. Nothing happened between me and these women, and they weren't even aware of my feelings. How could a minor have the means and courage to engage in incestuous affairs with these married women? So how could I possibly enter an interactive world with my mother? On my mother's side, it was different. It was the innate right time, right place, right people, and the bonds of family that allowed me to, despite all the bumps and bruises, achieve my dream.

	As for the women mentioned above, every time I think about them, I'm filled with a suffocating regret that I didn't even touch them. With my awakening sexual consciousness and the influence of Japanese porn movies, the young man who loved mature women always had a fire in his heart. When he encountered these mature women, who still had a charming and infinite charm, it was like a torch looking at dry wood soaked in gasoline, but there was a huge chasm in front of him. No matter how strong the torch was, it couldn't ignite the other side. The illusory fire of adolescence ultimately failed to burn, leaving behind endless regret and powerlessness, so much so that I often wished that time could turn back. If I could return to the age when they were born, I would definitely be shamelessly bold.

	　　Back to the cashier: she's actually related to a senior online gaming expert at the internet cafe, as well as a classmate from my freshman year of high school. That classmate was a fair, gentle young man with excellent grades and a generous personality. Shortly after we got to know each other, he generously lent me money. Let's call him Wang Ming. Wang Ming was clearly a city dweller from a privileged family. Within a month, I could sense his kindness and gentle demeanor, making his interactions incredibly comfortable and natural. So, when I recklessly topped up my game cards and sometimes ran low on internet funds, I'd confidently ask Wang Ming for money; I figured he'd have some spare cash and wouldn't refuse, and even if I couldn't borrow, I wouldn't be embarrassed.

	Of course, I first became friends with Wang Ming in my first year of high school . The biggest reason was that he actually played the same online game as me, and we made friends through games. After I got to know all my classmates, the messages I received immediately increased, and the most shocking news I heard was that the Internet cafe actually belonged to Wang Ming.

	　　That wasn't all that was missing. Even more coincidental was that the cashier was Wang Ming's youngest aunt, and the online gaming couple was actually Wang Ming's uncle. Wow, this internet cafe is actually a " family business . " Through Wang Ming, I learned even more: it's just a minor part of their family's business. They have a self-built house, which is just big enough for the whole family, but not even full; the rest is rented out to workers from nearby factories. Not only do married brothers live under the same roof, but some even live with their uncle's entire family. All in all, this isn't uncommon on some streets in our county.

	In other words , the female cashier lives with Wang Ming's family. After confirming this, my heart began to beat rapidly with excitement, because I felt that I would have more opportunities to interact with the female cashier. If I went to Wang Ming's house, could I see another side of her that exudes the lifelike atmosphere of a young woman and a wife?

	I envied Wang Ming immensely . I envied him for being able to spend every day with the beautiful cashier , and I also envied him for being able to play computer games freely, since our family owned an internet cafe. Later, I learned that our family rarely let him into internet cafes, as they were always full of bad actors and a smoky, chaotic atmosphere.

	I suddenly felt a sense of anticipation ...

	The cashier 's most striking feature was her flawless skin, fair, smooth, and flawless, untouched by the ravages of time. Everything about her was better than the wives of online gaming gurus. Interestingly, even so, I could sense her approximate age, and my guess was correct. The charm of age is undeniable. She looked a bit like a mature actress like Sakai Chinami, with a captivating beauty mark under her eyelids. However, her preference for plain-looking polo shirts always made her bust pert, unbuttoned, and her skin had the distinctly urbane radiance of a woman. Despite her pampered lifestyle, she still acted like a boss lady at the cash register. She was used to seeing all kinds of delinquents, but beneath her professional smile, I could sense her indifference and disdain. Her seasoned, homely demeanor combined with her commercialist demeanor made her incredibly alluring to minors.

	My first thought was that a young man frequenting an internet cafe wouldn't likely catch her eye. It was just a fantasy. But because of Wang Ming's relationship, I kept hoping for something, sometimes even fantasizing about it. Of course, in the internet cafe. The aunt didn't know we were her nephew's classmates, but she saw we were familiar with her relatives, the gaming couple, and she smiled a little when we opened our accounts. She knew us.

	So I deliberately got closer to Wang Ming at school . It must be said that Wang Ming was indeed a very cultured person. Unlike other people from the county town, he had no sense of superiority from the city people. He could always appreciate the shining points of each student, and both boys and girls liked him very much.

	After a while, Liu Er became familiar with him , because after class, Liu Er would come to my classroom to chat with me. We played the same game, and in that era there were so many topics to talk about, and we couldn't stop.

	　　Wang Ming had previously invited Liu Er and me to his house to discuss online games. After all, it was easier to discuss things in person with everyone's accounts. Going to his internet cafe was out of the question; we'd be caught playing games. It was a complete no-no. I felt a vague sense of dream fulfillment, a strange, intense excitement welling up within me again ... It seemed I had to seize the opportunity to visit Wang Ming's house as soon as possible . Aunt Wang Ming and I had absolutely no connection, and our age and social status posed a significant chasm between us. Even if she weren't married, she wouldn't be interested in a country boy like me. How could I possibly attract such a pampered, mature woman? Nothing was possible.

	But the harder the stone is, the more morbid and abnormal thoughts the boy has.

	　　On a Sunday at the end of September , it was a break in the afternoon. After lunch, Liu Er and I borrowed a classmate's bicycle and went to the Internet cafe at Wang Ming's house. We only used the computer for an hour. Our main purpose was not to surf the Internet, but to contact Wang Ming through QQ so that we could go downstairs to his house and ask him to pick us up.

	　　I won’t go into details about the process, but for me, I finally arrived at the place I had been longing for.

	We weren't kids anymore, so visiting a classmate's house should have been a familiar experience, a casual affair. But perhaps because of my " ulterior motives " this time , I felt a surge of intimidation. It was a bit like the timid, submissive attitude of those women on TV who greet a towering figure. Before and after we entered the house, we chatted about the progress of the game, but I couldn't listen. All I could think about was Wang Ming's aunt. Would she be kind to us, the uninvited guests? What would she be like at home?

	　　We greeted Wang Ming's parents normally. Wang Ming must have said hello beforehand, so it didn't seem awkward. Then we sat down, and Wang Ming turned on the TV. We watched while chatting about all sorts of odd things going on at school, occasionally about schoolwork. After all, with adults around, we couldn't just jump into games. Wang Ming's mom even brought out some fruit snacks and placed them on the table for us to eat.

	　　As usual, I was absent-minded and looked around vaguely, trying to find that figure. I even wanted to get up and explore the entire building.

	By two o'clock, the three of us were the only ones left in the living room , and I finally spotted her aunt. Wang Ming was the first to greet her, saying we were classmates and wanted to hang out. We shouted, " Hello, Auntie !" back. She was at least 15 years older than us, so there was nothing wrong with calling her aunt. She glanced at us, replied with a faint " hmm , " and then left. She was wearing a loose T- shirt and camouflage shorts , which were a bit tight, clearly defining her buttocks. Suddenly, she stopped and turned to look at us. I was startled, thinking my impolite gaze had been noticed.

	She looked at me and Liu Er, seemingly recognizing us as the two internet-addicted teenagers from the internet cafe . " Huh? You ?" Liu Er and I both scratched our heads, looking embarrassed. Aunt Wang Ming also came back and sat on one of the sofas. She asked, " Why aren't you guys online today ?" Before I could formulate a response, Liu Er gave an awkward laugh and said, " No, not really , I'm just on it occasionally during the holidays . " In fact , she had seen us stay up all night several times.

	Wang Ming wasn't surprised that his aunt recognized us, as he'd known for a while that we were a regular at his internet cafe. He probably sensed the tension, that his aunt seemed to be questioning and lecturing us, and quickly came to our defense , saying , " Aunt , it's normal for people to relax during the holidays. As long as it doesn't affect their studies, that's fine. Holidays aren't long anyway . "

	With a knowing smile, she asked, " Really ? You boarders can go out all night Monday through Friday? " Then , her tone shifted to a slightly dismissive tone, " You two are pretty good at games . " Even a fool could hear the sarcasm, and we could only smile awkwardly.

	　　Fortunately, I had Wang Ming, a brilliant teammate. " Aunt , don't just look at him playing games , " he went on to say, "Liu Er is a genius in physics and math, with near-perfect scores on his exams. That's true, but Liu Er is severely biased in his subjects, with average scores in politics, English, and biology, so his overall grades aren't outstanding. He also briefly mentioned that I'd published an article in the XX Daily , and my essay on the first placement test of my freshman year was praised as a model. My other grades weren't outstanding in this elite class either, so that was the only thing I could say, and I wasn't exaggerating. Even if someone got in through the normal exams, how bad could their grades be? Aunt Wang Ming knew our school and her nephew's academic performance very well.

	a student , no matter what your character or family background was, as long as you said you had good grades, the attitude of your classmates' parents towards you would immediately change. We also thought so at the time. I wonder if Aunt Wang Ming would appreciate us a little more because of this.

	At the same time, a realization began to sprout in my heart: if you want a woman to be interested in you, you must have something to attract her. It is nonsense to simply fantasize about using force.

	His aunt seemed unconvinced. She narrowed her eyes in suspicion and said, " Really ? I can't tell . " Then she added, " You're still studying, so it's better not to play so many games. Besides, if you go out during non-holidays, you might get caught by the teacher ." Then she said seriously to Wang Ming, " Xiaoming , you too! Got it ? "

	　　" I know, Second Aunt , " " We are not children anymore. We all want to get into a good university. We will not slack off in our studies , " Wang Ming even replied for us.

	Later, Wang Ming explained that his family was very close and harmonious, never splitting up, and living and eating together. This was evident in the fact that his aunts and uncles had always loved him and paid close attention to his development. I was initially surprised by how his aunt could discipline him like a mother. In large families, you wouldn't bother to care about a child if he wasn't their own.

	So, his second aunt , acting as his mother, interrogated Liu Er and me, asking about our hometowns and family situations. As we gradually revealed more information, her smile remained plastered on my face, but it felt fake and perfunctory, growing increasingly unfamiliar and teasing. As a teenager from the countryside, a teenager addicted to the internet—these stereotypes — my sensitive adolescent mind naturally sensed the contempt and distance from this " pampered city dweller . " Her innuendos, veiled meanings, and sarcastic tone revealed the snobbishness of a feudal, small-town woman. Later, she didn't even bother to mince words, which truly shocked me.

	She hinted that we should not come again in the future, and she hinted that Wang Mingshao should not hang out with us. Of course, her exact words were not like that, but I was absolutely right about her meaning.

	But as the younger generation, we also maintained the necessary decency and politeness, still responding awkwardly with a smile, and pretending not to understand her hidden meaning.

	But I still couldn't help but feel humiliated. At the same time, a surge of Yuanlong's righteousness emerged, and finally, a lingering hatred. She treated us like thieves, those who were out to take advantage of her, like delinquents corrupting her family, like her impoverished relatives from the countryside. She made no secret of her disgust. Was this the way we treated two young men? Was this the standard of city folk? Although part of her motivation was for Wang Ming's own good.

	Wang Ming , standing by, could only speak for us with a complicated expression. I secretly made up my mind: I'd come back next time. The thought of her possibly getting even uglier gave me a sense of relief.

	the agonizing conversation, without the usual pretense of warmth and courtesy expected of an elder, she simply left the living room. The three of us exchanged awkward glances, breaking the awkward atmosphere and returning to our favorite topics. After a while, we simply headed to Wang Ming's room, where we sat in front of the computer and entered the game world to discuss the matter further. Only then did we gradually forget the strange scene.

	Around four o'clock, Aunt Wang Ming passed by and saw us engrossed in our computer screens. She abruptly said, " Students, stop playing games !" We turned to look, and she seemed surprised and displeased that Liu Er and I were still there. Perhaps we'd been out of this room for too long today, and she probably hadn't expected her teasing wouldn't " drive away " the two country boys. Our obsession with games trumped all else, and we ignored the cacophony.

	　　Only then did I notice that Aunt Wang Ming seemed to have changed her clothes, dressed like she'd been at the internet cafe. Her hair was faintly visible, still a little damp. Like Lu Xun's classic critique of Chinese " fantasy , " I pictured the sleek, white flesh of a young woman shrouded in the steamy heat. Her indifferent face, her smooth body, rubbing against her, her body twisting and turning like a coquettish pose. In the bathroom, the beautiful young woman had exposed all her private areas, waiting for a lucky man to enter and start a charming story.

	I excitedly thought of an action, but I had to wait until Aunt Wang Ming left. I knew that she was probably preparing to go to the Internet cafe to work.

	But she didn't leave for a long time. She kept muttering to herself, " It's four o'clock, and it's almost dark ." She seemed to be saying it on purpose for us to hear, and her voice was quite loud.

	Liu Er and I looked at each other and laughed inwardly, deciding not to listen. Liu Er replied in a mean way, " It's still early. It's not time for dinner yet . "

	Aunt Wang Ming seemed a bit anxious when she heard this and started " chatting " with us , asking us questions like what time evening study started, when the cafeteria opened, when the food ran out, how to get home, etc. She knew the answers to some of these questions, but she still asked them deliberately, her " eviction order " clearly speaking .

	Liu Er and I responded one by one , but neither of us showed any intention of rushing back to the school cafeteria to eat. Aunt Wang Ming's face was gloomy, and she was so embarrassed that she didn't know what to say. It's not our fault for being thick - skinned . Since you're so shameless, we have to go against you.

	feeling bored, stopped arguing with us and walked away. Whether we ate for free or not, she couldn't see or control it. After a while, I heard the sound of a motorcycle downstairs, so I pretended to stroll out casually and watched Aunt Wang Ming leave from the balcony.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 26

	I returned to Wang Ming's room, my mind drifting away from the game. I felt a guiding hand. I asked Wang Ming where the bathroom was, then walked out to the toilet at the end of the hallway. I peed while looking around. The space was small, the floor dry, and there was nothing around. Clearly, this wasn't the place I'd been waiting for. I meant, this wasn't the shower room.

	So I went to the stairs, where there was also a bathroom. It was obviously a normal behavior, but because of my dirty thoughts, I was extremely cautious and closed the door very carefully.

	　　The bathroom still seemed to be warm from the hot water. Hanging hooks were lined with clothes. I caught a glimpse of a pair of army green shorts, clearly the ones Aunt Wang Ming had just worn at home. Sure enough, there were her clothes. I hadn't held out hope, assuming that in a large family like theirs, each section would have its own bathroom, and I wouldn't be able to find hers upstairs or downstairs. But they were all shared. My heart raced, and I didn't dare touch her. It was a move that was practically impossible to be discovered, and it didn't involve any real action, yet I felt the same thrill as if I were stealing something.

	　　This is reality. I've been laying the groundwork for so long, and it's nothing more than a chance encounter. To a teenager, molesting the object of my fantasy's clothing is a gift from heaven, a whimsical adventure that satisfies my sexual fantasies. Those novel plots where you take everyone you meet, with vastly different personalities, identities, and ages, and capture them all, are ultimately impossible to pull off in real life. At least not for a high school student like me. Our experience, skills, and courage aren't enough to sustain such a plot.

	I thought that perhaps it was precisely because reality was so difficult that I coveted my mother. Her beauty was a big factor in her appeal to young men, but natural intimacy and convenience in life were also key factors.

	Yes, while we often aim too high for truly unattainable goals, the most tangible, stimulating pleasure ultimately comes from the most accessible, the closest. The so-called experience is only truly felt when it's actually tangible. So, who are the women we're most likely to touch, even with sexual awareness? As long as people are in family life, the breeding ground for incest is everywhere, at all times.

	I clutched the shorts in my hand, the center seam at the back rubbed to a shine. The zippered front buttons undone looked incredibly erotic to me. I imagined them worn like this on Aunt Wang Ming. Fetishism, or a penchant for women's authentic clothing, is a natural, uninitiated male sexual quirk. To outsiders, it might seem perverse, but sometimes, on reflection, it's a form of restraint and, understandably, common human nature.

	I put the shorts against one side of my butt and brought them to my face and nose. It seemed to have a strong taste. I feel very ashamed to say it now. There was no special taste, but the huge psychological stimulation still covered all my senses, leaving only my cock, which had become hard at some point, maintaining a strong consciousness.

	The image of Aunt Wang Ming who was falsely flattering the Internet users with a sense of superiority in the Internet cafe came to my mind, followed by her snobbery and materialism underneath her indifference and contempt towards us. The image of a sarcastic and mean beautiful young woman gradually took shape in my fantasy. For a teenager, this was a villain, but a villain who could give men, especially little kids, a heavenly physical pleasure.

	I imagine? Of course, some kind of " acting for the sake of justice " —in the bathroom, in her bedroom, in the internet cafe's restroom, in the private room, plunging my tender cock into the tenderness of her buttocks, brutally punishing her, ravaging her, shattering her pride and superiority. She'd beg for mercy, whimper, let out a piercing cry of desperate effort, but I'd turn a deaf ear, extracting immense pleasure from it. And most addictive of all was the contrast in age, status, and the contrast of having her virginity taken by a disgusting delinquent.

	Men are indeed animals who think with their lower body, and I am no exception. Even at a young age, I fantasized about things between men and women and experienced competitiveness, desire for conquest, and a sense of accomplishment. I had a natural belief in the so-called male virility, and I had to get all of these from women.

	My lust was surging, and I suddenly noticed a black bra among several pieces of clothing. I put down my shorts to take a break and turned my attention to the bra. I couldn't really confirm it was Aunt Wang Ming's bra, as those pieces of clothing weren't necessarily hers. But with my lust running high, I didn't care. I took it and sniffed the skin-on side like a drug addict. A lavender scent filled my nose. The bra was quite heavy, and the style didn't look like something worn by an older woman, let alone a little girl. I could only fool myself into thinking it was a young woman's bra.

	I imagined myself burying my head between Aunt Wang Ming's firm breasts, my teeth ripping at her delicate nipples, causing her to moan in pain and sensitivity. Combined with the psychological torture she'd just inflicted on me, and the hidden beauty of her homely figure, the pleasure in my crotch came incredibly quickly and intensely. I couldn't hold it in for long before I came, even letting go of anything, my cock spurting freely, reaching a wide area and leaving marks on the wall.

	　　After ejaculation, my cock and my body seemed to be still beating violently and did not soften for a long time; then I casually rinsed the floor and left the bathroom.

	Wang Ming and Liu Er didn't notice that I was out for a while, maybe because they were focused on the game, or maybe it was just a normal time for me to play.

	Next, I pretended to be casual and asked Wang Ming what his uncle did for a living. He was a civil servant, a minor official. I still had unrealistic fantasies, hoping to understand myself and my partner, cater to their preferences, and prescribe the right medicine. Naturally, that required understanding the husband's situation. I didn't realize it myself, but even then, I had already developed a primitive mindset to win the favor of a mature woman. In contrast, my approach to my mother involved no scheming; I relied solely on my status as a son and the inherent tolerance of a mother's love to satisfy my own selfish desires. Perhaps, to fully realize my distorted vision of my mother, I too needed to seriously consider my strategy, abandoning my petty tricks and wielding subtlety, and adopting a softer, more peaceful approach to reap the forbidden fruit.

	Wang Ming and Liu Er proposed various ideas to the game characters like doing a question. I would say a few words from time to time, but I was more focused on how to capture the two mature women.

	Around five o'clock , we left Wang Ming's house and headed back to school, having declined his parents' invitation to stay for dinner. Aunt Wang Ming didn't know about this, but she had fulfilled her wish, and we didn't have to eat for free. After all, they were a whole family, not just Wang Ming and his parents. We weren't mentally prepared for that, and it wasn't a banquet.

	When it was time for evening study , all the students were studying by doing exercises. During the break, I saw some male and female students chatting and laughing, especially the female students with youthful smiles. Suddenly, words such as premature love, falling in love, and chasing girls came into my mind.

	It seems like starting a love relationship during school days is easy; all it takes is a simple confession. If feelings have grown over time, or if your charm has already caught a girl's attention, then there's no need for a clichéd courtship plot; a platonic relationship can unfold naturally.

	Even if you want to win the heart of your crush from scratch , you don't need to go through a lot of trouble and spend a huge amount of money. At most, you will need some talking and some tricks, and you need to be persistent and thick-skinned.

	However, can the same approach to campus romance be applied to mature women and married women? The thick barriers of age, status, and social conventions have never been pierced, and thus there is no corresponding methodology.

	I sighed deeply, feeling powerless. But I couldn't bear the immense regret and even depression of not being able to taste the forbidden fruit produced by a mature woman during my adolescence.

	I began to seriously analyze my strengths and potential to attract mature women. Although I have never been in a serious relationship, I know from various novels and TV dramas that you need to have a certain kind of charm to win the favor of women.

	Of course, this is just my humble opinion. To win the affections of some women, you either have to appeal to their admiration for strength, which is tied to worldly material values: wealth, power, status, honor, or at least the ability to make a living; or you can provide emotional value. Your humor, understanding, even your individuality and coolness are always appreciated. Some say that being handsome makes everything easier, but appearance also provides emotional value, offering visual pleasure. The same goes for a good figure. Men, on the other hand, are almost exclusively visual creatures. Beyond that, in terms of emotional needs, compared to women, they enjoy the feeling of being needed and admired.

	these two things , and thinking about all the mature women I've coveted, I, a first-generation male, surprisingly discovered I had a huge advantage: youth. Youth carries a wealth of connotations, far more than just strength and vigor. Imagine a woman no longer young who receives the admiration of a young boy. The boost to her confidence must be immense, giving her a more positive perspective on her own femininity. While such admiration can be shameful, it's undeniably immensely satisfying.

	If we analyze it more deeply, we will find that the world often assumes that older men can have sex with younger women. If these experienced women were given this right in a subversive way, it would bring a sense of accomplishment like overcoming a huge challenge. It would be a great social practice against authoritarianism and feudalism.

	I believe they didn't realize this because they hadn't encountered such a thing yet. At that time, I was thinking about making the women I coveted realize this.

	But before that, I had to learn to showcase my strengths, at least to avoid any resistance. My basic concept was formed, but whether I could actually put it into practice was another matter. Looking back, when I was actually in front of a woman, the words I'd prepared, which I thought were perfect, still wouldn't come out. It was as if there was another soul in my body, pulling at me.

	Later, when I went to chat with Liu Er , I often saw him chatting and laughing with several female classmates. I thought I had to seriously learn from Liu Er. After all, he was a seasoned lover back in junior high, with several girlfriends. Of course, many of them were probably just casual flings, but it was clear that he was popular with the opposite sex. As for whether Liu Er was still a virgin, I asked him, but he was always coy about it. I thought, at least from him, I could learn which tactics girls were most susceptible to, and which boys they were more likely to lower their guard or even develop a crush on.

	What Liu Er taught me wasn't complex; it sounded simple and easy to put into practice. When interacting with women, you need to show full respect. This means speaking with discretion, avoiding rudeness, and avoiding controversial topics or topics that might cause discomfort. Then, you need to be thick-skinned. This doesn't mean you should act narcissistically in front of the other person, but rather, you should find ways to compliment them. For a woman who's generally considered beautiful, you should frequently compliment her on her looks. For those who aren't universally considered beautiful (beauty is in the eyes of the beholder, not the eyes of a pervert), you can compliment other aspects of her, like her beautiful voice or her lovable personality. Many women enjoy being complimented and flattered, but, after all, it's just how we all are.

	Liu Er said is even more applicable today, especially when it comes to online flirting. As for why he seemed so sophisticated despite his young age, it's likely because he was born into a family of prominent figures, making him relatively well-informed.

	However, I don't believe that Liu Er is a person who practices what he preaches. He says he respects women, but in today's terms, he is actually a typical scumbag. He has changed so many girlfriends, and he is fickle. He has his cake and eats it too. He has made several people cry. How can he be a good person?

	I'm not a good person myself, so I can only use my youth and immaturity as an excuse. In middle school and high school, I also hurt many female classmates inadvertently. By today's standards, it's also a form of school bullying, but the trauma I suffered was mostly verbal.

	For example, not long into my freshman year of high school, I had already given distinctive nicknames to several female classmates who we considered unattractive, causing them some degree of pain. Three people can make a tiger, and a lot of gossip can melt gold . Under my influence , even some of the more respectable male classmates with good grades were influenced by me and unwittingly joined the ranks of verbal bullying. I knew how sensitive adolescent boys and girls are. Those harsh words pierced their hearts like rusty nails, potentially leaving lasting scars. Although we didn't say those insulting names to their faces, word of mouth spread, so how could they not know? On several occasions, when I encountered these female classmates for class matters, they all smiled with awkward, self-deprecating smiles.

	Back in my school days, it was common for groups of boys to gather like gossips, commenting on the appearance and figures of female classmates, often using insulting terms. In my freshman year of high school, another bully I knew would often join a group of male classmates and stand in the hallway outside the classroom, constantly making judgmental comments and casting malicious glances at passing girls. Our classroom was located near the stairwell, on the third floor, connecting the upper and lower floors, and the senior students upstairs were not immune.

	Perhaps most of them are not aware of it, but our sins cannot be erased.

	Like the protagonist in "The Kite Runner" who felt a sense of guilt in his life, I too felt immense shame for who I was back then. I couldn't apologize to everyone individually. Although later in college, I sincerely confessed my guilt and asked for forgiveness from some of them, and I believe they were able to reconcile with their past unhappiness, many more female classmates have disappeared into the sea of humiliation. I can only hope that those female classmates I once hurt have already moved on, calmly and fearlessly moving towards a bright future. They will encounter many warm people and situations, and in the future, they will be surrounded by kindness, thus living out their own unique and wonderful lives.

	I believe many boys have done this kind of thing during their school days, but they didn't realize it at the time, and they didn't realize it later. It's truly commendable that I can reflect on it years later. This topic may seem irrelevant to this article, but as I said, this isn't a story or a novel, just a selective memoir, like a running account. I just happened to think of this, and I felt like I had to share it to make myself feel better.

	　　Continuing from the previous article, the theories I figured out myself and Professor Liu Er’s on how to win the favor of women are more like castles in the air to me, but they can at least give me guidance when I am at a loss and at my wit’s end when facing the person of my dreams, and they can help me to move things forward step by step.

	　　After all, I can't really be like an animal in heat, sticking my dick out and touching women without saying a word.

	In the golden age of my life , I had so many extravagant desires. I wanted to make love, eat, and instantly transform into a half-bright, half-dark cloud. Most of all, I wanted to do whatever I wanted with any woman who could arouse my physical desires: the mature and somewhat coquettish senior schoolmate, the student-student with ideal breasts and perfect development, the political science teacher, the wife of my father's friend, the alluring and arrogant internet cafe cashier, my mother ...

	Admit it, you and I are the same. This has nothing to do with love. It's purely the thriving physical desires of a sexually awakened teenager, and that addictive and pleasurable taboo that's like poison. Even if I lower my standards, as long as the set of sexual intercourse is completed, no matter who the partner is, I'm afraid I will feel it's completely crazy and wonderful.

	junior high school never came. Entering my freshman year of high school, I entered a new era, facing a diverse environment and encountering men and women from all over the world. I seriously considered whether to set a dating goal, a more feasible way to satisfy my physical desires. As for those married women, when immersed in the vibrant daily life, I often woke up and realized that it was just a fantasy. Some people are inherently handicapped in this area. Even in their thirties, they still don't know how to pursue a woman. They can talk endlessly with their own sex, but always run out of words when it comes to women. Otherwise, why are there so many bachelors? A serious relationship is a difficult thing for me, at least much more difficult than my peaceful opportunity to molest my mother. The latter, at least, requires the right time, place, and people.

	As if my head were hollowed out by sperm, I spent most of my study time thinking about these obscene things, devising plots to open up gaps. Amidst fantasies of pursuing a certain female classmate and spending time in an internet cafe, my desire for my mother continued to grow tenaciously. Naturally, my grades on the test I took a month before the National Day holiday were abysmal. Thinking of my father's reprimands and criticism filled me with anxiety. I was eager for the holiday to arrive, but I was also terrified that my father would find out about my results.

	I kept wondering, in the nearly month since I'd been away, if my mother had reflected on our past actions, if she'd even thought about them, if she'd even thought about them, if she'd even thought about them again. Now that I was back, could I still enter that atmosphere with the same tacit understanding I once had ?

	The National Day holiday arrived as scheduled. According to national law, the combined leave totaled seven days, but high school students only had four , which was already a significant concession. I was even more excited because I'd just remembered that my father had gone to work in a neighboring province two weeks prior, after the Mid - Autumn Festival. My fear of failing the exam had been exposed, and it also meant that my mother and I were practically alone . Thinking of this, that evening as I returned home, I forgot all about my political teacher, my female classmates, my serious relationship, and the female internet cafe cashier. A new, forbidden flame reignited within me, like a tinderbox that had been unopened. Now, with a gentle blow, the fire began.

	　　Although I'm not sure what will happen, and the next few days are a fog of uncertainty, every cell in my body seems to be excited about getting what I want. No matter what, the closer I am to my goal, the greater the possibility of success.

	journey of over twenty kilometers, overcoming the hardships of crossing mountains and rivers, and waiting for various buses and transfers, I arrived home around seven. Because the classmate who lent me his phone after school was so quick, I couldn't notify my mother that I'd be back tonight. But I figured, on the eve of the National Day holiday, she'd probably expected us to be home for the holiday. The advance notice was meant to prepare extra food; after all, in the countryside, food was always available, so it wasn't a big deal.

	As I entered the house, I heard a sizzling sound in the kitchen. I assumed it was my mother cooking, but it turned out to be my grandmother, simmering some vegetables. I greeted her and walked around the house, but I couldn't see the woman's motorcycle my mother was riding. So I went into the kitchen and asked my grandmother, " Where's Mom? Hasn't she come back yet ? " I sat down and helped add some firewood.

	the large pot. By then, Grandma had already plated them. She was incredibly happy to see her grandson, and said with a friendly smile, " Your mom said there's dinner at the company tonight, at Yu Ji Restaurant . " " She guessed you'd be back today, so she cooked two extra pieces of meat before leaving. We 'll eat on our own tonight . " I 'd initially imagined a drama of a decadent housewife neglecting her children to feast on her own, but the food she left behind instantly filled me with a surge of family affection. I didn't dwell on it any further.

	I nodded when I heard that, and went to get my bowl and chopsticks to eat. It's not uncommon for state-owned enterprises to have occasional dinners, as they are all paid for by public funds. After finishing the meal and washing the dishes, I took out a few bags of snacks that I bought in the county town, which are relatively rare in rural areas. I thought they were delicious, so I gave them to my sister. I don't know where this idea came from, but I wanted to bribe and please the little girl. Maybe in the future, using her identity and name, she can help me with some strange things. For example, some accidents caused by this second-grade child will definitely not lead to the blame of his mother and father. Life is long, and there will always be a time when it comes in handy. But I have to defend myself. Before I became so " utilitarian " , I actually bought some delicious food for my little sister.

	My mind had been perfectly normal since returning, but when I went to the first-floor bathroom to pee, my inner erotic switch flipped on. I saw a few pieces of clothing on the shelf. I hadn't opened them, but I could see bra straps peeking out. Clearly, they were my mother's spare clothes. Given her style, they couldn't possibly be from yesterday. Did she shower before going to the company dinner?

	I didn't have any lustful thoughts about the pile of clothes, even though I'd done it plenty before. But those were all driven by lust. Now that I hadn't seen my mother, and there hadn't been any interaction to arouse desire, it was hard for me to feel any urges towards the cold, undergarments. Plus, normally, I'm averse to the strange smell of clothes I've worn all day, even if they're my mother's. My Oedipus fetish is selective.

	inexplicably irritated at the moment. It was just a company dinner, not a business dinner. Didn't my mother need to shower before going? She usually arrived shortly after work, and the table was filled with smoke. There were people drinking and smoking, and even if she showered, she'd still be stained with the smell, and she'd be stained with greasy, vegetable juice, and everything. She wasn't a little girl anymore; she had a family. She wouldn't have changed into something nicer before going, right? Who was she trying to show off? What was she thinking? Even visiting friends and family wasn't that formal.

	I was deeply resentful of my mother's emphasis on outsiders, even feeling like I was being stabbed in the back. Being a sensitive teenager, I always felt like the one I loved would be snatched away by irresistible worldly forces, and I inevitably felt anxious about losing them.

	I didn't dare to think the worst , but certain gossips from magazines and TV dramas kept lingering in my mind. Oh, and drinking at company dinners—if the boss drinks, don't you? And my mother was always a good drinker, a gift from her family. Even so, she wasn't a big drinker, only sharing a few with friends and family during holidays. And every time, she'd get the men in the family drunk. The men in our area weren't very good drinkers at all, and my uncles and the others were all impressed by her.

	As for my father , I still don't know the real reason. Is he really allergic to alcohol? How could he avoid drinking, no matter the occasion? And yet, smoking is so outrageous. My mother used to tease him about this, but sometimes she also said it was a great asset. Back home, I've seen too many drunken men. My mother always said that drinking without company was boring, and only when there were holidays or family celebrations, when there were more people around, would she get everyone together to drink and cheer them up.

	My mother doesn't drink much, but it's like swimming: once you learn it, you never forget it. No need to maintain it daily; whenever she's at the table, her ability is always astonishing. From what I've observed, she can drink a thousand cups without getting drunk. If a woman can drink, she can usually hold her own better than a man. I'm not sure why.

	Even knowing my mother 's strength, I couldn't stop myself from thinking about those more cliché plots. I was shocked by my own thoughts. Then I thought, "That's not the case. Leaders like young people, and they only dare to do this kind of thing to young people. They wouldn't have any bad intentions towards my mother, a local who has some connections." Besides, whether it's her past experiences with her family or her experiences after marrying into our community, my mother is a seasoned veteran. How could she possibly fall for such a low-brow, dirty trick?

	Yet, alcohol makes me uneasy. Perhaps it can actually unleash some sinister behavior in its recipients. What if the leaders at the table are intoxicated? Given my mother's figure, would she be even more alluring under the influence of alcohol? Could her outfit tonight hold a hidden meaning? Perhaps it would accentuate her figure, give her a uniquely wild charm, and perhaps even make her appear more passionate and unselfconsciously seductive. Even a teenager like me would be irresistible, let alone a middle-aged man with a penchant for alcohol and sex. When an ordinary executive reveals this side of her, it's hard not to shock those men, perhaps even to the point of astonishment. It's no surprise they'd feel a certain urge.

	　　An even scarier thought is whether my mother will just go along with it, or if she has some other thoughts. It feels like I, as the son, am the first to develop some kind of persecution delusion.

	Of course, this is all just baseless conjecture on my part. Frankly, I'm already a mentally unstable person. It's no surprise that I have such a rich imagination, considering I can have lustful reactions towards my own mother. Because I couldn't fulfill my own lustful desires for my mother, I guiltily imagined her to be even more complex, as far removed from reality as possible, from her identity as a mother, and from her image as a law-abiding housewife.

	　　Ultimately, it was my intensified love for my mother that led me to imagine her in all her unbearable qualities. Only by severing her legitimate image could I exploit this vulnerability. It was a dangerous thought, and I let it happen.

	The thought was uncontrollable, but the reality was something I had to overcome. I quickly went to a neighbor's house to find a childhood friend and asked him to give me a ride to town. I told my grandmother that I was worried about my mother's drinking and the dangers of driving, so I went to pick her up, acting as a designated driver in today's terms. Even though drunk driving wasn't strictly enforced back then, let alone on a motorcycle, let alone in a small town, I was doing it for safety's sake. This was what I would say when I saw my mother. It was a legitimate reason, and it also showed my concern as a son. It was like killing two birds with one stone . No , it should be three birds with one stone. A motorcycle was a reasonable place for intimate contact.

	I had my childhood friend drop me off not far from Yu Ji, sent him back, and then walked over. Our town is a large one, with a particularly high number of idle teenagers. The late-night snack stalls on the street are as busy as those in a county town. There's no other way for those who can't stand the loneliness to have a better nightlife. Eating a late-night snack and bragging about it is already a very blissful activity. Meanwhile, the cash-strapped delinquents hang out in groups of three or four in billiard rooms or milk tea shops , looking invincible and drawing attention. They have no particular purpose, just to be restless and unwilling to go to bed early. Gamblers who have finished their battles, or those awaiting the results of certain gambling games, gradually gather at the late-night snack stalls, excitedly discussing.

	Yu Ji are relatively quiet. I went to the door and looked inside. There were only a few open tables. The largest and most crowded one in the middle was occupied by a group of people from my mother's company.

	I pointed inside to the boss at the door, saying my family was inside and I was waiting for her to go back together. Then I said I would just stand by the door and sit for a while. At least I could smoke and watch the people passing by.

	It was almost nine o'clock, and unless it was a drinking party, it was almost over. I stood by the large window by the door and looked in. The backlight was perfect, so my mother wouldn't notice me, which gave me a kind of voyeuristic pleasure. I could see her behavior in front of outsiders and among colleagues, and see another side of her. In the heart of a young man obsessed with his mother, each aspect of a mother ultimately transforms into a unique attraction that I could indulge. I saw the mess of cups and plates on her table, and the food was gone. It was indeed the end of the party. Some seats were even empty, I guess those who needed to take care of their families had left early.

	Watching my mother beaming throughout the meal , I suddenly felt a deep sense of resentment. Why couldn't she leave earlier? You have children and elderly people at home. Was it really necessary to stay until the very end? Do you really enjoy such an occasion? I don't know about other parts of Guangdong, but generally speaking, our dinner parties are quite humane. Cantonese people aren't known for drinking, so there's rarely any urging or forcing people to stay. It's all up to each person, never forced. So, counting from 7 p.m., if she'd truly eaten and drunk her fill , my mother could have left after 8 p.m. , but she didn't.

	She 's still fully engaged, which makes me feel a pang of jealousy. In my childish, selfish heart, I don't want my mother to divert her attention to anything outside of her. I also have an inexplicable sense of crisis, feeling that if this continues, my mother will become increasingly alienated from family life.

	During the meal , people would toast each other from time to time, and then two people who looked like leaders over 50 years old seemed to be giving comments and instructions. The employees who were not required to drink were like studious students, listening to the instructions and absorbing the experience. Of course, they also laughed heartily from time to time.

	Occasionally, my mother would burst into a hearty laugh, even raising her glass and urging everyone to drink. She'd even glare at the capitulationists, those who couldn't handle the alcohol and drank tea instead of wine, and offer a few mocking remarks, though she didn't take them seriously. Her ease in drinking gave her, despite being merely an administrative hand, a certain air of authority. Perhaps the alcohol had played a role, erasing any timidity or modesty. After taking a quick look at the situation, I finally began to seriously examine my mother.

	Judging from her appearance, she must have drunk a lot. Compared with the bald leader who looked like a drunk monkey, my mother remained calm and in good spirits, chatting and laughing freely, just like her reaction after drinking a lot at home before.

	I couldn't see her bottoms because the table hid them, but she wore a U- neck, button-down knitted short T -shirt . The fresh, creamy white color gave her a more urbane, intellectual air, even illuminating her complexion. The top, however, seemed small, with short sleeves, making her rather plump mother appear unusually petite. However, the softness of this type of knitwear didn't restrict her, creating a youthful effect. However, it was also undeniable that knitwear often failed to conceal the outline of her bust. Instead, its stretchability accentuated the mother's bust, creating a distinctly rounded and fuller appearance, imbued with the alluring tension of a mature woman.

	　　For a woman I haven't seen for a long time, the familiar image also becomes brighter. This is how I feel about my mother. The more I look at her, the happier I am and the more impulsive I become.

	The buttonholes beneath the mother's wooden buttons seemed to be pulled by her owner's breasts, the thread deforming and taut, a thread holding her together, making one feel like it might break at any moment. Her hair was simply tied up with a shark clip, giving her a casual, lazy look. The U- neckline below the neck also exposed a large expanse of skin. No wonder shark clips are popular again among young women over a decade later. They truly are a magical tool for creating a sophisticated look for girls and a youthful look for mature women.

	I was certainly happy to see my mother, a woman of good character and feminine charm, but I didn't want anyone else to see her. Especially those perky breasts, magnified a bit by the sweater. Even I couldn't resist, so how could those old-fashioned middle-aged men not peek?

	Just at this time, after three rounds of drinks, the two leaders began to have another directive conversation, with an attitude of being experienced teachers, and the remaining employees, including my mother, naturally listened attentively.

	My mother's arms, folded across the table, invisibly brought her breasts together, straining them slightly. The strain also strained her neckline, and her slight forward lean finally revealed a faint glimpse of her cleavage. She probably wasn't aware of it. Even I could see it from a distance , so how could anyone else not notice? My breathing quickened, my stomach lurched, and I kept observing the gazes of the men at her table.

	　　Honestly, maybe I'm just being too narrow-minded, but I didn't see anyone looking at me with lustful eyes. Most people's attention was focused on the leader. Could they all be good people, knowing not to look at anything inappropriate? That makes sense; most people who work at this company have a certain level of refinement. It seems my earlier, more filthy imagination was completely absurd and overthinking.

	But I still couldn't stand. I couldn't rely on the moral integrity of others. Holding a treasure now would be a crime; it would inevitably be noticed, and there was no guarantee that I wouldn't be targeted. It was like exposing my treasured possession to the world, leaving me with a profound lack of security.

	So I whispered a few words to my boss , asking her to inform a woman at that table that her family was waiting outside. I didn't go in directly myself. It was a bit embarrassing for a child like me to intrude on someone else's company dinner.

	The boss went in and told my mother. My mother raised her head and looked at me, finally noticing me. She said hello to her colleagues and got up and walked out.

	I called out " Mom , " and my mother wasn't exactly surprised to see me. After all, I used to be a daytime sleeper, so my presence in town at this hour wasn't unusual. She was simply curious. " Li Yuqing, why are you here ?" The smile she'd brought to the table still lingered on her face like a spring breeze. I was a little dazed. This mother was nothing like the strict mother she used to be, the one who sometimes showed a touch of irritability and anger in front of Grandma and even Father.

	I then noticed she was wearing a loose, elastic, high-waisted , black, printed A -line skirt . Her top was tucked into it, but it didn't reveal her lower body. It was a slightly elegant, young woman's outfit, but not at all old-fashioned or tacky.

	I was thinking of saying I was just hanging out with some classmates, and then when my grandma told me you were having a dinner party, I thought we'd go back together. Then I thought, no, I was just caring about my mother, specifically coming to pick her up after she'd been drinking. I wanted to show my filial piety and care as a son.

	I pretended to be mature and said, " I heard from grandma that your company was having a dinner here. I was afraid that you were drunk and it would be difficult for you to drive the motorcycle, so I came here specifically to give you a ride back . "

	Upon hearing this, the mother's eyebrows lifted, a smile spreading across her face. But she feigned disbelief, saying, "Oh, you know how to care, Mom... You weren't just coming down to play, were you?" It was clear she was delighted . What parent would n't be delighted by their child's caring?

	I didn't dare to let her talk too much nonsense , so I said directly, " Mom, when are you planning to leave ? It's already past nine o'clock . "

	The mother glanced at the clock in the restaurant and said bluntly, " Let's go now. This meal has taken long enough. It's more comfortable to drink at home . "

	After hearing this , I felt relieved, even grateful. My mother was still the same mother. This was just an ordinary dinner, and she didn't have any special thoughts. I mentally slapped myself a few times, feeling sorry for my ridiculous associations and unfounded worries.

	If my mother knew my secret thoughts, I wonder how she would laugh and cry.

	The mother smiled and said, " I'll go tell them , please wait for me for a while ," then she turned and went back to the restaurant.

	I saw my mother standing there saying something. A few people at the table glanced at me, but not much, their attention returning to the table. She picked up her glass, drank one last drink of the night with everyone, and then walked out, waving goodbye.

	I saw my mother coming out, I said, " I asked Dezi to drive me down, so I can take your women's car back home . " My mother handed me the keys.

	After she straddled me, my mother didn't get too close to me. There was still a little distance between us. I didn't say anything. We weren't a couple, and the seats were spacious enough, so we definitely wouldn't be too close. That was really strange. To prolong this legally close-range situation, I drove at only about 40 kilometers per hour, but for a two-wheeled tool, it didn't feel slow.

	I asked my mother if she had drunk a lot tonight, and she said with a little pride, " Tsk, not even as much as I drank at home during the Chinese New Year . " Then my mother complained about how these so-called expensive and famous wines were hard to drink, and were far less mellow and refreshing than her mother's rice wine and homemade local wine.

	　　After a few small talk, we stopped talking. I focused on driving, the wind whistling in my ears. The brightly lit streets of the town gradually faded into the distance, and I entered a truly rural road, with weeds and lush trees on both sides. It was October, and the heat wave had long since faded. The coolness of the countryside nights was noticeable, like a mist rolling in from the mountains and forests. I shivered. But I was familiar with this kind of night driving, so I wasn't afraid alone, especially with my mother behind me.

	I asked my mother, and she said she wasn't cold. Well, the alcohol was making her hot, and with me blocking the way, the cool breeze couldn't reach her. Then, I mustered up the courage to say, " Mom, why don't you get in closer or hold me? You've been drinking, after all. Better safe than sorry . " We'd never been this intimate before, and this " request " was sudden. I still didn't dare use the word " hug . " Hugging is normal for mothers and children, but on a motorcycle, she'd have to hold me, a position that would be unnatural for both of us.

	The mother said nonchalantly, " Don't underestimate me, your mother, for this little bit of wine. In fact, I can drive back by myself. You don't need to come down specially . "

	Fearing my contribution would be erased, I quickly said, " No, that's too dangerous . Next time we have dinners like this, you must find someone to take you back . Don't drive your motorcycle back alone ." I added, with a hint of blame, " You always criticize me. As an adult , can you please set an example? "

	My mother's voice was as warm as jade, " Okay, okay, you are right, " and at the same time I could feel a little more joy on her face.

	Suddenly, my mother seemed to put her head close to my shoulder, and her words were still ringing in my ears. She said softly, " You are much more sensible now that you are in the first year of high school. You know how to care about your mother ." I could even feel the slight smell of alcohol on my cheek, making my skin itchy and my mind distracted again.

	I felt her move forward a bit. Although her arms weren't wrapped around me, her toned legs seemed to clamp around my thighs, which really sparked my imagination. Anyone who has ridden a motorcycle knows that the seating position of men's and women's motorcycle passengers is slightly different. Due to the different seat structure, women's motorcycle passengers seem to hold their legs closer to the front.

	My original evil wish was that my mother could lean against my back so that I could feel her full and soft breasts. I didn't have any other excessive thoughts. What else could I do on the motorcycle?

	After climbing a long, gentle slope, we reached a road next to a large stone storage yard, the same one used by the stone factory where my mother once worked. This yard had gradually expanded over the years, often leaving large, open areas. It was a great place for driving lessons in our village, and during the day, people often practiced bicycles, motorcycles, and even cars here.

	wilderness , occasionally becoming a place for idle young people to chat. Of course, what intensified my psychological activity wasn't this, but the possibility of wild mandarin ducks feasting on the forbidden fruit at night in this quarry. Thrills can be found anywhere, and the reason for this particular spot might be word of mouth, a convention, a base for completing some kind of ritual.

	I have seen condoms on the ground not only during the day . Once, when I was on my way home after having a midnight snack with my classmates, the headlights of my motorcycle shone on one of them, startling a flock of gulls and herons.

	tonight , I suddenly slowed down. Passing by places like this, I couldn't help but imagine enchanting scenes. I imagined my mother and I drifting through the crowd, completing some kind of ritual, a frenzy and thrilling adventure with a grand prize. I also hoped that the uniqueness of this place would create a tacit understanding between us, and that my mother would lose her mind and become obsessed. I even had a terrifying thought: if the person behind me wasn't my mother, I might risk everything and do something wrong. My mother would never have imagined that I would indulge in such a filthy fantasy during this journey.

	　　My mother asked, puzzled by my snail-like pace, " Why are you driving so slowly ?" But I seemed possessed and ignored her, continuing to move slowly, almost stopping.

	My mother patted my thigh and said, " Are you crazy ? You can drive faster . " I finally came back to reality. Now was not the time to dwell on such a ridiculous and far-fetched story. There was still plenty of time to go.

	I immediately picked up the speed, saying, " I just couldn't get enough gas. Maybe the car's acting up . " This is truly an old-fashioned explanation, and my mother didn't doubt it.

	We drove home safely in silence for the rest of the trip. Because of my deliberate vulgarity, the 15- minute journey took me over half an hour, and it was already past ten when I got home.

	 

	 

	Chapter 27

	The lights were still on, the front door casually closed, but I figured my grandmother and younger sister were probably asleep; that's just how their biological clocks work. In those days, in the countryside, unless someone was away overnight, every household would leave their doors open during the day, even if no one was home. I used to think this was typical of rural China. Unexpectedly, over a decade later, everything has changed. While we've gained so much under the wheel of time, our material lives have improved, it seems we've also lost something precious about the human heart. Walls, surveillance cameras, and closed gates have become another image of the countryside. The passage of time has blurred the bonds of kinship, and the people who once frequented the country roads have vanished. In the past, everyone in the village could be known by name, greeting each other wherever they went. Now, just a few houses away, we feel like strangers.

	People say cities lack the human touch of neighbors, but the reality is, modern rural areas aren't much better. They're no longer the simple countryside we remember.

	　　After entering the house, my mother said, " Little sister, it's time to go to bed! This silly girl is quite punctual . " Her face was filled with a kind and doting smile, which warmed my heart. Although my thoughts about my mother were already distorted, I was still happy to see such a scene. At least if I caused conflicts due to my evil thoughts in the future, the family ecology would not collapse significantly. This was the most perfect outcome.

	That’s right , my mother treats my younger sister and me differently. It’s not that she is partial to me, but her view has always been that boys are not afraid of beatings and scoldings, and can withstand them psychologically; girls are more delicate and sensitive, and whether they are raised in wealth or not is another matter, but at least we have to get along with them in a kind and loving way.

	My mother told me to close all the doors on the first floor and turn off the lights before going upstairs, and then she went upstairs. She also told me to shower first while she rested and recovered. As far as I know, my mother showered before leaving, and I wondered if she would shower again later; I'd never encountered that before.

	I went upstairs to my room , grabbed a change of clothes, and then, noticing my mother wasn't in the living room, I took a few steps toward her room out of pure curiosity. I hadn't expected to stumble upon such a delightful sight. It wasn't anything particularly revealing, but after a month of cravings, it certainly fueled my desire and sent my blood racing.

	I saw that my mother had pulled down part of her A -line skirt, and the curve suddenly widened under the hem of her slim knit sweater, contrasting with her big and round buttocks wrapped in white panties. She didn't use her hands to take off the skirt, but lifted her bare feet and stepped on it. At this moment, she looked like a lazy little woman, and her round buttocks twisted with this movement. The skirt completely fell to the ground, and her straight and healthy legs were finally completely exposed, which made my throat roll.

	As soon as my mother stepped out of the skirt, she finally noticed my brief peeping. To be honest, I'm not afraid now. It was just a fleeting glimpse, and it was really not intentional.

	The mother frowned and said, " Why are you here if you don't want to take a shower ? "

	I stammered and replied, " Ah ... oh ... I thought you were asleep, Mom, but the light is on again . "

	My mother snorted, lifting her skirt to cover her impressively rounded hips. Seeing I seemed to be lingering, she raised an eyebrow and scolded, " What are you looking at? Hurry up and get in the shower ! " With that, she slid back inside, out of sight. I immediately felt the tenderness we'd just established between mother and son sour. I wondered if my unintentional yet eager glance had stirred up some memories in her. Let it be, after all, we'd already done something far more shameful. This had opened a new avenue, setting the stage for the ambiguous atmosphere I was aiming for. Otherwise, I'd be worried about how to navigate the forbidden path tonight.

	I touched my nose and went to take a shower with my desire rising. In the shower room, I resisted the urge to masturbate. I thought, I should save this energy, maybe I can encounter more concrete stimulation. If I masturbate, the desire will fade a lot, and then the pleasure of doing something else will not be so strong.

	With my mind filled with lustful images, I felt completely lost in the bath. I had no idea how long it took, and when I emerged, I was greeted by a completely silent countryside night. Finally, a respite from the constant turmoil of my freshman year of high school, I suddenly felt that life was beautiful. There were so many wonderful things worth embracing, so many avenues for joy, and especially the possibility of experiencing the ultimate physical pleasure at such a young age. So, as usual, I hummed classic Cantonese songs, even the most heartbreaking ones, with a cheerful melody, as I walked to the balcony to dry my towel.

	As I entered the living room, I immediately stopped humming and my steps paused, but my heart began to beat faster. I saw my mother sprawled on the long wooden sofa. What caught my eye was that she had changed into a pair of thin shorts. Because her black skirt had been so stark, the change back to beige shorts was even more striking to me.

	　　To be honest, I didn't like the skirt she wore at first. While it was modest, the loose fit obscured her figure's allure. From a purely physical standpoint, it was lackluster. The house shorts, which were barely noticeable against her skin tone, were different. Besides exposing a greater area of her legs, the shorts occasionally clung to her buttocks, vaguely yet intensely highlighting the allure of a mature female form, presenting it almost unreservedly.

	I didn't deliberately slow down my steps and passed by the side facing my mother normally. I tilted my head to take a look. My mother's eyelids were closed and her face was peaceful. I couldn't tell whether she was resting her eyes or had fallen asleep.

	Young men full of energy are like this. As long as they are in a certain space with a woman, they always feel that something will happen. Just like me at that moment. After hanging up the towel, I found a seat a little away from my mother and sat down.

	My mother still didn't make a sound, lying there like a sleeping beauty. I had no plan or strategy in my head, but I always felt that I could do something. My body and mind were in a mess of excitement, and I didn't even look at my mother.

	I called out " Mom " at a trembling, normal volume , but received no response . I began to feel nervous and impatient, not caring if I disturbed my mother. I stood up and paced back and forth between the living room and the hallway outside the bathroom, as if I had seen a precious jade right before my eyes, but couldn't find a way to pick it. Finally, I simply turned on the TV, turned the volume down, and returned to my original position.

	Even so, my mother remained quietly lying on her side. I couldn't just suddenly touch my mother, nor did I dare sit directly on the sofa where she was. That would completely upset the balance, inevitably provoke resentment and wariness, and ultimately achieve nothing. This scene had to have a hook, like a frog in boiling water, dragging both parties into the vortex of taboo.

	　　To ease the tension and sharpen my mind, and perhaps even to welcome the unknown, I stepped out onto the balcony again and lit a cigarette, my gaze still fixed on my mother on the sofa. It was autumn, and my body felt the coolness of the night. Suddenly, an idea struck me.

	I threw the cigarette away after only a few puffs, went back inside, and headed straight for my mother's room. I grabbed the air-conditioned quilt that felt as light as goose down. Yes, using the excuse of tucking my mother in the quilt as a pretext, I could approach her without fear, even touching her. The quilt in my hand was my " get out of jail free " card .

	　　This time, I tiptoed quietly to the sofa, taking the empty spot next to my mother's waist. I tucked the quilt under my arms, hugging it to my chest, not daring to breathe. But I couldn't control the heat, and I swallowed with a gurgling sound . With this all - purpose excuse and the incredibly close proximity, I gazed at my mother's delicate body with impunity.

	She had just taken a shower and had not done any labor, so her femininity was just right. The alcohol probably also played a role, stimulating the faint fragrance of this mature body. I couldn't tell whether it was the scent of shower gel or the unique mature woman's aura of my mother, but both made me extremely intoxicated.

	My heart was pounding, and I spread my legs like crazy, letting my cock swell up to its full potential. At the same time, one leg brushed against the base of my mother's thigh. Beside me was a sleeping, mature beauty. Even without looking, just thinking about it, I could sense the deep attraction this beautiful, mature woman was holding. My hands nearly broke free from their invisible restraints several times. I just wanted to pounce on this voluptuous body like a hungry wolf, pressing this mature woman down hard, my hands rubbing all her sensitive spots, my cock poking at the soft, juicy sluttish area between her buttocks.

	But I know this is definitely not the best time. Apart from anything else, what if my mother wakes up my younger sister in her anger? Although she may not understand anything, given my mother's temper, I will never be able to get involved, whether intentionally or unintentionally.

	I took a deep breath, suppressing my urge. Fortunately, even if I didn't do anything, the furtive thrill, that atmosphere of forbidden temptation, still made me incredibly happy. This mature woman, so alluring to a young man, lay defenseless and fast asleep before my eyes. Little did she know that her son, with his intense lust, was gazing at her with eager eyes.

	My eyes became more and more burning , and I was determined to first absorb the forbidden stimulation conveyed to me by my mother's body visually.

	Some people reading this might say, "Hey, haven't my mother and I been physically intimate for a long time? We've seen it all, touched it in some way or another. How come after a while, just a glimpse of her makes me excited like a novice again? Even a casual glance is enough to make me gasp." But you have to understand that if you're tired of a woman's body, or if you no longer find it fresh and lack the initial fervor, it's only because you've slept with her countless times. Another more direct reason is that you're no longer capable of it, and your physiological function is already declining.

	But I, a fifteen- or sixteen-year- old boy, had never completely possessed my mother's body. Furthermore, my reproductive function was on the rise, and I could quickly regain my vigorous energy. Add to that the stimulation of my inappropriate appetite, and I was faced with a plump, mature, and well-built middle-aged woman. How could I possibly, after just a brief taste and a short time, lose my desire for her?

	　　Why, after experiencing that situation, did my mother act as if nothing had happened? For a while, we continued to interact normally. For example, when I returned home after a month in high school, we talked. It was as if our previous interactions hadn't left any lasting effects. To use a gaming analogy, this isn't a single-player game with save files. Once you quit, you have to start all over again, fighting monsters and leveling up. Analyzing my mother's later confession, while embarrassing, she convinced herself that my curiosity was simply the impulse of adolescence, but she mistakenly believed that this impulse was sporadic and inconsistent, like the storms and thunderstorms of adolescence, which, no matter how intense, would eventually calm down and return to normal.

	Little did I know, this passion was like a long, lingering plum rain in my life, year after year without blooming. My mother was like an isolated island, carrying a hazy hope on her body. I had to swim hard to reach the shore, to avoid catching a cold in the river of growth.

	Finally , the island, transformed into a stranded whale, curled up before me once more tonight. My mind was filled with lustful thoughts. I longed to overreach and scoop up my mother, throw her onto the bed, press her mature body against my will, and possess her completely. Desire consumed my soul. Perhaps, in the next moment, I would transform into a lustful maniac.

	I looked at my mother 's face. Even if I was just imagining her beside her, I was afraid she'd suddenly wake up. I was sure she was sleeping soundly, not from the fatigue of work and chores, but from a sense of physical and mental well-being, ease, relaxation, and hope for a better life. Would my intrusion disrupt her state of mind? Selfishly, I no longer cared. I also consoled myself by saying that we were all human, and my actions might just open up a new world for her. Who knows until we try?

	　　My mother lay on her side, her hair down, a messy mess covering half her face. But I could still vaguely see the smooth, graceful lines of her features. Her features weren't strikingly bright, and there were faint signs of age, but her slightly oval face still gave her the best possible charm for her age. Her oriental bone structure was beautiful, not youthful, yet age-resistant. Her eyes were slightly closed, but there was a subtle tremor in her eyelashes. It was a shame I couldn't see her eyes, which flowed like a stream, lively, charming, and a touch of cunning. I always felt that after working, the faint sadness between my mother's brows had dissipated much, like the willow-like smoky brows of a distant spring mountain, a touch more delicate. Overall, she seemed to have a lighter demeanor, which, in turn, made me feel a sense of self-deprecation and licking.

	"Kneeling and licking" —it's a derogatory term, yet it's also incredibly alluring. The guilt I feel right now is immense, but the sense of taboo is even stronger. I'm certain that, aside from my mother, no other woman in the world can give me this kind of experience.

	I scanned this mature body that could drive teenagers to commit crimes from top to bottom again , and I didn't know where to stop my gaze for a moment. The pleasant fragrance of a woman was floating around me, and the soft and fragrant jade was right in front of me, making me want to just hold this tall and muscular yet soft body in my arms, and then blend into one with her.

	But it was the contrast of colors that first caught my attention. A pair of folded hands and forearms, naturally placed before her, the upper arm lending some weight to her chest. Her already overly full breasts, stretched to the limit, stretched the fabric of her top. The pressure of her arms further deformed and shifted her full peaks. The second button, dislocated, caused the previously tightly fitting fabric to bulge, creating a gap. Underneath the creamy white sweater, a light blue bra was visible, brimming with allure. This forbidden area of my mother's body, no matter how many times I see it, is a treasure that stirs my blood.

	Fat accumulation doesn't mean being greasy, especially when it comes to breasts. My mother's breasts are full and firm, and they are well protected by her clothes. Therefore, they seem whiter and smoother than the rest of her skin. In the eyes of a young virgin, they are like thousands of years of accumulated snow, which makes me dizzy.

	This fresh, youthful look, when worn by such a tall, mature woman, only enhances her femininity, a clever way to tantalize a young virgin . The white , light blue , and the smooth, white flesh of her breasts, with the faint veins visible beneath the skin, create a captivating effect no less potent than the naked look, infusing me with even more lust!

	　　Staring at a small area inside, imagining this pair of beautiful breasts that are tightly bound, it should want to break free; I really want to help it break free, I want to take good care of it and be close to it, I wish I could stick to my mother's breasts like a bra, and feel the pair of fleshy balls of this mature woman at close range again!

	I knew this woman, the mother who gave birth to me and raised me, wouldn't voluntarily undress in front of me and expose the breasts that had nurtured me. But in my twisted mind, I still imagined that even if she didn't do anything, she was still tempting me. Those unintentionally exposed, firm, round breasts seemed to be deliberately seducing me, rising and falling with her breathing. Even the little flesh visible could feel the alluring ripples of her breasts, an overwhelming feeling of physical and mental pleasure. The thought of her new cream-colored top concealing her full, swollen breasts made me dazzled even by the elegant, simple fabric.

	I wanted to throw myself at her recklessly , the urge to indulge and degenerate was growing stronger and stronger. However, even though my cock protested, hard as hell, urging me to take concrete action, I, with my childish mind, couldn't shake the conflict between being in charge and being in control. I tightened my grip on the air-conditioned comforter, finding a " respectable " excuse for action .

	Worried, I still called out softly, " Mom, do you want to go back to your room and sleep? " I was so conflicted that it was funny. I was afraid that she would wake up and I would lose the chance to take advantage of her, but I had to speak up, even if there was a chance that I would actually wake her up.

	Fortunately, my mother did not respond. Her expression remained unchanged. The soft light shining on her face added a heart-beating mature beauty.

	I pulled the quilt, my hands trembling, and only placed it on her shoulders, because my purpose was not to really cover my mother with the quilt, it was just a pretense, and it didn't matter where I covered it. At this time, my left and right sides were very close to her chest. I set my sights on the top button. On the premise that the second button was detached, I only needed to unbutton this button, and then most of my mother's breasts covered by her bra would be exposed. Moreover, if I was bold enough, it would also be convenient for me to explore with my hands.

	I held my breath, letting myself still to feel safe. Of course, my left fingers began to pinch the button, ready to undo it. Like someone trying to cover up his mistake, I didn't dare to look. I closed my eyes, but I still released the button and pulled the cardigan apart as much as possible, revealing more of my chest.

	This is the only way to go . I can't untie it any further. In this situation, even if my mother wakes up, I can still blame her. She untied it herself without knowing when, just to breathe and to relieve some of the restraint.

	　　Now you can see that the breast flesh that the three-quarter cup cannot cover is fully displayed, and under the effect of the light, it is as white as freshly peeled egg white; even in the side-lying position, it does not seriously collapse towards the sofa, which shows that the fullness and abundance of the breasts are evident, and the bra fabric fits tightly without leaving any gaps, which even makes people believe that as long as the mother stands or sits upright, the bra will appear fuller.

	The beautiful woman was sleeping soundly, her clothes slightly opened, her snow-white breasts making the blue bra particularly eye-catching. Her cleavage was compressed to a line, the allure of being close yet not visible was fatal to the young man! Whether the woman in front of him did it intentionally or not was not important.

	I clutched the blanket tightly in my hands, looking around. The furnishings of my home, the familiar night view outside—it was clearly a safe environment. It seemed only in this way could I feel a sense of security, a renewed courage to proceed. The image of a naive young boy about to commit a monstrous act upon the alluring, mature body of a woman was incredibly shocking even to me. My cock in my pants grew ever larger.

	I slowly tucked the quilt under my arm and moved to my mother's chest. I stopped when my fingers touched her bra, observing her condition again and again. To maintain this safe position, I couldn't caress the breasts in front of me without restraint. I could only use the knuckles of both hands to gently cover the full and swollen breasts on my mother's chest, feeling the smooth touch, and then pressing. The breast flesh was soft and elastic. The pressure made it slightly concave, and I lifted my fingers and quickly returned to its original shape.

	really the only way? I think about it day and night. Just the image of it makes me release so much youthful energy. It's right in front of me. Even if the sky falls, this is a great opportunity. Why not take a bold step and push forward? I suddenly feel unwilling, and then an inexplicable courage turns into an impulse.

	So I let go of the blanket with my right hand and pressed it against my mother's exposed breast. A warm sensation filled my body as our flesh touched. Unfortunately, I couldn't hold, knead, rub, or pinch it; I could only slide my hand back and forth. That was already quite exciting. In fact, I could easily slip my hand inside her bra and grasp the delicate buds on her nipples, but that would be a relatively intense act.

	Suddenly, my mother unconsciously moved her arms, as if she felt something foreign, and I quickly stopped stroking her with my right hand. Perhaps it was because I hadn't experienced this kind of thing in too long, I was like a computer crashing, and my right hand remained pressed against my mother's breasts.

	After a while, thankfully, my mother didn't wake up. But that moment also drew my attention elsewhere, to her slightly tilted buttocks, clinging to the thin fabric of her shorts. I have to admit, that's a part of her that can arouse desire and extinguish reason even more than her breasts. After all, it's closer to the fertile forbidden area and can give people more tempting associations.

	My mouth was dry at the sight, and I longed to grab a handful, slip inside her shorts, and run my fingers through the plump, gushing heat. But I held back, knowing this wasn't the right time. So, this urge could only be released through relatively ordinary means. Gritting my teeth, I opened my mother's bra with my right hand, half of it slipping inside, heading straight for her perky nipples. I knew they were the most representative part of her upper body, the most intimate part of a woman's body. Perhaps only by pinching them could I alleviate the rage I felt from not being able to caress her round buttocks.

	I pinched the nipple I had sucked as a baby between my fingers, but it didn't respond physically, lacking the springy texture I'd felt before. My desire grew, and I finally rubbed this naughty bud.

	　　" Hmm ..." A charming and moving moan emanated from my mother 's throat. Because she was in her sleep, she had no inhibitions and was even more emotional, following her body's reactions completely. It made me feel uncomfortable all over!

	Looking at my mother again , I saw that she was furrowing her brows, perhaps due to the stimulation, and she looked like she was about to wake up. I quickly pulled my hand away from her chest.

	I dared not breathe, waiting for my mother 's next move. But she only moved her lips slightly, muttering a few vague words, and then returned to calm. It felt like the desire to wake up had subsided.

	　　Staring at the soft breasts in front of me, I told myself to " stay true to my original intention " . It seems that I can't do anything bigger, but don't forget that voyeurism can actually relieve my taboo desires for many days.

	With the added thrill of playing with moral taboos, just imagining it was enough to make me ecstatic before. Now the heroine is lying in front of me with a seductive figure, allowing me to look at her. Even if I can't touch anything, isn't it still a blissful enjoyment?

	Sexual desire is fueled by visual experiences. I don't know when my mother will wake up, but she will. She hasn't showered yet, and I think she just wants to take a nap to cool off the alcohol. Even if she can drink a thousand cups without getting drunk, the alcohol is still in her system and in her bloodstream. Taking a shower before it's been transformed as much as possible would be very harmful to her health.

	Even though I can't touch it as much as I want, at least I can peek at it as much as I want.

	　　Even then, I was still lost in thought, staring at the pale blue bra. Even the bright, daylight couldn't erase a more dazzling sight from my eyes and mind: my mother's round buttocks, thrust out toward me. In my imagination, even though she was wearing shorts, even though her skin wasn't particularly fair, the glow from her flesh still outshone the light. This mature, full butt, now rounder than ever, was made by her posture. It was as if an invisible hand had molded a woman's most alluring and voluptuous feature into a perfectly rounded circle. Such a regular shape on the human body captivated my attention.

	The quilt in my hand was half on the sofa and one side fell to the ground. I had no time to care about it. I half-knelt on my knees and moved a little towards the spherical buttocks with a movement similar to street dance to shorten the distance.

	When my hands were about to touch my mother 's sweet buttocks, I stopped, and my breathing seemed to stop. My gaze became more and more intense, because the beautiful woman lying in front of me was too deadly for a young man! At this time, my mother was lying on her side with her back to me. The knitted cardigan seemed to be too long, revealing a small part of her waist. The skin here was delicate and smooth. The groove of her back flowed out from the clothes and extended into the thin fabric of her shorts, giving people endless space for sexual fantasies.

	　　The rounded buttocks were slightly raised backwards, and the exquisite curves of the body were exposed in front of me. The shoulders were round, the waist was concave, and the buttocks were slightly raised until it passed the thighs, and the round line was drawn downwards. The convex and concave made her look graceful and charming, very attractive!

	　　Just looking at my mother's back, I felt an urge that was about to lose control. My body was now fighting with my remaining sanity, as if trying to gain control of my body.

	Especially seeing that part of the body that only certain women have —the perfectly round, tight, bulbous shape of their buttocks—even after seeing it countless times, it still deeply impacts my cognition and rationality. I can't explain why, or what exactly is so appealing about it, but perhaps every man's genes are wired to awaken desire for this type of female part.

	I want to pat it, touch it, rub it, smell it, kiss it, let my heart do whatever it wants, squeeze it as hard as I can, and do all the actions that can satisfy all my senses.

	deep in my heart , in such an environment, seemed to have been catalyzed and became crazy and restless! The stimulation and pleasure of decadent darkness were like drugs tempting me, making him make a difficult choice!

	　　" Pervert! Am I a pervert? What on earth do I want to do? "

	　　Inside my head, a rational voice was blaming me deeply. Perhaps the lust in my heart at this moment was too evil! Even a pervert wouldn't do such a thing, right? " I think ..." I was saying in my heart . My hands didn't move, but my mind didn't stop at all, continuing to move closer to my mother's plump round buttocks.

	I took a deep breath of the air, which actually had no scent, and it felt like I was getting a lot. Next, of course, I wanted to touch her. But then I thought, at this point, touching anything could wake my mother, and the danger would be the same. So why not just go straight for it?

	　　My gaze passed over the highest point of her buttocks and extended to her thighs, where a soft, plump bulge was palpable just by looking at it. It felt as if it were sandwiched between my mother's toned thighs, the fleshy mound protruding from between them, pushing a small bulge out of the fabric of her shorts. I'd touched it before, so I had a rough idea of what it was.

	　　I continued to lean forward, the imagined soft, plump feel becoming more and more real. I swallowed and slowly extended my trembling left hand ... wanting to do what I had done that night .

	Perhaps my hot breath had hit my mother's most sensitive spot. " Hmm ..." Suddenly, my mother, who had been soundly asleep, murmured softly in her sleep, her body, which had been lying on her side, now lay flat on its back! The round buttocks that had dominated my view, the bulging mound of flesh, the curve of her backside, vanished from my sight!

	My heart skipped a beat, and I quickly straightened my body, my head turned away from that " place of trouble . " The description of "place of trouble " was apt. Throughout history, countless people have bent their backs, discarding all ethics and morals for this fertile land. I didn't look at my mother's movements, but instead glanced around, appearing furtive. Only the quiet and orderly surroundings reassured me.

	　　At this moment, I felt like I had stolen something precious from someone else's house. My heart was pounding! The excitement of the forbidden pleasure just now slowly dissipated, and I felt scared!

	　　Why was I afraid? A month had passed, and I still hadn't fully grasped my mother's thoughts. Perhaps many of the traces of my inner feelings had faded. Until tonight, before this time, we had been normal mother and son. There didn't seem to be any signs of challenging any taboos between us.

	If my mother woke up at this time, what would I do? Can the idea of covering myself with a blanket explain why my hands and my head were so close to that shameful female part? I don't think it's possible.

	However, the thrill of depravity made me yearn for it even more. I was originally just in the fantasy stage, but now I really want to take actual action to satisfy the fire in my heart!

	However, I suddenly got up, walked to the stairs, looked down at the first floor, made sure it was dark, and made sure that grandma was still asleep; I came to my little sister's door, listened for any possible movement, and she would not wake up.

	In fact , I knew that in the middle of the night in this rural area, no one could see my house with the lights on on the second floor, and I knew what was happening and what I was doing. But I had to confirm it again and again, just like checking again and again before going downstairs with peace of mind.

	　　Tiptoeing, I returned to my position close to my mother's round buttocks and resumed that posture, not daring to breathe.

	　　Although my mother was lying flat on her back, I was pleasantly surprised to find a slight bulge in her private area, where her legs met. The thin fabric formed what people later called a shameful camel toe. Also, having no sexual experience, I was astonished to see such a mound of flesh from behind, and also from the front, seemingly moving and always present to the onlookers.

	I glanced at my mother 's face, serene and tranquil, her eyelashes a veritable curtain of eyes, a testament to her owner's rest. At best, I'd take the opportunity to touch her, to satisfy my urge to touch her, but I couldn't ask for more. If I'd just used my hands, and if the truth came to light, I imagined she'd either fly into a rage and reprimand me; or, flushed and angrily, she'd ask me what I was doing and whether I knew what I was doing. Or perhaps she'd evade the nature of my behavior and simply tell me it was wrong. The latter scenario was my idealized imagining, born from previous intimate interactions with her. I hoped those interactions had shaped her, causing her to lose her sense of motherhood.

	　　This time I used my right hand, which felt more sensitive. There was only a heavy tremor in my spirit, but my hand's movements were resolute, as if they were perfectly natural. Of course, it was just a young boy's curiosity and exploration of the female body during puberty, not to mention the barrier of clothing. How could it be so bad?

	my fingers , my fingers also touched the soft mass between my mother's legs. I could even feel a slit of flesh, guiding me up and down a few times. Within two seconds, I quickly withdrew my evil hand. My mother didn't react, nor did she show any signs of waking. Even through the fabric, I could sense that plump, soft mound of flesh, like a part with its own consciousness. At my touch, it seemed disturbed, its tenderness awakening and spreading.

	My cock was already so hard it felt like it was about to explode. It wasn't enough. Should I touch it again, touch it a little longer, or should I just slip my hand under the fabric? The mere thought of this made the blood rush from my head to my cock, and I was enveloped in a numbing, tingling heat.

	Anyway, more outrageous things have happened before, so touching her shouldn't be a capital offense. Just as I made up my mind to be bold, my mother's soft voice suddenly rang out, " Li Yuqing? What are you doing lying there ? "

	The voice still tinged with fatigue and sleep, but it still startled me. After all, I was doing something inappropriate. My mind went blank for a moment. I quickly picked up the quilt and gestured to my mother. " Mom ... I ... I saw you fell asleep on the sofa ... Let me cover you up so you don't catch a cold . " I hoped he didn't hear the shock in my voice, otherwise he would have realized this was unusual.

	My mother's eyes were not fully open yet, but I could feel her glance at me, she said nothing, and continued to lie there. This made me feel at a loss for a moment.

	After a while, my mother slowly rose and shifted her position, leaning back against the sofa. Still a little drowsy, she tidied her hair with a certain composure. This gesture was insignificant, a simple womanly habit. After this series of actions, this mature woman was clearly much more awake. She glanced suspiciously at the blanket in my hands, then turned back and asked, " What time is it now ? "

	I replied, " It's past eleven o'clock . "

	　　" I didn't sleep here for long ," said the mother , but she closed her eyes again, as if to ease the physical and mental confusion after waking up.

	I couldn't help but wonder if my groping had just been discovered, right under her nose? But my mother didn't seem to be angry at all, so I guess I got away with it.

	the panic in my heart , the scene in front of me made my cock burn with desire again, burning my lower abdomen.

	My mother hadn't fastened those two buttons, leaving me with a clear view of the half of her breasts that her light blue bra couldn't cover. Was she unaware, or didn't care, or was she doing it on purpose?

	But no matter what the reason, the mature woman with her eyes closed, wearing a milky white sweater with the temperament of a good wife, which made her exposed bra and breast flesh look particularly ambiguous, charming, and even a little lewd, and presented in front of her son, the picture thus formed was incongruous but very consistent with a certain sexual fetish of mine, which made me, a young boy, unable to calm down, and my breath sprayed out uncontrollably and heavily.

	But I didn't dare to stare at her unscrupulously. Even though my mother was still resting with her eyes closed, I pretended to be a gentleman and turned my head to look at the TV, but what was playing and what was said could not enter my mind at all.

	a mature woman, emitting forbidden allure, captivated my consciousness. I kept turning my eyes, scanning for the surrounding scenery.

	I don't know if my mother noticed that something was wrong with me, or if she also noticed that the TV was on at this moment. I noticed that she slowly opened her eyes, and there seemed to be a piercing gaze in her eyes. " What time is it? Why don't you go take a shower and watch TV ?" My mother suddenly spoke, staring at the profile of my face.

	I didn't face her, figuring I'd alert her . As long as we didn't make eye contact, she would n't notice her disheveled clothes . I feigned indifference , saying, " I washed them a long time ago, " and then focused intently on the TV screen. It's tragic; you have no idea how agonizing that moment was. The beauty before me, a treasure I longed for, yet I couldn't even look at her. I had to pretend my attention was completely focused on the TV.

	After a while, the mother 's voice sounded, " You are free, right? Come here. " It seemed like an order but it lacked authority and was even a little cunning.

	I didn't understand what was going on. I was right in front of you. " Press your head, it's a little bit of a headache. I guess the wine isn't working, " my mother said.

	　　Hearing this, I automatically turned my head, my gaze naturally falling on my mother's chest. The unbuttoned bra revealed a hint of breast flesh and cleavage, and the elegant color of her bra became dazzling against the backdrop of her smooth breasts. I quietly moved my wrist to hold down my erection, preventing it from protruding out of place.

	I could also sense that my mother's expression was already a little unhappy. " Is it really that beautiful ? " she said unhappily.

	　　This made me panic, thinking that my shameless look had been exposed.

	　　Seeing I was still stunned, my mother reached out and nudged my arm. " Did you hear that? What a mess you're watching! All that nonsense ! " Oh, so she was referring to the TV I was watching. I remember it was a romantic gossip show on Southern Channel, similar to "Night of Love" on the Pearl River Channel, but with even more explicit language.

	　　The problem was that I wasn't watching the TV. Anyway, I was aroused, because as a well-read person, I easily realized that a cliché like massage was intimate, watchable, and even a bit of a rip-off.

	　　This was a good opportunity to reopen the forbidden passage. Although we had previously acted quite outrageously, after a month of freezing, the door seemed to be gradually closing again, judging by my mother's behavior. I couldn't help but wonder if everything that had happened before was a dream; it truly felt so unreal.

	 

	 

	Chapter 28

	　　This is easy to understand. Just like when you were in school, you played with your friends all day and were inseparable. When you meet again after a long time, there may be a start-up period. At the beginning, everyone is watching and testing the waters. Often, without any intention or warning, you will inexplicably regain your familiarity.

	So I applied this phenomenon to my mother and me, thinking maybe the time had come to rekindle it. With this in mind, I quickly stood up and moved behind her, behind the sofa backrest. From my high vantage point, I had a sharp view.

	My mother raised her hand and pointed at a few spots, telling me to press them. Honestly, I had no idea what acupuncture points were, and I had no idea what massage was. But often, with just the right amount of pressure, touching certain spots can naturally bring a sense of comfort, especially on a sensitive area like the scalp, which is so close to the brain's nerves. There was no harm in randomly pressing them, and I could focus my attention on the precious spot.

	My mother tilted her head back, gathering her hair, a common female gesture. Her protruding breasts caught my eye, and the slits around her buttons had opened up considerably, revealing even more of her fullness. Did she truly not realize how exposed she was? Or did she simply not care? It was nothing?

	I resisted the urge to swallow , for fear of making any inappropriate noise; if it weren't for the back of the sofa, my cock would have hit my mother's back.

	I just pressed my mother's head absentmindedly, and she had no objection. It was fine as long as it didn't make her feel uncomfortable.

	The bra pushes up the breasts , and the breasts are not small, so the line squeezed out is not wide, but visually one can feel the depth of the cleavage; it rises and falls with her breathing, like flowing white waves under the light, which makes me want to grab a handful of it.

	　　In order to prolong this visual enjoyment, I started to find things to talk about. Of course, it was nothing more than the daily life and diet at school. My mother did not discuss my academic performance too much.

	The taste of the marrow is getting better, but the aftereffects are getting stronger and stronger. I am gradually dissatisfied with just being able to peek. Why can I still reach more private places a month ago, but now I can only peek at a corner, not even the core area.

	My mother didn't make any sound. Reality is not as exaggerated as novels. Can pressing ordinary parts of her body stimulate the sounds of sexual pleasure?

	　　Staring at that white breast, I had rehearsed countless times in my mind the obscene actions of grabbing, kneading, touching and licking. I don't know how much time passed before my mother said slowly, " Okay, that's about it . "

	Hearing this only made me even more excited. It gave me a reason to continue. I said, " Mom, let me massage your shoulders . " Without waiting for her to reply, I placed my hands on her shoulder blades and began to massage them with impressive precision.

	　　" It's up to you, but my shoulders are a little sore again. I've been working for a long time, " said the mother .

	My mother 's shoulders certainly don't give me the feeling of being weak and boneless. Instead, they are quite solid, healthy, and powerful, even making me think of the word maturity.

	　　" Try harder, haven't you eaten ? " the mother instructed.

	Maybe I really don't know the tricks of massage. My thumb and index finger were so tired that I still couldn't exert enough strength to satisfy my mother. The more I pressed, the more chaotic it became, and I pressed randomly with great effort.

	Taking advantage of this chaotic movement , with only my thumb still resting on my mother's shoulder, I pressed my other four fingers together and gradually slid them toward her front. Touching her skin, the sensation shifted from thick to soft. Since my fingers were naturally long, they drew ever closer to the bulge of flesh on her chest.

	When I realized this, my heartbeat seemed to intensify. I couldn't see my mother's expression, and I didn't know whether her eyes were closed or not.

	I glanced at the TV screen, as if this vivid image could give me courage. In fact, it was all driven by lust.

	I gradually and deliberately moved my hands downwards as much as possible, but I was afraid it would be too obvious, so I kept moving them up and down. This is a routine movement for shoulder massage, and it has a legitimate reason.

	Seeing that my mother had no objections, I finally reached down to touch part of her soft breasts. With my thumb as the support, my other fingers pressed down harder on her.

	Once, twice ... The touch from my fingers became softer and softer. Just touching it a little made me feel very full. I could even see the breast flesh there being pressed in by my fingers. With the up and down massaging movements, it would quickly bounce back to its original shape, and the two forms kept changing.

	At this moment, I hate that my fingers are not longer, otherwise I might be able to sneak into the top of my mother's breast covered by her bra.

	Perhaps the stimulation had distracted me, and my movements were becoming increasingly unnatural, reaching wider and deeper areas of my body, which aroused my mother's " alertness . " " Tsk, why are you pressing so hard? Do you understand your shoulders ?" she muttered in dissatisfaction.

	I quickly began to talk, trying to distract my mother. I asked about her family and my cousin, which seemed more likely to pique her interest. And I succeeded.

	So I was relatively unrestrained . My hands were completely off her shoulders, like I was standing behind her, touching her front over her shoulders.

	I felt more and more softness, and from time to time I touched the fabric of her bra.

	Something was wrong , and it was impossible for my mother not to be suspicious. She stopped talking, and for a moment I even felt her body stiffen. She stretched her neck and raised her head, as if to look at me, but she couldn't.

	Without a word, she suddenly grasped my left hand, quelling my filial piety. My right hand also stopped moving. The air seemed to freeze at that moment, a dead silence beyond the darkness. After a moment, my mother slowly removed my hands and closed her open dress. Strangely, the buttons remained undone; at least, I could no longer see the light blue bra.

	　　" Okay, you don't have to press it anymore , " the mother said lightly.

	Since she said that and didn't make trouble, I wasn't too scared. I reluctantly left her, walked back to the sofa and sat next to her.

	a little embarrassed, I picked up the remote and kept changing channels. But I could clearly feel my mother's eyes on me, and I didn't know what she was thinking.

	　　" What the hell are you trying to watch? Why are you flipping back and forth ?" my mother interrupted me as I flipped through the channels. I put down the remote and sat up straight, feeling guilty. But I couldn't hide my irritation; my mother could see it.

	It was so excruciating that I had to find something to say, " Oh, Mom ... why don't you take a shower? " But then I regretted saying it. It felt weird. Is it my turn as a son to urge his mother to take a shower?

	So I added, " The wine outside is not good, so you should drink less in the future . "

	I didn't even look at my mother , just waiting for her to speak. Perhaps my words reminded her of my pick-up tonight, a truly filial act, because I felt the strange atmosphere dissipate, becoming lighter. Mostly, my mother's thoughts had changed.

	　　" Hmph, that little bit of wine is nothing , " my mother said with a hint of pride. I finally breathed a sigh of relief. From her tone, I knew I had gotten away with my inappropriate behavior.

	　　" Come here !" Mother suddenly called out, her tone unwavering. I turned my head slightly to look at her, puzzled. Come here again? I was right here, of course, two body lengths away, sitting at the end of the sofa.

	I saw the mother's expression change a lot. From cold and feigned anger to helplessness, I looked at her and thought, fortunately, it was just like looking at a naughty child, not a heinous person.

	I shifted my hips and sat next to my mother , so close that our clothes touched. In my memory, no matter how much my mother drank, she never smelled strongly of alcohol. This was also the case at that moment. I could only smell the faint fragrance of a mature woman.

	Everyone's eyes are on the TV, but their minds may not be there. That's why it's so important to have a TV in the home – it's the perfect balancer.

	My mother stroked her hair a few times and casually said, " You're a freshman in high school now, aren't you? You're definitely different . " I had no idea what she meant, but I still hummed a " hmm . " I even glanced sideways at her upper body, unmoved. Sadly, even though the buttons were unbuttoned, the fabric between the lapels closed the gap that had allowed me to peek. The fire in my belly cooled, but a tingling sensation lingered. Any sensory stimulation, specifically visual stimulation, would reignite it. I knew my body well.

	　　" Key high schools are just different . Even you have changed your personality, " my mother said, leaning forward on the sofa with both hands, her head tilted. Yes, this is the only strange way I can describe it. She looked at me with some surprise and a little smile, and her eyes looked particularly gentle and beautiful.

	I don't know when it started, but the woman who taught me with such ruthless severity has begun to show a softer side. Perhaps, as she often told me, I've grown up and can no longer discipline me with the same methods she used on children. Moreover, more often than not, I need to be more sensible and sensible. Corruption will gradually fade from my life. This isn't surprising; everyone presents different faces to different people. This isn't about hypocrisy or fickleness; it's more about the relationship between the person you're dealing with and your own. Ultimately, it's your shared experiences and memories that shape your relationship.

	Just as my mother was unkind in front of my grandmother , and sad, helpless, and even a touch disgusted with my father , she was a mixture of sternness, earnest advice, earnest instruction, and deep affection towards me, a son who had been unruly since childhood but had a good nature. I knew this was not out of place.

	But then I suddenly thought in another direction. Perhaps my mother , having noticed my morbid and unreasonable thoughts, was trying to use a softer force to " influence " me, to make the parent-child relationship clearer and stronger, and to deliberately downplay the heterodoxy between us.

	But no matter how she thinks, it's useless. I think it's useless no matter how much I think . Children can't resist temptation, especially when they encounter things that are most attractive to their age.

	Just like at this moment, my mother leaned forward , and the fitting fabric finally separated, and the gap opened halfway. In this posture, the light blue bra gathered together and drooped due to gravity, making her upper breasts appear fuller, like two naughty little white rabbits, ready to jump out at any time. The upper edge of the breast flesh gives people a feeling of being fragile and I can guarantee that if she moves slightly, there will be eye-catching ripples.

	I watched for a second, suppressing my excitement . Then, with an awkward smile, I quickly turned my head back, trying not to let my mother notice my strangeness or realize her son was actually having a lustful eye on her private parts. Although I've done many irrational things, I can't always be so bold. But it's hard to explain why I sometimes find myself trying to restrain myself.

	My mother didn't seem to notice she'd lost some ground; after all, I wasn't looking. She said with a hint of disbelief, " Your grandmother must have asked you to pick me up tonight, " but her joy was still there. After all, he was a son who cared about his mother.

	So my mother was trying to praise me for this. Honestly, it was a trivial matter, something a son should do. But it did seem worthy of praise, something that would please her. As she said, this kind of proactive concern on my part was rare in the past. Of course, I should defend myself, saying that perhaps my previous approach wasn't as obvious.

	　　This also made me feel ashamed and reflect, was I really so " bad " before ?

	　　No wonder my mother exaggeratedly said that it was the quality of the key high school that transformed me. I personally believe that it was the small maturity that came with age.

	I raised my voice and rolled my eyes nonchalantly, " What? I said I was going . " Little did I know how unrealistic my mindset was when I set out.

	The mother said with a smile, " That's good enough. Okay, I know you care about me, " and then she returned to her normal sitting position.

	I thought about it and ran out of topics to talk about , so I just said, " Mom, your company doesn't seem to have many people, but you say it's a big business . " My mother , watching TV, casually replied, " This kind of company, which takes government money and is a near-monopoly, doesn't actually have much business . " " It's called a company, but in reality, it's just a department within a group . "

	A sudden thought struck me, and I asked, " Mom, do you think there's a future here ?" My mother paused, stopped watching TV, and I thought her eyes lit up for a moment. She was about to say something, but I twitched, " Although you're quite old . " At the time , I thought I was being honest, and that when I mentioned age, I was speaking in the context of reaching the peak of my career, not literally. Normally, to achieve a successful career, you shouldn't be older than 35. My words didn't fall into the stereotypes of gender, education, or experience, so it wasn't too much of an exaggeration.

	she turned her head at lightning speed and glared at me unhappily, " You talk about your mom like that? " " Tsk, do you think the people in my company are young? There are not many people under 30 years old . " Although she tried her best to control herself, her tone was obviously anxious.

	Sure enough, no matter what kind of woman, it's hard for people to accept being told she's old or old. I suddenly found it funny again. I didn't expect my mother to have this side. I thought her personality wouldn't care about such things, and as a rural woman, she generally doesn't seek positive comments in this regard.

	A thought struck me, a pique of interest. I quickly defended myself, " I'm not saying you're old, Mom. I'm saying I can't compete with the younger people . " Indeed, what advantages could there be? The experience that comes with being older is lacking. Unless you're a late bloomer who's since worked hard, there aren't many such inspiring stories in reality.

	The point is, I added, " I really didn't say you were old. Mom, you don't look much older than those so-called young women in your company. Few have a figure like yours ." My words were cunning, a subtle understatement , often more palatable. But objectively speaking, they were a bit greasy and exaggerated, learned from watching too many shows like "Family" and "Friends." Whether in her temperament or the tell - tale signs of age, my mother didn't look like a 30- year-old. The key was the second half of my sentence: her figure.

	　　This is one of the few times I've commented on my mother's appearance in person, and I personally feel particularly ashamed. After all, I'm a man, and commenting on my mother's figure is inappropriate. Normally, it's inappropriate, so shouldn't a son be able to compliment his mother objectively in this regard? There are actually situations like this, like when people are discussing height and weight, or when they're exercising.

	　　Imagine if your mother is weighing herself and is worried, or is trying on clothes but is not satisfied with her figure. At this time, would it be normal for you to talk about your figure?

	I began to look forward to my mother's reaction when she heard me say this.

	My mother looked at me with a strange look and didn't say anything for a while. Her eyes were like water, clean and clear, yet vague and misty, which still made me feel a little uneasy.

	She crossed her arms in front of her chest and suddenly said in a sweet voice, " Oh, then tell me about my good figure ." There was a hint of " malice " in her eyes , as if she wanted to see what kind of ivory I could spit out of my dog's mouth .

	I smiled awkwardly again, but I was very excited inside. Was I finally going to get into the plot of the erotic novel, where I praise my mother's figure and express my admiration for her in that aspect to disturb the thoughts of my loved ones?

	could I say? Something gaudy and gaudy like "curvy"? Or perhaps something as blunt as saying someone has a nice, plump figure, or someone with long, slender, and toned legs? Given my current state of mind, it was difficult to be so direct.

	But I couldn't let this opportunity slip, so I decided to be more roundabout. I asked seriously, " Mom, why did you only give birth to me and my younger sister ?" My words made sense. In the vast countryside, family planning policies often slip through the cracks, and the traditional concept of having many children brings blessings.

	Without waiting for my mother to reply, I continued, " Your figure is perfect for childbearing . " The meaning was self-explanatory. As the saying goes in rural areas, " A big butt is good for childbearing . " Actually, my mother's butt wasn't that big. It was just a combination of " innate talent " and hard work that gave it a better shape. Therefore, it was noticeably full and round at times, with a noticeable curve below the waistline, which was not ideal for a woman of her age or in a rural area.

	I could tell my mother was going to respond with something like, "Raising two of you is enough of a hassle, I don't have the resources to support so many children." But I didn't expect her to hit the nail on the head.

	She glanced at me with a frown, then teased, " You're not serious at all . "

	　　Well, it turned out to be too roundabout, which caused everyone to be roundabout. Now that the topic has been opened, I decided to press on.

	　　" There's more to it than that. The best part is ..." I deliberately didn't tell her the whole story. As expected, my mother couldn't remain calm. She narrowed her eyes and said hesitantly, " What is it? Tell me . "

	Hey, why is there suddenly a smell of alcohol in the air? It’s not irritating, but it makes my olfactory nerves unavoidable. It’s obvious that it can only come from my mother.

	Then I remembered that my mother had drunk quite a bit. After all, it had only been two or three hours. Even if she couldn't get drunk after a thousand drinks, the alcohol would eventually seep into her body and then evaporate silently. There's no telling when it will take hold on the drinker's consciousness and psychology. The alcohol didn't change my mother's complexion, but her expression was intriguing.

	My mother , determined not to give up until I had an answer, stared at me quietly, her body seemingly inching closer, her gaze intense. The scent of alcohol, like orchid and incredibly hot, pierced my skin like a red-hot knife. I was actually feeling a bit of a burning sensation, and it was getting stronger and stronger.

	The change in my mother was indeed sudden, and I could only explain it as the residual alcohol suddenly taking effect.

	It has come to this point that my timid mentality of not daring to cross the line has disappeared. Under the influence of my swollen cock, I am only filled with intense physical hunger, and the composure of a young man full of vigor has been lost.

	The answer is obvious. The breasts faintly visible under the messy clothes are very attractive. If it weren't for the ravine of flesh, I would find it difficult to see where the breasts end. Under the light, the skin color blends into one; the bra straps are scattered and crooked on the mother's shoulders, giving people a different kind of style. She is a housewife who does not need to be too restrained, and her laziness and leisure unintentionally reveal the unique charm of a mature woman.

	I had to swallow my saliva repeatedly, my lips were dry and my mouth was parched, and my breathing became heavy.

	Anyway , I have to reply to my mother, but it seems like a brainless statement, " my childhood job " , it sounds like nonsense, doesn't it?

	My mother frowned and looked at me strangely, as if my words made her think things were complicated. However, I didn't care and stared straight at her plump upper body.

	　　This made me exclaim, " Mom, you have a really nice figure . " That was all I could say. Sometimes, words are harder than actions. Like right now, I couldn't bring myself to use any vulgar adjectives or terms I should avoid in front of her. But I said it while looking at her with a fiery gaze, and she definitely sensed my dirty thoughts.

	She lowered her head to look at her chest, and finally realized that it was inappropriate. Then she looked up again, bit her lower lip, and glared at me in feigned anger.

	　　" You're going to die! What are you thinking about? " my mother said as she sat up straight, straightened her clothes, and this time buttoned them. What struck me as intriguing was that she didn't rush or move quickly; she buttoned them naturally and slowly. To use a sinister association, it was like a woman showing a man something tempting, then slowly putting it away.

	　　" I just praised you, and you've already messed up so quickly , " the mother continued, but it felt like she was humming the words through her nose.

	I said shamelessly , " I'm just telling the truth. Besides, it's you who did it ... "

	My mother raised an eyebrow and said, " Oh, is it my fault? " Then she let out a long breath and said righteously, " I'm not kidding you, Li Yuqing, you'd better change your mindset . "

	I certainly couldn't admit that I had any bad thoughts, and I had to hide my behavior, so I said seriously, " I just want to be close to my mother. You always said that I had no conscience, that I didn't talk much to my mother, and that I went out to play after school . "

	As for my inappropriate behavior , I don't think my mother knew how to correct me through sex education. Few people in rural areas have this kind of awareness and theoretical knowledge. It all depends on human nature, but physiological shocks also affect human nature.

	My mother raised her head, as if thinking about something, then looked at me with a suspicious look, " Do you really not understand or are you pretending not to understand? How can you be so close to me, my God ? "

	　　After so many times, my mother still hasn't made it clear, so I might as well pretend to be stupid for the time being.

	I took the initiative , saying, " Mom, don't overthink it. Why would we have to argue so much ?" My words were completely off the mark, rambling and trying to " brainwash " my mother . It must be said that rambling is a great early-stage strategy, making it impossible for her to find a point to lecture.

	I decided to follow suit. Without warning, I naturally laid down between her legs. The back of my head felt tight and bouncy. The muscles in her legs weren't loose at all. Looking up, I met her feigned disdainful gaze as she looked down. Of course, I could also get a close-up look at her erect, voluptuous upper body.

	　　" Tsk, what are you doing? You're crazy, " the mother said helplessly.

	I stretched my arms and said, feigning a sense of contentment, " Wow, a meat pillow is so comfortable . " My mother swung her legs, causing my head to sway. She said in a gruff voice, " Get up! I need to take a shower . "

	When I saw that she was really ready to get up, I quickly and boldly supported her soft waist and steady her movement. " Mom , wait a minute, help me clean my ears . " " I wonder if water got into my ears when I swam last time and it hasn't been drained out. I feel like there's something blocking it . "

	My mother curled her lips and said, " I admire you so much! You can't pick it out yourself . " Then she shook her legs and gave me a shake. " Don't get up yet. I don't need an ear pick . "

	　　" Oh, " I agreed , and sat up, my head leaving her legs. I was thinking about how to make good use of this next scene to satisfy my own fetish. Although there was clothing between us, I would be infinitely close to her most private parts.

	Before I could fully indulge my fantasies, my mother emerged from the room, ear pick in hand, and sat back down on the sofa. " Lie down , " her voice soft and gentle now. I obeyed.

	Because I was thinking about obscene things, I didn't pay much attention when I lay down. Of course, I was lying on my side, but facing outwards. When my mother started fiddling with my ears, I realized that this was the wrong direction. There was nothing. I was looking towards the balcony, towards the abyss of darkness.

	But I couldn't adjust my position right away, so I could change it when I got to my right ear. The Mature Mother's forbidden area was so close, it was hard for me to stay still. I wanted to move my head but didn't dare to. In my mother's view, my moving around affected my homework and increased the risk.

	She patted me gently as a reminder, " I'm so tired of moving around! You'll get your ears pierced soon . " Although we didn't get to see the beautiful scene, it was still a heartwarming parent-child moment.

	I actually felt a little nostalgic , thinking of myself as a little child, often lying in my mother's arms or between her legs, receiving her care and attention.

	In the transitional phase of life, moments like these are precious and worth cherishing. Let this warmth overflow, perhaps the tenderness between mother and child, reaching its peak, will also facilitate the fulfillment of my inner desire.

	I wonder if my mother would recall the warm times of the past. She suddenly muttered, " You should pay attention to your personal hygiene, otherwise you might really become deaf . "

	　　" It's the other side , " said the mother.

	I knew the wonderful moment was coming. I immediately turned my body, but I didn't lie on my side. I kept wanting to tilt my head upwards, wanting to see my mother's appearance, and even more wanting to take in her firm breasts.

	My mother gently pressed my head, resisting my upward thrust. Neither of us had much strength, but we were both stubborn, especially me. As if remembering something, she paused and said slowly, " Do you remember how you clung to me when you were little? " Without waiting for a reply, she began to talk, lost in a reminiscing mood. " You followed me everywhere I went , " she quipped, " Sometimes I find it annoying . " Of course, I could tell she wasn't truly annoyed.

	There are many things that, even if you do them again, you can never find the mood you had at the time . Growing up, and watching your children grow up, is a poem of time that is constantly gained and lost. Sometimes it is cruel, but fortunately it always leaves a trace that can nourish a lifetime.

	　　" I used to push the door open and call mom when I was taking a shower . I don't know if you still remember it . "

	　　I have a memory of this phenomenon, but it's just an image, nothing more to it than what a child would understand. Even though I still remember the sudden, dark patch of grass beneath the slippery body shrouded in mist, my mother wasn't angry at my willful intrusion. She smiled tenderly and said, " Don't do this when you grow up. " Sometimes , she'd say, " Why would I be so afraid of you watching ?" Because sometimes, I felt embarrassed.

	If this scene were to happen again now, it would definitely give me an unprecedented shock.

	Hearing my mother mention this, my heart felt like it was being grabbed by something, so I turned my head even more stubbornly, trying to meet her gaze. My mother just remembered that now, especially when I had already behaved inappropriately, it was a bit inappropriate to bring up such a private and sensitive matter.

	She avoided his gaze, a flash of embarrassment appeared on her face, and she pretended to be strong and reprimanded, " You are still moving around, I don't want your ears anymore . "

	I said nothing , simply watching her rising and falling breasts, my heart racing. Her breasts towered over me, their weight pressing down like a mountain, capturing all my senses. I even tried to feel the slit near the button to reveal the rich, fleshy color.

	　　The round and full bulge on the mature woman's chest was very close to her son's burning gaze. Perhaps the mother felt a little embarrassed.

	　　" Tsk, what are you looking at? Straighten your head , " my mother scolded. I remained unmoved, not even bothering to clean my ears.

	The atmosphere gradually became ambiguous, though this was, of course, my wishful thinking. My mother's expression was awkward, but she couldn't bring herself to protest, so she could only let out a hint of shame and indignation. She removed the hand holding the ear pick and, with her other hand, pressed my head down with a little force, shouting, " Be quiet! " I think her real intention was to block my view of her breasts.

	next scene made my blood boil. My mother pushed my face directly between her legs! Although it was very stimulating, I knew to hold my hot breath so that my mother would not notice anything unusual.

	My mother was wearing this pair of thin shorts. Although they were not tight-fitting, with her legs together, they were still gathered together in the most private part of her body, like two grooves, sandwiching a fertile delta, slightly raised, which made me imagine a lot.

	My mother no longer needed to make eye contact with me and began to help me adjust my ears seriously. I'm afraid she didn't realize that her unintentional action brought me greater temptation.

	Facing this bountiful beauty, a boon for my mouth and nose, I began to breathe calmly, like a practitioner possessing profound internal energy. From this close, I could almost smell an indescribable scent. My hands were powerless, so I could only rely on my face to satisfy my sinister desires. A terrifying impulse seized upon my mind: just sticking out my tongue ... could easily touch that fertile soil. If I could wrap my arms around my mother's waist—no, hips—I felt my face could move in any direction, allowing me to touch everything I desired most.

	Sometimes physiological reactions are truly bizarre. A person's most vulnerable organ can develop a profound desire for the most shameful, intimate, and even filthy part of the opposite sex. If I were to do this now, my mother would be furious. I can imagine her fuming. The atmosphere isn't there yet, the foundation hasn't been established. Although there was a previously tender exchange, the mother-son bond always manages to crush any inappropriate reactions, making each encounter as arduous as the first.

	I arched my back slightly to ease the swelling desire. Otherwise, with such beautiful flesh before me, but unable to freely enjoy it, I would feel like exploding. At the same time, I didn't want to speak at all, as that would steal my senses. I wished my eyes could ignite a blazing fire and burn all the fabric clean.

	While I was fantasizing , my mother took away the ear pick, shook my head gently, and asked, " Do you feel better? Can you hear clearly ? "

	I truly demonstrated what it means to turn a deaf ear. There were many struggles in my mind. Sometimes I had the idea of hugging my mother's waist or buttocks while my desire was rising, and sometimes I had the idea of just sticking my face forward. Finally, I seemed to be restrained by an invisible restraint. It was not ethics or morality, but an indelible boundary between mother and son.

	　　This does not contradict everything I do. The boundaries may sometimes dim, but they are always there, even if they are emitting a faint light.

	　　Seeing that I remained unmoved, neither speaking nor looking away, my mother impatiently asked, " Li Yuqing, are you truly deaf? " However, I was cautiously nudging my head forward across her legs, trying to get as close as possible. This was a suicidal move, clearly allowing my mother to see it all, right under her nose, making it impossible to hide. It was so deliberate that I thought she might even see the look in my eyes, the lustful look.

	As if waiting to see my clumsy performance , my mother coldly said, " Li Yuqing, what are you doing? " Her earlier tenderness vanished. As she spoke, my breathing became unsteady. As if I'd been holding my breath underwater for a long time, I emerged from the water and took a deep, drawn-out breath. Crucially, a stream of frozen, hot air erupted from my nose, piercing the voluptuous abyss between my mother's legs.

	　　At such a close distance, it was strange that my mother didn't react. I felt her legs clamped together uncontrollably, her thigh muscles tensing up, then relaxing.

	　　Although all of this was obvious, tacitly understood, think about it carefully: what could my mother say? In reality, I hadn't taken any direct action yet. Could she, in shame and anger, scold me, " Li Yuqing, you're not allowed to touch my XX?" , " Li Yuqing, you pervert , do you want to eat / lick XX?" , " Li Yuqing, you 're disgusting! You dare to kiss and smell that place, don't you? " , or even, " Li Yuqing! I'm your mother, how dare you do such mean things to me ? "

	But she couldn't just sit back and let me do what I wanted. Pulling my ear, she resolutely stood up, shaking off my head and face, not caring at all about the possibility of me crashing onto the sofa. Fortunately, I had my hands on the sofa, so my head didn't hit it too hard, so it wasn't seriously hurt. Who would have thought that my face, so powerless, could become something this mature woman would be worried about?

	I also quickly turned around and sat up, but I pretended not to know what was going on and shouted, " Hey, Mom, why did you suddenly stand up ? "

	Yet, the image before me still shattered my moral defenses. My mother stood still, motionless, her back straight, her butt, soft yet firm, radiant with the allure of a wife, almost facing my face. The fabric of her shorts was a mess, clinging to her flesh in places and wrinkling in others, yet I felt no compulsion to iron them out. In a sense, this was the most raw and natural appearance, and it only heightened my erotic desires. If I patted it, would it jiggle or bounce away from my hand? The swell of her butt straightened out at the base of her thighs, descending straightly, adding a touch of curve. The revealer was unintentional, but the voyeur was intentional. When the desire for taboos overshadows the heart, even the ordinary can have a seductive appeal.

	But that lasted only a few seconds. Then, with her head tilted back, not fully turning, she murmured, " Li Yuqing, how dare you think of something inappropriate for me ? " I couldn't see her expression , so I couldn't tell if it was stern and indifferent, helpless and resentful, or perhaps a combination of both.

	A brief silence followed . Suddenly, my mother opened her mouth and said, " Shower ~." Those two simple words, but I could hear a sense of relief, a sense of release. She didn't expect me to say anything, and I couldn't say anything either. All in all, it was a tentative attempt, a breakthrough. It might not bear fruit immediately, but I'm confident it will show up in the future.

	　　With that, my mother walked towards the shower room, leaving me with a slender, graceful figure. Her buttocks didn't shake as I'd expected as she walked. There was no purpose or method, just a sudden impulse of lust. So the meaning of tonight wasn't important. I'd imagined a lot beforehand, but when it came to the actual situation, sometimes I just wanted the immediate satisfaction.

	I had originally planned tonight to take advantage of my filial behavior to please my mother so that I could sleep with her and get something else. But now, looking at the situation, it's difficult to do so, and I can't find a reason at the moment.

	I lay back in bed and waited for what seemed like an eternity , drifting off and waking repeatedly, my mind preoccupied with unfinished business, always waking me up in time. My cock also grew hard and then softened, and when it softened, I would think of my mother and manually arouse her. I waited until my mother finished her shower, turned off the lights, and went to bed. After a long while, thinking she must have fallen asleep, I slowly got up and walked out of my room.

	 

	 

	Chapter 29

	It is wonderful that we can have harmony, order, and tranquility, duty and conscience, forgiveness and love. But the existence of those things that are completely different, those noises and screams, the darkness and cruelty, is also wonderful, because we can return to the mother's arms in just one step .

	In the darkness, I left my room , but instead of heading to my mother's, I went into the shower room. Rather than accepting the unknown, it was better to seize the present moment. Yes, even my mother's laundry could give me a thrilling mental orgy. After over a month of fantasizing, tonight's glimpse of a new side of my mother's charm made these authentic, mature clothes as stimulating as physical contact.

	I slept until noon, and if my mother hadn't called me to eat, I probably wouldn't have woken up. There was no way, last night's masturbation was too exhausting, because the passion waiting to be released had been accumulating for too long, and once it was released, it was like a mountain collapsing in the hospital.

	The October sun is often intense. After dinner, I sat by the door, staring blankly at the dirt road in front of me. The sun blazed fiercely, and the naked eye seemed to detect the heat waves and fluctuations in the air, perfectly matching the adjective " blazing " in " a raging fire ." The ordinary distant mountains and forests grew intense under the clear sky, calling forth the youth's uncontrolled passion. The mountains and forests ruthlessly separated towns and villages from the bustling streets, shaping the unique landscape of rural China. But which side of the world was more complex, hiding more mysteries and unknown things? Was it necessarily the city?

	I was lost in thought when a group of children, both young and old, walked in a group along the country road. The age range was vast. For the rural children born in the 1980s and 1990s , there were no age limits for childhood playmates. They stopped just outside my house and beckoned me to join them. They were heading off to the mountains and forests to have some fun again. Of course, in the days before electronics, only distant places could provide us with the most enjoyable entertainment. I happily agreed, saying I needed to use the restroom first.

	　　While it's a rare day off, and I should cherish every moment at home, sharing the same room with my mother, I figured it would be hard to get much done during the day, and she'd almost always be out visiting friends. After using the restroom, I couldn't wait to rush out. Buried in books for so long, the allure of nature became all the more potent.

	　　As I rushed out the door, my mother angrily scolded me, " What are you rushing for? Can't you see? " In my haste to leave, I nearly bumped into her. Hearing her voice, I paused and turned back. She had just finished washing the dishes, tidying up the kitchen, and feeding the chickens and ducks. She was back at the door, drenched in sweat. A strand of bangs clung to her smooth forehead, the strong sunlight seeming to erase the traces of time, making her face appear even more rosy and gorgeous. Her hands were on her hips, her glare was furious, her full breasts rising and falling with each breath. The sunlight just barely fell on the lower half of her shorts, revealing her voluptuous thighs, which seemed dazzling. I froze for a moment, then began to scrutinize her intently.

	　　" Lao Qing ( pronounced the same as " brother " in Cantonese ), hurry up, the whole world is waiting for you , " my friend's shout brought me back to reality. I said to my mother as if seeking her opinion, " I ... I'm going to play outside for a while . "

	My mother glanced at the group of friends waiting for me in the middle of the road. Perhaps their composition was a little comical, some large, some small, like a group of monkeys led by a king on a mountain patrol. She put away her anger, chuckled, and shook her head. " Eat your fill , and go out . Do n't come back too late ." Her voice was filled with maternal care.

	My mother never interfered with me going out to have fun, except for the strict prohibition of going to the mountain pond reservoir to swim when I was a child. Of course, I went there anyway. Now I think about it, I was really lucky. There were dangers everywhere, and children had no sense of risk, but I got through it all safely.

	　　It’s better to be willing to go out now than during the super rebellious period in junior high school, when I would either stay at home playing games or be a dull and worried stay-at-home.

	　　Seeing my mother at this moment made me inexplicably restless. I began to hesitate about whether to continue out. After all, it would be more interesting at night. In the end, I followed the main group and plunged into the early autumn wilderness without hesitation.

	When I recall these ordinary scenes I've witnessed since childhood, I find them surprisingly beautiful. Who says we grow up and wander far away, forgetting the land we once walked on? Between the mountains and the countryside lies a vast expanse of rice paddies. As we walked along the country roads, green rice seedlings swayed in the wind, and ripe rice ears gleamed golden in the warm sun, covering the fields like a golden waterfall. Thick and heavy, there was no doubt that the slightest touch would scatter its plump grains.

	Along the paths through the fields , veteran farmers were already preparing their harvesting tools. Some were checking their foot-operated rice threshers; others were checking their sickles for sharpness. The air was thick with the joy of harvest. I imagine they'd get to work as the sun neared sunset. While some could endure any hardship, few would brave the scorching sun to toil for long hours, given the time-consuming harvesting process. Of course, you could occasionally spot scattered patches of harvested rice. What we most relished were the fields of the village's "madmen," whose notorious laziness left them overgrown with weeds, their sparse rice seedlings seemingly untamed. This bizarre spectacle was hilarious, sometimes leaving us both amused and irritated, and we could only call their owners " madmen . "

	As we continued along, we approached the foot of the mountain, where a vast reed marsh lay, surrounded by a stagnant pool of water, like a swamp. Someone shouted, or threw a few small stones into the marsh, startling a flock of egrets or geese, making our mouths water. With our means at the time, we could only catch small birds the size of sparrows, but these birds in the reed marsh were plump and robust. Yes, at this time of year, you'd always see a few strange figures resembling martial arts masters, carrying long spears, roaming the fields, occasionally making a sound that resounded through the sky.

	We don't know where they come from or where they are going.

	The reed marshes towered like a green maze. A gentle breeze rustled the reeds, swaying and dancing. These upright reeds were an ideal hiding place for us. Many anti-Japanese literature and films feature scenes of fighting Japanese invaders in reed marshes. This often made me imagine myself exploiting the terrain, outmaneuvering the enemy, and ultimately escaping unscathed.

	Incredibly , it wasn't just the children who found this place an ideal hiding place. As the main group continued forward, I paused and peeked inside. I vaguely saw a small, man-made clearing deep in the reeds, scattered here and there, covered with a few mats—clearly the work of gamblers. It was an open secret: to avoid official raids, they had long since moved their gambling dens to all sorts of unlikely locations. As I mentioned before, some were in trees, others had dug holes in the ravines and covered up their entrances. This shows just how pervasive gambling is in our town. Because of this, no one disturbed these arrangements, and the few mats nestled in the reeds lay peacefully, ready to welcome guests someday.

	A sudden, absurd thought struck me : Are the people up there really only gamblers? In the countryside, if a man and woman were to have sex, wouldn't these places be the best places? After all, renting a hotel is too far away, a waste of money, and too conspicuous for many. Staying at home carries the risk of being discovered at any time, and in the countryside, visiting someone doesn't involve saying hello. The gossip I heard as a child revealed all sorts of bizarre places where unconventional couples were found: near the cowshed, in a " secret room " surrounded by firewood...

	　　Sneaking food is thrilling, and doing it in the wild is even more thrilling. These things were still far from my pre-teen self, but I still harbored a burning longing. I silently memorized this place, like the cassava grove at home.

	We crossed a river at the foot of a mountain and officially entered the hilly and forested area. It wasn't really the foot of a mountain, after all, as the area before us was just a rise less than a hundred meters above sea level. The true mountains were still a long, long way off. I first reached them after I learned to ride a motorcycle. When I was younger, the experience of venturing into the mountains was an enviable one among my classmates. We always thought it was a place of bounty, with hard-to-find food and playthings readily available, like the cinnamon sold in the canteen. We wandered along the edge of the so-called forest, where dry land planted with peanuts, corn, and various beans dotted the landscape. Bored, we would sometimes use wood we'd picked up to " stir up trouble , " sometimes find a few elusive wild fruits, and sometimes scour the mulberry fields to search for bird nests; sparrows love to nest in the mulberry leaves.

	Our final destination was a small ravine, a large open space surrounded by low slopes of loess, whether naturally or artificially formed. This was our playground for playing chase games. Its unique feature was that we could climb up the adjacent loess slopes, allowing us to dodge more effectively. The younger ones would quickly climb to the highest point and then use it as a slide, sliding down the hardened earth, challenging the toughness of their pants and buttocks. By the end, everyone's butt was covered in mud.

	Looking at the familiar landscape , watching my friends play, I felt a bit distracted. Even joining the gaming team was like being a slacker. The mountains and wilderness still held a certain allure for me, but these games clearly couldn't pique my interest as a high school student. Something inside me was calling me back.

	a break, I climbed the loess slope alone. Near the top, I found a recessed space just big enough for one person to sit. We called it the " imperial throne , " and that's how it's always been called. It's a commanding presence, and it certainly has that feeling. It's also a popular spot for children, as they often pass by it on their way home from work.

	Sitting here, I have a wide view, facing the open space of the ravine. Looking out into the distance, I can see towering peaks and rolling hills. This place I've never been to feels mysterious and magnificent. The hills undulate like waves of green, crisscrossing near and far. As a child, I always wondered what lay beyond the mountains. Was it the prosperous world I longed for? More than anyone else, I wondered if there were gods or monsters within the mountains; I longed to see the other side of the mountain.

	in the countryside for so long, I sometimes even start to wonder if there are only a few of us in this world.

	Not far away is our village’s famous downhill road, winding out of the woods. It is the highest point connecting our village with the outside world.

	　　Besides being a cycling challenge, this slope also embodies a deep sense of nostalgia. This is where we first see the return of our loved ones, and it's also the last place our car-driving relatives leave our sight.

	Soon, the next round of the game started . I had no choice but to step down from the throne and become cannon fodder.

	Laughter, roars, and jeers echoed in unison, echoing the various sounds of the game . In the quiet afternoon in the ravine, I looked at my friends, feeling a sense of trance. The line between childhood and youth blurred. This felt more like a childhood paradise, but deep down, I began to yearn for the Eden of youth.

	At some point, my happiness stopped.

	in the forest would not be disturbed by us, the uninvited guests on the ground, but they still flew away. I vaguely heard the roar of an engine, which was shabby but deep and powerful.

	My heart felt like a string had been plucked. Ignoring my friends' criticism, I broke away from the group and scurried up to the " throne " atop the loess slope . I wanted to follow the sound, as it felt familiar. Unfortunately, I only saw it disappear around the bend at the end of the downhill road. It was indeed a car, but I could only make out its blurry rear end; I couldn't even tell what kind of car it was.

	I had a bold guess, but then thought the timing was improbable, so I left the " throne " and returned to my group. Seeing my preoccupied and disengaged look, a friend teased, " Old Qing, aren't you afraid of your mother's judgment? You're already such a grown-up, aren't you ?" I ignored him , a moment of profound shock playing out within me.

	　　Even if that car was my father's, it wouldn't be a big deal. But he'd been away from home for a few days. What if it was really him? Given his habits ... What if I missed something again this time and ended up regretting it later?

	Finally, I decided to go home and lied to my friends that I had holiday homework.

	the old car had vanished nearly an hour earlier. On the way home, except for a few pauses in the reed marsh, as if urged on by something, I kept moving almost non-stop. A child who had grown up running through the countryside, I navigated the country roads with ease. Only when I saw the front door, the low wall at the gate, did my steps slow down and become heavier. Tension, fear, anticipation, and endless desire — perhaps what might happen next was ultimately too complex for a young me to handle with the right mindset. That's why I felt such a flood of emotions .

	However, I saw no cars parked at either the main or side entrances, which looked out onto the vast expanse of open space. After the feeling of resentment faded, I felt a wave of disappointment. What was I resisting, and what was I hoping for?

	None of the doors in the house were locked, not even closed. My younger sister would have gone out to play house with her " little sisters " if nothing unexpected happened. Grandma was resting in the room. Old people don't make much of a fuss unless there are special people or things to do. Besides, it was past three in the afternoon, and in rural areas, all the work that needed to be done had already been done; the next round of work would have to wait until the sun went down.

	've returned home, making peace with it. I've given up on those strange thoughts. It was just a normal afternoon, the whole world was quiet, nothing unusual. I even went upstairs to the living room for a sip of tea, then went to my room to grab a book. Back downstairs, I laid down on a bamboo chair in the hallway and relaxed, enjoying the view. It was cool, bright, and had a great view. I especially enjoyed reading in this kind of setting.

	Western political philosophy is a bit of a struggle. I'm just a bit of a "Ye Gong" (a man who loves dragons) fanatic, forcing myself to read books like this just to show off. After some thought, I decided to switch gears and turn to popular Chinese history. Those were the years when such books were popular. Ever since Dangnian Mingyue's "Things About the Ming Dynasty" became a classic, all sorts of copycat books, "Things About the X Dynasty," popped up, even imitating pen names. You're called Dangnian Mingyue, right? Then I'll be called Zeng Mingyue, Mingyue Dongshan, Dongwang Mingyue ... While online political experts might consider these books of varying quality, crudely constructed, full of personal biases, and a trifling attempt at history, they're incredibly delicious " spiritual food " for teenagers . At least they're generally factually accurate, after all, based on translations and expansions of official history. They also incorporate a lot of popular buzzwords and a touch of the internet, making them quite enjoyable to read.

	So I went upstairs to my room and squatted in front of a cabinet, searching for a book I found. It wasn't a bookcase, just an ordinary cabinet, with books stacked on top of each other. Finding a book meant either taking it out one by one or lifting it up like a red brick to examine the cover, making it a struggle. Personally, I initially disliked historical books with tragic endings, like those about the Southern Ming Dynasty or the Taiping Heavenly Kingdom. Being young at the time, and driven by my hatred for the opposing regime, I was definitely on the side of the Han Chinese. So, in the Southern Ming history, I only read about the " Three Famous Kings " of the Prince of Jin , and in several Taiping Heavenly Kingdom books, I only read about the " Great Victory at Sanhe Town . " Looking at all the Chinese history, only the Guangwu Restoration period resonated with me.

	As I was sweating profusely, searching for my copy of " The Founding of the Eastern Han Dynasty , " I suddenly heard a groaning sound. It was barely audible, but in broad daylight, it caught my attention even more than at night. It was like someone holding their breath, finally releasing something; it also gave me a glimpse of desire. Those who haven't experienced this kind of thing are particularly sensitive to the sound it produces in real life. It stirs my whole being, followed by an uncontrollable tingling of excitement and trembling.

	　　Could this sound represent the event I had anticipated not long ago? I stopped flipping through the pages of my book, pricked up my ears, and focused my entire body on hearing. For a moment, I stopped hearing this sound that could stimulate a physiological reaction.

	I took off my slippers and tiptoed barefoot out of the room. Standing at the intersection of the living room porch and the staircase, I looked towards my parents' room. This is a place I often visit. The door was ajar, and then I began to hear a clear rustling sound. I was sure there was someone inside!

	I got back , I didn't see my father's car around. Plus, he'd only been away for less than a month, so he wouldn't have come back for no reason. If that were happening in my parents' room right now ... I had an unbearable thought in my mind. I didn't dare dwell on it. The very thought made me feel suffocated, overshadowing the excitement I'd felt.

	Then I consoled myself, thinking I might be overthinking it, or perhaps it was just my mother making noises for other reasons, like maybe she was talking in her sleep. After all, when I came back just now, I went upstairs twice, even to the living room to have tea, just a few steps from my parents' room. I didn't deliberately hide my movements during the whole process. If someone in the room was really doing that, they would definitely notice someone else outside.

	I longed to investigate, but the half-open door blocked my view. Plus, I was starting to feel a bit hesitant to confront it, fearing I'd uncover a painful and unpleasant truth. Fortunately, when I stepped out, I still didn't hear the groans and moans of lust, only the creaking of the bed and mattress, which quickly faded into silence.

	I slowly breathed a sigh of relief, feeling relieved. " No ! How dare you ? I haven't even showered yet! " She stretched out the " no " a little, as if trying to escape something. Her voice wasn't loud, but it was a resolute resistance. Hearing my mother's words, I almost heard a buzzing in my head , and my blood froze. There was no chance of luck; I must have discovered something truly shattering.

	Then the voice continued, " If you want to, hurry up and stop doing those disgusting things. " It was undoubtedly my mother's words, that familiar tone of impatience and displeasure. Passing through the door and the daylight corridor, it reached my ears with a particularly hollow quality, and every word felt like a hammering on my heart.

	But before my mother could finish her words, she let out another, " Hmm ~," a moan that started out as a cry of surprise but ultimately stifled. This sound continued to torture me, but my physical reaction betrayed me. My heart couldn't accept it, yet my cock was showing signs of rising. But before I could fully process the collision of these two reactions, there was a loud thud , as if someone had fallen off the bed and landed on the ground unexpectedly .

	　　" Are you okay ?" the mother said, her concern evident. From beginning to end, the other person in the room, or rather, the man, didn't say a word.

	After a while, my mother burst out laughing, as if she'd seen something funny. " Hehe ~ You deserve it ~ You're such a jerk !" It sounded like a serious insult, but her voice was soft and even a little seductive. She added an even more coquettish tone, " Stop staring at me! Come here !" I was incredibly curious about who was in front of her. I felt even worse. Based on my past experiences eavesdropping on (and listening to) my parents' sex, and given their relationship style, my mother wouldn't use that kind of tone with my father. I shook my head, feeling a little chilled. It seemed like she only had that shabby company. Now it was even more certain that the terrible thing was already done. Several faces flashed through my mind: the ones I'd seen at her company that day, and the ones I'd seen at the dinner table when I picked her up last night.

	It seemed like a natural progression: last night's dinner, today's event. I just felt like these people had become incredibly evil and ugly in my eyes, yet they possessed the power to easily crush me, as if constantly mocking me, "Little brat, you can't change anything."

	The mattress and bed continued to make subtle noises. I couldn't see what was going on inside, but I could imagine it. My fists clenched, and my body trembled continuously. The world I'd built for sixteen years finally began to crumble. If reading pornographic literature, watching my parents' sex, and having perverse thoughts about my mother had previously seemed to me to be minor adolescent mental illnesses, now realizing that my mother was doing something even more appalling was pushing me towards a true pathology.

	As I pondered this , I grew increasingly terrified. I stopped even trying to grasp at the erotic sounds I'd longed for, the ones that would have aroused my greatest desire. I quietly fled the scene, went downstairs, and slumped under the fruit tree in front of the door. Suddenly, all the strength drained from me, I felt limp and light. I had just seen my grandmother lying in bed, looking relaxed, fanning herself. Coming from a large, feudal family, she could never have imagined such a devastating loss of human dignity taking place in her own home.

	this when someone was home and someone was always visiting? If it were her before she started working at that so-called state-owned enterprise, I'd never have believed such a thing, but then again, it seems uncontrollable. For my mother, the people and situations she encounters are different; personal change is inevitable. Even if she doesn't actively move on, she'll be swept along by many things. Thinking back to her youthful wanderings in the Pearl River Delta, she's a worldly-wise person, to put it bluntly.

	　　That afternoon, I was far removed from the scene of trouble. From under the tree, I couldn't even see my parents' room on the second floor, because it was on the other side. I couldn't see or hear anything, but my mind couldn't help but dwell on what happened in that room. Perhaps, soon, I'd return to the ravine and make room for them to clean up afterward. Don't mock my cowardice; after all, I was just a naive first-year high school student. How could I have the mental fortitude to judge such a thing?

	The sun was bright, yet I dared to look up . Who could blame it for not illuminating the darkness of this world? All the order and rules in my youth's mind were gone. What was there left to fear? Like a psychopath, I half-smiled, unsure what to do. Should I just walk away? Thinking more rationally, I realized that allowing this to continue would be a grave threat to my family and even to my mother herself. This scandal, happening outside the family, would surely leave me devastated.

	Looking at our three-story house, beautifully decorated inside and out, it's considered exceptional in the village, a feat few families can boast. Who wouldn't envy us? My children are generally obedient, and while my mother-in-law sometimes disagrees, the rest of the family cares deeply about our small family. And yet, my mother still has to go against the grain?

	Her maternal image gradually faded, and I thought about some of her past behaviors that frightened me or that I dared not think about carefully, such as her ruthlessness and hostility in front of my grandmother, her disgust and dissatisfaction in front of my father, and even the thought that her indulgence of me might have other meanings.

	A warm breeze blew, and the clothesline bamboo pole next to the fruit tree, the milky white knitted cardigan and skirt that my mother wore last night danced in the wind, as well as the underwear that was so bright to me. Suddenly, my mother's joyful figure kept filling my head, as if what I saw in front of me was not only clothes, but the real figure of my mother.

	　　As her thin body swayed in the breeze, a strange feeling of being controlled by my body welled up within me. My imagination of my mother's snake-like body writhing vividly came to life before my eyes. I'd never seen her in this position before, but it was only my inner desire, combined with her behavior these past few days, especially today, that created that coquettish image. If she wasn't like this, why would she be like that?

	I couldn't help but widen my eyes, my breathing became heavier, and my whole body continued to tremble slightly. The scary thing was that I didn't know whether I was excited, angry, or ravaged by fear. I couldn't analyze it carefully. I only knew that the world in my mind was left with the familiar bed of my parents, and the indulging mature mother who was sweating profusely, shaking her body, but making people feel itchy.

	I pinched myself hard to clear my mind. After something like this, how could I still be plagued by lustful thoughts? I lost my basic sense of right and wrong. Thinking of my father, who was far away, I didn't care how he treated my mother, nor did I understand how she viewed their relationship. I only knew that he was a family man at heart, and his expectations of me were no less than my mother's. Growing up, I had enjoyed material comforts beyond my peers. A surge of rage welled up in my bones, propelling me to my feet.

	I walked step by step towards the second floor, towards that ugly space in the sun , like a fearless warrior. I thought it was time for me to grow up and do something right. After all, I was the only man in the family.

	I was getting closer and closer to the second floor, the living room , and the door. The sounds of the bed and the suppressed breathing began to penetrate my head. But my steps felt like they were filled with cement, and I struggled to move forward. Yes, what could I do to completely stop this immoral behavior?

	I gritted my teeth and made up my mind to pretend that I didn't know. I just knocked on the door and said I wanted to get something, maybe needle and thread. It didn't matter. I had to let them know I was back anyway, otherwise they would be exposed at any time.

	Just as I was about to move forward , a series of thuds, like the banging of bed boards, began to creak in rapid succession. This was followed by my mother's cloying moans, " Hmm ... Hmm ..." A bit subtle, a bit suppressed, but how could I remain indifferent to this haunting sound? This voice, filled with both lust and danger, was like a demonic cat, ready to rip my heart away. I was lost in it, with no thought of escape, unable to move, waiting for its demands.

	My brief moment of daoist aspiration was shattered … I dared not breathe, and unconsciously began to listen intently. Besides the thuds and thuds of external objects, there were also clatters and clatters. I knew that was the sound of flesh colliding. Clearly, " that person " was still moving at high speed, like a pile driver.

	　　" Ah ... be gentle , " my mother said coquettishly. Her displeasure was palpable, but it carried a perfectly balanced electric current, sending blood boiling in me, a mere onlooker . The fervor in my lower abdomen threatened to carry me off into the air. How else to describe it? Like a Kongming lantern. My body had become one, propelled skyward by the ignited thermal current.

	　　Even though physical stimulation controlled half of my body and mind, I did not completely ignore the current situation, and other complex thoughts also spread.

	　　After the evil fire soared into the void, I suddenly felt a pang of sadness. I began to envy the man inside. He had what I wanted most, what I longed for most during my sensitive, energetic teenage years. It was like he had the whole world. Just as I once envied my father. Meanwhile, as her son, the closest person to her in this world, I was unable to personally experience the most wonderful thing, the most precious gift, bestowed upon her by the Creator as a woman. Most of the time, I could only brood alone in my misery, stealing tiny glimmers of vain pleasure.

	　　" Ah ... slow down ... you're like this right after we got back . I really owe you something from my past life ." My mother panted as she uttered these words, a curse, yet her voice remained soft and gentle, befitting her personality. It's amazing how a woman, no matter how she behaves in real life, especially her voice, automatically transforms into this captivating tone once in bed, whispering softly and tenderly, revealing overflowing amorous pleasure. My mother's feigned anger had only caught my attention with a hint of flirtatiousness, so I didn't immediately grasp the specific meaning of her words, their implications.

	　　Afterward, the noise faded, leaving not even a trace of sound, making one wonder if the fighting had stopped or concluded. This style of sex scene was very similar to the ones I'd spied on my parents performing. It was distinctly interrupted, like a symphony paused. Just when your emotions were about to dissipate, it suddenly started up again, striking your eardrums even more deeply.

	There is no long-term sound output, which makes me feel extremely real and even more excited. After all, reality is mostly like this, unlike AV , which is exaggerated and highlights the performance elements of continuous "ah ah ah ah ah ah", all kinds of obscene words, which make me feel a big drop in my erection.

	My mother 's style of movement and stillness is a common sight in reality, a perfect collision of Chinese sexual reserve and physical pleasure. The more I hear her moaning, the more I feel as if my mother is actually enjoying the joys of womanhood before my eyes. In that moment, she's not just a mother, not just a daughter, not just the housewife running the household, not just an ordinary employee at a small company, but simply a woman with natural desires. A complete woman must have moments like these.

	what I like ?

	Perhaps hearing his mother 's dissatisfaction, the man paused. One could imagine his hesitation, but it was only a few seconds.

	　　The sounds of " Pa-pa-pa-pa " and " Dong-dong-dong " suddenly intensified . You could almost imagine a man gritting his teeth, sprinting with all his might, unleashing tremendous power towards his goal. I couldn't help but clench my fist and press it against my mouth, my body and mind trembling violently.

	　　" Hmm ..." My mother suddenly let out a high-pitched, muffled moan, quite difficult, as if she had been struck hard. Then came a soft, long-lasting " Hmm ... Hmm ... Oh ..." Although I couldn't see what was going on inside, from hearing this lascivious melody, I could sense that my mother was enduring a deep and heavy burden.

	Even as she grew accustomed to it, or perhaps entered a different state, it felt like she was finding a respite from the ordeal. She uttered, " Nerve ~ , " but before she finished, she sank into a long, alluring moan, " Hmm ... Hmm , " expressing the most comfortable moment in the quietest of voices . There was no trace of anger, impatience, or displeasure anymore, no emotion at all, only insatiable lust, even a hint of flirting.

	Although my mother 's reaction gave me, a little virgin who was obsessed with motherhood, unprecedented physical and mental enjoyment, it also gave me an abnormal feeling of sourness and powerlessness.

	I could sense the satisfaction emanating from the fierce thrusts of the man, either on top of her or beneath her. Normally, only my father could make my mother react in this way, feeling weak and overwhelmed. I envied him but also felt relieved. After all, he was my father, and he should be strong enough to handle these things with ease.

	Now, perhaps it's another man who's overstepping his bounds, and I'm feeling resentful. But what's even more terrifying is that it's not just women who are overbearing ; men are equally capable. Even with the discomfort, I have to acknowledge the virility displayed by the man in the video. As a child, I admired the omnipotent Superman and often compared my father to him. With a certain awakening, I began to adore men who could physically dominate women. This is a man's natural belief in conquest. As a man, who hasn't fantasized about this, aspiring to be like him?

	I resented my mother for being so reserved. She responded even more freely and spontaneously than she had in front of my father, as if that were my vague memory. This led me to delude myself into blocking out the alluring sounds within. Then, I remembered my mission: I should take action to stop this. The hand that had been lingering for so long should finally fall on the door.

	Looking at the bright living room , in broad daylight, everything was dazzling. I hesitated, a voice inside me tempting me. Hadn't I previously regretted not being able to peek at my parents' daytime sex scene? Back then, I happily went to get the game disc, and happily returned home, only to stumble upon my mother's white body on the bed, proving that I had missed out on a glimpse of a mature woman in her truest form.

	　　Now, with this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, shouldn't I go and see it? If I miss it, it'll be hard to come by again. Even just a glimpse would be enough to make up for the regret I had earlier. I found another reason to convince myself. I couldn't hesitate just outside the door. What if they came out after finishing their business and ran into me? Who knows how traumatized my mother would be.

	I told myself that to avoid my mother's intense embarrassment, I should move to a place where I wouldn't run into them head-on. That was the place where I used to peek and listen to my parents ' sex scenes at night: outside the balcony, under the window of their room.

	I cautiously reached my destination, barefoot and making almost no sound as I walked. I even pulled up my pants to prevent them from rubbing against each other. Anyway, the men and women inside were immersed in a world of lust and probably wouldn't notice the slightest movement outside.

	When I looked at the window , I was stunned. I had already drawn the curtains. But then I thought, it was broad daylight, with clear visibility. Although the house I could see through the window was quite far away and the view wasn't very clear, I still needed basic privacy when doing something like this. Even though I noticed that my mother and parents didn't seem to be overly cautious towards me or the rest of the family, they almost opened the door and did this as if it were a normal family activity for them alone. It was precisely because of this that I opened a certain door in my heart and embarked on a path that was unacceptable to human nature.

	But the window wasn't closed. I only needed to gently move the curtains to create a viewing window. Pulling it open directly was impossible; the noise would be too loud and obvious. Even if I opened it slowly, if someone inside was looking in this direction, they would definitely notice.

	But I was also worried about reaching out to fiddle with it, unable to tell if the person inside had direct vision. I sat down with my back against the balcony wall, struggling internally. Young people are filled with overflowing passion, but they also often retreat.

	How about listening first? Without the door blocking the way, it'll be even more captivating. Those alluring moans will ring right beside my ears, and those two indulgent bodies will feel like they're engaging in a longed-for sexual act right before my feet. Less than ten seconds later, I'm standing up again, looking around with a guilty conscience to see if anyone's noticed me. After all, I'm planning to put my ear close to the source of the sound, as close as possible to that lustful bed.

	Everything in the room seemed vivid before my eyes. I couldn't tell what stage they were at, or if I'd arrived at the right time, but it didn't sound like the beginning, nor was it nearing the end. There was a muffled, female humming, as if my mother, mouth covered, was trying to speak, to let out something. Her voice was muffled, accompanied by a series of heavy gasps. Gradually, the sound of clapping, like the rapid, crisp beat of drums, served as a voiceover for this passionate sexual encounter. The vivid memories of my recent peeping on my parents resurfaced. I could almost see my mother's voluptuous, delicate body through the curtains. The puffs of pleasure and the smug, proud glee of my father's thrusts, the clashing of flesh against flesh, were all vividly visible. My mother, who had closed her eyes, feeling the pleasure, suddenly opened them. The gleam in her eyes pierced my heart, and then she smiled strangely at me, a smile I couldn't grasp, yet it seemed to carry my soul away.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 30

	On the path behind my house, a man from one of my neighbors was shouting something, as if urging a family member to leave for work. Although the sun was still strong and the mountain village was still mostly quiet in the afternoon, it was not surprising that there were always diligent people who got ahead, rushing to get to work. In the countryside, you can always clearly hear certain shouts, even if they have nothing to do with you.

	　　The shouting gave me a fright. Even though the people on that path couldn't see this side at all, I guiltily scanned my field of vision again to make sure no one could see me.

	Only then did I approach the unpleasant curtain again. I'd been eavesdropping for so long, yet I still hadn't heard the man inside speak. So far, I couldn't pinpoint who it was, whether I knew him or not. In fact, by this point, I'd almost forgotten my purpose. The inexperienced young man had finally been corrupted by the lust overflowing from within. Inside and outside the curtain, there were completely different states of mind, yet both were overflowing with the world's most primal desires.

	inside seemed to slow, like a transition from frantic drumming to the steady flow of the erhu. My mother's vocal response also seemed to subside, not in terms of decibel level, but rather in the diminished joy and allure of her voice. " Hmm ..." Then, as if holding back something , she let out a soothing " Hmm ... ha ... "

	　　It felt like the man and woman were competing against each other. The man remained composed, while the mother's discontent grew. Everything was moving along so smoothly that I didn't know how long it had been. My back and legs were numb from standing there, and aside from my cock being hard, there were no more significant ripples in my heart.

	The sound of the bed had died down, and I could imagine the man inside, still thrusting slowly. " Hmm ..." Like the last drop of joy in autumn , my mother finally sighed, her final sigh of this sexual encounter. " Tsk ... how long are you going to keep doing this ?" she said, slightly dissatisfied. I could even picture her frown as she spoke. My heart felt like something was tugging at me. This wasn't a urge for a quick end out of fear of adverse consequences, but rather, she was simply unsatisfied.

	Seeing (and hearing) my mother , the one who gave birth to me , express this kind of attitude nearly shattered my sanity. Was she, at heart, a slut with insatiable desires, compelled to display such behavior that belonged only to one man? If she'd done this in front of my father, I'd have been somewhat relieved, but no, didn't she have any moral shame? This hideous thought left me feeling hopelessly lost.

	But I have to say, my mother's reaction was like feeding me a dose of a hallucinogenic drug with serious side effects, a drug that overdraws my body in exchange for pleasure. I almost couldn't help but open the curtains and let my mother see me.

	　　" Hmm ..." At that moment , I finally heard the man speak. No, it wasn't really words, just a gruff, almost impatience-filled, rejection. It was the kind of sound that reached from the chest to the throat without opening the mouth. Because of this, it was impossible to tell who it was. It was like when you were a kid, trying to touch something you weren't allowed to, and the other person (usually a man) would stop you with this " Hmm ..." sound, full of seriousness, an inviolable authority, a reprimand or a rejection.

	It’s just that I don’t know the details of what happened inside, and what their “ interaction ” means.

	I don't know what the man inside was doing, but he was clearly still slowly working on it. Then, my mother let out a soft moan . Though it sounded delicate and subtle , it was clear she was incredibly sensitive, caught off guard, and her body was likely tense. For a moment, my world froze. I lost all sense, only her voice echoing in my mind. Then, it was as if my mother's fragrance, her body odor, everything about her, washed over me.

	The man seemed to be enjoying it more, continuing his masterpiece. " Hmmmm ..." my mother 's passionate moans continued, followed by an occasional " Ah ..." I thought they were getting into the swing of things. Besides being mesmerized, I was also incredibly curious about how this bastard my mother was dealing with was acting like a seasoned jerk. "Pah, scumbag," I spat in frustration. Little did I know I was even more of a beast. Listening to my mother's lewd behavior in broad daylight, I felt intense physical pleasure simply from my thoughts, without any other actions. It was the pinnacle of sexual fantasy.

	Then my mother let out another high-pitched, seductive moan, " Ah ..." Then there was a " slap . " I couldn't tell who hit whom, but at least I could hear the movement of her hands. It seemed like my mother had hit him, because I felt the man pause, then he let out another rough, " hmm, " and then, as if in rage, he unleashed a violent storm.

	First, the bed creaked with a few loud noises, signaling the impatience of one of the men on top. Then, the clatter of flesh colliding , barely keeping up with the action, marked the repetition of the pile - driver action, a man at his most powerful moment, seemingly even more powerful and precise than before. Yes, I'm thinking of the word precise. Otherwise, my mother wouldn't have had such a strange reaction.

	It was still not an exaggerated scream, but a more annoying nasal sound.

	　　[ Hmm … Hmm ] , not “hmm”, but I don’t know which sound or word to describe it. It’s completely nasal, but that’s not right. A nasal sound squeezed from the chest? It comes out through closed mouth. The sound is long, soft, and tries to keep pace with the rhythm. It’s like a very comfortable massage, when the masseuse pushes hard on the back, stimulating a tired and exhausted part, which feels greatly relaxed. The chest is squeezed, but it can’t help but release a comfortable sound through the nose: Hmm … Hmm … . Unrestrained amidst the bumps. It’s truly enchanting, the long, soft nasal sound makes you feel how comfortable and selfless the person who makes it must be, and its subtlety invites the imagination.

	The man may not have thought that his attack seemed to be exactly what his mother wanted. What does a strong storm mean? How could a mother who has experienced many things in life still be a small boat that cannot withstand the wind and waves?

	I couldn't stand any longer. My urge to see my mother's body and face was at its peak. I also wanted to see what this man was doing and what my mother was going through.

	I took a deep breath, then scanned my surroundings like a thief trying to steal a bell. Finally, I faced the curtain. I slipped a few fingers through the gap and gently, firmly, created a visual channel. I had to maintain this motion, or it would snap back to its original position, continuing to obstruct my view. I covered my mouth with my other hand. I felt I might lose control of the dazzling spectacle I was about to witness, so I had to control my breathing, my breath, and my voice.

	God said, "Let there be light." The things inside are the greatest darkness in the world, evil things that will have a serious negative impact on the physical and mental health of young people. I really need some light from outside to let in. Without blinking, I stared straight in.

	Unexpectedly, the first thing I saw was a jarring sight: the man's bare back, his buttocks blackened with pigmentation, in the typical man-on-top position. He was probably about my father's size, but he had his head buried in my mother's neck, seemingly holding her, thrusting tirelessly and earnestly. I didn't recognize him at first. Beads of sweat covered the man's body. It was autumn, and while the sun seemed fierce, the room was already a bit chilly. The Mei Hongyun fan by the bed was clearly not enough to dispel the intense heat.

	The mother used her hands to grab the back of his shoulder blades. Even though it was so intense, she did not hold on tightly enough to pinch his skin. Her slender and toned legs swayed with the man's movements, and were clamped around his waist, swaying in the wind as if weak, and paddling in the air.

	After taking a quick look at the general situation, I began to visually and auditorily " enjoy " my mother's charming, mature, and plump body that had fallen for immoral desires.

	Suddenly, I felt a wish come true, a wish I wanted to cry. Although the reality before me was so embarrassing, the mother I had fantasized about day and night was right before my eyes, displaying the passionate and alluring reaction I longed to see. The reality was flawed and imperfect, but the young man, deeply restrained, was now filled with only ecstasy and excitement like a drug addict.

	　　" Hmm ... Hmm ... Hmm ..." My mother 's unbridled moans echoed less than three meters from me, piercing my ears and piercing my heart. The sound was like down, sending shivers down my spine. I marveled at the wonders of the Creator. Compared to the nighttime, when I'd always been half-blind, I was now deeply shocked. How could a woman, usually not known for her pleasant voice, now produce such alluring sounds, without even a hint of deliberate effort? It was as if these lewd sounds were a desperate attempt to transmit her pleasure to me, to arouse my almost violent impulses.

	　　Although I didn't make much of a movement, I could feel my soul already swirling in the air. My mother's repeated " Hmm ... Hmm " s echoed softly , softly moaning, and occasionally trembling whispers. On my parents' bed, two bodies pressed together. Staring at the man thrusting between my mother's hips, I had a trance-like illusion that the figure was another me, and I felt myself falling into this ocean of my mother's seductive flesh. I could almost fully inhale the feminine fragrance emanating from my mother's mature body. Her warm panting and seductive moans of arousal seemed to echo in my ears, born from me.

	And when I looked at the place where their lower bodies were connected, it was so disgusting that it made me hold my breath .

	the man's back and his ugly buttocks at this moment. The man's rough pounding had slowed down, and my mother's buttocks, half hanging in the air, lay flat. Her legs were clamped around the man's waist, her calves standing upright on the bed, and her whole body swayed gently and disorderly with the man's rhythm.

	　　" Hmm ... Hmm ..." As if enjoying a professional massage, Mother occasionally let out a pleasant hum, mostly through her nose. Then, after a brief pause of silence , as if a certain point had been touched, or the pleasure had reached a certain point, her vocal cords trembled and she let out a soft " Ah ..." And so on and so forth . Although neither of them moved very vigorously at this moment, Mother's reactions at least indicated that she had entered a state of comfort.

	I don't know when I started stroking my cock, or I couldn't relieve the burning sensation in my belly and the swelling in my cock. But I didn't dare to jerk off endlessly. When I was almost done, I would stop, wanting to preserve the feeling and continue watching. Perhaps, I still wanted to ask for something.

	　　Back to the " unsightly " sight of their connection : Because the man's body blocked most of the view, and his scrotum also obscured the mother's pubic area, I could only see a dark, hard penis moving in and out of a round hole. The penis was undoubtedly ugly in my eyes, but its glistening hardness gave me a murderous aura.

	With a certain male drive to win, I compared it to my own cock. However, at a distance, and since it wasn't my first sight, I couldn't tell if the one in my mother's vagina was thicker or longer than mine. But in my eyes, it was still fierce and impressive.

	The man's body swayed and thrusted in a disorderly manner, and he even moved slightly. My mother's hands slid from his shoulder blades to his arms, and then to his entire back. What stimulated me was that my mother's body also moved with the man, obviously catering to and chasing the ugly cock that made her ecstatic.

	As she responded, the impression of my mother's flirtatious nature sunk deeper and deeper into my mind. A strange, pent-up feeling welled up in my chest. She was taking the initiative. How could she? She was a traditionally good wife and mother, with what was considered a perfect family for that era. How could she sink into the abyss of sexual desire? But the frustration eventually dissipated, replaced by a suffocating surge of lust.

	The desire in my heart made me almost crazy. I really wanted to experience such a mother in person. I wanted to rush in and kick this man out and replace him, although I had not yet officially practiced that kind of thing.

	　　" Hmm ... Hmm ... Ah ..." My mother didn't need to scream out loud, she could just let out a natural moan, letting her body react. Neither of them was impatient, but it was clear they were both enjoying it. Suddenly, I had this terrifying NTR thought: could it be that they were perfectly compatible in bed?

	The entrance to my mother's vagina was brown, but the fine, curly hair wasn't necessarily pubic hair. As the man's penis moved in and out, the pink flesh walls would occasionally be exposed. I don't know if it was my imagination, but I seemed to be able to see the pink, wrinkled flesh wriggling and contracting at the entrance. Below the entrance, blocked by the penis, was a charming brown anus, with tightly defined wrinkles that also slowly contracted from time to time.

	Unfortunately, I couldn't see my mother 's facial expressions, and the passageway through which I was born also prevented me from seeing the entire scene unobstructed. Furthermore , during the " official process , " there was no dialogue; my mother didn't actually moan, let alone the lavish sexual language seen in the movies. It was both unexpected and understandable; it was the only sign of her good character I could discern. I consoled myself by thinking that at least my mother maintained some boundaries, not completely captivated by lust or the man before her. However, my mother's gentle moans had already caused a good amount of prostatic fluid to seep out of my urethra.

	I gradually realized that the man's seemingly random prodding actually had its meaning. It was as if he was persistently searching for a spot, then, in a circular motion, grinding a certain point deep within my mother's vagina. Gradually, certain images, certain movements, certain actions became memorized skills in my mind. No video is as effective as " live instruction. " I have to admit, when I actually did this, I used many of the tricks I'd learned from my voyeuristic experiences.

	It can be seen that the man's approach is effective. In addition to the mother's passionate twisting and responding, and her real moans, her vagina gave the most obscene feedback.

	At first, a liquid like egg white oozed out, flowing into her anus and butt crack. Gradually, it became a sticky white liquid, as if powder had been added, but it was relatively thin. As the liquid increased, it began to flow into her anus, as if it were blocked by the anus. Perhaps this made her anus feel a little strange, and the contractions of the folds of her anus accelerated, eventually " pushing " most of the liquid under her buttocks and even to the bed sheet .

	　　This scene shocked me deeply and made me horny. I smacked my lips in surprise. Could I still keep this sheet? This scene, while I could only " watch " from the sidelines , brought my physical and mental pleasure to a climax, as if I had finally gotten to see something I had always wanted.

	　　Why do I always find this erotic scene so appealing? It's because a similar phenomenon occurs in a very favorite incest film of mine , " 40 - Year-Old Mother and 16- Year-Old Son . " I can't help but digress. I'm sure many of you have seen and know this film. It's my true incest favorite, the only Japanese film that I've kept. From slider phones to " Huawei is far ahead, " from laptops to the legendary devices I later assembled, this film has always been with me. The female lead has a rather ordinary appearance and figure, but she happens to resemble an ordinary woman, which actually appeals to my sexual quirks. Of course, the most striking feature is that the male lead truly resembles a little boy, making this a rare and realistic incest film that creates a strong sense of immersion. The female lead's face, which seems a bit bitter and resentful, is paired with her calm and natural reactions, which makes it even more unique and rare.

	I secretly saw at that moment was very similar to that of the heroine in this film. The obscene scene of the not-so-turbid white fluid spreading across her butt crack and anus was quite exciting for me.

	I kept sighing inwardly , "How wet, so moist!" This created an unprecedented contrast with my mother's usual image. The overflowing white fluid represented this woman, my mother, feeling aroused, comfortable, and completely enjoying herself. It also gave me a strange and peculiar thought: this reaction signified that my mother was physically very healthy, even superior. Regardless of her inner thoughts, she possessed a woman's intense desires.

	my superficial understanding of the past, the term "a woman's vagina is wet enough, appearing to be dripping with fluids after being manipulated by a man" seemed like a vulgar and lewd term, implying something lascivious and slutty. Yet, it happened to my mother. While there wasn't the exaggerated gushing of fluids like in pornographic films , this " steady flow " felt authentic, allowing me to empathize more deeply with my mother's indulgence and decadence.

	I think this is a good thing for me; my eyes light up, and my breathing becomes heavy with excitement. I should be excited. My mother is such a woman, and my chances of success are greater.

	The man's cock was like a shovel, constantly digging into my mother's vagina, scooping out a wet, sticky white liquid. Although the white liquid was pushed onto the bed sheet by the contraction of her anus, some residue still hung on the deepest part of my mother's inner thigh, as if it had been smeared with a layer of refreshing essence. The liquid seeping from the vagina moistened her wet anus, making my mouth dry and my saliva gushing. Finally, I felt an overwhelming urge to lie down on her and kiss her madly.

	Don't worry if you 'll call my urges disgusting. While it's a dirty part of the body, driven by lust, only the most intimate contact can satisfy it. Whether it's kissing or licking, when the person arouses your desire, I believe a healthy man is capable of anything. In fact, compared to some heavy-handed or perverted sexual fetishes, this is considered a " fresh and simple " experience.

	Before I could recover from my perverted fantasy, the man's buttocks swayed, as if he was adjusting his posture. And my voyeurism was about to be forced into a new stage and a new plot.

	　　With a " pop " , the man contracted his abdomen and completely pulled out his penis, leaving a little space for vision; but before I could carefully appreciate the inside of my mother's pink vagina, the thick vulva, and the messy pubic hair wet with her own secretions, the man hit her hard, " Um ..." , my mother struggled and let out a muffled groan as if her mouth was covered, and her calves that were upright on the bed were raised up and shook weakly.

	Then, " Pa pa pa pa , " their inner thighs collided, and the man began to thrust in and out at a high frequency, or rather, his penis fiercely penetrated my mother's vagina. I was very surprised. How could it not hurt when my mother's pubic mound was hit like this?

	　　" Ah ..." I could vaguely see my mother's upper body rise slightly, then collapse again. " Ah ... ah ..." Under such a fierce impact, my mother's soft moans through her nose were no longer enough. I could hear her opening her mouth, and her moans were even more unrestrained than before.

	However, the mother still didn't clamp her legs around the man's waist. She seemed to be willing to endure the impact calmly, letting her legs sway like a boat in the wind and rain. " Mmm ... Mmm ... Don't ..." The mother moaned softly, her hands caressing the man's back, as if she couldn't bear the strong fucking.

	After the man had been pounding for a while, I noticed a glistening sheen on the area of my mother's thighs, further from her vagina. It wasn't just the junction that was saturated with moisture; but it couldn't have just flowed away from her thighs; it seemed to have emerged in the blink of an eye. Was it splashed by the impact, or did my mother ejaculate on her own? However, I didn't see any of the female ejaculation seen in adult films . Regardless, this further demonstrated my mother's incredibly delicate body, brimming with the soft, mellow charm of a mature woman.

	I finally understood what it meant to be: dripping with maturity, overripe ... So that's how my mother was. For a virgin like me, this was incredibly devastating. I could barely stand, my feet twitching slightly, wanting to break free from all control, to reach my mother and possess her completely.

	　　" Ah ... um ... um ... gentler , " my mother said, but her body didn't do anything to stop the man's advance. Gradually, he thrust forward, as if trying to immerse himself entirely in my mother's body. He had already pressed my mother's legs against her, causing her buttocks to unconsciously rise like a crescent moon rising from a millstone, revealing her smooth, round, glistening bottom. However, the flesh in the crotch was the tightest and most elastic, so even under the man's powerful thrusts, it didn't sway too much.

	The reaction of the mother's buttocks seemed as if she was struggling. " Ah ... ah ... gently ... ah " , but the words were not uttered clearly and were washed away by the surging pleasure. Although her moans intensified, she seemed to be able to handle it all.

	　　At this time, my mother's upper body began to rise up, and her hands were already around the man's back. In this way, her face gradually appeared in my sight.

	My heart was pounding. I opened my eyes, straining them to keep them open. Was I about to see my mother's expression? It would completely detonate my thoughts and reason. The look on my mother's face during sex was clearly what I wanted to admire most. This time, in daylight, I would see it clearly.

	At this moment, I was excited , frightened, and trembling, but there was also a lingering burning sensation. When I saw her sweaty face, I seemed to feel a surge of heat rushing out of the bed and reaching me. The aroma of mature woman was so alluring that it made my heart waver, like a gourd dropped on a vine under the bright sun, caressed by the breeze.

	My mother's neck, forehead, and cheeks were adorned with hair that seemed soaked in water. Though disheveled, it evoked a charming beauty against her rosy face. Suddenly, I could easily recall the time in the peanut field, when my mother skillfully harvested a handful of peanuts, tied them up, and then stood upright with her hands on her hips, watching me, lost in thought, her expression both helpless and amused as I drifted off into the world, or killed someone with nothing to ask for help, like a lazy scholar clumsily working. She was like that then, too, the heat and the toil reflecting off her rosy face, and sweat welled up. It represented a woman who diligently managed her household, dedicated herself to hard work, and made good use of the land beneath her feet. For so long, my mother had cultivated the fertile land with such simple yet vibrant grace, providing abundant nourishment for our extended family. Now, has the tiller become a field?

	But the land, it doesn't make a sound of its own. And the woman before me, consumed by desire, keeps actively playing a thrilling melody.

	I felt like a country bumpkin who hadn't seen the world, seeing something new and deeply moving. And indeed, I was a country bumpkin, never having tasted sex. In short, seeing my mother's expression shocked me. How could a woman possess such a rich range of expressions? Or rather, I couldn't believe this was really my mother. She looked like she was being tortured, yet amidst the waves of sound, she exuded a charming and ecstatic air. My mother's head tilted slightly, her brows furrowed, her eyes closed, her lips pursed. The expression that I often remember as serious or resentful now seemed incredibly soft. The blush on her cheeks spread behind her ears, and her long neck curved into a smooth curve. All these elements seemed necessary to convey this woman's contentment and joy, and of course, to me, the onlooker, clearly sensed her pleasure, her thirst for physical pleasure, which she desperately sought.

	The man's deep penetration made her moan continuously, more continuous than before, constantly stimulating my hearing. This strange expression and sound stimulated my cock under my crotch to be very hard, stubbornly pressing against my crotch and causing pain. I had to jerk it off from time to time to relieve it.

	Then I became jealous. I thought my mother's behavior might mean that she had some kind of feelings for the man in front of her.

	　　" Hmm ... Hmm ... Hmm ..." Despite the man's ferocious thrusts, my mother's moans seemed to have settled into a rhythm of her own. Her brows knitted together, yet she exuded a seductive charm that tickled my heart. This is what arousal feels like. Her mouth only opened slightly after a few muffled moans, like a fish seeking oxygen. Her head, hair, long legs, plump hips, and voluptuous body swayed uncontrollably in time with the man's movements.

	However, the man seemed dissatisfied with the mother's feedback, as if the woman had taken control of the situation. As a man, he probably couldn't remain calm, so his competitive spirit conquered his heart, " Hmph ..." , the man made a strange and rough sound.

	　　" Pah pah pah pah !" He must have been thrusting faster and harder than before, as their positions had changed slightly. The man seemed to be holding or grabbing my mother's plump, round buttocks, giving him better leverage, and the slapping sound of flesh connecting them made a clapping sound. As the man's figure rose, I began to feel a sense of familiarity. " Hmm ... Hmm ... Ahhh ," the man's movements intensified, and it seemed that my mother's usual muffled moans were no longer enough, and she suddenly let out a groan.

	The buttocks, and the fertile source of my birth, have been pointing higher and higher. I can no longer see the flashes of pink and bright red, but I can see the soft but not sagging buttocks swaying slightly through the man's slightly apart legs. My mother's thighs are strong and tight, so although they are slender, only a small part of them shakes, and the sense of female power is also distinct; the gurgling water, like clear and white, follows the groove of the mother's buttocks, and then under the shy contraction of the anus, it flows to the bed, and the water is shiny along the way, which is extremely obscene.

	　　What exactly is this liquid? What would it feel like to touch it? Today's scene once again shattered the boy's innocence. I had more and more weird ideas that I wanted to realize on my mother. I wanted to do many things to her seductive body. This was probably the only " positive " impact this almost humiliating drama had on me.

	clinging to my mother's buttocks, cleft, anus, and inner thighs merely a trace, or a constant flow of freshness? I learned a thing or two about excess fluid from pornographic books, but I hadn't considered how long that excess fluidity would last. Facing my mother, I felt a subtle inclination toward a constant flow of freshness ...

	　　" Mmm ... mmm ... ahhh, " my mother said , her eyes still tightly shut. Under the man's powerful thrusts, she let out a few soft moans, " Ah ... slower . " Suddenly, I worried that the plump, tender flesh beneath her would be damaged by this man's brutality, and I felt the urge to rush in and hold him down. "... Ah ... gently ..." As if hitting a sensitive spot, my mother's moans became sharper. Clearly, such soft, tender words only excite the man, but he thrust deeply, then gently. I suddenly felt an indescribable sense of relief. At least, no matter how strong this man was, he couldn't maintain a constant high-speed fucking. I felt that this wasn't an insurmountable mountain.

	　　" Hmm ... hum ..." , " Gurgle , gurgle " , other strange sounds were inadvertently heard amid the mother's moans. It was during the man's gentle thrusting that the sounds were made at the junction of their lower bodies.

	　　Why am I so sensitive to this sound? Because it bears a resemblance to something I've experienced in the past. It's like when a fish pond has been artificially dried up, and I'm digging for hidden mullet in a mud hole near the edge. The hole is dry, but there's still plenty of water inside. I reach in, dig, and pull it out, and that's when it makes this sound. Digging in muddy, wet areas with narrow, tight passages always produces this sound, and catching eels and loaches is similar. When the fish are finally released, the water inside, as if it's been held back for ages, comes to life, and rushes out, as if the outside world is their final destination.

	　　No wonder after having been exposed to things related to sex, when going to dig wild goods with friends, everyone feels a little embarrassed when hearing such sounds, and they all understand each other tacitly.

	At this time, hearing this sound coming from my mother's lower body, I inexplicably felt a little hotter. I thought of vulgar words like tight and narrow to describe the state of a female vagina, and I couldn't help but shudder. I looked down at my tender and hard cock, thinking about what it would feel like if it also completely entered my mother ... I felt sorry for my hungry and thirsty cock. It was still waiting for real comfort, and it had waited too long.

	　　" Guji guji " , " Puff "...

	　　Now, this sound seemed to have attracted the man's attention, and he seemed to be a little bit excited with a bad taste. He was willing to completely slow down the speed and strength of the thrusting, just to make this sound and observe this sound.

	　　" Hmm ... Hmm ..." Even though the speed slowed down , my mother still kept moaning, her mouth gradually opened slightly, alternating between gasps and groans, but her brows had relaxed, and there was only a look of decadence and greed on her face. I could read this emotion because she still closed her eyes and raised her head high, looking diagonally upwards.

	After a while, I don't know if my mother was surprised by the man's " gentleness , " or if she was embarrassed by the strange, lascivious sound of water coming from her vagina. She suddenly opened her eyes, probably looking at the man's face. My mother's expression was filled with a rich variety of emotions: reproach, shame, anger, confusion, but none of them could compare to the lingering spring water, so charming and infinite.

	But at the same time , I had a slight illusion that my mother was watching me make these expressions. She might be resentful of her son, seeing through her lewd behavior, but ultimately unable to bear to criticize him, leaving only helplessness, and of course, the uncontrollable pleasure that always consumed her.

	Because I was peeping , I felt guilty. Even though I knew my mother's eyes were not looking at me, it was still like a hurtful laser, which frightened me. I quickly withdrew my fingers that were pulling the curtains, and moved to the side to hide myself.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 31

	Leaning against the wall, still in shock, I found myself drenched in sweat. Never before had an autumn afternoon felt so oppressive, and it filled me with a suffocating feeling. Inside, I could still hear my mother's breaths of pleasure, almost enough to make me want to scream hysterically. I didn't know if it was because I couldn't quench my raging lust, or because something I'd thought was mine had been taken by someone else, but I felt a lingering sense of bitterness and resentment.

	But thinking back to the strange look my mother had just given me, I began to doubt whether she had truly seen me. How would I face her from now on? I shook my head, forcing the self-deprecation out of me. The fault wasn't mine now, so why should I be afraid of her? It would be a good thing I didn't initiate the attack later.

	Moreover, from what I just saw and heard, I asked myself, didn't I get an unprecedented physical and mental pleasure? Even if I can't have anything happen with my mother in the future, these scenes will probably become a lifelong masturbation. Listening to this lewd wave that was almost overflowing from the window, my heart was itching, and it was impossible to resist continuing to watch.

	So, I took a deep breath, pressed my cock which had been hard for a long time, returned to that position, and opened the curtain that covered the ugliness. But I was a little puzzled. I didn't know when they started, and could this man last so long.

	My mother 's body was completely erect. She clasped the man's broad shoulders, as if hanging from him, and her legs had unconsciously wrapped around his waist. The word "wrapped" gave me a strange and piercing feeling, vividly depicting a woman's desire, demands, and even exploitation. Because of this, my mother suddenly felt a little strange to me. To put it simply, of course, it was still a long way off. It was that as a young high school student, I seemed unable to control such a woman. But it made sense. I was her child, and if such a thing happened, she would probably be the one who handled it with ease.

	　　Now, under the man's relatively gentle thrusts, the hair held together by the shark clips had fallen out, and the clips tugged weakly, teetering on the verge of falling apart. Add to that the wet strands of hair that cling mischievously to her cheeks and forehead. Sweat drips down her face, a noticeable blush. She pantthumps, moans softly, and gazes at the man with a slightly resentful yet coquettish gaze. She's like a decent woman being raped, her heart resisting but her body unable to control its reaction. This sight is such a turn on my kink that my cock is hard and ready to explode.

	　　The obscene " gurgling " sound continued . Now I was sure that my mother herself had strange feelings about this sound, and then she was ashamed and angry. She first lowered her head, then raised it again, bit her lower lip tightly, and glanced at the man with a resentful look, as if telling him to stop deliberately making this sound.

	The man seemed to have some morbid sexual fetishes. Seeing his mother like this, he seemed to be even more excited, and he sped up and thrust harder.

	　　" Hmm ... ah ... are you done yet ?" Mother uttered, her teeth snapping from her lips, a soft, sweet voice. Then, biting her lower lip again, she gazed at the face before her with a tender, alluring expression. While this look certainly stirred my passion, it also made me uncomfortable, as it seemed to hint at a tender affection. I was disappointed that my mother would look at another man this way.

	After a few glances, my mother would let out another slightly higher-pitched cry , " Ah ..." She'd open her mouth, close her eyes, and her voluptuous figure would tremble. It was as if her entire body had become hypersensitive, as if a particular spot had been touched, or perhaps the pleasure had accumulated to a certain point. Her mouth and eyes, probably opening and closing repeatedly in response to physiological reactions, remained constant, the only thing that remained was her soul-stirring moans, or perhaps that had changed, as if something was gradually building up before the onset of a surging tide.

	　　" Hmm ... oh ... ahhhhh " , the moaning seemed to be unstoppable, continuing until she ran out of breath and started the next round, and her vocal cords were trembling more and more . The mother's hands were randomly touching the man's back, and her whole body was shaking. Even her plump and soft breasts began to flash in my pupils. The side breasts were shaking like jelly; the toned legs also had waves of flesh, and they could not hold the man's waist. It was as if she was enduring and welcoming the arrival of something incredible, and the whole person was confused and crazy. She shook her head slightly, as if resisting something.

	　　" Mmm ... it's coming ..." my mother whispered delicately, as if pinching her throat. Her coquettish whisper sent shockwaves through my body, numb and trembling from head to toe. For the first time, I experienced language, or even words themselves, as moist, perhaps even sensual. At this point, even her moans seemed to enter a different channel, as if exerting greater force, sounding even more ethereal and captivating. A young man who had grown up under his mother's beatings, never imagined that one day his mother would reveal this side of him. Hearing this, the man thrust even harder, seemingly gathering his strength, burying himself in the side of my mother's neck.

	Completely lost in a sea of lust, my mother was thrust into her like a fish leaping from the water, joyfully and swiftly. Her plump, white flesh shimmered beneath the waves, and finally, she let out an unbridled, " Ah ... Ah ... Ah ..." cry, albeit with a sob-like tone. The squeezing, trembling, and tumbling of her vocal cords, once activated, the vibrations, like a sob, could not be stopped, pouring out in all directions, especially towards me. Her voice was crisp and soft. Watching my mother's chaotic reaction, I couldn't help but gasp. A woman in lust is truly terrifying, completely abandoning all concerns. After all, Grandma is home; aren't they afraid of being heard? But beyond shock, I couldn't look away. A surge of nervous anticipation swirled within me. What did that " coming " mean? It must be the legendary climax. The final reaction of the mother-loving teenager witnessing his mother's orgasm was, after all, a turbulent and profound experience.

	However, at this moment, my mind also forgot the reality of the situation, immersed in another way to absorb the breath of my mother's desire. My mouth breath even blew the curtains, and my almost unconscious fingers followed suit to open the curtains further, making the view clearer and wider, and the light from outside the room shone into the room significantly.

	Under the control of the strong reaction , the mother gasped and moaned wantonly, but her messy head and blurred eyes finally moved to my position. Perhaps it was unintentional, or perhaps the sudden light made her look at me. In short, there is no doubt that she discovered me, the uninvited guest outside the window.

	The strange thing is that she was just frightened at first, and then she must have seen clearly that it was me, her son. Her pupils dilated infinitely, and the shock in her eyes was beyond words. She was terrified and couldn't believe it!

	I could see and feel her body tensed up instantly . After a few cat-like moans, she let out a shrill, desperate and terrified cry, " Ah ... you ... Li ..." I knew she was shouting at me, but at that moment, I felt inexplicably calm. The fear of being exposed did not appear. Instead, some other morbid pleasure devoured my spirit and willpower. After I was discovered, I did not jump away immediately. Instead, I stood there, staring at my mother's seductive appearance as she was being fucked.

	The man didn't pay much attention to my mother's scream, even though she almost shouted my name. He thought it was just a woman's unable to control her emotions on the eve of climax.

	In the nick of time , my mother wrapped one hand around the man's neck and covered her mouth, preventing my name from being uttered. " Mmm ... Mmm , " she moaned, her voice muffled, but her intensity remained undiminished, and she stared at me with wide eyes. With her other hand, she tried to push the man away, as if she felt that ending this lewd affair immediately would undo the consequences of my peeping. Of course, this is a natural human reaction; the first thing she wanted to do was to stop the " crime . "

	she pushed like this, one of her plump and soft breasts was exposed. The plump breast, as fluffy as a white steamed bun, was spread out, adding an inappropriate lewd atmosphere. As it swayed, I could even see her slightly erect reddish-brown nipple.

	But the man thought she was about to reach the climax, so he hugged her tightly and thrusted harder.

	　　" Woo , woo, woo !" My mother clutched her lips tightly, unable to tell whether she was stifling the faint humming of a song or a sob. Her eyes were filled with fear, but her cheeks were flushed and sweat covered her head. A few strands of her black hair fell onto her face, the loose, trapped clumps framing her delicate features. Her mature demeanor evoked a touch of youth. Like an autumn apple about to ripen, her joy seemed to be reaching its end.

	Her eyes were already wet . Were they tears of despair because of me, or was it a physiological reaction from being fucked? Her sobbing voice almost broke my soul.

	She shook her head as if in pain , covering her mouth, and hummed " Wuwu ... don't " , and there were other words under her humming, as if she was begging me to stop looking.

	The man , taking his mother 's reaction as a reflection of his vigorous efforts, began his final thrust. His movements were so rough , there was no gurgling sound , no clattering of flesh against flesh . The more silent, the more it carried a surge of power, each thrust powerful and resolute, reaching the very depths.

	　　" Mmmmm ... no ... mmm... " The mother couldn't break free, her delicate vagina completely enduring the penetration. She looked at me, shook her head slightly, and uttered these sobs, like moans of unbearable pain. The fear of being discovered by her son and the stimulation in her body finally accelerated her orgasm. The man gave one last, hard thrust and then stopped. For a long time , I couldn't understand why a man would stop after a woman orgasmed. I wanted to see what the consequences would be if I continued to fuck her vigorously, and whether there would be more exciting scenes.

	However , it is obvious that stopping to appreciate one's own " masterpiece " seems to be the top priority for men at this time. Isn't that damn ultimate sense of pride and conquest derived from this kind of situation?

	My mother seemed momentarily stunned, her eyes blurry with fear and despair. As she closed her eyes, she released the hand covering her mouth, took a deep breath, and then closed it again. Her entire body began to tremble violently, unable to control it. " Wuwu ... stop ... hum hum hum, " she cried , her sobs now tingling with pain and despair, like those of bullied little girls. It reminded me of the same piercing cries I'd seen in the past of naughty little girls being brutally punished by their parents, their voices almost choking. Witnessing and hearing my mother's reaction, the shock I'd felt was greater than any of the parental sex scenes I'd ever spied on. I felt her climax, and my soul soared, my entire being felt light and airy. The confusion in my consciousness gave me the illusion that I had caused my mother's reaction, that I was the one fucking her, the one who had bullied her, causing her to cry out in agony. In my fantasies, I also experienced a sense of psychological pleasure and pride. Thinking back to the time when my mother used to stew pork with a rattan stick, I felt a morbid sense of revenge.

	So I not only looked at her without fear, but my face was also filled with the excitement and desire of a madman. I thought my mother could see what I was thinking, and it was definitely not just the curiosity of an adolescent boy.

	The mother cried miserably again, her head shaking as if it was about to explode, " Wuwu ... don't ... humph ... wuwu ..." , and then stopped abruptly.

	I saw her long, slender legs unconsciously clamped around the man's waist. Her legs were tense, but I could sense her plump, white buttocks and lower abdomen twitching intermittently, more fluid leaking from their junction, dripping onto the bed. I could even imagine the fertile, pink, tender flesh of her vagina between her legs, contracting and trembling intensely.

	After a dozen seconds, the reaction seemed to cease, her tense body relaxing, though she remained in a trance. Her face flushed a redder than I'd ever seen it, as if the previous moment had made her sweat even more. Her hair was damp as if she'd just washed. Tears welled in her eyes, her mouth slightly open, her breath escaping, as if she were quietly replenishing the oxygen deprivation from the orgasm. To someone unfamiliar with her, seeing my mother like this, they'd think she'd suffered a devastating blow. The woman I remembered as strong, sometimes fierce, tough, or, in some cases, smooth and cheerful, a slightly wild housewife raised in the mountains of an ethnic minority, now had the fragility and sensitivity of a young woman I'd never seen before.

	　　" Snap " , before I could recover from the shock, the man poked me hard again, he wasn't done yet, I suddenly felt a sense of crisis and deep powerlessness.

	It was as if my mother had exhausted all her passion and energy in her previous reaction. The man's powerful thrusts only managed a slight frown, a flicker of discomfort on her face, like a sensitive cat being trodden on. Her body trembled violently several times. After the orgasm, her delicate vagina must be incredibly sensitive. The fact that my mother could endure such a heavy blow was just as astonishing as the fact that she still had a small orgasmic reaction.

	Even though she had just had such a powerful orgasm, I had held back and didn't continue to jerk my cock to orgasm. But when her orgasm came back, I couldn't hold it back any longer. I jerked my hard cock, imagining myself fucking my mother until she trembled and convulsed, until I also came violently, staining my underwear. This shot almost drained all my strength, and my legs were so weak that I almost fell to my knees.

	　　Even a sage has his time, it's just a matter of length. My evil thoughts had indeed subsided considerably, but my gaze remained fixed on the room, on my mother. A complex and swirling stream of thoughts flooded my mind, and I was no longer struggling to process the discomfort of my body.

	　　" Pa !" the man continued, and my mother reacted in the same way. After three slaps, I don't know if she couldn't bear it anymore, or if she finally had the strength to stop him, fearing my presence and wanting to avoid such a seductive reaction, she had to intervene. She slapped him hard several times. " You're going to die ..." Perhaps because of my presence, her voice, even though she was pretending to be fierce, was soft.

	The man did not force her and took my mother to lie down directly . It should be said that he was still lying on my mother's belly and was also recovering his strength. The moment they fell down, my mother bit her lower lip lightly, frowned, and murmured something with her mouth, as if scolding me and asking me to leave quickly.

	Haha, it's come to this. You do the first thing, I do the fifteenth. Improper conduct, infidelity, moral corruption, complete loss of human ethics ... All these vicious thoughts have been directed at my mother in my heart. I don't intend to be an obedient child anymore. I want to see if she will shamelessly continue this. Is it possible that she won't cooperate? Is she still not going to end it at this point? I believe she is capable of it, but she just doesn't want to. My feeling of loss and humiliation is even stronger. I didn't expect my mother to be this kind of person.

	Looking back into the room, I could no longer see my mother's face. After resting, the man reached down and fiddled with something. He was about to continue, and in my full-blooded state, desire began to rise again in my lower abdomen.

	All I could see was my mother 's legs, raised and kicking against the bed. The man moved mechanically, without the reckless rush of earlier. This time, there was no response from my mother, not even a single moan. Perhaps it was because of my presence that she could no longer indulge in her sexual pleasures.

	I was still furious and perplexed. It should have stopped at some point. Even if the man hadn't finished, my mother could have easily found another excuse, like saying my grandmother was almost awake, or simply saying she noticed I was home. But she didn't do either, letting it go on. Was it lust taking over her mind, or was it a desperate attitude?

	The man was a little embarrassed. In addition to continuing to thrust his butt, he supported his upper body with one hand and caressed my mother's thighs with the other hand. His movements were silky smooth, and even I, a bystander, could feel the smoothness and fullness of them.

	　　Gradually, his hand moved up and started rubbing. Although I couldn't see it, I could guess that he was threatening my mother's breasts, which was the part that should have had an intimate connection with me.

	My mother 's hands hung naturally at her sides, and she was surprisingly quiet. As the man rubbed her breasts, she raised her hands and slapped his arms, seemingly expressing her dissatisfaction with the man touching her breasts. Now her mood had completely changed, and the coquettish feeling was gone. However, the man seemed to be doing his own thing and didn't express anything more. In my opinion, his actions were not rough, just a classic sexual behavior.

	　　What's interesting is that the man's reaction to his mother at this moment doesn't seem surprising. Is it because he has already experienced this? Thinking of some unbearable possibilities, my heart feels as if it has been pulled out.

	I continued to watch calmly, when suddenly, my mother's body and head suddenly tilted, her face and partially exposed upper body coming into view. For a moment, her expression was as gloomy as ice, and her eyes trembled my soul, leaving me unable to scream or even shudder. For a moment, her gaze seemed to be fixed on me with a hint of resentment. I thought of some childhood trauma, a TV series I'd watched—a segment from "Strange Stories from a Chinese Studio" or a TVB drama, I've forgotten, but the scene has been etched in my mind. The male protagonist became suspicious of the female protagonist, and one night he spied on her through the window. It turned out that she was indeed a demon, wrapped around a man's neck, absorbing his essence or something. The male protagonist caught this scene and covered his mouth in horror, but he continued to watch. Suddenly, the female protagonist looked up, glaring at him with a venomous gaze. He fled the scene, screaming ...

	Looking at the two naked bodies in the room , their poses bear a faint resemblance. My mind races, wondering how fitting it is that my mother is the seductress who sucks men's essence, seducing them with her allure and sending those with ill intentions to hell! With that look in her eyes, who knows what she'll do to me next? Or perhaps my mother is possessed by the seductress, and she's not her true self at this moment. That way, her promiscuous behavior makes sense.

	Fortunately, my fear was short-lived, quickly replaced by other emotions . If the sun hadn't been high in the sky, I'd have been genuinely terrified. I calmed myself down, thinking, "Even a tiger won't eat its own cubs," so what was I thinking? But I wasn't exaggerating. It's not uncommon for a mentally distorted and sick teenager to have some fantastical fantasies when faced with something like this. Moreover, children raised in rural areas are naturally more sensitive to and reverent about the supernatural. After all, we inevitably grew up surrounded by these feudal and ignorant stories of the gods.

	Yet, the house was filled with a breathtakingly beautiful scene, the whiff of primal human desires thickening. As I saw more details, my fantasy and horror shifted. My mother's comparatively fair and voluptuous body, her feminine allure fully revealed, was a feminine allure. A seductress, to seduce, must surely display the most potent posture and form that arouses male hormones, along with the subtle aroma of mature womanhood. My lust was so strong that I had a rather unworthy thought: to die beneath the peony blossoms, to be a ghost, I'd still be a romantic ghost. Falling on this charming body would be a beautiful thing.

	No matter how terrifying my mother's expression was, it couldn't change the situation, nor could it change my lustful thoughts. Oh, my mother, do you still think you can scold and teach me the same way you used to? Your image as a mother has been shattered. Are you resentful of me for ruining your plans, for witnessing such a lustful and coquettish side of you? From now on, whatever I do, I will have no burden. My bottom line was broken by my mother herself. That was my thinking at the time, and looking back, it seems so childish.

	I saw the man's hand actually kneading one of my mother 's breasts. His hand, though large, couldn't quite grasp it. Under his grip, the soft flesh of my mother's breast would sometimes become full and swelled, then squirm like a balloon filled with water. His movements didn't bother me, but it was the size and softness of my mother's breast that made my breathing heavy, my lips parched, and my mouth dry. Although I'd touched and kissed it before, this was the first time I'd truly and carefully observed this alluring part of my mother's body in such light.

	of the man's palm , it looked particularly white, tender and smooth. Perhaps it was the daylight that made it seem a bit lascivious. Yes, looking at the whiteness of the mature mother's big breasts, which was an absolute taboo for me, I suddenly thought of this word. The areola is not large, and the dark flesh color forms a sharp contrast with the tender white flesh around it. The light brown nipple is erect. I feel that it is the focus of sexual pleasure. Just a little fiddling or flicking will definitely make my mother moan.

	Anyway , watching the man's obscene and erotic movements, my mother should have been able to clearly understand what this meant. That night, I used almost the same thoughts and actions to take care of this pair of breasts. Especially my pig-like appearance of horny sex, she also saw it clearly.

	She looked down at what was happening in front of her chest, and the icy expression on her face had melted away, becoming uneasy, embarrassed, and ashamed. She even closed her eyes, frowned, turned her head away, and no longer looked at me, but she did not stop the man's actions.

	But after a few seconds, she put it back, pursing her lips as if with great difficulty, and shook her head slightly. I knew she was signaling me to leave. Since she couldn't speak, this was the only way to express it. Now I was completely indifferent. How could I miss such a wonderful show? I ignored her signal.

	Under the man's efforts, the moans she had been holding back showed signs of breaking through. Plus, she felt more strange under my eyes, and her physiological reaction was probably more sensitive. Two blushes gradually appeared on her cheeks, and tiny beads of sweat seemed to be oozing out of her nose. She had clenched the bed sheet tightly with both hands, her knuckles were white with force, and it was obvious that she was trying her best to endure something.

	I can't explain the current phenomenon, but as a virgin, I began to experience a strange psychological satisfaction, as if I was enjoying a bad taste, decadent but willing to do it.

	Seeing I was " turning a deaf ear , " she looked terribly anxious, suppressing the strange pleasure of the combined physical and psychological stimulation, looking pitiful, on the verge of tears. I think she almost wanted to yell at me to go away. So, she opened her mouth, as if determined, and with all her might, she lip-read to me. It was a simple phrase—I don't understand lip reading—but I could tell it was, " Go away! " However, the moment she opened her mouth , she gave the desire factor an opening to attack.

	　　Before I could even finish the word " open , " a long-suppressed moan finally erupted. For a moment, my mother frowned and closed her eyes, as if struck by a powerful, ecstatic blow. But once her lips were open, it was hard to hold back. " Hmm ... Hmm ... Ahhh , " she moaned softly , letting out a sigh of relief and contentment. She opened her eyes again, misty and moist, with a helpless expression. She looked at me, her face flushing even more intensely as she recalled the lewd noises she had just made.

	As I stared at her with hunger and shock, she shamefully hugged the man's neck and pressed down hard, completely pressing his body against hers and placing his head under her neck. The man didn't seem to object, as it didn't affect his continued cultivation, and it made it easier for him to thrust forward, allowing him to penetrate deeper.

	　　" Ah ..." My mother stretched her neck uncontrollably and uttered a soft, charming sound for only a moment. Then, with a shy look on her face, she remembered to " talk " to me .

	　　Now, my mother's face was more clearly exposed. She kept moving one hand away from me, constantly gesturing with her mouth, biting her lower lip with her upper teeth, looking fierce. I realized that her behavior was probably to avoid letting the man notice her subtle movements and expressions, in other words, to avoid exposing my presence.

	But what good would her efforts do to me? The impact was already determined.

	　　" Go! " my mother's expression was a mixture of hatred, shock, anger, and shame. She frantically made the most unsightly expression, her lips forming the two words. Honestly, I was feeling quite stressed out at the moment. I stood there, unsure how to respond. For some reason, I lowered the curtains, seemingly avoiding them, but the next second, I flung them open again. The shift in my mother's expression was truly remarkable. Her relief hadn't yet fully subsided when, seeing me reappear in her vision, she suddenly closed her eyes in despair, one hand on her forehead, as if sighing helplessly, " Oh my God ! "

	The momentary relaxation allowed her physiological reactions to take over. " Hmm ... hum, " the hand that had been supporting her forehead instantly shifted to her tightly pursed lips, but a soft, tender moan escaped her. Her cheeks must have been burning. The look she gave me then became strange. It wasn't anger, nor was it shame. It seemed to be a complex, deep resentment. It was like the heroine's endless resentment towards the hero in the movie, unwilling to accept and understand, yet unable to completely break away from this person. Perhaps it was an indelible bond.

	　　The moans didn't continue, but with each thrust of the man, the mother frowned, as if in great pain. Even a fool could see that she was fighting against her physiological reaction, but no one can resist the body's nature.

	face to face , her moans, her mature body brimming with pleasure, her most alluring and forbidden postures, to me, were even more private and shameful than her private parts. After all, many people only casually see the intimate parts of those around them, rarely seeing or hearing anything directly related to sex. As a teenager, I was completely in love with this body, and the incestuous thoughts had become an addiction to my soul. The immense stimulation and impact, my cock was so hard that I felt a surreal dizziness. My mother couldn't resist the sensations coming from her body, and I couldn't control the boiling desire for her and my mother from what I saw and heard.

	After a while, the man's movements slowed, until he came to a complete stop, resting quietly on my mother's body. My mother let out a long breath and closed her rosy eyes, an intriguing gesture. Her long eyelashes seemed to convey a sense of peace and tranquility. Whether this was inevitable intoxication or reflection, it was unclear. There was also a sense that she had given up on " saving " me , allowing me to degenerate and develop a chaotic mind. I don't know if it was my imagination, but she sneered. Then, as if from a mysterious space, a voice said, " You just like watching, don't you? You just like watching your mother, don't you? I'll let you watch and see what will happen to you, what kind of dead end you'll end up in . " The child's rebelliousness had gone too far, and the mother's despair had also given rise to a rebellious mentality.

	It’s like, if a child is ignorant and disobedient , and insists on trying to control something that is not within his reach, then just let him get hurt, otherwise he won’t have a clear understanding.

	The man slowly lifted himself up, seemingly attempting to rise from my mother's belly. He made room, allowing me to fully view my mother's naked body from the front. I caught a glimpse of her round, quivering breasts, but I stared intently between her legs, afraid to miss a single detail. Even that moment was enough to drive me wild. Her thick, dark pubic hair, like dew-soaked hair, lay tangled and tangled. In stark contrast, beneath, a swathe of flesh, vibrant and vibrant, lay a lush, lush red, like a fertile valley uncovered. My most immediate impression wasn't of a delicate pink, but of a sensitive yet potent force for men, capable of absorbing everything. It had endured intense battles, yet still retained its feminine pride. This was the first time in my sexual life that I had ever seen my mother's vagina so deeply penetrated—frontal, in broad daylight, and right after swallowing a man's thick, long cock. As a young virgin, I felt a surge of worship and submission.

	But the next second was a shock that took my breath away. As the entrance to her vagina and the tender pink flesh twitched and contracted, a stream—or rather, a stream—of white fluid gushed out. This fluid was noticeably thicker and whiter than the one I'd seen flowing from my mother's buttocks during their intercourse. It was a milky white, like a pearl from a black clam, or like cream oozing out from the center of a long, creamy baguette. I stared at the scene, stunned, swallowing my saliva, a mixture of excitement, astonishment, and, above all, an instantaneous greed, as if I were confronting a precious treasure.

	　　This white liquid seemed very heavy. As soon as it crawled out of the mouth of my mother's honey hole, it couldn't wait to flow down. However, before I could see the process of it rolling down, my mother seemed to remember that my hot and erotic eyes were still watching from the window. She had no expression on her face, but she just naturally clamped her legs together immediately, nimbly and powerfully, hiding the attractive crimson area, leaving me with only a glimpse of thick pubic hair and a plump and soft bulge. For some reason, I always felt that my mother seemed very familiar with this leg-squeezing action, and there was a unique feminine charm, very self-confident and inviolable; but her overly light posture made me feel that my mother seemed to care but also seemed not to care that much. She had seen everything, and this was nothing, but she would not let you be presumptuous. She just gave you a glimpse, you could see it but could not touch or taste it, it would make you greedy.

	Of course , even though I spoke at length, it actually took less than ten seconds. While I was gazing at my mother's private parts, the man, after leaving her body, began to roll over, seemingly intending to lie on his back. He would then be facing me, just like my mother was now. Anyone with a pillow would probably be able to see me, as I was quite conspicuous with the curtains drawn.

	　　Staring at my mother's perineum, I instinctively pulled my hand away and lowered the curtain, fearing discovery. I doubt he'd noticed quickly enough; when he looked at the unusual curtain, I was already hidden behind it. But because I was distracted by my mother's perineum , my movements were unfocused and unhurried. So, before the curtain fell, I still caught a glimpse of him, and also of my mother's swift movement.

	Two shocks , two impacts. Like a sledgehammer, it struck the very heart of my mind, causing my entire body to tremble uncontrollably, a tangle of thoughts surging through me like ocean waves.

	The man was, surprisingly, my father . No wonder his back felt familiar. No wonder he remained silent , his only rasping, impatient groans reminiscent of someone I'd seen before. My blindness was largely due to my preoccupation with my mother 's health, and also because he had a new haircut I'd never seen before: a crew cut. We joked it looked like he'd just been in jail, or like a sleazy Japanese high school boy. Plus, he'd darkened considerably. And I hadn't seen his car. All of these factors contributed to my blindness.

	Perhaps there was an even scarier underlying psychological factor, my morbid mindset, which led me to imagine my mother in a negative light. While some things were unacceptable to me, I secretly accepted them as a path to a breakthrough.

	A ridiculous and humiliating misunderstanding. I couldn't help but lament the frustration and pain I'd endured, though I knew it was all my fault. On the other hand, I wanted to slap myself for imagining my mother like this, and finding such intense pleasure in it. At that moment, I really wanted to run like crazy, screaming and revealing my inner thoughts to my mother.

	But no matter what , in the end, I was relieved that the worst hadn't happened. Cuckolded novels are incredibly harmful. I secretly vowed to never reconcile myself to cuckolded mother fiction again and never read a single word. I should also be happy; ideally, I'd witness a beautiful display of lustful motherhood.

	no wonder my mother, knowing of my snooping, didn't immediately stop, instead urging me to leave. It turned out she was afraid my father would find out. No one knows what the consequences would be if he found out, but with one more person in the know, the family's gloom deepens. My devious thoughts were only known to my mother, and she probably felt she had a chance or a way to resolve them.

	I took a deep breath, feeling a mixture of emotions. Only by constantly seeing the familiar things and scenery could I calm my trembling heart. I looked up at the sky again, as if waking up from a nightmare that was heavy but also had a bit of decadent pleasure, and felt how kind the sunshine was.

	I recalled the moment my father rolled over and lay down, and my stomach still tingled from my mother's actions. Of course, in the clear daylight, each scene opened a new world for me, a rare opportunity to " observe " ; a young man is a young man, full of youthful vigor. Even after such a magical thing " happened , " the fire within him still lingered. My parents' good deeds weren't over yet, so what should I do next? I didn't hesitate at all. Whether it was just a quick glimpse or the whole thing, the nature of the matter remained unchanged. Since my mother already knew, I might as well continue to watch secretly. Without the humiliation of NTR , what followed was the Oedipus complex fueled by the daily sexual life of my parents during adolescence.

	Now, the scene I'd longed for was finally unfolding before my eyes in broad daylight. How could I resist? The thought of this suddenly made my blood boil again. So I moved my body back to my old spot and lifted a corner of the curtain with my fingers.

	　　It didn't take long from the time my eyes left the scene to the time when my mental activity suddenly changed, and then I returned to my original position. I think I can still " hold on " for a while, and they can also hold on for a while.

	Logically speaking , my father could have seen me in the position I was in just now. I dared to continue without restraint because of my mother's skillful response at that moment ...

	 

	 

	Chapter 32

	Like everyone else , I viewed my slowly awakening sexuality as the enemy, forbidden fruit, temptation, and sin. My curiosity, the phantoms of dreams, desires, and fears — the secrets of adolescence—had no place in the comfort of childhood.

	　　——Chapter Preface

	Minors are prone to two extremes. The first is that once their fragile and sensitive minds are hurt, they will suffer from lifelong psychological trauma. In the future, they will either torture themselves or torture society. Only destruction can eliminate the problem. Of course, the time of the outbreak is unpredictable. The second is that no matter which direction the wind blows, as long as they see something they like, they will immediately put aside their unhappiness and throw themselves into their love.

	It was like I had just experienced such an outrageous " misunderstanding " , but something that resonated with my inner desires appeared, and I knew clearly what I should do most.

	I left the scene still makes my dick hard when I think about it now.

	The moment I caught a glimpse of my father's face, my mother hurriedly but swiftly turned over and sat astride his abdomen, leaning forward slightly, her plump body barely blocking his presence. According to the simplest laws of physics, I couldn't see my father's eyes, and naturally, he couldn't see me either.

	I kind of understood , and my feelings were complicated. My mother was afraid of my exposure, but deeper down, she was also protecting her son and her family. There was no reason to abandon this sexual encounter halfway; let it remain a private moment between husband and wife. While I was moved, my lust intensified. Now, could I watch without restraint?

	At that moment, my mother, her hands resting on my father, timidly said, " Wait ... wait a moment . " Perhaps my father didn't notice my mother's inexplicable panic; he saw it as simply a normal human emotion for women, needing to take a break. Furthermore, since she seemed so proactive , he had no objection and didn't move further, quietly waiting for my mother to " take control . "

	After the " accident " in my heart ended, I returned to the " crime scene " . It didn't take long. When I looked closely, it was just the right time.

	Mother's thighs and one hand exerted force, like a half-split, lifting her buttocks into the air. Her legs, straining with strength, were toned and taut. Beneath them, a long, purple-brown cock, erect as a sharp arrow, appeared dry, yet its murderous aura remained. The angular cock set off the white, soft, and supple texture of her mother's buttocks, creating a thrilling contrast that brought both male and female hormones to life.

	My mouth twitched unconsciously . Although I've seen films with more exaggerated scenes than this, seeing it in real life still left me in awe. How on earth could a woman's vagina accommodate such a foreign object? And what was the magic of this foreign object that could bring such immense pleasure to both parties? Was there some magical device or switch within a woman's vagina? Having never been able to experience it myself, I'll always be amazed by it.

	It was clear in the daylight, and with my manly instincts taking over, it was hard not to look down at my own genitals. The comparison was odd. Objectively speaking, my penis wasn't as thick as the one in front of me after entering high school, but it was probably a bit longer when erect. But what made me feel ashamed was that the skin color of my penis wasn't much different from my skin. Compared to the nearly dark one in front of me, it looked a little childish. It was a true comparison between an adult and a child. My thoughts at the time were so ridiculous, thinking that without the rough skin color, I'd lacked a sense of masculinity. It was only natural that my father was stronger than me.

	As I gazed at my mother 's mature body, my cock automatically throbbed with a tingling sensation, and I swallowed bitterly. I couldn't bear to think about how a naive high school student like me could last this long on such a voluptuous, alluring figure. This had been my ultimate worry for a long time, especially for the thing between my legs. The sight of my mother's naked back was already causing my prostate fluid to leak uncontrollably. If we were to engage in an open " confrontation , " especially thinking back to that night when I came out before I even entered ... Oh, I really didn't dare to think about it.

	　　Duration is a man's dignity, and bringing a woman to orgasm is a man's honor. While I've never formally engaged in such activities, I understand this principle from years of exposure to pornographic books and movies. Children will eventually surpass their fathers; that's simply the way life works.

	I blinked, made up my mind, and continued to look forward with confidence.

	Mother's hand, like a flower, grasped the man's penis under her buttocks. Her whole body trembled, as if she was hesitant. Her plump buttocks were still not coming down, or perhaps it could be said that my father's penis was not closed. I think my mother must be biting her lower lip at this time, enduring something.

	Whether she was trying to adapt emotionally or realizing that her son was probably still watching and therefore seemed embarrassed, perhaps only she herself knew.

	But it was impossible to delay too long, so she slowly lowered her buttocks, but the moment they made contact, she lifted them up again, as if she had been electrocuted. This happened three times, and her body shook even more violently. The head of the penis under her father's crotch was already slippery and wet.

	My cock was so hard it was uncomfortable, but I didn't dare to breathe and tried not to blink, for fear of missing any of the obscene details.

	Perhaps after enduring this repeated test for too long, the father lost his patience first. When the mother used the same trick again to command her buttocks to slowly drop down and was about to touch the glans of the father's penis, the father quickly reached out with his hands, climbed up to the concave curve of the waist and hips, and exerted force firmly to " help " the mother 's buttocks swallow his hard penis.

	In fact , in this position, I couldn't see the entrance to my mother's vagina at all. I only saw a penis disappearing under her buttocks, leaving the base of the penis exposed. The flesh of her buttocks also swayed a little. This slightly forward-leaning position also exposed the roundness of her buttocks a little. Now I could see that at the bottom of the buttock groove line, the entrance to my mother's vagina was like a circle of crimson flesh, encircling the ferocious male sex organ.

	　　" Hiss , " my father made a satisfying sound, and it tasted sour and refreshing.

	　　" Ah, um ..." Mother's defenses were broken, caught off guard by the surprise attack. Her moans were uncontrollable, a bit sharp, yet filled with the most authentic and primitive human pleasure. Then, with both hands supporting her father, she leaned forward slightly, panting, her breathing fluctuating noticeably, giving the impression of someone who had never been fucked before. I felt a shock in my heart, as well, wondering if my mother, a mature, middle-aged woman with countless battles, could be so " delicate and sensitive . " Could it be psychological factors?

	　　After a few seconds of pause, seemingly acclimating, the mother angrily slapped the father somewhere (I couldn't see it) and said, " What's wrong with you? " Her words and actions betrayed her shy and angry little womanly demeanor. In bed, no amount of pretense of dominance can alter a woman's naturally gentle and charming demeanor. At least when a man gives you pleasure, you won't harbor any negative feelings towards him. Like a proud kitten, it knows deep down that it needs to rely on humans for a comfortable life.

	Then I saw a pair of big hands touching the edge of my mother's buttocks and rubbing it a few times. It was like tempting bread but soft but not loose. It would only be slightly concave when ravaged by fingers, and then quickly return to its original shape. After satisfying his desire, " pop " , with a slight sound, my father's hand gently patted my mother's sweet buttocks, and then he said , " move . "

	My mother tutted , and probably glared at my father , then spat, " Can't you move on your own? " She muttered , " You act like an emperor all day long , " while lifting her upper body and slowly straightening it.

	almost in a split position, straighter than I was when I sat upright in class. I thought, someone like my mother would definitely not have a hunchback.

	　　The transition was natural. Sitting upright, my mother reached out one hand and slid it through her thick hair at the back of her head. With a flick, she removed the already dangling hairpin and set it aside. Then, with both hands, she swept her hair loose. It wasn't particularly long, but it fell just below her shoulders. This gesture always left a lasting impression on me and particularly appealed to my sexual sensibilities. It evoked the charm of a mature woman and the grace of a good wife, as if she were opening her defenses and cooperating with you in every way. For a while afterwards, when I watched incest films, I would always look for moments like this: the hair being brushed aside, the hairpin being untied during sex. I felt a special tinge of something special. On one hand, the most common female gesture, on the other, the most intimate sexual encounters of a couple. When these two merge before the eyes of a mother-loving teenager, who wouldn't be confused and then aroused?

	After completing all this in a flash , my mother paused, as if remembering something. My existence? She tilted her head slightly. She couldn't convey anything to me with words or eyes, but from her naked back and tilted head, I could sense a complex mix of entanglement, indifference, and helplessness, yet it also seemed to be shrouded in a layer of seductiveness. I couldn't help but clench my cock.

	Every frame of today's video is refreshing my cognition, constantly impacting my psychology, and making me willingly become a captive of evil thoughts.

	The exposed back , connected to the round, plump buttocks, resembles a flesh-colored guitar or gourd. The deep groove at the keel seems to invite the view below. The backline is deep and smooth, flowing from top to bottom to the crotch. The buttocks are round like two moons, and the fleshy groove between them is tight and mysterious, revealing nothing. It is only thanks to the roundness and fatness of the buttocks that this groove is revealed. The straight thighs are round and slender, but there is no doubt about their toned strength, the unintentional result of long-term labor.

	　　Such an alluring figure made me swallow my saliva, my breath burning, and I even thought I was going to bleed from the nose. Against my father's skin tone, my mother's buttocks seemed even whiter, round and delicate, and the light seemed very tempting. I imagined that if I touched them, they would be extremely warm and smooth. When would I be able to open my heart to my mother and enjoy all of this without any burden? I was greedy and envious of my father. Sexual desire led to the seven deadly sins of mankind.

	I felt a sense of euphoria, as if my mother's sweet buttocks were swaying towards me provocatively. Her big, plump, suet-like bottom was trembling and exposed, round, full, white, and crisp, like a ripe, large peach! No wonder I always had the urge to take a bite, it must be delicious and juicy.

	before my eyes is enough to make me want to exchange everything I have for the right to enjoy it.

	　　The three people in the scene, each in their own state of mind, seemed to be being pushed forward, unwilling to take a single step of their own accord. My naked mother wasn't straddling me, but I had the illusion that she was more " communicating " with me .

	She pulled her legs back into a squat-like position, accentuating the fullness of her buttocks. Finally, she slowly began to move, thrusting back and forth, appearing somewhat reluctant, yet at the same time unwaveringly poised to release. " Hmm ..." Only long, snorting breaths escaped her, her moans suppressed, as if in some compromise or sacrifice. Her erect torso seemed incomparably sacred to me.

	sloping sides of her breasts and their bases were vaguely visible as she moved, adding a different kind of allure that teased my eyes, yet prevented me from fully capturing the whole picture, making my heart itch. And in this position, I couldn't see much of their intercourse, only the faint glimpse of a thick, hard cock, deeply embedded in my mother's vagina.

	My mother wasn't a barren woman. Even though she was " in control , " her movements gentle and gentle, she couldn't stifle the gradually accumulating pleasure. " Ah ha ..." After a few more thrusts, she lowered her head, her waist and abdomen heaving, panting. Her hands seemed to be resting on my father, as if she needed a break after a tremendous exertion.

	　　After a few seconds of " rest , " she began moving her hips around my father's crotch, back and forth, left and right, stirring the cock within her to reach every part of her vagina. " Hmm ..." The unconcealed groans of pleasure echoed again. This movement , to me, wasn't perfunctory, but rather an attempt to cater to her body's reactions, to find her comfort point, revealing a woman's deep desires.

	The mother's movements were simple, and she didn't seem impatient. She was doing her best to maintain her dignity in front of her son . But it still shocked me. How could my mother understand this? These movements only symbolized one word: initiative. It's a common understanding that proactive women can arouse men. Even though I had no sexual experience, I could still appreciate the unique charm of women in this situation. Of course, I also felt a little jealous because I wasn't the one being actively flirted with. I wondered when I would ever experience such a sweet pleasure again.

	Besides, she was my mother . In broad daylight, with clear vision, I saw this behavior. Those coquettish and seductive actions could crush all the moral and ethical boundaries of a mother-loving teenager. Several times, she made as if she wanted to look in my direction, her head tilting restlessly ... What expression would she have , what would she want to say?

	　　Seeing the specific and vivid picture, I couldn't help but start to fantasize in my mind, imagining that one day, my mother would be able to ride on me like this, actively ...

	At this point, I don’t know if it was desire that consumed this mature woman, or if she was determined to get away with it, but the mother’s actions gradually became more intense, as if she was not satisfied with this at all.

	Her plump , snow-white buttocks, white and plump, round and full, like a fat millstone, sat atop my father's body. From the trembling waves of flesh, I could tell she was moving her hips, swaying back and forth, side to side. Then, to my astonishment, my mother's thighs tensed and strained, her hips gently lifting and lowering from time to time. I could almost see my father's entire penis slip out of her body and then be swallowed by her lower body. The shaft and scrotum were slick with an unknown, sticky fluid. With each drop, my mother let out a soft, soft " Ah ..." and , of course , the thumping sound of her buttocks . The sheer physical and mental stimulation and pleasure took my breath away, as if I were a part of it.

	That butt full of voluptuous beauty seemed to have life, constantly demanding. The small ripples of the butt stirred up huge waves in my heart, and my eyes were fixed on this ball of meat.

	The mother took the initiative to hit it a few times, and then she let out a " Hmm ..." groan. The sound was indescribably comfortable ... As if she couldn't bear it, she supported herself on the bed with her hands, her upper body tilted 45 degrees , and her body kept rising and falling.

	　　This allowed me to finally see more details. The mother's round buttocks were more fully exposed, and her brown anus, at the crotch, was drenched in moisture, constantly contracting and wriggling like breathing. The man's hard penis was thrust into the fleshy hole below the crotch, tightly wrapped by the faintly visible ochre-red flesh. The entrance to her vagina seemed stretched open, as if the mother's lower body were blocked, and some slippery fluid could only seep out through the man's shaft, gradually flowing downwards and soaking the scrotum below.

	, my father's hands seemed to be moving in front of my mother. I knew without thinking that he was touching my mother's breasts. I couldn't see the specific situation, but I couldn't help but imagine the feeling he felt.

	After a while , my mother whispered, " I don't want to do it anymore. I don't have the energy anymore . " I always felt that her tone and attitude were not clear, and it seemed more like she was suggesting that the man should take the initiative.

	My father seemed to see through everything and let out a "hey", which sounded particularly harsh to me.

	He held one side of my mother's buttock with both hands , and his knuckles dug into the elastic buttocks. He lifted up my mother's plump buttocks, and then gently put them down. I imagined that this could not lift the buttocks and upper body weight of a plump woman. It seemed that my mother was cooperating secretly, and seemed to be at his mercy.

	　　" Hmm , " Mother 's butt slowly detached itself from the fierce male cock beneath her, then sat back down again at the moment of severance, completely immersing herself in Father's flesh. As if electrified, she let out a moan of ecstasy. It's not so much the man drilling the woman's hole as it is the woman devouring the man's sex organ with her ecstatic genitals. One action, two descriptions. In Mother's case, the latter clearly stimulated me more.

	　　As he slowly thrust in and out, against the purplish-brown slit of her buttocks, the thick, hard male cock seemed to draw out the tender pink, red, and brown of my mother's vagina, alternately opening and closing like the wings of a butterfly, guarding a treasure trove, yet also gently fluttering with the thrusts of a foreign object. This strange sight made me feel a little uncomfortable, the very concrete rubbing of flesh against flesh, painful just thinking about it. It was as if my cock was being encased, and the forced thrusts were pulling at the delicate flesh of the woman. At the same time, it gave me a clearer understanding of my mother's tightness, and the thought of it made my own cock feel a tug, and I shuddered.

	Fortunately, when I looked at it more carefully , I remembered that there was an inexhaustible supply of vaginal fluid to lubricate it, and the uncomfortable pulling feeling no longer existed; coupled with my mother's soft moans, there was no pain at all.

	After a while of this dull silence , my mother panted again, " Hmm ... how long are you going to take ..." My father responded in a thick Cantonese voice, " Na, " indicating he was ignoring her and continued on.

	The mother then stopped moaning and let him " manipulate " her ; after a few slow thrusts, the father suddenly exerted force, pinched the mother's buttocks and slammed down, " Umm ...ah..." The mother quickly stretched her neck upwards and let out a trembling moan as if relieved after the dullness.

	I don't know if she was really unsatisfied or just wanted to get it over with quickly, but my mother said, " Hurry ... finish it quickly ... um ... I still have to dig the vegetable garden later . "

	After hearing this, my father mechanically moved, his calves and thighs bent at an angle, his buttocks slightly lifted off the bed. His mouth seemed to be eating something as he spoke in a halting manner, like the painstaking efforts of an old ox plowing the field. " You plow your vegetable patch, and I ... I ... must plow ... mine! " The last word trembled as he uttered it. His hips began to exert force, thrusting upward fiercely, in conjunction with the movement of his hands to pull at my mother's buttocks, causing her bottom to absorb the heavy force.

	　　" Ah ... what ... your land ... my land ..." Before my mother could finish her words, a shattered moan preceded the clatter of flesh against flesh. These sounds struck at my soul, stimulating me to the point of losing my ability to perceive and think .

	My mother didn't actually say much when she was doing this, but every time she spoke, it sent a tingling sensation through me. Whether crude or vulgar, it was like the whisper of a goddess, stirring my primal instincts. Looking at her, hearing her voice, tingled with feminine charm, the boy's incestuous thoughts were already deeply ingrained in him.

	My father's lower body seemed to be completely suspended in the air as he pounded fiercely into my mother's plump, fleshy buttocks, sending waves of movement across the pertness of her bottom. A shimmering, white light seemed to swirl across her body. Her voluptuous upper body was jolted violently, and my mother's sturdy back could no longer maintain a straight position. She was forced to hunch over as if in punishment, her head almost touching my father's face. " Ah ... ha ..." she moaned loudly , then, as if a thought had occurred to her, she raised a hand to cover her mouth, even as her delicate body trembled violently.

	　　" Mmm ... mmm ... umm ..." The mother stubbornly tried not to let out her wild cries. The tense lines in her arms showed how hard she was resisting. Yet, a trembling sound of despair and surprise still escaped her throat, like a stream of air being violently squeezed through her throat. However, this muffled groan, like the pain of not having been fucked, probably only aroused the onlookers' sexual desires.

	Plowing the soil, I'm afraid there's one more thing I won't be able to look at in the face . My father's genitals were indeed like a ferocious iron plow, repeatedly tilling my mother's fertile brown soil, turning out a pinker, more fertile earth. Soon, a fine stream of water oozed out, the sound of the plowing becoming tinged with moisture, and the room was filled with the scent of lust.

	　　The egg-white-like liquid filled the groove of my mother's buttocks. Her sensitive anus, ravaged by the impact of her vagina, had lost its ability to contract. Soaked in the liquid, the tightly closed, wrinkled hole became even more prominent, like a blooming orchid. From the beating, the once clear liquid had become murky, even adorning the pubic hair around my father's scrotum like frost on a tree branch.

	　　" Hmm ... hum , " my mother 's voice deepened, her hands clenched into fists, trembling. My father held her buttocks with one hand, caressing her back with the other, his movements quickening.

	The hand covering her mouth trembled with the force, and a faint moan escaped her. " Mmm ... hum ..." The sound seemed to spiral upward , gradually rising. Her plump, slender legs were curled up, and her beautiful buttocks shook and swayed with the sound of slapping, creating a ripple of movement. It was unknown how long it took before my father suddenly spread his hands and abruptly stopped his thrusting.

	　　Perhaps it was the inertia guided by desire, the mother continued to shake her buttocks, but the frequency and strength were decreasing. " Well ... what are you doing ..." , as if she was resentfully scolding her father for braking.

	She could only exert herself, but her intensity was limited, as if she was never getting the hang of it. Just when she was about to reach her climax, she froze, anxious, irritated, even panicked . Her voice, almost pleading, slurred with tears, " Mmmm ... move ~" This beautiful sound gave me a surge of comfort and goosebumps. Her father, however, remained unmoved. As she continued to thrust her hips, maintaining her pitiful pleasure, he even seemed to hold her hips down, and said in a slightly panicked voice, " Hmm ~ Wait ~ I can't take it anymore ~" as if struggling .

	The attack and defense are easy, but the mother cannot overcome the strength of the father. Her round buttocks full of sexual tension swayed weakly for a few times and then lost the space to exert force.

	I could sense the sudden weightlessness and loss my mother felt at the peak, neither rising nor falling. Without even a gasp, she froze in disbelief, her entire body stagnating before a wave of deep frustration and discontent, something even I, the " onlooker , " ignored. " Li XX , are you kidding me? " I could imagine her glaring at my father . My mother had never been known for her vulgar language, but then and now, without even needing to resort to the " shrew " curse , I could sense the resentment rising from her in that moment of frustration.

	 

	 

	Chapter 33

	The father , on the other hand, lacked confidence. He moved his dirty hands in front of the mother and said with a wry smile, " I've been driving for half a day . I'm a little tired ~" to make amends for himself.

	The mother slapped her father's mischievous hand away in annoyance and said coldly, " If you can't do it , don't be so stubborn. You act crazy as soon as you come back . " There was also a hint of disgust in her voice.

	Suddenly, my father 's hands hooked around my mother's plump buttocks, his fingers sinking deeply into the soft flesh. He chuckled, " Of course ... just take a break . " With my mother 's moan, my father slowly began to move again.

	My mother's lower body seemed to have regained some vitality. Her entire body softened, and she raised her head. " Oh, um ... that's enough ... hurry up, " she said , her face tilted towards me, as if she hadn't forgotten my presence. Then she straightened her upper body, her back and hips forming a distinct curve. Her buttocks were round and prominent, and the firm part of her breasts appeared in my field of vision, gently moving, and it touched my heart. My mother's body and words were trembling slightly. She added, " Um ... your son will be back soon ... oh ... hurry ... hurry up, " but I didn't seem to hear the concern in her words. It was more like a soliloquy, a dazed feeling under physical stimulation.

	Somehow, hearing my mother mention me, while I was doing this, reminded me of similar plots in pornographic literature, and the tingling heat in my lower abdomen rose again. It was as if all three of us were involved in this, fostering a strong sense of shame and even a perverted psychological stimulation.

	" Go back if you want ... who cares ?" my father gasped, and then his movements quickened. He seemed to grow excited, kneading my mother's soft buttocks vigorously, but the flesh remained soft and elastic, with no noticeable change in shape. The middle finger of his other hand found its way to the cleft of her buttocks, tending to move towards their junction.

	As if reflecting on something, the father thrust his hips upwards a few times, struggling to speak, " What do you mean, ' my son ... '? " Suddenly, he was thrusted in again, and a moan escaped his lips. Like a deflated ball, his upright upper body half collapsed . Seeing his mother's reaction, the father intensified his drive, gathering his strength and thrusting again. Through the sound of slapping, he managed to speak, " My son ... isn't he your son ~?" He emphasized the last three words .

	　　" Hmm ~" , the mother shuddered as if she was stimulated by something else, then she supported herself on the bed, enduring a strange pleasure.

	The mother also spoke with difficulty, " Um ... Li XX... I'm not kidding you ~ ah um ..." How can a woman who is having sex speak fluently?

	　　These conversations and actions made my eyelids jump, and I felt that the unrealistic idea was becoming more and more concrete. Could it be that my existence really had a special stimulation on my mother?

	The father continued to thrust hard, his teeth gnashing, his thrusts deep and powerful, as if counting to three. " Oh ... Li XX... you ... you've always been like this , " the mother 's words were fragmented by moans and gasps, but this was precisely the expression of indulging in physical desire.

	　　“ The door … the door isn’t even closed … um … you’re doing this in broad daylight ~ …” The last word is always particularly disgusting, as if overwhelmed by pleasure.

	My father , unconvinced, said, " What's wrong with this in my own home ?" He spoke with unwavering confidence. Of course, he didn't stop thrusting into the woman before him . My mother's plump flesh made a small, muffled sound as it pounded against her, and as it parted, a faint thread stretched out. This smooth, moist thread connected my mother's vagina to my father's skin, captivating me both physically and mentally.

	The mother said in a serious tone, " The children are at home ... why don't you pay attention ~ You have no shame, but I still have some ~" , quite dissatisfied, and said it bluntly.

	But the father , ungrateful, retorted, " What ... what do they know ~" He didn't take it seriously. Taking advantage of the pause in conversation, he finally slowed down his movements, perhaps needing a break. But his hands were still caressing the mother's sweet buttocks.

	　　What made me sexually aroused was that from beginning to end, my mother seemed to be cooperating and would automatically shake her hips.

	　　The mother paused, as if she would turn around and look at me in the next second, and then she said very seriously, " Your son is in the first year of high school ... Don't leave any psychological trauma on him ~ ah ... "

	The father suddenly and fiercely slapped the mother's buttocks several times, causing her to break down and let out a seductive moan, which made people feel itchy and made the young man outside the window want to become a complete beast.

	The father's voice sounded again, " Yeah ... you're a big boy in puberty ... it 's time for you to understand something . " He fiddled with his things while speaking, as if he was trying to make the woman on him " cool down " .

	As if he thought of something, he murmured, " What are you afraid of ? "

	The mother squeezed out the words while being overwhelmed by lust, " ~ Ah ... Li XX , what nonsense are you talking about ~ Uh-huh " . When the father stopped thrusting up, the mother's sweet buttocks were still shaking like a millstone with the father's penis as the fulcrum, revealing her pursuit of not wanting the pleasure to be interrupted.

	　　Now it was my father's turn to pause, as if surprised that my mother hadn't shown any strong resistance to what he was saying. His arousal deepened even further. His large hand seemed to casually brush against my mother's round buttocks, the midline of her buttocks. She subtly twisted, her waist contracting like a shrimp, her hips twisting into an S- shape , yielding to my father's hand. I also noticed that her ears were redder than ever. I couldn't help but squint, my heart churning with anxiety. At the same time, a familiar feeling returned, the physical and emotional thrill tinged with sourness I'd felt when I first eavesdropped on their voluptuous lovemaking. It was as if my beloved parents, at some point, had been consumed by desire, their kinship, their complete neglect and oblivion, their son, preoccupied with their own pleasure.

	To use a popular online term, I became part of their play ! It could be said that my inner distortion was not only triggered by my parents' sexual intercourse, my mother's seductiveness, and her mature and voluptuous body, but also by this deviant imagination. After all, I always had a rebellious mentality of revenge.

	The father seemed to have caught some special interest, and continued to thrust gently while saying in a nasty way, " It won't make your son lose any hair if you show it ~" .

	My mother tilted her head and spat, as if addressing my father, or even me, " You idiot ... don't harm your own son ~ ah ~ . " Little did she know, this lecture, laced with seductive moans, would only drive me deeper into the trap. Outside the window , I was so aroused I couldn't stand still, my cock so hard it felt like it was going to punch through the wall.

	The father changed his tone again, nonchalantly, as if he was talking about a common thing but with absolute conviction, " Maybe it's good for him ... tsk tsk ... look at this pair of breasts of your son's mother " , and continued while pinching the mother 's buttocks, " This butt ~ after seeing it, he won't have any thoughts about other women ~ then he won't have to worry about making a wrong move ~" .

	　　Hearing this, I felt like thunder, my scalp tingling, and I shuddered. Could it be that my father also had some kind of sinister fetish, the kind people online talk about as LV slaves, and the third person involved was his son? I couldn't help but exclaim inwardly, "What a pervert!" Even though I'm not a serious person myself. Of course, given his usual style, this was probably just the result of passionate outbursts, and he'd probably forget all about it once it was over. But my heart was pounding in my throat, and I almost wanted to kowtow to my father. His crazy talk was like a boost for me.

	I guess at this time the mother rolled her eyes at the father, her brows must have been furrowed, she said with a little disgust, " Tsk ... Li XX , you are really crazy ~ ah " , and then panted, " Don't be crazy, hurry ... hurry up and finish it ~ hmm ..." , she seemed to want to escape from this context, but her body seemed to absorb pleasure, she moaned softly, her messy wet hair flying, and she gradually straightened her upper body, revealing the seductive groove of her back, and her waist stubbornly collapsed like a curved bow, making the two buttocks particularly conspicuous and outrageously full.

	My father did not continue to dwell on this point, perhaps it was just a spur of the moment, he chuckled and said, " I was just saying it casually . The real thing is to let him study hard. " However, he grabbed half of my mother 's buttocks with one hand and struggled to open the buttock groove clearly. I could clearly see the penis going in and out of my mother's tender and blood-red vagina. The scene was obscene, and her shy anus contracted from time to time.

	A few seconds later, my father's finger, which had been lingering near their junction, moved upwards, brushing against my mother's sensitive anus. For some reason, seeing this incredible scene made me even harder. The fact that my father was talking while doing this made it seem like he was aiming for a surprise attack, and that his words were just a distraction.

	　　" Ah ... ah ..." The mother moaned slightly sharply, as if she was poked with discomfort, and her body seemed to be stagnant. " Hmm ... you 're crazy ... don't touch me there " , and immediately let go of the father's hands in displeasure .

	　　To be honest, " we " didn't initially have any thoughts about this spot ... but it's so close to the vagina, it's hard not to notice ... and with my mother 's reaction, it easily sparks a certain kind of evil interest in men. My father's boldness surprised me, and it also planted a certain idea in me. I couldn't help but rub my fingers together.

	The father was really obedient and didn't pay attention to that place anymore. He continued to pull at half of the mother's buttocks, poking at it slowly. The mother leaned over again, quietly feeling everything. After a while, the father said strangely, " Your son is in puberty ... It's difficult to deal with. "

	　　" Hmm ..." I don't know if my mother hadn't heard what my father said, or if she was lost in lust, but she whispered softly, " Hmm ... yes ... don't teach my son bad things ~ hmm . " It was completely irrelevant. Yet, there was such tenderness amidst her tenderness, a maternal instinct revealed, yet the scene was grotesque: a loving mother's loving endurance, the sensual fusion of a man and a woman. The alluring, low, moist breaths from her mouth, trapped in my throat for thousands of turns, finally trembling and escaping. How could I ever treat her like a normal mother again?

	happened next startled me. My father, like a demon, revealed his true colors, making it seem as if everything he'd done before was a facade. He chuckled maliciously, " For your son's own good ... let him see it, as a mother . " Then, like a bull, he pounded into my mother's fleshy buttocks, each thrust plunging into the flesh, stirring up her cum and sending her hips swaying.

	　　" Ah ... Li ... um ... Li XX , you keep talking nonsense , " the mother moaned and tried to speak sternly and righteously, but her words were shattered by the father's thrusting.

	Unexpectedly, my father's purpose was not limited to this. His hand, which was lying on my mother's buttocks, actually slid towards her anus, stimulating the wrinkles at the bottom of her buttocks to contract rapidly like a mimosa; my mother's buttocks seemed to tighten.

	　　" Ah ... you ... don't touch there, do you hear me? " , the mother screamed, and tried to pry away the father's evil hand with one hand, but the father kept his hands tightly pressed against the mother's buttocks, as if he was stuck with strong glue and couldn't get rid of them, and began to penetrate the mother's abyss like a pile driver.

	　　" Ah ... ah ... don't ..." The mother was bumped around, her breasts shaking, her hands were clutching the bed sheets, and her hair was hanging down on her cheeks.

	As if deriving a morbid pleasure, the father's breathing was heavy, and with a hint of malice, he asked, " Will you show it to your son ? Hmm ? " His lower body pounded fiercely into the mother's fertile land, as if he wanted to shove his entire penis deep inside. " Don't hurt my son ... Take it away from me ... Mmmmm ... Mmmmm ..." The mother 's moans were soaked with moisture; both of her most sensitive areas were stimulated, and she shook her head uncomfortably, as if asking for it all to stop. Leaning over, one of her large, swaying breasts was exposed to my view, and the erect nipple, like the alluring eyes of a devil, caught my eye.

	My father fucked the woman like a pile driver, causing her to moan in a daze and ecstasy. I was afraid my grandmother downstairs would wake her. My mother, who never showed weakness in front of my father, had never experienced such humiliation. Rage and strange pleasure mingled, transforming into high-pitched, sobbing moans and accusations. "Stop...ah...don't... touch me there ... my son ... ah ... " Her mouth protested everything, resisting his mischievous hands and his wicked words. But her mature body took to the man's thrusts like a duck in water, responding rhythmically with a seductive gesture.

	After a while, the mother opened her father's evil hand that was playing in her buttock groove. It was as if she had been freed from some shackles and was finally able to fall into pure physical pleasure again. Her waist and plump buttocks swayed more smoothly.

	The father did not bother with those little movements, but he seemed to have caught another trick. He said in a seductive tone, " Maybe your son has seen it a long time ago ~ Hehe ." After that , he seemed to have gained some kind of power, and the frequency and strength doubled, hitting the mother's fat buttocks, and rubbing his hard penis against the mother's delicate passage.

	When the mother heard this, her body shuddered, and she let out a " hiss " , followed by a violent groan that wanted to burst out quickly, but was blocked in her throat and turned into a staccato groan, " Hmm ... "

	　　" Ah ~" It was rare to hear my father hum strangely for the first time, as if enduring some kind of pleasure. He even stopped the high-speed movement and said comfortably, " Oh my god ~ Why did it suddenly become so tight and it felt like it bit me ~ Can it be ... "

	My mother pinched my father's waist in anger and humiliation. I could empathize with the pain because she often treated me like this. I also felt a little disappointed. This was not my private " treatment " and I could not taste the taste of this mature woman without any scruples like my father .

	As if confirming some secret, my father became excited and immediately resumed his pounding, making a loud clacking sound, full of elation. " Lightly ... mmm ..." My mother 's shame and anger immediately disappeared.

	　　" Haha ... you become nervous when you talk about your son, right? " The father 's words suddenly became a little vicious. Before he finished speaking, he " whipped " the mother's most delicate and fragile part as if in revenge, as if he wanted to smash her buttocks.

	　　The father couldn't get around this " joke " and deliberately said the words " your son " to stimulate both parties. How could he have imagined that I, his son, really witnessed everything from the window and naturally solidified my ideal of fucking my mother.

	　　" No ... ahhh ... don't say that ... ohhh! " Suddenly, my mother 's moans stopped abruptly. Her back straightened and curved, revealing her captivating ridges once again. But her entire body seemed to have left her body and fallen into a deep sleep. Only the slapping sounds and my father's panting remained. After several seconds, my mother's voice returned. " Wuwuwu ... no ~..." It was a short, rough sob that rose through her throat. Then, everything fell silent, the heavy breathing like several cows hiding in the house.

	Did my mother reach the climax again? Although she didn't have the stereotypical reaction of an orgasm, such as twitching and trembling of the body, or even the obvious splashing of liquid, I had no doubt that she was experiencing the pleasure that makes women unable to control themselves.

	Seeing the new level of lewdness, I lowered the curtains for a while to give my brain, which was almost deprived of oxygen due to the stimulation, a rest, and breathed in the air in big gulps.

	My mother and I recovered at the same time as if we had a tacit understanding . I opened the curtain again and looked inside, while she muttered to herself absentmindedly, " Don't ... say son ..." , which sounded like words she should have said at the most intense moment, but were delayed until now due to the afterglow of the climax; her upper body almost collapsed and stuck to my father, and it seemed that she had gotten rid of my father's penis, with her entire pubic mound pressed against his scrotum; her buttocks were open and tilted back and up, as if she was deliberately showing me her seductive round buttocks; her hair hung down from her cheeks, touching my father's cheeks, just forming a " curtain " to block my view .

	She seemed to be staring at her father silently , an expression of some kind unknown: disbelief? resentment? disdain? something profound? She sneered, " Li XX , I just realized how perverted you are . " Her father gave her a wry smile.

	I noticed that when my mother finished speaking, she tried to turn her body slightly, but this covert movement disappeared in a flash. It seemed that she had not forgotten my existence.

	　　" Ahhh !" the father cried out in pain again. It was his mother, gritting her teeth, pinching him again. Then, in a warning tone, she said, " Can you please understand the situation ? You keep asking, 'Son, what are you really thinking ? '" " And I told you not to touch me there. I've never seen you so disgusting . " The mother vented her frustration in one breath. Women, like men, have the same tendency to " turn away once you've pulled up your pants ." Once the pleasure fades, it's time to settle.

	My father seemed to be deep in thought, silent, yet savoring a certain satisfaction. My mother, as if playing the lute to a cow, hummed a few words through her nose and said, " Are you still going to do it? It's best if you don't come. I have a lot of work to do . "

	Hearing this, the father immediately perked up and said impatiently, " Keep going, it's almost there. " At the same time , he used one hand to signal the mother to lift her hips, while the other hand was fiddling with her below. After a while, " Hmm ~" , accompanied by the mother's moan, the father's thick, long and dark penis once again sank into the mother's vagina.

	　　This time, the mother really did not " cooperate " and just waited for the father to make the effort alone. She didn't even make any sound anymore, just like a traditional Chinese wife who did not seek physical satisfaction but just completed a fixed task.

	After a while of this " boring " silence, my mother suddenly spoke up, " Why don't you ask your son how his high school studies are going ? Hmm . " My mother , normally a woman of few words, let out a seductive sound at the mention of me, which really set my mind on a new level. And then, even without my mother telling me, my father would be asking questions. He's the typical man who wants his son to succeed, and at this stage, the only way to gauge his success is through academic performance. My father, slow to react, managed to calmly reply, " I'll ask Director Liu (the director of our school's moral education department, from the same town) for his homeroom teacher's phone number. I can't trust him just by what he says. " My mother didn't reply, and they resumed their gentle sexual intercourse, making this conversation seem quite baffling. Was my mother trying to calm my father down and make the awkwardness of the previous experience go away? Or was she deliberately trying to tell me, looking out the window?

	about a minute , perhaps realizing that the man beneath her was physically satisfied thanks to her, and that she was somehow " contributing , " and that his earlier outspokenness seemed like a mistake, she took the opportunity to bring up some issues that usually lead to conflict. Talking in bed is unreliable, but it's also easier to do.

	My mother began to cooperate , wiggling her plump buttocks and then abruptly saying, " Hmm ... I'm going back to my parents' home in early December ~ Hmm . " It was only when she started to move that she began to moan with genuine desire.

	My father seemed to react strongly to these words, of course with deep displeasure. He immediately stopped thrusting his lower body. His tone became much more indifferent, and he asked, " What are you going back for ? "

	The mother was like a cat whose tail was stepped on. She was even more dissatisfied than the father. Just because of the questioning and disagreement in the father's tone, she stopped grinding the disc.

	A woman's return to her parents' home has always been a source of conflict in our community. From my observations since childhood, men seem to be deeply resistant to their wives returning to their parents' homes thousands of miles away. The length of the journey and the time involved make men feel a temporary loss of their personal connection and dominance, a feeling of unease and resentment fueled by male chauvinism. It doesn't matter where a man is, or whether he's with his wife, but they often expect her to be with their new family, their lives revolving solely around their new one, rarely returning to their parents' home, and seemingly wanting to cut ties with their original families forever. Of course, this applies specifically to women whose parents' homes are far away. Then there's the issue of caring for children and the elderly. My mother, clearly a woman with a deep attachment to her homeland and her family, coupled with her stubborn and unyielding character, must have been deeply resentful and resentful of her husband and other members of her new family (actually, my grandmother) obstructing her small requests.

	　　In short, I've been aware of this problem since I was a child. Because I was young and faced financial difficulties, my mother mostly tolerated it all, but I'm aware of the resentment that built up within her.

	fair , I also find it hard to understand my father's thoughts, but he doesn't seem so heartless. In the early years, when he made money through shady means, he generously allowed my mother to help her family. In recent years, my mother has returned to her family's home, but not as often, maybe once every two years.

	In any case , this is an irreconcilable contradiction until my father changes his stubborn thinking.

	　　This time the mother did not reply directly, but said hatefully, " Hey ~ Li XX , it seems like you are very unhappy about me going back to my parents' home, right ? "

	Maybe the father also felt the mother's resentment, and said with a guilty conscience, " It's so far away, why do you always go back ? "

	The mother was furious and her voice became louder, " Do you have any conscience? When have I always gone back? The last time was two years ago . "

	My father , on the other hand, wanted to continue the sex even in this situation and tried to move again. However, after a few strokes, he was restrained by my mother. He said aggrievedly, " I'm never able to attend any weddings in my in-laws' family. When they ask me questions, I don't know how to answer. " Then he said firmly, " My niece's getting married this time, and I have to go back no matter what. " Then he continued , " Look at X Lin, he even accompanied his wife home personally. Who is as mean as you? " " If I had known , I wouldn't have married and moved to Guangdong . "

	After being scolded so harshly, my father was temporarily speechless. Frustrated, he fucked my mother a few times. Perhaps seeing that my father was feeling guilty and giving in, my mother's anger eased a little and she stopped resisting physically. " Uh-huh ... I ... my second brother asks me every day ... um ... can I go back? "

	Seeing that things seemed to be going well, the father thrust harder. But the mother, in her pleasure, said calmly, " I don't need to ask you for money to go back to my parents' home. Why do you object? " Her tone tinged with a hint of independent pride and superiority. Indeed, the main reason she couldn't return to her parents' home back then was her own lack of money, and while she was working, she had to take care of the children. Things were different now. The children were older, and more importantly, she had a decent job, earning enough to support her own return.

	Just hearing my mother say this, my father started to get upset again. When a woman no longer needs to rely on you financially and shows signs of independence, most men get upset. He fucked her hard, panting and stammering unhappily, " Yes ... You 're rich now, that's great ... "

	He didn't know what expression his mother gave him. He only heard her snort with disdain . But under the stimulation of pleasure, she couldn't help but moan, " Ah hum ..." , " Well ... I ... I spend my own money ... Oh ..." , and at the same time she moved her plump buttocks, " Well ... I want ... I can go whenever I want ... "

	They were obviously having sex, but they were also discussing other things, which made sex seem very normal. This was weird and exciting, and it also gave me the illusion that sex is a normal thing, so what's the big deal about what happened between me and my mother?

	Seeing that his mother was already somewhat arrogant, his father's jealousy overflowed into the sky. He began to confront her again and wanted to try to oppose her, " Why go ... what about Aunt (what we call mother after marriage here) and Sister ? "

	My mother paused, and I seemed to see that the feeling of irritability had come over her again, but she was still trying her best to restrain herself, and said impatiently, " Call your second sister over when the time comes . "

	My father raised his voice and said, " Oh ~ He must be free . "

	The mother stopped completely and said in a sharp voice, " So what if you don't have time ? Can't Auntie be at home by herself ? It's not like she can't move . "

	　　When talking about his old mother, the father became even more angry. " Don't worry, if something happens, " and then continued in an unquestionable tone, " Don't go back this time . "

	　　Finally, my mother reached her breaking point. She coldly shouted, " Li XX , I don't need your permission right now . " After saying this, she even showed signs of moving away from my father, beginning to roll over, no longer concerned about exposing me. I could tell she was truly furious. I quickly closed the curtains and stepped aside. This was also due to the fact that their unpleasant conversation had dampened my passion.

	Then I heard a thud, followed by a quarrel. I didn't want to listen, so I deliberately blocked out the sound and walked a few steps away. From childhood to adulthood, I have not heard many quarrels between my parents, so I found it particularly harsh and a heavy negative energy for me psychologically.

	a minute later, no sound came from inside. I wondered, was it all over? Should I leave then? I'd gotten enough today. Enough to fuel my fantasies for a long time. Just as I was thinking this, I heard my mother's clear, sharp voice from inside, " Get out! I don't want to be with you anymore . "

	There was another thud, as if something had hit the bed . " Ah ...

	So I returned to the same spot and repeated my old trick. I didn't even consider the risk of my father finding out. The scene before me made me cover my mouth, forgetting even to breathe.

	　　" Li XX , let me go! I said I won't do this anymore !" Mother struggled to resist. But at that moment, she and Father were both facing me. The difference was that they seemed to be kneeling and nestled together. Father's head was pressed against Mother's ear, one hand grasping her waist, the other roughly kneading her ample breasts. Fortunately, Father's eyes were fixed on Mother, so he didn't seem to notice me.

	hands , as if trying to leave. Her body was like a struggling fish, twisting and turning in panic, " Li XX , what's wrong with you ?"

	No matter what, I finally saw my mother's expression, finally saw her seductive and plump front. As a bystander, I had a more real sense of " participation " , and my blood immediately boiled and my breathing became rapid.

	　　" Pa " , with a loud sound, the father's waist and abdomen hit the mother's elastic buttocks hard, " Hmm ..." , the mother let out a muffled groan that seemed to be in pain, and the hands that supported her body clenched into fists. Her whole body seemed to be hit in the vitals, and she became limp, frowned, pursed her lips, and looked embarrassed. The other hand that was trying to push away the father also uncontrollably supported itself back on the bed.

	If you want a woman to be unable to resist, you have to let her feel intense pleasure. The father obviously understood this principle. He continued to stick close to the mother's body, and his lower body moved like a high-speed motor. The obscene sound of flesh colliding rang out again and again, and the mother's plump breasts rippled and shook between the father's fingers.

	Even so, my mother still moaned fiercely, " Mm ... Li XX... you're going too far ... oh oh . " My father became even more excited, and he fucked this MILF who always made him unhappy, but whose body was so voluptuous and attractive.

	　　" Ah ... gently ... um ... gently ... ah ... Li XX" , my mother's mature body was shaking, her head was shaking as if resisting something, her slender and round thighs were tightly clamped together, this reaction seemed painful and uncomfortable, but I retrieved the primitive pleasure of human beings from it.

	　　Seeing that the mother had " surrendered " , the father gradually straightened his upper body and gently pushed the mother, completely making her kneeling and prone in a slutty and seductive position. He even lightly pressed the mother's waist to make her plump buttocks stick out more and more. The mother actually obeyed these small movements of the father under the stimulation of her lower body. Her little arms were supported on the bed, but her plump and firm breasts and head were almost touching the bed.

	The father held the mother's buttocks with both hands, and moved in and out of the mature woman's vagina with ease. However, his expression did not show that kind of ecstasy and comfort. There was a hint of gloom in his seriousness. He fucked her with unusual ferocity, perhaps because his mood had changed.

	　　“ Um … um … don’t … oh …” My mother had already closed her eyes lightly, but her head was still shaking. Her moans were long and trembling, which made my scalp numb. Gradually, her upper body swayed like waves under the impact of her buttocks, and she actually lifted it up, posing a standard kneeling posture that showed off her beautiful curves. Her expression was stained with a bit of confusion and ecstasy.

	My father wasn't that simple. I saw him staring down at my mother's buttocks, as if he were plotting something sinister. I couldn't help but imagine myself: if the mature woman I'd been dreaming about were to pose like this, with her mysterious and shameful parts completely exposed, her plump, sexually charged bottom facing me, I'd probably end up with a nosebleed and no one would be able to hold out for much longer.

	　　" Hmm ... slow ... hmm " , the mother seemed to be addicted to " dancing " herself , and suddenly her body stiffened, tensed, her waist arched, her brows twisted into a knot, and she closed her eyes completely, as if enduring more extreme pain, accompanied by trembling and sharp moans, " Ah ... why are you touching there again ... ah ... hmm ... no ... "

	She shook her head and turned back to her father with difficulty. She tried to push his waist and thighs with one hand again, shaking her head with a pleading look, her voice and eyes almost wet, " Um ... don't do it here . "

	It made me feel extremely comfortable and numb. Father , I wonder if you are rubbing Mother's anus again? Judging from his hand skills, it's almost the same.

	　　Despite her resistance, she didn't have the strength of her father . After being fucked hard by her father a few times, her head naturally returned to normal, and her plump breasts shook in a way that made me very confused.

	my mother twisting her body caused her head to look up from time to time, and soon our eyes met.

	I shuddered and the pleasure seemed to gush out; while my mother straightened her body, her face turned from flushed to pale, and her eyes showed disbelief, horror, and a special charm.

	　　" Hiss ~ Why is it tight again ~" This was my father's exclamation. How could he think that it was because of me.

	The mother stopped pushing her father away. She quickly withdrew her hand and covered her mouth, preventing any of the seductive woman's moans from coming out, and allowed her father to " ravage " her buttocks.

	　　" Ah ... hum hum hum ... no, " my mother shook her head, moaning in a sobbing tone that was so enticing that it made my ears ache. When she said no, was she asking me to stop watching, or to stop my father from doing such a thing? In short, if you didn't know, you would think this woman was really being tortured.

	Kneeling and facing me , I couldn't see the condition of my mother's fertile land. Only when she occasionally raised her head and back from being fucked could I see from between her two drooping breasts the thick pubic hair between her legs and on her mons pubis. It was like grass that had been turned over by cattle in the early morning, tilted here and there and full of moisture, with the soft flesh of her waist and abdomen trembling slightly above it. My mother had a plump figure, not skinny. Although she didn't have the flat, bony belly of a little girl, the flesh on her waist and abdomen added a bit of mature woman's charm.

	What is even more attractive is the groove on the back, which flows like a river on the earth towards a round hill. The two buttocks are surprisingly higher than the lumbar spine, and a log-like meat stick is moving in and out violently behind the mother's buttocks, as if trying to dig a tunnel.

	　　" Ah, ah ... stop ..." A sharp, seductive moan was followed by a desperate cry. My mother's face struggled and twisted, her features twisted together. Suddenly, her eyes widened. " Ah ... no ..." She shook her head, her upper body, already restless from the impact, trembling. I saw my father's large hand fiddling with something in the cleft of my mother's buttocks. From her reaction, I knew he was probably stimulating her anus again. This excretion channel is the most taboo part of a person, a place that brings extreme shame and normally has nothing to do with sex. But my mother was being controlled, her most embarrassing part being touched by another person. How could she, a traditional woman, bear it? She must have felt a huge sense of unease, shame, fear, and a bit of strange excitement. Don't forget, her son, was watching.

	My father's face was also twisted with excitement, and his eyes never left my mother's butt. He ignored my mother's resistance.

	　　“ Hmm … ah … don’t touch me … ah …” , the mother moaned tremblingly, then turned around to look at the father, pouting her lips and frowning, as if she was very aggrieved and uncomfortable, trying to pry her father’s hands apart, and then tried to push his thighs and waist away, but it didn’t work. In the stimulation of her lower body, the mother’s hands could not find the right target, and she could only feel a chaotic touch from behind.

	　　" No ... ah ..." After her butt crack was stimulated again, she gave up using her hands to free herself. She tried to move her knees, but with her son watching, she couldn't go any further. I could tell she wanted to escape. The father, of course, noticed it too, so he thrust harder and faster, the slaps becoming louder and louder. It was as if the mother was nailed to the spot. " Mmmmm ..." A series of reactions to the thrusts, her mouth muffled, unable to make clear moans.

	She closed her eyes, her face twitching, the expression of someone completely enduring the stimulation, yet trying to hold it back. " Hmm ... ahhh ... Li ... Li XX , I'll settle with you later ... hmm ..." Was this a sign of resignation? Or perhaps she'd become addicted to this pleasure ?

	But her upper body didn't give up trying to escape. Or perhaps it wasn't, just a response to her desire. Her buttocks were pinned firmly in place by her father, while her mother moaned with the utmost allure, " Hmm ... Oh ..." In ecstasy yet also with a touch of relaxation , her upper body alternately trying to thrust left and right, then undulating like a wave, no longer able to maintain a horizontal line. It was like some kind of dance move, except the lower half was different, only bending and swaying the upper body. A more vivid metaphor would be a lion dancer, relying on the core of her waist and abdomen to allow the upper body to move freely.

	It was just the soft, alluring sounds my mother made at that moment, the expression consumed by physical pleasure, the fluttering of her large breasts. Although she was struggling, I saw her as incredibly gorgeous, more like a seductive snake being held captive. You might think she was trying to show weakness and escape, but in fact, she was waiting for her chance, perhaps to bite back fiercely. The thought of this made my cock harden, and the intense tingling in my lower abdomen turned into a burning sensation that spread throughout my body.

	　　" Ah ... don't ... don't touch there ..." My mother 's voice was now weak, more like a murmur of pleasure. " Mmm ..." her moans almost escaping her nose as she lowered her waist, thrusting her proud buttocks high. A few strokes later, her head tilted back again. This time, she opened her eyes, only to remember that I was outside the window, witnessing all her shameful reactions. She was momentarily dazed, perhaps the physical stimulation taking over her mind. Her eyes were unfocused, their gaze seemingly piercing through me. " Mmm ... ah! " The force of the impact on her buttocks spread to her upper body, and her eyes gradually focused back on my face. Her mouth opened in shock, but no sound came out, and her lips trembled uncontrollably.

	After a few seconds, " Um ... Li ... Don't " , I don't know who she wanted to call , she frowned, as if she was extra stimulated, and couldn't help but let out a sound.

	We looked at each other, and my mother seemed to remember something. A brighter blush rose to her cheeks and went up to her ears. I could feel the scorching heat. Her hair was disheveled, wet with sweat and stuck to her forehead, cheeks and neck. Her expression began to show a hint of embarrassment, anger, and resentment. I finally understood the meaning of the word "charming".

	She suddenly thought of something and quickly clasped one hand across her breasts, as if she didn't want her son to see this lewd scene, because the swaying breasts were too conspicuous; or maybe she was just feeling too uncomfortable, because her large breasts were shaking uncomfortably. Whatever the case, it seemed like she was trying to cover up her mistake.

	she held her nipples horizontally actually gathered the drooping breast flesh together, making it appear fuller and rounder. A mature woman doing this only made me feel like there was an ambiguous atmosphere going on. My throat and lips, from the intense shock and stimulation, had forgotten to breathe or swallow normally and were already dry and burning.

	The more obvious the lust in my expression , the more embarrassed and angry she became. She even turned her head away, not daring to look me in the eye. However, the rhythmic trembling of her body became more intense. Her plump buttocks swayed, her white flesh shook, and a layer of fine sweat beads on her curvy back reflected the faint light. " Ah ... don't ... wuwu ..." Her head swayed back and forth uncomfortably . Although she tried her best to endure it, she couldn't control her sobbing voice that gave the listeners an electric shock. The sound was not loud, but it seemed to contain surging energy.

	She can't speak , and I won't leave. How will this end?

	　　" Hiss , why is it so tight today ..." my father muttered. " You said no, but you clearly like it here , " he continued with a smug look. Then he began to rub something in the groove of my mother's buttocks with his hand.

	　　" Ah ... are you a pervert ..." My mother didn't care about me and turned around to scold my father angrily.

	The more the mother resists, the more excited the father becomes. It seems that most men have this problem because this is the only way to better satisfy their desire for conquest.

	I couldn't see what he did, but except for his thumb, his other four fingers were digging into my mother's buttocks, trembling as if he was exerting force.

	　　" Ah ... don't ..." The mother stretched her neck, and her buttocks and upper body felt twitching. She wanted to lift it up and get rid of it directly.

	My father's other hand went straight around my mother's waist and embraced her. His expression was one of morbid excitement, and his pounding movements never stopped, pounding my mother into a state of trembling. " Hmm ... ahhh ..." My mother no longer covered her breasts, forcing both hands to support herself on the bed. She raised her head, her lower lip bitten so tightly that the teeth marks were clearly visible. She was probably looking at me, but her eyes were hazy and her head was shaking, as if telling me not to look at her ugly appearance again.

	I seemed to hear a buzzing in my head. What else could I say? I just took my cock out of my pants and jerked it madly. My mother's eyes were wide open in the haze. I wonder if she noticed my dirty behavior.

	　　" Ah ..." She suddenly opened her mouth and screamed. From the swaying of her mother's plump upper body, she knew that her father was sprinting forward from behind.

	　　“ Gentle … don’t … um …” The previous second , it was still a sad and lingering charming voice. The next second, mother suddenly stopped talking, looked at me, and said coldly, “ Li …” She paused again and continued, “ You bastard ~” Then facing the bed, “ Um … um … don’t … look …” , not there … um … ” A soft voice came from under her face, with a crying tone, like sobbing, but soft and limp, not painful but more like losing consciousness.

	　　This kind of moan not only did not make me feel pity for the woman, but it came from a mature and charming woman, who was also my mother. It only stimulated me to gasp and tremble all over.

	On the other hand , I have never seen such a violent father. This is the feeling he gives me at the moment. To put it bluntly, it is like a small person who finally has the opportunity to abuse his power and treat those who once looked down on him in revenge.

	He panted like an old cow, his face ferocious, and he wanted to put all his strength into his woman's plump buttocks, but no matter how hard he hit, he couldn't break them. He was excited and anxious, so he could only resort to other means, such as playing with his mother's anus, which made him extremely embarrassed. His hands were almost always moving in his mother's buttock groove.

	He gritted his teeth and said, " You like going back to your parents' home so much ~" , his waist and abdomen swung violently, and his fingers on the buttock groove exerted force secretly.

	Perhaps she was truly feeling unwell now. " Ah ..." The mother , recovering from her near-sobbing state, complained, " Li XX , why are you taking it out on me ?" " You 're incompetent and your bad mood is none of my business ."

	The father's reaction to his mother 's reaction naturally infuriated him even more. The most damaging thing for a man's self-esteem isn't being called incompetent in bed, but rather being incompetent in real life. He has no choice but to continue his own way, venting his frustrations in his own way. Inflicting physical and mental humiliation and pain on someone whose self-esteem has been bruised often brings an indescribable pleasure, transcending ordinary physical and mental pleasure.

	　　" Hiss ... it hurts ..." The mother gasped, her face showing real pain, and her knuckles that were tightly gripping the flyer were trembling and turning white.

	Seeing this, I also frowned, and the passion that was about to burst out was forcibly retreated. She is my mother, how can I let her use pain to fulfill her twisted desires?

	My father must have realized he'd gone too far. He seemed to stop his movements and concentrate on using his penis. He was still afraid of a falling out. In my impression, he was a man with a certain level of self-control and a sense of self-control. For example, when he gambled, he never recklessly took action, which was evident. Only then did my mother's expression relax a little.

	But the father was obviously not satisfied with this. He stared at the peach buttocks in front of him, thinking about something.

	He leaned over my mother's back and whispered something in her ear, but I couldn't hear it. But my mother seemed to react strongly, her body froze, her eyes widened, and then she stared at me blankly.

	　　" You ... ah ..." , a cry of surprise returned to the moaning track. I was very sorry that I couldn't hear what my father said that could have given my mother such a great stimulation.

	After whispering , my father straightened his body again and started thrusting hard. This sex scene seemed to last too long, and I finally saw signs that my father was at the end of his strength.

	My mother was also twisting her upper body seductively, moaning softly, her expression was extremely gorgeous, greedy and enjoying herself, she seemed to be ignoring me directly, but her seductive eyes were clearly trying to entangle me. It made my blood boil, my breathing quickened, my desire rose again, and I started to stroke my cock.

	The closer a man gets to this stage, the more stupid or bold he will be.

	He suddenly slowed down and said calmly, " That's a butt that even a high school student couldn't control . " My mother and I were both stunned , each seeming to interpret it in our own way.

	Then my mother turned her head, but in this position she couldn't fully face my father. It was more like a natural movement and attitude expressed in a state of urgency, as if she was a little anxious. She gave my father a dagger-like look, and gently pulled her hair to the other side with her fingers, revealing her full cheeks and flushed, round ears. The movement revealed the gentleness of a mature woman, and the simplicity moved me deeply. I was a little confused and mistakenly thought she was looking at me, talking to me. She scolded me with shame and anger, pretending to be fierce, " Um ... Li XX , what do you mean ... Um ..."

	Unexpectedly , the " words and actions " of the father just now were just a preparation for action. He took a deep breath, with a strange look on his face. He first returned to the accelerated state, knocking the mother's head back to the right side, " Um ... um ... ah ..." , facing the bed, the neatly tied hair fell down again, the two big round and full fleshy lumps on the chest rolled back and forth as if trying to break free, and the peach-shaped fat buttocks that were constantly pierced by the man's penis became more and more raised unconsciously.

	It seemed that all his physical strength and attention were on the buttocks of the woman in front of him. Then the father spoke in a vague manner, " A high school student like your son . " Although he spoke clearly, it felt like these few words had consumed a certain amount of his energy. Then, as if he had finished reading some kind of instruction, he thrust harder, causing obvious waves of flesh to appear on the mother's tight and strong buttocks and legs.

	　　Now I'm starting to feel a bit worried and suspicious. He brought me up for no reason. Could it be that my father has noticed something? Of course, the problem isn't with my mother, but rather that he's discovered my lust for her. Thinking back, it's possible. It's not so much my real-life behavior towards my mother, but rather the pornographic content and pornographic movies I've been browsing on my computer, especially the search bar history ... Although I try to clear it as consciously as possible , there are always times when I can't. In fact, some search bar history simply won't clear at all. Just clicking on it automatically pops up and reveals everything.

	But he never hinted at being upset, so I felt relieved. Perhaps men are just careless and didn't pay attention so carefully, let alone deliberately look up various historical records.

	I don't know if it was my father's words or his increased speed, but my mother's entire body seemed to be uncontrollably twisting and turning in time with the man's rhythm. " Hmm ... ah ... no ... don't talk nonsense ... " Her moans trembled in between, adding to the unrestrained pleasure. This kind of woman's passionate and charming swaying, in a vulgar way, feels a bit slutty. The more I watched, the more it resembled the heroines in the incestuous porn movies I'd seen, the image of countless young Japanese teachers superimposed on my mother. I wanted to ask loudly with morbid pleasure, "Mother, are you really making these movements and sounds?" She completely ignored me at this moment. Of course, at this point, I had no more burdens to bear. All I could do was enjoy it, an unprecedented enjoyment. It was as if the three of us had reached some kind of " tacit understanding " to release this desire.

	　　Beneath the slapping sound came the gurgling slurry of moisture being rubbed against each other. Without even looking, one could easily imagine the constant oozing of moisture. " Wow ... tsk, tsk, tsk ... tighter and tighter, more wet !" the father exclaimed vulgarly, his eyes, gradually clouded by desire, now gleaming with a glint of brilliance, as if he had mastered some secret to bliss.

	Hearing the " user " 's straightforward evaluation of his mother's feelings below, my abnormal thoughts became even stronger. I held my cock and the " realm " of my sexual fantasy became richer.

	　　" Hmm ... Oh ..." The man's aggressive movements were unrelenting, but my mother remained composed, her movements expressing a sense of comfort. She clenched and unclenched her fists repeatedly, her words oblivious to her usual reactions . This reaction, however, only served to evoke some of my own sexual quirks: my mother's profound awareness of her own subconscious superiority, yet her composure towards it, the quiet confidence of a woman with a long history of experience, held a special allure for a young person like me.

	The mother 's reaction makes the father feel comfortable and satisfied, but it is not enough. At the end of a sexual intercourse, both men and women want more, even if it is something extravagant.

	The father struck while the iron was hot and blurted out even more outrageous words, " Why is it that whenever you talk about your son, your vagina starts to bite people ... ah!? " The " ah " was shaken continuously, as if all the strength was poured into it and transferred to the fucking of his lower body.

	The mother let out a shrill moan, and her plump buttocks frowned. The reaction was not violent, but it gave people the feeling that the most sensitive point was touched, and a shameful and secret thing was exposed.

	　　Unable to utter a single moan, I could only gasp and accuse my father, " Ha ... ha ... Li XX , you have to be so disgusting, don't you? " Honestly, neither my father nor I could determine the cause and effect. But my presence must have had some influence. Hearing their "performance" sent a new wave of turmoil through me . Even without stroking my cock, the urge to burst forth inside me grew stronger and stronger.

	The father was speechless. He held his mother's smooth buttocks with both hands and thrust them quickly, as if he was just one step away from success.

	　　" Oh ... um ... hurry ... um ... I can't take it anymore ..." The mother began to moan in short, high-pitched voices again. The familiar feeling was like a clear spring about to gush out was blocked. The long-lasting fucking finally paid off. It seemed that from them, but more from the mother, a dampness was felt. The sweat in the grooves of the backs was more dazzling, the gurgling sound from the lower body was more obvious, and the obscene hair from the lower abdomen was like grass washed by a flood. " Ouch ... don't ... ah ..." The head seemed to be shaking in pain , and the tone of the moaning was full of moisture, sounding like aggrieved sobs. It was more of a complex reaction of being unable to bear the huge pleasure, which was unbearable both physically and psychologically.

	My mother 's state was like a taut string, ready to snap at any moment. Sometimes, a broken string can elevate the performance. Having tasted the sweetness of it, my father, with his strength concentrated in his lower body, dragged out what seemed like a long sentence. " This ... huh ... you want to go back to your mother 's so badly ... ahem ... why not let your son go back too? " As he spoke , he reached under my mother's belly and rubbed it hard. " Ah, um ... you're ... you're going to kill yourself ... you dare say anything ..." My mother responded with a wheezy breath, her head almost lowered to the bed. Then, belatedly realizing what was happening, her back arched slightly and she shuddered as if she had been electrocuted.

	It took only a few seconds for her to lower herself, as if regaining her composure. With a strangely determined air, she raised her head and gazed out the window at me. In reality, I didn't make eye contact; we exchanged glances, each with its own thoughts. I simply wanted to read her expression for more of the wonderful things that would stimulate me. And every time my father mentioned me, my mother hadn't directly pointed out the absurdity of his words; she'd only reacted with natural irritation. It seemed she knew that to dwell on this topic was to fall into a trap.

	My heart started beating wildly and I wondered if my mother had also begun to feel that such a thing was not so unforgivable.

	The moment she looked up , she bit her lip, her teeth bared, stifling the rapid gasps and sultry moans. Aside from the swaying of her hips and the swaying of her breasts, she seemed in control of her body, a certain tranquility evident. Her charming, mature face flushed with a charming blush. Initially, her gaze was as calm as water, but it didn't last. Just as those impressive, perky, round D- cups swayed before me, no amount of resistance could erase the sensual intensity. Her eyes, like a pool of churning water, gradually blurred. The narrow corners of her eyes and her long, thick lashes trembled slightly, as if expressing resentment, rebuke, helplessness, and a hint of indefinable emotion, all capable of stirring the most primal male desire. My body nearly lost control, wanting to " float away . " I wanted to immediately press her mature, charming body beneath me, gaze upon her gorgeous face, her eyes so tantalizing, and release my full virility inside her.

	I swallowed hard, my mind pounding with lust. She saw clearly how immature I was, my self-control practically nonexistent in the face of a mature woman. Some things can never be washed away.

	My father was clearly absorbed in his own sexual activity, oblivious to my mother's " actions . " He continued pounding her fleshy buttocks, but strangely enough, the tangled strands of hair flying, the enticingly luminous breasts, seemed not to belong to her. She bit her lip, her mouth slightly parted, but without a sound, she suddenly looked at me with a gentle gaze, as if deliberately revealing her maternal radiance. I hadn't expected to see such a rare, loving look from her in this absurd situation. Obscene and sacred, they coexisted harmoniously.

	It seemed to suggest that this woman, having no other recourse for her son's moral depravity, was attempting to awaken and influence him through maternal instinct. For a moment, I was dazed, my rising desire seemingly stagnating. It's just that this encounter didn't last long, and it's so memorable that I've described it so thoroughly. The aura of " sacredness " was immediately shattered by the lewd scene.

	I don’t know what my father did again, but my mother looked uncomfortable, as if she was suddenly stimulated. “ Ah …” , an uncontrollable moan came from her mouth which was not closed to begin with.

	She covered her mouth in panic, as if it was a natural reaction , and glanced at me meaningfully, then bit her lower lip, one hand and head turned back, her hand was protecting somewhere on her butt, and she was pulling at her father's hand, and her head was shaking like a rattle, as if begging, negotiating, helpless, dissatisfied, and spoke with a mixture of gasps and despair, " Ah ... don't touch me there ... ah ... "

	My father didn't respond but didn't seem to stop. He increased the speed of his thrusts. I had the illusion that his strength and speed knew no limit.

	My mother had no choice but to let go of my hand and lean back onto the bed, her head slammed back. " Hmm ... uh ... ah ... " she lowered her head . Short gasps and suppressed moans filled my ears. The sound of her breath, her voice, and the movement of their intercourse seemed tinged with a slick, hot, and wet quality. Every sound was enough to stimulate my pleasure nerves and drive me to extreme addiction.

	her son watching, the mental torment of having her genitals rubbed, and the surging pleasure in her lower body all combined to make his mother clench her fists so hard that the veins on the backs of her hands practically popped. " Ah , um ... Li XX , I hate you so much ... ugh , " she cried with determination , yet it also sounded like a desperate, reckless abandon. Within seconds, the gripping gasps and moans , like tributaries finally merging into a mighty river, became gentler, the rapids of a valley river dwarfed by the current. " Mmm ... wuwu ... no ... wuwu... wuwu ..." The scene was like a gangster finally physically and psychologically crushing a stubborn hostage.

	Compared to the clearer and more charming regular humming and panting, this low and slow crying tone seemed to make my soul twitch, my body and mind were whipped by something invisible, but the twisted pleasure was so strong that my whole body was boiling and hot and I couldn't think.

	The father also spoke with difficulty, " Well ... I thought about it ... my son really can't go back ... back to his mother's home . "

	I mentioned to my mother was undeniable. She seemed to be shaking her head in pain, " No ... don't ... wuwu ... ti ... uh ..." , her sobbing gasps were intermittent, and she was trembling more and more.

	I only cared about my mother's reaction and didn't pay attention to the details of my father, but I knew that his big hands never left my mother's buttocks, and he must be doing shameless things. I just heard him continue to talk, " Why not ... let Li Yuqing do it ... here " , when he spit out the last three words , he sounded particularly sick, rapid and excited.

	My mother 's butt twitched again, as if scalded by something. Her waist arched and then fell rapidly. I heard her sobs grow more pronounced, as if overwhelmed by overwhelming grief, unable to contain her moans. " Li ... hum ... Li Yuqing ... um ... ah ... ? " Suddenly , her voice sobbing, she raised her head, her rosy eyes brimming with spring water, but her expressionless face stared at me, as if she had just recovered from a brutal beating. My heart trembled. But the greater shock, of course, came from their " conversation , " which set my heart pounding. It was impossible to tell whether my mother's " talk " was directed at my father or me, and it was getting closer and closer to my perverse thoughts, driving me mad.

	I licked my dry lips, my Adam's apple rolled, and the look in my mother's eyes was indescribable.

	　　" Ah ..." As if echoing my erotic desire, my mother stopped crying and let out a hollow, high-pitched moan, filled with unspeakable despair. But I told myself not to be afraid. My dearest was experiencing the greatest human pleasure, and it was unique, because it was unlikely that any other woman would be fucked in this situation.

	My mother looked at me, completely naked, her sobbing voice echoing once again that afternoon. " No ... wuwu ... Li Yuqing ... umm hum hum hum ..." Her choked gasps became continuous, making it feel like tears would burst forth like a flood at any moment. When my mother mentioned my name, it felt like she was speaking to me, dragging me into this " drama . " I was suddenly overwhelmed by her " transformation , " feeling a little unfamiliar.

	my father 's various efforts, my mother looked at me somewhat numbly. Suddenly, her whole body seemed to be still. She stretched her neck, tilted her head upwards, and no longer looked at me. The watery light in her eyes retreated, and the concentrated focus was also broken. She became disorganized as if in surrender, and the whites of her eyes rolled up uncontrollably. An expression mixed with refreshing, repression, fatigue, and struggle appeared on that mature face that was extremely unfamiliar to me but had a charm to me.

	All movement in my world came to a sudden halt. I didn't even notice what my mother's next reaction would be, how they would " end " in the end. Under the influence of my mother's expressive face, the stimulation I had endured for so long finally came out. As if my soul had been scattered, my legs gave way, and I slumped down, leaning against the wall, ending my " voyeurism . "    

	 

	 

	Chapter 34

	after watching the lewd and incredibly exciting scene for so long, seemed to have a mind of their own, eager to look elsewhere. I only remember that at the end, my vision was dominated by the distant trees and hills, which kept circling in my sight. Perhaps my father was making his final sprint, the crashing sound was fierce, or perhaps my mother was moaning in release or crying out in despair, but I couldn't hear them.

	I lost consciousness for a moment . Then, a moment later, a wave of panic washed over me. I forced myself to hold myself together , then scrambled around to the window at the other end of the balcony, climbed into the utility room at the foot of the stairs, went downstairs, and exited through a side door. Something inside me urged me to flee, but there was nowhere else to go. I headed for the collective ancestral home. It was only then that I noticed my father's taxi was parked behind the home, just out of the sun. But I didn't think much of it. After all, he had returned, enjoying his rights as a husband, or rather, eagerly fulfilling his duties. I sat on the threshold of the ancestral home's courtyard.

	　　This has always been my spiritual refuge, a place of contemplation. Often, when I've felt restless and lost, I've found peace here. Of course, I'm not conversing with the gods or confessing my sins to my ancestors, but the carved beams and painted buildings, etched with the marks of time, and the lush moss in the courtyard, wash away my negativity.

	I looked up at the clear sky through the patio, and at the corner of my parents' room. Everything just now seemed like a dream, but the mature mother's sweet moans and ecstatic expression that appeared almost in front of me were replaying in my mind all the time. Even the sage time after being released could not resist the physiological rise at this time.

	Of course, my desire wasn't as strong anymore, but it still lingered with a flurry of emotions. Even at this point, the evil thoughts were still there, so you can imagine how thrilling and subversive everything that had just happened was. But I also had a clear mind: how to face my mother, how to end this, how to land softly. While for some reason, she couldn't confront me right then and there, there was no guarantee she would initiate the trial at the right time.

	I remember when I was in the first grade , I stole 5 yuan from my grandmother and " squandered " it . It was a huge amount of money for a kid at that time, as a long spicy strip was only ten cents. After the deed was exposed, I was hung up and beaten by my mother here. I was really tied up and hung up like a pig being sold. I couldn't hide or protect the more painful parts of my body. I had to endure the most painful physical pain in history, crying until I almost died.

	Back then , a certain kind of " heritage " persisted. The ancestral halls and large collective courtyards, symbols of clan culture, became places for educating children in special circumstances. Later, they gradually withdrew from people's lives, their former function as a place for clan meetings and education no longer functioning. Individuals moved into their own red brick houses, and the bonds of blood ties stretched, becoming increasingly tenuous, their significance becoming increasingly diminished. The ancestral courtyards were completely deserted and gradually fell into disrepair. Only on the first and fifteenth days of the lunar month would incense be lit there, but it was almost impossible to tell who lit them. It seemed as if everyone had a tacit understanding, perfectly staggered, and the various incense sticks testified to their presence.

	The old house has nurtured at least several generations and several lines of people. When the family has grown to a certain size, it no longer welcomes new clan members. However, all the elders will return here for their final journey as their lives draw to a close.

	I shook my head. It was ridiculous. Why did I feel like my life was coming to an end? I looked at the moss under my feet and thought, "I wish my mother would spank me here like she did when I was a child." If only she would spank me, the knot in my heart would disappear. What I fear most is the " cold violence " that acts as if you're not there . That's what torments me, like I'm severing ties with her.

	In this building, once a symbol of the old society's maintenance of feudal structures, I couldn't help but feel a growing sense of ethics and moral principles. My thoughts, and even some of my words and actions, seriously challenged these very concepts. If this were known in the old society, I would have faced physical punishment. Fortunately, none of this would normally be known.

	But I couldn't stay any longer. It felt like some kind of rule was constantly tormenting me. So I fled, my heart still stagnant, and I wandered off into the fields, lost and bewildered. Perhaps I simply didn't want to return to the house and face my mother so soon. And as a " guilty " person, I couldn't go to my friend's house either. Only the open fields could contain my sin.

	Before I knew it , I had reached the outskirts of the reed marsh. As if possessed, I resolutely slipped inside, reached the dry grass pile in the center, and lay down on the mat. The wind couldn't reach me, and even though the reed tips swayed, I felt like I was on an isolated island. This secluded little world gave me a sense of security, even a sense of comfort, much like the saying, " Even if the wind blows me away all night, I remain by the shallow waters of the reeds ." The sun was about to set over Jiangcun, and I would sleep here for eternity. There was no other way.

	　　The sky above me was bright, and after a short nap, I couldn't help but open my eyes. My vision was pale, and my mind was clear. Then the most stimulating scene emerged: what I had just seen and heard. How could I remain calm? I estimated that the aftereffects of this shock would linger for months, and I would relive it anytime, anywhere.

	My penis reached its strongest state at an unprecedented speed. If I wasn't afraid of being seen by others, I would have wanted to masturbate towards the sky.

	　　This was a major breakthrough for me, a fulfillment of some obsession. From hearing the sounds at night, the figures struggling in the dim light, finally seeing and hearing the details clearly in broad daylight. Even if I'd watched countless pornographic films and stories, seeing it with my own eyes was like a nuclear bomb dropping in my heart.

	　　This kind of shock does not make me feel uncomfortable at all, but only makes me marvel at the magic of women and arouses my strongest primitive desires.

	　　My parents' intense sexual encounter had just unfolded, long and vividly, with all the images and sounds spinning in my mind, making it impossible to piece together a definitive picture. But my mother's breaths, hums, and moans, mingled with pleasure, repression, cloyingness, allure, even indulgence, relentlessly replay in my ears. And after discovering my presence , these sounds and sounds were infused with uneasiness, panic, nervousness, shame, and embarrassment, becoming even more vivid, captivating, and profoundly impactful to my body and soul .

	The expression was exactly the same , with a flushed face and sweat-soaked hair firmly stuck to the face. The most attractive parts of a woman, the swaying breasts, the perky buttocks, the grooves of the back, were all sweaty, shiny and lewd. These scenes are deeply engraved in my mind.

	When I think back , it feels like it's happening right before my eyes. The steaming heat of desire, the fragrance of a mature woman irrigated and moisturized, seems to envelop my face again. For a moment, I even wonder if that was my mother. Is it possible that when people do this, they are possessed by something? How could such behavior occur in her? This is something that only my father could witness. Before I saw it with my own eyes, this should have been beyond my comprehension.

	Father , I thought of my father, the man who rightfully and legitimately enjoyed my mother's other feminine charm. On this day, I didn't actually feel the same suffocating pain I'd felt before, just a complex, indescribable feeling. But thankfully, unlike some online stories about sons suffering so much, why should I feel this pain? It wasn't someone else's involvement, nor was it a violation of human ethics.

	I should be thankful that my father was in charge of all this; it was the perfect environment for me to be the first to witness my mother's alluring side. A multitude of emotions filled me, and since they were legally married, who could say such a thing was out of place? Yet, my feelings and thoughts were dominated by pure lust, which in turn allowed me to tap into a powerful, forbidden passion. A mother who still maintained her full role as a wife was what most appealed to a young man like me who loved mature women; it offered the thrill of both lechery and incest. Envy reached its peak, and the desire to take her place reached its peak, sending a thrill of comfort through my soul.

	I can’t take it anymore. I think I’ll go crazy if I don’t masturbate.

	　　Just as I was about to make my move, I heard a cacophony of ducks. Feeling guilty, I paused and waited for the noise to fade. It was evening, and the families who had been chasing the ducks out to the shallow river to feed had already begun to return home.

	The reeds hid me, so I wasn't afraid of being discovered. Actually, it wouldn't matter if I was discovered here; burrowing into fields like this was one of the joys of farm kids. I glanced at the sky, but it was all right. It had to be faced eventually. Before I knew it, I was following the flock of ducks, wandering somewhat unsteadily along the path through the fields, feeling somewhat uneasy and uneasy.

	I made this round trip twice in one day , and I felt the same uneasy and heavy mood on the way back. When I arrived at the door of my house, I looked for my mother's figure, thinking that seeing her in advance would help me adjust my mood.

	So, comically, I walked, looking around like a thief on the prowl, or a thief cautiously leaving the scene of a theft. The more deliberate I was, the more unexpected it became. Turning a corner, still glancing sideways, I bumped into a tall, plump figure. It wasn't much force, but I bounced back like I'd hit a wall of flesh. It felt so soft, and I didn't notice where I'd bumped into her. Who else could this person be but my mother?

	We both " tacitly " didn't exclaim, but I felt guilty when I met her eyes. It was a slightly indifferent look that didn't show any emotion, and it was fleeting. Without staying for long or saying anything, she picked up the stainless steel basin and went to wash the vegetables.

	　　Reality, however, defies convention. Even after this incident between us, my mother showed no signs of shame, embarrassment, or confusion. Was I still immature? This unconventional development actually left me feeling a bit confused.

	I went inside and turned on the TV on the first floor, hoping the vibrant sound of the pharmacy ads would dispel the strange atmosphere. This atmosphere probably only existed between my mother and me.

	at dusk , the hustle and bustle of daily life drifts through the air. The sounds of cooking from the neighbor's house, the last cries of chickens and ducks before they're caged, and the scolding of adults as they discipline naughty children all blend together. Ordinary yet vivid, they compose a moment in the memory of countless people's hometowns. Yes, life goes on as usual. What's there to be afraid of?

	　　The sound of " qie , qie , qie" is the sound caused by the scraping and collision between the iron shovel and the iron pot. It comes from my kitchen over and over again, indicating that the hostess is giving the big pot the final cleaning and shoveling away the remaining water on the pot.

	I mustered up my courage and resolutely went into the kitchen. I sat in front of the stove, lowered my head, and silently added hay and pine needles into the stove. After lighting the fire, I continued to repeat this action mechanically to keep the flames dancing actively.

	My mother still said nothing, tacitly " accepting " my help. The food made a crisp and sharp sizzling sound under the high temperature and hot oil.

	Coupled with the crackling sound of burning hay , there was always a kind of silence in the " noise " of the kitchen, which was unbearable. I still looked up at my mother, but unexpectedly met her cold and sharp gaze again, as if she had been observing me for a long time?

	Then she took a deep breath, the proud rise and fall of her chest all too obvious. Of course, now that I was wearing tinted glasses, I noticed this ordinary detail. I pretended to look into the pot with dismay, and my mother returned her gaze to the pot. I then secretly observed her back.

	Her usual relaxed demeanor, her light and smiling eyes, were now stern. Only the deft cooking gestures in her hands proved she could face everything with composure, without losing her role. Who could have imagined that this face, now somewhat melancholic and burdened with worry, had once shone with the most joyful spring colors not long ago?

	　　" Don't heat it anymore , " my mother finally said, her tone imperative, after a long while, as she began to plate the last dish. My heart, still pounding with anxiety, began to relax a bit. As long as she could still speak to me, everything would be fine.

	　　The meal was strangely quiet. My father, naturally, maintained his composed demeanor. My mother, usually a chatterbox, was completely absorbed in the food, her expression remaining calm. Even when I occasionally glanced over, she ignored me. After dinner, I didn't wait for my mother's " instructions " but instead cleared the dishes and washed them. I figured she wouldn't have to ask. My reckless behavior didn't seem to elicit a single change of mood from her. She wiped her mouth, put down her tissue, and left, even seeming somewhat relaxed.

	My father has always been indifferent to the outside world and did not notice the subtle changes today. For example, why was his wife, who used to nag him, so quiet today? I guess he usually treats women's nonsense as wind in his ears, and without the wind, he doesn't feel anything. As for my sister and grandmother, they are even more clueless.

	Needless to say, the same thing happened the next day at lunch. Mother and I had no communication, and the occasional encounter was fleeting. The only difference was that she would nag at my younger sister, and I felt like an outsider.

	Opportunities always come, and there's plenty of time and space for solitude , but I didn't wait for my mother's formal attack. I thought it would happen soon; even a day would be too long and unreasonable. Sometimes, in a trance, I feel like a villain who has tarnished the innocence of a decent woman. Now that I'm awaiting trial, how can I not be in constant fear? Damn it, when I compare it to yesterday's scene, I can't help but put myself in the protagonist's shoes, and a fire of evil easily ignites in my belly.

	　　This kind of " cold violence " left me feeling very uneasy and hanging, but I couldn't think of any effective words or actions to immediately improve the situation. When I was a child, my mother would treat me the same way if I made a mistake that was expressly forbidden, but over time, she would gradually return to normal, perhaps starting with a few scattered, stern words of criticism.

	I guess the remaining two days will not be easy either. I once had an idea that I might as well find a reason to go back to school after dinner tomorrow, spend some time in the Internet cafe, and have fun playing online games. Everything should be fine by the time I come back next time.

	After a moment of random thoughts, I pulled out my history book and uninterestedly read a few pages. Losing interest, I simply lay down for a nap. In the middle of a deep sleep, I was awakened by a voice calling out, " Li Yuqing, hurry up and get up ..." A bit annoyed by this forced interruption of my sweet dream , I replied softly, full of resentment, " Who's looking for me ... I want to continue sleeping . "

	　　" Why are you sleeping so much in the middle of the day? Get up !" the woman's voice continued, and I shuddered, awakening a bit. It was my mother. I struggled to sit up and looked at the door. Sure enough, there she was. My bad temper vanished, and I was delighted that my mother was finally communicating with me normally .

	I was a little overwhelmed , and asked in a doubtful yet cautious tone, " Mom? Why do you want me to get up ? "

	in her eyes , but she still gritted her teeth and said, " Come with me to the hillock to see the eucalyptus trees . " As if to explain why I had to go, " Yesterday I asked Lao Hong to help cut down the pine tree in front of your grandfather's grave. You can drive the men's motorcycle and bring back the branches . "

	I knew the pine tree my mother was talking about. It had only been planted a few years earlier and was only slightly thicker than my arm. It hadn't grown up yet. Later, when we visited the graves, we always felt that it was getting in the way of us swinging our hoes. My family members were always thinking about destroying it, but I didn't bother to care about other reasons.

	Since I was awake, my mother simply said, " Get up and come with me ," and went downstairs. My mother couldn't usually get my father to do something like this; he wouldn't do anything unless it was heavy labor. And since I was home, it was definitely my responsibility. I think my mother's hesitation was due to the shame and embarrassment that had just occurred yesterday, and now she had to confront the person who caused it in an unavoidable situation.

	This time, however, I went with the intention of helping my mother, without any undue thoughts. But I also felt a certain anticipation: how would she settle this matter with me? Would she break down some ethical constraints again? After all, her most intimate side had been completely exposed to me, her son, and the boundaries and barriers of her identity had been harshly challenged. Not to mention the many times we'd been " open and honest " before , when she'd also made mistakes of her own, acting beyond her motherly role.

	I went downstairs and pushed the motorcycle out the door. My mother was already waiting. It was cloudy at the moment, and the sun had disappeared somewhere, but there were no major dark clouds, so it shouldn't rain, although the weather forecast said there would be thunderstorms in some areas during the National Day holiday.

	My mother wore no hat, a coarse plaid shirt buttoned to the floor, looking quite plain. This, in fact, was exactly what I remembered women wearing during the busy farming season. Her cotton and linen trousers were slightly loose but crisp and stylish, allowing for easy movement and emphasizing the length and straightness of her legs. Fortunately, her face, now freed from her " full-time " rural peasant identity and tinged by the " semi-institutional " environment, had a certain liveliness and vitality. Her hair was tied in a simple ponytail, partly to the side, with a wisp of hair tucked behind her ear falling down, adding a touch of mature femininity. Well, if she smiled more, I'd be even more captivated by her.

	After I started the motorcycle, my mother sat on the back seat. We were silent the whole way, and there was no close contact, because she seemed to be deliberately sitting far back. There was plenty of space, and the Honda 125 could barely carry three people.

	　　At first, I was just a tool. Thanks to the protection of our ancestors, my family had a lot of dry land. I estimate it's more than an acre in total. But it wasn't continuous, but scattered here and there. On almost every side of the many hills and slopes divided by ravines and river valleys, my family's dry land was there. After arriving at our destination, I followed my mother, exploring the land as if she were inspecting her own territory. In fact, she was the only one exploring; I was completely distracted. I even didn't set foot on some plots of land, just waiting for her at the edge.

	Most of the dry land that once supported peanuts, corn, cassava, soybeans, mung beans, and mulberry leaves has now been planted with eucalyptus. There's no other way. With urbanization and industrialization, the Chinese people have more ways to create a better life with their own hands. They've gradually realized the disparity between effort and reward in farming. Furthermore, with the growing labor force in their families and their families moving far and wide, they no longer need to rely on their small plots of land for survival.

	near home are becoming barren, let alone the dry lands further afield. Most people are now selectively cultivating crops, such as peanuts, which yield high-quality, fragrant cooking oil; and cassava, a source of cornstarch with a relatively high market value .

	I recall, my family, or rather my mother, gradually withdrew from farming when I was in junior high school, but we could still cultivate some dryland crops because dryland crops did not require as much effort as rice.

	Yet, most of the land remains empty. While everyone knows the toxic effects of fast-growing eucalyptus on the soil , the trees require no maintenance and offer immediate returns. The buyers offer a one-stop service, and all you have to pay is the right to use the land. Villagers, with their predominantly small-scale farming mentality, naturally flock to the land, following the trend of planting eucalyptus trees, regardless of the risk of extinction .

	My mother wasn't behind the times . Besides a few pine trees , most of our dry land was planted with fast-growing eucalyptus trees, supposedly ready for harvest in three or four years. Like many other post -90s farmers, I grew up working in the fields, facing the earth. My childhood memories are of painful and exhausting farm work. However, as we reached a certain age, our studies shed our earthy roots, and we drifted further and further away from the land behind us. Gradually, we stopped paying attention to the state of our land, and we had little contact with it afterward.

	As the " patrol " progressed, the mountains were now deserted. Humans , returning to the wild , always feel the urge to unleash their wild nature, and behaviors related to sexual and physiological desires are undoubtedly the most passionate of these. Watching my " bustling " mother , I began to harbor unrealistic fantasies, even though she was so simple at the moment, even so tightly veiled that she didn't reveal a single alluring appearance.

	We didn't communicate much during that time , only my mother's soliloquy " comments " on what she saw and heard .

	Since junior high school, I have not fully devoted myself to the whole process of planting, raising and collecting these dryland crops at home. In addition, with the changes in the weeds and groves on the roadside, the boundaries of the ridges have become blurred. Except for the one that is easiest to recognize recently and the one I " visit " the most , the others are really hard to identify.

	There is no need to doubt their owners, who have poured in years of sweat and hard work. No matter how much the surrounding environment changes, my mother can still recognize them accurately.

	When we arrived at another hilly slope, facing the irregular plots of land, my mother stopped, turned her back to me, and suddenly said: " Do you know which piece belongs to your home ? "

	I glanced at it, bewildered. It was clear my mother didn't expect me to give an answer.

	I said embarrassedly, " I don't recognize it ..." , and I don't know if she heard me or not. I cut through the weeds and walked straight into the depths.

	　　" You need to recognize your homeland , " she continued. Following her guidance, I roughly made out the outlines and tried hard to find some reference points.

	Yes, we must never forget where we came from, remember the land that nurtured us, and remain eternally grateful. If I had the chance, I'd like to make full use of our family land. After all, it's only been cultivated for a short time, so it's still fertile and even more so because it's been cultivated.

	Judging from the inspection , there weren't any " surprises " in the eucalyptus trees ; perhaps my mother was just checking their numbers. Our final destination was near my grandfather's grave, where the trees were sparse and the open space was ample, making it easy to ride the motorcycle.

	of felled pine trees were covered with plastic bags to slow down, or perhaps even prevent, their re-emergence. For a moment, I felt it was cruel, like a form of suffocation and torture. Over the next few years, they would gradually lose their breath until they completely lost their vitality and became rotten wood.

	My mother picked some grass (I don't know what the scientific name is, it looks like rice seedlings), bent down, gathered the cut pine trunk and some branches together, then squatted down, prepared, stacked and tied them up.

	As she worked, she said, " Don't waste this firewood; it's so valuable for boiling water and cooking . " It's not that I didn't want to help; I'm sometimes not very good at this kind of manual labor, but I do have some strength.

	I realized that the sky was getting dark and a few dark clouds were brewing on the nearby hills. Looking further into the distance, it seemed that it was really raining on the other side of the mountain.

	our heads seemed to be flashing with lightning. It was a rare but not surprising thunderstorm in October .

	My mother looked up and saw, " It's going to rain, " and she quickened her movements. In my eyes, her body swayed more obviously.

	The wilderness aroused many wonderful imaginations, as if there were only my mother and I in this world, which quickly ignited my evil fire.

	　　The squatting posture on tiptoeing made the plump buttocks stretch the cotton and linen fabric exaggeratedly, and the edge of the underwear was tightly stretched to hold back the two buttocks that were opened like full moons. It seemed to be round and integrated, but clearly divided in the middle, like a standard peach, exuding a plump and juicy feeling, which made me want to pounce on it and take a bite.

	As my mother worked, her butt seemed to be thrusting and shaking towards me, attracting my attention. I was so fascinated by it that my breathing became rapid. I no longer felt anxious about the coming thunderstorm.

	her beautiful buttocks , I was still vaguely reminded of childhood memories. I don't know if it was because my mother was forgetful or because I was the only tiny little boy in her family, so she didn't hesitate. Sometimes after a bath, she'd be in her underwear, holding a towel to her chest, squatting in the room, rummaging through the drawers, finding bras and other clothes to put on. The same scene would occur when she changed clothes for other reasons, sometimes even wearing her underwear.

	My mother was still young at that time , and her skin was naturally much whiter and tenderer. She was squatting like she is now, with her calves supporting her thighs, supporting her smooth, round and elastic buttocks. The white body of the young woman seemed to be shaking in front of my eyes, and the half-exposed big, firm breasts on the side would also stroke the air a few times, and then disappear from the front and disappear from my sight.

	The smooth back line extends to the hips in an attractive curve, bending and contracting sharply, showing the plumpness of this part of the lower body.

	Of course, I wasn't deliberately trying to peek at such a young age. What do I know? It was just a child's natural habit to always follow my mother's eyes unless she closed the door.

	I'm pretty sure I didn't have any physical reaction , but I did feel something strange, as if I was looking at a side of my mother I shouldn't be seeing or discussing. Yet, nothing had ever instilled such curiosity and excitement in me, so I couldn't look away. And it wasn't curiosity at all; it was an inexplicable attraction. Perhaps it was just male nature at work. No wonder today's rampant feminism makes the astonishing claim that children as young as three are already sexually aware.

	At that time , I quietly observed her from behind. Mother, naturally, could sense my gaze. Because it wasn't lustful, she calmly and unhurriedly turned her head, a gentle smile on her face. Her beautiful peach eyes reflected a light, delicate gaze, yet not at all contrived. As if she knew it was her little son, she smiled and said, " Little Yuqing, what are you looking at me for? " or perhaps, " I'll be here soon after I get dressed . " Her love was boundless, brimming with the radiance of motherhood. At that moment, Mother was like a young girl, the pressures of life still uncorrupted. The unhappiness and resentment of daily life were still fresh. Perhaps it was because my father was doing well at the time. As a mother, she naturally revealed her most tender side to her child.

	Next, once my mother had found her clothes, she would stand up gracefully, turn around naturally to face me, and put on her pants. Because this was a quick move, I have no other memory of her lower body except for the occasional thick black mass between her legs (sometimes she was wearing underwear). But I could clearly see the two plump jiggling breasts on her upper body. The movement of bending over only made the breasts appear round and heavy. Putting on a bra was relatively cumbersome. The straps were buckled around her shoulders, and then my mother reached behind her, her movements quite skillful, tightening the bra that had been hanging loosely on her chest. Then she moved her hands in front of her body and adjusted them as if lifting them. The breasts left a final soft jiggling moment, and then became even fuller and more upright under the restraint of the bra.

	While she was getting dressed, she was educating me in a doting and nagging manner, always finding something to talk about.

	Because of these childhood memories, I later became so fascinated by my mother's actions in putting on and undressing her underwear. These images also planted the seeds of my own deviant thoughts. Naturally, my mother wouldn't think otherwise. All these years later, she still didn't shy away from her son, dismissing her nudity and his gaze as mere curiosity, or perhaps simply believing he didn't understand and wouldn't cause any significant impact.

	However , although I had no sexual awareness at that time, I still had a simple feeling that my mother was beautiful because of her plump and upright figure, beautiful private parts and strong sexual tension. Especially when I saw her supported by a pair of strong and slender thighs, and she was so much taller than me at such a young age, and had so many special features, my young heart felt an inexplicable sense of pride and satisfaction, and I felt that my mother was more beautiful than others.

	Memories fade away and return to reality.

	My mother finished the last step. It seemed as if she could sense the gazes on her, though they were no longer the innocent gazes she'd received from her son when he was little. She quickly turned her head and, seeing my dazed expression, frowned. I wondered if she could see through my thoughts and the way I was staring at her ass like a pervert. " Li Yuqing? What are you looking at? It's almost raining . "

	I gathered my composure and quickly untied the tape on the motorcycle. Under my mother's pouty, suspicious gaze, I walked over, picked up the firewood, and tied it to the back of the motorcycle. Then I started my journey home.

	　　Unfortunately, not long into the journey, lightning and thunder seemed to overtake us, bringing with them bean - sized drops of rain that fell at an increasing rate, quickly soaking the ground. The dirt , covered in pine needles and fallen leaves, was slippery, so I naturally didn't dare drive any faster.

	　　" You're still wet. You need to take a shower when you get home , " my mother said. Soon, I felt completely soaked. Initially, I wanted to rush home, since I was already soaked. But as the thunder continued, I started to panic.

	a thunderstorm is terrifying. While no one has ever been struck by lightning in our area since we were little, our reverence for lightning remains undiminished, not to mention the many majestic cattle that have been victims of it. During a thunderstorm, being outdoors is a must; it's ingrained in our genes.

	I couldn't rush, but I looked around and saw no good place to hide. I was thinking about it. My mother had obviously noticed this situation too. Adults are more sensitive to threats to personal safety.

	Before I could say anything, my mother patted my shoulder and shouted in my ear with the sound of rain: " Let's wait until this thunderstorm is over before we go ~" , " Let's go to the lime cave in Changlingbi " .

	I knew the place my mother was talking about. It wasn't actually about lime, but rather a cave dwelling used for making bricks. It must have been a product of the special period of the last century, when everyone was frantically engaged in mass production. These cave dwellings were everywhere in the mountains. And I think with a little renovation, these caves could become wartime bunkers, perhaps serving that purpose during those tense times.

	As the construction entered a new stage, these cave dwellings were gradually abandoned. As time passed, weeds or vines covered the surrounding areas. Many cave dwellings merged with the mountains, with only the cave entrances vaguely visible.

	　　This type of cave dwelling is a deeply ingrained part of my childhood memories. As a kid who often explored the mountains with friends, I naturally knew of its existence, having passed by and briefly glimpsed it. But I never once entered it.

	Firstly, some cave dwellings later had a horrifying purpose: to house urns. But that wasn't the scariest thing for me. The biggest shadow I had was a scene from the movie "Mr. Vampire." After a beating, the big boss " recuperates " in a cave like this one . Because it's sheltered from sunlight, the image of him casually catching mice and sucking their blood has always lingered in my mind. This scene, connected to reality, has given me the same terrifying imagery about cave dwellings. Could there be something terrifying inside? For years, my friends and I would pass by these places and studiously ignore them. No one dared to venture in. The fear of the unknown outweighed a child's curiosity.

	Fortunately, the one my mother mentioned was the brick cave closest to the human settlement. The entrance to the cave was clear, and the weeds had not yet climbed over the opening, so light could still shine in and it was not completely dark.

	We arrived at our destination quickly, but I was still scared. I put my feet down to support the motorcycle and stared at the cave that looked like a monster's mouth. I completely forgot about my mother behind me and that we were still being pounded by the rain.

	My mother didn't suspect anything. She got out of the car and took a few steps towards the cave entrance. She turned her head, looked at me suspiciously, and said, " Why don't you go in quickly? What are you lingering at the cave entrance for ? "

	I thought, "Yeah, my mother's right here, what's there to be afraid of? Besides, I'm a young man full of energy and have received a fair amount of education. How could I be frightened by something like that nowadays?" Composing myself, I scraped the ground with my legs and pushed the motorcycle to the cave entrance. Then I got off and slipped inside. Finally, I had a place to stay.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 35

	Over the past decade, I've passed by countless times , countless times suppressed by fear. Finally, I overcame my childhood fears and faced the place I most dreaded. After a brief inspection, I didn't feel anything special. It wasn't as terrifying as I'd imagined. The cave dwelling was about 10 square meters. Besides the light coming in from the entrance , there was a skylight about 50 centimeters in diameter in the center , not covered by weeds, allowing light to flow in. It was like a circle, with only the outer ring being dark. Some discarded blue bricks could be seen on the edge.

	Fear comes from the unknown. Once you see the truth, your mind won't be passively changed. I breathed a sigh of relief, then recalled a few words my mother had said, and inevitably misinterpreted them.

	　　" You need to know your homeland. Why don't you go in quickly? Why are you lingering at the entrance ?" Coupled with the look of allure I'd witnessed on her face, as she struggled to endure the physical sensations, it truly stirred my heart and set my mind on wild, unrealistic thoughts. Of course, my mother's words were perfectly ordinary, and I couldn't have twisted them; they were simply my own fantasies.

	So my mother and I stood at the entrance of the cave, looking at the rain outside. The rain gathered the human activities in this world, and restored some of the rare human atmosphere.

	The mother smoothed her wet hair and said, " It shouldn't rain for long. It will go away when the thunder stops . " However, there seemed to be no emotion in her words, as if she was just stating it mechanically.

	　　After I calmed down, the discomfort caused by most of my clothes being soaked by the rain became clear. I grabbed my T- shirt to relieve the sticky feeling, but of course I didn't take off my clothes. When I was a child, getting wet when playing outside was the norm, and I was used to it.

	I tilted my head slightly to look at my mother. She was still staring outside, as if filled with worry. Because of her clothes, I couldn't tell how wet she was. She naturally brushed the wet hair stuck to her cheeks and neck back behind her ears again, and like me, she raised her clothes. Then she lowered her head and seemed to glance at something. Finally, she looked at me strangely, as if with a look of warning.

	I pretended to look around like a guilty thief, at the sky, at the distant mountains, but I kept watching my mother's movements in my peripheral vision. She pursed her lips tightly, as if considering something, then let out a light breath and raised her hands.

	My chest felt a gentle throb as my mother unbuttoned her shirt, a gesture that sent a warm surge through my belly. In the desolate mountains, in a secluded cave, a man and a woman, so close together, a mature woman, with a touch of shyness, undressing beside you — it was hard not to conjure up a sensual fantasy.

	What was my mother doing? Didn't she know that such behavior would be even more deceptive to her son, whose heart was already twisted? Even if she didn't mean to, she probably wanted to remove her soaked clothes; after all, she was wearing something underneath. Later, when everything became reality, I discovered my mother's inner thoughts. She understood the need to avoid certain things, but after my behavior and even the strange contact between us, she felt that suppressing even ordinary actions seemed deliberate, a cover-up, and even provoking my rebellious nature. For example, she covered herself up completely at home, no matter the weather. To put it bluntly, she just wanted to return to her normal routine, downplay some things, and maintain the feeling of being a housewife and a mother.

	She did try to evade it. In short, she was bouncing back and forth between these two ideas . It was precisely because of her conflicting thoughts that I had many opportunities to exploit them, even if it meant she was actively messing up . Everything that had happened before was essentially a product of this conflicting mindset .

	Coming back to the present, as the buttons were opened one by one, the true appearance of the clothes inside was revealed. The rain seeped into the body that was still active and hot after working, as if it would evaporate all the scent from the body. I was right next to my mother and smelled a rich feminine scent. It was not high-intensity and long-term labor, so naturally there was no smell of sweat. There was only a faint scent of residual laundry detergent with the fragrance of Cypress, mixed with the aroma of mature meat, which made me couldn't help but breathe heavier.

	gradual opening of the buttons seemed to release some precious scenery that had been bound. Glancing from the side, I saw that the upright breasts were like mountains rising from the plain, and the outline of the underwear was particularly obvious. There was no gradual process, and they were exposed to my sight all of a sudden, revealing a fullness and heaviness as my mother breathed.

	　　After unbuttoning her shirt, my mother expanded her chest and arms, completely shedding her rustic, coarse cloth shirt. This momentary movement seemed to showcase her impressive bust, but it was fleeting. Underneath, she wore a floral U- neck cotton vest, a classic country-style outfit. But with her tall, broad bust, which held the fabric in place, and her slender, rounded arms, her exposed skin, while not entirely flawless, still appeared smooth and delicate to a close-up glance. This vest, combined with this woman, exuded the allure of a charming, well-bred woman. Although the neckline wasn't too low to reveal a cleavage, this vest was a perfect match.

	The sky was gloomy due to the rain, and the cave was dimly lit , which made the woman's body the most eye-catching thing in the scene, impossible not to notice.

	In the small space , the burning gaze was easily noticed by people around her. My mother quickly turned her head and glared at me with a sidelong glance, her brows slightly furrowed. I also reacted quickly and dodged her " interrogation " gaze .

	　　Seeing me like this, my mother turned around, stared at the world outside the cave, and said coldly, " You have seen so many things that you shouldn't have seen with your eyes. You'd better control yourself . "

	I was stunned , and then I could hear something else behind the words. It was clearly referring more to what happened the day before yesterday.

	I could only force out a response, " I ... I didn't mean it . "

	I guess my mother was getting more and more angry the more she thought about it. For the past two days, I hadn't expressed any remorse, and my confession of guilt had never existed. Suddenly, she turned around and twisted my ear, her face turning pale and blue in inexplicable rage. Her hands were merciless, and she scolded me through gritted teeth, " It wasn't intentional, it wasn't intentional. Who would believe that? " Unsatisfied, she pinched my ear and twisted it, continuing to scold, " What's wrong with you? Do you even know how to write the word 'ugly ' ? "

	　　The sharp pain subsided all my evil thoughts. The pain made me gasp, " Ah ... ah ... Mom ... hiss ... it hurts ~" " Hmph ~ " My mother sneered, but she let go of my ear and poked me on the forehead. " Now you're scared ... let's see if you dare to have such inappropriate thoughts again ... "

	　　Honestly, I'd never explicitly say I'd change my ways. I was contemplating some ambiguous response when, out of the corner of my eye, I caught sight of something about the size of a cat scurrying toward the center of the cave. My farmboy 's instinct for hunting wild animals kicked in. I ignored my mother and said, " Hey, there's something ..." I quickly walked over . A wildcat? A fox? A rat? The cave entrance was brightly lit, allowing me to clearly see what was going on inside. The creature probably hadn't escaped yet, so I continued my exploration inside, figuring that even if I wasn't agile enough to catch it, I could still dig out its lair.

	My mother thought my behavior childish and said disdainfully, " It's just a mouse or a wild cat. Haven't you seen it before? What's so great about it ?" She didn't bother to pay attention. She turned back and looked outside to observe the weather, adjusting her clothes to get some fresh air.

	Inside the cave, where light didn't reach, there were weeds, discarded bricks, and piles of ashes of some unknown kind. Perhaps it was fertilizer from firewood burned by nearby farmers. Yes, this place didn't seem deserted. After searching in vain, I gave up and headed towards my mother.

	Near the cave entrance, my mother stood tall, her left hand on her hip. Her right hand, like someone enjoying the cool of summer, naturally gathered up the corner of her clothing, pulling and tugging at it, as if to let some air in, damp from the rain, and the heat was stifling. Half bathed in light, she stood at the entrance of an abandoned cave in the desolate mountains, and it felt surreal. I recalled scenes from those strange stories: a deserted mountain, and suddenly a bright woman appears. You know it's wrong, but the temptation consumes your reason, and you're willing to give in, even if it means you'll be crushed to pieces, perhaps before then, to experience a soul-stirring experience.

	The flickering light makes my mother's shoulders and arms look more rounded. Although her back is backlit, I can vaguely make out the shape of her round and plump buttocks through the light from the gaps. The trouser legs are loose, but the trousers are slightly tightened at the buttocks, which makes people want to experience it for themselves to see whether it feels elastic or soft.

	I took a stab at it and moved to my mother's right rear. Close to the cave wall, I was practically lost in the darkness. I wanted to take a good, leisurely look at her figure. The movements of her hands would pull her clothes away from her body, revealing a glimpse of her underarms. Her breasts stood out even more prominently, their full breasts seemingly pushing up her flesh-colored bra with each breath. Seeing this, I had to try hard to hold my breath, swallowing dryly, afraid to disturb her.

	　　Even though I'd touched and kissed these ample breasts before, the small reveal at this moment still sent a ripple of excitement through the young man, a mother-loving, mature-loving teenager. I could even smell a hint of the mature scent of a woman, the scent of flesh and milk, emanating from the slight lift of her tank top. I was completely captivated, completely unaware of why.

	Suddenly my mother said, " The thunder has passed, and the rain is almost over. Let's get ready to go. " But I couldn't hear her at that moment.

	　　Seeing I didn't respond, my mother slowly turned her head to the left, saying, "Li Yuqing...what... are you still looking for ? " Then she turned to the right , and this time her face and eyes met mine in the darkness!

	　　" Ah! " The mother was frightened and her body trembled as if she had been electrocuted. Nonsense, who wouldn't be frightened by such a scene? , staring at you motionlessly.

	When frightened, one's instinctive reaction is to flee. Perhaps because the ground beneath her feet was wet from the rain, my mother stumbled and slipped, about to fall. In that critical moment, I quickly leaned forward and, instinctively, wrapped my arms around her waist and back, holding her. However, my mother wasn't a skinny girl, and I hadn't yet stabilized my balance, so we both fell, me facing forward, her facing backward.

	Fortunately, there was a pile of hay or dried straw under us , which slowed us down. To be more precise, it protected my mother's back, because I almost pressed my whole body on her. Except for the heavy feeling of my arms, my upper body felt like it was touching a plump mountain of flesh, which was soft and comfortable.

	The mother naturally felt uncomfortable, and it was obvious that she was still frightened, but she couldn't stop being angry and retorted, " It 's like a ghost , it's scary! Now I'm going to crush it again . "

	It's strange that sometimes people in situations like this don't correct their posture, but instead express their feelings first. As for me, I freed my arm from my mother's grip and lifted my upper body slightly with both hands, but I didn't stand up completely right away.

	When I looked down, I not only found that our contact posture was ambiguous, but what made me even more excited was that the part above my ribs was pressing my mother's breasts, pushing her bra and part of her breasts upwards, and they came out of the upper edge of the vest, like a balloon filled with water being squeezed aside. The exposed part of the breasts was white and shiny, and several emerald blue veins hidden under the flesh were clearly visible. The breasts were not fully exposed, but they were also very round, and they rose and fell slightly with the breathing of this body, which was clearly distinguished from the neck and collarbone, as if showing the hidden and special charm here.

	I stared at my mother's private area fearlessly , not caring at all that she could see all my filth. In short, I was even more reluctant to get up immediately.

	Beyond the visual impact, I could increasingly sense the embodiment of various scents: my mother's natural body fragrance, the alluring scent of a mature woman, the distinct aroma of rain and sweat, even her breasts possessing their own alluring odor. This blend of scents wasn't a typical fragrance, but it intoxicated me. It made my own breathing even more intense, and my body almost trembled uncontrollably.

	My mother saw it all, and I could no longer hide my evil thoughts. Her eyes widened in disbelief, filled with shame and anger, but also seemed a little confused. It was because the young man's energetic body was in close contact with her, and she caught some indescribable burning desire. It could also be because her own son's rebellious, naked, and obscene eyes still had a great impact on her, or it evoked certain memories of her, even memories of what happened with me.

	She didn't push me away immediately, nor did she tidy up her clothes to hide her proud beauty. She just said coldly, " Li Yuqing, what do you mean? "

	As she shouted, I knew that I couldn't continue the action, so I propped up my upper body a little again and reluctantly broke away from the addictive soft touch. My body was doing this, but I felt that my mind had not returned to normal. I met my mother's eyes, and looked at her face with the most primitive and pure desire. Her hair was messy, her expression was complicated, and there was a hint of embarrassment and shyness in her anger. If you didn't know, you would think that this woman had been ravaged, and afterwards she unintentionally showed the unique charm of a good woman.

	If there is too much physical contact that crosses the line, some things will deteriorate. No matter what the relationship between the two people is, you must know that it cannot resist the human body structure.

	that my " stubbornness " made my mother's eyes flash with helplessness. She tilted her head slightly, letting me look at her wantonly, and said in a daze: " Why don't you get up yet ? "

	In this situation and with these words, it sounds like we did what a couple does, and my mother endured everything unwillingly in compromise, and the scene afterwards.

	In fact , our lower bodies were touching, and the position truly resembled sex. My mother, a mature, voluptuous country woman, had been educated in state-owned enterprises. Although she still had a commercial streak, her arrogance and occasional coolness enriched her charm as a woman of good family. I became increasingly aware of her figure, including her beautiful breasts, the lines of her hips, and her long, toned legs, which were fleshy but not fat.

	　　Her long eyelashes blinked, and her eyes and eyebrows revealed seductive charm even when she was angry. The slight crow's feet did not affect her firm skin. Even though her skin was not as fair as a little girl's, it was the best state a woman of this age could present. She could not squeeze out water, but after certain things, another pool of spring water would ripple on this woman's face.

	I seemed to feel her unique scent becoming stronger and stronger, reacting with my own desires, burning me with incomparable heat. Our bodies were still mostly pressed against each other, and the feeling of plump flesh came over me in waves. Coupled with her strange expression, charming and mature face, and the visual impact of her tall breasts, my lower body finally reacted to the most violent state.

	In addition, the scene of the charming mother the day before yesterday was clearly magnified in my mind. That dazzling, lustful body seemed to be covered with moisture and flushed, twisting and trembling in struggle, unable to resist completely, and with a complex expression, vivid and colorful, beyond my cognition, but I could vaguely feel the rationality of it. The secret side of women should be like this. The contrast and taboo stimulation made me, a teenager, confused and excited.

	At this moment, the heroine is under me, and the evil thing still happened. My lower body is pressing on my mother's lower body. I can feel the elasticity of the flesh under me, which is not loose at all. My lower abdomen seems to be sticking to my mother's lower abdomen. The slightly protruding part is soft and hard. My loose school uniform pants can allow my penis to stretch fully, and it is straight against the soft and bulging mons pubis under my mother. Even through the multiple layers of clothing, my glans seems to be greatly stimulated, causing a comfortable tremor, which makes my scalp numb.

	As someone who has experienced this, how could the mother not know what happened?

	She slowly turned her head, her mouth slightly open, her breathing heavy, her full chest rising and falling noticeably, her brows raised, lightning flashing across her eyes, with shock and anger, her eyes wide open as if to lift her upper eyelids, looking at her " possessed " son.

	　　" Li Yuqing! What are you doing? " the mother shouted angrily.

	　　Then she raised her hand and pinched my waist, sternly scolding, " You're back to bad behavior again, aren't you? " It was as if I 'd grown accustomed to this kind of punishment from my mother. I felt the pain, but I didn't cry out. But I really didn't have any reason to go any further. Besides, it wouldn't be appropriate to do anything in the wilderness, even though I'd always harbored this yearning. Now, feeling this thrill was already satisfying.

	Sometimes I would not admit my dirty thoughts, pretending not to understand, and quickly said, " Get up immediately, get up immediately . "

	　　That being said, I decided to take advantage of the limited conditions. Normally, I could just turn over and get out, but I didn't do that.

	I placed my hands on either side of her chest, my upper body still lifted, while my lower body deliberately thrust upward, " crushing " the bulging yet slightly tender area between her legs with my hard penis. Even without being frank, it satisfied my perverse state of mind, as if I had truly entered that abyss of ecstasy.

	　　" Hmm ..." My mother groaned. My little action probably didn't cause her any physical pain, but she felt uncomfortable and uneasy. She gave me a murderous look again.

	My little action did not last long. The oil rubbing was finished. Now I was almost half-kneeling between my mother's legs. I could stand up easily. What I didn't notice was that my pants made my hard penis form an exaggerated tent, as if it was facing my mother directly, which was too obvious.

	My mother had been paying attention to my condition and immediately saw this scene. Although she had felt it just now, the psychological impact of seeing her son actually having a physical reaction towards her was different.

	She was furious, as if her patience had reached its limit. She struggled to raise her upper body, stretched out one hand and slapped my neck vigorously, while gritting her teeth and scolding, " What are you thinking about every day? How dare you use this thing to bully me ?"

	my mother hit me like this, but the force was very great. My body hadn't stabilized yet, so I naturally fell down again and fell on my mother again, with my hands trembling on both sides of her body. My instinctive reaction was not to hit my mother's body too hard, but I still made contact.

	　　" Hmm ..." This was my mother's muffled sound, " Hmm? " , followed by my slight surprise.

	I didn't expect that my face would have such a solid and intimate contact with a soft mass of flesh. It could only be my mother's chest. It was so comfortable. At the moment of contact, it seemed as if I used my head to squeeze apart the two tight lumps of flesh, and it seemed as if I was pinched and bounced by this pair of breasts.

	The more obvious aroma of meat and milk penetrated my nostrils and almost reached the top of my head. My eyes moved slightly upwards, and the texture of the fabric of a small part of the exposed bra was clearly visible, as well as the delicate breast flesh with pointed corners, which made me breathe deeply and had the urge to open my mouth and bite it.

	Finally, I gave up my hands and simply lay facedown, resting my head on my mother's plump, soft breasts, or rather, buried in the hidden cleavage. Due to my position, my lower body wasn't touching her body. I don't know when she parted her legs, letting my lower body lie between them, perhaps to avoid awkward contact. Little did she know, avoiding her lower body meant that her upper body was even more exposed. I imagine my hot breath penetrated the fabric of her bodice and hit her breasts, making her feel intensely.

	The mother lowered her head slightly and saw the indecent position she and her son were in. Strangely, she didn't immediately pry my head open, even though she could have easily done so. Instead, she said in a cold voice, " You're doing it again, huh? Get up now ! "

	But I was so intoxicated by the intimate contact with my mother's breasts that I didn't listen. I just turned my head and let my face rub against her breasts through her bra. I could feel the soft flesh squirming. I even whispered boldly, " It feels so good, Mom , let me lie down for a while. "

	　　" Tsk ..." my mother said, impatiently and with a hint of resignation. " No ... don't you even look at where we are ?" It was as if she sensed something was wrong the moment she said it. Didn't she think I could indulge my behavior if the occasion permitted it ? She had to make amends , " Hmph, I don't know what you're thinking. No, get up ! " Her tone lacked the irritation I'd expected. I had no idea what she was thinking. Perhaps it was because we'd had worse encounters in the past, and this wasn't so outrageous by comparison. But she wouldn't allow my evil thoughts to flourish unchecked.

	　　Although I was horny , I sometimes torn between reason and desire. I didn't want to go too far at this moment. I supported myself with my hands again and reluctantly raised my upper body. The image created by the evolution of the action was also very unbearable. It was like a man kneeling between his woman's legs, his hands on both sides of her upper body, examining and admiring his woman's figure and face, brewing emotions for the next move.

	My mother rolled her eyes at me and mumbled something.

	I also discovered that because of all the " trouble " just now , my mother 's shirt had been rolled up a little, revealing her relatively flat belly when she was lying down, and it was not without fleshiness, which was the beautiful characteristic of a mature woman, as if showing that she was different from little girls, and was full of charm forged by the years; the small belly button was clean, like an eye, provoking me, and holding my gaze tightly.

	My mother also noticed her belly was exposed, but she didn't show any particular emotion. She just quickly pulled her clothes down to cover it. It seemed she had " overexerted " and pulled the top down even further, revealing even more of her breasts. Her flesh-colored bra, wrapped around her ample breasts, even revealed her deep cleavage. This accidental exposure, only enough to satisfy my imagination, was actually quite alluring.

	I guess my eyes lit up and I couldn't stop swallowing.

	　　Seeing my reaction, my mother realized her mistake, but she felt a little insecure. She scolded me, " What are you looking at? You're so blind !" Her insecurity probably came from the fact that her little gesture seemed deliberately seductive.

	She tidied herself up quickly, her expression a little embarrassed and a bit shy.

	I was slowly about to get up and casually glanced outside the cave. I swear I didn't mean to do it, but this glance made me reflexively lie back on my mother. At that time, she was also about to get up, but the force from my body pulled her away and she didn't react, as if she was pressed down by me.

	We are back to where we were just now!

	　　" You! ..." My mother was about to explode, and I whispered, " There's someone outside ... someone I don't know ..." After I said that, my mother stopped talking.

	I just saw someone pulling a few cows under some banana trees not far from the cave entrance. I didn't know if they were going home after the thunderstorm or going to the meadow to find food. It seemed that the person had stopped.

	There were weeds half a person's height growing between the two locations. If I had stood up at that time, I would have been very conspicuous and would have been noticed with a high probability, but now it was still relatively hidden.

	For some reason, my mother and I tacitly agreed not to let anyone see us here. Was it our own changing moods, a guilty conscience? But on closer inspection, the situation seemed plausible. Regardless of whether the person recognized us, knowing we were mother and son, it's normal in the mountains for the older to take care of the younger. But our presence in this deserted cave, so rarely visited by humans, especially after the rain, made it hard not to raise any unpleasant thoughts.

	Moreover, my mother's upper body was quite cool, her chest was straight, and her face was brighter than that of an average rural woman, which made people even more likely to spread rumors . Ultimately , the fact that the person didn't know us made us feel less confident.

	As for the mother 's true considerations, only she knows. At this point, none of us want to create any awkward misunderstandings. It's almost like Zhou Zhiruo's words, " What if I feel guilty? "

	My head was right next to my mother's ear, our cheeks almost touching. I could feel the temperature of her face and ear, and it seemed that the temperature was still rising.

	Curiously, I tilted my head and saw my mother's expression, a look of unease. I felt her breasts more closely, my chest pressing against them. Even through the barrier of my underwear, I could feel their softness, like a water-filled balloon, the fluidity of which I had squeezed out. I was lost in the sea of voluptuous, feminine flesh, and I wanted to melt into it.

	My mother glared at me and put a little force on her hands against my chest, as if trying to push me away, but she seemed to be restrained by the current environment and dared not move or make a sound. However, her expression was full of resentment and resistance, as if she was being defiled by me.

	I soon understood that in this position, my still hard penis was pressing against her thighs. That plump and elastic ball of vagina made me breathe faster when I realized the situation of my lower body. I couldn't help but move a few times secretly. To be precise, I was rubbing my hard penis against my mother's thighs through my pants.

	　　It's an indescribable feeling, but with the help of psychological stimulation, it's much more enjoyable than masturbation. Waves of numbness come from the glans, making me want to thrust it back and forth and up and down quickly like I do, and even thrust it through my pants.

	　　" Ah ..." The mother subconsciously frowned and closed her eyes, then opened them again, and spoke hatefully in a low voice, " Li Yuqing, you better be obedient . "

	Maybe because there were other people outside and the situation was special, my mother was so ashamed and angry, but she didn't pinch or hit me, nor did she show any strong opposition.

	I began to imagine boldly that this was a rare opportunity to take advantage of her, and I had to do something more, before she " woken up . " So I did something naughty again, using my hips to drive my buttocks to press my mother's lower body upwards, and thrusting it slowly and forcefully, my hard cock rammed into her entrance, just like a man lying on top of a woman, their lower bodies already in close contact, just missing that final thrust.

	　　" Hmm ..." My mother moaned, not so sensitive as to produce a physiological reaction, but more of a panicked and confused sound. But to me, it felt like her body was responding, and it gave me great satisfaction.

	There was no way. Even though I had had some indecent physical contact with her before, the subsequent developments made me feel that I had let a good opportunity slip away. When we both came to our senses, it seemed that it was still difficult for me to completely " eat " this piece of mature mother's plump flesh. Now having this kind of contact was already precious.

	　　This action only lasted for a moment, bringing me another wave of comfort from head to toe. Even though it wasn't actual contact, the similarity of the action added to the psychological stimulation. That was my intention, but on the surface, I put my head close to my mother's ear again, tilting it up a little as if to talk to her, and the movement of my lower body was incidental.

	　　" Mom ... there's someone ..." I whispered, trembling slightly , with a kind of confusion that was eroded by desire and was inconsistent with a young boy. My lips almost bit the upper edge of my mother's ear, and the hot breath exhaled from my nose and mouth at the same time hit her already hot ears.

	I don’t know if it was because my mother felt the hardness of my lower body or because her ears were stimulated, but her body trembled as if she was electrocuted. Her voice trembled, and she even said " hmm ..." in a slightly disgusting voice.

	The sound of my mother seemed to be a response to what I said, but it was just a light hum of some kind of reaction. I fell into a brief state of confusion. Suddenly, I felt a strong pressure on my entire lower body. My mother unconsciously clamped her legs together. This is an action to protect her most private parts. Her toned legs are agile and powerful, which made me realize the sense of power of women at certain moments. I even had an illusion that the offense and defense had switched, and I was the prey with nowhere to escape.

	Just thinking about this makes me even more excited.

	I had no reason to make any more big movements, but I was very excited to smell my mother's hair and the diffuse aroma of cooked meat. My mother's legs were clamped together, which made my swollen lower body come into heavier contact with her private parts. I think if there were no clothes blocking me at this moment, I would have been brought into the depths of my mother's taboo by this force. This fantasy made me tremble with excitement, and I kept lifting my anus, as if I wanted to stimulate my cock and get a stronger numbness. I could feel that my glans had already spit out a lot of prostate fluid.

	While enjoying my lower body, I also paid some attention to her chest, feeling the two plump breasts of my mother being squeezed by me.

	My little trick was so obvious to my mother that she quickly came to her senses and reached out a hand to pull my head back. We exchanged sidelong glances. What was inexplicable was that instead of pushing me away, she started by giving me a verbal lecture.

	in her eyes , mixed with anxiety and embarrassment, but she carefully lowered her voice and said, " Li Yuqing, don't go too far ~" .

	I avoided her gaze, ignoring her current mood. I thought of another idea, and was about to lift my upper body by supporting myself with the haystack with both hands.

	Realizing that I was about to stand up, perhaps because she didn't want to meet my gaze, my mother turned her head to the other side. At this time, I could already examine her face. She closed her eyes, pursed her lips, and her breathing seemed a little flustered. After leaving full-time farming, her face had regained some of its whiteness and tenderness. Although it no longer had the elasticity of a young girl, apart from a few minor spots and fine lines like moles, there were no other blemishes. The small mole under her eye wrinkles actually added to her charming charm. It seemed that she could release seductive glances with just a blink of an eye. Coupled with this slightly uneasy expression, she was like a chaste girl about to fall into the clutches of the devil, not daring to resist but always unwilling to give in.

	　　This made me lose my mind and forget what I was originally planning to do. The simple action of getting up also stopped. It seemed that my penis wanted to continue evolving, wanting to break through some kind of restraint.

	Looking down, my breasts, without my pressure, stood tall and straight even when she was lying flat, rising and falling with her breathing. The breast flesh was slightly exposed, in contrast to the skin of her neck. I don't know if it was because of sweat or the rain, but it was shining with a bright white light, and it was obviously much more delicate, giving people the feeling that it was as fragile as a baby's. Just a slight movement would make the breast waves ripple.

	The face and breasts were just right , and I felt like my soul was about to be swallowed up by the charm emanating from it. Coupled with the special environment, my heart was in a mess and crazy, and I could hardly control myself and wanted to perform a treasonous act in the wild, no matter what the consequences would be.

	Just as my thoughts were about to break free and turn into a bolder action, my mother, who had experienced it herself, seemed to sense my gaze, which was dominated by desire. She turned around, her eyes flashing like a knife, and stared at me blankly. This made me regain some rationality and not take any further action.

	Then my mother half-closed her eyes, but her gaze was still visible, which still made me feel cold. She said coldly, " Is it so difficult to get up? Don't dawdle anymore, hurry up . "

	But I immediately realized that our lower bodies were touching, and whispered, " Mom ... you ... loosen your legs, they're squeezing me too tightly . " This sounded too much like the words of a ruthless person.

	My mother finally realized what I was saying, her anger instantly dispelled, perhaps because of her own indecent behavior, perhaps because of my misleading words. With a rather uneasy look on her face, she quickly released the tension from her legs and slightly opened them. If I were to interpret this action sensually, it certainly resembled the way a woman, before engaging in sexual intercourse, would facilitate a man's entry.

	　　At this time, I also remembered my original intention. It has come to this point, and I can no longer hide my thoughts. What's wrong with touching it tentatively again?

	So I just separated my upper body from my mother , and my lower body, or rather my swollen and hard cock, was still against my mother's most private part.

	I said, " Let me see if that person has left, " and shifted my upper body to peer outside. Under the circumstances, this was the only way I could observe what was happening outside. I was able to lean forward, and my mother seemed to acquiesce. She surprisingly didn't realize anything was wrong, perhaps because her fear of being discovered outweighed everything else.

	I could still see the man through the gaps in the grass. It hadn't been long, and it was normal for him to be there, just taking a break to smoke a pipe or something. But I didn't care anymore. The mature woman beneath me was the one who deserved my attention.

	As my upper body explored , my lower body naturally moved, which was my true intention. Although I couldn't see what was happening below, my cock could still accurately grind the private area of my mother's legs.

	If you look from a third party's perspective, it is completely the posture and movements of sex. Our lower bodies are always connected, and our extremely hard cocks are almost ready to penetrate each other's clothes. Even if it is futile, we will not give up the limited release.

	I couldn't see my mother 's expression, I only heard her say helplessly and angrily, " Li Yuqing, can you be honest ~" , I ignored my mother's words, and continued to pretend to explore with my upper body, but in fact I continued to use my lower body to harden my mother's private parts. It seemed that I felt that the place of contact was getting hotter and hotter, and a warm breath that could melt me came from the core of my mother's legs.

	My mother slapped my arm, supporting me, and anxiously said, " What's there to see? Just get up !" I straightened my upper body, but my lower body was still playing tricks on me. I watched her panting and intermittently saying, " That person ... is still there ... but ... should ... be gone soon ..." My expression was like a conversation during sex, and the thought of it made me even more excited. If this continued, with even the slightest physical stimulation, I felt I could orgasm just from fantasizing.

	I don't know when a faint blush appeared on my mother's face. Feeling the movement of my lower body and the shameful contact between us, she raised her head and glared at me, but to me, it seemed that there was no threat at all, but more like a coquettish look. I looked at my mother's charming and mature posture under her proud figure, and I felt like all the strength in my body was being drained away. I let my body slowly lie down, but stuck tightly to my mother's body, my chest squeezing the two lumps of soft fat on my mother's chest more ruthlessly than before, and I could even feel the deformation of her breasts, and my hips were thrusting upward fiercely, as if this would allow me to feel a deeper contact with my mother's private parts.

	　　" Ah ... hum ..." , my mother snorted softly, but I could immediately sense that she was about to scold or resist, so I opened my mouth and called out in her ear, " Mom ..." , which contained complex emotions, warmth, and more of the lying attitude of a young man who was obsessed with his mother and mature wife and could not resist the temptation.

	　　This whisper seemed to bewilder my mother. She patted my back and whispered softly, " Enough of your troubles, get up! " Like a mother accepting her child's antics, understanding and soothing them, she turned and looked at me. Her bright eyes flickered, her brows soft, a captivating charm that captivated me. It seemed my mother, too lazy to continue " arguing " with me , had simply launched a tender attack to dispel my ill intentions. In this situation, it was a good idea.

	　　This was indeed a bit unexpected for me. I gently used my elbows to lift my head a little, allowing me to more easily face my mother and feel her tender affection, which was like infinite water. The impulse that had just been controlled by sperm and was about to recklessly indulge myself came to an abrupt end. The impulse was stopped, but the charm of the mature mother's delicate body did not stop me. I just had to reorganize my mind and think about what to say and do to get back on track.

	 

	 

	Chapter 36

	It was like a halftime break before the intense second half . I stopped doing anything bad with my lower body, but my heart was still surging. I looked at my mother unscrupulously. Her towering breasts and mature face were in my sight.

	Being stared at by her son with such lustful eyes, the mother obviously didn't dare to look at him for too long. She turned her head to the side like a little girl throwing a tantrum, and said in a calm tone, " Get up, it's almost time to go back . "

	I replied absentmindedly, " Hmm ..." , but did not take any action.

	My mother jerked her head back, a look of disapproval on her face. " Tsk ... you still want to spend the night in this shabby hole ?" I muttered, " Not that I can't . " I don't know if she heard me clearly, but she looked doubtfully at me and said, " What are you mumbling about ? "

	　　My brain suddenly short-circuited, and only the hard cock reminded me of what I should want. Never mind, I'd lie down first and press my upper body against my mother's soft breasts again.

	　　" Tsk ... what are you doing today? " came the mother's voice.

	I remembered something and whispered in her ear, " Mom , I didn't mean to go see you ... and Dad that day . " As I finished, I could feel her emotions erupt like a furious cat. She propped my chest up with both hands, as if forcing me to face her.

	The obvious rise and fall of her breasts showed that her breathing had become much heavier, her eyes were blazing, the muscles on her face seemed to be trembling slightly with anxiety, her lips were pursed and unclenched, loosened and pursed again, and I could even read a little bit of aggrieved emotion in her.

	I was saying. Finally, the unexpected moment of face-to-face discussion arrived. For some reason, I was looking forward to my mother's response. It wouldn't necessarily be a bad outcome, but I didn't care. I had to face it sooner or later.

	After a long time, the mother finally spoke angrily, " Li Yuqing, don't be so outrageous ! "

	I steeled myself and decided to shift the blame onto them. My gaze darted around, and I said, nonchalantly, " Who knew you were doing this in broad daylight ... I thought something was wrong, so I took a look out of curiosity . " As I finished, I felt a surge of indignation, almost accusing them of shamelessness. But they were a legal couple, and it was a matter of course. As a son, who had any say in this ?

	As I pretended to glance around , I felt a pang of pain in my waist. Needless to say, my mother resorted to her strangulation skills again. This was the only physical punishment she could muster; she couldn't resort to beatings with sticks and canes like when I was a child. At the same time, she angrily scolded me, " Is that a glance ..." Sure enough, she added, " And ... we 're husband and wife ... what your parents do is none of your business . " As she said this, I had the feeling she'd sensed a hint of sourness in me, but she wasn't about to indulge me. She responded in a huff, trying to get me to face reality.

	Stage fright wasn't going to solve my problem, I continued stubbornly, " I'm not going to see anyone else. Seeing my own parents isn't normal, is it? " Now that I'd opened up about this, I suddenly felt an inexplicable excitement. It felt like I was breaking my mother's authority, revealing a side of her that she'd hidden. The images, enough to drive a teenager crazy, kept flashing through my mind.

	My mother said bluntly and sharply, " Don't look at anyone ! " I swallowed and lowered my head slightly , not daring to look directly at her. I only glanced at her vaguely for a reaction. She looked at me with the look of an enemy, her eyebrows raised, her gaze never moving away from my face.

	Suddenly, she seemed to try to remain calm, suppressing her anger, and said in an interrogative tone, " Okay ... then let me ask you ... why did I signal you to go away and pretend not to see it . "

	Yeah, I didn’t realize that you stayed there for so long. I stammered, “ I … can’t … control it. I can’t seem to move at all . ”

	The mother shook her head, a look of helplessness passed across her eyes, then she closed her eyes, raised her head, took a deep breath, and let it out with a sigh, as if muttering to herself, " I don't know how to teach you ... There is no other child like you . "

	　　Suddenly, she looked at me straight and said, " If your dad finds out ... have you thought about the consequences ? "

	I couldn't help but ask, " Why ... " I feigned innocence. This wasn't right, and everyone knew it. But if you asked me to explain the moral behind it, who could articulate it? I imagine my mother has always struggled with this.

	My mother said seriously, " You're already in high school, don't you understand some things ? " " Do you really need to be taught the basic principles of being a human being so clearly ? "

	At this moment, the mother seemed to be filled with depression, which replaced helplessness, anger and confusion.

	I feigned an apology and said, " Oh ... then I'll never intentionally spy on you and Dad again ... um. " Deep down , I really did have that in mind, because it would increase the risk of being discovered by my father, which wouldn't benefit anyone and would cast a shadow on our family. But my parents doing this kind of thing held a special appeal to me. It felt good to eavesdrop from a safe place, just like I did at first. Of course, I also left myself some wiggle room. While I meant I wouldn't intentionally spy, I might stumble upon something if the situation allowed.

	Out of jealousy and resentment that the precious thing I longed for fell into his hands, I had another thought in my heart: for the sake of my physical and mental health, you should stop doing this in the future; contradictory is that I can only hope to see my mother's amazing coquettish side in this way.

	I finished my statement, my mother anxiously replied, " I don't mean you can't peek ... Ugh ... I mean besides not looking around, you should also restrain your other thoughts . " Finally, she added , " You know what I mean, " and looked at me with a look that seemed to await a satisfactory answer.

	I was a little disappointed inside. I wanted to hear my mother say that they would not do this anymore, but now it seemed that her activities as a couple were still going on as usual.

	My morbid psychology made me a little incoherent, and I actually jumped to say, " Well ... just see if my mother gets it . "

	After hearing this , my mother was stunned for a moment, her eyes widened, and she looked at me in disbelief, " What? You still don't change your bad habits . "

	I got angry and it was like the host turning the tables in a classic erotic novel. I said, " I came out of your belly, so look at what's wrong with my mother ... and ... "

	The mother paused for a moment, opened her lips slightly, and her upper and lower teeth chattered. The tiny crow's feet at the corners of her eyes rose and fell on her cheeks. " Tsk ... and what? "

	I replied without thinking, " And I think my mother's body is very special and charming, better looking than other girls'. It was hard for me not to be obsessed with her during my adolescence . "

	The mother first caught one of the meanings, and her voice became a little louder, " Have you looked at other girls? You're going to die, Li Yuqing . "

	I quickly replied, " No, no ... I swear I have never done such a thing . "

	Her eyes widened, full of reproach, " Oh! Then what do you know about special and charming? What nonsense are you talking about? I am your mother . " Then she glared at me fiercely.

	Of course, I can't be so vulgar as to express the labels in my mind, such as big breasts, round and perky butt that seems very elastic, charming appearance with mature charm but not old, these are vulgar expressions.

	After my mother finished speaking, she felt like she wasn't done yet, so she poked my forehead and spat, " How could a son dare to treat his mother like this ... He's hopeless ! "

	She closed her eyes, put a fist against her forehead, and shook her head helplessly, as if she was thinking about something, but also as if she had no idea what to do with me.

	After a while, she slowly spoke, " I'm really afraid that if you continue like this, one day you will do something irreparable . "

	I guess my mother was also very confused. By the way, during the conversation, we maintained the initial awkward and uncomfortable posture that made my mother feel, but my body unconsciously broke away from hers.

	She continued, " Why were you so engrossed in watching that day ... What on earth did you want to do, Li Yuqing ... "

	The mother let out a long breath, her emotions almost gone, " You 've made me, as a mother, completely lose face in front of my son . "

	I comforted her, " No, no matter what happens, you will always be the mother I respect and love the most . "

	I don't know if she heard me or not. She shook her head slightly and continued to speak, as if muttering to herself, " Adolescence ... adolescence ... no wonder people say that children at this stage are the most difficult to teach . "

	　　" Oh ... forget about what happened that day. It's not something you can think about. Can we be normal people again? It's not too late to turn back now , " the mother said patiently with a long sigh.

	I don't know if she was just talking about what happened the day before yesterday, or that confusing and decadent night, but the impact on me and on a normal mother-son relationship is the same.

	Oops, this is not what I want, and it seems my mother is not going to indulge me in this regard. I know this is reasonable, but it is not what I want. Now I am anxious and say, " You can't blame me entirely. That picture has left a psychological trauma on me. If some things are interrupted, I will feel very sad and my studies will be ruined . "

	　　" Haha ..." , the mother sneered, " If you continue like this, you will become useless, right ? "

	　　" You are so grown up, but you have no self-control at all ! "

	I also pretended to respond in pain , " But I'm just a middle school student in my teens ... Which son wouldn't be able to remain calm seeing his mother in this state? There's really nothing I can do about it . "

	I finished speaking, my mother suddenly opened her eyes, and no other emotions could be seen. I didn't expect her to suddenly say, " Is it really that fascinating to you ? "

	I responded nervously, " Good ... looks good ... "

	My mother turned her head and looked at me blankly, asking, " How did you feel then ?" I didn't understand why she asked that, but my expression betrayed my feelings that day.

	But my answer was not directed at this. I also followed my mother's example and closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I was trying to give myself courage for what I would say next. " Mom, your expression ... your voice ... all ... in short, I have never seen anything like it before. It was ... very shocking ... "

	The mother seemed to be disdainful, " Hmph ... children are children ..." , but immediately said seriously, " Even though I am your mother and the person closest to you, there are still differences between men and women. You have to avoid suspicion and avoid taboos . "

	　　" A son should act like a son, " my mother said while glaring at me angrily again.

	　　At that moment, I was lost in my memories, drifting off, letting myself go. Actually, I was answering my mother's question: "What did it feel like?" I was intoxicated, as if recalling that moment, my voice trembling, like a drug addict recalling the effects of smoking that drug. " I ... I ... down there is this unprecedented swelling and discomfort, like I'm about to explode . "

	　　Let's be honest, friends. When sperm overwhelms the body and mind, and desire reaches its peak, why do people say it's uncomfortable? Isn't it just an extreme tingling and sour feeling? How can it be uncomfortable? I said this to my mother now, or in the past, to gain her understanding and " rationalize " my behavior . After all, she's a woman, and she can't truly understand what a man feels at this moment. She only has a stereotyped feeling of discomfort.

	The mother turned her head away, her tightly pursed lips showing conflict and entanglement, her brows almost twisted into knots, and then she spoke very restrainedly, " You ... what were you thinking at that time ~" and her face became visibly redder after she finished speaking.

	At this moment I could no longer extricate myself, " I ... I want to be like Dad ~" , these were blurted out after the desire reached its peak, without any hesitation, of course, it seemed that I was out of control, after I said it, I actually felt a little relieved.

	After hearing this , my mother turned her head and glared at me with a piercing look. She was about to explode, but then she held it back. Finally, with half-closed eyes, she said disdainfully, " You're so young, and you're already thinking about women? " But I always felt she was being a bit " crazy and foolish . " Wasn't it obvious what she was thinking ?

	I replied hesitantly, " No ... I'm not thinking about women ... but ... "

	　　" And what? " Mother suddenly asked impatiently, her full chest seemed to be lifted up, and she took a long breath, as if she wanted to get a terrible answer from me that I was doomed to fail to escape.

	I tentatively uttered each word, " But ... I want to ... be like Dad ... and be with Mom ... "

	　　" Pa " , before I could finish my words, I was slapped in the face. I saw my teeth chattering and my eyes flashed with uncontrollable anger, like an enraged lion, " Li Yuqing! You are shameless and shameless . "

	My pain nerves couldn't take over, and the slap had no effect on my burning desire. But I propped my forehead up with my hands, shaking my head slightly, as if I couldn't control those evil thoughts, and I felt a great deal of pain and confusion.

	My mother didn't let me " perform " for too long. She immediately said coldly, " Li Yuqing, if you still want to be a human being, then put away your evil thoughts ."

	Hearing my mother 's resolute words, my brain cells began to work rapidly. What should I do? How can I break the impasse? Various voices began to clamor in my mind. Then I got it! I wasn't pretending. It was as if I had witnessed something beautiful about to pass away from my life. Anxiety, my emotions suddenly took over, or perhaps it was the stubbornness of a young person, I almost roared out, almost like a tearful accusation, " Can you blame me entirely ? You never pay attention to hiding when you do things like that, and you never close the door . I'm not deaf! And you, Mom, you never avoid me when changing clothes, sometimes you just take a shower and come out without putting on multiple layers of clothes . I'm your son, but I'm also a normally developed teenager! " I finished speaking in one breath , feeling that all my strength was exhausted. As my mother's eyes widened, satisfied, surprised, and shocked, I lay on top of her again, but I didn't deliberately touch or feel any sensitive parts. I just breathed quickly in her ear.

	I guess she was confused but also thinking seriously about what I said. She said in a daze, " Ha ... ha ... ok ... it turns out it was my fault ... "

	Afraid she'd resolve to become even more reserved and avoid me like a criminal, I quickly said, " No ... Actually, it's not Mom's fault ... None of us are at fault ... It's just a certain human nature ... It's another law of nature ... It's rare , but there's no right or wrong . " I don't know if my mother understood, but this was the best I could say.

	I felt that after I said this, my mother's body seemed to freeze and the whole world fell into an inexplicable silence.

	I couldn't help but speak first, begging, " Mom, please forgive me a little . " This was a ridiculous thing to ask. It was impossible to expect a mother to fully understand. I deliberately left it unsaid. As long as she could understand a little, I had hope of continuing. And a little understanding wasn't an outrageous request from her.

	of puberty are inevitable. Sensing my mother's gentle breathing, she seemed to ponder quietly for a moment, then sighed a heavy, turbid breath. She patted my back gently, as if soothing a baby to sleep, her voice softer. " I understand. What I mean is ..." Then , after a moment's hesitation, she continued, " You can't do this to your mother . "

	I didn't respond . She turned her head and looked at my profile. " How about ..." Thinking my mother had found a way to compromise, I suddenly had an idea. I looked at her and asked expectantly, " How about what? "

	She sighed , " I ... I don't object to you falling in love too early ... "

	　　" Huh? " That was the answer, which disappointed me greatly. " But ... but ... "

	I could finish, my mother spoke up, " As long as no one is killed and it doesn't affect your studies ... "

	concerned about premature love . When I was in junior high, I had a brief, ambiguous relationship with a female classmate. My father, however, treated me like a voyeur and " interrogated " me, but my mother never delved into the issue. Of course, back then, influenced by what we saw and heard, everyone was only sensitive to the idea of " causing a death . " This was also a reflection of the crackdown on it on campus. We heard numerous examples of students who had taken advantage of the forbidden fruit and either dropped out of school to " start a family " or had to harm the girl and have an abortion. So, my mother only mentioned premature love in casual conversation, urging us not to cross the line.

	But now, in order to change my incestuous thoughts, she actually said that she would allow me to fall in love early, which is very shocking among Chinese parents; and this early love is " large-scale " and she is well aware of it ; because she must think that I am obsessed with matters between men and women, so I should find a girlfriend seriously to release these feelings, which will definitely require doing things that are not suitable for children.

	All I can say is that my mother was too naive and had no other better ideas. This was not the outcome I wanted.

	　　Smelling the rich fragrance of the mature woman close to me, my penis rose slightly again unconsciously. I felt the adrenaline continuing to rise, and I said boldly, " It's useless ... I only have feelings for people like my mother . "

	I don't know if my mother was playing dumb or misunderstood, thinking I simply liked mature women. She was stunned, then a bit amused and frustrated, then said to me, " Li Yuqing, what's wrong with you? You like older women? " I don't know if my mother understands this phenomenon; it's not uncommon for some young boys to be attracted to mature women. But that's not the topic I want to talk about. Since my sexual awakening, I've indeed coveted many young women, but of course I can't let my mother know. Today, I want to make her understand completely that I'm purely attracted to my mother.

	I stared into my mother's dark and bright eyes, " It's not like that ... "

	　　" No ... it's not anything ." I noticed that my mother's eyes began to evade and she was a little flustered. She seemed to have realized something, but she still said hesitantly, " Young girls are so good ... with delicate skin and tender flesh ... that face is so pleasing to the eye ... "

	I seemed to be in a daze, looking at my mother but my eyes were not focused. I pondered and said, " Young or old ... It doesn't matter to me ... Hello , Mom. " This expression represented my true feelings.

	I said that, I realized he was so stubborn. My mother's face turned very ugly, her eyebrows knitted into knots, and she squeezed out a muffled sound, " You! ..."

	I don't know if it was because she felt my crotch react again, but coupled with my revelation, my mother immediately used both her hands and feet to push me away, as if in disgust. She gritted her teeth and said, " Li Yuqing ... you have to be so perverted, don't you? " She pushed and kicked me. Because I didn't exert any force, I didn't react and she really broke free. Now we were like lying side by side.

	Indeed , the son actually had such thoughts about his mother. For ordinary people, it can only be defined as perverted. If we continue to scold him, the most we can call him " shameless " .

	The mother's mind was probably in a panic and confusion. She didn't want to sit up or stand up for a moment. Her eyes were looking upwards blankly. She spoke slowly in a painful tone, " Why ... I am your mother ... "

	I immediately changed to lying on my side. Looking from all sides, I could see mountains and peaks. Looking at the breasts of the mature woman who was still erect even when she was lying flat, her majesty was revealed with every breath. I thought the reason was obvious. Looking at this body that was just the right amount of plump, my courage continued to burst out. " Yes ... because you are my mother ... I am a piece of flesh that fell from your body ... so there would be a natural urge to get close to me. " Actually , this was just nonsense. If there was an urge to get close to me, it would not be a physical urge.

	My mother's eyes flickered with surprise, as if my words had a certain " brainwashing " effect on her. She was even more bewildered. How could she legitimately refute my point? On the other hand, if she were to directly argue that physical impulses were wrong, I could also attribute one of the reasons to puberty. Combining the two, wouldn't my behavior actually be justified?

	I continued to add fuel to the fire , " This is secondary ... the most important thing is ..." I deliberately did not finish my words .

	Sure enough, my mother turned her head, looked at me warily and puzzledly and asked, " What's the key ? "

	Perhaps what I said next wasn't entirely objective, perhaps even a bit exaggerated, but that was how I saw and perceived it, and it wasn't disingenuous. I feigned a wry smile and replied, " Mom, you don't look old at all ... You 're not even 40 ... From what I understand, that's the best age for a woman ... the most attractive . " To prevent my mother from doubting herself, I added, " You're not old ... You look younger than the other women in town or in the village . "

	After hearing what I said, my mother touched her cheek as if she was confirming some facts, then immediately let go of her hand and put on a stern face again.

	But hearing my son say this was inherently awkward, yet even within that awkwardness, there was a subtle sense of enjoyment. She feigned disdain, " What do you know ... I don't even have the ears to hear your nonsense ..." I leaned closer and said seriously, " Mom, ask yourself, don't you feel that ? "

	　　Such statements can lead to a brief moment of self-doubt, but then gradually become swayed and begin to agree. The fact that my mother didn't immediately deny it was proof of that. Her tense face gradually relaxed, a hint of joy, even complacency, between her brows. Indeed, women dress to please themselves, and most women find joy in outward recognition. This isn't superficial; it's innate.

	She even forgot that she was trying to educate me and correct my immoral thoughts. The brewing anger also died down. She rolled her eyes at me and said unhappily, " Exaggeration ... I'm already old and you say such things to me ... Forget it, if you have the guts, say it to a little girl ..." After saying that , she slightly raised her upper lip, pretending to disagree with me.

	But I knew that some of her inner defenses had been lowered. Seeing my mother's state at that moment, I also forgot everything, and I relaxed completely. I also felt a rare shamelessness, because I felt that what I was going to say next, according to my usual temperament, would be more difficult to say than directly revealing my feelings about mother love.

	I once again kept my mother in suspense . " Mom ... I haven't even mentioned the most crucial factor yet ." Unexpectedly , she responded without hesitation, " What else? " I leaned in closer , my mouth just above her left ear, but my gaze darted from her collarbone to the deep cleavage between her breasts. The two full breasts, clad in a bra, lifted the fabric, revealing a gap I could peek into. The half of her collarbone visible at the neckline connected to her chest muscles, which were smooth and even, holding her large, firm breasts firmly in place. Her breaths brought them to life, as if they were about to burst forth. The sight made me gasp. I suppressed the trembling in my hands from my swelling desire, and gently placed my left hand over her soft belly. Even through the clothing, I could feel the warmth spread to my palm. Since I didn't do anything excessive, my mother was stunned at first, then she looked at me and shrank back, as if she was staying alert. At this time, she must have immediately noticed my eyes, which were staring at the part of her body that I couldn't covet.

	She suddenly sneered, " Does it look good ? " I instinctively replied, like a fool, " Yes ... it looks good ..." Then, her mature face froze, and she twisted my ear and scolded me, " You bastard, you have no respect for your age! Be careful, you're blind ! "

	I struggled to break free the instant I felt the pain , and pulled my hand away from her belly. I hurriedly said, " Listen to me, Mom. We learned an idiom called 'A man is innocent until he is found guilty ' . "

	She glared at me. " Are you that bastard? " After a pause , she continued, " Speak humanly, " lifting her collar with both hands to conceal her captivating cleavage. I watched, and found it rather amusing. It was like dragging a chaste woman into a trance. Every little detail only fueled my perverse desires, tantalizing me further.

	I spoke as if I were talking about a sacred and beloved thing, with great piety, " No matter whether it is a little girl or an adult, their body is not as pretty as my mother's. This is the key reason why I made a mistake ... "

	My mother glanced at me noncommittally, with a look of disdain on her lips, and asked, " Oh? What's so good about it ... What do you know, you little brat ... "

	I shook my head, " Do you really have to tell me ? "

	The mother's mouth twitched, but she still spoke, " If you tell me, I'll find a way to get rid of all your bad intentions ~"

	　　It was my turn to take a deep breath before I spoke, " Your legs are so long and straight ..." There was a word I couldn't say suddenly, but I stared at her towering breasts, the meaning was self-evident, " This ... this place is so big ... and it's more upright than others, there is no feeling of collapse ... butt ... butt too " , at the end, my voice became smaller and smaller.

	But the mother 's expression changed so quickly and drastically, from disbelief to fury to grief and shame. She was actually being looked at by her own son with a man's eyes, and he said it so bluntly. This must have made her mind a mess, and she didn't know how to speak or attack. She simply closed her eyes, clenched and unclenched her fists, and clenched and unclenched them.

	After a while, she stretched her neck and opened her eyes suddenly, as if she had thought of something. She said angrily and shyly, " What are you thinking about? Why are you staring at your mother like that? " Suddenly she remembered something and continued, " Why? How many other women have you seen ? "

	I shook my head like a rattle, " No way ... but the facts are right in front of me ... every day ... besides ... I really saw it clearly the day before yesterday . "

	My mother knew what I was talking about. It was an embarrassing " incident , " and her face flushed even more intensely. She was even more furious that her son had seen her behavior so clearly. She forced a cold look in her eyes, but she shouted, " Shut up !" with a lack of confidence . She was probably afraid I'd back off and reveal even more embarrassing details about that day.

	I was stunned for a moment , not because I was nervous or afraid of my mother at that moment, but because I recalled that scene again. At this moment, that ripe and beautiful body was right next to me. This made the hot desire burn in me, and the penis under my crotch rushed to its strongest state.

	Driven by desire, I became thick-skinned, my tone and expression were already fanatical, and I moved closer to my mother's face, " Isn't it ... you saw it not just that day ... from childhood to adulthood ... haven't you seen this fact enough? How could it not be engraved in your mind ? "

	Finally, I would like to add, " Mom, you yourself must feel that your figure is better than others . "

	I said this. Just like the youthful nature she'd mentioned earlier, she didn't deny it this time. Her eyes flashed with pride, satisfaction, and contentment, as if for a moment she felt this was just an ordinary man's assessment of her. Then, realizing it was her son, she stammered, " What's it to you ... You're my son ... You can't ... "

	　　" Don't pay attention to those parts of my mother's body. " Her clear, peach-shaped eyes, now tinged with embarrassment at her son, glared up at me. But to me, it wasn't threatening at all, more like a coquettish glare. I looked again, and the corners of my mother's eyes tilted slightly upward, her gaze exposed, a hint of dreaminess and allure that stirred my heart. Could it be that my words had truly resonated with her, causing her to act this way, as if the person before her eyes was no longer her son?

	Even the atmosphere of the air has changed dramatically. Although this place is simple and desolate, it seems as if a fragrant breeze, carrying the alluring scent of spring, slowly flows out. I can hardly bear it. My body and mind feel like they are about to explode. I just want to get to the final step and skip all the early stages. In short, I have lost my patience. This subtle change will cause the direction of things to jump forward.

	Because I always believe that after the clear-headed and taboo contact that night, the ethical wall has long collapsed, and the subsequent determination and reserve cannot extinguish this wildfire. It only needs a little spark to spread it again.

	I moved closer to my mother , put my left hand around her ribs, and without giving her time to react, I whispered in her ear, " But, intentionally or unintentionally, I saw everything. It's engraved in my mind and can't be erased ... Mom, you really can't blame me for all this ... "

	My mother subconsciously tried to pry my hands apart, but to no avail. She stopped pestering me and hurriedly explained, " You didn't mean to do that! That's impossible . "

	　　" But that night ? "

	My mother looked at me, her eyelashes fluttering, her eyes puzzled, " What that night? What happened? " Then she thought of something and her face quickly blushed, " No! Don't think about it! I asked you to forget it . "

	I pleaded like a child asking for candy, " I just want it to be like that night , just like that, okay, Mom ?" If you flirt with it enough, the forbidden fruit will eventually ripen. For me, the thrill and pleasure of flirting is no different from the actual experience, even though I've never truly experienced it.

	The mother's body stiffened, and she murmured " that night ... that day " , and then said firmly " impossible " , " I told you that I was confused, and it's time for you to be normal . "

	Like a child whose wishes are ignored by their parents , a sense of inexplicable frustration overwhelmed my rising desire. I suppressed my frustration and said, " Why ... I'm your son ... such a simple thing ..." Ever since I began to have feelings about my mother, I've sometimes fallen prey to these fantasies, trapped in my own logic, believing that as long as I didn't make endless material demands, nothing was impossible.

	The mother shouted, " You still know that you are my son. Is that a normal request? Huh ? "

	I persisted . " Just like Dad !" After saying this , I felt a wisp of energy drained from my body and soul. It was so bold. Mother's eyelids twitched, and she became even more furious. " You 're pushing it further, aren't you ? I'm telling you, there's no way, " she said , forcefully shaking my hand away.

	I pouted, really like a little kid who was both right and at a disadvantage, and said with a sad and angry tone, " Why can't I ? Which law stipulates this ? "

	My mother was so angry at my fallacies that she closed her eyes and kept her mouth open. After a long time, she turned and looked at me, with her head tilted to the side and her eyes half-closed, and said, " Does the law need to stipulate that ... " Then she opened her eyelids, widened her eyes and continued, " That is the bottom line principle of being a human being , and common sense of human ethics. Does it need to be emphasized clearly? You have studied in high school, but you are still so stupid . "

	Later, when I thought about what she said, she explained it further, " It's like, there's no rule prohibiting you from eating shit, but do you eat it? Not to mention it's disgusting, but if it gets out, you'll be pointed at for the rest of your life, and you won't be able to live in peace . "

	I said without thinking, " I'll eat it ." Then I realized something was wrong and quickly said " Pooh, pooh, pooh . " I then explained, " There are all kinds of strange things in the world. There are many perverts in my daily life who like to eat shit . "

	After hearing this, my mother shrank back as if she wanted to stay away from me, and looked at me with a look of disgust and strangeness, " Tsk tsk tsk tsk ... Why didn't I realize you were so perverted before ? You must have ruined your brain by reading too much . "

	Suddenly, my mother grabbed my ear and said, " Wait a minute ! You said your mom is shit? " I was so amused that I didn't know whether to laugh or cry. How could she have interpreted it that way? And wasn't she the one who came up with such a disgusting metaphor? I yelled, " Hey, hey ... I didn't say that ..."

	My mother let go and spat, " See if you dare to eat me again . " Suddenly, I became like a joker and said shamelessly, " Oh, Mom , I want to eat you . "

	My mother immediately understood what I meant. She put on a fake smile but then subsided. She pretended to look fierce and raised her eyebrows and said, " Dream on ... I won't let you do anything stupid ... "

	I laughed recklessly and said, " The Creator is biased and gave birth to all kinds of people. As long as they do not endanger the society and are not publicized, some habits should be tolerated ... If you suppress them, it will only backfire ... As the saying goes , it is better to guide than to block . "

	I went on to say very seriously, " Some things, behind closed doors , are unknown to outsiders ... what does it matter ? "

	My mother didn't react at all and looked very calm. Maybe she didn't hear me clearly or she just didn't want to listen to my nonsense.

	After a moment, she uttered a mocking, " Hmph ." Then I saw signs of her getting up. She'd been lying there, ridiculously, for quite a while now. As soon as I saw her getting up, I went all defensive. To paraphrase Mr. Zhao Benshan, her cleverness had taken over again.

	　　At that moment, the five fingers of one hand stood upright, like a sneaky villain moving towards his target. I stealthily reached out and lifted the hem of her vest shirt, my fingers slipped inside, pressing against the smooth, soft, plump skin. This also stopped her from getting up. A cold glint flashed in my mother's eyes. " What else do you want to do ?" she said , grabbing my wrist to stop me.

	I shushed him , feigning vigilance, and glanced around . " Someone's coming . " If someone were actually approaching, our voices would have been heard long ago. But in the current situation, it seemed unnecessary. We remained silent, fearing that any extra commotion would attract more attention from those outside the cave than our voices.

	At first, we were just waiting outside the gate for the rain to stop , and nothing happened. But now that it's been so long, it's hard to explain. Just imagine, a man and a woman staying in there for so long, how could passersby who don't know us not think it's wrong, especially with my mother, a relatively bright young woman, here.

	There was no movement outside at the time . I deliberately " shouted " my mother to stop , so I could continue to play tricks on her. Seeing that my mother was also looking towards the cave entrance with vigilance, I rubbed my fingers and palms all the way to the bottom of her bra, covering her large breasts for a whole day. The bra seemed to be stained with the heat of her body, and it was warm.

	Of course I wouldn't hesitate any longer. The bra seemed to be made of soft material and didn't feel restrictive. I easily lifted it up from the bottom. My fingers touched my mother's breasts, and my hands were soft and smooth. I held the edge with my tiger's mouth, and felt that I couldn't hold it with one hand. When my evil thoughts were at their peak, I finally found something to quench my thirst, which made me very satisfied.

	I made up my mind and put two fingers on the breast. I was a little violent because of the excitement . Thinking of this forbidden place, I was still allowed to break through again and again. I was very excited. I pinched the top bud of Yingying with two fingers and rolled it back and forth quickly. My subconscious told me that this little thing would be engorged with blood and stand upright. As if responding to the strong stimulation, the mother's body

	My whole body trembled, " Ah ..." , as if I was attacked by surprise , I was defenseless but the stimulation came over me, I moaned helplessly, the sound was as beautiful as the sound of nature, and I felt that my lower body and head were full of hot blood, dizzy, and swollen.

	My mother frowned slightly, then came to her senses. She grabbed my hand tightly and pulled it away. Her eyes were like a lion about to eat someone . " Li Yuqing! " I was still savoring the wonderful touch.

	While adjusting her bra, she said viciously, " You want to die ! What I just said is all in vain, right ? "

	Maybe because of the " convenience " of the environment , I was not afraid of my mother anymore . The bigger reason was that some previous conversations gave me the courage to face the taboo. I muttered, " It won't kill me if I touch it ~ It's not like I haven't touched it before ... I even ate it when I was a child ~" .

	My mother gnashed her teeth and scolded me, " You're hopeless ! You're a hooligan ! You'll be a target in the 1980s . " " And who told you to use so much force ? "

	I caught a loophole in her words and asked excitedly, " Then I'll be gentle ~" .

	My mother realized that she had let the cat out of the bag, glanced at me and scolded, " Get out ! "

	 

	 

	Chapter 37

	　　Although I planned to do something very beastly , I knew that sometimes I should act like the ignorance and curiosity of adolescence, and must not act like a mature adult who wants to be a woman. This might confuse my mother a little.

	Like a child who had tasted something delicious, I was amazed and excited about my experience. " Mom , I told you that yours is bigger than those of my female classmates. I can't even hold it with one hand, " I said while gesturing.

	Hearing this, my mother came over angrily, slapped me on the head, and lectured me, " You have touched your female classmates, right? You little bad boy, it seems you want to go to jail ! "

	My mother hit me, but I still protected my head and quickly explained, " How could I dare? Isn't it obvious? Their chests are flat . "

	Mother's face turned pale, and she pinched the inside of my thigh, again and again, while scolding me, " I'll make you flat! I'll make you big! You're using foul language! You don't behave like a student ! "

	I gasped in pain, but dared not cry out. My penis, already not in peak condition, softened. As if vindicated, my mother withdrew her grip, poked me in the forehead, and said sternly, " If you continue to behave rudely towards your female classmates, expect death . No one can save you . "

	My mother's words gave me a flash of inspiration. Yes, this is a valid excuse. As a parent, I'm deeply afraid of my child's downfall. Could I also use this as a motivation? I was just about to use this as a starting point to discuss it when my mother spoke up with a strange look in her eyes. " Canjilian (author's note : Canji, meaning savage and ferocious, a classic nickname prefix in Cantonese) is pretty big, right? Will you pounce on him one day? "

	The "Canjilian" my mother referred to was a woman in our village known for her " extraordinary gifts . " Her bust was magnificent, but from a standard aesthetic point of view, it wasn't aesthetically pleasing at all. It was the size of a volleyball, and crucially, it was heavy and sagging. She didn't wear a proper bra, which only made it look even uglier. More importantly, she was just an ordinary woman without any appeal, and her bloated bust negated any allure. People even gave her another nickname based on this feature (though I can't type the characters). Everyone, young and old, would often refer to her by her second nickname. When we were children, we followed the trend, but children don't have a clear sense of right and wrong or aesthetics. If we were innocent, we wouldn't look at anyone, no matter how bizarre, through tinted glasses.

	As we were exposed to more things, our discussions about sexual desire became more focused on television, movies, and even comics, rather than on the people around us. However, men are visual creatures, and under the control of physiological laws, I gradually felt that people like Canjilian made me feel physically disgusted. On the other hand, I also began to realize that people like my mother were naturally gifted and showed off their beauty.

	　　When my mother mentioned her, an unbearable picture emerged in my mind, it was simply " horrifying " . I said to my mother, " Hey , I won't go even if you give me money. It's so big and shapeless, and it's severely sagging ..." Then I looked at my mother with fiery eyes, " It's nothing like yours , mom ... "

	I finished, my mother's eyes narrowed, a hint of cunning on her face. She asked softly, " Oh? What's different about Grandma's ? " I was surprised by her question, but I felt I had to give her an answer that would satisfy her.

	I didn't dare look her in the eye, only stealing glances to see her reaction. I timidly said, " Oh my god ... it looks firm and full ... I touch it ... it feels soft ... it's really amazing . " I had indeed touched it, and I have proof of that in my post.

	A subtle smile played at the corner of my mother's mouth, like a ripple, quickly sweeping across her face before condensing into two sparks in her eyes, disappearing in an instant. Then she stood up and sat with her knees hugged, but her gaze remained fixed on me. Perhaps it was because she had been lying down for too long, or perhaps it was because the height was insufficient, but she didn't stand up directly, but sat down naturally.

	I was frightened by her stare, afraid that my mother would do something unexpected to me next, so I suddenly became nervous. In my mother's eyes, I looked like I was finally afraid.

	After a long pause, my mother simply scolded, " Li Yuqing, how dare you say such things to your mother ?" I felt relieved and calmly replied, " I'm just telling the truth ..."

	The mother then began to earnestly admonish him, " I'm too lazy to argue with you. I just want to ask you, can you be a normal child in the future? I won't hold you accountable for what happened before. Starting today, I'll let you know. "

	I replied, " I'm normal ... I do housework at home ... I obey school rules and study hard at school ... "

	The mother said, " Don't avoid the important issue ... I mean ..." , and then seemed to grit her teeth and said, " Don't think about your mother ... That ... you can't look at it, let alone touch it ~ understand . "

	I pretended to be very sad and said, " Okay ... Oh, I'm afraid that one day I really won't be able to control myself and make a big mistake with other women ... Even if in my mind they ... are not comparable to me , Mom ." After saying that , I looked at my mother blankly, showing a kind of determination to lie down.

	Then he smiled bitterly and said, " Hmph ... So what if I fall in love too early? What can I do if it succeeds? ... "

	The mother sighed deeply, and said in anger and sorrow, " Li Yuqing, I will not be satisfied until you piss me off to death ... "

	　　" Being a human or a ghost, I still have a chance to be a human here with my mother. But if I meet people from outside in the wrong way, I can only be a ghost ~" , I said.

	My mother's brow furrowed, and she tapped her forehead, feeling extremely helpless. Unconsciously, I had also moved closer to her, everything within reach. Yes, the desire in my body could no longer be suppressed, and my actions were controlled by sperm, and my mind was not clear at all.

	My mother naturally raised her head and opened her eyes, but what she saw was my face. Reflexively, she stumbled backward in fear, her hands hugging her knees in front of her as a defensive gesture. This caused her to lose her balance and stumble, almost as if she were lying down in front of me. The soft flesh on her chest swayed with the movement of her clothes, revealing a plump curve of breast flesh.

	calming down , she glared at me with rage and exclaimed, " You're scaring me to death! " Seeing my mother like this, I lost myself in my own fantasy world, seducing her like a decent woman, " Look, after that night, no one got hurt, and I'm still a good child ... So some things aren't as scary as you think . "

	The mother lifted up her tank top to cover up the seductive scenery that was not exposed, and pursed her lips and said, " You are shameless, but I still have some dignity ... There won't be a second time ~" .

	I was almost defeated, " Why can Dad do that, but I can't even satisfy this little desire of mine ... I am your son. , the closest person " .

	　　" Li Yuqing, are you crazy? Your father is my man and you are my son, how can you be the same? " the mother also spoke excitedly.

	　　" But that night it was almost you who took the initiative to induce me ... You let me touch all parts of your body ... Your soft breasts ... Your wet and hot buttocks ." At this moment, I felt morbidly excited. Driven by the memories of that night and the close distance at this moment, my words were blunt and vulgar.

	My words seemed to suddenly arouse my mother's memories of the details of that decadent night. Her face was flustered and shy, " Shut up and don't say anymore ~ "

	　　" There is no difference between father and son. They are both the most important men in your life! Aren't they? " I said continuously .

	　　Seeing that I continued to speak without restraint, my mother forced herself to gather her thoughts in embarrassment and cast a fierce look at me. I don't know what she was thinking of, but then the corners of her mouth turned up with a hint of mockery. " You want to be like your dad ? Humph, do you think you can do it, you young boy ?" My mother said with a hint of ridicule.

	Hearing the latter word, I froze for a moment, then vaguely grasped the underlying meaning. Was it that I was new to sex, or that I hadn't completely said goodbye to my virginity, having already succumbed to the intense stimulation beforehand? This could certainly be explained as a first time, a normal reaction, but I suddenly felt a surge of excitement, a surge that spread from my heart to my crotch, and my penis entered its most potent state.

	A spur and drive to avenge a past humiliation surged within me, a childlike drive to assert itself. No matter what, we initially need our parents' approval. On the other hand, this was an opportunity to challenge three sources of authority: the invisible shackles of taboos and ethics; the subconscious desire to surpass my father and usurp his authority, inherent in my son's consciousness; and the inherent sense of authority inherent in my mother's identity, which could only be shattered by extraordinary means. This combined influence overwhelmed me like a mental opium, giving me an urge to destroy everything.

	　　Is there anything more thrilling than crushing the dignity of a certain status ? My body was shaking even more violently at this moment. Taking advantage of my mother's moment of inattention, I pressed my entire body against her, pushing her legs apart and positioning myself for a frontal invasion. I did n't recklessly thrust my erection forward as I had earlier; the presence of my pants helped me maintain some composure. But this was already a subversive act.

	The mother widened her eyes in disbelief and forgot to refuse. After a while, she even tilted her head slowly and said dully, " Li Yuqing, you really dare to do this . "

	　　" I'm your son, why can't I ... No one will know ... No one will know ..." He muttered to himself in a disorganized manner, while his eyes searched for the bright and voluptuous body under him, wondering where to start.

	At that moment, my mother's sleeveless T- shirt was slightly rolled up, revealing a small, relatively fair belly. Her small, clean belly button also caught my eye. Her waist and abdomen weren't thin or flat, but they had the plumpness of a mature woman, which reminded me of the soft ripples that would form if struck there. The purple-red scar of a laparotomy highlighted the flawless beauty of the surrounding skin, highlighting her identity and radiating the mature charm of a well-educated woman. Sometimes, so-called flaws can make us more vividly appreciate the other beautiful aspects of things.

	One hand supported my balance, and my left hand, without any instruction, grasped my mother's slender waist. It wasn't slender, but with the wide hips, it was able to slide out a beautiful curve. The action of holding a woman's waist from the front made me feel closer and closer to formal sex, as if the woman in front of me was already under my control, and I could exert myself and release my emotions to my heart's content ...

	　　Although my lower body was not exposed and I did not touch my mother's real private area, the posture at this moment meant no less than a sneak attack on her sensitive areas such as chest, buttocks and legs. My mother's eyes were shocked and angry, and she said, " Li Yuqing ~ what are you doing! " , and I secretly suppressed her movement to retreat , as if fixing her in this position.

	And I was like an old cow breathing with difficulty . My hand holding her waist trembled as it slowly moved up along her waist line, like a caress, like flirting, and it was a feeling of enjoyment all the way. I could even feel my mother's body trembling slightly, and tiny goose bumps appeared on her skin.

	At the beginning, my mother stared at me angrily, as if she wanted to see how bold I was. However, when I just touched her bra and had not yet reached her breasts, my mother pushed my forearm hard and said, " Stop it ... right now . "

	　　This pushed away my evil hand that was about to explore deeper, and at the same time made me lose my balance. My whole head rested on her chest. The soft breast flesh relieved the pressure on my face. I buried my head between the two peaks, and the intoxicating breath penetrated my nose. I also smelled the fragrance of detergent from the bra mixed with the fragrance of breast flesh and milk. I really wanted to rest on these two plump breasts forever.

	　　" Ah ~!" My mother naturally exclaimed, caught off guard by my response. She lowered her head , observing my unbridled behavior . Her face was expressionless, but her gaze was unfriendly. She seemed to be gathering strength for another attack.

	But my extremely keen hearing allowed me to hear some movement outside getting closer, so I quickly raised my head and whispered, " It sounds like someone is coming . " When my mother heard this, her anger subsided a lot, as she also looked nervous.

	　　" Moo ~ Moo ~" , the sound of the cow's mooing was clearly transmitted to our live broadcast room. My mother and I looked at each other tacitly and stopped the pulling that was about to come.

	But I felt a push in my chest. My mother glared at me, her hands nudging and waving, her head tilted toward the cave entrance, signaling me to get off her. I was determined to obey. Behind closed doors, I'd dare to do anything, but in broad daylight , I had to remain " reverent " towards anyone else . Otherwise, if someone saw me in this position, I wouldn't be able to wash myself away even if I jumped into the Yellow River.

	I pushed my upper body up and was about to stand up. This time, my attention wasn't focused on her breasts or her belly, but on her pants, specifically the center button. This button was the gateway to my life. After a moment's deliberation, I pressed two fingers on the button of my mother's pants. An intense excitement seemed to be brewing. I knew that once I unbuttoned this button, it would be easy to pull the pants down, revealing my most precious and shameful part.

	The scar representing motherhood is hidden in the soft white flesh of the belly, pointing to the secret place below. The waist and hip circumference of the cotton and linen pants seem to be just right, so the mother doesn't need a belt. In fact, in order to have a loose effect on the lower body and look suitable, the waist and hips need to be fully supported, and they will not fall down even without fastening buttons.

	young men are always attracted to the uncertain signs of mature women, even if they don't present the usual allure. Her pants were clearly still on, but through her exposed belly, I saw the allure extending downwards, the elusive, almost invisible, temptation. To me at the time, it was fatal!

	　　" Gulp !" I swallowed, my body shaking even more violently! My mind went blank, but somehow I was guided to do the " right " thing. Under my mother's anxious, frantic, and disbelieving gaze, I unbuttoned the button with one hand and zipped it down ...

	　　" You dare ..." , my mother screamed, and then the first thing she did was of course to slap my hand away, but I was half successful. The zipper went down, and the waistband of her pants opened to both sides in a V shape, revealing most of the small panties protecting my mother's fertile land.

	At this moment, my body stiffened, my breathing became rapid, and my eyes were fixed on the scene. Strong, indescribable feelings and emotions came over me, and lust was disturbing my whole body and mind.

	my mother's face turned red with shame. She looked at me as if she was an enemy who had tarnished her innocence, or as if her secret was being spied on. She bit her lower lip tightly, feeling uneasy and restless. She forgot for a moment that she should zip up her pants and kicked me away.

	The panties I saw were primarily gray cotton, but the edges were light pink lace and tulle. A bow was tucked into the center of the top edge for embellishment, perhaps for some sensual effect, as I couldn't help but feel the urge to rip them off. There was a seductive quality to the rigidity, a hint of swaying in the conservativeness. When I was lost in thought, the bow seemed to sway lightly in the air, provocatively.

	Back then, young women in rural areas and young adults generally had little concept of sexy clothing, and most wouldn't have considered it. But in reality, what might seem sexy and bold today were standard underwear back then—just made to look good. Bras, for example, were available in sensual colors and various embellishments, primarily aiming for support without revealing anything. In contrast, today, women are increasingly aware of the importance of comfort and self-pleasing. Oversized sizes, athletic tank tops, underwire-free tops, no labels, no florals, and simple, basic styles are all the rage. These have their pros and cons: comfort makes it impossible to create designs that highlight the bust's sexuality.

	I have been observing my mother 's bras for a while now and have noticed that there are quite a few in bright red and purple colors, and lace or embroidered mesh are also common; but her underwear is mostly solid color and pure cotton, and it is rare to see one like the one today.

	At first, I could understand it. Maybe my mother didn't think too much about it and just bought it randomly, and it just happened to have these embellishments. But my mother's obvious shyness at this moment, as if her secret had been exposed, made me have very complicated and exciting thoughts.

	　　This is not just a certain contrast stimulation, but what is even more disturbing is that the mother seems to have undergone some kind of transformation. She realizes that such clothes are unusual and can even make men excited. Is the seemingly conservative and strict mother gone? Is it because of her more contact with the outside world at work that has changed her, or is it because of the self-pleasing awakening caused by economic independence?

	　　Or perhaps she increasingly felt that her body was a bright presence in the rural environment, and needed some bright and bold matching to echo it.

	But no matter what , the fluttering butterflies tickled my heart. The special little panties combined with the strict mother's shyness at the moment, the contrasting charm became more and more obvious. The good young woman in front of me had a bit more wildness and charm, because the mother couldn't possibly think of such panties to cater to her son's preferences. I know that has nothing to do with me, so the word sexy is not what I thought of, I'm afraid we would not agree with each other; but it was the unintentional exposure that made my morbid stimulation more intense. On the one hand, I had complicated emotions about my mother's " transformation " , and on the other hand, I was very obsessed with it.

	After my hands were opened, my eyes were almost always on the butterfly, and I didn't pay any attention to my mother's reaction. I was just immersed in my own fantasy world, murmuring, " There's movement outside ~ Mom " . I didn't forget to stop my mother's possible outburst through specific words and actions, which was also for the convenience of my subsequent actions.

	Mother's face flushed red, and she raised herself up and sat in front of me, saying, " I'd like to see if someone really comes here, so that you can use this excuse to do whatever you want all day long! " Then she turned around and glared at me.

	Then my head seemed to " boom " , my breathing almost stopped, and my eyes were wide open.

	Because my mother didn't zip up her pants, leaving the waistband hanging out to the sides, the shape of her panties, and the light butterfly were always exposed to the air. In my imagination, they looked lifelike, enchanting and lively.

	　　This was not what shocked and excited me the most, but that she chose an unreasonable posture and movement to move to the edge of the cave with a wide view.

	She was on her knees , crawling forward on her knees and elbows. Perhaps she felt that some places here were not high enough, or perhaps she had been on the ground for too long and forgot to stand up. In any case, the figure in front of me almost made me lose all my reason.

	　　The tight-fitting vest T -shirt did not cover the waistline , which looked like two parallel vertical lines on both sides of the straight back, but the wide buttocks drew a bracket-like curve at the hips. The cotton and linen trousers were flexible and extensible, fitting tightly to the tight buttocks, making the waist connecting the two round and full buttocks more obvious; at this moment, the mother was crawling slightly in the small space, and the mature woman's butt seemed to be twisting unintentionally, swaying, as if to cater to her and show off, attracting attention and tempting me to commit a crime.

	The burning desire made me stand still, staring at That roundness. My mother suddenly glanced back at me, expressionless, perhaps to see if I'd do anything strange. But the sight, combined with the look, made it hard not to interpret it as a mature woman teasing a young boy. I shuddered and swallowed hard. My mother's gesture had already nearly overwhelmed me , and I was about to pounce on that round ass and do something reckless . But now, with her glance back, I suppressed my impulse and had a new idea.

	I copied my mother 's pose, crawling forward and sidling up to her right. She glanced at me suspiciously, then looked outside. Honestly, it was quite funny; we didn't realize how useless this was. According to the simplest laws of physics, if you see someone, they naturally have the ability to see you. Isn't that self-exposure? At the moment, it should be more of a confirmation, a peace of mind.

	　　There were no people in sight. Through the medium-height weeds, I could vaguely see a figure under a banana tree. I could also hear indistinct murmurs and the continuous grunts and snorts of buffaloes ...

	Looking at my mother 's beautiful, charming profile, adorned with a few strands of hair, I softly called out, " Mom !" My left hand quietly and gently moved from the top of her back to her waist. It seemed like a natural act of intimacy, and I didn't think it was inappropriate. My mother glanced at me, made a " tsk ," but didn't react any further .

	I needed to find something to " solidify " my mother 's posture and position. " The rain has stopped a long time ago, why don't you go ?" I said . My mother seemed to haven't heard me and remained silent. After a moment, her lips twitched, as if struggling with something, before she said, " Wait ... wait a moment ... wait until that person leaves first . " Neither of us mentioned why we were afraid of being seen, but I imagine the underlying considerations were tacitly understood.

	　　Smelling the unique scent of a mature mother so close to me, and thinking about the plump buttocks behind her, my hand couldn't stay still. I moved it down, touching the protruding waist and hips, and then touching the edge of my mother's tight buttocks. This time, my mother immediately sensed it, impatiently slapped my hand away, glared at me and said, " What are you touching ! "

	I avoided her angry look in dissatisfaction and said nonchalantly, " What do you think this person is doing here? There is no grass here. " As I spoke, I dared to touch the more taboo areas, because after the " pull " just now and my mother's non-absolute fury at this time, I became more and more aggressive.

	　　" Hey ... where should I put my hands ... " Before the mother could finish her words, her body shook , and then she stretched out one hand back, as if trying to grab something.

	While she was distracted by talking, I put my hand directly on the middle of my mother's buttocks, with five fingers spread out, as if sucking on both sides of the buttock groove, and then grabbed it slightly. Because I really couldn't exert any strength, because of the mother's kneeling posture, her buttocks made it high and firm, with a rounded outline, big and full, and also tighter and elastic, and my fingers couldn't pinch it at all.

	I was so excited that my heart almost jumped out of my chest. I once again touched the taboo part of the mature mother that represented her sexual characteristics. The touch was wonderful and I felt extremely satisfied psychologically. There was also a strange thrill of taking advantage of someone's misfortune and succeeding.

	The mother stretched out her hands to grab, as if she was trying to protect her treasure area, but to no avail. She turned her head away, trying to suppress her raging heart, with raised eyebrows, gritted teeth, and lowered her voice to scold, " Let go, do you hear me , you are not allowed to touch that part of your mother's body ? "

	my mother grabbed my wrist, I grabbed the middle of her buttocks hard to further feel the plump and elastic buttocks. Because my fingers were moving from top to bottom, and my middle finger was right at the crack of her buttocks, I firmly squeezed into the crotch through two layers of cloth. I didn't know if I could stimulate my mother's most private part. I just felt that it was tight and a little soft, as if I was pressing on a plump mound of flesh.

	　　" Hmm ..." My mother stiffened and uttered a cry, closing her eyes uncontrollably. Then, her face darkened. " You're really getting more and more outrageous !" she said coldly. Then, waving her right arm wildly , her entire body twisting, she " threw " me to the side . I fell to the ground.

	　　" Mom ... that person over there is still here , " I said, as if to remind her that it would be best not to resist or scold too fiercely, so as not to cause a big noise.

	Mother's eyes flashed with helplessness and resentment. She pointed at me and said, " I'll settle this with you later ... You won't change no matter how many times I tell you ..." I quietly backed away until I was past her hips. My peripheral vision envied her butt. She stared blankly ahead from the front, touched her nose, and said, " Is it not okay to touch it ? I'm still wearing pants and underwear . "

	My mother didn't suspect anything of my taking a half step back. Instead, she thought I was giving up. After all, I didn't have any physical contact with her at the moment. Without even turning her head, she replied firmly, " Pay attention to your identity ... You are my son ... This is not allowed here . "

	My mother's words made me feel inexplicably hot and rebellious, because I did not accept the rules of identity. Moreover, when she said this, it seemed that it was okay as long as he was her son. It always made me think of some bad and obscene pictures, but the male protagonist was not me.

	Stimulated by this energy, I jumped up and knelt directly behind her plump buttocks. We were just a little bit overlapping and connected, with the tent raised by my penis facing the center of her peach buttocks in front of me. I seemed to see a huge pleasure calling me, because this classic posture can lead to the real sexual process. The imaginary stimulation made me confused.

	Looking upwards, in the limited light , above the trousers is the small part of the back waist that the top cannot cover. At this moment, it also looks smooth and clean. The beautiful back groove extends from the top and disappears into the lower body clothing, guiding the onlookers to explore the mysterious and fertile buttocks area.

	My wish finally came true. Although I couldn't see it, I could hear the man outside, or rather the cows, coming to "assist. " There was a " smashing " sound, like weeds and brambles being cut and trampled. More reliably, the sounds of the cows breathing or chewing something were getting closer. Whether the man came forward or not was irrelevant.

	The mother obviously also noticed the movement, and seemed to suddenly become nervous. Her whole body tightened, her waist lowered even lower, her buttocks tilted back and became more prominent, her head shrank away from the space at the entrance, and her body naturally retreated!

	her leg, her firm buttocks hit my hard cock, but she obviously didn't notice the scene behind her. However, I couldn't keep calm anymore. I pressed forward, first holding her waist tightly, and then my lower body pressed against her legs through layers of clothes. In fact, there was no physical stimulation, as there was no actual contact, but just this posture and this behavior made me feel like I had penetrated her mother's vagina from behind, which was also very stimulating and made my scalp tingle .

	　　My hard cock throbbed uncontrollably against the soft core of my mother's thighs, as if it was about to explode. I rested my head on her back, breathing in her scent. It had been through labor and rain, so honestly, what kind of fragrance could it possibly have? But the mixed smell coming from the body of a mature woman you've always dreamed of, a woman with big breasts and a sweet ass, in her prime, made me even more excited.

	Except for my feet, my whole body was pressed against my mother, and our private organs, which should not have touched each other, were only touching each other through the clothes. Only in this posture could I have as much contact with my mother as possible, absorb as much of the charm of a mature mother as possible, and relieve the huge physical and mental anxiety.

	I couldn't see my mother 's expression, but I could feel her body twisting restlessly, her upper body shaking, and her low, anxious and angry voice: " Li Yuqing, what are you doing ? Get out of here. " Fearing the outside world, she didn't dare to shout loudly, and just used her hands to try to pry open my hands that were around her waist.

	I was like I was embedded in my mother's body, and I had the upper hand in the game of strength. I don't know if my mother was not in a position to exert strength or was worried that if she tried with all her strength, there would be noise, but she was never able to pry my hands open.

	She seemed to have given up, " Li Yuqing, stop making trouble . Don't you consider the occasion ~ "

	　　In this position, my mother's lower abdomen felt soft and plump. I pressed my fingers on it like playing the piano, feeling the characteristics of a mature woman. My lower body began to hit and grind her legs intentionally or unintentionally. I don't know if it was the two buttocks or the legs that exerted a clamping pressure on my penis, but the core of the feeling was still touching a soft ball of flesh. In addition to being satisfied, I began to imagine that if there were no clothes blocking me, I could replicate the ecstasy of that night, or even complete the unfinished business. Thinking of this, my penis was so hard that it seemed like it was about to break free from my pants.

	How could my mother not know that I was doing something bad in my crotch? The dignity of her private area was completely destroyed by her son's flirting. She looked very embarrassed and uncomfortable, and her buttocks kept shaking as if trying to avoid the most direct contact. However, this action seemed to me like a kind of catering and temptation, which made my glans spit out a lot of prostate fluid.

	My butt was also moving, and we seemed to have a " tacit understanding " , like a couple immersed in sex, in perfect harmony. I asked tremblingly, " Mom ~ Then after we get home, can we ... " ~ I stretched out the last word and increased the grinding of the fat and soft part between her legs.

	　　" Hmm ..." I didn't believe my mother could be physically stimulated. She let out a charming moan, then quickly stopped. It sounded like a response to me. She was furious with her own gaffe. "... No ... not even at home ... you bastard, what are you using to touch me down there ..." This unnecessary question, knowing the answer, dampened her momentum considerably.

	I also spoke up in time , " Mom , keep your voice down ... There's really someone outside now ~" After hearing what I said, my mother naturally raised her head to look at the hole. In fact, she couldn't see anything, but her sweet buttocks seemed to react naturally and twisted in an attempt to get rid of it, which gave my penis even greater stimulation.

	　　" Well ... you ... you still have the nerve to say that ... if you get out of here now, nothing will happen to you. " At this time , my mother's words were always mixed with a hint of seductive humming, which was very annoying and made me feel extremely itchy. Could it be that my behavior below made her feel something? This thought made me feel refreshed both physically and mentally, and the head of my penis became much more sensitive and numb.

	As if the struggle was coming to an end, the mother looked a little tired, " Hurry ... um ... take your stinky thing away ... we are ... mother and son ..." For some reason, the mother had to gasp for breath to finish this sentence.

	I continued to enjoy this physical and mental stimulation, and suddenly thought of something and said, " I should have pushed the motorcycle in earlier . " The mother paused, and the resistance of her sweet buttocks also stopped, and she seemed a little frightened. Yes. , the motorcycle is so conspicuous, that person will be able to see it easily.

	I wasn't panicking at all, because a motorcycle here wasn't unusual. In the vast countryside, amidst fields, forests, and along country roads, a motorcycle or bicycle was a common sight. The owner was undoubtedly busy with something nearby, and no one would notice a vehicle in the wild. I mentioned this simply to distract my mother.

	Feeling my mother 's momentary confusion, and wanting to pursue more satisfaction, I gave up my hands on her lower abdomen, moved forward easily, and without any hesitation, directly lifted the hem of her bra, and got in, holding a soft and plump breast in each hand.

	　　" Ah ..." This time my mother couldn't help but cry out, her waist moved even lower, her buttocks pressed against my lower abdomen, she was totally lost, and she was very nervous and embarrassed, " Li Yuqing, how dare you touch ... touch my mother here . "

	An interesting little detail is that the mother could have used one of her hands to stop me from doing this, but at this moment she seemed to have completely forgotten about it, and the soft and delicate words of refusal gave people the feeling that she was in a state of confusion and imbalance.

	At this point, I became more rational and said comfortably, " Mom ... shh " , reminding her not to forget the situation outside. However, I seemed very frivolous and shameless, as if I had taken advantage of her.

	 

	 

	Chapter 38

	I could feel my mother 's anger and humiliation, and she actually retaliated by bumping me with her buttocks. It was very aggressive but had no destructive power, which only made me feel excited, like another kind of catering from a well-seasoned and decent woman, which bewitched the young me. Then, the pondering words came from below, " You little beast ... you have completely learned to be bad ... and you still think I am your mother ... "

	I rubbed my whole face on my mother's back in ecstasy , and my hands kneaded and grabbed her proud breasts as if playing with a deformed toy ball. My hands were soft and elastic, and my mother felt restless. Her perky buttocks were swinging as if massaging my cock. I could seem to feel the contact point under my crotch getting hotter and hotter, and my cock wanted to penetrate all the cloth.

	　　Although the area below is closer to the core of the taboo, the feeling is more real in the hands. When I realized that I was really unscrupulously playing with the breasts of my mother, a mature and good woman; thinking of this proud and conservative wife and mother, whose private parts fell into the hands of a young man; I had a strong sense of accomplishment.

	The soft breasts hanging upside down made me gasp. They were so huge! I could feel their weight, heavy and trembling. The flesh seemed to ripple in my hands. Grasping each breast completely with one hand seemed impossible. I kept adjusting my grip, cupping more of the soft flesh and playing with it. For a moment, my movements were gentle, and the feeling of their heaviness made me unable to let go. I didn't grab or knead them, but gently cupped them and squeezed them in the middle, not applying much pressure. The feeling was wonderful. My mother's mature breasts rebounded stubbornly under the slight pressure, letting me enjoy both their fullness and their elasticity.

	Before I knew it , my entire body was shaking uncontrollably, and then a violent impulse seized me. No longer content with gentle caresses, I placed my hands on the top buds of my mother's breasts, pinching them with two powerful fingers. I rubbed them back and forth a few times, seemingly hysterically. I felt that only in this way could I undermine the majesty of my mother's status and vent my inexplicable jealousy and dissatisfaction with her coquettish and seductive behavior under my father. Honestly, this was childish of me, in some ways just a child's mindset, with desires beyond adolescence.

	　　" Ahhh !" As I rubbed her, I felt the little grapes on my fingertips become incredibly erect and resilient. Mother moaned with a mixture of pain and desire. I couldn't help but raise my head, resting my chin on her back, trying to observe her movements as best I could. I saw her head tilted up, swaying unconsciously, giving me a feeling of both pain and enjoyment.

	　　Seeing this, my heart was excited, thinking that this is a sensitive area, and continued stimulation will surely witness my mother's charming side; I continued to flick her nipple buds with my fingers like a prank, " Well ... don't ... don't scratch there ..." , my mother's charming moan, although as thin as a mosquito, but it lingered in my heart, which only made my animal nature more aroused.

	Outside the cave, not far away, the sound of cows eating grass never stopped, so the mother never dared to resist in any big way. Only her panting, weak, and resigned words of dissatisfaction seemed to be a flirtation.

	Suddenly, my mother tilted her head slightly, showing me her flushed, slightly sweaty, wet, hair clinging to her profile. Her voice trembled, " Li Yuqing , either let go ... um ... or... " She seemed to sway her hips, and I knew it was her signal, " or get off my bottom ." It was like a compromise , offering me a choice. Hearing this, I felt a complicated mixture of emotions, like when you're doing something animalistic, you still hope the other person will be firm and chaste to the end, and never give in.

	Sometimes I don’t even understand myself: which side of my mother do I really want? But the complex collision of emotions actually gives me a strange pleasure.

	" possessed " by forbidden desires, I could only anxiously, excitedly and contentedly call out, " Mom ~" . If that tone were used normally, I would definitely feel terrified.

	The pleasure in my hands almost made me forget the situation in my crotch. After all, there was so much fabric blocking it, and this posture might not touch the key points.

	I squeezed my mother's breasts with my palms , my fingers continuing to tease the buds, fidgeting them this way and that. Her body temperature seemed to be rising. " Mmm ... you little rascal ... shut up ... you still have the nerve to call me mom ... I don't want a son like you ..." she moaned softly, panting a few times before lowering her head, her arms trembling as if she could collapse at any moment. I thought, calling me a rascal is really just insulting herself, since I was her child. So I smiled suddenly. This smile must have angered her a little. " Just a few gentle touches, that's all. Consider it a treat, you bastard. Why are you getting so rude ... "

	I don't care. The more I listen, the more it sounds like coquettishness. Seeing a mature mother like this, I was so satisfied that I took a deep breath and then wanted to do something even worse.

	My bad boy nature came out, I circled my thumb and index finger with both hands , and tapped my mother's erect breasts several times with my fingernails, just like a child playing marbles or ear-tapping games. It was fun, and it gave me a morbid psychological satisfaction.

	　　" Ah ... um ... wow " , I saw the mother almost fell down, her back collapsed a little, she groaned, and quickly covered her mouth with one hand, leaving only one hand supporting her upper body, and her mouth let out a muffled groan that she had tried hard to endure.

	Then she let go of her hand covering her mouth and used it to slap my thigh. It was weak, but very high-frequency and hurried, more like an expression of her strong dissatisfaction. It was still strange that she didn't pry my hand away immediately.

	I stopped my rude movements, and like a child trying to fix something wrong, I softened my grip on her breasts and nipples, gently soothing her. After a while, my mother seemed to recover and said angrily, " You son of a bitch, can you be more normal? Won't that break it ? "

	I didn't respond , my hands still challenging the taboo. To my mother, I was unresponsive and lustful. She perked up, as if waking from a daze, and said in a calm tone, " Okay, that's enough . Are you still not satisfied? "

	I pulled out one hand. Mother probably understood what I said, but my hand was just as restless. I stroked the outside of her thigh and wandered to the corner of her buttock nearby. At the same time, I said, " Mom , then I 'll be gentler ... I won't be like just now ." I touched her left breast gently, but it felt frivolous and erotic. I would press and rub the buds from time to time.

	　　" Tsk ..." , the mother made a dissatisfied sound, and then moaned unconsciously, " Well ... no ... I can't do it anymore ..." , " Li Yuqing ... you are really crazy ... "

	Seeing my mother 's resistance, like the excited words of a criminal, I worked even harder on my remaining hand, squeezing her breasts. " Hmm ... stop it now ... do you hear me ... ah, mom can't help it ..." Then her voice became so soft that I couldn't hear it at all.

	I heard this response, vaguely catching a glimpse of the answer, and excitedly asked, " What can I do ... Mom ..." My mother looked up at the cave, then lowered her head again. She stopped responding, but her body twisted more and more in response. I could even feel her slender thighs and sweet buttocks actively squeezing my cock like prey.

	I was so excited that many of the ropes of my rationality were burned through. I thought of that free hand on the outside of my mother's buttocks. It could touch her lower abdomen and naturally could also reach below her lower abdomen. This awakening made my heart beat faster.

	I prayed, " It's almost there ... Mom ..." , and played with her breasts more gently and vigorously, hoping to rub this mature woman into the vortex of desire. My mother remained silent, with only some seemingly shy shaking; my left hand sneaked around and moved to her upside-down abdomen. Because she had never unbuttoned her clothes and pulled down the zipper of her pants, my fingers could already touch the edge of her panties and the small bow-shaped ribbon.

	The area is so small that even if I can't see it, my hand won't get lost. It seems that my mother hasn't noticed my intention yet. I quickly inserted my finger into her panties from top to bottom along her lower abdomen. I immediately felt the soft and thick hair, which felt a little dry. But the direction my finger was pointing was the source of the hot flashes, and my heart almost jumped out of my body.

	But maybe because my mother was kneeling at the time, I couldn't get in touch with any of her plump feelings when I ran my hands through this route.

	I was just about to thrust further when suddenly my mother seemed to clamp her legs together. She turned her head and kept shaking her head. One hand grabbed my arm and signaled me to stop. Her bright face did not show strong anger because she turned her head back. Instead, it looked uncomfortable. Her lips opened and closed, as if she was trying her best to express " No ~" .

	　　My mind raced , but I paid no attention. It was like a crucial moment in a difficult exploration. My fingers thrust forward almost simultaneously with my mother's once again squeezing her legs together and tensing her lower body muscles. The expected softness and moisture didn't appear at my fingertips. Instead, I rubbed against the lush grassland and encountered the elastic flesh of my mother's thigh. But I had a hunch that beneath the base of my fingers lay hidden fertile soil, emitting a warm and moist scent. It felt like a subterranean water switch, as if a slight stimulation would cause water to spread all around.

	I could feel my mother 's somewhat resentful gaze. " Li Yuqing! Take your hands away! Both of them! " I replied perfunctorily, " Oh ~" .

	But I kept my palm tightly against my mother's pubic area, and deliberately applied force, starting to rub back from the base of her legs, and finally unearthed a surprise. My fingers seemed to have scratched a slit in the flesh. At the lower end of my mother's pubic area, I recalled the scene I had seen. That was also the top of my birthplace. Under the scratched slit in the flesh, I touched a little flexible bulge, and the heat and wetness felt by my fingers became more and more obvious, but in the end my palm still pushed out of the area covered by my mother's underwear.

	　　It was indeed like a switch. When I brushed against the small lump-like bulge, my mother's body jumped tighter, her waist straightened, and her tight and plump buttocks pushed towards me forcefully. There was a fleeting tremor, and at the same time, she seemed to be attacked. " Ah ~ you ~" , the trembling voice was charming, and there was no discomfort in the sound. This sound made me tremble my body, and a lot of secretions oozed out of the penis under my crotch.

	But I didn't even have time to pay attention to the feeling of the penis. My brain went blank in excitement. My waist stood up and even leaned back a little. My hands were not long enough to easily touch those big breasts. Without any effort, I pulled the elastic buds on the nipple , just for a moment.

	　　" Ah ... it hurts ..." The mother cried out in pain, her voice a little panicked because she couldn't control the volume. It sounded like the desperate cry of someone attacked in the wild. After realizing she had made a sound, she covered her mouth unnecessarily.

	None of us forgot what was happening outside. My mother's sudden cry brought total silence. It was as if the sounds of the cattle feeding outside had stopped, and we too remained motionless, as if even a normal breath would pierce the hidden tranquility and provoke an irreversible situation.

	whether the cow's owner also heard his mother's cry. We were filled with uncertainty and confusion.

	It seemed like half a century had passed, and the sound of cows eating reached our ears at some point. It was like a switch that turned on the world, and everything began to operate in an orderly manner again. The air in the cave lost its dullness and heat, and my mother and I relaxed a little.

	She turned around and glared at me fiercely. I felt guilty and didn't dare to face her; but my hard cock was still pressing against her buttocks, jumping restlessly for a few times; my mother came to her senses, her face was filled with shame and anger, suddenly, she straightened her waist, swung her right elbow backward, and hit my heart and lungs with one elbow; " Hiss ..." , I gasped, let go of her hand in pain and ran away, falling to the ground, but I didn't dare to express anything out loud, only showed an expression of pain.

	After the lesson , the mother returned to her kneeling position, as if her bottom line had been pushed because of my words and the evil behavior just now. She still kept her buttocks raised towards me. I didn't think of correcting it for a moment, thinking that there was nothing wrong with it. Maybe it became a habit.

	It seemed that my humiliation made her feel relieved, and her revenge was successful. She turned around and looked at me with cunning and provocative eyes, with a bit of pride and mockery, and a slight upward curve of her lips; the mature mother's charm that I had witnessed with my own eyes and her usual appearance as a good wife and mother flashed through my mind, and also brought me into the bondage of taboos and family affection with my mother, and I couldn't extricate myself; the eyes of the pervert showed the beauty of the woman, which always made me feel that the mother's turning back, coupled with her seductive figure, round and full buttocks, and the appearance of a good family with the charm of time, was just like a moment of charm, full of charm, like looking at the moon in the water, and exploring the bamboo by the clouds.

	I was completely mesmerized by what she saw - this was the charm and allure of a real woman, a truly mature woman; her eyes, full of meaning, seemed to be laughing at the boy's immaturity and restlessness, which made her seem even more charming.

	A raging fire of desire burned through my body and soul . At the same time, my mother also moved. She turned her head and gathered her hair with both hands. Even this made me feel extremely seductive, because she naturally straightened her waist again, and her killer buttocks became more prominent and tilted back, making the young man behind her faint. Then, she seemed to be getting up ...

	The look of my mother turning her head was the decisive catalyst of lust, so the silhouette of her millstone-like mature buttocks seemed to overlap with my pupils, and the hard cock under my crotch broke free from the restraint of underwear and shorts and stood high, like a rocket about to climb the full moon. I felt a sense of pride and courage to do something great in my heart.

	While my mother was still there, I used my butt as a fulcrum and used my hands and feet to slide down to sit under her buttocks, with my legs open, as if clamping her sides. I felt a sense of consciousness guiding me that this position was the most convenient.

	Being so close, my mother said " Hmm? " in confusion , and before she could turn around, I could feel her face turn pale, because I touched the sides of her pants with my hands, and pulled them down quickly and forcefully. Thanks to the buttons and zipper that I forgot to put back in place, my intention was achieved particularly smoothly. " Hey ... what are you doing? " my mother scolded in a low voice. As soon as she finished speaking, her peach-shaped buttocks wrapped in her underwear were completely exposed. Her pants were dragged down to the roots of her thighs, and because she was defenseless, she was pulled up by the force of my hands. With her legs together, she sat heavily on my hard cock under the gather of her pants, in a shameful kneeling position, which is the position that best suits my sexual fetish, because it can best highlight the shape and fullness of a woman's buttocks. Fortunately, my mother's buttocks are elastic, and fortunately, my cock was pressed against my lower abdomen, so my lower body did not feel the pain of " injury and fracture " .

	The first thing I did was not to feel the treatment to my lower body, but to lift my upper body like a sit-up, and our upper bodies overlapped. I wrapped my arms tightly around my mother's waist, abdomen, and hips, " controlling " her who was already struggling violently and twisting wildly in front of me. Her attempts to get up failed repeatedly, and her disadvantageous posture made her no match for my strength.

	She seemed at her wit's end , anxiously slapping my calves in protest, cursing softly, " Are you acting up again ?! Let me go! " I held her tightly , my grip steadily tightening, gradually tamping down her struggles. Her movements became increasingly sluggish, as if she had given up. There was almost no space between me and her upper body, and my mother's attempts to elbow her backwards proved ineffective.

	I also whispered, " Mom , I promise I won't be like Dad ." She naturally understood what I meant, but she just said in an unquestionable tone, " Do n't be so wishful thinking! "

	With only her underwear on her buttocks, mother could obviously feel more easily my erect penis sticking between her buttocks, so she tried to struggle to get up, and we started a new round of pulling, " Li Yuqing, can you please not be so perverted ~ ah? " said mother .

	But the next second, we all " tacitly " stood still as if holding our breath.

	　　This time, it wasn't the sound of the cows eating and breathing, but the man outside mumbling to himself, which meant he was getting closer and closer to the cave! In the countryside, mumbling to oneself is not uncommon. In the fields and houses, for example, people might curse and criticize the livestock or lament the state of the crops.

	If we don't make any noise, I'm not worried that he will walk into this broken cave. This is my experience of living here for more than ten years. Countless people have passed by it many times, but everyone ignored it, as if it had merged with the mountain. No one was interested in it. Even the children who paid the most attention to it were afraid and only mentioned it occasionally, and were soon attracted by other things in the mountains.

	The mother is in a difficult situation . If she struggles , it will make noise. Even if she struggles and pretends to be calm and walks out to face it, there is still the risk of being misunderstood .

	Sensing my mother 's physical tension, I suddenly realized why I always had to rely on outside help. Why not follow the lead of the male protagonist in the erotic novel and proactively " threaten " her ? I felt myself darkening further, transforming into a demon. I whispered, " Mom , I told you I wouldn't do anything extreme . But don't struggle. I'm afraid I'll scream . "

	My mother tilted her head, revealing a profile. Her lips twitched slightly, her brow furrowed, a look of uncertainty and amusement permeating her. It was as if she were saying, " Your behavior now and before is already excessive, and I absolutely refuse to believe you won't go even further . " But after hearing my subsequent " threat , " a touch of despair welled up in her .

	But she remained steady . Tired of this position , I decided to give it a try and lay back on the haystack. My butt seemed to push upward, and my mother's upper body leaned forward, but her sweet ass remained beneath my crotch. Looking over at her, my blood boiled even more. The firmness and fullness of her buttocks were now more visible to my gaze. The fabric of her panties seemed infinitely thinner, stretched by the flesh, making it seem as if the slightest scratch would tear them.

	the limited light , her round shoulders were as white as jade. The fitted tank top and panties below revealed a high degree of skin, and her sensual, mature figure seemed poised to burst forth in a split second. I remember her sometimes being like this for a short while after a shower, a hint of life, yet to the discerning eye, a breathtakingly charming aura. The difference now was that I had been responsible for this, and I could even savor it.

	Because of the distance, I just pressed my right hand symbolically on her thigh, which felt smooth and plump but also powerful. In fact, I could no longer use both hands to absolutely " lock " her like I did just now. However, the strange thing was that my mother seemed to have forgotten her resistance just now, and she kept this posture.

	My penis was unethically stuck in my mother's buttock groove and was pressed by her buttocks, with no room to move at all. However, the psychological stimulation was stronger than the physical stimulation, and the tingling sensation on the penis almost made me lose my strength.

	bit frustrated and regretful. Even if I'd managed to remove my mother's pants, her underwear was still there. The key was that I still had two pieces of clothing on my lower body. If I could remove them both, would I be able to relive the beauty of that night? In this position, even if we didn't make it past the final barrier, our genitals were still in close contact. There was nothing I could do. There was only so much I could do at that moment.

	I first listened to the noises outside . The man's mumbling had become less frequent, but fortunately , he was still there. How could I remain still with such a great opportunity? My left hand trembled as I touched my mother's buttocks, the part of her buttocks not covered by her underwear. As soon as my hand touched it, I felt her buttocks muscles tighten, becoming tighter and more elastic, and then slippery, from cold to warm. Sure enough, the outer part of the buttocks is the best skin area for most people.

	However, because I was lying down and my hands could not be stretched to the limit, I could not rub or grab them. I could only stroke them lightly with my fingers, which seemed to be teasing. The mother's body trembled slightly, as if she was holding back from making a sound. Even if there was no sexual feeling, it would feel itchy when her buttocks were touched by her son like this. After all, it is a sensitive area.

	　　After stroking for a while, my mother straightened her waist as if in discomfort. The amplitude was not large, perhaps because of her plump body and thick buttocks, there was a small dimple on her hip. Such a scene on a woman was like a magic eye that amplified sexual tension, making me both physically and mentally crazy. The dimple was not deep, but it was enough to bury the young boy's timidity and restraint.

	The mother was lying face down, and suddenly she turned her head. Although her face was expressionless, her beautiful eyebrows were slightly frowned, and her eyes were bright as if they hid stars, as if she was looking at her rebellious son through her armpits or arms with some resentment and anger; I could never resist the look back of my mother, coupled with the faint scent of meat emanating from her body at this time, which was the unique fragrance of a mature woman, and her charming body was revealed from the small piece of cloth; the shadow under the backlight, the underwear divided her round buttocks into two crescent-shaped semicircles; all of this was undoubtedly a naked temptation to me!

	It was the mother who was the first to be unable to bear this gaze. She averted her gaze, as if she had become lazy and no longer cared about the outside world. Was this helpless indulgence, or did she have her own considerations?

	No, the cock under my crotch is protesting strongly . I have to quickly remove the cloth blocking our private areas! To make my hands more flexible, I gently lift my upper body and pile the haystack above my head onto my neck and back, just like using a pillow to prop up my butt in a movie. This way, not only is it easier to see, but my upper body is propped up a little, allowing my hand to sweep more space in front.

	Unlike some women with the ideal figure, my mother's subtle dimples were perhaps more the product of her voluptuous flesh, a mirage-like spectacle that only appeared under certain conditions. As she casually adjusted her form, they vanished into her smooth waist and hips, like circular ripples on the ocean. I pressed my finger where it had once appeared, and now only a small dimple remained. For my mother, this wasn't a taboo area, and she didn't react at all.

	My left hand moved slightly down and touched the edge of the panties, which were stretched and looked particularly silky. I was about to pull them down decisively, but the heavy feeling under my crotch made me realize that if my mother didn't lift her hips, I would not be able to completely take off this protective device, and how could my mother cooperate?

	Sure enough, the mother simply slapped my hand away, and said in a cold and inviolable attitude , " I'm warning you not to touch it . " This was very inconsistent with the seductive posture she was posing in front of her son at this time.

	Let's just assume that the underwear is a triangle. I didn't intend to start from the bottom edge. Looking at the connection between our lower bodies, the white buttocks become darker in color as they move towards the middle of the two buttocks, extending to the top of my penis and the soft bulge under my mother's crotch. The crotch of the underwear can only cover the bottom of the buttocks. Even with the dim light, I can see that a mysterious color, which is obviously different from the normal flesh color, is spreading from the small piece of cloth. I guess there must be some hair coming out.

	There is no need to recall the scenes in the movie, the real scene in front of me will inspire me what to do. I squeezed half of my hand into the area where we were closely connected, hooked the side of my mother's panties, and pulled it towards the buttock groove. I could even clearly feel my own penis.

	Her buttocks and panties were tense, and my mother could feel the pulling I was doing. She quickly turned around and shouted angrily, " You dare! " Her voice was soft and her profile could not show any specific anger. Instead, there was a bit of charm in her scattered hair that bewitched me.

	Why not? Is it possible that our bottom line still exists today ?

	It's like standing in front of a mysterious door. The world behind the door may be full of dangers, but also huge temptations. My fingers hooked the edge of my mother's crotch, like opening a door or lifting a curtain. My eyes and body and mind can't wait to greet all this with a hot breath.

	　　" Ah! " The mother straightened her waist and exclaimed in surprise.

	The light , skin color, and the depth of the buttock groove made me see only a dark area. The back of my fingers touched a soft, plump, and ripe piece of flesh, and it had a hairy touch. This touch made me feel like a sleeping treasure was awakened, and something indescribable and touching spread from my mother's crotch. Of course, it was still dry here, and even with such " teasing " , my mother would not become easily wet and flooded like in incest novels.

	In fact , the place where I was born is almost completely exposed to the air, but due to the light problem, I can't see its appearance clearly. I wish my eyes could really shine so that it doesn't matter if I can't see it. At this moment, I opened my mouth slightly and stared at there blankly.

	The back of my fingers were in close contact with my mother's private parts for only a moment, and my other hand had already decided to touch up to reap the rewards. My mother turned around and gave me a murderous look. She gently opened my hand and gently moved away my other hand that was about to do something bad. She seemed neither anxious nor impatient, but had a strong intention to maintain her innocence. At the same time, she slightly lifted her plump hips, trying to completely get away from the embarrassing situation.

	's hip-lifting movement seemed to be cooperating with me. When the sweet pressure on my cock disappeared, I reached forward with both hands, wanting to grab something, wanting to grab her waist and hips to make her sit down again. As her hips hung higher in the air, my hands couldn't reach what I had originally intended. Instead, I grabbed the top of her panties. The hard throbbing of my cock instantly reminded me what to do. I pulled her panties down to her thighs, and saw that the dark groove of her buttocks was like an extended narrow valley, which had expanded and lengthened a lot.

	　　" Li Yuqing, I'll beat you to death when we get back !" My mother , caught off guard by my " call ," reluctantly sat back on her son's cock. This time, worse still, her lower body was uncovered. While the sensation of my lower body didn't change much, the fact that she was naked from the waist down thrilled me immensely, and my cock, seemingly fully empowered, grew ever harder.

	Unlike other darkness in the cave , the dark ravine between the two firm buttocks below my mother's waist tightly grasped my heart. It was as if I knew there was no way out, but I still had a heart to sacrifice myself and wanted to fall into it.

	Frightened, ashamed, and furious, and fearful of the outside world, my mother , without any words to encourage her, couldn't get up. She immediately resorted to tugging at her panties, which had been pulled almost to her knees. Her exposed buttocks retreated slightly toward my stomach, pressing against my crotch, seemingly leaving me no room to move. I was quick-witted and, with an unusual level of resolve, reached out and firmly hooked one hand around the side of her panties, resisting her advance. This was the most effective way to stop her, rather than prying her hands apart, because if we over - aggressively tried to pull the thin panties apart, we'd probably tear them.

	Even before my mother made any move to pull, I was already tugging at the fabric in my hands, like a stubborn donkey, refusing to budge. For some reason, I vaguely felt that my mother had stopped moving, frozen in silence. This was unlike the cautious silence she had just had. Looking at her back, I could feel a sense of confusion and sadness ... She didn't even think of turning back to look at me, or saying anything to stop me.

	My son's despicable behavior, seemingly a desperate act, filled my mother with despair. He (I) refused to listen to any advice, his path stagnant. What could she possibly do to change his course? And as a woman who had lived for nearly forty years and had never experienced the straits of livelihood, what could she willingly give up in such a situation? Life wasn't all good, but it wasn't all bad either. In rural areas, the shackles of chastity are particularly deeply rooted in people's minds. But the one who shattered it all was her own son. How should we define it? Or, rather, was it truly a violation, since it couldn't possibly be made public? Even after we finally broke through, I never explicitly discussed the incestuous relationship with my mother. But I know that this unanswered question had always plagued her mind. Combined with her deep protectiveness and the occasional stings in family life (mostly from my father and grandmother), she spiraled downward. Our nagging and strife led to the absurd reality.

	　　There was no sound at the scene, but I seemed to hear a long sigh.

	My mother seemed to have pulled herself out of some struggle. She no longer cared about the underwear hanging on her legs, nor did she care that her most private parts were exposed. She slowly straightened her waist, and a small dimple squeezed out between her waist and hips. The straightness of her upper body was clearly distinguished from the plumpness and fullness of her lower body. This is the charm of the female body that I can feel.

	She just turned her face to the side, hiding her expression, and said with an indescribable emotion, " Li Yuqing, do you have to do this in a place like this today ? "

	When I heard my mother say this, I felt like every cell in my body was boiling. Could it be that I was about to get something I had always dreamed of for no apparent reason?

	But I still murmured guiltily, " I ... I didn't mean it ... "

	　　" Hmph ..." , my mother sneered and took away my hand that was fingering her panties. This was a silent language, and I didn't need to argue; strangely, I obeyed her actions, as if I could see through it and I could maintain the status quo without doing this.

	But no matter what my mother was thinking, at this moment, her naked lower body was sitting on my lower abdomen in a lewd posture, directly pressing on my hard penis; the shameful contact, the son's strong physiological reaction to his mother, and the situation seemed to be that I wanted to break through everything. This made the embarrassment, uneasiness and intolerable anger prevail.

	　　At this time, my mother didn't even want me to see her profile. She lowered her head and cursed in a low voice, " You little beast , you'll be dead when you get back . "

	Hearing my mother 's feigned toughness, I felt a sudden surge of happiness, yet at a loss as to where to begin. My pause seemed to her like a stagnation. She twisted her waist with all her might, her bright eyes gazing at me with a touch of caution and suspicion. Then she turned back, whispering, " You'd better keep your hands still, " and then, looking at the hole , she added, " Be quiet ... "

	I didn't respond . Thinking of my hand on her leg, and then vaguely catching a glimpse of her plump, white legs, my throat tightened for a moment. I simply placed both hands on her thighs, feeling the genuine warmth and smoothness of her flesh. Seeing she didn't make any move to stop, my breath warmed. I continued along the smooth curve where her hips met her legs, pressing against her buttocks, feeling the firmness and warmth of her perky, plump bottom.

	T- shirt that fits the upper body perfectly reveals the plumpness of my mother's lower body. She kneels with her back to the body, and her curves are particularly graceful. How can I, a young and energetic person, not be confused? I was so stimulated that I was breathing like a bull. As my palms caressed her buttocks, my mother seemed to be shaking slightly. It seemed that she wanted to lift her wide buttocks several times, making the bulging and thick mound of flesh in the buttock groove appear and disappear from time to time. Although I couldn't see it clearly, it was so full and attractive that it made me feel itchy.

	I was eager to slide my entire hand in, but before I could even reach the core, my mother firmly grasped my wrist and said coldly, " Your hands are filthy! Are you trying to make me sick, Li Yuqing? " At the time , I hadn't really grasped the concept, but after all, she was the closest person to me in the world. With her words, I reluctantly gave up.

	feeling the sweet pressure, seemed to want to jump up and pry my mother's buttocks up. This reminded me that it didn't matter if I couldn't get started. The most important thing right now was to remove the last barrier between us. In this position, there would be a more ecstatic contact. So I gripped both sides of my mother's buttocks and tried to lift her up a little, but she seemed to be able to sense my intention and applied downward pressure, resisting my request.

	I didn't bother with that and directly hooked my waistband, including my underwear, and pulled it down until the backs of my hands touched my mother's buttocks. I was stuck by the plump mountain of flesh and couldn't go any further. However, my already wet glans and shaft had already come out, hot and murderous, and touched my mother's smooth buttocks while shaking.

	The mother asked in confusion, " Li Yuqing, what did you do ?" As she spoke , she reached behind him and grabbed around randomly, trying to confirm something.

	　　" Hiss ..." Suddenly I felt a sense of comfort. It was not intended to be just that, but due to the long-term stimulation of evil desires, my cock had already become extremely sensitive. When it was pinched by my mother's warm fingers, the stimulation seemed to be magnified several times.

	screamed " Ah " as if she had touched a poisonous snake, but the sound stopped in an instant. The hand bounced away and she whispered resentfully, " Put your stinky thing back in your pants! " As she spoke , she adjusted her posture slightly, apparently to ensure that my sexual organ would not touch her treasure area, which was almost pressing on my scrotum.

	　　My pants were not completely removed, so I still felt restrained. My current posture made it impossible to reach the door, so I was far from achieving my goal. What was worse was that after I took such a big step, my mother seemed to come to her senses. She mocked me, " I've indulged you enough. You want to be treated like your father? You've got the wrong idea, Li Yuqing ." Then she pretended to stand up.

	My mother 's words made me feel angry and sad. Why couldn't her son have such charming side? Am I not the closest man to her in the world? It was very uncomfortable for me to have such a beautiful jade in front of me but not be able to hold it? What's even funnier is that I also felt jealous of my own father. Young people often become very violent under such emotions. I don't plan to be a " gentleman " anymore at this time.

	However, it seemed that my mother was about to say something, but with the " crackling " sound, it stopped abruptly, and my sudden impulse also cooled down, because this sound was obviously made by someone trampling on the weeds and plant stalks. It was so clear, which meant that the cattle herder outside was getting closer and closer to the cave entrance?

	My mother glanced back at me and said nothing. We were both silent in tacit understanding. I didn't dare to make a sound either. I was always worried that my motorcycle would attract people. My hands unconsciously wandered over my mother's smooth buttocks, but my mother didn't pay any attention to it. Of course, I remembered what my mother said, but didn't get to the core of it.

	 

	 

	Chapter 39

	I don't know what the man was doing outside. All I heard was a curse , " Hey, you beasts, you want me to eat your beef, right? " Then there was the crack of a whip on the cow's back. He shouted, " Let's go, there's something tastier over there in the meadow ." The cow grumbled a few times, probably unmoved, because the man cursed again, " Hey? Why are you so stubborn today? I'll slaughter you tonight when I get home . " Regardless of whether the animals understood or not, he always used threats to intimidate them.

	But I felt relieved after hearing this. This man probably wanted to pull the cow away from here and had no interest in exploring this hole. I guess my mother was the same. She turned around and glanced at me indifferently, as if warning me not to mess around, and there was no sense of nervousness.

	　　The danger was over , but the threat was still there. This was a golden opportunity. Meanwhile, my mother, remembering it was time to get up, lifted her wide hips slightly . Evil thoughts resurfaced in my head , and I could no longer hear the man's occasional mutterings. While she was lifting her hips, I quickly stripped off my lower body clothing, my stiff cock rising to the sky like a broken seal.

	Staring at my mother's round, white buttocks, and the soft, bulging flesh in the buttock groove, I couldn't hold back any longer. I held my mother's waist and hips with both hands, and repeated the same trick. With my vague cognition, I also adjusted my mother's " soft landing " area . I pressed down and pulled my mother's buttocks back to my crotch. I knelt in it with my buttocks raised again. This time, there was finally no clothes blocking me. The excitement reached its peak, and I felt as if I had completed a masterpiece.

	Some people may think that , with my cock standing tall and my mother's vagina wide open on top, I should be able to hit the bull's eye by sitting down and say goodbye to my virginity completely. In fact, even an experienced driver cannot get to the point without sufficient foreplay. It is well known that the structure of a woman's body parts is complex. It is not that you can just aim at the right position. What's more important is my instinctive defense. My cock is straight and my mother's strong buttocks sit down. If I get the position wrong, wouldn't there be a risk of " fracture " ? Of course, the penis has no bones, but the firm state always gives people an illusion.

	So what's going on now? I feel my entire cock being held in the crack of my mother's buttocks, with the bottom pressed against my own lower abdomen, and the top covered by a soft and tender fleshy lips, which is very comfortable.

	I knew that the truly incestuous contact between mother and son had occurred again! I don't know if it was an illusion, but as our genitals collided, my mother exclaimed " Ah! " Her voice was wet, and I felt a warm breeze in the air, the warmth after being doused with water, the fragrance that stole my heart. As her fertile parts fell on her son's reproductive organs, her body seemed to be plummeting like a kite with a broken string, but she was holding on and not collapsing, her hands trembling as she supported herself on the ground.

	Only the proud buttocks occupied my sight. The most sexually tense part of a mature woman was proudly presented in front of the boy.

	After a while , my mother suddenly turned her head. Although she couldn't look directly at me, I could feel her eyes like cold arrows shooting out, and her lips moved fiercely and resolutely. Due to the current situation, her voice was not very loud, but I could hear her clearly shouting angrily, " What on earth do you want to do? You want to die ! "

	In fact , since we are in this position and have already made this kind of contact, whether we enter or not, the taboos no longer exist.

	What could I do? I came up with the most clumsy excuse I could, practically crying, " Mom, I'm like this . Just let me stay for a while, just for a while. " Thinking back on that now, it makes my face blush. It sounds like the words a jerk might say before deceiving a girl's virginity.

	Controlled by physical desires, many emotions became incoherent. I forgot some of the previous resentment and sadness and just wanted to grasp the present.

	The mother just said coldly, " You idiot ! " and made a move to stand up again .

	I hurriedly raised my upper body and put my arms around her waist. The series of actions gave my hard lower body space to move, and it had a little friction with my mother's soft and fertile area, as if my weapon was " ravaging " that soft flesh.

	My mother shuddered slightly, not knowing whether it was my boldness or the sensation in her lower body. Our position was absurd, like we were sitting on top of each other. I pressed my cheek against her back, acting like a pathetic creature desperate for affection. I hypocritically said, " Just leave me like this. I promise to study hard, not let my imagination run wild, and never have these kinds of urges towards other women . "

	My mother sneered, " Do you have what it takes ? " Honestly, I didn't quite understand what she meant. I was just waiting for an even more surprising response.

	　　" It 's up to you to read or not. Do you think you are reading for me? " She said this while gently prying my hands away from her waist. " If you keep thinking about this, you will end up in Hongtougang (an old prison in our area, we often use this term to refer to behavior that has gone astray) sooner or later. " After saying this , she straightened up as if she was sitting upright. The softness of her lower body squeezed my cock like a counterattack, making it swell and hurt. In fact, it was the feeling brought about by the huge stimulation. The details of the scene of our lower body contact kept coming to my mind. My mother pushed me away, and then gently pushed me back, and I fell back on the haystack.

	Just like the principle of leverage, my fall actually caused my penis to thrust upwards, hitting the soft flesh of my mother's lower body firmly. " Hmm, " my mother let out a sound as thin as a mosquito's flight, which echoed in the hot cave. Her straight upper body almost couldn't support herself and she fell forward.

	Besides feeling comfortable, I was practically beside myself with excitement. Was my mother reluctantly agreeing? Just how far would this go? " That's no use , " she muttered. I excitedly asked, " Mom, what are you talking about ?" Perhaps I was too carried away by my own excitement; my mother could sense it and thought I was just excited about being able to do whatever I wanted.

	Of course, she was also angry that her son would get excited about " threatening " his mother .

	I didn't think too much about it. Seeing that my mother straightened her upper body, it was not what I wanted. The plump buttocks that made me dream were not fully exposed. I anxiously pressed on my mother's waist and hips and pushed lightly. Because my mother was defenseless, my goal was achieved. Her upper body leaned forward, and her plump buttocks were facing me.

	She was extremely dissatisfied, " Tsk ... you ... "

	I couldn't help but follow with my fingers, because my whole hand couldn't reach the full extent, and I touched my mother's exposed, tight buttocks. After rubbing it a few times, I felt goose bumps on her delicate and cold buttocks, and my mother's body trembled slightly.

	The good times didn't last long . My mother took my hand away and said sternly, " This is the only way. Don't move, or you will get nothing in the future . "

	Ah, is it the only way? Actually, I don't feel that big of a gap. After all, I have never tasted the feeling of completely entering a woman. The contact now is already beyond my imagination for happiness. The physical and mental stimulation is already wave after wave. My penis seems to be infinitely expanding and enlarging under the " oppression " of my mother's thick and soft private parts. It's the ultimate numbness that I can't get even if I masturbate, and it continuously flows to the glans.

	I gasped in delight. At this moment, I still felt a sense of nostalgia: I may not have received the same treatment as my husband, but as a son, I am already one of the happiest people to have received this kind of treatment.

	What motivated the mother 's compromise? To satisfy her child? Or perhaps she already had feelings for him, but I always thought she didn't have the answer. After all, she'd already had a previous, not to mention the present, experience that violated her moral code, so what if it happened again? Furthermore, she'd promised not to formally penetrate him. This was probably the reason she'd convinced herself.

	At this moment, I originally wanted to rely on the " experience " learned from watching Japanese movies , move my mother's buttocks with both hands , and thrust it back and forth, which would bring me greater stimulation, but she didn't let me do anything with my hands.

	Once upon a time , even the slightest whiff of flesh was a luxury; even just looking at certain alluring poses and parts, or masturbating, was incredibly pleasurable. Now, everything is far more satisfying than I initially imagined, and I've forgotten my original intention . My physiology drives me to explore more unknown pleasures.

	I can't move my hands , right? How could I just " sit and wait for death" ? With all my consciousness concentrated on my lower body, I " struggled " to move my buttocks back and forth , but because I was " pressed " by my mother , the range of movement was not big.

	But at least , my sexual organs had an interaction with the crazy private mound and labia under my mother's buttocks, and slowly moved through the two labia underneath her as if breaking through stagnation.

	　　" Ah, " I cried softly, but before my mother could react, my little action, with bad intentions, immediately earned her a pinch on my thigh. Then she scolded me impatiently, " Didn't you hear me when I told you not to move ? "

	I stopped my little movements in disappointment ; this is really restrictive. My fantasy skills are not that strong yet. How can I vent without some contact movements?

	I stammered awkwardly, " That 's it ... It seems ... It's almost something ..." I think my mother understood what I meant. She tilted her head slightly, fiddled with some of her drooping hair, and said disapprovingly, " Didn't you say that this is all that's needed? " " Be content , I'll get up soon, I'll take care of you . "

	The more I couldn't eat, the hungrier I became, and the more intense my desire became. The charming buttocks in front of me reminded me of the feminine charm of my mother that I had witnessed before. I remembered that this buttocks had been slammed up and down under another man's crotch, carrying the power of life and full of kinetic energy to seek pleasure. Of course, that man could only be my father. In my imagination, I always felt that this plump buttocks was swaying provocatively in front of me.

	The complex emotions and physiological reactions all converged on the glans. If my mother hadn't pressed down on it, I felt that my penis would jump and shake wildly.

	I lifted my anus like crazy, so that my mother could feel the movement of my cock. This was the best I could do.

	Suddenly, my heart raced with excitement, and something lewd seemed to be happening. I couldn't tell if it was my own prostatic fluid, or if it was my mother's lower body reacting to my hardness, heat, and powerful throbbing. It had to be the latter, because the secretion from my glans penis wasn't that much or noticeable.

	At that moment, my cock felt the soft, tender flesh beneath my mother's buttocks, its two lips splayed out softly. Streams of warm, moist fluid slowly gushed out. It felt like a constant flow, something constantly secreting, soaking our tightly connected lower bodies. It reached a certain volume, becoming noticeable, and the scent inside seemed to have taken on a rich, fishy flavor. I felt an urge to reach out and explore.

	Realizing my mother was indeed reacting was another huge shock to me. A teenage boy in love with his mother receiving feedback from her body—who could possibly handle that? At that moment, I felt on the verge of an orgasm, even though she seemed absent-minded and quiet. This carried me away, and I blurted out, uncontrollably, " So wet ... Mom ..." My words trembled with the stimulation.

	I finished speaking, I stared at the back of my mother's head, anticipating her reaction. Any reaction, I felt, would spice things up . My mother took my words in. She said nothing, but her hips swayed magically. The subtle sway of her body wasn't noticeable, but I caught it. It was like something inexplicably infused into the air, and the surroundings suddenly became unbearably hot. My mother made a strange gesture, reaching out and patting the side of her buttocks. Was she trying to suppress her reaction? Her plump buttocks trembled seductively. Sparks danced before my eyes, crackling in my ears. I felt like I was about to lose control. I might soon lift her hips, find that entrance, and complete the goal at all costs.

	　　" What nonsense !" my mother said, her ears flushed red like a burning cloud. Then I remembered that since there was indeed a physiological reaction, a woman's resistance would be much weaker ...

	So I boldly thrust my lower body forward, because there was some liquid between us, sticky and slippery, and with the small movement of my penis, the slippery touch of cutting through the mud became more vivid, and I could even faintly hear a small " sizzling " sound, confirming that there was enough moisture in the interactive area.

	　　" Hmm ..." Mother moaned softly, a hint of seduction at the end of her voice that made me feel limp. It seemed as if the wetness between my buttocks spread even further, soaking my own pubic hair and hers. She slapped my calf in shame and anger, as if venting some emotion, but without any harshness.

	My mother is at the perfect age, mature and healthy, so it's not surprising that she has a physiological reaction. Moreover, the impact was forced upon her by her son, and the forbidden stimulation was even more confusing.

	　　After all, she is my mother, how could I fall so quickly and completely? She endured the pressure of my cock and said words of rejection in a soft tone, " Did I allow you to move around ... "

	But to me, with my brain full of sex, it sounded like the flirting between a couple. I didn't know what was good for me and continued to thrust my butt up, even with the tendency to lift up my mother's sweet butt, because my dick has its own navigation system and always wants to get into some abyss and wreak havoc.

	The diffuse liquid intensified the " sizzling " sound caused by my small movements, which was particularly pleasing to the ears and extremely obscene. My entire penis sank into the soft flesh of my mother's buttocks, numb and sour. Feeling the two thick fleshy lips seem to wriggle, my glans got closer and closer to the soft and sticky hole with a slight suction. It was from there that a sticky liquid began to flow out, and I almost moaned in pleasure.

	I seemed to see my mother clenching her hands, her whole arms tense as she was trying to hold back something, " Well ... Li Yuqing ... if you move again I'll tear this thing of yours apart ... "

	I immediately replied, " Mom ... wait a little longer ... I'm almost done ..." She turned her head slightly , and I " explained " again , " It's just ... it's almost out ..." Under the stimulation, I actually couldn't speak clearly.

	　　The scene, the mother's posture, the exposed parts, and most importantly, the true expression of a woman's sexual desire in front of her son ... Almost all the fantasies of a mature boy were fulfilled. I should have had a lot of feelings, but I couldn't resist the ravages of physical pleasure. I was willing to be dominated by it, waiting to break through the critical point of climax.

	Maybe some sexual fetishes and bad tastes are men's usual " innate " things . Even though I haven't really experienced it yet, in the extreme comfort, my fear was also awakened. I suppressed my morbid excitement and asked in a deliberately naive tone, " Why is it so wet ..." , and then tried my best to move my lower body, so that the cock made a subtle but ear-catching sound of water in the wet and sticky lips under the mother's buttocks.

	　　" Hmm ..." , my mother let out a delicate and seductive moan, her head lowered so that I could only see her neck, and her hands pressed my thighs tightly, without saying a word, but no longer allowing me to " easily " do anything naughty.

	I was at my ease, a bit " dirty, " and continued, " I was thinking, 'It's raining at the entrance to this cave !' " I really wanted to applaud the double entendre.

	My mother tilted her head, stunned, as if giving me a warning, and then pinched my thigh hard. The pain made my lower body want to move around, and my penis naturally came into more intimate contact with that attractive mound of flesh. I either squeezed and poked it, or it wrapped around my penis, or " stroked " the shaft with its soft hairs and tender flesh. From the glans to the base, I was constantly aroused by the sticky and burning touch.

	It was so pleasurable that my scalp went numb and I couldn't help but let out a sigh of pleasure, " Ah ... "

	She still tilted her head, only showing me a small side view, and said with a little disgust, " Why are you barking like a dog ... you are so useless ... "

	In just a few words, I felt that some subtle changes had already taken place ...

	Then the mother said, " It's almost time ... It's so smelly ... We should get up . "

	The more my mother talked like this, the more I felt that there was an opportunity, so I thought of something more exciting, and I decided to bring it into our " illicit interaction " in the little cave right away .

	As I savored the tactile and visual pleasure, I heartfeltly sighed, " Sometimes I really envy my dad ..." Some friends might not like me constantly mentioning him, but there's nothing I can do about it. My parents' sexual experiences were my first real introduction to sexual consciousness, and it's hard to shake their influence. Indeed, mentioning my father stirs up complex emotions, and these emotions are precisely the catalyst for psychological stimulation.

	　　After saying that, I didn't try to thrust my penis, but instead I lifted my anus with all my strength, as if I wanted to use this organ to pry up my mother's buttocks, constantly exerting upward force, allowing my mother's most sensitive and private fertile area to more truly feel the masculine, sharp, and uncontrollable power under the boy's crotch, and the childish physiological reactions of underage people.

	　　" Hmm ..." , the mother actually let out a breath of ecstasy, but she stopped immediately and let out another breath with doubt and caution, " Hmm? "

	Then he spat, " It's true that you are a loser. Why not envy someone else but your dad ? "

	Looking at my mother 's white, firm and plump buttocks in front of me , my hand wanted to let go but didn't. My mind was full of the day before yesterday, when it was pounding up and down on a thick black meat stick.

	I said sourly, " Alas, no matter how successful I am, I can't be like my dad ." Then I thrust upwards, almost shaking my mother's buttocks. My lower abdomen and penis collided firmly with her buttocks and the mound of her buttocks. The meaning was self-evident.

	　　" Ah ... you 're going crazy ..." My mother , caught off guard, spat in dissatisfaction, slapping my thigh a few times as usual . Seeing that I didn't do anything else " excessive , " she continued in a low voice , " What? You 're still not satisfied? "

	Just after she said this, my cock felt a different kind of slippery touch than before. This time it was passive, and was actually being " stroked " back and forth by the labia. This passive feeling made the numbness in my cock sublime a lot; the only thing that excited me was the shaking in my chest. Am I seeing right? It seemed that my mother took the initiative to move it just now?

	　　" Hiss ~" , my brain first froze, and then seemed to light up.

	In response to this shock, I quickly replied, " We haven't reached the final step yet , how can we be content ... "

	My expectations were not disappointed. My mother seemed to " slide " slightly back and forth again , as if she didn't want me to notice. Now I had to trust my vision and the touch of my penis. It was a pleasure completely different from my own active exertion. Why do I say sliding? Because the connection between us is well moistened, and the airtight fit of our genitals does not affect parallel movement.

	With the subtle " initiative " , the full and plump buttocks seemed more prominent, and the mother's slow words were also filled with moisture, always giving people a wet feeling " Oh ... bad seed ... now it's considered a great indulgence to you ... well ... you just be happy ... "

	the mother 's " seductive " tone, under the blessing of physical and mental stimulation, the pleasure brought by my penis was almost " numb " . It was something I couldn't describe. I couldn't even tell whether my mother continued to " actively " move .

	I only know that after she finished speaking , her tight buttocks seemed to relax again, " Hmm ... That's outrageous ..." , "," she hummed crisply. Somehow, what mother said was not charming and affectionate, nor was it coquettish, but a gust of strong wind suddenly blew in the cave, making my heart tremble.

	Since my mother has let go (that's what I thought), shouldn't I too ... I continued to hold on to the inappropriate " third party " , my father , as the " issue " . I took a deep breath and then said, " Mom ... since it's like this ... why not ... let me try it just like Dad did " ; as I said this, I clenched my fists because I was afraid that I couldn't control myself and touched my mother's buttocks in front of me.

	　　My verbal assault was now paramount . I didn't move my lower body, but even so, my mother unexpectedly let out a soft , gentle moan . The pleasurable sensation blossomed, and her lower body seemed to have opened a new well, flooding the young man's genitals with even more abundant fluids. Oh my god, my mother's nature is somewhat similar to mine. I remembered the scene from the day before yesterday. When my father mentioned me, she had a special reaction. Now, when I mentioned my father, she also ... Could it be that she also has a subtle, latent sexual fetish?

	My mother's words made my eyes light up, and I wanted to chase after this joy. But she continued, breathlessly and cloyingly, moaning, " Hmm ... you wish ... if you want me, go find a girlfriend ..." As she spoke, she gently thrust her plump, perky hips, and the slippery, hot, sloppy area beneath her crotch seemed to devour my cock like a swamp . While it sounded like a rejection , the tone and the scene inevitably sent my blood rushing, and the pleasure building in my glans reached its peak.

	With my long experience in masturbation, I knew that I was at the end of my strength, but I did not forget that the ultimate goal had not been achieved, or in other words, I still wanted to grab more, so I had to speed up and be more " unbridled " while my mother was still " high " .

	But the repetitive words could also give me a strange stimulation. I stared at the tender white buttocks of the mature mother in front of me, and I felt that my eyes were jumping with flames. I continued, " Mom ~ I don't care ... I want to go in there ... "

	My mother shook her head slowly, but her words were clear, " No !" Since she couldn't see my face, I also pretended to be bitter and pleaded, " I'm going crazy thinking about this ... Why can Dad do it but I can't? " But then it suddenly felt a little funny, and I almost wanted to roar out loudly, " If Dad can go, I can go too! " As usual, as I spoke, I let out a personal vendetta . I roughly thrust my hard cock, trying to ravage my mother's vagina as much as possible . The wetness of the sticking point still caused a piercing sizzling sound, and the tip of my glans seemed to touch the delicate flesh of her vagina, even more delicate than her labia.

	I felt a pulling force on my legs again. It was my mother who was supporting my legs tightly. " Hmm ..." , and a charming moan came out of her mouth with difficulty but couldn't be concealed. My mother lowered her head, then raised her head slightly, straightened her upper body, and the lower edge of her back, where the T- shirt did not cover, showed a noticeable groove. She moaned as if to soothe something, " Need I say more ... I'm your mother ... "

	I continued, panting , " That's right ... The mother-son relationship is the closest ... What's wrong with doing some intimate things ... Maybe other mothers and sons have experienced that too ..." I thought my brainwashing was quite effective. Why did my breath come out heavy? Because I was simultaneously bending my upper body, trying to hold my breath but unable to control it. My hands slowly touched each side of my mother's buttocks, attempting to lift them. Staying close wouldn't lead to any results. To penetrate deeper, I had to first break away and then find a " point of entry . "

	Surprisingly, my mother followed my small movement and naturally detached herself from my lower abdomen and crotch, kneeling before me. The soft, slippery feeling of my penis dissipated temporarily, and like a spring finally straightened after being compressed for a long time, it bounced hard in the air a few times before finally standing tall, just beyond her buttocks. She turned her head, her watery eyes radiating instantly, as if they had just opened. She gave me a complicated look, a whirlwind of emotions surging in the dark cave. She said with difficulty, " That's something only adults can do ... You 're still young ... "

	figure swayed seductively , her mature buttocks lifted, and the young man's erection followed closely behind her. If someone else saw this, they would definitely think it was the interlude between the two men and women finishing the doggy style and preparing to move on to the next position. This imagination made me even more excited .

	Encouraged by the hard cock that was like a sword being unsheathed, I said with a heavy breath, " Mom ... I 'm not a kid anymore ... Ah, what Dad can understand ... I can do it too ..." Still using a double entendre .

	I felt that my mother glanced at my cock, but pretended not to care. " Really ... hehe ... you 're just bragging ... be careful of your tongue ..." , " Don't forget last time ..." , she started to speak the second half of the sentence and stopped again.

	But I could already feel that there was something else trembling in her voice. It no longer had the harsh and stubborn tone as before, but instead carried a certain tenderness and shyness. But her words suddenly challenged my self-esteem, and I inexplicably aroused a fighting spirit to avenge my previous shame, because I seemed to know what she was referring to. It was that night when I had misfired halfway.

	Looking at the dark patch between her buttocks , the messy hair clearly wet and glistening, the allure was extreme, and the words really made me feel that it was intolerable, especially when a mature woman said such words in front of my erect penis, with her plump buttocks exposed and her back to you. The impulse finally broke free and turned into reality.

	I leaned forward further, and without hesitation, put my hands around my mother's hips and pulled her buttocks towards the cock under my crotch. My lower body also cooperated until the glans touched that soft, warm and moist area again.

	My mother exclaimed softly, " Ah ... why are you so stubborn ..." After that , my mother really closed her eyes. The moment she closed her eyes again and turned her face to look forward, I seemed to see a hint of embarrassment and entanglement on her face through the only light.

	I didn't just pull her over, force my way in, and thrust my dick in at the bottom of her butt crack, because I knew that would probably fail, just like before. I had to rely on my memory to find that delicate entrance that seemed to have suction.

	I don't know whether my mother was confused or temporarily believed that I didn't dare to do anything wrong, but she let me control her and " sent " her sweet buttocks above my gun. At this moment, it was like a spherical space station waiting to dock with a spacecraft.

	My mother was half-sitting, half-hanging between my legs. Her knees were probably half-kneeling on the ground, so she wouldn't have to strain to keep her buttocks hanging like a full moon in the air. This also gave her a much wider view below. My upper body leaned forward, closing the distance. The hair-covered area below her buttocks, a patch of dark purple and black, contrasted sharply with the white flesh of her buttocks and plump thighs. This tonal contrast was quite distracting. Furthermore, even in the dim light, I could still see the tender, red flesh between her plump lips. It was a dazzling red, so tender that it seemed as if it would ooze water if blown. These tender, red areas hidden within my mother's fertile vagina were indeed already saturated with moisture. The alluring buttocks and crotch made my lips parched and my mouth water. If I were at home, I would have " nibbled " on them— yes, kissed and licked them aimlessly, arousing this good woman's extreme embarrassment. Unfortunately, in the current situation, I had more pressing matters to attend to.

	　　As I mentioned earlier, my glans had already touched the slippery flesh, but due to my considerable distraction, I didn't follow up. Mother must have sensed the presence of her son's penis within her private entrance. Just as I was about to rashly sweep my cock across the area, she suddenly turned her body to the side, her head twisted, her eyes blinking softly, biting her lower lip. There was a hint of confusion, doubt, and perhaps also curiosity, a faint anticipation, as if she wanted to see how bold I would go. Her voice, though soft and enchanting, said, " What are you doing ..." The sound of her voice sent a shiver through me, and in the stillness of the wilderness, it was particularly ethereal, igniting my consciousness. It felt as if she was urging me to finish quickly.

	　　Finally, I had the freedom to practice my cock-and-stick techniques. After my mother finished speaking, I calmly thrust my lower body forward instinctively, thrusting my cock upwards with force. At the same time, I wrapped my arms around her waist and abdomen, pushing her buttocks down! " Hmm ..." My mother trembled and let out a faint moan, her buttocks tightening. My glans grazed the smooth, soft flesh, then, like hitting a wall, it missed, only to be pushed back by the tender flesh of her pubic mound. A novice! Still didn't hit the target as expected! This is normal, my friend, without the woman's cooperation, relying solely on imagination.

	It was impetuous and " rude , " but to my mother, it wasn't a " shock " at all , so she didn't say a word of " reprimand . " I used to think that a woman's vagina was sometimes like a funnel, a quicksand swamp, eventually drawing all foreign objects into the center and sinking into the abyss. It's not that simple. But at this point, it wasn't too far off. At least, I was accurately teasing my mother's vagina with my hard cock.

	After failing once, I wasn't discouraged or anxious, and even felt the same thrill. Of course, the danger was that I'd almost gone off the handle. After all, after so much physical and mental stimulation, my reproductive system was about to give out. I relaxed a few times. I didn't want to deliver so quickly ... I wondered what my mother would think ... I had a competitive streak, though I couldn't quite pinpoint who I was competing with.

	I continued to play tricks on her . Compared to the friction of the shaft just now, the invasion of the glans was now more relaxed and comfortable. I let go of my mother's waist with one hand, gently pinched the base of my penis, and swept it back and forth across the soft flesh between her buttocks. The touch of the thick flesh lips was extremely clear, and the sound of sizzling water could be heard from time to time.

	　　" Hmm ... Hmm ... Hum " , my mother seemed to be in great pain, shaking her upper body slightly, her breathing seemed to be getting faster and faster, her moans were so soft and sweet, and they never stopped. Her plump peach buttocks seemed to be cooperating with me, and it seemed like she was playing a game of chase with my cock.

	Just as the tender flesh was melted by the hardness of my penis , I gradually felt and saw that the tenderness between the labia was exposed more. The glans was like breaking through many gentle barriers, and gradually touched an unusually smooth and tender little opening. Is it almost successful? I should find the right feeling now. My excited heart is beating fast. In order to jump out of the body, the penis seemed to be getting more and more swollen and hard as if it was never tired .

	more carefully, I almost wanted to scream out loud. The whole cock was wet with the juice released by my mother's vagina. It was shining in the only light, and there were small white bubbles dotted on it. The glans seemed to be stuck at the entrance of my mother's vagina. The two delicate lips were wet and revealed brown and red flesh flowers, which was extremely obscene.

	at this moment! My cock was throbbing at the tender red hole, and it seemed to squeeze out some liquid. When the glans rose up during the throbbing, it briefly separated from the tender flesh of the vagina, and the vagina was filled with moisture. My mother was also trembling and humming " hmm ..." in rhythm with my rhythm.

	Oh my god, could such a touch have caused my mother to release so much fluid? If I slapped my cock here quickly like in porn movies , how would her vagina react? She seemed to sense the incestuous situation about to unfold. After a gentle shake of her upper body and hips, she turned her head and looked at me. The most tender sound I'd ever heard up close in all these years was, " Oh ... well ... how long will you continue? " It was clear she was saturated with desire. Where was the trace of maternal instinct left? Only the unsatisfied lust of a mature woman.

	I finally felt a small sense of accomplishment. I went with the flow, holding my cock and pressing it down towards the entrance of the vagina. As soon as I felt the burning suction, I pulled it out. I repeated this process, causing my mother's twisted body to continue shaking restlessly. It was hard to tell whether her plump buttocks were trying to escape or cater to her, revealing the contradictions of women to the fullest.

	I continued to stir my cock in that tender flesh. " Hmm ... you ..." Her moans, seductive and tinged with a hint of discontent and resentment, gave the young man immense physical and mental enjoyment. Meanwhile, my mother's large white buttocks quivered like jelly, the tufts of glossy black hair beneath glistening with wetness, the tender, moist flesh writhing in its bright red folds. Everything astonished me.

	　　" Pervert ... can you please be serious ..." , my mother rolled her eyes at me in an unpleasant tone of voice, and said this in a coquettish and blaming tone. I looked over and stared at her slightly opened eyes, which were blurred and moist, and full of struggle.

	I took another deep breath, and stopped holding my dick and holding her waist. Instead, I boldly touched her two tight buttocks and was about to deliver a fatal blow. This time, I would go with my feeling!

	Having learned from my previous experience , I was no longer impatient this time. My movements were extra gentle, and I wanted to fully experience this potentially lasting moment. I thrust my cock, feeling the sunken, hot, slippery, and suctioning sensation of the tender, red vaginal opening. I pushed it diagonally upwards, " Hmm ..." My mother lowered her head, moaning calmly and composedly. Her body's reaction wasn't as dramatic as before, but she couldn't hide her pleasure. If this recoil position wasn't accurate, my glans would miss the target, leaving the vaginal opening and embedding itself in the crack of her buttocks.

	As if my mother also realized something, she actually raised her buttocks slightly, cooperating with my thrusts. The glans of my penis was immediately surrounded by a warm and slippery feeling. It was so comfortable that my scalp was numb. Only the glans of my penis felt comfortable, but it was incomparable to any experience in the past. I don't know if it was my imagination, but my mother seemed to be controlled by something. She could not help but slowly press down, but she never pushed hard.

	　　" Hmm ... slow down ..." my mother said, feigning composure. Of course, I don't think it was my length that was causing her discomfort. My cock was still immature, only a little longer than my father's, but not nearly as thick. Facing a woman so ripe and dripping with juice, her vagina already soaking wet, and a seasoned woman, how could I possibly be as majestic as described in the novels? My initial slow thrusts were already causing her pain. As for why she said "slow down," perhaps it was habit, or perhaps the initial impatience would slightly disrupt a woman's flow.

	　　Now it wasn't me pushing; it seemed more like my mother was about to use her vagina to devour her son's genitals. The thought made me shudder, as if my essence would be sucked out, yet I willingly succumbed. As my mother's hips " moved , " my glans suddenly felt a tightening force, almost like being encircled by a rubber band. It scraped the glans, causing some discomfort, making me even more hesitant to thrust straight in. Thus, we were both struggling ethically, physically, and psychologically. No, this kind of struggle was something only my mother had; how could I possibly have experienced it? Regardless, this stern mother was ultimately succumbing to a physiological reaction. Perhaps, too, the taboo stimulation had captured her.

	　　" Sizzle ... um ... hum ..." In addition to the mother 's moan, there was also the faint sound of water scraping. The mother paused the small movement of pressing down her buttocks, and her body trembled slightly. At this moment, my glans broke through the tight grip not deep in the mother's honey hole, and the glans was completely in! It seemed that the process was not as difficult as imagined. Then, I couldn't tell whether I was active or passive. The glans felt as if there was a small mouth in the mother's honey hole, and it sucked half of my penis in with a sizzle. The warm feeling, the slippery and greasy touch, and the wet touch, apart from these, my brain was blank with pleasure, and there was no room to feel other real touches from the place where I was born, but it was enough to make me almost ejaculate.

	　　" Hmm ... hiss ... Oh my god ..." My mother even let out a faint sigh of amazement, moaning louder and more fully than before, unrestrained and unrepressed. And with this moan, I was on the verge of ejaculation. But the good times didn't last . Suddenly, as if uncontrollably , she lurched forward, and my cock immediately left her ecstatic, tender vagina, and ejaculation naturally stopped. Now, she was no longer half-kneeling beneath my groin, but had somehow slipped into a full-on prone position, her breathing rising and falling. Looking at me, my wet cock throbbed heavily in the air, as if protesting its separation from the woman's vagina. Anyone with experience knows that with a woman sitting on top of you, it's very easy for a man's cock to miss its target, unless you have a very, very long penis, which I doubt I possess.

	I didn't understand why, thinking my mother had lost control and " missed it " . However , this standard kneeling position was also very appealing to me, and it was also a scene that I had been dreaming about. I didn't expect it to come true today. Looking at the mature mother's figure, her waist and buttocks were clearly defined. The width of her buttocks was much wider than her waist. Her buttocks were not as full and tight as before, but they were particularly plump and tender without sagging, and they looked very white.

	I swallowed and stood up, kneeling behind my mother's ass, my cock thinking about going back to its hometown immediately; it was even better at this time, I could play with this tempting big ass, and even touch other parts, the standard doggy style, which was very convenient.

	So the cock squeezed under the buttocks ...

	 

	 

	


Chapter 40

	But my mother seemed a little panicked, reaching back and pressing against my thigh, shaking her head repeatedly, very resistant. I was puzzled, what was going on? Wasn't she so distracted and even took the initiative just now?

	was still getting ready, but I decided to treat it as a symbolic " resistance " . If I got too close, I couldn't see the scenery below my crotch, but I still pushed forward like a seasoned male, swinging my hard penis.

	　　" Hiss " , although I still couldn't move forward after touching a piece of soft flesh, the stimulation of the glans did not diminish, and my mother grabbed my thigh with her backhand, turned her head, and shook her head repeatedly; but my eyes were focused on the bottom, my mother's round and plump buttocks, the light was very attractive, her hands were pressing on both sides of the buttocks, which were warm and smooth, and elastic, which made me want to ravage this buttocks, ah, because it was really too beautiful, too lethal to the young man.

	I didn't notice at all that my mother's face was almost ashen, and her eyes were about to burst into tears.

	usual , the attack missed, so I spread her buttocks apart, and my cock was beating heavily in the crack of my mother's buttocks. In the middle of the buttocks, the wrinkled area was dark purple, and connected to the thick flesh below, and the crimson honey hole seemed to be hidden. I thrust my cock forward again, and it slipped again, poking from the slippery soft flesh to the dark purple wrinkled area a little further up, as if it had hit a wall of flesh. The cock returned in vain and bounced back, but it caused the deepest part of the buttocks of the woman in front of me to contract. " Um ..." My mother covered her mouth to minimize the moaning, but her body was shaking more violently than before.

	Just when I wanted to continue, I heard my mother scratching my thigh very quickly. I looked up and saw that her eyes were wide open. She was really frightened and her pretty face was panicked. When she saw me looking over, she put her index finger in front of her mouth, trembling, as if to keep quiet. Then her face almost twisted, and she bent her index finger and pointed outside the cave.

	I see, isn't it just raining again ? " Crackling , " and other sounds? It's debris around the cave's outer walls, which means someone's very close!

	At first, I was still all over, then I felt a panic as if my life was slipping away rapidly. My cock lost its power and hung much lower in front of my mother's butt.

	Yes, I'm incredibly bold, but facing the prospect of being discovered by a third party, all the consequences flashed through my mind. It was truly unbearable, so I was truly terrified. Even if that person didn't know we were mother and son at the moment ... well, how big is a village? From the motorcycle license plate and some other descriptions, someone who knew us would definitely recognize us, and eventually everyone would know. That would be a complete social disaster.

	After a few seconds, the sound of rubble being trampled died down. I even closed my eyes, wondering if he would come in. Mother remained in the standard kneeling position, perhaps feeling that even the slightest movement would make a big noise, so she didn't think to get up immediately. We all seemed to be awaiting the final judgment. Faced with overwhelming despair, we lost the will to resist.

	　　Now, the herders had first arrived at the cave's broken wall, less than two meters away from us, separated by a wall. Inside and outside the wall, the traditional secular boundaries were about to be swallowed up, and the ethical and moral system of the mountain village would face a shocking impact if this person from outside walked in.

	I watched for dozens of seconds, wondering why the man hadn't come in yet, so I opened my eyes and checked. Yes, there was no sound of rubble, which meant he wasn't moving around anymore. But the " crisis " wasn't resolved at all, and the sword of Damocles was right above us.

	When I listened again, the man started to chatter to his cow again. Could it be that he just came to the wall to take shelter from the rain and had no interest in this hole (if I didn't hear any strange noises)? I think it's possible, and my anxious mood was relieved a lot.

	　　At that moment just now, I really felt like I was suffocating, as if my life was slipping away or I was falling into an abyss. Such moments often make people want to let go completely. As the saying goes, go crazy before doing that. For me, since I can't escape the outcome of being discovered, I might as well penetrate the birth canal completely and complete my first release in a woman's body.

	　　Time seemed to stand still. I don't know how much time had passed. Apart from the sound of training cattle, there seemed to be no other movement. Looking at the mother who was kneeling in the standard rear-entry position, the smooth and deep buttock groove below the concave tailbone flowed from top to bottom, clearly dividing the two round buttocks, but deep in the buttock groove, the soft and elastic buttocks were still stuck together.

	The lingering fire in my belly suddenly flared. This situation was dangerous, but crises breed opportunity, a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. The throbbing of my cock seemed to tell me, " It's hungry, it can't stand it any longer . "

	Knowing the odds of the herders coming in were slim, my mother was about to get up and stand. Just as she bent her waist and raised her knees, I reached out and gently pressed her lower back, pushing her back into that shameful position. Her buttocks were even more raised than before, and her legs were spread wider. Her tender, crimson vaginal opening, tangled with pubic hair, and two soft, fleshy lips protected the wet entrance. All that was missing was a key, transformed from a male sexual organ, to be inserted.

	She slowly turned her head, first giving me a questioning look, and I shamelessly caressed her round buttocks, then lifted her waist a little higher. I don't know why I understood this insignificant action, but I saw that the more of my mother's waist was exposed, the more the fullness and width of her buttocks became apparent, which was a picture that aroused greater desire.

	At this moment, I seem to be mechanical and numb, but I seem to be guided by something and have learned many things on my own.

	My mother gasped, as if she had thought about something terrible. Her beautiful eyes were wide open, her brows were furrowed, and her face was full of sorrow. Her head moved slightly and quickly, begging, warning, and shocking. She no longer cared about her shameful posture. Her beautiful buttocks fell into my clutches, and a woman's most private part was exposed. She only put one hand on my thigh, not pinching or hitting, but shaking it gently, as if trying to comfort me and influence my actions.

	Yes, in this situation, I couldn't speak or lash out, nor could I struggle violently. Everything I did had already conveyed my emotions perfectly. But would I still have any concerns? I was ready to fight to the death, regardless of being discovered by others or the complete breakdown of my relationship with my mother upon returning.

	under my crotch obviously disagreed. In front of the victim, it still shamelessly displayed its violent fighting posture, showing off its power and exposing its sharp edge on the periphery of a woman's most delicate organ.

	I don't know if I am still conscious . It seems that even after so many years I cannot recall the exact feeling at that time. I just felt that my whole body was burning, my breathing was heavy, and I even had difficulty breathing. It was a bit like the symptoms of eating allergenic food. The difference is that I really enjoyed this feeling.

	My left hand pressed, held, and slightly grasped half of my mother's buttocks, while my right hand supported my penis and moved it up and down in a large regular purple-brown area deep in the groove of my mother's buttocks. As soon as the hot young penis touched this part of my mother's buttocks, she trembled slightly, without any sound, but I had no time to watch the reaction on her charming face for the time being.

	Japanese movies has given me a talent for naughty tastes. I recalled some clips and movements and followed them rotely, guiding the head of my penis to gently tap the wrinkles at the bottom of the buttocks, causing them to contract violently. Of course, under normal circumstances, there would be no physiological stimulation here, so my mother had almost no reaction. But further down, the scene below the seductive buttocks, the wrinkles of the anus were a dry valley, and closely connected to it, below, was another world, obviously moist, the tender red flesh like the deceptive appearance of a treasure cave entrance. As long as you force your way through these flesh, you can enter another space. It was as if there was a smooth mountain wall between my mother's legs and in the crotch, and this small hole was the entrance to the treasure cave hanging high above. If you don't explore it up close, it's hard to believe that our relatively thick and long penis can penetrate her.

	I found that the tender red flesh here was not only filled with moisture, but also slightly wriggling, as if it had vitality. Is it protecting my mother's vagina, my birthplace, or is it more about luring me in?

	I held the instrument with one hand, aimed it at the right position, and gently thrust my butt forward. The glans of my penis firmly came into intimate contact with the tender flesh of the vaginal opening. The glans was easily stained with the juice on it, and the tender and smooth touch came. I swung my butt back again, and the glans immediately left, a quick taste. Just like that, my mother covered her mouth and moaned uncomfortably, " Hmm ... " This moan was strangled before it could form. She lowered her head, her waist slumped, and her buttocks lifted even more. The flesh at the entrance of her vagina seemed to wriggle with her breathing, and it seemed that more unknown juices, like egg white, were oozing out of it. There seemed to be a strange but not unpleasant, sour and fishy smell in the air that made people feel intoxicated.

	Was I doing the "pass by the house three times without entering" stunt again? It was simply because I was afraid I was about to come, and obviously, I wanted to experience it longer. Objectively speaking, many people have used this age-old method to " delay ejaculation " : stopping and relaxing, sometimes euphemistically calling it a change of position. Anyway, given this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, I might be able to do more of my own devious desires, and perhaps experience more " feedback " from my mother , so I had to find a way to " delay " ejaculation. It was a matter of greed, and even more so, of saving face. As for how I managed to control myself from rushing in and finishing right away, which was a complete return to my hometown, it felt like I had programmed my brain with instructions. The movements just now, the thrust and retraction of my hips, were seamless.

	I was about to do it again when suddenly my mother raised her head, as if she took a deep breath, and glanced at the cave entrance with a slightly alert look. Then she quickly turned her body and head and glared at me fiercely. Really, even though I was worse than a beast, I still felt a pang of fear when I saw the look in my mother's eyes. I wanted to say something, but I really couldn't say anything.

	My mother 's eyes held a fierce expression. Her lips twisted unnaturally, pursing her lips and gritting her teeth, as if to tell me that I was doomed. She wanted to teach me a lesson for this rebellious son more than to let others find out. But, putting aside the facts, you also have some responsibility. As the saying goes, it takes two to tango.

	Then her head shifted a little, probably looking behind her ass. Was she offending her own son's genitals by looking at them? Or was she simply taking a peek at her underage son's thing? I'm not sure if she could clearly see my penis from that angle, but the newly grown pubic hair was definitely visible. Paired with this young body, both childish and full of adult male characteristics, how would this sight disturb a mother?

	The strange thing is that at this moment my mother did not push me at all, and even her hand was no longer against my thigh. After glancing at her own buttocks, or to be more precise, at my lower abdomen, her eyes gradually became strange and indifferent, as if there was nothing worthy of her concern. Her eyes were no longer focused, and the corners of her mouth twitched slightly, raising a contemptuous and condescending smile. If it were not for the environment, I have no doubt that she would laugh out loud. She shook her head slowly, treating me like a clown.

	Somehow, seeing my mother like this only stirred even more of my nameless lust. The young man was determined to prove himself, his competitive spirit and desire for conquest stronger than ever before, igniting a passion in his body and mind. In my eyes, was she looking down on me? In what way? Was it because my cock wasn't big enough, or was it because my technique was immature, or was it because this young man's reckless behavior would soon lead to his downfall? After all, he was facing a young, healthy, experienced woman of her prime. What could he possibly do?

	　　My previous confusion dissipated, and I decided to remain a good person to the end, no matter what happened. What if I was discovered? How could I lose my reputation? Besides, I believed that my mother's expression was a provocation to me!

	　　The pause suppressed the feeling of ejaculation a lot, so I started to use the same trick again. Adjusting my position, I pointed my penis at the hole that was breathing like an abalone, and thrust it in neither fast nor slow. Just as the glans pushed the tender flesh apart, it penetrated a little and then pulled out. It wasn't that my concentration was outrageous, but maybe the memory of the action was still there.

	　　" Ah ..." , my mother's delicate body trembled, her back arched and then lowered, her hands supported the ground with fists, and her tense arms were trembling slightly; if it was on the bed, I have no doubt that she would stick her entire upper body to her lower body, with her buttocks facing the sky, and the unbearable moans would turn around in her throat for thousands of times, and finally turn into a soft and resentful sigh with rich meaning, " Oh ..." , as if she was letting out her held breath.

	　　Finally, the long-awaited moment arrived. He could see his mother, the one he'd been fantasizing about so often, bare her private parts, posing in the most sexually charged positions, reacting to his cock like she'd never experienced before. The feeling of accomplishment was unprecedented. He pressed his hands against her hips, sinking his fingers into the flesh, kneading the soft, smooth, pert bottom like playing the piano. The thick fat was so greasy it could melt his fingers. He wanted to violently crush this beauty, but he also wanted to caress it gently, because it would allow the owner of her plump bottom to slowly feel the heat build.

	With this poke again, I seem to have discovered a new world. There is no need to enter it completely. Instead, it makes the mature mother react strongly. What else can I do? Just continue!

	In fact, it was almost like a real fuck of the mother's vagina. The hot cock was like a red-hot soldering pen. It didn't give the mother any chance to breathe. It hit her several times in a row. Each hit seemed to be a conditioned reflex after causing her great pain. Her whole body was shaking violently. Her ass wanted to escape forward at the same time, but my hands were holding it, so she failed. The mother couldn't use the charming sound from her throat to express her feelings at the moment. She just shook her head upwards, and her long hair rose and fell, becoming more and more messy. Her arms were straightened, and accordingly, her waist was concave, and her ass, waist, and shoulders formed a clearly undulating curve.

	　　Her hair swayed with her head. This mature woman seemed to be driven by the boy's penis, her whole body curves flowing softly like waves, but she also looked like a carp trying to stand up but being controlled, struggling in vain. Her clenched fists with exposed veins did they represent the woman's ecstasy or unbearable pain? The answer did not need to be stated clearly.

	　　Unfortunately, the only thing missing is the sound from her mouth. I think whether it is a weak scolding or a coquettish and sweet hum, it will give me great stimulation, but life is always imperfect. No matter what, the reaction of the mature mother at the moment has given me great satisfaction.

	I remembered her from behind with my father , her hips swaying, her most precious private parts swallowing the man's ugly penis behind her, from active to passive, from her plump buttocks to her voluptuous body, every part of her body responding with pleasure, submissive, uncontrollable, engaging all five senses. I exhaled deeply, marveling at how a tiny penis, a boneless, fleshy thing, with such seemingly harmless thrusts, could elicit such a profound reaction from this mature woman, a reaction that felt like both immense pain and morbid pleasure, a bliss of struggle. The images overlapped, returning me to the present moment, where that alluring mother's bare buttocks touched my erection. The mother who gave birth to me and raised me was now reacting to my teasing, as if she were enjoying herself in front of her son. The shock felt like a hammer pounding on my heart, and the boy's cognitive and psychological development over the past decade was shattered. I couldn't process it all, and in this moment, I could only absorb the ecstasy that emerged from it.

	After poking it back and forth like this for about 5 times, not only the glans, but the entire penis was covered with a layer of clear and sticky liquid. The pubic hair under my mother's buttocks was wet, hot and messy, and crooked. The tender red flesh at the entrance of her vagina seemed unable to bear the bullying of my glans, and continued to ooze out more liquid aggrievedly, like the wriggling of a living creature's breathing, as if attracting foreign objects to enter.

	Don't worry about being laughed at , I couldn't hold it any longer, so I stopped again. Looking at the messy and obscene scene under my mother's buttocks, I swallowed a mouthful of water anxiously. I really wanted to bury my whole head in this ecstasy valley.

	Taking advantage of my " absence " , my mother had a moment to catch her breath. She turned her upper body to the side and looked back. Her forehead covered with black hair looked really disheveled, but her eyes were full of spring, which made me even more dazed and my heart was beating fast. Is my mother completely intoxicated by my annoying and ridiculous behavior, and completely letting herself be controlled by physical feelings?

	But she was confused for a moment, confused about my audacity or confused about why I didn't penetrate her completely, how I could control myself. She never imagined that her son, who really had no sexual experience, had already vaguely explored the pleasure of " playing " with a mature and charming woman.

	However, this expression only lasted for less than 3 seconds. She instantly released a sharp and fierce look, opened her mouth, and uttered silent commands. Judging from her lip reading, it seemed to be " Get out! " and " Get up " .

	　　Yes, yes, yes. The more she does this, the more I want to conquer her. I hold my cock and pound it twice against the entrance of her vagina. " Hmm ..." She closes her eyes involuntarily , her mouth covered reflexively, preventing the full release of her seductive voice. Her flushed face is filled with difficulty, and her body trembles. The honey in the tender flesh at the entrance of her vagina seems to be about to be splashed away by my cock. I believe that with a few more poundings, a few drops will splash out.

	watching my mother 's reaction very much. At this time, I remembered that I had other actions to perform. I used the thumb of one hand instead of the glans and pressed it on the flesh at the entrance of the vagina. It was wet, slippery, hot, and there was a suction force. Then I rubbed it a few times with my fingertips, which stimulated it to contract more violently and rapidly. It seemed that it was not the owner who could not bear it, but the awakening reaction of the woman's private area. During the contraction, more egg white-like vaginal fluid was squeezed out from the deepest part.

	　　" Ah ... don't ..." I didn't expect that using my thumb would make my mother's defenses break down more than using the glans. She couldn't even control herself and moaned. Then, as if relieved of a heavy burden, her body softened and her upper body collapsed completely to the ground. I guess the proud part of her chest was already touching the ground.

	She seemed to vent her emotions through this moan, and then there was relative silence. My mother must have been scared. Don’t forget our situation. There are people outside the cave!

	We were once again pinned to the spot, not daring to breathe. Outside the cave, there was no silence; the herder kept on chattering. Now, with a tacit understanding , he too stopped muttering , as if trying to identify some strange sound.

	My mother glanced back at me, her eyes filled with despair and resentment. Seeing her gaze on me made me feel guilty. This horrific disaster was truly entirely my fault. For a moment, I could only close my eyes and wait for the final judgment. I didn't seem to have any regrets. Looking at my cock, still hard and throbbing, soaked by my mother's fluids, I felt a multitude of thoughts, but regret was the only one that escaped me.

	outside the cave . Was he coming in? We tensed up. Mother glanced at me desperately, then, as if resigned to her fate, turned toward the cave entrance.

	　　" Hey! What are you doing? " Suddenly, a rapid roar erupted, sending both my mother and I trembling with fear. Then, at a sharp turn, another, " You beast, run over there for your life! " Then, hastily and cursing, they dashed off into the distance, their voices growing increasingly distant ... From the sound of it, I assumed his cattle had headed for the riverbank. Well, there were abundant grasses there, and they'd probably seen them grazing along the weeds. But while the river wasn't wide, it was nearly two meters deep, making it impossible for the cattle to swim across.

	We both relaxed at the same time, the crisis over. But you'd have to admit, this feeling of dancing on the edge of a knife made my physiology even more sensitive, and my orgasm was definitely faster than normal masturbation. Before I knew it, I'd become addicted to this feeling. I didn't feel an unprecedented sense of crisis or a sense of relief, only the kinetic energy to chase this illusory pleasure.

	My mother 's tense arms relaxed, and I couldn't see her expression. I could only see that her hair was soaked with sweat, as if it had been fished out of a river. It was not just her hair that was wet, but also her white and smooth buttocks, soft waist, and plump legs, all looked as if they had been brushed with liquid, and were shiny, which made me very lustful.

	She finally remembered the current situation. She slowly turned around, staring at me with murderous eyes, her face turned pale, and the resentment that had accumulated for a long time turned into a roar (relatively speaking, it still did not resound through the sky without restraint), " Do you know that your hands are dirty ! Be a human being and stop harming your mother ! "

	I did feel a pang of guilt. Yes, a woman's vagina is complex, requiring extremely high hygiene standards. My fingers, dangling out there for most of the day, were truly irresponsible. I lowered my head, not daring to look directly at my mother. But then something strange occurred to me. Did she just scold me for using my fingers? Did she really allow some leeway? True or false, what mattered? The facts were before my eyes.

	 

	 

	Chapter 41

	Thinking of this, my burning desire immediately extinguished my guilt. As the cowherd ran away, the mature mother's plump buttocks were still shining in front of my sexual organs. My breathing became rapid again. Opportunities are everywhere in life!

	between stopping here and continuing ? The relationship between mother and son will definitely be at its lowest point when we go back. In this case, we might as well enjoy this moment of happiness to the fullest.

	But this time, my mother didn't give me a chance. Perhaps she'd learned her lesson over and over again. She angrily snapped, " Pack up and go home !" Then, standing up with remarkable agility, she was able to get out of my reach . But as she tried to pull up her panties and pants, which hung below her knees, she bent down. The scene beneath her crotch shifted dramatically in this position. In a fleeting glimpse, I saw the tender, rosy flesh of her vagina sealed shut, its only remaining slit between two thick, brown lips, framed by soft, dark pubic hair. Compared to before, it seemed a little dry, but I found it rather appealing. It was like a pearl hidden in a clam shell. Opening it revealed a vibrant, plump, moist, red scene, a scene brimming with life.

	Seeing that the butterfly in my mother's panties was about to fly back to its home place, I got hot-headed and stood up and hugged her waist, interrupting her action of pulling up her pants. The penis was stuck in the root of her thigh, and together with the gray cotton panties, it looked very private in the scene; at the same time, I kept rubbing my lower body, trying to squeeze back into the comfort zone of the past. With the action, it was as if I was pushing her non-stop, almost to the wall of the cave. Now we were almost standing overlapping, my waist and abdomen pressed against my mother's plump and cold buttocks, and my penis was suddenly stuck in an upward posture on the edge of her tight buttock groove.

	My mother trembled with shock at first, anger and disbelief at my impertinence. She spoke word by word, almost trembling, " Li! Yu! Qing! I'll settle this whole account with you for what happened just now, and you dare to continue this! " Then she swayed from side to side , trying to shake me off, lashing out, " Have you had enough of this? Do you still consider me your mother ?" Her voice rose considerably as the herder walked away .

	I turned a deaf ear to her and let the sperm dominate my brain. I hugged her and it was not easy to get rid of her. Under the premise of making sure that I was still tightly attached to her sweet buttocks, my hands slowly slid down, from her soft belly to her protruding hip bones, and then down. As soon as I touched the delicate and dense pubic hair, I immediately withdrew my hands and climbed up her waist again, begging, " Mom ... Mom ... wait for me a moment ... I promise not to touch you with my hands ..." , while the penis in my lower body continued to adjust its position and kept squeezing into the crack of my mother's buttocks, but it could not go any further after squeezing in a little. Although it was still soft when poking, I could not expand the space, as if it was blocked by the buttocks. This action left a lot of prostate secretions on the crack of my mother's buttocks.

	I also arched my waist slightly and squatted a little. In this posture, my entire head was almost pressed against my mother's back. I could smell the rich body odor of the mature woman through the thin cloth. Under the control of sperm, I didn't care whether she had taken a shower or the smell of sweat. It was automatically filtered into the fragrance of lust, which was very intoxicating. The cock under my crotch was jumping violently.

	My mother had been struggling in vain. She was anxious and angry, and had forgotten the big principles. I didn't know what she was really thinking. She said anxiously and panickedly, " That 's enough ... in the wilderness ..." She didn't seem to be focusing on refuting the bad nature of my behavior, but on resisting the current situation.

	　　At this moment, the front end of my cock finally touched the plump and soft part of her body, and rubbed against that slit of flesh firmly and powerfully. " Hmm ..." , my mother moaned, and her struggling strength decreased a little. She swung her legs and clamped her buttocks together, making it impossible for me to move forward at all. But after a while, her legs unconsciously parted slightly, perhaps because she could stand more steadily this way, which gave me room to move again, and the friction under her crotch was more unscrupulous.

	The mother ball pulled at my hands, but to no avail. I twisted and pinched them, but I endured the pain. Sometimes suffering is necessary. The pain made me feel less ejaculating, which was just what I wanted. But I also felt a sense of revenge. I pulled my butt back and slammed hard into that lush area. Apart from the feeling of sliding on the moist flesh, I didn't find the entrance to the honey pot that I had just explored. " Ah ... Not here! Do you hear me ... Ah ..." said the mother angrily, accompanied by a charming moan.

	I looked up at the back of my mother's head and said, " Why not ... Mom ... We 've been through some of the most extreme things ..." My mother seemed stunned for a moment, perhaps gnashing her teeth, because she stomped fiercely on my foot, venting her displeasure. It didn't hurt much, but I always felt that this stomping behavior of my mother was a bit like a little girl's temper, another strange phenomenon that fascinated me.

	Before I knew it , I had pushed my mother to the point where she was supporting herself against the wall with her hands. Her panties were half hanging down from her thighs, revealing her round and plump buttocks, which were naturally upright and not raised, yet gave people a sense of maturity and plumpness that would ripple with the slightest touch. In the stolen light, her skin was white and flawless, exuding amazing temptation.

	Seeing my mother like this, I suddenly remembered what she had said earlier: " Not here ..." Could she have meant that we couldn't do this in this dangerous wilderness, rather than, as I had initially assumed, that I couldn't continue touching her private parts? Regardless of whether my assumption was correct, my heart was already pounding with uncontrollable excitement.

	My hands had already slipped from my mother's waist into her thin, sleeveless T- shirt, caressing her ribs. My fingers occasionally brushed against the edge of her bra, but I didn't go any further. Unafraid of scolding myself, my lower body, like a dog desperate for release, kept humping her crotch, rubbing against the soft crack of her buttocks and brushing against her plump vagina. Because she kept dodging, I hadn't yet touched the hole I'd touched so recently. She angrily scolded, " Li Yuqing, don't think I dare not do anything to you . "

	I leaned over, trying to get as close to her ear as possible. My mind was often hazy, and my words were often incoherent. At this point, I abruptly and rather sourly asked, " Mom, what were you and Dad doing the other day? " My mother turned her head, as if this had touched a chord with her. " You son of a bitch, you dare mention it! If you piss me off, I'll tell your Dad! I really won't discipline you anymore! " Her voice seemed to trail off with a sense of helplessness.

	My hands continued to wander along the underside of my mother's bra, avoiding any sensitive areas. However, this act of waiting for the right moment to penetrate her breasts felt quite special. I managed it with, " Okay, okay ... I don't expect to be like my dad, okay ?" A subtle development occurred: I was no longer " clamping " my mother , but she still held her bare buttocks raised, her forearms against the wall, as if lost in thought.

	　　Hearing this, she replied indifferently, " Hmm ..." , but she came to her senses immediately, turned her head, and shouted angrily, " Get out of here! " . Maybe it was a natural action, she also pushed me with her plump buttocks. The tight buttocks almost made my penis too hard and easily broke, and pushed me away a little. However, her action was like adding fuel to the fire, continuing to burn my reason and the moral precepts of a son. My penis was so hard behind her buttocks that it seemed to be spitting flames.

	　　She clearly sensed the inappropriateness of this action, a flicker of embarrassment crossing her face, a blush spreading even without my stimulation, a captivating effect. Then, with a feigned scorn, she said, " You? Can you keep your word? Put on your pants first. " It seemed my repeated incestuous advances had long since eroded her trust. With that, she resolutely shook off my hands from within her clothes and bent slightly, pretending to pull up her panties.

	　　With this bend in her waist, her brown fleshy lips, moist red skin, and messy pubic hair were exposed; the delicate hole exuded an alluring scent, as if ready to devour all foreign objects. With the help of vision, I no longer have to be a headless fly . My breathing hitched, and I took another small step forward, then hugged my mother with my swollen cock, pressing my upper body against her first. This time, the cock did not miss the correct landing spot, and my lower body was instantly wrapped in an intense pleasure, which brought my excitement to an unprecedented level. The oxygen in my body was almost consumed in an instant, my vision became blurred, and my hearing seemed to suddenly fail.

	But my mother 's moans sent shockwaves through my scalp, the intense tingling sensation sending a shiver through my body. Caught off guard , her moans were even more alluring than before. " Ah ... ah ..." One hand quickly pressed against my thigh, the other bracing against the wall. Her legs and buttocks trembled, and the pressure on my legs was no resistance; perhaps it was habit.

	At the same time , my sense of touch became extraordinarily acute, especially where my lower body was in contact with my mother's. I felt the tip of my penis tightly wrapped by a wet, slippery, and warm area. This place was very narrow and tight, and the tender flesh there kept contracting, as if trying to push me out, while also sucking me in with immense pleasure. It was clearly the mother's vagina I had longed for. Different positions gave different pleasures to my penis, though I hadn't experienced it many times. This wonderful feeling, unlike anything I'd ever experienced before, brought an incredibly intense pleasure. In just a brief moment, it was countless times more pleasurable than the prolonged friction and collision of flesh just now.

	the physical stimulation , my mother suddenly panicked a little. She shook her head as if in pain, " Don't ... don't come in ... listen to mom ..." , almost crying; this crying tone was different from the other crying tone. Recalling her behavior with my father that day, I secretly made up my mind that I would also make my mother make such a sobbing hum. As a son, I should be more successful than my father!

	I " obediently " stuck my butt out and actually pulled out, my glans feeling the soft, moist caress of her flesh. Believe it or not, I finally understood. Forcing myself to take it once wasn't as good as considering the long-term future. According to the Broken Window Theory, if I hadn't taken that final step, would my mother be more likely to accept other inappropriate behaviors? Once she did, she wouldn't be able to avoid the final step either. And gradually, gradually, it would wear away her defenses. If I tried again and again, there would likely be less resistance.

	I take a step back , having achieved this point has already made me feel so happy that I want to cry. Private parts, the physical and mental manifestations of physiological reactions, the ultimate charm of a good mature woman, the feminine charm and spring that comes from being a mother, haven't I experienced it too? If I don't reach the last step, what does it matter?

	　　" Hmm? " , noticing my " understanding " , my mother turned back blankly, her expression a little confused and thoughtful, and she shook her head slightly as if she came to her senses. She looked quite pitiful, just like a good woman who had been bullied. She glanced at my lower abdomen, then immediately retracted her gaze, gently held my wrist, and said softly, " Okay ... let's do this . "

	I also said bitterly, " Mom ... it's hard ... I can't control my wild thoughts ... maybe ... it's just puberty ..." I felt guilty about those last few words. Few people develop deviant thoughts about their closest women during adolescence. But as I've often said, I bet my mother doesn't have a cognitive system for this.

	My mother first bit her lower lip, her lips moving as if she were struggling with some decision. Then she half-raised her head and closed her eyes. Her facial expression shifted wildly, finally fading into a long sigh, " Ah ..." She opened her eyes, but there was no hint of despair or pain. I didn't move, my heart anticipating, waiting for my mother's " instructions . "

	Then she frowned again, slowly opening and closing her eyes, her long, slender eyelashes fluttering against a bright glow. Then, naturally, she turned her head, as if glancing at the cave entrance to confirm the cowherd wasn't approaching. She said leisurely, " It's raining again ... Let's stay a little longer ..." Xiao seemed to be gazing outside with interest, and I remembered this feeling of déjà vu: that beautiful night, she looked out the dark window, as if leaving behind the sorrow of someone gazing at the lonely moon.

	But I wasn't quite sure, and I was at a loss as to what to do. However, after a long period of " numbness " , my penis was still numb, swollen and hard. The fact was that the mother was still half-standing, with her hands against the wall, her buttocks exposed, and her buttocks facing her son's genitals.

	My heart was pounding with excitement, and the heat in my body could only be expelled through my nostrils. I suspected I would soon have a nosebleed, as I encountered unusual stimulation. I lowered my head, staring blankly at my mother's plump, snow-white buttocks so close to me. I reached out with trembling hands and lifted the hem of her vest T -shirt , which had been put back into place. I moved carefully, afraid to ruin any subtle details. More and more of her smooth waist was exposed, and the back of her buttocks made the lumbar groove particularly deep, adding to her feminine allure. I stroked her back back and forth, but she didn't react. This time I didn't say anything, and slowly moved to her plump, round buttocks. Her buttocks were slightly cold, and the tight flesh was cool and refreshing. Finally, this touch made her butt crack tighten unnaturally for a moment, then loosen.

	Tentatively, I raised my head and called out, " Mom? " She remained deaf . I pinched the base of my penis with my other hand, suppressing the euphoric rush of reaching its limit . Otherwise, I felt like I'd be done without any real stimulation. As long as you have a vivid imagination, fantasies can really deliver.

	I could hardly control my rising desire. My hand slid diagonally from my mother's buttocks to her crotch, touching the lush mons pubis. My mother's legs subconsciously clamped together. I stretched out my middle finger and probed into the base of her legs, touching the thick pubic hair, feeling the wetness and heat there. I couldn't help but linger there for a while, and my hand suddenly felt soft and hot, as if a slippery stain of water had penetrated into my fingers.

	The mother could no longer remain calm at this time. Her breathing seemed to be getting faster and faster, and she seemed to be venting a little. She hummed, " Um ... don't ..." The moan was so soft that it made people feel sweet, and it never stopped.

	I felt stimulated and wanted to use one hand to forcibly pry open her tightly closed legs, and then move towards the direction where the liquid was flowing out to explore the fertile area of my mother's lower body.

	But my mother decisively grabbed my hand, and then suddenly turned her head to look at me. What intoxicated and confused me was why she suddenly changed into this expression. It was a complex shock to me, as if my mother had inadvertently revealed her lack of restraint and her seductiveness of succumbing to physical pleasure. If I cannot completely resist this temptation, I feel it will be a great regret in my life.

	My mother was looking at me at this moment, with some of her naughty hair covering her eyebrows, but it did not hide that feeling at all. It was a face full of spring passion, as charming and mature as a lotus in the distant mountains. Her hair was a little disheveled, like her panting breaths, her eyes were charming, her cheeks were pink, and her eyes fixed on me seemed like water was about to flow out.

	She tried to say gently, " Don't use your hands ... You just promised . " Her face was now red as if blood was dripping out. Then I noticed that my mother was nibbling at her white teeth as she spoke. Her eyes, moist and hazy, were unfocused. Glancing to the side, her full breasts stood proudly, wantonly displaying their undulating curves. Seeing that froze me in place, I swallowed my saliva in a daze.

	I muttered , as if possessed by a spell, " Okay ..." Mother straightened her head, her face ablaze as she closed her eyes. Even without her eyes closed, we couldn't look each other in the eye, but it seemed like a gesture of surrendering herself to the devil.

	My mother muttered again, " Do n't use your hands ..." with a somewhat deliberate emphasis . I couldn't help but think it was another double entendre, and my cock throbbed a few times, echoing my thoughts.

	　　" Hmm , " I responded casually , holding her waist with both hands, which was not slender to begin with but looked thin in contrast with her plump buttocks. My cock, like a red-hot iron, once again stuck to the buttocks of the woman who gave birth to me and raised me, the most beautiful part of a woman's body. The crack of her buttocks kept blocking my progress, and I could only slide down to the hot, soft and greasy area.

	My mother seemed very calm, and I couldn't help but mobilize her aloud, " Mom ... I'll do it like this ... very quickly ... hiss ~" , which sounded like a paralyzed language.

	Her cheeks flushed, and she said , " You'd better hurry up . " I didn't know what to make of her tone; it was neither cold nor warm, yet she seemed to be suppressing something. I could feel a slippery wetness beneath her buttocks, and I couldn't help but mutter, " Why is there water ?" Of course , I was just playing dumb; I knew what was going on. At the same time, I felt a perverse excitement at my mother's sensitivity, her body's quick response, and even her ability to easily succumb to lust.

	Mother stomped her foot in anger again, and I saw her white buttocks shaking, but then quickly tightened, which seemed to show the elasticity of her buttocks; this time she stepped precisely, " Ah " , I screamed in pain, but at this juncture, my cock firmly poked towards the part that was emitting hot water, and touched the tender and moist flesh, which should be the entrance of mother's honey pot, which seemed to come alive and caressed my glans, " Ah ... um ... Li Yuqing you! " , mother exclaimed and hummed coquettishly, then turned her head and glared at me.

	I quickly chuckled, " That's it ... that 's it. " She slowly turned her head, her eyes fixed on me with a wary, suspicious gaze. Returning to her facing-the-wall position, she delivered an ultimatum: " I'm warning you, don't go in there . " I couldn't quite fathom how far my mother would go. At one moment, I felt she was compromising, willing to give me the chance to experience being a man; at another, it seemed like she was just trying it briefly, satisfying curiosity and the urges of adolescence.

	I thrust in and out a few times, though I didn't always manage to penetrate that tight little hole. Luckily, those two soft lips of flesh gave me endless pleasure. Mother didn't moan again, only pretending to clear her throat and letting out a few quiet " Hmm ... Hmm ... " sounds , feigning composure. But what really turned me on was her hips starting to wiggle restlessly. She twisted back and forth erratically, whether to avoid or to please, but our lower bodies were unbridled, smeared together with our own fluids, rubbing against each other with unbridled pleasure.

	　　To verify, I let go of my mother's waist and slowly withdrew my lower body from her buttock groove. I wanted to see more clearly whether my mother was responding. I couldn't explain it clearly, but as a child I could feel an unprecedented sense of happiness, that is, my mother made a physical response in front of me that only normal men and women would have.

	She turned back , as if I'd caught her prying into her thoughts, and then she became angry and embarrassed, as if she realized she had no right to escape this situation. She could only force a somewhat annoyed snort, " Stop ! It's annoying! ... It's time to go home ..." Then she lowered her head, but let her buttocks tilt towards me. A woman doing this in front of you would be confusing to anyone.

	So I squeezed my cock into my mother's crotch again . I don't know if it was an illusion, but my mother's ass began to twist slightly faster than my " thrusting " movement. If you don't observe carefully, you really can't tell.

	　　Now I feel like I'm about to ejaculate, which has subsided a lot. After all, I couldn't really get inside, and the physical stimulation I received was limited. In fact, if I accidentally went off, it must be my mother's behavior, or the intense spiritual satisfaction that has been disturbing my mind. At this time, people tend to forget themselves.

	I leaned as close to her ear as possible, whispering in a deliberately gentle voice , " Mom ... if only you could be like my dad ... ... " This single sentence stirred a wave of emotion in her, like ripples on a lake. " Ah , um ..." The sound was quiet, yet it stirred my body and soul irresistibly. The slight sway of her hips ceased, as if she were letting me do whatever I wanted. The sticky, moist feeling between our bodies became more pronounced, making my thrusts more natural and smoother. This " credit " likely belonged to her , but I waited for her full consent before returning to my birthplace. From beginning to end, her attitude remained ambiguous, unpredictable.

	　　" Hmm ... Hmm ... Uh ..." My mother didn't say anything, but she moaned softly. I caught a glimpse of her upper front teeth nibbling at her delicate, juicy lower lip, a suppressed yet alluring moan emanating from her. It was pure instinct, as if she had completely given up on resisting anything, solely focused on the pleasure. I was getting anxious, rocking back and forth, desperate to pry open her legs, slash through her buttocks, aim for the perfect spot, and penetrate her directly. But I strangely held back. Yes, my mother is unpredictable, and so am I. When presented with the opportunity to penetrate her directly, I felt a new desire. Any normal person knows the difference between eating meat once and eating it over time.

	I spoke again, breathing heavily, " What do you mean ... Mom ? " " Hmm ... Ah ..." Mother's intermittent hums and sighs of satisfaction, in this lonely wilderness, this secluded cave, made their way more easily into my heart. The blush on her cheeks deepened, her eyes were like silk, her mature and graceful demeanor fully revealed. Unconsciously, her hips seemed to tilt upwards, or perhaps her waist was lowered, seemingly accommodating my precise entry point. The curves were thrilling. I was stunned by this performance, and I clumsily stopped moving, staring at her alluring form.

	She noticed it and immediately turned back, eyes half-closed. " Hmm ..." Her disheveled hair, combined with her flushed, mature face, was incredibly alluring, a charm I found unfamiliar. The corners of her mouth curled up slightly, a faint smile, and she slowly shook her head, as if mocking me like a pig. After all, I could see that while her body was calm, her mind was not. Seeing her like this, I wanted to lash out. I thrust my cock back into her buttocks, rubbing against the soft, plump mound. As if startled, my mother moaned, " Ah, mmm ... no ..." Her breath was sweet , a touch of pleasure tinged with lewdness. As I rubbed her mound, she continued her intermittent, seductive words, " Hmm ... no ... no ... do n't forget ... uh ... I ... I'm your mother . " It seemed incredibly difficult to say, yet it stirred me deeply. She straightened her head and lowered it.

	How did she manage to deny it verbally while leaving her alluring body parts completely defenseless, emitting those sweet moans that stimulated male hormones? The more this happened, the more my lust intensified, until for some reason I blurted out, " Then treat me like your dad today ..." I think it's probably because I've been so deeply influenced by erotic fiction; the words always felt like a line from one.

	　　" Hmm … What nonsense …" my mother muttered softly. Suddenly, she raised her head from its lowered position and turned to face me. In the limited light, I could clearly see her blushing face and the embarrassment in her eyes. That soft voice was undoubtedly a strong dose of medicine for me. Seeing me staring at her absentmindedly, my mother remembered something, rolled her eyes at me, and said with a hint of disdain, " You've copied everything from your father … You're such a loser … "

	I don't know why, but hearing her voice, this tsundere yet flirtatious expression I'd never seen before, made my blood freeze, leaving me breathing heavily and breathlessly. Add to that a hint of " personal vendetta " about my father, and the mere mention of him turned me on . Substitution, husband and wife, normal sex, mother—a flurry of words and concepts raced through my mind, driving me wildly.

	I couldn't bear it any longer, so I climbed up the bottom of her buttocks with my hands and pried them apart with force. The entrance of her sweet vagina, where water was flowing, was so red that it stung my eyes. My mother moaned, " Ah ... Li Yuqing, what are you doing ..." , and looked down at my hands. One of her hands tried to pry open my hands on her buttocks. I quickly directed my cock and poked it in.

	My mother seemed ashamed to face people. She turned back and stopped playing games with me. At first, no sound came out. The glans of my penis was like squeezing through a pool of spring water before it touched the slippery, tender red flesh. The burning suction was tempting me. The wonderful and intense pleasure made me instinctively want to go deeper, but my mother seemed unwilling to cooperate. At the same time, the harsh sound of " thump thump thump " was getting closer and closer. This was obviously the sound of cow hooves stepping on the ground, accompanied by the muttering and cursing of the cowherd. Even if the cowherd no longer approached the cave, he still put us in a " dangerous situation, he is back!

	My mother finally remembered and turned back, her expression terrified. Her lips moved rapidly in anxiety, and she shook her head like a rattle. She twisted her hips feebly, trying to break free from me, but I gave her no chance now. I gripped her waist tightly, and my nervousness was forgotten. A frenzy of passion spread my mother's buttocks, and I thrust my hips again. Finally, my erect penis broke through the slight resistance. With a " swish ," the glans squeezed into a warm, slippery passage. I gasped, not daring to move an inch. The feeling of eruption had already reached its limit; any deeper, and it would be completely gone.

	　　My mother, who had been silent just moments before, now seemed to be covering her mouth, but she was now moaning again, " Mmmmmmm ... Ahhh ... No ... Don't go in ..." Her voice became more and more continuous. At the same time, I noticed her legs trembling slightly, giving the impression that they were about to tremble violently at any moment. My glans could actually feel the subtle trembling of the tender flesh within her vagina, which constantly tightened and " relaxed , " wrapping around my glans, which was also trembling slightly inside. Even the outer labia seemed to tremble. It was as if the suction coming from deeper inside was giving my glans a wonderful massage. " Hiss "... I withdrew again, looking at my mother 's slightly trembling buttocks, her hair covered with dewdrops. I felt that if I withdrew even a little, I would be sucked dry.

	As if she were slow to react , after a few seconds, my mother finally uttered a sound. " Hmm ... ah ..." She didn't care about anything else, but let out a long, breathless sigh. Then she turned and glared at me, her expression a mixture of resentment and inexpressible anger, but I could sense a flicker of fiery anticipation in her eyes. At this moment, she pressed my thigh, which was quite funny. Why didn't she just cover her own vagina? That would be more effective.

	outside . If I wasn't mistaken, the herder had finally reached the outer wall of the cave. Then he uttered something quite subtle : " You wo n't even eat the tender grass in the valley. You're such a beast! You insist on eating these old ones! " He spat afterward.

	The mother seemed very sensitive to these words, as if she was touched. Another wave of juice overflowed from her crotch, flowing to the tip of her hair and sticking to the surrounding area, feeling messy and lewd. The panties half hanging at the roots of her thighs seemed to be mottled with stars. In a place separated by a wall from the cowherd, the mother's body could still respond correctly, a response controlled by physiology.

	While I was stunned and didn't dare to do anything else, my mother " struggled " to get up and really pulled up her panties and pants. Her charming buttocks were covered by her pants again. My mother stared outside, her body filled with confused emotions, her joys and sorrows that were impossible to read.

	Outside, the rain had stopped. The herder resolutely pulled up his oxen, shouting, " It's a grave sin not to eat the tender grass !" and headed towards the meadow in the valley. When it was full of water, it was our Tianchi Pool. When the water receded, soft grass grew out, like a small grassland. The only sound was the clatter of cattle and the sound of people fading away ... The mountain stream breeze blew in, sometimes cool, sometimes hot.

	We were left in the cave, a bit bewildered. How could we possibly bring this absurdity to a close? It seemed I didn't feel the overwhelming fear I'd anticipated. The world was constantly changing. I wasn't keen on taking the lead, waiting for my mother's " choreography . " I simply sat down on the haystack, staring at my mother, who stood with her back to me. Her figure was still graceful, her hips, clad in the fabric of her suit pants, firm and plump, and there was no doubt they could tremble like jelly.

	So, is this the end? What else can I expect? I saw my mother standing there for a long time, and I couldn't help but say, " Mom ... it's not raining anymore ... outside ... that person has left ... isn't it time to go back ? "

	I don’t know if my mother heard what I said, but she murmured as if she was thinking, “ Hmm …” , and the ending tone was a little long , crisp and greasy.

	After the rain, there should be no one coming to the hill anymore, so all work is not very convenient; listening to the occasional chirping of insects and birds, it feels a bit like a secluded orchid in a valley. Although the climate is obviously cool, it seems that the plants and soil on the hill have begun to rise heat, gathering into a whirlwind, rushing into the small hole where we are, making people want to do something unusual to relieve the heat.

	I shouted again, " Mom ... is gone . "

	My mother 's body trembled slightly, but I knew it was not because she was scared. It was more like she was forcing herself to accept something absurd. She felt shame, shock, and a subtle restlessness.

	I only heard my mother say something in a hurry, her voice softer than the sound of rain hitting cicada wings. She was afraid that others could hear it, but also afraid that I couldn't hear it. But I really couldn't hear it clearly, because I couldn't react and my nerves didn't even think of receiving this signal.

	She seemed to have cheered up, but her words were like a dream, " Wait ... wait a minute ... the rain ... is still falling . " Her voice became smaller and smaller, mixed with a huge sense of shame like a girl who has revealed her little secret. She felt guilty and absent-minded. You could tell that her face was bright red without even looking at it.

	I was stunned, my brain failing to register for a moment, but my heart, as if anticipating something, began beating furiously again, sending the excited blood throughout my body like fuel, ready to ignite an immoral flame any moment. I swallowed and asked blankly, " Oh ... so ... now ... "

	　　" Oh ..." She sighed deeply again, then turned around and looked down at me condescendingly, with a clear expression and without too much emotion. Then she took a step forward, getting closer to me, and when I looked up, I could see her towering breasts.

	I don't know when my cock had recovered to its full strength, making a tent in the shorts I had just pulled up, and standing out between my legs. My mother seemed to glance at it, a trace of panic flashed in her eyes, and then she shifted her gaze.

	I calmly said, " Mom ... this is ..." Honestly , I had no doubts about what she might do. This was an exchange of information that could only be understood intuitively. Hadn't it always been these ambiguous, bizarre words and actions that shaped our mother-child dynamic? Without the ability to decipher these thoughts, I could only stammer and mumble. If my mother had known how to articulate them accurately, I'd probably have been " educated and guided " long ago, never reaching those limits.

	My mother stared at me, silent. Her eyes, as bright as stars and as clear as water, framed by her eyelashes and upturned brows, made me want to sink into them. Her half-smile, a charming and mature face sculpted by time and life, made me overlook her motherly role. After a moment, her gaze faded from me, and I couldn't tell where it was illuminating. She said, unequivocally, " Lie down ... Don't ask , don't look, don't say anything ... Otherwise, you won't have me as your mother anymore ... "

	　　This wasn't a big deal to me, but before I could lie down, she suddenly knelt down facing me. Luckily, there was a haystack, so my knees didn't hit the ground. This time, I was a bit overwhelmed, as if I was " pushed down " by her aura . My upper body slumped down. She was like a queen whose authority could not be violated, and I was a weakling at the mercy of others, forced to obey any orders, not daring to take the initiative. My mother didn't say anything, and I closed my eyes in obedience . But to be honest, I didn't have the arousal I'd been craving for incestuous sex. Aside from the hardness in my crotch, I felt calm. Just like Yin Zhiping, who cheated on Xiaolongnu, you can't really enjoy the unrestrained pleasure of this opportunity you've only encountered.

	But after a long moment, seemingly without movement, I couldn't help but open my eyes. My mother's hands rested on the waistband of her pants, yet she remained motionless. She felt as if she had been electrocuted, her brow furrowed in a look of confusion. At this moment, my mother presented a conflicted image: a traditional Chinese woman, whose desires had been suppressed since childhood, suddenly discovering the secret of pleasure beyond routine physical intercourse. Amidst the harassment and minor repressions of life, she had entered a forbidden zone and experienced a new kind of physical and mental pleasure. How would she react? Her expression was a mixture of satisfaction, surprise, a touch of excitement, but also of fear, anxiety, and pain. Perhaps the desire to " save " her son and guide him back to the right path, a doting attitude, or perhaps a rebellion against marriage all played a role, causing her to hesitate and take this incestuous step?

	Of course, I don't know how she will handle our future relationship, let alone how far she plans to go. I won't think about it either, I just want to experience the present moment.

	In reality, I wasn't watching my mother's every move with either lewd or eager anticipation. I was even mentally preparing myself, my gaze wandering. But I eventually opened my eyes, disturbing her as she went through her final " psychological ritual " and " mental preparation . " She blushed, staring coldly at me, her face deliberately stern, and, without conceding any resistance, she said, " I told you to close your eyes ! "

	　　At this point, I dared not disobey. I closed my eyes again, my only sense remaining being my hearing, which was only enough to hear the pounding of my heart. After a moment, seeing still no movement, I couldn't help but open my eyes again. My mother's hands were still on her pants, but she seemed to be making some progress. I saw a small glimpse of her hips, the color of her cotton underwear, and the bow of her panties fluttering in the air, stirring the boy's heart. Just this one sight brought back all those evil thoughts, and my cock seemed to swell and tug tirelessly. Naturally, my mother noticed I had opened my eyes again. She was first uneasy and embarrassed, then furious at having her shameful secret discovered. She looked at me fiercely , made a " tsk ..." sound, and said, " Will you just close your eyes ?"

	After hearing this, I covered my eyes with my hands, like someone trying to cover their ears and steal a bell. Clearly worried, my mother didn't proceed. I parted my fingers and saw her scratching her head in distress, biting her lower lip. Her face would sometimes tense, then relax as if she'd realized something. Then, her eyes would look upward, pondering something, and then she'd return her gaze to me, filled with resentment and anger, but also with a bitter, embarrassed look. Her face flushed red. I felt a bit baffled, like I'd been caught in a trap. It's like your wife dreams you're cheating in the middle of the night, wakes you up, and then looks at you, saying you're the irresponsible sinner, and the fault is all yours.

	After staring at her for a long time, the shame and anger faded, and my mother sighed, like a heat wave blowing through my mind and heart. Her movements were effortless, yet they brought me great joy. She grasped the hem of her tank top and slid it off neatly. Kneeling, her slightly plump belly was exposed, revealing a mature, charming look. Going up further, it was breathtaking. Her jade-colored underwear enveloped her plump breasts, accentuating their fullness and strength. The uncovered breasts seemed delicate, trembling at the slightest touch. The seemingly ordinary style, however, became incredibly alluring due to the plumpness of the owner and the depth of her cleavage. On a mother who had reached a young age, she exuded a rare femininity.

	I swallowed my saliva, widened my eyes, and stared at her in a daze. After the mother glanced at me casually, as if nothing had happened, she put down her clothes on the side of her thighs, raised her hands and stroked her hair, and fiddled with the back of her head, as if she was defenseless towards her son in her usual daily life. However, she did not realize that her release of her sexual desire posed a great temptation to the young boy. The lazier the action, the more the woman's upper body, which highlighted her seductiveness, exuded a scent that stimulated male hormones in every part.

	After fixing her hair, my mother, perhaps her eyes flickering to my pert crotch, gave me a cold look. She then took the clothing she'd just taken off and folded it in half. My vision instantly went blank. She covered my eyes with the clothing! The rich, slightly sweaty scent of her mature body seemed eager to penetrate my nostrils, making me completely intoxicated. What was she doing? She must be worried about my eyes closing. She was physically blocking them.

	In fact , being deprived of vision, I always feel insecure inside. Even if there is no danger, I can't help but shout, " Mom ..." , no need to say more.

	After a while, I felt a human presence approaching me, and a soft yet commanding voice whispered in my ear, " Take it away, or you're dead! " I shuddered, my heart itching uncontrollably. Then I felt a soft, dangling sensation on my arm, and then it vanished as the voice finished. I couldn't see it, but I could imagine the scene: a mother, clad only in her underwear, showcasing her proud figure, leaning against the ear of a childish boy, her voice so sultry, every word a spur of hope.

	I eagerly anticipated what I'd feel next. But first, I felt a gentle tug on my shorts , a visible discomfort from the person doing the tugging. It dawned on me: My pants weren't even off yet, and it was clear my mother wouldn't do it herself, so she hinted at me. I immediately slid them off, my underwear included, exposing my erection like a dragon soaring through the air. Unfortunately, I couldn't see my mother's expression. This must have been the first time she'd seen her son's genitals so clearly, and the fact that she was the mother herself had the most dramatic physiological reaction. Her expression must have been fascinating and worth pondering. She'd undoubtedly seen it, and perhaps felt nervous, bewildered, and naturally embarrassed.

	After a rustling sound, I felt my thighs being clamped by two plump and smooth legs, and a bearable weight was pressing down. It is not difficult to imagine that my mother was " riding " on my legs, and her fertile private area should not be far from my penis.

	I clenched my fists, suppressing my pleasure so I could better imagine what my mother looked like. I felt the pull of someone above me on my thighs, and soon, I felt a bulge of hot cotton. Hmm? Had my mother still taken off her underwear? That warmth spread to my erect penis and my thighs, which seemed a little damp.

	I lifted the clothing from my eyes, revealing the view below, and peered over. The sight was a thrilling one, enough to make a young man defy all odds for a chance to savor it. My mother, clad only in a bra, flashed before my eyes, her large expanses of white, creamy skin. The cotton bra struggled to support her full, heavy breasts, dotted with sweat and gleaming with an oily sheen. Over her shoulders and neck, they formed a captivating curve. I thought of the idiom, "A kiss is a sweet kiss," and at that moment, I truly wanted to kiss those exposed breasts.

	My mother lowered her brows, biting her lower lip lightly, her body trembling slightly, as if she were hesitant again, a little worried. She was indeed wearing her underwear, sitting on my thighs, my erect penis almost touching her pubic mound covered by her underwear. And I was right, her underwear was actually stained with water. This phenomenon was undoubtedly an aphrodisiac for me. My mother's initiative, her reaction, revealing herself in front of me for the first time, the young man, who was obsessed with mothers and mature women, was at a loss for words to describe the psychological shock at this moment. He seemed a little confused.

	My silent gaze, brimming with desire and emotion, lingered for a long moment, then heatedly caught my mother's eye. She looked up, not in the expected scorn, but only in a deeper frown. Her blushing, stubborn face returned my gaze with an inexplicable emotional signal, followed by a hint of rebuke. I fell for it, obediently following her " advice , " removing my hand from the small garment, and returning to the vast expanse of white before me. But at the last moment, she seemed to be turning around. Yes, facing me head-on, how could my somewhat reserved mother accept this on her first try?

	After a long moment of hesitation, I felt something strange land on my lower abdomen. It was light, yet warm, and a little wet and sticky. I instinctively reached for it, and my head buzzed as if gently struck, adding fuel to my burning blood. It was my mother's panties! I immediately grasped them in my palm, and with my thumb, I carefully felt the fibers and texture. It was as if my hands were stained with the moisture of egg white—not much, but enough to soak through the fabric. Playing with this small, ordinary piece of women's intimate clothing, I felt as if I were actually caressing my mother's private parts. My mother must have placed them on me in such a strange way because there was no clean place nearby. But to me, this behavior was a unique and provocative act, highlighting her unconventional ways, or perhaps even engaging in an unconventional act, yet feigning a sense of laziness and ease.

	My heart was beating so hard that I couldn't resist the thought of giving up the sacred and intensely taboo experience that was about to begin. So, I completely removed the mother's clothes from my eyes and looked towards my mother.

	magnificent sight before me was that my mother was already naked from the waist down, half-kneeling under my crotch with her buttocks raised high, just like at the beginning of today. As long as we sat in the right position, there would be no turning back in our relationship.

	My mother's white, plump, round buttocks hung high above my cock, and their width covered my body and shoulders. Gradually, under the huge physical and mental stimulation, my consciousness became blurred, and I regarded the mature mother's plump buttocks in front of me as a huge millstone, as if it was going to press down on my head and face. There was an abnormal excitement that could not be escaped, and I accepted this situation in my heart.

	I saw my mother's legs slightly apart, her pubic hair clearly visible, luxuriantly thick. A flushed ravine contrasted sharply with the hair, and the dark purple wrinkles above her buttocks contrasted sharply with the white flesh. The pink, round hole playfully contracted and flexed with the slight tremors of her body, catching the eye. The two buttocks formed a slit between the fertile area, and the fleshy lips on either side were moist and glistening. A closer look took my breath away. It seemed as if there was a glistening mucus hanging between them. When had it flowed out? Could my mother be so emotional? Could her body, so healthy, respond so easily? Did this mean that she had physically accepted her son's role change?

	I was so moved that I wanted to cry. This was the posture and little scene that best suited my sexual fetish, and I actually experienced it on the mother I had been fantasizing about for a long time. My heart almost stopped, and my mind was blank, so that all my senses were focused on my cock. It was extremely hard, but the charm of the mature mother in front of me was fully displayed, which pushed it to the critical point.

	My mother 's butt didn't stay in the air for too long, and soon she sat down on my crotch as if she was very skilled. At the same time, I hummed " hiss ~ ah " with my scalp numbing with pleasure , and one hand grabbed my mother's butt anxiously. I wanted her to slow down and let me calm down the urge to ejaculate, but I couldn't say it directly because men are contradictory and stubborn.

	But my mother didn't pay any attention to my little thoughts, and as she sat down neither heavily nor slowly, her legs trembled and her upper body lowered, as if she was adapting to something or relieving something, and she hummed, " Ah ... um " ; but I still didn't hit the target, because my cock would easily fall down if not supported, and when my mother fell, my cock just happened to rub against her vagina and was wrapped by her two fleshy lips under my own belly. My cock throbbed, and I could feel the flesh of my mother's lower body wriggling.

	At the critical moment , I pinched the flesh around my lower abdomen with one hand to forcibly cushion the desire to ejaculate, and with the other hand, I rubbed my mother's white buttocks vigorously like a madman, pulling the buttocks open with one hand, prying them open and closing them again. I did this several times, revealing the pink crack inside from time to time.

	The mother did not stop me from touching her buttocks, nor did she feel upset about not hitting the target in one go, which was unrealistic; it gave people a feeling that she was very focused on the matter, but also like a routine; however, because of his status, the feeling of a routine made the boy feel happier, because at such a young age, seeing the abstinence of an ascetic being so unrestrained was a huge shock.

	She immediately lifted her hips and left my cock. At this point, she finally gently straightened my cock. My god, it seemed like my cock swelled even more under her touch, and it felt like it was trying to break free. The boy's erection was so hard and hot, and because of his son, the mother was stunned for a moment. She must have had mixed feelings.

	Then, the mature mother's plump buttocks, like millstones , pressed down again, actually pointing towards my cock. In my mind, this round ass pressed against my entire body and soul. White, round, and springy, hiding so many ecstatic parts, all these things came at me, and it was hard to tell who was " on top ," but her motherhood made her dominance legitimate. Regardless, as soon as my cock was completely connected with my mother's vagina, I would have shattered her authority.

	　　" Hmm ..." , my mother lowered her head, letting out a soft moan of pleasure. With a " sizzle, " I felt the tip of my penis begin to be enveloped by tender flesh, touching the rosy flesh of her vagina and smeared with the slippery juices from the vaginal opening. I don't know what nerves controlled me, but after stimulating my cock for most of the day, I finally gave way beneath her, uncontrollably spurting. I quickly used one hand to push my own cock away from her vaginal opening. " What are you doing? " my mother muttered, seemingly a little dissatisfied. In the past, she'd questioned me about my intrusion, but now, it was me who took the initiative to pull away. The transition was a matter of experience; the moment my penis peeled off, it made my mother tremble. " Ah, mmm ..." she moaned softly, her buttocks resting on my thighs.

	I don't know where I ejaculated, I just felt hollowed out, extremely weak physically and mentally. However, my lower abdomen and legs seemed to be shaking unconsciously, as if they were a woman's orgasm. It was really too stimulating. However, in what seemed to be the last moment of clarity, I saw a milky white liquid flowing through the dark purple wrinkles between my mother's buttocks. The feeling of condensation for a long time caused it to continue to contract and squeeze, a lewd scene.

	　　For the mother, such a " mistake " is nothing unusual . It didn't feel long before she immediately raised her hips again and used two fingers to hold my cock and straighten it. Although the sexual organ was still swollen and hard after release, it could no longer stand upright. The moment the mother's fingers touched it, she seemed to hesitate for a moment, " Hmm? " , she asked casually, then she added all her fingers in, as if measuring my cock, but in fact it was the semen overflowing from the glans flowing back into the cock, and these things felt different from other liquids. I think the mother found something wrong, so she confirmed it so " boldly " . Now her hands should be covered with the secretions of her son's reproductive organs.

	She didn't continue what she wanted to do just now. She twisted her upper body directly, and her plump body seemed to be wrinkled, full of mature woman's charm. She shook her head and looked at me with an unreadable expression, as if she wanted to say something, but controlled herself. It was neither disappointment nor sarcasm, but indifference after the loss of lust.

	But how could I not feel remorse and shame ? I said, somewhat shamefacedly , " It's ... it's out ..." Mother said nothing, a knowing nod. She wiped her hands on the haystack and began to stand. Her plump thighs disappeared beneath her pants, and just as her round, white buttocks were halfway covered, she noticed something uncomfortable beneath them. She paused, then pulled her pants up again. After she stood straight, her hands seemed to be adjusting something behind her buttocks.

	I also stood up normally .

	　　" Huh " , letting out a long sigh, the mother smoothed her hair and said, " Let's go back ..." ; the rain had stopped outside a long time ago, and the moisture of the earth had evaporated a lot. As soon as I walked out the door, the mother adjusted the clothes on her buttocks uncomfortably, but her face looked worse than before, and she even raised her head and cast an angry look at me, which made me feel creepy. The special scene was over, and now I was extremely weak, and I should start to panic.

	I was striding towards the motorcycle , thinking I'd quickly hop on and head back, not giving her a chance to attack. But then I felt a powerful push against my calf. My mother angrily shouted, " Li Yuqing ... I'll settle this with you later! " At the same time , she undeniably kicked me in the calf. Caught off guard, I fell flat on my face, my upper body covered in mud, looking utterly miserable.

	But I didn't dare complain . After getting up, I still muttered sheepishly, " Aren't you afraid I'll get hurt ?" My mother looked at me coldly, without a trace of sympathy, and said harshly, " You deserve it ! You deserve it . "

	On the way back, my mother said nothing, and the wind from the fields chilled my heart.

	 

	 

	Chapter 42

	All the time I spent alone , all the roads I walked alone, all the thoughts I had, all poured out into my hands .

	　　——

	As soon as I got home, I felt a cold wind on the back of my head. Through the rearview mirror of the motorcycle, I saw my mother raising one hand, clenching her fist with her knuckles protruding, as if she was going to knock something down; but her hand remained in mid-air, and she gritted her teeth and seemed to curse silently. I pretended to look back casually, and she quickly put down her hand, glared at me, and got off the car.

	for the rest of the day . Perhaps she didn't know what to say. Besides, my father was at home, so he needed to be more cautious. There was naturally no small talk either.

	I easily recalled this " romantic encounter " in the cave ; it largely satisfied some of my fantasies and helped me lessen the awkwardness of my interactions with my mother. However, looking at my beloved father, I felt a mixture of emotions. The thought was terrifying, even cruel. At the time, some irrational emotions welled up within me: this man possessed the treasure I longed for, and what this man could achieve might never be achieved by me. This made the young boy sensitive and frustrated. My father became an insurmountable mountain, blocking the path to the mountain of flesh I was about to reach.

	　　Ultimately, my distorted thoughts about my mother made my father my rival at some point. But sometimes, when I think about it, I get a strange kind of excitement, because I'm challenging two authorities, right? I can vaguely see this sense of conquest intensifying.

	But this evening, I didn't dare to do anything small.

	slept soundly until the next morning, feeling that the day was still pleasant. I decided to be less present in front of my mother, giving her a chance to work things out. Based on our usual parent-child relationship, any unpleasantness between mother and child will fade over time. I planned to play ball at the elementary school in the next village in the morning, and then go swimming in the mountain pond with my childhood friend in the afternoon. My holiday entertainment plans were complete.

	After drinking two bowls of porridge and taking out my sneakers to change, my mother suddenly came over. She still had a sullen look on her face and said in an imperative tone, " Don't go anywhere today . I need you to do something ." Then she left.

	My fantasy of going out and running wild was dashed. My mother dragged out a pile of wood blocks that had been left over from a small house she had demolished in the old house and asked me to chop them into small pieces for firewood. It was really cruel to ask a high school student with limited vacation time to do this, but although I had some complaints about housework, I never dared to disobey.

	I originally thought I could finish it quickly, wouldn't it be just cutting these woods like cutting melons and vegetables? But when I started, I found it was not that easy. The progress was very slow, and I spent almost the whole day on this pile of rotten wood.

	Many times, my mother would pass by my worksite and, seeing my miserable struggle against the wood, smile a faintly mocking, yet satisfying, smile. Something had to be explained, and perhaps sudden corporal punishment was the most respectful form of discipline. We both knew it.

	Then I had a vague feeling that my mother would make some changes in response to my evil thoughts. She wouldn't wait for me to awaken and improve my moral character like she used to. For example, I noticed that the original fence strips under the first-floor bathroom door had fallen off. Now, it was covered with a piece of plastic sheeting cut from a snakeskin bag. It was tightly sealed, so no one could just lie down and look through the hole to see everything in the bathroom like before.

	But the truth is, I never considered looking at my mother's alluring figure in the shower from here, because I felt it was too easy to expose myself. A woman's sixth sense is exceptionally sharp, and I believe I would easily sense the burning gaze of lust radiating from the hollow space below the bathroom door. And I'd never do such a thing, and I doubt my mother would have noticed either. So, her blocking of this little " window " made me feel particularly confused. I didn't need to ask; I knew who she was trying to protect against. This broken door had been like this for years, so why was it blocked only after my ill intentions were exposed?

	Protecting your own son, no matter what it is, it sounds weird As a mother, why should she be wary of her own son and treat him as a thief and a bad guy? At the same time, I also caught a little excitement from her behavior, as if I had really transformed into a man, with the ability of men and women, and could find opportunities to " bully " my mother at any time. My mother had already made up her mind about this matter. When she looked at me, she no longer looked at me as a harmless relative as before; but as a threatening strong young man.

	　　Perhaps within my mother's entangled thoughts and conflicts, that perverse and evil narrative took root. In other words, while it was absurd, it was also part of life, a part of my entire adolescence. In this way, my mother could maintain her maternal authority, free herself, and calmly address my physical and mental symptoms, free from the awkwardness, embarrassment, and immense shame. That was precisely how shifting perspectives made everything easier. For me, wasn't that an opportunity?

	Another change I noticed that day was her clothing. My mother had changed her casual attire at home . She no longer wore cool, simple clothes, but rather something plain and formal. Barring any unexpected events , she'd likely maintain this style. Before, she didn't know her son had such evil intentions, but now that she knew, she was taking every precaution.

	I don't know what kind of work my mother did that day . She took a shower and put on old-fashioned clothes before cooking. There was also a smell on the table.

	her washed hair, the meal was cooked quickly and efficiently, and the woman was already familiar with the routine. Even when she sat down to eat, her hair was still slightly damp. Of course, that was because at that time, we didn't pay much attention to using a hair dryer, and we would only think of it when we were in a hurry to go out.

	My mother 's pale pink floral cardigan pajamas were clearly worn, slightly frayed from washing, the hem casually tucked into her pants at one side. While this gesture was taken with a certain casualness, it also embodied the relaxed nature of a housewife. The scene revealed a homely, homely atmosphere, where simple meals were always devoured. The hostess was a traditional, virtuous, and hardworking woman, accustomed to giving orders at the table . Whether the conversation was heard or not, every household needs someone to nag. This, too, signified that my mother , as the hostess, was far from a timid, submissive woman; she demanded control over certain matters, as befitted her role as hostess.

	　　I sat diagonally across from her at the round table. A closer look at her upper body made my breath catch, my heart racing. Her prim attire somehow managed to bring out the allure of a woman from this respectable family. The second button below her neck was undone, revealing a gap between her full breasts. Peering inside, I could see her white bra, which caught my eye. The shallow slope of her breasts, rising and falling with each breath, exemplified the old Cantonese saying, " Pearls covered by straw . " Beneath her prim pajamas, beneath the stern face of domestic life, lay a masterpiece of feminine allure, a breathtaking display of both sensuality and allure. This stark contrast always piqued my sexual sensibilities. Adding her motherhood to the mix, it was as if a young man could abandon his moral compass once again, letting his fantasies run wild.

	I don't know if I was peeping too obviously or my expression was too wrong, but when my mother raised her bowl and took a mouthful of rice, her eyes swept over me, but I couldn't see any other expression on her face. Then she coughed twice, put down the bowl, picked up the food with one hand, and naturally closed the gap where her buttons were unbuttoned with the other hand, closing the tempting view.

	I lowered my head and ate my meal guiltily, stealing glances at my mother. She just looked at me straight for a moment, without any emotion in her eyes, then looked away and " expressed " her opinions on other matters in rural life again.

	After my mother finished, she said, " Who's going to wash the dishes ?" and walked away. I've always been the one to finish the clean plate campaign, sticking to it until the very end. Besides, who else could it be besides me and my younger sister? My younger sister had already slipped away before my mother. My mother's question seemed unnecessary, but it felt like an arrangement she couldn't refuse.

	I was startled to see the dick beneath me, leisurely pushing up a noticeable tent in my shorts. I quickly pulled my shirt down to cover it. It felt like it was still engorged, still a bit engorged, and suddenly it was " back in action , " even though my lust had long since subsided. No one would have noticed, but now I was worried about my mother's displeasure. After all, I'd been so out of line, and if she saw me, she wouldn't take it for granted.

	Not long after, my father went out. He had a wide circle of friends, often hanging out with his usual acquaintances. When he returned, he'd always " visit relatives and friends. " Grandma went to bed early, and my younger sister was watching TV in the living room . After my mother went upstairs, I, unwilling to give up, headed for the first-floor bathroom. Sadly, as expected, her underwear hadn't been left " overnight . " True, despite having let off steam today, the sight of my mother back home still held a powerful allure for me, like that little peek in her pajamas. Of course, I was eager to let off steam again, but actual action proved difficult. I thought about her underwear, and more importantly, the clothes protecting her intimate areas, which might bear more traces of her, or even mine. In my eyes, they were already different, more arousing. But the water stains on the clothesline outside the door dashed my hopes.

	By then, thanks to my father's " small achievements , " we had a washing machine at home. But my mother always washed her own underwear and only put the rest of her clothes in the washing machine with us. She often lectured us about how quick it was to wash clothes right after a shower, and how unhygienic it was to pile them in the washing machine. Who would be so perverse as to observe whether their mother washed her underwear promptly? But I remember her sometimes putting it off until the next morning, like when the farm work was busy and she was exhausted and went to bed early. But things changed after she started working; there was no time for the next day.

	if my mother was being deliberately " guarded, " but it seems she's never caught me doing anything wrong with her underwear. Reality differs from fiction. In fiction, the behavior is always discovered first, but with me, it's the more direct behavior that gets noticed. So I couldn't help but wonder if I should deliberately let her catch me once, to see if things would develop like in the novel, breaking the deadlock and further crushing the taboo.

	Around ten o'clock, I finished my shower. With no internet access, I ended up playing a single-player game. As for a bigger " quest , " perhaps waiting until midnight to " overhear " my parents' sex again , hearing my mother's suppressed moans of utter bliss, her seductive, mature groans. Wouldn't that be more thrilling than fantasizing about her underwear? But it was only the day before yesterday ... it shouldn't be this frequent , so I gave up the idea. A little before eleven, I lay down and let myself drift off to sleep. I didn't bother to check on my mother's whereabouts; it was better to avoid her for now.

	However, I still feel unwilling to give up. I will go back to school tomorrow and live a painful high school life. Vacation is a luxury. The next time I can spend a long time with my mother will be a long time later. I feel a little annoyed when I think about it.

	Then some absurd things happened. As is normal, when you have evil thoughts about your mother, absurd things are bound to happen one after another.

	I crossed my legs in bed , my mind wandering, and it was clear I wasn't going to fall asleep easily. Then I heard the clatter of slippers and the click of a light. My mother must have gone to the bathroom, passing my door. On her way back, the footsteps stopped short at my door. Judging by the noise, it was my mother, perhaps still lost in thought. Sure enough, she spoke, her voice slightly impatient, " Li Yuqing, are you asleep? " It was like summoning the courage, yet still feeling the reluctance to complete a task, making it difficult for her to do so.

	Since the light from the living room was on, my mother's sudden shout didn't startle me. But I was suddenly confused and didn't respond immediately.

	But I was sitting with my legs crossed and thinking about life when my mother noticed that I was still awake. Without waiting for me to say anything, she turned on the light and walked straight in. I was so scared that I put down my legs and sat up as if facing a great enemy. This kind of thing rarely happened in the past.

	My mother's hair was loose, and she looked a little sleepy. Her skin looked much smoother after a night of rest. How did she force herself to maintain a serious expression? She stood in front of my bed, her hands on her hips, but she didn't look at me directly, as if she was trying to think of a topic. Then she looked at me with half-closed eyes and said softly, " I 've found a problem ~"

	I murmured , bewildered , " Huh? What's the problem ?" Seeing the hint of serious worry between her brows, I had a vague feeling that she wasn't here to accuse me of spying or transgressing.

	　　At that moment, I realized why my mother had changed clothes! She was back in her cool outfit, a pair of black cotton shorts, slightly faded and warped. Besides being short, they had no other advantages. It was a casual outfit for a housewife, but on her, her voluptuous legs peeked out, full and straight. The loose legs seemed to allow an observer, looking up from below, or swaying her legs, to glimpse the bottom of her wide, sweet hips, inviting the imagination. Her tall, majestic breasts, with bra marks unscrupulously visible on the washed, clear white T- shirt, seemed to be deliberately drawing attention to herself. The plain clothes both concealed and deliberately emphasized the mature and voluptuous figure of this woman before me.

	I instantly felt a surge of heat, not just because of my mother's body, but even more so because, in the dead of night, she walked into my room in cool clothes, knowing full well that I had already harbored inappropriate thoughts, and it couldn't help but stir my imagination. I swallowed, my breath becoming hotter, and the little brother under my crotch was rapidly rising.

	What did the mother mean by this? Had she given up, abandoned all moral principles, determined to indulge her son and herself? Wait, why had she changed into this outfit? Hadn't she been wearing those middle-aged pajamas from earlier? Conservative, comfortable, and protective. Had she finally let her guard down?

	　　Then I thought about it again, and felt a strange excitement. Perhaps another possibility: she had changed specifically for my father? The thought filled me with jealousy, jealousy, and resentment. After all, the only legitimate man who could have allowed her to actively display her young womanly charms was my father. For a moment, I was wringing my emotions, shattering them into painful fragments.

	In the brief moment I was fantasizing , I seemed to feel my mother's growing sternness. I quickly pulled the sheet over my lower body, hiding my swollen lower body. I wasn't sure if my mother noticed, but now she really noticed.

	With a piercing emotion, she said " tsk " , exhaled heavily through her nose, glanced at me and scolded, " Look at you, you are like this again " , and shook her head with an expression of disappointment.

	Of course I didn't dare to stare at her anymore , so I just asked timidly, " What 's the problem ~ "

	My mother put down her hands, sighed deeply, rolled her eyes at me, and then sat down sideways naturally. She must have been muttering, " Hmph ... You still have the nerve to think of evil things even after such a bad situation . "

	She looked straight at me, her brows gathered and separated, her lips tightly pursed, as if she wanted to say something but hesitated and struggled, but her expression was natural. She pondered and said, " Li Yuqing ~" .

	　　" Uh ..." I responded mechanically .

	Then the mother looked very cautious and alert again, stretching her neck to look outside the door. Although there was no sign of her father returning and it was impossible for anyone else to come, she made this action subconsciously, indicating that the words that followed would be difficult to say.

	When she looked at me again , she put on a leisurely and playful attitude, pursed her lips slightly, half-closed her eyes, making it impossible to see the emotion in her eyes; unconsciously, she crossed her arms in front of her chest, and her arms must have pushed up her bra. Naturally, I couldn't see what was inside through the white T- shirt, but I felt that the lumps of flesh on her chest were shaking more freely because they had gained a little space to be liberated; and the firm buttocks were wrapped in small shorts, and spread wider on the bed because of her sitting posture, making it difficult for me to tell whether the white exposure near her trouser legs was the roots of her thighs or the overflowing buttocks.

	My little brother is very disappointing, because just because of this little scene, he keeps wanting to push up and break free from the restraints.

	My mother seemed to tolerate my voyeurism and lust. My eyes were obvious, but she had no intention of stopping. She seemed to glance at my crotch and then quickly looked away. Of course, the sheets separated us, so no ugly shape was revealed.

	Suddenly, she quickly grabbed my bed sheet and lifted it up, revealing the tent in my shorts. I had no time to react. I was a little panicked at first, even though I had experienced more extreme exposure.

	Seeing this, my mother lost her composure and demanded, with a chuckle, " Li Yuqing, what do you mean? " I lowered my head , cowardly trying to cover my ears and steal the bell, pulling the sheets back over my lower body. I was annoyed, thinking, "Little brother, how could you even hold your head up in this situation? "

	My mother had a gloomy face and poked my forehead with the tip of her fingernail, which made it hurt. It was obvious that she was completely merciless and scolded me: " Look at what you have become ! "

	Putting her hand away, she snorted in an extremely indifferent tone, and then said, " You can do this to my mother, I don't believe you don't have any bad thoughts about other women . "

	I can't say if I'm being wronged; I'm conflicted. During my youth, when I couldn't see my mother, I certainly thought about many women. But as long as she was around, all my illicit thoughts were focused on her. Well, I suppose I still have some integrity . Deep down , I believe my illicit thoughts were only about my mother at this stage. So, I frantically tried to defend myself, " How could I ... I was just being nice to Mom ..." I couldn't finish the rest of the sentence , and I didn't know how to finish it.

	Meanwhile, my mother interrupted me early, accusing me impatiently, " It doesn't matter whether you have it or not. You 're already useless , you know that? You're so young. " Her eyes flickered with pain, then she feigned indifferent disdain, letting out a nonchalant " huh . " I replied, puzzled, " I'm fine . " Then I wondered if she was referring to my thoughts or something else.

	My mother glanced at my crotch with a subtle glance. I suddenly realized, could she be talking about my penis? But it's really fine. Isn't it hard now?

	My mother mocked me, " Do you think just because it can stand up there's no problem ? " My mother's words immediately made me want to throw away my lower body clothes and boldly challenge her to a fight. What was wrong with me? Look at that murderous look.

	Then she shook her head and continued indifferently, " It's too short . " I didn't have time to " decipher " what she meant. I felt a wave of shame, my pride bruised. I looked up at her, my lower body raised as well. I dropped the sheet, fearlessly frank. It was as if I was deliberately telling her that short wasn't even a word for me. Besides, didn't you already know whether it was short or not?

	I had no time to be surprised that my mother would bring up this topic so directly tonight; I was only focused on reclaiming my honor. I even performed a number of vicious anal levator exercises, letting my cock flaunt its power within the restraints. At this moment, I was like a competitive child seeking credit, hoping for affirmation and praise, wanting the other person to sense it.

	Seeing my behavior, my mother chuckled. It was a rather charming laugh, but then her expression softened and she said sternly, " That's not the problem . " I was completely baffled. What could the problem be? I looked at her, bewildered. My mother must have understood my emotions.

	At the same time , I felt that my mother came into the house tonight not to accuse me, but because she seemed to have more serious problems lingering on her.

	She didn't say anything at first. She put one hand on her philtrum to cover her lips, lowered her brows and head , and blinked her eyes as she scanned my body back and forth. It was a gesture that showed that she wanted to know the answer urgently but was unable to say it. Finally, she asked in a slightly low voice, " How long does it usually take you ?" But she spoke very quickly, as if she was afraid of being caught expressing herself. In short, she was shy.

	I didn't understand what he said at first , so I asked in doubt, " Huh? "

	She glanced at my crotch, her face flushed instantly, she didn't dare look me in the eye, and stammered, " It's ... that bad habit you boys have during puberty . "

	　　At this point, I suddenly understood, but I didn't know whether to respond. It felt strange, but when I looked at my mother's white thighs and her buttocks wrapped in shorts pressed against the bed, my mind was ablaze with desire. This kind of direct discussion of big issues, isn't that exactly what I want? In the dead of night, the mature mother you've been thinking about discussing such sexual topics with you, how wonderful it is to imagine.

	So I answered boldly, " Half ... about half an hour , " but of course I had to pretend to be embarrassed . My mother tilted her head, a skeptical look in her eyes, and said hesitantly, " It's been that long ... it's impossible ... "

	I was thinking to myself, "I really didn't pay attention to the time. I think it should be longer than 10 minutes , but I'm definitely maximizing it. Men have a certain kind of self-esteem. But if you're obsessed with your mother and extremely excited, and with the help of " materials " or some of her performance, I'm afraid the time will be terribly short." Of course, I'm talking about doing it myself. As for the actual act, how long or short it is, I don't really have a clue. I've never actually done it myself. Although I've watched a lot of Japanese movies, I think they use black technology or filming techniques, and I naturally don't trust them.

	In my youthful mind, the more important thing was not time, but how far you could push the woman beneath you. My mind instantly recalled the moments between my mother and father ... Perhaps it was just like that, limp, satisfied, trembling bodies and voices, the sobs that bordered on ecstasy, the hysterical flirtations ... When I achieved these things, regardless of the actual time, I considered it long.

	　　Back to the scene, I saw my mother's skeptical look, her competitive spirit rising. Who could stand having their man questioned? I gathered my strength and said sternly, " This , this, this ... has it been a long time ... isn't that normal ? "

	My mother rolled her eyes and scoffed, " Do n't try to show off ... The last two times you were here ..." She didn't finish her sentence. She stretched her neck, blushing and looking away. I pondered the details of that moment. It seemed like we'd been " struggling " for ages, so why would she think I was " short " ? Suddenly, it occurred to me: Could it be that my mother 's definition of time was based on intimate contact ... In layman's terms , it was pure sexual time? But I hadn't really delved into it, and the contact wasn't short. Her definition left me completely baffled. It didn't matter. My mother thought I had " problems , " and I couldn't argue.

	It was truly ridiculous. Could my mother have thought it was premature ejaculation ? No wonder she kept looking at me with such concern after returning from the cave, forgetting to lecture me; her mind was preoccupied with this very issue. True to her motherly love for her child, a mother's love transcends all else, no matter how awful her son may be. I should have been moved, but my physiology wouldn't allow it.

	So, with a touch of lewd excitement, I asked, " How long does it take to be considered safe? " My mother , as usual, turned away, blushing and indignant, " I don't know . " It was good she didn't look at me; it allowed me to examine her without restraint, playing out lewd images in my mind. Unexpectedly, the next moment, my mother spoke again, " Your father is ..." Perhaps , in her mind, since my father was her only " data source , " she naturally used him as a reference. Even in her naive mindset, she assumed a son should be better than his father. How could a robust young man under 18 lose to a man nearing 40?

	I tried to answer, using the same old saying, " Ah, if Dad can do it, I ... I can actually see it, too. " Unexpectedly, my mother gave me a look of disdain, " Forget about you ... you little brat . "

	The more I am looked down upon, the more I want to conquer her; and when I heard her mention my father, my excited heart almost jumped out of my chest. Yes, this feeling never gets out of date; perhaps many men have this kind of sexual fetish. When the woman you cannot get talks about the details of her sex life with other men, you are jealous, you envy, you feel extremely sad, but you have a deformed desire for half your life. You want to replace her former male protagonist, you want to make her more embarrassed than ever, make her react more unbearably, and even develop a kind of resentment to destroy all beautiful things.

	Only then did my mother realize how inappropriate it was to mention my father. She turned around and saw me gazing at her private parts with a look of lust. She immediately shouted, " You're almost dying, and you still can't stop looking at me . "

	At this time , I had already " woke up " . When my mother discussed this topic with me, I felt that no matter what excessive actions or words I did, I would not be so embarrassed. It was as if the door of taboos had been pushed open a lot. Thinking of this, I became extremely excited, and the evil fire in my lower abdomen surged.

	　　Ding ! A bold command suddenly struck my mind. I battled my former timidity, and gradually gained the upper hand. Now that the opportunity had arrived, I had to seize it with all my might and not let myself regret it. My face flushed, and as if I were being wronged and appealing, I said, " That ... that doesn't count ... If you don't believe me ... you can verify it now . " Well, despite all the talk of bravery, when it came down to it, certain things still weighed on my mind: my mother's identity and the upbringing she'd received since childhood.

	My mother turned her head slightly and looked at me with a slightly unsettling, strange smile. She said, " How do you want to verify it ?" I lowered my head and whispered, " Mom, if you don't believe it ... then of course ... "

	Although my mother 's expression was still smiling, I could sense a chill growing on her face. Her upper body was trembling noticeably from breathing, even the tips of her eyebrows trembling violently, and the fullness of her chest rose and fell. It was over, this was a burning rage. She said coldly, " Li Yuqing, are you really such a beast? What do you want to do to your mother ? "

	I couldn't meet her gaze again , and remained silent, though this seemed like a tacit agreement. She continued her furious outburst, " Alright ... again and again ... I wonder if you still want to be a human being ? " " Do you really think I'm afraid to tell your father? " " If you keep going like this, I have nothing to fear. I'll tell you everything! " ...

	Then there was another barrage of anger. I was completely helpless, my mind in turmoil. Looking at the situation, was it finally getting back on track? I was terribly anxious, wondering how to derail this train. I had originally been focusing on my " illness , " but now I was back to my anger.

	　　Seeing I had no power to argue, and no way to " talk big, " my mother , after a flurry of words, grabbed my blanket and swung it hard at my crotch, snarling, " Don't you know how much you weigh? Stop embarrassing yourself here . " Then she stood in front of the bed, staring at me without blinking, her eyes gleaming with uncontrollable fury, like an enraged lion. She had the fiery, volatile nature of a middle-aged woman, but coupled with her prominent breasts, long, toned legs, and wide, slightly tilted hips that lifted her trouser legs, she had a unique charm.

	　　My mother's words were truly disheartening, especially when you're in the process of pursuing someone and they reject you ... But I didn't have time to process them at the time. After a moment , she closed her eyes helplessly, suppressed a sigh, and, suppressing her anger, said to me solemnly, " What are you going to do next? You 've done these few things. Don't dare do those shameful things again. You're ruining your health . "

	I blushed, a look of embarrassment washing over me. I couldn't understand what my mother was thinking, why she was so concerned about this issue. This wasn't how adolescent education should be taught; it was completely beyond the pale. Furthermore, her judgment was unscientific and inaccurate. Based on common sense learned at this age, my condition wouldn't affect my fertility in any way. Who knew what else she was thinking about? Was she thinking about my future relationship?

	I tightened my core, feeling my abs and biceps. Though thin, I felt incredibly strong. My core was my strength. How could I be in such bad shape? I was still a strong, healthy teenager. Then I looked up at my mother and said, " Mom ... this ... won't affect my ability to have children in the future, will it? " " Pfft ," I thought, lost in her words, and continued, " I'm perfectly fine. Do you think there's anything wrong? "

	I relived the details. Did she think I'd easily gotten away with it? Her focus on such a seemingly unrelated topic, though odd, was, I had to admit, exhilarating, tinged with a tinge of wicked excitement. It was like glimpsing my own mother's fixed understanding of time, her own standards, confirming her as a woman of intense desire. She was even furious, simply resentful that I'd given her all, only to have her finish so hastily? Wasn't that simply the resentment of unfulfilled desire? The thought of it was exhilarating and challenging, suggesting I, too, would need to possess a certain skill to fully satisfy a woman like her.

	　　My mother was momentarily speechless at my words. In our conversations, she always employed a subtle, explicit tone, never explicitly addressing the topic. Her charming, seasoned face was a blood-red, as she spoke eagerly, " You ... you ... even if you get married, she'll definitely despise you ... "

	I was also speechless at my mother 's train of thought. What kind of mother would discuss sexual intercourse with her high school son? I couldn't help but wonder where this line of thinking came from? Was it her years of sexual intercourse with my father that shaped her strange perception?

	I feigned shock and slowly began, " Mom ... you ... don't think I can control that timing, do you? " That was the only way I could be so tactful. I was too embarrassed to utter the term " premature ejaculation , " even though I'd often heard Professor Chen from Jiangmen mention it on the radio. Regarding this, I've always believed that the only criterion is to bring a woman to ecstasy. However, judging from this perspective, most men in China probably suffer from premature ejaculation .

	The mother turned her face away, feigning nonchalance. " Um ... it 's good that you know ... you 'll understand sooner or later . " " Bah ... why am I telling you that ? " the mother spat, her face immediately turning stern again.

	When I heard my mother say this, I immediately felt a pang of mischief. But I still pretended to be ignorant and asked, " Then ... what should we do ? "

	My mother shook her hair ineffectively, and the fullness of her chest seemed to surge with the movement, and a lazy and good-wife charm emerged spontaneously. She glanced at me and said with a little disgust, " It's the time of development. It's better to do less things that hurt your body . " Seeing my sensitive gaze, she lowered her head, became slightly angry, and said in a tone of disappointment, " Don't think about things you shouldn't think about . "

	In fact , there are many things that a person with my personality would not say. It may be because of my high self, or it may be because I still feel that the parent-child relationship is the greatest support. More importantly, I am deeply influenced by pornographic articles, and I always say shameless, weird and perverse arguments that I think hit people's hearts at some point.

	My eyes should have been empty and dull at this moment . I didn't look directly at my mother, and my eyes were drifting somewhere unknown. I murmured, " But blindly suppressing it is unhealthy . "

	My mother's eyes became sharp. She stared at me and said, " Oh? What do you want ? Are you mentally healthy now? You are so ... " She didn't always say the last few words , but we both understood what she meant.

	She seemed to be still very angry. She stepped forward, leaned over, poked me on the forehead, and said angrily, " It's bad enough that you're mentally unhealthy, but now it looks like your body is about to break down . "

	I suddenly thought of some words that could effectively break down the taboo defense line , so I pretended to look up suddenly, as if I had suddenly realized something, " I also feel like I seem to have some physical defects . "

	The mother suppressed her burning anger, frowned, half-closed her eyes, and asked, " What ... defect do you have ... then ... the time issue does not represent a defect ... "

	I pretended to be embarrassed and said, " No ... it's not that ... it's more serious. "

	My mother looked at me in disbelief and asked, " What could be more serious? " Then her bright eyes kept changing, turning, and blinking, as if she was thinking about what was happening to me.

	Actually , what I was thinking at the time was, oh no, it was all the influence of pornographic fiction. I was thinking I couldn't get an erection, or rather, I'd contracted impotence. And then, as the plot of a pulp novel would dictate, my mother, the woman closest to me, would naturally help me recover and return to normal. In this process, I would gradually break down taboos and enter the sexual bliss of adolescence. But in reality, my vigorous energy and constant horniness had long been sensed by my mother. My erection had caused me to violate the forbidden path countless times, touching untraceable and tabooed areas. Not only recently, but even now, it had erected a tent.

	　　Fortunately, I am " cunning " and know how to confuse people from a cognitive perspective. For example, I have no knowledge of this matter, and those who are ignorant will not be blamed too much. Besides, I am a child, her son. As a mother, she has the obligation to properly deal with the situation I produce during a special period.

	I continued to pretend, life is a play. I whispered shyly, " I ... I'm embarrassed to say ... "

	When the mother heard this, she was furious and asked, " What on earth can't be said ? "

	I hesitated again, " I just found out ... ah, how can I say it out loud ? "

	My mother rolled her eyes. She seemed not to want to cooperate with my clumsy mother-in-law and said coldly, " Is it serious? If not, forget it. " She showed no interest in exploring the matter.

	I replied, " It's ... quite serious . "

	My mother's temper flared up, her chest rising and falling noticeably, her voice rising in pitch. " Tsk ... then tell me ... you've done so many shameless things, and yet you're too afraid to even talk about them? " Her words seemed to stir up embarrassing memories, and she felt embarrassed first. After she finished speaking, a flicker of awkwardness crossed her face. But then she quickly adopted a judgmental air, remaining speechless.

	At first, I showed a hint of embarrassment, then I calmed myself down, pretended to be resolute, took a deep breath, and lifted the quilt covering my lower body. Of course, I was still wearing pants and my penis was in normal condition. This inexplicable behavior of mine was to prepare for a more vivid explanation.

	My mother seemed wary, her eyes sharp. She crossed her arms across her chest and asked in a deep voice, " What are you doing ?" Unlike what she might have expected, I simply said, " Mom ... this question has been bothering me for a long time . "

	　　" It's just ... it's me ... My private parts seem to be thinner and shorter than others . " " Don't get me wrong ... I just happened to catch a glimpse of a classmate while using the restroom ..." After saying this, I really wanted to jump out the window. Telling this to my mother was incredibly humiliating.

	My mother's lips twitched, as if she couldn't believe what I said, and she couldn't help asking, " What ... what are you talking about ? "

	I naturally didn't hesitate, answering bluntly, " It's about the boys' thing down there ... My classmates' seem to be much better than mine . " Even as the words reached my lips, I couldn't quite manage to utter the rude words "thicker and longer." Of course, this was all just a deliberate nonsense. In reality, among the boys' secret competition, my penis was fairly normal. Of course, some classmates were exceptionally gifted, their penises thicker and longer than mine, but other boys wouldn't go so far as to compare lengths. It was just a normal glance in the bathroom, or perhaps during some playful banter, we'd all pull down each other's pants and get a glimpse.

	After I finished, my mother looked stunned, as if she hadn't reacted for a moment. It felt like the muscles in her face were twitching, and her eyes were trying to avoid my eager gaze. Then she held her forehead, closed her eyes, exhaled, her throat moved, and opened her eyes again. She asked me seriously, " How could you have such an idea? Every ... every person is a little different . "

	But I couldn't discern any meaning from my mother 's expression. It was just what I'd imagined. She'd just roll her eyes at me, then laugh and cry, pointing out my absurdity, saying, " Yours is already thick and long enough . " This was my fantasy; of course, she wouldn't say that, and there wasn't any such meaning in her expression right now. This made me suddenly a little anxious. Compared to the man she'd experienced, my father, it wasn't that different.

	　　Speaking of this, I was filled with mixed excitement. I was actually " comparing " myself to my own father in this regard. It couldn't be helped, since he was the first to get the woman I longed for. This was probably a man's nature. He could lose in anything, but he absolutely couldn't lose in giving a woman a physical experience.

	After finding the sour fruits, I suddenly felt a little excited. Thinking of the following dialogue, I asked my mother with a bit of excitement (I don’t know if she noticed it), “ Mom, what do you think … After all , you are the ones who have the say …”

	The mother was stunned for a moment, then seethed with rage. Her face flushed, she gasped, her voice trembling as she spoke, " I ... I don't know shit ... I'm your mother ... Watch your words! " Yet, a flicker of shame crossed her eyes, and her legs unconsciously moved slightly to cross, then returned to normal, as if she had thought of something, as if she were seriously trying to recall something. But why did her movements add a touch of agitation? She truly was a mature woman.

	I see things haven't collapsed yet, so I 'm " pressing on , " " compared to what you 've experienced . " Of course, my mother couldn't have experienced multiple men. Back then, people followed the rules. If you didn't love only one person in your life, you certainly only " slept " with one person. I'm actually asking, how does it compare to your father's? Or even, what was your experience like? But perhaps what I said was easily misinterpreted, and the meaning was completely distorted.

	I imagined hearing this would send my mother into a rage, and I was bracing myself for it. As the saying goes, "Nothing breaks, no new things." Many topics need to be provoked before progress can be made. You can't get rich by keeping quiet. However, my mother's reaction surprised me. Her eyes narrowed slightly, a sharp glint gleaming in them, as if able to penetrate the deepest secrets of a person's heart. A subtle glint of anger flared deep within her pupils, but it never fully erupted, conveying her emotions in a calm and resolute manner. Still, I could see her breathing involuntarily increase. Her voice deepened as she looked at me and said, " Where do you get those filthy thoughts from? Who do you think your mother is ... If I hadn't experienced you, you wouldn't be here . " Of course I knew that; at least my father did. But hearing her put it that way still made me feel a surge of heat, as if satisfying my own voyeuristic urges.

	　　" Hmph ~" My mother turned around and was about to leave my room. But when she was at the door, she turned her head and said calmly, " Be more moderate. You're only a few years old, and you've ruined your body. Your father does better than you in this regard . "

	I was suddenly stunned and thought carefully about the meaning of her words, which seemed to be true but not true.

	The holiday passed quickly, and nothing remarkable happened until I returned to school. My mother, too, seemed to have suppressed any details in her life that could spark a firestorm of irritation. Normally, emotions, events, and situations are fleeting, and it's impossible to force someone into arousal. For a teenager, essentially trapped in the cage of a test-oriented education system, the odds were slim. Reflecting on this holiday, I seemed to have had that " magical " breakthrough in the limestone cave, witnessed my parents' lewd behavior, and even had a strange conversation with my mother. According to the usual plot, I should have been on a roll. Unfortunately, reality isn't fiction; the dominant party always manages the rhythm. My mother could easily control any sign of trouble, so what could I do? I had to go to school, and during high school, I was only home a few days, and my mother had to work, so the time for that emotional simmering was completely cut off.

	Besides, you really can't figure out a woman's heart. They might be able to break off some connections at any time. Of course, this is just my guess.

	Returning to the painful campus of rote learning, the thought of this " reality " barrier only deepens the pain. Of course, the harsh reality is that the pain of student life is essentially a matter of not being able to keep up with the learning, but few of us are truly open-minded enough to escape the domination of Chinese education. Furthermore, my unfulfilled desires often leave me feeling a lump in my throat and chest.

	Apart from the liberal arts, where I could still hold on by relying on my own understanding and making sense, the situation in other subjects was getting worse and worse. Looking at the horrible numbers on the monthly exam papers, I felt like throwing in the towel.

	Aside from studying , I've become withdrawn and isolated in my life, keeping to myself and rarely joining friends for activities. I feel incredibly down, and I know it, but I keep telling myself it's still early, and I'll be able to bounce back. Of course, that only requires me to resolve some issues and let some of my feelings out.

	　　By the way, the strange thing is that Liu Er hasn’t contacted me for nearly a month, but since I don’t have any thoughts about it, I don’t care.

	Of course, I did a lot of self-entertainment during this period . If I didn't have this way to vent, I would probably become even more crazy and violent. Then it reminded me of the novels I read before, and some clichéd plots came to my mind. I am a student, my studies are the most important thing, and my parents have high hopes for me. What can I think about?

	Use a listless and decadent state to silently protest (express strong demands)?

	 

	 

	Chapter 43

	In the years that followed, I became increasingly aware of a primitive impulse growing within me that could only be concealed in the world of honesty and integrity. Like everyone else, I lived a double-faced youth, though that youth was no longer there.

	It seems like 90% of male protagonists in incest novels have experienced this. If I were to do the same, would I be rewarded with compassion, and would I also be motivated by my mother to think, compromise, and make sacrifices ? A small sacrifice could alleviate adolescent rebellion , save my son's academic performance, physical and mental well-being, and even prevent him from going astray. Isn't that enough?

	　　With this resolve firmly in mind, I eagerly awaited the next day home and the short winter break. Having figured out a solution, I'd resolved much of my worries, and campus life had largely " returned " to normal. My academic performance was a struggle, but that depended entirely on my " talent . " My goal was to " plummet . " The launch of the campus messaging system made communication between parents and teachers much more convenient. Given my poor performance, such as staying up all night circumventing the firewall to access the internet, which led to lethargy in class and declining grades, my homeroom teacher had already informed my father. Since I didn't have a cell phone, I had no idea how he would criticize me.

	MILF politics teacher disliked me even more. From her face, I felt she had a strong sense of superiority, naturally admiring strength. She only smiled broadly, even flirtatious, towards students with good grades; she always seemed to sneer and look down on people like me. But somehow, I felt that this was even more appealing to my sexual quirks. I always imagined giving her a good beating in the classroom, at the podium. The same feeling went for the two young women at the internet cafe. Besides my mother, they were the only ones I fantasized about for my own amusement.

	Meanwhile , I'd never seen that jerk Liu Er, but shortly after the midterm exam results were released, I saw his name on the top 20 list! Liu Er and I, both half-baked students relying on a little cleverness, how did we make such rapid progress? Although the school didn't rank us based on our middle school exam scores upon enrollment, based on my class ranking, I'd estimate we were outside the top 150. Of course, middle school exam scores don't really mean much; back then, many people didn't have the pressure of getting into higher education, so they took their exams more relaxed. And how can junior high compare to high school? High school feels like a whole different world. It truly tests your learning ability.

	Our school has around 150 students admitted to key universities each year . If you can consistently stay in the top 20 , you're basically a good 985. Liu Er 's grades make me feel bad. It's probably a combination of worrying about your brother suffering and wanting to drive a Land Rover. And wait for me, damn!

	So one day, I finally couldn't resist and scrambled across campus to find Liu Er to see what was going on. After a conversation, I realized it was a rather clichéd example of the power of love. Liu Er was also trying to woo his former high school sweetheart, a top-tier student with a strong family background. From what I could tell, she was deeply disgusted by Liu Er's behavior, in every way. Now, the top student was at the high school next door. I don't know what Liu Er did to try, but it probably came down to seeing Liu Er " reform his ways, " and then she started treating him better. Naturally, the results were the most convincing.

	Thus began Liu Er's inspiring life of returning to the right path and striving for excellence. He had a strong foundation, and he primarily used the " shortcut " to improving his grades that we all agreed on: seeking guidance from the true academic elites . Most of these true academic elites grew up in county towns, receiving a slightly better education than us, and possessing a higher level of thinking. They weren't just small-town test-takers. Of course, there were only a few of them in each class.

	Importantly, Liu Er, as the son of a public servant who is more exposed to " progressive ideas ," also agrees: in relationships, being rebellious won't attract high-quality women; it will only make them increasingly bored. A higher level, rather than your willingness to make her better, is to become better because of her, which may be easier to impress. Doesn't this seem like a reversal of fate? Based on my experience over the years, I believe this is the case. Perhaps, because of this, women feel more valuable and a strange sense of accomplishment. It might not be immediately apparent, but over time, they will eventually grasp this feeling.

	Liu Er told me a similar, enigmatic truth, so I won't elaborate here. Anyway, his drive to improve himself stems from this very reason. It's easy to imagine. Think about the time when a hooligans chased after innocent, high-achieving girls. The ones who actually got them were the prodigals who turned over a new leaf. If you're stubborn and stubbornly play it cool and mean, and continue to act like a jerk, you'll definitely not be accepted. Many idol dramas portray this way, too.

	Of course, this idea of mine is only applicable to progressive women who have aspirations, are independent and strong at heart. Those who are like "little gangsters" are not suitable for this theory.

	to strive for the better. Liu Er follows this line of thought. It made me realize this and rethink my future course of action. Observing my mother's personality, I became even more rebellious, consumed by my own devious thoughts. The outcome was unpredictable, and I wasn't optimistic at all. I decided to abandon the old tropes in my novels.

	I want to be a "Three Good Students" student! This resonated with a thought I'd had before. The better my performance, the more it proved that my deviant thoughts (or perhaps, if I became a better person as a result, it wouldn't be a deviant thought anymore) hadn't affected me physically or mentally, allaying my mother's greatest concerns . Secondly, this mentality actually made me better and better, leaving my mother bewildered as to whether it was right or wrong. Under this premise, she gradually realized that as long as her actions that defied conventional wisdom remained secret, there would be even less need for her to worry.

	For a time, I was ashamed of my " coercion " that day in the cave . I told myself that if I didn't quench this desire, I might actually be on the path of no return. But my mother might be temporarily blinded by this , and given her temperament, she might even flip the table after a while. No matter what I say, with women, you still have to go along with it.

	that desire is a double-edged sword . If mishandled and overindulged, it can lead to a loss of morale. However, if handled properly, it can quickly transform into a driving force for progress and goodness. Although I wasn't as mature at a young age, driven by desire, a competitive spirit emerged, a drive to confront challenges head-on. Once I settled this thought, I shook off my gloom and embarked on a path of positive change.

	During this period, I also remembered my mother's strange questions and ridiculous topics that night, and I had to take them to heart. Consciously or unconsciously, I participated in basketball more actively. If there was no good game, I would run on the playground and pay attention to physical exercise.

	Academically , the most difficult subject is always science, which is actually mathematics and physics. There is no good way except asking. Because there are always many eager students in front of the teacher during evening self-study, most of them are asked by those advanced academic masters who seem to be at the top of the campus. In addition to being good at studying, these academic masters are generally able to get along well with the public. They will not refuse my requests and they also enjoy helping others.

	But if I were to ask Liu Er after school, I would say that he was talented in science. When faced with what I considered to be difficult and tricky questions, he was able to grasp the key points at once, break down the ideas, and bring me to the level of God's vision when facing the questions, making problem-solving a breeze for me.

	As for the liberal arts category, it is easy to do. I just need to spend time reading and memorizing more. Then I rely more on understanding and recalling common sense to master some knowledge points.

	After two months, my grades improved dramatically, perhaps because I already had a solid foundation. On a monthly exam, I finished in the top 60 in the class. While not exceptional, compared to the number of students in our school who get into key universities each year, it was a safe bet. One day, while I was using the restroom, the head biology teacher, in the next toilet, amidst the stench, gave me a heartfelt pep talk. Even after all these years, I still remember how much that encouragement changed me. I increasingly appreciated the teacher's attention and appreciation, which boosted my motivation and eased the boredom.

	I didn't go home before New Year's Day. My father knew about my progress, and thanks to the school messenger, I never heard him scold me again from the teachers. As for my mother, what would she think?

	By New Year's Day, I was finally able to go home. I'd been eager to return, and while I couldn't achieve it overnight, I believed my transformation might resonate with my mother. Also, the weather was about to enter a truly frigid winter, and I had to go back and pack some warm clothes. This time, I felt a sense of pride and a renewed spirit. Walking the streets of the village, I walked with confidence. Perhaps it was because of my improved grades and my improved physique—though most teenagers are obsessed with getting abs, they're still beautiful. It was also because I had more weight to face my mother and to manage my inner turmoil.

	With a company like my mother 's, she's always on time. After getting off the scooter, I rushed home, nearly bumping into her. She didn't seem overly surprised or emotional. She just glanced at me and said, " You're back. What car did you take ?" Without even waiting for my response, she walked away. It was time to cook.

	winter , but this New Year's Day should be the last comfortable day before the bitter cold, so a coat is enough. My mother is wearing a zip-up sweatshirt, a favorite of working women her age. It's stiff but comfortable, and you can't tell her figure from her upper body. But her " workplace " image has given her a calm and determined demeanor. Whether she speaks or does things, she's methodical. But she's not inherently stern. To those she knows, she's as gentle and warm as a spring breeze. Her multiple faces are clearly defined, giving off a unique charm.

	　　During this time, my father had already left for the construction site. On the one hand, I felt the joy of having more freedom to operate; on the other, I felt like I was missing out on something, missing out on many of the things I had been looking forward to. At the dinner table, everything remained the same. My mother, once again, was engaged in a monologue, flipping through a village encyclopedia, unconcerned with my response. I don't know if she's aware of my improved grades, but I didn't tell her, and she didn't mention it. It's also true that she never seemed to care as much as my father did; as a rural woman with her limitations, she was more concerned with her children's lives and character. Perhaps I needed another change to present, and then mention it in passing.

	Later that evening, everyone sat together watching TV. The living room lighting was soft and warm, yet it seemed unable to completely dispel the subtle tension that lingered in the air. Mother, dressed in a simple set of cotton pajamas, rested her feet lightly on the countertop in front of her, swaying gently with her casual movements. She exuded a mature grace honed by time, a touch of the relaxed, even unpretentious, nature of a housewife. Her hair, on the other hand, seemed meticulously groomed, with a few strands carelessly falling across her forehead, adding a touch of gentleness. Indeed, in the past, she hadn't paid so much attention to it at night. Perhaps working professionals unconsciously develop refined habits.

	Her lips were pursed into a barely perceptible curve, a subtle struggle between inner emotion and outward restraint. Occasionally, she would gently raise a hand to push a strand of hair behind her ear. Though a small gesture, it betrayed her inner restlessness and unsettled emotions.

	　　A lighthearted family comedy played on the TV, but the laughter didn't seem to fully permeate the room. My mother's gaze occasionally flickered across the screen, but more often settled into a blank space, a complex glint of emotion in her eyes — a mixture of lingering anger over the recent incident and deep worry about my future. Her hands were folded in her lap, her fingertips gently rubbing against each other, a subtle gesture she made when nervous or thoughtful.

	I sat across from my mother , my eyes occasionally stealing glances at her, a mixture of emotions welling up inside me. Guilt, unease, and a hint of inexplicable stubbornness all intertwined, making it impossible for me to look her in the eye. My hands unconsciously rubbed the hem of my clothes, each touch a silent apology, yet I was afraid that speaking out would irritate her again.

	A delicate silence hung in the air, broken only by the occasional, almost abrupt, sound of laughter from the television, a reminder that while the world outside was bustling, this small space was experiencing an emotional storm. I longed to find a way to heal my mother's wounds and find redemption for myself, but at this moment, I could only choose silence.

	Just when I could no longer endure this silent torment, my mother thankfully spoke. I didn't feel abrupt at all, as if she had it all under control. First, she asked, emotionlessly, " Do you have enough blankets for school ? " I replied, " Yes, I just need some more clothes."

	My mother dropped in about the winter " supplies ," and seeing that her expression was free of the doubt , wariness, and anger, I breathed a sigh of relief. Before this, she'd almost " ruined my image " —or rather, ruined the progress I'd been making. I hadn't intended to have any spectacular incidents this time, intending to be a proper and respectable gentleman. As expected, a minor incident had just occurred.

	It was shortly after dinner, and I was bored by the news. I went out for a stroll, and since it was already getting late, I picked up a basketball and practiced dribbling by the side door. As I dribbled, I naturally began to feint shots, flicking the ball with my wrist. With the perfect motion, the ball rose almost vertically in front of me. After repeating this for a while, I started shooting toward the center of the door, pretending there was a hoop there, with little deviation.

	But there are always times when I miss. This time, my shot went horribly wrong, and the basketball flew under the door, unimpeded, straight into the house, hitting the wall. Seeing the noise, I rushed in. This happens all the time. I used to keep the door closed, but hitting it made even louder noises, often earning me a few scolds from my mother. This time, I didn't lock the door, and as luck would have it, the ball hit the wall with too much force, then bounced back. And so it went, it bounced right into the bathroom on the first floor. I looked over and thought, this is going to be bad. The plastic door was shut, and the sound of water splashing made it sound like my mother was showering at that hour.

	Given the distance, there was no way to save the situation. I watched the basketball bounce towards the door, and each hit felt like a knock on my heart. As I said before, the broken door of the bathroom on the first floor had no latch and would open with a push. Even so, out of natural reaction, I still ran towards the door.

	Just one step away, I heard a loud bang as the bathroom door flew open. A wave of warm steam, mingled with the delicate fragrance of shower gel, instantly filled the air, creating a stark contrast to the previously tranquil stillness. Then, like a sudden summer thunderstorm, my mother's voice, a mixture of shock and anger, boomed in my ears: " Li Yuqing! What are you doing?! What's wrong with you! " Her voice was filled with both disbelief at the suddenness of the situation and deep dissatisfaction with my inappropriate behavior. I was stunned, and slowly raised my head mechanically. My sight passed through the hazy mist, and I saw my mother with most of her upper body sticking out of the door. She held a bath towel horizontally in her hand to cover her proud breasts. But under the light, under the moisture and perhaps the nourishment of shower gel, her body was white, tender and smooth, hiding all traces of time. You couldn't tell that this was the delicate body of a woman who was nearly 40 years old. The fullness of her breasts and her overall tall and plump figure showed the charm of a mature woman. The towel didn't cover it completely, and most of her smooth and tender breasts were exposed. They always felt soft under her upright posture, as if they could be blown away, and would tremble seductively when blown.

	Didn't my mother immediately notice the situation? Given her temperament, her first reaction would have been to attack and scold her. This scene made my breathing suddenly heavy, not from nervousness but from agitation. I swallowed dryly, and my lower body quietly reacted.

	In fact , her body tensed instantly, and her usually smiling eyes now gleamed with anger, like two flames about to erupt. Her expression shifted from surprise to anger, her lips pursed tightly, her brow furrowed into a deep furrow, revealing her inner displeasure, even irritation.

	　　" I told you not to throw the ball against the wall! You just won't listen! " My mother 's voice trembled with anger, each word rasping through her teeth, brimming with uncontrollable emotion. The trembling of anger seemed to cause her breasts to tremble, the sudden stimulation making me dizzy. Even as she spoke, she clutched the towel covering her breasts tightly, afraid it would fall. It was another natural reaction, a subconscious attempt to hide her embarrassment, but her panic and helplessness were evident in every subtle movement. Drops of water trickled down her delicate, mature face, mingling with her damp hair, adding a touch of innocent, young womanly charm. Yet, beneath this beauty, hidden was her disgust at my inappropriate behavior.

	I don't know if it was my glance that alerted her, or if she finally realized what was happening, but she suddenly turned around, her smooth back and round, plump buttocks flashing across my vision. " Come in right now and take the ball! " Her voice was filled with undeniable determination, her words like an order, impossible to resist. I was terrified of her impending rage. On the other hand, my heart was beating even harder. This was the perfect opportunity, " given " by my mother, to observe her naked body up close .

	It's hard to understand people's thoughts . For example, my mother actually asked me to take the basketball that rolled into the bathroom, which put myself in an awkward situation and might also drag me into a circle of bad thoughts. In fact, I could have waited until she finished taking a shower and got dressed, and then I could have taken it slowly.

	I swallowed again, my eyes already warmed by the enchanting scene. I dragged my heavy steps, deliberately walking slowly, hesitantly entering. The first-floor shower room was ample in length but average in width. The basketball rolled to the end of the wall. The air inside seemed even hotter than outside, mingled with my mother's unique fragrance, making me feel both uneasy and inexplicably distracted. I forced myself to focus, my eyes stealing glances at my mother's exposed skin, afraid to miss a single detail.

	My mother 's posture at that moment made me gasp. She squatted over the bucket, the towel still covering her considerable breasts as before. At that moment, perhaps she felt that covering the buds at the top was covering everything. We bathed using the towel as a scoop of water, pouring it over ourselves. Some people might have used cups. Back then, showering with a water heater was still uncommon. The last thing we had in our house was firewood, so Mother usually used the primitive method of boiling water for bathing. I glanced at the bucket. Less than a third of it was left, suggesting she was nearing the end of her work, having already finished washing out the shower gel. The other bucket was empty.

	In my previous fantasies, I always put some evil scenes in the bathroom scene, because I think the bathroom is a convenient place to first break into the restricted area. For example, some original clothes can be easily touched, and are common objects for teenagers to enlighten and vent; or, in daily life, some women's private areas are unintentionally exposed to another family member here; in short, I have a special liking for the bathroom scene, which adds excitement.

	At this moment, looking at the seductive body of the mature mother that I had been thinking about day and night right in front of me , the " gentleman's determination " that I had shown in school not long ago seemed to be vulnerable . The abnormal love for my mother that had been buried for a short time instantly occupied my mind, and my physical desire soared to the peak. The lights were dazzling, and the water vapor was also dazzling. I really had the urge to do anything regardless of the consequences.

	In my perception, the atmosphere was extremely ambiguous and charming, as if something was bound to happen.

	From my high vantage point , under the light, and perhaps because my consciousness was dazed by the stimulation, I glanced at my mother's body and quickly lowered my eyes, my heart pounding. All I could see was her skin, as white and smooth as mutton fat, tinged with red, delicate and tender. The unique scent of a mature woman's flesh was like a stimulant, stimulating the secretion of male hormones. Her hands, even with the towel, instinctively covered her chest, creating a deep cleavage between her already full breasts. I had no doubt that the slightest movement of her body would cause these alluring breasts to ripple. The ravine between her breasts was particularly deep and distinct. Wet hair clung to her collarbone, where water droplets gathered and slid down, drawing the eye to her chest.

	Even when squatting, my mother kept her strong and round thighs together as much as possible, as if this could avoid exposing any of her surroundings. Her heels were slightly raised, and she looked like she was in a defensive posture, as if she was trying to hold her legs. Unfortunately, her hands were useless.

	My mother's back was to me, her body appearing remarkably soft and curvaceous in the dim light. Drops of water occasionally trickled down her delicate skin, outlining her mature yet graceful figure. Her shoulders trembled slightly, as if she were struggling to control her emotions. I could still clearly sense her intense aura, the intense shame, anger, and embarrassment emanating from her. But a warm, damp air constantly washed over me, and I couldn't tell if the heat was solely my own.

	My mother 's back, now facing me, was incredibly devastating, even more devastating than the alluring beauty of her breasts. The lines of her spine were smooth and powerful, outlining a woman's unique blend of softness and strength. The skin on her back shone softly under the light, delicate and firm, as if every inch held the vitality and elasticity of life. Her shoulder blades, like butterfly wings, trembled from time to time, gently fluttering, creating gusts of air and adding a touch of liveliness and energy to the slightly stuffy room.

	　　The smooth lines flow to the waist, and in the squatting position, the mother's waist looks somewhat slender and flexible. Further down, the curve finally has a large range of ups and downs. The two smooth buttocks are protruding and full, forming a perfect and exaggerated transition with the curve of the waist. The buttocks sink slightly due to gravity, forming a fuller curve, adding a bit of fullness and charm to the entire back.

	What made my breathing even more rapid was that the small water droplets on the buttocks always made me feel that they were sliding down the groove of the back. I not only licked my anxious lips and wanted to kiss away these small water droplets, but also wanted to look at my mother's already plump and perfect buttocks, which became even fuller and rounder in this posture, like a ripe peach, and I couldn't help but want to take a bite.

	As my gaze gradually focused, and after a moment's scrutiny, I could more clearly sense the warmth emanating from my mother's back. I gently reached out, wanting to touch that warmth, but I was afraid my recklessness would break this " tacit understanding . " Ultimately, I withdrew my hand and simply stood silently by, admiring my mother's back, which thrilled me so deeply. At that moment, I could almost hear the sound of my own heartbeat, intertwined with her turbulent yet powerful breathing, forming a slightly ambiguous and confusing melody.

	　　While we 've had more explicit physical intimacy in the past, those moments and those emotions have faded. Now, we're just ordinary mother and son. While I'm excited to glimpse some of the scenery, I'm also hesitant to go too far. After all, there's no preparation, and sometimes I can't shake the abruptness. Only the thrill of the taboo, as always, keeps me itching. I've always had the thought that breaking taboos isn't necessarily a gradual, decisive process. It can be a relentless cycle, circling back to the starting point, or perhaps one day, for a reason, it'll all come together.

	Of course, despite my lengthy description , the actual process didn't take long. I couldn't have stared incessantly; that would have been pointless and would have only provoked other thoughts from my mother. Only by knowing when to stop could I maintain this beautiful embarrassment. My mother's steps shifted slightly, uncomfortably, and she finally couldn't help but speak. " You're taking so long picking up a ball? What are you thinking? " Her ears flushed red after she finished speaking, a redness that didn't seem to come from a hot wash.

	I took another step forward, dodging past my mother, bent down, and my hand touched the basketball, but I resisted, unwilling to pick it up immediately. Every second I could hold off was a precious second, fantasizing about what surprise would unfold. After picking up the ball, I tilted my head slightly, my gaze following the plump, sweet hips beneath my mother's straight back as she slowly and reluctantly rose. Her waist, gently indented, formed a striking contrast with the full curve of her hips, showcasing both feminine softness and grace, and, more importantly, a sexual tension that drove the young man wild. I couldn't help myself, maintaining my bent position, turning halfway before finally rising. I deliberately brushed my mother's buttocks with the back of my hand, pretending to be careless. The movement seemed slow, but did it really seem careless?

	The moment I touched her , the coolness of her bare buttocks sent a shiver through my heart, like an electric current running through my body. The skin felt as smooth as silk, and the back of my hand felt velvety and supple, slightly dampened. I imagined the back of my hand brimming with the distinct aroma of flesh, and it made me want to drop the basketball, turn my hand, and lift this mature woman's ass. My mother shuddered slightly, as if she were stunned for a moment. She turned around, her eyes first confused, then wary, but the change was rapid. She said nothing, her expression a mixture of anger and shyness, like a frightened deer, wanting to escape but unable to. Her cheeks flushed slightly, like a newly blossoming peach blossom, adding a touch of delicate beauty and charm. She reached out to smooth her tousled hair, trying to regain her usual maternal composure, but her unnaturalness was more apparent in every subtle movement.

	Her breasts, veiled by the towel, rose and fell gently with her breathing. Then, with a fingertips brushing across her cheek, she wiped away any remaining moisture. She glared at me fiercely, as if in a warning. Then, raising a hand, the towel lifted slightly from her chest, and the soft flesh of her breasts seemed to ripple, revealing an indescribable feminine charm, a maturity that transcended age and time, a charm that moved me involuntarily. Looking at her from above again, I saw her rounded shoulders, sleek, toned arms, and a pair of large, firm breasts, their exposed peaks trembling like freshly peeled chicken heads. Her waist was sleek and smooth, her broad hips connected to her slender, plump legs . The strange feeling in my heart intensified, and my lower body reacted strangely, a tent forming. I was holding the basketball, unable to control my shot. My mother must have seen my entire lecherous appearance.

	As expected, my mother 's humiliation and anger escalated several degrees. She impatiently shouted, " Get out! " She finally spoke, not disguising her suppressed rage. Recklessly, I took one last chance to glimpse her plump breasts. Her brow furrowed, her eyes threatening to spit out a cold arrow. She merely clutched the towel, slightly raising her arms, as if shielding her breasts and giving her a sense of security. Then, with a flick of her head, she angrily shouted at me, " Where are you looking? Get out! " I had no doubt she was about to hit me. As she launched into a rage, I took a few steps out of this narrow, lush space.

	When I walked out of the bathroom, I felt like I had returned to reality from another world. I could still smell the scent of shower gel in the air, and there seemed to be the scent of my mature mother's body that didn't exist at all. The cock under my crotch was beating rapidly as if it was about to explode, and my mother's beautiful and plump figure, as well as her expression and posture of mixed shame and anger, made me unforgettable for a long time.

	I had no time to think about what was coming next. Taking advantage of this immense stimulation, perhaps I should vent myself. Otherwise, I felt a sense of blockage in my chest and throat, like a beautiful jade in front of me, unable to play with it. At the same time, I also felt the excitement of having achieved something. The fusion of these two emotions actually brought my physical sensations to a peak.

	Holding the soaked basketball in my hands , I was lost in a passionate fantasy, rooted to the spot. I never strayed far from the bathroom door. Every now and then, I glanced back, as if trying to see through it, to glimpse the woman's figure within. Something held me there. The sound of water continued intermittently, a rustling, perhaps not for long. With a creak , the door opened, and a dim light illuminated the ground ahead, illuminating my figure.

	　　" Ah !" my mother exclaimed, noticing my presence. She was still in the bathroom, reaching for the clothes on the stool by the door. There were only a few hooks, and back in the old days, people in rural areas preferred to place their clothes on the stool. I glanced over and saw a pale pink bra facing up, on top of the clothes. It made sense; it was definitely the most intimate piece of clothing. The cup size was large enough that even before it engulfed her flesh, I could already sense how full and firm it would become. This was my mother's intimate garment, unlike the fresh and delicate girlish ones. It was a regular size, but not too small, which seemed to me to fit her voluptuous figure perfectly. With her exclamation, my mother's hand, which had been about to reach for the clothes, abruptly withdrew, clutching the towel tightly, afraid it would slip off. It wasn't that we country folk back then were so refined; in other words, it was just a large towel, used for drying ourselves.

	　　" What are you still doing here ?" my mother snapped. At this hour, my grandmother was usually out " walking " to keep fit. As for my younger sister, we treated her as if she knew nothing, so my mother didn't hold back her voice. Her eyes suddenly grew stern, as if she could see into my innermost secrets, yet she remained wary.

	The bathroom light was soft and hazy , casting a mysterious veil over this private space. My mother had just finished her bath, wrapped in a thin towel, her shoulders and thighs bare. She wasn't planning on walking around in the towel, so she didn't wrap it around her and tuck a corner inside. Instead, she relied entirely on her hands to keep it in place. The towel's placement wasn't particularly well-defined, revealing the cleavage of her chest. A small portion of her soft breasts gleamed white in the light, adding a touch of allure to her half-covered appearance. The closer her hands drew, the more pronounced their fullness. Her hair, still dripping with water, slid down her cheeks and onto the towel, leaving streaks of moisture.

	While not the slenderness of a young girl , her figure possessed the allure and grace of a mature woman. Her curves were smooth and full, and every inch of her skin radiated a healthy glow, a gift bestowed by time and self-discipline. Beneath the towel, her long, graceful legs were faintly visible, their curves graceful. The edge of the towel rested lightly above her knees, revealing a firm, yet soft, muscular figure.

	My mother 's face, even now frozen in time, was a classic masterpiece etched with time. Her eyes were deep and bright, as if they could see into people's hearts. Though fine lines had appeared at the corners of her eyes, they added a touch of maturity and grace, making her look even more captivating. Her nose was straight, her lips were plump, and even without makeup, she possessed a natural, unadorned beauty.

	I remained transfixed, and to my mother , my dazed expression must have suggested I was harboring evil intentions (and indeed, I was). Her brow furrowed slightly, her eyes revealing disapproval and reproach at my behavior. Yet, this sternness didn't diminish her charm; it made her appear even more three-dimensional and powerful. " What? You still want to watch your mother change clothes ?" she said, half-closed eyes, a smile like angrily piercing her, a blunt expression.

	　　Only then did I come to my senses. " I ... I ..." I stammered, unable to think of a solution. I lowered my head, not daring to meet her gaze, fearing I would be captivated by her wise gaze. When she turned or leaned sideways, the towel accentuated her curves, the smooth, full lines evoking the most beautiful sights of nature. Her back was straight and strong, her shoulders slightly thrown back, revealing a charming demeanor. But she said in a deep voice, " You did that on purpose, didn't you ?" Her eyes, filled with shame and anger, seemed to define me , leaving me powerless to argue.

	I quickly replied, " No ... really not . "

	Her brows knitted together, a trace of her displeasure. " Really ... Then why are you still here ? " At this point, it seemed as if my evil intentions, whether intentional or not, were irrefutable . Mother's eyes widened, a flame dancing in her pupils. The piercing light pierced through my defenses, leaving me exposed. Her full chest heaved violently with her emotions, each breath gathering strength, preparing to release the rage that was about to erupt. Mother's lips were pursed, almost pressed into a straight line, betraying both her inner fury and a deep scrutiny.

	　　Although my body and soul were already aroused by my mother 's figure, and my expression was filled with a guilty conscience, I was still able to calmly reply, " I ... I was just out ... I just came back to get my knitting needles . " The utility room was next to the bathroom on the first floor. After hearing what I said, my mother gave me a sharp look. " Hmph ... Don't think I don't know what you're up to ... This isn't over yet . " She let go of one hand, bent down, and picked up all the clothes from the chair. The towel slid off, revealing a large expanse of her plump, white breasts. The glimpse of her beauty once again made my breath catch, and my eyes must have lit up. My mother seemed to sense my intense gaze. She covered the towel with her clothes with one hand and casually closed the broken bathroom door with the other. I saw a hint of panic and anxiety in her expression. The towel swayed gently with her movements, revealing her graceful figure.

	The accident happened like this. After I was completely " out of it " , my mother would not chase me and beat me. Everything had to wait until we were face to face. Of course, While I was showering , I let out some of my frustrations, which were intense and fleeting. During that brief moment, I began to worry about whether this " prodigal son , a gentleman " image could continue as planned.

	Later, it was time to watch TV upstairs. My mother was watching with great concentration, her face serious. After some thought, I came up with a way to " appease " her, hoping it would wash away the recent uproar. So I went back to my room and pulled out the report card I had brought back, which showed my total score and my class ranking.

	Back in the living room , I went straight to my mother, held up the paper, and shouted, " Mom , look ." My mother looked up, glanced at me casually, and said lightly, " What is this ~" , but still took it and then looked at it carefully.

	　　Honestly, my mother hasn't really been a big fan of my studies, unlike my father, who pinned his hopes on academic performance. Sure enough, after watching it, my mother remained calm, unmoved. She raised her hand to me, her eyes fixed on the TV, and said, " Hmm ... there's still a lot of room for improvement . " That's it? Perhaps my mother simply had no idea. Although she used to be a teacher, she had no idea what high school grades were. I was anxious. " No ... Mom ... I 've made great progress ." Seeing that my mother remained noncommittal, I continued, " Let 's just say ... this ranking is already enough to get me into a top university . "

	　　At this point, my mother's expression seemed touched. This was the simplest concept. She gestured for me to hand her the report card. She took it, then examined it again, pursed her lips, and, as if in deep thought, handed it back to me. " That 's not bad ... but you're only in your first year of high school. Don't be so quick to speak. Only if you make it to the college entrance exam will you be truly remarkable. " Even so , I noticed that her expression, which had initially tensed up at my presence, relaxed considerably, even to the point of relief.

	Yes, even if they didn't value it, it would be a lie to say a parent wasn't happy to see their student on the right track. Furthermore, my mother works in a company with a high number of highly educated people. She has no concept of grades, so how could she not have a concept of academic qualifications? Perhaps she didn't ask or push me in the past simply because she didn't want to put pressure on me—it was just her parenting philosophy. Besides, that task had already been taken on by my father; he was more focused on correcting my thoughts and behavior.

	Seeing that my report card was working, I couldn't help but get carried away, a look of pride and complacency flashing through me, like a child waiting for its mother's praise, craving affirmation and recognition. My mother raised an eyebrow, then, with a stern motherly attitude, said to me, " Do n't be so proud. Keep it up . "

	I vowed to be a good student and go to a good university. Then my mother said, "My father must be very happy now that he knows about this."

	Nothing else happened , my mother continuing to immerse herself in her family drama. But after a while, she suddenly spoke. " It's not enough to study well; your ideology and morality must also improve ..." As if afraid I didn't understand, she continued, " Your thoughts must also be on the right track. Don't have any weird thoughts. Do what you're supposed to do at your age, what you're supposed to do according to your status . " She seemed to emphasize the word " status . "

	Some things can only be said in veiled terms, but I truly heard them. I touched my nose and reluctantly replied, " Oh , I see . " Clearly , there were things I wouldn't give up on. Especially when I looked at my mother's softly contoured profile, her feigned seriousness, her casual attire, the combination of a uniquely mature charm. Her old-fashioned nature couldn't conceal her inner charm, which captivated the sexually burgeoning young man.

	Now that my mother had mentioned this, I remembered what I'd been thinking before school: it was time to come clean . So, I placed my hands on my thighs, straightened my body, and faced her , leaning in closer, looking serious. I began, " Mom ... this result speaks for itself . "

	She turned her head and looked at me suspiciously, " Prove what? "

	Friends , while there are many people in this world who harbor incestuous feelings, I believe that actual sexual activity is rare. In fact, I guarantee that if the woman takes the initiative—let's just exaggerate, lying flat on her back and saying, "Come on, come on, fuck me, it's okay, no need to worry about anything"—most men with a lower body in mind wouldn't be able to pull off the Liuxia Hui act. That's the ultimate extreme, making the impossible possible.

	　　The reality is that we can't speak or act in this way. We're bound by some hidden constraint. Is this constraint a sense of moral conviction? I don't think so. If you already have this in mind, and even secretly do some dirty things, how can you talk about morality? You simply haven't figured out a smooth way to make this happen.

	No matter how natural and smooth a novel seems, in reality it is like a thunderclap, enough to crush all your social and family relationships.

	So, now, at such a young age, I can only rack my brains, using the most tactful words and tactics, to try. Of course, it's not impossible to lose my mind due to lust, but the premise still depends on the other person's attitude, their situation, or even their predicament (in other words, taking advantage of their weakness).

	 

	 

	Chapter 44

	from outside the window , drowning out the blaring television and adding a touch of mystery to the quiet evening. My mother was a typical mature, homely woman. Even in her ordinary pajamas, she still managed to maintain a well-maintained figure. Though middle-aged, her features weren't as refined and alluring as those of city women, but her refined personality and wise mind still radiated a unique charm in her every move. Furthermore, having left the harsh workings of the land for a respectable career, her middle-aged charm became even more multifaceted and complex. Her long hair was casually tied up, a few strands falling across her forehead, adding a touch of gentleness. However, sitting upright on the sofa, her shirt tightened, slightly emphasizing the fullness of her chest, my mother's expression was slightly serious. Her eyes, hardened by time but still bright, now fixed on me — her son. For a few seconds, her brows furrowed slightly, a subtle touch of confusion flashing across them. It seemed as if she also realized the topic I was about to explore.

	I was across from her , clutching a report card, mulling over my words . I knew the conversation about to unfold wasn't just about a single " bad thought " of mine ; it might be a profound exchange about understanding and growth, albeit one that would subvert common sense.

	I took a deep breath, trying to make my voice sound firmer. " Mom, what I want to say is that I haven't been influenced by any bad thoughts these days. My studies and my behavior are all normal. " " Maybe it's not just nonsense. Just because we haven't seen or heard of it doesn't mean it's evil. "

	Well, that's all I can say. Mustering up the courage, we are constantly struggling with the style of thoughts, words and deeds that have been shaped over the years. Being tactful and introverted is still the " talent " of most Chinese people .

	The mother's brows were furrowed, and her tone was full of unquestionable severity): " Li Yuqing? You are talking nonsense again. Have you lost your mind from studying? Didn't I tell you that it will not do you any good, but will only affect your character and even your health ! "

	I shook my head gently, my eyes filled with sincerity. " Mom, I know you're worried about me, afraid that some of these thoughts will affect this and that. But ..." I raised my report card, proud and proud, and said, " The facts are in front of me. During this period, not only did I not neglect my studies because of those thoughts, but I've been getting better and better ... Do you still think that's an unforgivable evil? "

	The more I spoke , the more excited I became. That feeling came over me. I even moved closer to my mother to make my words more convincing and oppressive. I deliberately puffed out my chest to show off my strong little physique. At the same time, I continued to hold up the report card in front of my mother, with a barely perceptible tremor in my voice: " Mom, that will only make me get better and better . "

	Mother's eyes swept over the ranking again, and a hint of surprise flashed across her face, but it must have been the surprise at my twisted logic and heresy, and then it turned into incredible confusion.

	The mother murmured to herself, unable to be calm: " Impossible ... I can't go crazy with you . You have no shame, but I still have some . "

	I felt a little relieved. At least my mother didn't resist violently. I pressed the issue, saying, " That's how I relax and stimulate my creativity. "

	The mother's brows relaxed slightly, but her eyes widened as she stared into the void ahead, shaking her head rhythmically as she murmured, " No one has ever done this before ... That would be damned ..."

	My eyes were shining with sincerity and excitement, and I suppressed my excitement: " Mom, I understand your concerns, but everyone's growth path is unique. What makes you sure that the same thing doesn't happen in the world ? "

	My mother looked up and studied me closely. She seemed to see that I was indeed more confident and cheerful than before. Her eyes, once slightly fatigued by academic pressure, now sparkled with infinite longing for the future.

	The corners of her mouth seemed to rise uncontrollably for a second and then returned to normal, and a complex emotion flashed in her eyes: " What on earth are you talking about ... What on earth are you thinking about ... just ... just ... Alas ... "

	As the old saying goes , mothers can't come up with any reason. Who has a systematic understanding of this thing? Without understanding, how can we educate? The only ethics and perhaps identity taboos have been unconsciously deconstructed by me using arguments such as " unknown , also a kind of privacy, something that happens behind closed doors . "

	Seeing my mother 's attitude, I felt neither happy nor sad. I suddenly didn't feel the excitement I had imagined, but I always felt that this was the calmness on the eve of success? It was as if I had foreseen the result I expected.

	I tried to think about the absurdity of it all , the pressures of the world, the difficulty of it all. After listening to my story, my mother's charming, mature face showed an expression on the verge of collapse. Was she at her wit's end? After a few brief seconds, she grunted in anger, pounded her fist on the sofa, took a deep breath, and seemed truly helpless. She squeezed her eyes, crow's feet wrinkled at the corners, pursed her lips, and then stood up, walked to the door, and looked out at the deep night sky. There was a hint of elusive meaning in her voice: " No matter how much you say, it's impossible ... You 're still a child ... What do you know ? "

	I didn't expect to accomplish everything with just a few words, but this was exactly what I wanted. A meal should be eaten bite by bite. Looking at my mother's slightly bewildered back, I fled the scene. I'd let my words take effect on her mind, leaving her to ponder quietly. I expected her to be confused, and then to waver.

	I was also thinking about not arguing with my mother about tonight's basketball and shower room incidents, and continuing to be the first to go to bed and wake up early. When I woke up, it was a kind of " sage moment , " and thinking about what I said last night , I felt a sense of shame. How could I have said such pedantic and convoluted things? And then I thought, no matter how much my mother " figured things out ," she would still fly into a rage when she sobered up, and later she would refute me and teach me to get back on the right track.

	Oh, whatever. I woke up and saw it was indeed early. From now on, I 'll be a " good person " to the end. Besides my studies, the only thing my mother can see is my housework. There's no need to work on the rice paddies anymore; time has passed and there's not much to cultivate. Seeing that my mother isn't awake yet, I resort to my old tricks: washing up, lighting the fire, making porridge, and feeding the livestock. This is a one-stop early-morning routine in our rural area.

	A little later, my mother woke up and came downstairs. When she saw that I had already finished her first task of the morning, she looked at me with some surprise. Then, as if she thought that I was a malicious trick, she kept rolling her eyes with a serious expression.

	Then she went about her business, neither praising nor teasing me. The next day, I behaved well, trying to dispel those evil thoughts. Because when they came, I always had a tendency to misbehave. I treated the chores as tasks I had to complete, working proactively and even showing off in front of my mother . Hard work always pays off . Seeing how " sensible " I was , at lunch before returning to school , my mother finally said something, saying that this was the right thing to do and that I was acting like a decent person.

	After returning to school, nothing special happened. The only thing that remained unchanged was that I would always get easily obsessed with sexual fantasies while taking a shower. Having sex did help to alleviate the bitterness of not being able to get what I wanted at an age when my sexual desire was strong.

	During this time , I naturally learned from Liu Er some noble principles for winning a woman's favor. For example, the new theory is that, in addition to letting her know that you are becoming better because of her and sharing her hard work, the most practical point is to prescribe the right medicine and help her in the areas where she desires improvement. Who wouldn't be fascinated by being able to do this?

	I realized my mother was quite interested in this job. Firstly, it was a foundation for financial independence and a source of confidence; secondly, it broadened her social life and freed her from the daily grind of daily necessities. But how could I, a high school student with no management experience, help her? It seemed I needed to discuss this with her, explore her needs, or any challenges she faced, to see if I could offer some insight.

	As the weather gets colder, it also foreshadows that the first semester of high school is coming to an end. Although the normal weekends are deprived and broken up, according to some sources, the winter and summer vacations are basically not discounted, about a month, spanning the Spring Festival. When I think about the days when I can spend a long time with my mother, or the period when I can have plenty of time and space to covet her, the boring campus life suddenly becomes brighter, and I am full of expectations for the future, and sometimes I can't wait.

	　　These thoughts also somewhat dampened my resolve to strive for progress, continue studying, and achieve even greater results. The process of shaking off this distraction was arduous, and I could only constantly motivate myself with the promise of a brighter future. A voice in my heart told me that, given my limited intelligence, studying should be the easiest thing for me. If I couldn't even handle this, what else could I achieve? When I felt I couldn't improve, I would seek out Liu Er and learn from his experiences. For example, he'd master a tricky problem, learn a clever approach, and energize my brain, allowing me to generate more ideas based on the underlying principles. This was mostly math, occasionally physics. For other subjects, I could easily master them with a little more effort, building on my memory. With more problems, my thinking broadened, and it became a habit. When the challenges were no longer as overwhelming as before, the " side effects " of studying (both in terms of confidence and boredom) gradually subsided. The hardship was indescribable; it was truly more grueling than the farm work I did as a child. But I always held onto one principle: I had to improve myself.

	　　Now, it's all about the final exams. I need the report card that will bear witness to my " achievement . " I'm confident, whether it's the mock exams or the actual Gaokao exams. The real stumbling block is the final two novel math questions. However, humans aren't machines, and it's difficult to maintain comprehensive thinking and undivided attention throughout a given test. For exams geared towards test-oriented education, the best we can do is avoid losing marks due to carelessness or letting nerves cause us to lose our composure. A solid foundation, a calm mindset, and the expected score are my ideal results. Of course, everyone's talent, mindset, learning ability, or problem-solving skills, all contribute to their unique learning methods. The standard for the expected score varies from person to person.

	Besides my studies , I didn't forget to stay physically and mentally fit. I alternated between running and basketball, exercising almost every day. Being young, I have strong legs and bones, and a good night's sleep can easily wash away any fatigue. Although my actual height didn't increase in a short period of time, it did appear to have increased, as exercise makes me stand taller and my body firmer.

	　　It's worth mentioning that, since Liu Er's return, I've been alone and haven't been to the internet cafe in a long time. Of course, I also had my own ulterior motives. Without going to the internet cafe and seeing those two young women, my thoughts have faded considerably. It might also be because I'm always fantasizing about my mother enjoying herself in the shower, often entering sage mode. The taboo they inflict on me isn't as strong as my mother's. I still attribute this youthful fervor to my mother. My politics teacher, on the other hand, seemed to be smiling at me constantly because of my improved attitude and grades. This was especially true during a monthly exam for a single subject. My answers to the essay questions were almost identical to the standard answers (they were essentially the same idea, with some variations in description. For the liberal arts subjective questions, the only thing you need to do is make sense, and the points are based on how many aspects you address. I mostly gave extravagant answers). As for the objective questions, I must have gotten first place in the class, which made me, the teacher, very proud of the other teachers. For days, I thought she was beaming. In a vague way, I felt like her prized student. What teacher wouldn't feel a sense of accomplishment after teaching a test-taker? Her change in attitude really tickled my fancy. Sometimes, I felt her smile when she spoke to me was full of flirtation, a contrast to her previous, slightly sarcastic tone . It gave me a certain absurd feeling: she looked like a sixth-grade teacher. Could she be attracted to a "fresh meat " like me ? So , under the guise of asking questions, I'd often approach her, under the dim light, looking at the firm, round bulge of her breasts tucked under her tight sweater , and my imagination would soar. If she spoke to me in a flirtatious manner, I'd even have the urge to pounce on her. During these moments, I'd open my nose, as if to capture her lingering aura, a sense of womanly grace, yet not too reserved and introverted. These were all just fantasies, but I did often wonder how I could get closer to her and have a conversation. I meant, to enter her personal space, or perhaps her family space. Well, I didn't have any extravagant hopes for physical contact with her yet. The most likely scenario, and what I longed for the most at the time, was to go to her house and, as I had agreed to do with Aunt Wang Ming, to take her underwear to satisfy my desires. This is a man's natural fetish. When he covets a woman, the first thing he thinks of is to take her underwear to do something with her.

	　　It's a bit short-sighted, but what he really wants is to masturbate with other people's " dirty " clothes ? This is actually easy to understand. It's just that this is a relatively easy thing to achieve, so it naturally occupies his mind first.

	Not long after, the final exam arrived as scheduled, but the experience was not as smooth as a hero's journey. Although I thought my foundation was solid, the situation took a turn for the worse as soon as I entered the examination room. The math and science papers always seemed to be a roadblock, which made me very confused and flustered. In the end, I stumbled through the exams and had no confidence at all. Even the liberal arts subjects, which I thought did not require much thinking, seemed unfamiliar to me. I was completely out of rhythm and felt more and more uncertain.

	　　All in all, it was a less than pleasant exam experience. After the exam, winter break naturally arrived, but I felt lost and disoriented, mainly because it seemed hopeless to " take credit " for my grades to my mother . As I boarded the minibus heading home , gazing at the desolate winter landscape and gloomy sky, I exhaled a heavy breath, consoling myself that my daily performance could probably be salvaged. After all, my mother had always acted as if she didn't care much about my grades, but I had initially thought the shock of my grades would be more pronounced.

	I arrived home . As I dismounted my motorcycle, I saw my mother chatting casually with a few other women under a tree. Her smile was incredibly free-spirited, seemingly unconcealed, her image unfettered and unrestrained. This seemed to betray to the world that she was, after all, a peasant woman with a vulgar, rustic air. Yet, the shaping of her somewhat " respectable " job, her attire , her increasingly capable demeanor, her figure, her mature and graceful figure compared to others, her slender figure undisguised even by her thick winter clothing, and her light, confident gestures that exuded a charm unbefitting of her age and surroundings. This detachment struck me as a profound disconnect. This disconnect was in stark contrast to the scene, the people around her, and other aspects of her personality, but more importantly, to her very identity. It seemed as if the small-town mother—of course, this was just my stereotype—was bloated by life, speaking vulgar language and engaging in vulgar gossip.

	In fact , I actually felt a little uneasy and unfamiliar; but at the same time, I felt strangely excited, as if my previous fantasy had come true, that is, my mother was a young woman who made me proud. No matter what, her identity as a mother and the blood relationship between us were thicker than water, which would never change.

	I called out " Mom ," and my mother looked over, her smile fading. I wondered if she still resented my earlier absurdity, but I had managed to maintain a modicum of normalcy during the New Year's holiday. Her expression wasn't frosty, but neither was it overly tender. She simply said, " It's vacation time . " I hummed and walked into the house with mixed feelings. It had been a while since New Year's Day, so it was obviously winter break. Mother would have known without me having to tell her. But behind me, I heard her scold, " Tsk, you didn't even call me. Where's your study? " The other women in the neighborhood weren't surprised. In the countryside, how many polite children are there? Of course, I'm usually quite polite, but seeing my mother made me suddenly absent-minded and walked on my own. Plus, the sight of her brought back the gloom of the exam, making me irritable.

	I'll know the results in about five days , but I'm no longer expecting them. I don't have any specific strategies for touching my mother's heart, but I'm just doing what I can around the house, like a normal son. Since she has to go to work, I can help out a lot. At least, it's easier for her before and after work. I'm starting to feel the same loving motherly and filial piety I once did. It's like the absurd past was just a dream, and we're back on track. I haven't had any bad days, and I've managed to control the urge to do anything truly inappropriate to my mother by enjoying myself in the bath.

	As I waited anxiously, my results unexpectedly took a turn for the better. That day, I received a call from my father. While he wasn't overly excited, he did announce my results in a rare, kind tone. Why was it my father who announced them ? Because we couldn't possibly go back to school to get our transcripts, and we were supposed to be on vacation anyway. He got the results through the school's messaging system. And things were just as clichéd. I'd actually improved significantly since my last college entrance exam. Judging by my ranking, I'd already moved from a 211 university to a typical 985 university . There are always those moments like this: you strive with confidence and feel good about completing something, but the results often go against your expectations. On the other hand, when you feel uncertain or even hopeless, the results often exceed your expectations. It's like when I submit essays to competitions later on, I always feel like my writing is a mess, full of nonsense, but that essay wins a prize. I wonder if it's because the chaotic logic gives it a stream-of-consciousness feel, which the judges find refreshing and interesting.

	My father often tells my mother about my situation . After all, he's away from home for a long time. He always asks her to keep an eye on me, to encourage me to study, to keep me away from internet cafes, and to not indulge me too much. As for my grades, I'm not sure who he told first. I'll have to wait and see what my mother's " feedback " is . Of course, it's also possible that she'll be noncommittal, neither positive nor negative .

	remarkable achievement . But the next day, she didn't mention it. I don't know if she didn't realize it yet or if she didn't think it was a big deal. So, the next day, while cooking in the kitchen, I stared at her as she prepared the food while adding firewood. It was funny: she was completely absorbed.

	　　A rural professional, apron-tightened, still a devoted wife and mother, handling ordinary household chores with ease. At that moment, the unfamiliarity faded, revealing a devoted woman returning home to care for her family. As the firewood flames began to spread, my mother seemed to notice my gaze. She frowned, as if instilled with an inexplicable wariness of me from past experiences. Just as she was about to say something, she, perhaps noticing the flames, shouted, " What are you daydreaming about? Are you trying to burn down the kitchen? " I jolted awake and rushed to deal with the situation.

	The ingredients were put into the pot , and the sound of the spatula colliding with the iron pot came one after another. The hot oil collided with the vegetables, making a continuous " sizzling " sound and rising oil smoke. The mother consciously turned her head and squinted her eyes to avoid the oil smoke, as if she began to pay attention to something.

	Through the hazy atmosphere created by the oil smoke, my mother, who was exposed to the breath of life, had lost the traces of time. Only her slender figure became the first thing I noticed. The satin shirt swayed obviously under the movement of her arms. The fullness of her chest could not be concealed, but paradoxically gave people the impression of being upright and soft. Perhaps this all depended on the effect of her bra. At this moment, my face, which was already heated by the flames, became even hotter. Her legs stretched straight out from under her suit pants, and her buttocks were slightly raised, as if they also joined in the swaying from time to time, which made my lower body start to feel hot.

	stove on in the kitchen , I wasn't afraid that my mother would notice something was wrong with me.

	　　" Help me get the vegetables , " my mother said . The kitchen layout was such that facing the stove, with the right side against the wall, there was plenty of room for people to stand. When someone was cooking, the person simmering the vegetables stood there, leaving the basket of vegetables on the left. But my mother's shout startled me, thinking I'd discovered something. I quickly lowered my head and watched the flames dance. Perhaps seeing the oil was hot enough, she muttered, " What are you daydreaming about ?" Without even noticing me, she stepped past me and dumped the vegetables into the wok. Still staring at the flames, I mechanically added the firewood, only to feel something sway before my eyes. Coming to my senses, I saw my mother's straight thighs. Looking up, my breath hitched. Her buttocks were diagonally above me, swaying provocatively before my eyes as she stirred. Perhaps because the vegetables didn't take long, my mother didn't bother to stand to the right of the cooking area, but instead began working right next to me, the person simmering the fire.

	My heart inexplicably beat faster because I could imagine that if I just stood up a little, my whole face would be close to this butt full of feminine charm. Don't blame me for being perverted, this is the first thought when seeing the beautiful scenery in front of me. I believe everyone has the same thought. Wrapped in gray trousers, it makes me want to feel the breath inside even more.

	Looking at my mother's upper body and profile again , I found them even more attractive. Her hair was tied up, showing her maturity and dignity. A few strands of hair clung to her face, which was slightly red from the heat, giving her the air of a housewife. Her shirt, though not fitted, added a touch of charm rarely seen in the countryside. Thinking of her true flirtation with men and in bed, enjoying the private pleasures of family life, gave me a contrasting excitement. I was secretly glad that such a mother was in line with my sexual proclivities for mature women, but perhaps it was because of my mother that I enjoyed this feeling. At the same time, I felt a blockage in my heart because I couldn't freely satisfy all my incestuous fantasies through my mother. The more I felt my mother's charm and even her sexual tension, the more this unwillingness and bitterness grew. After all, it's the most painful thing to want something but not get it.

	　　Staring at my mother's body, especially so close that I could almost smell the sweet aroma of her ass, my mind seemed to have forgotten the beauty of the moment. My cock was already erecting a tent. Was my " long-standing " " conformity " about to break? I felt like I had to do something to calm the exaggerated restlessness in my heart. It was as if I had been holding it in for too long. When I saw my mother, my cautious planning mentality began to crumble.

	　　" Okay, no need to put in the firewood , " my mother called out, reminding me that this moment of togetherness was almost over. The scraping of the spatula against the iron wok could already be heard, as my mother was serving the food. I felt anxious and quickly stood up to see if it was really over.

	　　" Ah !" my mother exclaimed, and because it was so sudden, she seemed to stumble. I saw her hands wobbling, and the food on the plate accidentally fell back into the pot. At the same time, her sweet ass seemed to attack my face. No, it was actually me who accidentally moved towards it. My face made firm and intimate contact with my mother's soft and plump buttocks. It didn't feel any pain. My nose pressed against her plump buttocks, and I only smelled a sweet fragrance mixed with a strange, indescribable smell. The crack of her buttocks seemed to clamp my face. I subconsciously opened and closed my mouth slightly, as if I had kissed my mother's beautiful buttocks. Normally, I stood up, and with my mother's buttocks blocking me, I should have sat back down. But when I realized what I was touching, something inside me kept me in this strange position.

	It was as if my mother was sitting on the stove with her plump buttocks slightly raised, and I came behind her and used my head and mouth to kiss and rub her buttocks. This kind of incidental fantasy made me so comfortable that I lost myself.

	　　Then I felt my nose tighten, and the mother's buttocks against my face relaxed slightly. It was soft and warm. Thinking of the scene, the friction brought a touch of lust. Of course, it was a momentary thing. My mother reacted and angrily scolded, " Li Yuqing, what are you doing? " Then she stood up and her buttocks left my face. Without the soft touch, I felt a sense of loss, as if my treasure had disappeared, and I sat down.

	My mother turned her head and glared at me angrily. She scolded me, " Can you please be more careful? Next time, the food on the plate will fall on your head, believe it or not . "

	I savored the touch, the scent that was probably not even there, and didn't respond to my mother's anger. Perhaps it was my lack of guilt, or perhaps it was the noticeable bulge in my pants between my legs that reminded her of what had happened. She thought about the fact that her private parts had been touched by her son, even though she was still wearing pants, with his face close to hers. How embarrassing it must have been. And then she realized that I had once coveted her body, and she felt even more ashamed and angry. Did I do this on purpose?

	( 1019 ) Amidst my mixed emotions, I continued to add hay to the stove as a matter of course. My mother, with a sullen face, held the dish and glared at me again, as if she wanted to see through some of my thoughts and make me feel guilty and ashamed. She couldn't say anything directly; but when she saw me stupidly burning the fire and boiling the air, she became even more furious and took advantage of the situation to attack me, " What are you still burning! Do you see any food? " Although the words didn't say anything, her tone was actually sharp and full of gnashing of teeth.

	I quickly stood up and clapped my hands, and my mother walked out, shouting at the top of her voice, " Serve the food! "

	　　The dinner table was naturally very dull, and I could hardly bear it. She might as well continue to scold and teach me a lesson. I didn't want to ruin the image I had just built up. But this was just a small accident; then I remembered the matter of grades, and it was a good opportunity to bring it up.

	Like a timid child, I whispered, " Mom, do you know about my grades this time? " My mother seemed unmoved. Had she not heard? She continued to eat her meal " attentively , " breaking away from her usual nagging. I waited anxiously for her reaction. Finally, she glanced at me and replied calmly, " Yeah . " I wasn't surprised she knew about this; my father must have already informed her.

	I assumed her nonchalant reaction was a plea for not getting carried away, but how could I not? My back instantly straightened, and I nearly shook my legs. I felt that even if I'd done more outrageous things, as long as I didn't slip in the fundamentals—the fundamentals of right and wrong, the most important things at this stage—I could earn the world's understanding and forgiveness. As a student, grades are king.

	Sure enough, my behavior irritated my mother . Perhaps sensing my complete lack of awareness of the inappropriateness of my recent and past actions in the kitchen, and perhaps also sensing a shift in my understanding , she tapped her chopsticks on the dish, hinting, " Do n't be so proud . " I quickly retracted my gesture, repeatedly saying, " No , no, it can be better ." Glancing at her , I continued, " What I 'm saying is that your son is learning well and is on the right track . "

	My mother paused for a moment, then slowly nodded, " Hmm . " Just this, I was ecstatic. She was definitely touched, but her parenting habits, from my childhood until now, have always been to avoid overly enthusiastic praise, yet at the same time, she can be quite open and frank in her teachings. It's a real contradiction.

	　　After dinner, I naturally volunteered to clean and wash the dishes. While wiping the plates , I took advantage of my repeated attempts to " appease " my mother , who was also busy with something behind me, and said, " No matter what I say, I won't neglect my studies. I'll only get better . " Well, we started guessing riddles again. The meaning is up to your own judgment. I couldn't see my mother's expression or movements, but I only heard her say indifferently, " I told you a long time ago. It should have been like this. You're smart. Just focus on your studies . "

	My mother was pretending to be deaf and dumb. I put down the dishes in my hands, supported the sink with my foamy hands, and said seriously, " I don't have any other thoughts. If I have any, they are the thoughts that can motivate me to study harder . "

	I don’t know what my mother muttered, something like “ what a mess ” or something, and then she went out. I guess she didn’t want to confront me about my heresy.

	After showering, I went back to reading my extracurricular books while Mom watched a TV series. For a school-aged kid like me, TV shows are endless and uninteresting. Plus, it's winter, and Mom's clothes are so thick that they don't offer much in the way of romantic fantasies. Plus, I'm afraid if I linger too long, her eyes might wander , so I temporarily withhold our living room time. Another way I wanted to create the impression that I wasn't immediately dominated by those thoughts. See, I wasn't clinging to her when I got home.

	Late in the evening , my mother entered my room again, nagging me to get to bed early. After a pause, she returned to discussing my grades. Based on my current performance, she asked what university I could get into and whether I thought arts or science was better. Indeed, back then, freshman year of high school was a comprehensive exam, and sophomore year began the division into arts and science. By the end of the first semester of freshman year, the answer was almost certain, a crucial decision for a student's future. I answered normally, and I wondered how much she understood. Her eyes softened, and she nodded thoughtfully. She didn't offer much comment, only the usual advice: just know what you want, and give it your all. Don't regret your youth.

	But in the end, I always felt that my mother hadn't said enough, and she was hesitant to say more. She seemed eager to explore other aspects of the answer. But my behavior these days made her confused. Was I really okay, or was I still harboring evil intentions?

	But I remembered another positive aspect. I stood up straight, took a step closer to my mother , and abruptly took off my coat. After the " growth " of my freshman year of high school , I was already slightly taller than my mother. Freshman is a period of rapid growth, and with my frequent sports and running, it's not surprising that growth happens quietly. This, combined with my movements, must have made my mother feel a little " oppressive . " And I had a history of misconduct . Seeing this, my mother was a little panicked, almost pale. She took a step back cautiously and asked, " What are you doing? " But she didn't sound angry, more uncomfortable. She habitually clutched the middle of her cardigan, her posture as if she was guarding against a hooligan.

	　　The dramatic part was me. I quickly took off my coat and sweater, leaving only my long-sleeved base layer. Seeing my mother's reaction, I suppressed the laughter on my face and asked in a rather obedient manner, " Mom, don't you notice anything different about me? " As I said that , I straightened my chest and gestured at my " biceps " .

	Seeing I wasn't behaving strangely, my mother calmed herself down and then gave me a look that hinted at annoyance. I was mesmerized, nearly paralyzed, and aroused long-suppressed urges. She feigned disdain, saying, " You're just a little taller , aren't you? Are you so proud of being taller than me? You're a man . " I pounded my chest a few times, making a thud, and said, " Don't you notice I've gained a lot of weight? " Actually , I hadn't. Without professional training, how could I possibly achieve a good figure quickly? Plus, I was still growing up, making it even harder. I figured it was just a bit more energetic and erect from the constant exercise. But my comment did influence my mother's perception, subconsciously encouraging her to accept my point of view.

	My mother chuckled at my antics, but she quickly stopped, brushing her nose with her finger. She then took a serious look at my figure, practically pacing around to get a 360- degree look. Her eyes narrowed, her lips slightly pouting as she uttered what sounded to me like a perfunctory, drawn-out " Hmm ..." or " A little bit . "

	I said cheerfully, " Is that so? ... If you don't believe me, you can touch it . " This sounded a bit strange, so my mother quickly laughed it off. " Touch you, you big-headed ghost ... You're still a little thinner, but that's normal when you're in school , " she said with a slightly unnatural look.

	　　" Okay, if you 're not going to sleep yet, get dressed . " As I was about to turn and leave, I looked at my mother's back and said solemnly, " Besides studying , I'm in great health, as everyone can see ... I 've already said ... "

	　　" Yes, yes, isn't that right? As long as you have good thoughts, everything will be good, " my mother said, turning around and interrupting what I was about to say.

	　　" Yes , " I instantly became excited, " Now doesn't it prove that my ideas are also very good and should be accepted and understood . "

	People are always so contradictory. There are some things they want to explore but are afraid to know or face. Escape is the best way out. My mother didn't " argue " with me . She just said, " I don't know what you are talking about. Go to sleep! " and left.

	The days that followed were uneventful. My mother went to work as usual, and I took over the housework to the best of my ability. I occasionally played ball, rode my motorcycle to town to see Liu Er, and then went to the internet cafe to revisit the online games. However, with the game's management being so unkind, the money-making schemes became more and more, and with no updates to the gameplay, I was becoming increasingly addicted.

	During this period , I also tried my best not to reveal my abnormal thoughts about my mother. Although my plan would make her understand sooner or later, I still acted like a good boy before some changes happened. As for me, I was at an age of restlessness, and I knew the sweetness of it. With my experienced mother in front of me, how could I not vent? Most of the time, I would vent when taking a bath. If I really felt like it, I would look for some underwear that my mother had not had time to wash immediately, and try to wash away the desire that was about to overflow.

	I haven't forgotten that naive idea: how to " help " my mother at work. It's already underway, and it's yielding the results I envisioned. First, at the end of the year, public sector organizations begin submitting various forms of written materials. Of course, my mother's position, for more specialized jobs, certainly wouldn't be covered, but what job, regardless of the demands, is free from writing? It all started one day when I saw my mother furiously writing, as if she were " reading by lamplight late into the night ." She'd even skipped her usual TV show; or rather, she was frantically poring over blank paper with a pen in hand.

	I asked her what was wrong with her these days, why she'd been writing every night. To my surprise, as soon as she saw me curiously approaching, her eyes suddenly lit up, almost as if she'd seen a lifeline. With a strange smile, she waved at me, " Li Yuqing, come here! " Her voice was soft, mysterious, and irresistible. When I approached, my mother said, somewhat enthusiastically, " Aren't you a great writer ? Help me with a few things . " Honestly , the requirements for these tasks aren't high. In the future, you'll see many people submitting written materials, and it's common to find their writing is of low quality. However, even the simplest things require meticulously writing, and for those who aren't experts, it's equally arduous. After all, my mother was a teacher, so she had a basic grasp of writing. I believed that after going through this " inhuman " process, she could manage to pass the test like everyone else. I was overjoyed. Finally, I had the opportunity to show my affection to my mother on a " higher level . " I had already successfully rebuilt my image as a sensible, helpful child, and now I was seeing the other side, the ultimate side.

	I feigned derision, " Ah? Me? How would I know anything about your company ?" As a freshman in high school, honestly, it was impossible for me to handle the demands of a corporate life with ease. But at this stage in my life, where my thinking is most flexible, and under the rigors of a test-oriented education system, I maintain clear, structured thinking and a strong ability to imitate. What should I imitate? I have to mention that during my free time at school, I spent all day poring over the newspapers and magazines that my class subscribed to (a mandatory requirement). These newspapers contained numerous columns and articles dealing with official documents. By breaking them down, I absorbed a lot of experience and have mastered the basic structure of these articles.

	My mother rolled her eyes a few times, her lips unconsciously pursed. Then, recognizing reality, her excitement quickly faded. She nodded, as if to herself, " Well ... well ... I'll have to do it myself . " I quickly stopped her " independence " and said, " I can't write it 100%, but I can help you with the outline and the framework, clearly laying out every major and minor detail. You can fill in the rest yourself . "

	　　" Oh, you really can do this? " My mother uttered a noncommittal, a hint of doubt, but her eyes lit up again. I won't go into detail about what I " wrote " or how I " assisted " her , but it happened several times. And as for me, I wonder if it was an illusion, but she was becoming increasingly charming . I could see her secretly amazed, almost incredulous, and then developing a sense of admiration . Her willingness to help her solve her problems was swaying towards something that wouldn't normally be possible — admiration for my strength in some way . By revealing this personal value, perhaps my mother would now view me as something more than just her son. After all, my strengths were evident in her work, and she could sense them. If I'd told her I was a good basketball player, she wouldn't have bothered to pay attention.

	The most satisfying assignment wasn't the writing, but the " bonus questions ." At the end of the year, back then , organizations were still quite enthusiastic about organizing events. Large-scale annual meetings were a big deal, while smaller teams, with their modest venues, would throw a full-scale " get-together ." So, they needed a plan. Of course, there wasn't a mandate; I simply collected everyone's suggestions. This was easy for me. I copied the routines I often used for school activities. I didn't expect everything to be approved, but at least I could give my mother a decent explanation. As the saying goes, "One can polish jade by learning from others' experience," but copying is a skill. Sometimes, when you're unthinking of something, you can look elsewhere and secretly copy what you've seen in your own words. You might find it useful.

	Unexpectedly, my mother said my casual answer to the question contained many valuable lessons, and she was highly praised by her supervisor. As karma goes, after that incident, the joy in my mother's eyes when she looked at me was almost too much to handle .

	I 've done lately has been influenced by Liu Er's theories, but I've always had hidden agendas. From the perspective of the entire internet and Li Wenshi, these are all relatively unique paths. (Manually funny).

	 

	 

	


Chapter 45

	I believe my behavior these days has brought my mother a great deal of comfort, but also a fair amount of " confusion . " While I hinted at a certain lingering desire, perhaps even a tendency toward inappropriate behavior, I haven't actually transgressed. Aside from that one bathroom time while retrieving the ball, there have been no embarrassing incidents or intimate encounters. Aside from meals and household chores, I've studiously avoided her, minimizing our time together.

	As the saying goes , don't hit someone who smiles at you. Besides, I'm acting like I'm doing this for your own good, sharing your burdens; I'm also being proactive and positive. Even so, will my ever-smart mother trust me completely? She knows her son better than anyone else.

	When you see someone undergo such a sudden change, most people assume they've either been provoked or are planning something bigger. Occasionally, I could sense my mother's fleeting doubts, her absorbed thoughts. Then, one day, seemingly overwhelmed by this sense of uncertainty, she needed reassurance and came to me with a tentative question. Why did I think it was a tentative confirmation? Because she hesitated to speak, her eyes flickered, and ultimately, the conversation ended in vain .

	Logically , given my mother's personality, she wouldn't act like this. She's always been a resilient person. If I did anything out of line, she'd just " smack it to death " if she wasn't happy . Perhaps after all that long struggle—well, not that long, really—without knowing how to handle it properly, and with her thoughts and cognition having been somewhat impacted, her state of mind had undergone some subtle changes.

	That night, the scene was familiar : I was reading in my room. Just before bed, my mother entered. She was dressed in a homewear suit, her hair pinned up, exuding the demure air of a devoted wife and mother. The subtle crow's feet at the corners of her eyes betrayed no trace of the melancholy of aging, but rather a unique charm. The middle button was undone, and paired with the full bulge of her chest, I could vividly imagine the voluptuous figure beneath, captivating my heart, secretly revealing another element of a woman's allure.

	But I couldn't keep staring for long, and in the end I didn't even face my mother, pretending to be still immersed in the humanities books.

	The mother's gentle voice sounded, of course, it seemed more deliberate than before, and the words of greeting became more frequent, " You haven't slept yet, you can't stay up so late even on vacation, you have to develop good habits " , " You can look at it when you wake up the next day " , the tone was not a scolding.

	　　" Yeah ... I've finished this chapter , " I replied casually. Then I placed the book on the table, but didn't close it. I seemed to continue reading. But then I turned to look at my mother. As usual, she'd nag me before bed, usually saying a few words before leaving, as if it were a set routine. Seeing that she was still standing there, I said, " Mom, do you have anything to tell me ? "

	　　" Um ... you ..." My mother hesitated, finally seeming to think of something to say, but surprisingly, she only said, " You've been studying really hard, you've lost weight, but your grades have really improved . " It was like she was just making small talk. For example, I haven't lost weight at all, I've actually gained a lot of weight. And it's vacation now, and she's still talking about my academic performance in the past few days? Maybe things have changed. I smiled and shook my head. " It's okay. I have faith in my heart and I'm motivated to do things . "

	My mother said in a strange tone, " I didn't expect you to have such a big change ." In short, I couldn't hear any relief in her tone, only a confused feeling.

	I don't know what's going on in my mother's mind. She speaks as if she is searching from her mind. After searching for a while, she finally picks out a sentence, " I never thought you could help me at work. " At this point , my mother began to smile a little and even joked, " This book was not read in vain ... Not bad , not bad . "

	I said nonchalantly , " Those writing tasks of yours are child's play for me . " My mother sighed, " Oh, you 're so proud of yourself just because I praised you. " She rolled her eyes at me, a look of rebuke, a tenderness I hadn't seen in a long time, at least when she was looking directly at me. It captivated me. " But for a student, you're still pretty impressive ," she added, a little more seriously.

	It was supposed to be a routine conversation, but seeing my mother's hesitation, I decided to add fuel to the fire and steer her towards her destination. So I turned to her and asked seriously, " Right ... now that I can help you with work, Mom, do you feel like a real man now ? "

	My mother spat at me and said, " You are just a child if you are still studying! What does it matter if you are a man or not? You will always be my son . "

	I suddenly felt a surge of excitement and asked, " This is so manly ... Do you want me to show you some more of my skills ?" I wondered if my mother had misunderstood me, but she looked coy, her cheeks slightly rosy. She glanced at me and said, " You're the best at talking nonsense. What nonsense are you talking about? " Then, with a tone of curiosity and a hint of anticipation, she spoke intermittently, " Have you ... have you recently ..."

	I remembered my purpose for this trip. Seeing my mother approach, I quickly averted my gaze, straightened my posture, and returned to my extracurricular reading. Pretending not to hear her, I interrupted the " confrontation " by speaking myself . Stretching and twisting my neck, I raised my voice a little, " I'm done. Time to call it a day. Time to sleep . " It seemed like sleep was my top priority, and I had no real interest in the mature mother I'd been thinking about day and night.

	My mother also felt it was abrupt and suddenly she was speechless. Finally, she sighed, and I couldn't tell whether it was helplessness or something else, and walked out of my room.

	　　We both agreed that things weren't as simple as they seemed. The night after tomorrow, something strange happened.

	It was still an ordinary winter day in the countryside. The weather and the relative lack of nightlife had brought the land to an early calm. Outside, there were few lights, and each household only kept a flickering light where needed. Each house seemed like a deserted island in the vast night, but even within it, the most ordinary and warm human life existed.

	Some are enjoying a rare respite, others are caring for their husbands and children, some are enjoying the joys of family life, while others, perhaps, worry about the future and the livelihood of their families. Perhaps still others, engaged in activities that demonstrate human nature, often gaze out the door, into the pitch-black distance, and gradually, a sudden excitement arises. We are all on an isolated island, untouched by each other's desires, the privacy of our small families forever sealed. It seems we can do whatever we want on this island. Given the current conditions, why not fulfill the desires that are within our reach?

	　　" Li Yuqing , " my mother's contradictory cry, which sounded loud but also as if she was afraid that others would hear it, reached my ears. In the past, when I heard my mother calling my name directly, I would be frightened and always felt like I was going to attack or criticize. But this time, I didn't have that feeling at all. Instead, it seemed like it plucked at my heartstrings.

	I went back inside and looked for the source of the noise. The light was on in the first-floor shower room, and at this hour, my mother was indeed showering. The door was ajar, and my mother's voice continued, " Please bring me the pajamas by the sofa . I forgot to bring them. " Her voice was unaffected, as if it were a common occurrence. Indeed, this kind of thing happened all the time, especially when I was little. My family wasn't used to stocking up, so shampoo and shower gel couldn't be found everywhere. We (mainly my father and I) used to shower upstairs, and the only toiletries we had were always being moved around. If I remember correctly, I mentioned this episode at the beginning. Back then, there wasn't any awkwardness or discomfort at all. She treated me like a child, ignorant, let alone the budding sexual consciousness of her own mother, and I honestly didn't mind it. But now, I'm a young man full of passion, and I've already revealed my deviant thoughts, and my mother knows. Why would she dare to invite me into such a situation? Couldn't she just call me "little sister"? Yes, I was a little confused for a moment.

	Is it because I've been behaving like a normal son lately? I don't need to worry about my mother's cries. After all, we're all family, and no one would think of anything like that.

	I looked at the pajamas on the sofa in the hallway and wondered if they had really been left there. Why hadn't the other clothes been left there? Regardless, I had to do it. Why wouldn't I refuse? I picked up the plaid cotton pajamas—nothing special about them—and, my mind racing, I walked toward the door. The sound of water had long since ceased.

	I put it down quietly, and sure enough, my mother 's slightly impatient voice came out, " Have you brought it over yet? Why are you taking so long? " I wanted to say yes, but for some reason I swallowed the words back.

	　　With a creaky sound , the shower room door swung open gently, as if the gate of time had been quietly pushed open, releasing a wisp of warm, moist air. I was half-dazed. Should I just drop my clothes and leave? My mother's figure, bathed in soft yellow light, was like a goddess stepping out of an ancient mural, carrying with it an indescribable sense of holiness and allure.

	She had just finished her bath, wrapped only in a large, pristine, cloud-white towel. No, she held it just below her breasts, covering only the most sensitive areas, but leaving a large expanse of flesh exposed. The towel was like her lightest armor, concealing her modesty while framing her graceful figure. She didn't react with surprise when she opened the door, perhaps noticing my presence from the sound of footsteps. She simply glanced at me and reached for her clothes. I was surprised to find she hadn't even put on her bra first. As she bent down, the towel fell, revealing even more of her. I could see her plump breasts, soft and tender against her glossy chest, and her round, full thighs. Didn't she realize the arousal this sight would trigger in her teenage son?

	What shocked me most at the first glimpse was the little panties between her legs. I had a strange feeling that she was wearing panties at this moment, which actually met my expectation, although deep down I wanted to see her private area more directly.

	At that time , I saw a pair of black underwear that looked fresh and shiny. From the clothes drying on the bamboo pole, I got the impression that my mother rarely wore black underwear. At her age, and as a rural woman with two children, only old-fashioned, dull colors seemed to fit the stereotype of being rigid and solid. Well, although none of my friends had done field research, I generally imagined that a middle-aged woman wearing black underwear in this environment would be rare.

	Stereotypically, you and I imagine rural women's attire to be gray, white, pink, purple, or perhaps even washed out, but definitely not this alluring, bright black. Black is too striking and emotionally disturbing. When this hue covers the most intimate parts of a mature woman, it creates a vibrant and alluring visual image. The stark contrast with the glaring flesh and the old-fashioned styles seems to assert a woman's rebellious and individual side, a strong sense of self-assertion. Naturally, it also draws attention to the beauty of the female body, a desire to peel back the black veil and see the beauty hidden within. Black evokes such an impulse. Even as a young boy accustomed to my mother's traditional image, it was a mild shock.

	But this time, my gaze was shorter than usual. After all , my mother's action only took a few seconds. I deliberately avoided the scene, saying one thing and thinking another . I turned around quickly, like an obedient child who doesn't look at anything inappropriate. I was awkward, shy, and funny. In fact, there was nothing to see. My mother picked up her clothes and quickly closed half of the shower door, covering everything. But her eyes just happened to catch my slightly deliberate avoidance. There seemed to be a hint of a knowing smile on the corner of her mouth.

	In reality , I was struggling with a conflict. As usual, I wanted to do something, to steal more of my desires, but I was also worried that these days of routine wouldn't be too soon, and I might fall back into this Oedipal theme, ruining my good impression before it had a profound impact on my mother's thoughts. This dilemma led me to linger for a moment, confident that my mother wouldn't notice. Besides, this time should be enough for her to get dressed, and there would be no chance of any sudden exposure.

	I took a step forward, getting farther and farther away from the shower room. Relatively speaking, it was only a few steps away.

	　　" Li Yuqing, come here, " my mother suddenly called out calmly. Every word seemed to drill into my mind. I felt that the call coming from a place like the bathroom was so ethereal and unreal. It was a space that I often felt was charming if a man and a woman were there together, regardless of their identities.

	I didn't waste time pausing to ask what was going on. I turned around cheerfully, feeling a mixture of anticipation and excitement. As my footsteps approached, my mother naturally opened the door. I immediately put on a clumsy display of unease and indifference. My mother glanced at me indifferently, then turned back to look in the mirror, her hand on her shoulder, groping for something.

	Her other hand, still clasped with the towel, covered her front. Looking in the mirror, it was clear she was covering her most intimate parts, but her white back was dazzling under the light. Only a few bra straps crisscrossed it, highlighting her feminine features and leaving more room for imagination. Sniffing the lingering shower gel in the air, the half-naked woman before me seemed to exude a rich body fragrance. Combined with the heat from earlier, I could almost feel my nose getting hotter, the hot blood rushing to my head practically gushing out of my nose. Such a scene was so rare, happening so clearly and routinely, unlike when I deliberately bumped into her.

	I controlled my trembling voice and asked, " Mom, what are you doing ?" Perhaps to a woman who more or less knew my thoughts, I sounded like I was asking with some expectation, or perhaps playing dumb even though I knew the answer. Otherwise, why would I be so uneasy in the warmest of spaces?

	Through the mirror, I saw my mother's expression remained unfazed, but she gave me a slight look. As if that wasn't enough, she glanced sideways at me, giving me another strange look. Then, naturally, she stretched her neck, touched her shoulder blade, and gestured, " This has been hurting here for the past few days. Can you check if there's any swelling or bulge ? "

	But her towel covered her head, and the bath towel was lightly placed on her shoulders, hiding her shoulder blade on that side. So I cautiously said, " Ma ... the towel is blocking it ." I wanted to just reach out and gently lift it up, but I felt it was too offensive.

	After hearing this, my mother didn't hesitate. With her free hand, she tugged at the towel, and it slid down gently, like silk brushing against smooth skin, frictionless. Looking in the mirror, I could see her collarbone and slender neck, the lines flowing and elegant, like the most exquisite work of art. Her breasts were barely visible beneath the towel, but her full outline and upright posture made her feminine charm impossible to ignore.

	As the towel slipped off, her back revealed a large expanse of skin, like delicate porcelain, radiating a warm glow. The light shone on her back, as if she were draped in a thin golden veil, adding a touch of mystery and allure. The marks of time on her skin could perhaps be considered a gift, having hardly ravaged her figure. Against the backdrop of her wide hips and plump buttocks, my mother's waist appeared slender and flexible. I had no doubt that with any twist, it would sway like a willow branch, as if imagining the owner of this waist exuding endless charm with every turn.

	　　In fact, as I got closer to her, the intoxicating breath automatically penetrated my nose, and the hot air from my nose might also spray onto my mother's exposed back. This was not normal breathing. I wonder if my mother would feel strange.

	The most terrible thing at the moment was that my lower body was already standing tall, and the thin cotton trousers did not have much restraining effect. The exaggerated tent was pointing straight at my mother's buttocks, and I might accidentally rub it. If I rubbed it, how could my mother not notice it? But I should not be afraid of such a situation. After experiencing so many " ambiguous " little storms, my mentality has undoubtedly become much stronger.

	My mother was also wearing pajamas with loose legs. They were not as tight as thermal underwear, but they were tight at the hips. It seemed that the effect was caused by the overly perky butt of the woman in front of me. I stared at it, and the imprint of her panties was faintly visible. I was fantasizing that if I slapped it lightly, would this mature mother's butt shake slightly, or would it give my palm an amazing elasticity?

	When the heavy and hot breath I sprayed on my mother's exposed back skin seemed to bounce back to my cheek, I blinked subconsciously, stopped staring at my mother's beautiful figure from behind, looked back at the mirror, and confirmed my mother's condition. Our eyes met in the mirror, however, my mother's expression did not show any emotional fluctuations, as if she was very natural and comfortable at the moment, and was not embarrassed at all by the unusual mother-son scene.

	Then she said, " How is it? Is it red or swollen ?" I didn't try to understand why my mother felt uncomfortable there. I looked at her shoulder blade a few times and told her the truth that there seemed to be nothing special.

	The mother's lips moved imperceptibly, she frowned slightly, then lowered her head a little, raised her hand and touched that place a few times, and said, " Why does it feel so painful these days? It's like a nerve is pressed, and my head hurts a little . "

	After groping for a few times, my mother looked up and met my gaze in the mirror. I don't know why, but we were in such a tacit understanding; but after a while, she seemed to look at herself and said, " You feel it, I always feel a little stiff bulge . "

	I was excited when I heard this . It was a rare opportunity to touch my mother's skin openly under her permission. I didn't feel shy or panic because of lust in my heart. I naturally put my hand up; because this made it seem that this was a communication between mother and son without any other evil intentions.

	My skin, fresh from the shower , felt warm and smooth to the touch. I rubbed my fingers over it a few times, then felt something was wrong, so I pinched and kneaded it, trying to find the swelling and hardness my mother had mentioned. Sadly, the tingling sensation in my penis grew stronger, and no wonder, considering the scene: a charming, fresh-from-the-bath mature woman, exuding a unique fragrance, clad only in her underwear, her breasts half-hidden with a towel. Behind her, her son, in his prime, bare back and round, firm hips almost pressed against the boy's. My palm, while not touching her sensitive, intimate areas, was still " stroking " her skin.

	　　Even in the bathroom, the taboo of mother and son created a scene of intense sexual excitement, sending my libido soaring, waves of it pounding my head. Perhaps it's because I've been so indifferent for too long, or perhaps it's because I'm young and morbidly fascinated by my mother's body, and this little temptation has already turned me on to the extreme. No way, this can't be so ridiculous! I'm worried that I'll ejaculate without any physical stimulation, and then, as my mother said before, my body will be broken!

	I had to pretend to be calm and express my opinion, " Well ... I don't think I can feel any swelling anywhere. " When my hand touched the shoulder strap of my mother's bra, my fantasy undoubtedly reached a small climax again. This is a label of my mother's feminine characteristics. I know what it means. I even thought that as long as I gently open it, most of my mother's bra will fall off and half hang on her plump breasts. How obscene the scene would be.

	I tried hard to resist this impulse, as well as the urge to stick my lower body against my mother's sweet buttocks. When my mind was filled with lust, I felt like I was hallucinating. I saw my mother's sweet buttocks swaying gently, provoking the boy.

	My words seemed to flow unfiltered by my brain, mesmerizing myself unconsciously. I felt around her shoulder blades, " Hmm ... yes ... no ... where is it ?" When I touched her bra strap again —it was easy enough, but I'd avoided it at first, but now it was intentional—I actually said, " It's in the way ... take it off ..." I was being completely confused, my words incoherent, my rambling nonsense, the head of my penis controlling the other's speech. Normally, I wouldn't have dared to act so rogue so quickly.

	When my mother heard this, she raised her eyebrows and looked a little alert, " What did you say ?" I quickly corrected her and said, " It's nothing, you heard it wrong ... I said I didn't feel any stiffness anywhere . "

	My mother's expression returned to normal, but she still looked slightly dissatisfied . " I've been groping around for a while, but I can't see anything . " For some reason, the word " touch " felt a bit strange at that moment, as if we were engaging in some shameful yet intimate act. I also noticed that my mother had closed her eyes. Was she uncomfortable facing my possible gaze, or was she finding it comforting to have her son touch her skin?

	Looking at my mother 's face and the seductive figure behind her, my composure gradually broke down. I unconsciously pinched my mother's shoulder blade with a little force, but not as gently as before. " Ah ... it hurts ." My mother frowned slightly, but still closed her eyes, with a look of slight discomfort on her face.

	But that sound couldn't help but stir up my imagination. My lower body was swollen and ready to burst, and hearing it only made my blood boil. Then I realized I still had a chance to make my mother moan a few more times. So I quickly spoke up, trying to " stop " her from stopping me at any moment. " Eh ... it seems a little swollen and hard , " I continued my movements, as if to prove it to her. I deliberately pinched it again, as everyone knows, most people's shoulders are not very good at withstanding such single-point force, and pinching them easily hurts.

	　　" Sah ... not so hard ..." My mother's shoulders stiffened under my pinch, her lips parted slightly, letting out a cry of pain that nearly drove me crazy. So, I continued to " confuse " her with my words, " Mom, you feel pain here, right? " My hands continued to playfully pinch and squeeze, like I was giving her a massage.

	　　" Ah ... it hurts ... be gentler ..." Mother groaned again, and her upper body trembled slightly. Isn't that the look I've seen before in porn movies, the one that seems painful but is actually ecstatic? Of course, my mother really felt the pain at this moment, but that couldn't stop my associations.

	My mother 's moans became more and more " violent " , more and more like the sounds made during intercourse, which made my evil fire burn more and more fiercely. I had lost my mind, hadn't I? I no longer made any sound to cover it up, but just pinched her hard.

	　　" Ah ... you 're still going ... why are you pushing so hard ... didn't you listen to me ? " my mother moaned again, the sound becoming increasingly irritating to me. I didn't notice her expression, which then turned irritated. It didn't matter anymore. My lower body was already uncontrollable, and I thrust forward. Only this could calm my restlessness. Undoubtedly, my son's hard cock scraped against my mother's firm buttocks through her clothes. But something else suppressed my impulse. Otherwise, I would have been reckless, first removing her bra, then her lower body clothing. It would have been a matter of seconds, and she certainly wouldn't have been able to stop me. But even if I had, I wouldn't have been able to do what I wanted, so I suppressed it. My hands stopped their mischievous movements and naturally rested on my mother's shoulders.

	In fact , I just rubbed my mother's buttocks lightly and left quickly; but how could she not know what was going on? My mother opened her eyes, turned her head, and looked angry. I didn't know whether she was angry because I had hurt her with too much force or because of the frivolousness of my lower body.

	She said coldly , " Li Yuqing, are you looking for a fight? " I pretended to be stunned and said embarrassedly, " I'm sorry, I accidentally used a little too much force . "

	My mother looked back at the mirror, her eyes fixed on my face. Her gaze was as sharp as a torch, as if she saw through everything, and she said, " You know what I'm talking about ... you 're still not honest in your mind . "

	I feigned confusion again, " Ah ... what's that ?... haven't you seen how well I 've been doing lately ... both academically and at home are flourishing ?" My mother scoffed, " Oh ... really ? " She looked completely unconvinced . " What kind of flourishing at home? " she asked suspiciously . " Just helping you with the housework and helping you with work . "

	Originally, my mother wanted to make a fuss about that aspect, but was interrupted by my taking credit for it. She said with a look of disgust, " Huh ... what a great achievement . "

	I met my mother's gaze and said righteously, " Anyway, I will work hard and perform to your satisfaction both at school and at home . "

	My mother nodded slowly, " I hope you really do. " Then she took a deep breath, closed her eyes and opened them immediately. She put her fists to her mouth and looked at me with a strange look, then looked away, then lowered her head slightly, as if she was thinking about something specifically for me.

	Then, she did something that made me confused but also made my desire explode. I widened my eyes in disbelief.

	She simply removed the towel that was obscuring her view and casually tossed it on the shelf in front of her. Then, she placed her hands gently and naturally on it, leaning forward slightly, her alluring round buttocks protruding upward. That posture was like a scene from one of those classic erotic stories I've read: the heroine in the kitchen, leaning on the sink or stove, her upper body lowered, her buttocks raised, her long legs pressed together, exposing her most feminine figure as she helplessly indulges in sexual pleasure with her son on his 100th day. The everyday scene amplified this forbidden excitement.

	In an ordinary bathroom today, wouldn't my mother be in this position? I was stunned, a little stunned. Through the mirror, I saw bras in those days that didn't emphasize women's comfort, but only focused on wrapping, making my mother's breasts look round and full. In a trance, the entire mirror seemed to be this pair of alluring breasts, the exposed white breast flesh, like delicate jelly, ready to jiggle at any moment. With just the slightest movement, the purple bra seemed to suit the mature woman's temperament, with a rich and conspicuous flavor, which brought another shock to the little boy me.

	Perhaps , it’s not the color, but the fact that this bra is a little big, not small at all. This makes me realize that my mother is also a woman with a proud figure.

	My mother glanced at me through the mirror again. Even though she noticed my momentary surprise, she kept a blank expression on her face. She pretended to be natural and relaxed, and murmured in a low voice, " This thing is in the way. You're taking so long. Hurry up and help me take a closer look at it a few more times. That's enough ..." I responded mechanically , " Oh ... oh okay " , but my body and mind were trembling incomparably.

	　　My cock was so hard it was numb, and I even wanted to hold it down to ease the tension, but I was afraid it would be seen. There was so little distance between us, and every move was visible. There was no way, you might say, "Why are we still so hesitant after all?" Actually, when you're in that situation, you'll understand that we always waver between what we should do and what we shouldn't do. After all, we're still children.

	　　Now, I couldn't understand what my mother was thinking. Could it be that she felt she could return to a normal parent-child relationship and so stopped being so reserved? My mind was in a turmoil, but my desire was still burning. I saw my mother lower her head slightly, as if she had given up and allowed me to do whatever I wanted. But I knew that wouldn't be the case. I had to be more cautious.

	My mother 's lowered head seemed like a signal, and so my trembling hands once again reached for her shoulders. Without the towel in front of her, her body seemed even more naked, without the shadows, as if even her back had become smoother and more translucent. As my hand caressed her fair, smooth skin, she stiffened imperceptibly, and I remembered my initial throbbing sensation: she was in the second-floor bathroom, fresh from her sexual encounter with my father, washing up briefly, also in her bra. I happened to stumble upon her. Back then, I could still feign childish wonderment at her skin and figure. Now, that impulse returned. From the bottom of my heart, I praised her: " Mom, your skin seems even better than before. It seems not tilling the land is truly nourishing, even in the countryside. You're so used to saying you're old. "

	My mother looked up and gave me a blank look, and said unhappily, " I'm ashamed of what you said, I'm just an old country woman . "

	I said again , " It's even smoother than the skin of a teenage girl. " Hearing this, my mother spat, " You can exaggerate even more . " But she couldn't suppress the charming smile between her eyebrows. Yes, she is a woman after all, and it's hard not to be praised by a little boy. My mother's words were full of mature charm, which made my heart beat faster.

	In addition, I just recalled the unintentional intimacy of our first time in the bathroom, and especially thought about her gentle enjoyment under her father, or in front of him, and the female sexual tension she exuded, I felt a kind of morbid excitement.

	　　" Okay, stop talking nonsense. Let's take another look, " my mother said, suppressing her subtle emotions. "Take another look" really meant just touching and kneading, but it did sound strange to say it. But in my excitement, I'd lost myself a bit. My actions were no longer under my control. " Mom , " I said, one hand resting on her smooth, soft shoulders, the other tracing her jade-like back along her spine. " I'm really not kidding. Look, it's so smooth! No girl I know has such a nice back. " Of course, this was pure nonsense, but when it comes to compliments, there's nothing I can't say. I didn't notice the inappropriateness of my words.

	on her back. Instead , she said calmly, " Where did you go? My shoulder? " I had a strange feeling. My mother was nearly naked, her usually private parts exposed in a way that was no less tempting than if she were completely naked. She was unguarded, striking a seductive pose before her son. She knew he was harboring perverted thoughts, yet she managed to act natural and unconcerned. Unlike the embarrassment and shyness I'd imagined, this made me feel that my mother was quite open and forthright. She wasn't shy about provoking her son. I had this extreme thought: was my mother testing me, hinting at temptation, actively provoking me? Was she a coquettish person at heart? Her natural emotions, her alluring posture—wasn't that a contrast that intensified my excitement?

	But my mother immediately sensed something was amiss in my words. With a slightly narrowed eye, she asked, " Why, have you touched a lot of girls' backs? " I quickly denied it. " No, no, just for example, but it 's much better than other rural women's. You can tell by looking at their arms and necks . " My mother remained noncommittal, humming softly, " Hmph, it's normal for someone who doesn't have to plow the fields, " adding a touch of arrogance . I was so captivated by my mother's arrogance and superiority that I wanted to crush her by holding her down and conquering her body. Of course, that was just over the top fantasy.

	But I saw that my mother didn't object to my action very much, so I thought of an excuse to continue and said, " No, Mom, your back is still a little wet . " This was of course nonsense; I didn't care about her response and directly reached out to pick up the towel, grabbed a part, and rubbed it gently on my mother's back a few times.

	My mother closed her eyes and gave a neutral " hmm ," but I felt her waist almost twisting slightly. The strange thing was, even if I wiped off a few drops of water, how long would it take? But we seemed to have a tacit understanding and didn't break my rhythm. I absentmindedly brushed her up and down, my eyes filled with the allure of this mature woman's delicate body, which made me want to take a bite.

	I looked at my mother's expression, and she seemed to be enjoying it. My cock was hard and my whole body was trembling, because I couldn't express my evil thoughts through bolder actions. I heard that my mother couldn't help but rub her son's body up and down. I actually made that misleading humming sound again : "... Um ... a little to the side ... right ... ? Actually, my movements were completely random.

	The mother brought up the old story again , " How many women have you seen ?" The skin on my back ... just say it like that ... ah ... here ... good ... . My mother was scolding me, but her voice was becoming more and more satisfying and seductive, and I was almost consumed by lust. " Besides, the skin on my back is always covered by clothes, so maybe it's better than the skin on a girl's back that's exposed. Maybe this is the case ... um . "

	As I wiped gently, my mother's waist became more and more depressed, and her seductive round buttocks became more and more raised, becoming more and more round and full in my eyes. The concept of a butt bigger than the shoulders emerged in my mind, which was very exciting and made people realize that their mother was full of qualities that could arouse men's desire. In the little boy's mind, this kind of female charm was simply off the charts and he could not resist it at all.

	But no matter how you look at it, the current situation is unreasonable. The mother finally said, " Okay, you've been wiping for so long because I wanted you to look at your shoulders . "

	But I was already agitated by my mother's figure and the misleading noises. When one hand reached her shoulder, I couldn't help but rub and twist it deliberately. " Ah ..." My mother's body twisted restlessly and voluptuously a few times, as if trying to get rid of my hand. But the sound was infinitely charming. I felt like I had found a trigger, but I also had a premonition that I couldn't go any further and it would be over. I could only create this tantalizing reaction again and increased my strength. " Ah ... don't push harder ... it hurts !" My mother's shoulders tensed, and she moaned as if she couldn't bear it. She finally realized the misleading sound and quickly slapped my hand away, her face flushing rapidly. As for why she noticed, it was probably a glance. My expression clearly expressed my desire. My mother was experienced and should have seen something.

	She stood up straight, picked up a towel to cover her chest, turned around, and said to me with a gleam in her eyes, " Okay, get out. There's no point in calling you here , really . " There was still a hint of shame and anger on her face, but she couldn't let it out.

	I regained my composure and said calmly, with a hint of concern, " It shouldn't be a big deal. Just get some rest, I think . " Little did I know, my swollen vagina was already overflowing with prostate fluid. When my entire body appeared in the mirror, I didn't notice the lingering tent in my pants. I think my mother must have noticed; the small space was perfectly within her field of vision.

	But there was nothing to discuss, so I just let her figure it out. The strange bathroom behavior just passed.

	 

	 

	Chapter 46

	After leaving , I thought about my mother's behavior and I also recalled my own performance. This must be tacitly understood. Otherwise, I might as well stop pretending. I have been pretending to be a good child and a good student for a long time. I might as well show my evil fangs while my mother is still pleased and grateful.

	However, I have another guess , that this is a very subtle temptation from my mother.

	But the next day, when I was cooking for my mother before she got home from work , she glanced at me and said calmly, " Hmm ... stop having those random thoughts. You're such a sensible child . " This made me determined to continue to endure. The key is that there really isn't a suitable opportunity; it's something you can only encounter by chance.

	Everything is the same as before, the rhythm of loving mother and filial son.

	A few days later, my father came home, and the Chinese New Year was approaching. When I saw my father coming back, I naturally felt itchy. I could listen to or even peek at their sex life again, which was also an exciting thing. The physical and mental stimulation it gave me was no less than other bad things, because that was the moment when my mother showed her feminine charm.

	Maybe it was winter, they were quiet and seemed to have closed the door; plus it was freezing cold, I couldn't get close barefoot like I used to, so in the end I didn't get what I wanted.

	　　Gradually, the Spring Festival arrived. High school Spring Festival no longer brought me the same joy it once did, signaling a return to the dreaded campus life. And because I was without my classmates for the entire Spring Festival, I felt completely isolated. All the rituals and activities felt like tasks to be completed. The absurdly great thing about it all was that my different perspective on my mother had given me a sense of conviction that allowed me to move forward with a positive attitude.

	Did my mother think everything had died down? It wasn't until the Qingming Festival of the new year that there was a subtle turn for the better. All of this was based on my long-term outstanding academic performance and my efforts to help my family and my mother's work to the best of my ability (OK, that's a bit exaggerated; it was just the mischief of a little kid, but in my parents' eyes, it was certainly extraordinary).

	the Qingming Festival , a traditional ancestral memorial, my mother told my father she would be working overtime (actually, she had volunteered to do so; she was preparing for an inspection and was taking time off in lieu). Tomorrow, all the chores, including the grocery shopping and cooking, would be largely up to my father. In the past, my mother had handled everything, leaving my father and the rest of the family to simply pick up supplies and go to the tombs. Suddenly, my father felt a little uncomfortable. He felt he couldn't do anything, especially preparing meals for the entire family, which was a headache for him, and naturally, there was some resentment on both sides. But my mother ignored her and continued working overtime. Indeed, my father had no reason to object. Could it be that a grown man like him couldn't even handle such a small task? Did he have to rely on my mother for everything?

	　　Anyway, the next day, facing my father, who was utterly distraught and filled with resentment, I bore the brunt of his criticism, which in turn fueled my own resentment towards my mother. Furthermore, for the first time, I felt my mother's ability to withdraw from family life, which left me with an indescribable bitterness. After the tomb-sweeping ceremony that day, the relatives in the city returned home, as they did every year. My father, who happened to be working in the neighboring city, also returned that same day.

	When my mother came home from work and asked about the day, she found it a little funny when she heard about my father's hardships and the helplessness he felt compelled to do them. Then she teased me even more when she heard I was the one taking the blame. This only made me even more upset. Wasn't this just a sarcastic remark?

	But I didn't dare to have any opinions . Even if I felt evil and resentful in my heart, what else could I do? Naturally, I imagined my mother before going to bed without any scruples and masturbated twice. I won't describe my thoughts in detail.

	Unfortunately, my mother, who had gotten up to go to the bathroom, noticed it! I'm sure she didn't see it clearly, but she definitely noticed.

	　　My eyes, drained of energy, were shrunken, but I could sense my gaze meeting my mother's through the hazy mosquito netting. For a moment, the air froze, time stood still, a silent convection. I was certain that, like me, my mother's shock and anger had faded, and she continued to the bathroom. Perhaps they hadn't seen it clearly, but my action, the removal of my pants, was certainly known.

	My thoughts are also calm in the chaos. I have been following the rules for so long, will I break the rules?

	Not long after, I heard my mother returning home. Her figure disappeared from my sight, but I heard her faint voice, " I thought you had really learned well . " I didn't respond .

	The mother 's voice continued to be heard, " Be more restrained yourself , be careful not to hurt your body, I told you before " , with a hint of helplessness.

	I felt a surge of inexplicable resentment and discontent . Perhaps it was because I'd been unreasonably targeted and scolded by my father during the day, and I'd attributed it to my mother's indifference. Perhaps it was also because I'd mistakenly assumed that a mother shouldn't simply address adolescent issues with simple words; she should do more. As the person who loved me most, she should listen to my heart, understand my feelings, and be willing to do anything for them. Of course, doing something out of the ordinary was difficult to initiate, unacceptable, and could ruin our family and our future. But the prerequisite was that no one would find out.

	What could be more powerful than the privacy of a rural family? As long as you're willing to keep it secret, no one will pry into it. Just as I was daydreaming, I didn't expect my mother to be far away. We were having a strange conversation. She continued, " Li Yuqing, what are you thinking about? You 've been fine for the past six months, haven't you ? "

	I heard , I realized my mother actually tacitly accepted that I was thinking about her while I was enjoying myself. My good behavior over the past six months had meant I hadn't actively or outright expressed any illicit thoughts to her. As for that shower room incident, even if I had some agitation, it was inevitable. At least, it wasn't something I initiated.

	I took a deep breath, and my tone seemed a little difficult, " No ... I didn't think about anything ... I just can't control myself sometimes " , " This ... this age ... you should know this too . "

	　　" Oh ... really ? " my mother said slowly, as if lost in thought. Suddenly, her tone became interrogative. " I 'm asking, who are you thinking of ... which girl? Hmm? " Her tone became more urgent and sharp .

	Perhaps because they weren't facing each other, the conversation was more direct and less awkward. It felt like a mechanical discussion.

	For a moment, I was torn. Should I speak my mind, or, to preserve the positive impression I'd created, invent a young, teenage crush? Yes, as long as it didn't violate human ethics, any partner was legitimate and comforting, like the broken window effect. But I was afraid to get serious and completely close the cracks in the wall of taboo that had finally begun to form.

	Forget it, just deal with it first. I scratched my head and stammered, " Just, the girl sitting in front of me ... "

	I couldn’t see my mother ’s expression, couldn’t feel her emotions, and her words were still flat, “ We face each other every day … I hope you didn’t do anything to her … ”

	　　" Mom ... although I am sometimes very bold ... I know my limits , " I replied.

	　　" Oh ... you know your limits ... well, you won't do anything rash ," my mother said with a hint of disdain, a hint of sarcasm. Then, changing the subject, " Well ... you've been a good kid for quite a while ... your grades have improved and you've maintained them ... I also hope you take care of your health ... "

	I saw that this conversation was a meaningless and ineffective one. I wanted to change this feeling. With a trembling heart, I boldly shouted, " I've already said it. I'll be fine. " After a moment's hesitation, I continued, " But ... some things need to be vented ... If I suppress them for too long, I'm afraid the consequences will be even more irreversible . "

	Finally, in a tone that bordered on pleading, she said, " Mom, you know what I'm talking about . " For some reason, I could imagine her body trembling as she heard these words. " I'm your mother, and there are some rules you have to follow, " she said, her tone unforced. Then she added, " Pfft , pfft ... What am I telling you ... I'm so annoyed I have a son like you . "

	I was displeased when I heard this. " What a good son! He has good grades ... He can help me share my worries ... You should also pay more attention to him and pamper him ... That way he will be even better . " My mother spat, " You are also sharing my worries ," and " I'll be thankful that you don't cause me any strange troubles . "

	After hearing what my mother said, I suddenly felt that the world became a lot brighter. It was just a trouble, not serious at all, compared to something against the will of heaven; it was easy to resolve, and it made me see that the highest mountain is not difficult to climb.

	The mother continued, her tone somewhat elusive, " I raised you up and provided you with education. How can you spoil me more? You are such a grown-up and you are not shy at all . "

	I responded, " For example ... for example, solving his physical and mental confusion from the root . "

	Suddenly, the world seemed to pause as I spoke, almost to the point of hearing a pin drop. I nervously awaited my mother's response.

	After a long pause, my mother finally spoke, her tone and attitude unintelligible. " I can't help you with this. You'll have to figure it out on your own . " I deliberately misinterpreted her meaning and excitedly replied, " I know, Mother ... I know what to do . "

	My mother suddenly sighed, " Ah ... think about your female classmate ... maybe it's not a bad thing . " Then footsteps sounded, and there was no more sound from my mother . She must have gone back to sleep.

	In fact , my mother interrupted my self-entertainment. I hadn't ejaculated yet, but after talking to her, my hardness subsided because I couldn't see my mother's face.

	Not long after, I fell asleep in a daze .

	　　This Qingming holiday marked the first full day off for high school students in the new semester, so they generously granted me three days. I'd originally envisioned the warmer weather, the Qingming tomb-sweeping day, and my father's return, allowing me to witness and hear the drama I'd longed for . However, my father's return that same day dashed my hopes. For six months, I'd been playing it safe, hoping to revisit this forbidden path, to break it, and put my mother in a difficult position. Only if she spoke up and addressed the matter would I have a chance to intervene. But now, after so long, everything has become airtight, and I'm beginning to question whether my earlier assumptions were wrong. Instead, the broken barriers of taboo are slowly being healed.

	But there's no need to rush things . There's plenty of time, and there's always a chance. I consoled myself, saying there's no need to feel bad. I'd assumed nothing special would happen during this holiday. But the next night, my mother told me to do something strange.

	That evening, I was reading a popular history book when my mother suddenly arrived at my door. Her voice was a bit mysterious, " Li Yuqing, come to my room for a moment . " Without waiting for a response , she simply walked away. Perhaps she knew I would definitely come.

	It was a perfectly ordinary conversation. In the past, it would have been nothing more than a simple request to tell you something, perhaps even a lecture, or a favor. But now, things are different. Hearing these words, my heart begins to race, a warmth coursing through my body. It truly brings to mind a world of thoughts, a lonely mother throwing herself into the arms of her son, eating the forbidden fruit with him.

	But this project has never been built. Judging from the trajectory of the past few days, it is impossible. Forget it, I will find out when I go there.

	My mother sat on the edge of the bed, patted the side and shouted, " Come and sit down. " I swallowed and thought, no way, has my mother figured something out? Has she suddenly made such a big breakthrough? My wild thoughts are preventing me from moving forward.

	Seeing me hesitate, my mother tutted. " What are you standing there for ? I need your help ." Her eyes flickered, a tender motherly expression, a hint of cunning beneath her long lashes. So I went over and sat down.

	My mother leaned slightly to the side, then naturally twisted her neck. " My shoulders are still sore lately . Can you give me a massage? " she said. " Ah! " I was a little surprised. This was the real deal. As a non-professional, the massage scene seemed a bit forced. But it wasn't entirely so. After all, we've all experienced being coerced or bribed by our elders , and it 's not uncommon for them to just give us a random massage .

	But if you don't just press the shoulders, and gradually change positions, on a dark and windy night, a mature young woman and a hot-blooded young man, even if they are mother and son, once there is intimate touch, it is hard not to trigger human nature.

	The soft light was shining, and it was a peaceful moment of gentle embrace. The room was filled with a faint scent of lavender, and a scent that belonged only to my mother. However, my heart was not calm at all, and I felt a strong restlessness. The scene before me became charming. My mother sat on the edge of the bed, wearing a pair of light shorts, looking particularly homely and easy-going. Her plump buttocks were squeezed by herself, forming a clear separation from her upper body. Her upper body was She was wearing a thin white button-down nightgown with pink flowers and a lapel. But the light fabric could not hide her mature and charming figure. Her curves were still graceful, as if time had been particularly kind to her, leaving her with a deeper charm and style.

	I didn't know where to start. Oh, why didn't my mother say anything? There was such an ambiguous silence. After a long while, she turned her head and said, " Why, don't you know how to do it? If you don't know how to do it, forget it. Don't bother me . "

	I didn't say much, for fear that my mother would really give up, so I quickly stood up and put my hands on her shoulders. Of course I didn't know how to do it, because pressing the shoulders was just the same movements.

	More importantly, though , the lapel-collared top left a large, blank area below the neckline of my mother's dress. Combined with her ample bosom, I wondered if I could make out something from my high vantage point. Sure enough, the slightly open neckline of her pajamas revealed a sliver of delicate, fair skin, like a newly blossoming lily, pure and alluring. Her towering breasts lifted the garment like a small mountain, the faint glimpse of her cleavage even more alluring and deadly. This single glance distracted me from what I was doing. My mother couldn't sense my gaze, for I was already exerting force on her shoulders, and her attention was focused on the touch.

	As the massage deepened, I focused more on the sensations beneath my hands. My mother's shoulders gradually relaxed beneath my touch, and she let out a low, contented sigh. That sound, like a spring breeze caressing the surface of a lake, created delicate ripples, a tremor and a sense of release that stirred waves within me. I could feel her body softening and relaxing under my massage, a sense of relaxation and comfort emanating from within. " Hmm ... not bad ..." she whispered softly, a subtle hint of shyness and pleasure in her voice. Her shoulders sank slightly beneath my massage, as if all the weight and fatigue had been lifted. But as I stared at her towering breasts and lost myself in the alluring sound of her voice, my mind ablaze with lust, and I unconsciously paused my movements.

	My mother just turned her head and said nothing; but my thoughts were jumping very fast, and I blurted out as if I couldn't help it, " The clothes are in the way ... otherwise it would feel better . "

	My mother seemed to hesitate for a moment, but she remained silent and ignored me. As the saying goes, silence is tacit consent, and since she'd proactively asked me to massage her, knowing I 'd " been " transgressing , I couldn't help but misjudge. My hands involuntarily tugged at the corners of my shirt on each shoulder, as if to pull it off. In reality, it was a buttoned shirt, so my tugs were ineffective; it felt like a test, a hint.

	Unexpectedly, my mother was like a lion that had been awakened. She quickly grabbed my hands and threw them away, glaring at me and shouting, " What are you doing, Li Yuqing! Go back to sleep if you don't behave . "

	I quickly smiled, indicating it was an unintentional mistake. " No, I need to continue helping Mom relieve the pressure . " Then I resumed my normal work on her shoulders, keeping my gaze fixed on her chest. I noticed that the subtle slope visible through the slits of her buttons was even more captivating than peering down from her neck. Then, sniffing the clean scent of her hair, I breathed in waves of hot air, uncontrollably hitting my mother's head.

	It seemed that after what happened just now, my mother no longer felt the pleasure of me massaging her shoulders, or maybe she sensed something was wrong with me, so she shouted, " Sit down, massage your waist too . "

	　　Although the wonderful visual effect is gone , I am actually tired of massaging my shoulders like this, so it would be nice to change the place.

	As soon as my hand touched my mother's waist, she naturally flinched, as if she couldn't stand it. I didn't feel anything special, after all, it was through her clothes. She said, " It's the lumbar spine, not the waist ," and " There's flesh on both sides , how can you press it ?" Honestly , the voluptuousness was quite noticeable. After all, my mother isn't the skinny type, and she's a certain age. But this slightly fleshy waistline better fits my fantasy of an attractive mature woman.

	I followed my mother's instructions and placed my hands on her lumbar spine to fiddle with it. However, due to the way we were sitting, my mother seemed to be unable to bear the force. As I moved, her body was twisted and turned, as if she was being teased and manipulated. My strength had no effect on her body at all.

	A somewhat strange and eerie scene.

	　　" Forget it, that's boring, " my mother said, removing my hand. I thought she was ending this, and with a hint of reluctance, I saw her kneeling on the bed, her round, plump buttocks in shorts, so round and full it made me dizzy, suddenly exposed before my eyes. Then she slowly lowered herself down.

	I kept my eyes glued to her buttocks, unsure of what my mother meant. This posture left no defenses for the person behind her, tempting her to indulge in animalistic behavior. The fleshy buttocks, pressed tightly against her thin pants, seemed unobstructed in my view. I clenched my fists, suppressing the urge to touch it.

	As if she could sense my uneasiness and doubts , my mother, who was resting her head on her arms, turned her head and gave me a strange look with a smile on her face. Her eyes seemed to have spoken in advance. Then she seemed to see that I was distracted, but seemed to deliberately not point it out. Her face was calm. Of course, most of her face was covered by her arms, and only her eyes were deep and I couldn't see through them.

	　　Damn, this scene reminds me of that scene from "Nasty Dara," which I mentioned before. The more expressionless she looked at me, the more ambiguous and profound it felt to me. Because given the relationship between us, could my mother still look at me with a seductive expression and say something suggestive? Or perhaps, with a touch of bashfulness, she'd unnaturally instruct me on the next move? No, the truly moving part was silence, more powerful than words, a blank expression more vivid than a vivid expression. Because that magnified the taboo in their relationship, a tacit understanding, the inevitable manifestation of neither of us being able to directly face this scene or this behavior.

	I licked my lips, dry from my ragged breathing, and stammered, " Mom, now it's time ..." I sensed my mother was lost in thought, and after a moment, she lifted her head slightly, her mouth seemingly exposed, and said, " I 'll lie down so you can push harder . " She stared straight at me as she spoke, her gaze unwavering. These words, like a painless thump in my heart, were so deeply tempting.

	I don't know if my mother realized I was being inappropriate, but she turned back, her face downward, as if to say, "I understand, so please do as you please." So I adjusted my posture and moved a little closer to her, pressing precisely on her lumbar spine and beginning the massage as normal. This time, the pressure was firm, and after a while, my mother didn't respond at all. Frustrated, I felt my technique wasn't up to par, so I asked, " Mom, is the pressure not enough ? "

	My mother muttered, as if her mouth was blocked. " Hmm ... not really ... how should I put it ?" I continued my movements, but it was my fingers that were exerting force, and I felt a little tired. Seeing her " indifferent " expression, I began to get anxious, thinking of those massage scenes in movies .

	So I started using my elbows instead of my palms. They are harder and can exert greater force. They don't require full coordination like fingers , so it's easy for me.

	When I pressed down with my elbow and rubbed my mother's slightly stiff back, " Hmm ..." My mother groaned, and her back habitually escaped and I pressed down, but it was futile because the bed resisted. In this way, her buttocks were slightly lifted , and the roundness was more stimulating to my eyes. It made people want to slap her to relax. I supported myself on the bed with my other hand and moved it to the side of her buttocks and legs, but I still didn't dare to do it.

	After a while, my mother relaxed. Seeing the effect, I continued. She hummed softly, a sound filled with satisfaction and contentment. But I deliberately asked, " Does this hurt, Mom? I don't know if it's right. " In response , my mother hummed with a satisfied, " Hmm ... good ... my elbow feels good ..." I immediately understood.

	　　Seeing that it was getting better, the idea started to stir again, so I worked hard and casually said, " It would probably be more effective if there were no clothes blocking it . "

	My mother still turned a deaf ear. Feeling bored, I shifted my gaze to her hillock-like buttocks. The intense pleasure in my body seemed to cause them to jerk slightly, each thrust chipping away at the boy's sanity. But I had to find some excuse, so I proudly boasted about my achievements, how I had become the object of amazement and admiration in the eyes of the teacher and even the entire staff. Even more commendable, I wasn't the traditional nerd. At least in the eyes of the teacher, I wasn't completely absorbed in my studies, yet my grades were still dazzling. Nothing shines brighter than achieving the right level of achievement for a given age.

	Young students have their own charm, and I hope my mother can understand this.

	With the force of my elbow, the tone of my mother's voice naturally changed, but I could hear her relief and expectation, " Well ... I really didn't expect ..." , " Son, you really have changed a lot . "

	I stopped what I was doing, looked up at my mother's head, and asked, " Do you know why ? " Then I deliberately increased the speed of grinding.

	　　" Ah ... what is ... what is it ..." Mother's body and voice were trembling with pleasure. In this scene, any reaction of hers made me very excited.

	said it clearly , " Having hope and expectation makes people move forward . "

	My mother , probably unaware of the pitfalls I'd led into, casually continued, " Hmm ... What's your hope ? It's what's driving you so hard ..." She still buried her head in her arms, propped up on the pillow, and didn't meet my gaze or speak.

	　　The humming sounds of the mothers at the scene were very memorable. If others simply listened to them, it would be hard not to misunderstand that we were doing something inappropriate for children.

	　　Now it was my turn to hesitate, pondering how to respond. It seemed like the wrong time to speak my mind. I could only throw out, " You know ... "

	　　" Heh ... how would I know what you're thinking ?" The mother answered naturally at first, but after she said the word "thought", she seemed to think of something and her soft body paused.

	I looked around, thinking about the intimate communication that had broken all taboos in this room and on this bed. The atmosphere at this moment was so unusual. I took a deep breath, abandoned the so-called hope, and said boldly, " I've said it all , it proves that I haven't learned bad things, and I can still be a good student and a good son . "

	Then, I lowered my body a little, hoping to be closer to my mother so that she could hear and understand what I meant, and then I said, " Mom ... all my thoughts are thoughts that will make me a better person . "

	By this time , my mother's movements were no longer satisfying under my massage, and I could even sense a slight panic and confusion. She must have understood. But she felt guilty, mumbling irrelevant things, as if trying to avoid the unspoken topic. " Huh ... Are you using your grades to pick up girls? "

	Seeing my mother's stubbornness, I cast aside my reservations and said slowly, " I don't like those girls ... but ... if I suppress my feelings for too long, I might actually do something wrong . " This was essentially a threat, and I hoped she would make some compromise, both to reward her son's positive attitude and to prevent him from making a mistake.

	After a while, my mother finally replied, " Do n't mess around ... just do your job . " I don't know what she was thinking: was she telling me not to mess around with other people, or not to think about messing around with her?

	I pressed , " Mom , tell me, what's wrong with my behavior over the past six months? " My mother was speechless. I seemed invincible. After a long pause, she spoke, " Will you really be a good child ? " Her tone was filled with confusion, bewilderment, and struggle.

	Poisoned by the idea of incest , I had already become logically self-consistent in my desire . Even if I did something indecent, I always felt that as long as I stayed at home, didn't hurt others, and my only task at the current stage was to do well in my studies, I was certainly a good kid. Those thoughts and actions would only make me more and more motivated, and I wanted to make a name for myself.

	So, I firmly replied, " I promise I will always be, always strive for the best, and live up to my parents' expectations. " Damn, I even sounded ridiculous. My statement, more resolute than joining the Party, seemed completely out of place compared to my devious intentions.

	　　This whole thing is really making me rack my brain. It's a strange tug- of - war. Before Mom even opens her mouth, my thoughts are already stuck, even as the fire of evil burns ever more fiercely. Mom is quiet, suddenly unresponsive , letting my elbow " wreak havoc " on her back and lumbar spine . She looks like she's asleep .

	I was just about to go over to ask her about her condition and whether she was really asleep, but I saw my mother raise her head slightly and release herself from my arms. Then I heard her suddenly let out a long sigh, which seemed familiar and struck my soul. It also magically fueled my already burning desire.

	next was also unexpected. My mother slowly lifted herself up, kneeling on her calves. Then, she placed her hands in front of her, as if she was hesitating and struggling. I couldn't believe it. As her hands finished the small movement, she pinched a corner of her home clothes with both hands and pulled it, gradually revealing her shoulders, spine, and entire back. The soft and smooth flesh of the mature woman's body was also very attractive.

	What made me even more confused and excited was that the way she undressed was so lazy and natural, as if no one was around. If not, it would mean that she was compromising with her son who already had extramarital affairs, being defenseless and desperate, and this made me feel an unbearable impact of happiness.

	What was even worse was that while I was stunned, my mother said calmly, " Well ... isn't it said that it would be more comfortable without the blocking of clothes ? "

	At that age , a woman, at her most feminine , exposed her mature and graceful naked form to a young boy. The boy, caught up in puberty and the turmoil of his forbidden desire, was inevitably shocked, confused, and even seemed dazed. Beyond the slight tremors and ragged breathing, his physiological reactions were at their peak, his inner desires swelling beyond control. But as a naive and inexperienced person, how could I remain calm in the face of the body I longed for so long? Although I'd had some experience before, it had never been completely satisfying, and so every time I touched her now, and every time after, the sensation remained the same. This scene reminded me of many movies depicting incestuous relationships. This utterly lifelike scene, like a master stroke, vividly depicts the true reactions of a person of a particular age facing the taboos of their particular identity.

	Fortunately, it was Tomb-Sweeping Day, and in Guangdong, it was no different from summer. Then I realized something incredible: my mother's back was completely exposed to me, and surprisingly, there were no bra straps. This fact made my heart beat faster. Looking carefully, I saw a circular line appearing and disappearing under her armpits and slightly above her waist, proving that a woman's breasts must be large and full to reveal a little bit despite the obstruction of her back.

	I was really looking forward to my mother turning around and talking to me. No, I had an irresistible urge to turn her body over so that I could see her clearly again.

	But at this time, my mother had slowly lowered her body and returned to the prone sleeping position. Her smooth back could not prevent me from looking at her side. Under her body, the soft breast flesh was squeezed into a round cake, with most of it exposed. It seemed as if a small mountain peak pushed up her body, leaving a certain visual gap with the bed. Of course, this was a visual effect.

	I had no desire to massage her; I simply wanted to poke and prod at that breast with my fingers. Sitting on the edge of the bed, facing my mother's graceful figure, unreservedly exposed to me, I couldn't help but feel a surge of restlessness. She lay quietly on the bed, her back curves flowing and graceful, like a beautiful sculpture, impossible to look away from. Yet, as a teenager in the throes of adulthood, deep within me lay a perverse desire that was unacceptable to the world.

	But my mother said, " Hurry up, just a few more presses, it's almost time for bed . " At this time, I also consciously stopped using my elbows and used my hands again, so that I could feel the touch of my skin.

	At first, I didn't fully appreciate the feeling of my hands, my gaze drawn to the roundness of her breast, while inwardly I was trying to guess what my mother was thinking. I just randomly massaged her shoulder blades. This wasn't our first intimate contact, so I wasn't nervous or trembling, and my hands didn't freeze. Touching her back felt quite natural.

	　　" Hmm ... it's definitely different , " my mother 's satisfied feedback brought my thoughts back to my hands. Perhaps, how much I can " enjoy " it depends on whether my hands can work miracles. So, I work more seriously, carefully, gently, but without losing strength.

	I felt as if I had touched the world's softest secret. With a gentle touch, I could sense the softness and elasticity hidden beneath the years. My fingers slowly slid along both sides of her spine, feeling the texture and tension of her muscles. Each pressure felt like a silent dialogue with her body. Her skin seemed to come alive under my hands, gently undulating with my movements, revealing an indescribable rhythmic beauty.

	　　" Hmm ... comfortable ..." my mother murmured softly, a hint of subtle shyness and pleasure in her voice. Her shoulders sank slightly under my massage, as if all the burdens and fatigue had been lifted. Suddenly, I understood and took the opportunity to compliment her, " Mom, I didn't expect your skin to be so good. It feels as smooth as silk. "

	My mother , however, dismissed the idea, saying, " What's the point of having a good back? I don't care . " Every time my hands touched the sides of her spine , she'd shudder slightly, then quickly calm down. But I could feel her breathing quicken slightly, a mixture of shyness and enjoyment.

	the tiny yet passionate reaction of the mature mother's body, although it was not really sexual intercourse, it was exciting enough to make my blood boil, so much so that I began to " talk nonsense " without considering the consequences , with the excitement of a pervert, " Young girls can't compare to you . "

	My mother still seemed to be unimpressed by my sugar-coated tactics, and she said with a sigh, " I 've noticed that you always like to compare me with little girls. If you're not ashamed, I feel ashamed too. I'm obviously already old . "

	Unconsciously , my hands wandered to my mother's waist, where I massaged her most. It was probably the spot most prone to soreness. I massaged her gently, but seeing the deep, feminine groove running down there, I increased my pressure, pressing my thumb against her waistline. My mother's body trembled noticeably. " Ah ... hum ..." she uttered , a distinct moan, a blend of pain and relief, with a hint of pleasure and a hint of something that could be mistaken for coquettishness. I could feel the muscles in her waist soften under my massage, and her breathing became increasingly rapid. Hearing my mother's unbridled voice, my own breath quickened too. The sound had already made my erect cock leak with fluid, and I couldn't help but speak again. " Your age has its own charm. Younger girls can't compare ... and ... some adolescents are attracted to those of a more mature age . " I dared to say such words, driven by lust.

	A faint blush crept onto the side of my mother's face and behind her ears. I could even feel the burning heat just through my eyes. She seemed to have suppressed all her reactions, save for the unnatural breathing. I couldn't tell if it was because of her own, overtly unnatural moan or because of what I said.

	After a long moment, I noticed my mother's body relax again, her breathing steady, and the red behind her ears fading. She turned her head and looked at me, her eyes like a clear spring, a smile etched on her brows, her long eyelashes speaking. There was a hint of pride and a condescending air in her expression, as if she were looking down on a young man superior to her. That natural advantage only made my fantasies grow. It wasn't overtly revealing, nor was it completely lecherous, but rather a blend of a mother's charm and a woman's allure that attracted men. It wasn't normal, but when it was displayed on my mother's face, it still captivated me.

	My mother's lips moved slightly, her voice unusually soft, yet it spoke with a rebuff, " You ... it's better for you to think about the little girl . " Then she returned to her original position. Her words were truly stirring; I could almost hear a faint, unspoken giggle, a chuckle, a stirring of desire.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 47

	I seemed to have sensed that indescribable subtle change.

	      I couldn't believe it at first. How could my mother change so quickly? Nothing special had happened recently. My " transformation " was the only thing that was special . I felt my confidence soar, my future looked brighter, and my speech became more fluent.

	I sat a little forward , quietly and seriously kneading the area around my mother's shoulder blades. My hands were filled with the silky touch and the warmth of the human body. I asked, " Mom, even in terms of studying, I am a good child. I am not the kind of person who would learn bad things . "

	My mother's breathing was steady, and she made a " hmm ..." sound. I don't know if it was a reaction to the massage or an agreement with what I said.

	I continued to " press on , " " Right? Some things aren't as dire as you imagine. If handled properly, they can actually be my motivation . " Forgive me, my reserved nature from childhood often flares up. Even today, I mostly " communicate " with my mother in riddles about taboo territory.

	My mother immediately turned her head, gave me a blank glance, and returned to her folded arms. Her silence meant she didn't rebuke or refute me, but her glance suggested she understood. Now, I had to take action to find the answer.

	My thumb pressed against the groove of the spine, the center of her back , while my other fingers gently rubbed and caressed her sides. My hands gradually slid outward until all four fingers, excluding my thumb, touched the soft, squeezed flesh of her armpits. Of course, I didn't touch there recklessly, but pretended to be casual. But with her sensations focused on my fingers, how could she not notice? I wanted to ask her to turn over and massage her front. But what was there to massage?

	But my mother seemed accustomed to this and didn't stop. The scene took on a lewd quality, for as my fingers teased her, the meager expanse of exposed flesh shifted, pressed and squeezed until it deformed, only to return to its original, puffy form as my fingers moved away, revealing a pair of breasts as soft as waterbags. At times, softness was more in keeping with the demeanor of a respectable woman. It was hard not to imagine that in the next moment, my hands might reach down to the bed, grasping each of those large breasts and twisting them erotically.

	　　This time, I paid more attention to my technique and pressure, trying to make the contact more natural and comfortable. My mother's skin trembled slightly beneath my fingertips, and I could feel the fullness and elasticity of her breasts, a unique charm that only mothers possess. She didn't react strongly; that was natural. Just touching the side edge of a breast, how much could one feel? My masturbation wasn't particularly intense, but the visual aspect, and the thought of pushing past my mother's forbidden zone, still captivated me.

	But this kind of skirting of the rules wouldn't last forever. To keep my mother distracted, I had to continue. I scrutinized her waist closely, then lowered my gaze to her plump hips, clad in thin shorts, and her round, well-proportioned, slender thighs. This was the image of a mature woman that perfectly matched my sexual preferences. There were traces of age, a sense of homeliness, yet a contrasting sensuality, born of her natural talent. This was a body that was both mature and perfectly formed, as if a gentle shake of it could unleash a seductive feminine charm.

	My mouth felt dry from the burning desire, and I deliberately muttered, " Strange . " As expected, my mother asked, " What's wrong ?" So I said, " Mom, you actually have some flesh around your waist, but it doesn't look like the barrel waists other women have. It's actually quite thin . " " Nonsense, how could you not have some flesh at your age? " my mother said dismissively. No, she seemed to be really concerned with the first half of the sentence, even trying to make amends. Complimenting women is a must; I understand that basic rule.

	I continued, " No, I mean, it looks like a small waist ..." , and then I asked with a little excitement, " Mom, would you be proud of this waist at your age ? "

	I felt like my mother must have rolled her eyes at me. She said, a little speechlessly, " Why should I be proud? What's so good about being thin? It's boring . " She added, " Aren't all women like that ? "

	Up to this point, my mother completely ignored my touching of her chest. In fact, I always felt a sense of restraint. Maybe I felt that this time would not last long and I was worried about losing it. Gradually, I stopped focusing all my thoughts on my mother's chest. I had a kind of inner guidance to explore more taboo-breaking areas.

	　　" That's not true. You will look younger and more elegant ... I 'm serious . "

	　　" Okay, this is not a beauty pageant ... whether you are thin or thick ... I am still your mother ." I saw my mother 's cheeks slightly flushed, and she responded pretending to be indifferent, but there was already some joy hidden in her tone.

	I pretended to be enlightened and said, " I know what's going on . "

	My mother shook her head slightly, but she didn't turn around. However, I could see that she was curious about what I said. " What's going on? "

	I completely forgot what I was doing, my gaze fixed on the woman's round buttocks, clasped snugly against the soft, light fabric. I had no doubt it would jiggle at any moment. I mustered up the courage to say, " I thought your waist looked slimmer, but it turns out your buttocks are so fleshy ... and they're a bit more prominent ... So, by comparison, your waist looks thin ..." I didn't dare to say it was big, so I could only euphemistically say it was fleshy, not perky, just protruding, to mitigate the vulgarity of the male gaze.

	After pondering for a while, the mother scolded unnaturally, " What nonsense are you talking about ? "

	　　In a different context, I feigned regret, saying, " What a shame! You haven't given me more siblings at this age . " In rural areas, calling someone's butt big isn't actually embarrassing—after all, the saying goes, a big butt makes for good fertility. But if you say it's perky or round, it takes on a sexual connotation, but this objective fact also represents a woman's undeniable charm. I'll have to find another opportunity to bring this up, like a sexually conscious woman, and comment on my mother's behavior to see how she reacts. Of course, this feeling of treading the edge of taboo also excites me immensely.

	　　" I didn't give birth to you , and you'll die if you go through family planning, " the mother replied angrily.

	My attention was focused on my mother's sweet buttocks, which made me dazed. I had a strong desire that could only be relieved by further touch. So, my hand seemed to be out of control, and my fingers went down a little, almost holding half of my mother's breast. The soft touch filled my body, and my head was buzzing, as if a breakthrough signal had exploded.

	to the lazy posture and was too lazy to adjust. She just said in a gloomy tone, " Where did you press the button? "

	I had already been filled with lust, and I filtered out my mother's shame and anger. I used an obscene gesture to grab her breast, letting the breast flesh in my hand flow and drip.

	My mother stiffened, her anger tinged with disbelief. " You son of a bitch ... You 're still grabbing! " Friends , although I've touched, rubbed, and kissed these large breasts since I was a baby, and even recently, and I've even consciously or unconsciously observed their whiteness, firmness, and fullness when exposed to the air, not all actions in life are sustainable. Changing circumstances and mindset can lead to different reactions to the same action. So, it's not surprising that my relatively minor act of rubbing against them has provoked such intense anger from my mother.

	Just like if you and I happen to have sex with the goddess we have been thinking about for a long time by chance in the future , it does not mean that you can do whatever you want with her body from then on.

	My mother still didn't turn around or make a move. She simply said coldly, " Li Yuqing, come on, stop playing dumb . " I angrily withdrew my hands from her breasts and repositioned my shoulder blades. My heart was still pounding, and I absentmindedly massaged them.

	My mother seemed relieved, humphing, " Hmph, you said you've learned well . " But her tone made me feel a little regretful. I wondered if I could force it, would it lead to a compromise? At least it wouldn't be so decisive.

	I said timidly, " Mom, I really won't learn bad things. I thought you were my mother and would forgive me for everything . " Then I raised my voice again , " I ... really couldn't help it ... "

	　　" You have to bear it even if you can't help it ... Don't think that you can do something to your mother just by getting some good grades ..." The strange thing is that the mother said this in a very normal tone.

	I was getting anxious now. Could it be that the strategies I had used during this period had no effect in overcoming the taboo? I said bitterly and impatiently, " Mom, I've already told you, this really won't affect anything ... It wo n't affect my studies ... It won't affect my character ." " If I keep suppressing it ... then everything will be ruined ... It's better to guide than to block . "

	I am speaking from my own perspective without any user-centric thinking, because it depends on the object. Perhaps my problem is what the " user " my mother is most concerned about.

	The mother was a little stunned and said, " You ... don't rely on the fact that you have read so many books to come up with nonsense ... I am your mother, you should follow the rules . "

	I suddenly felt very sad and stammered, " How else do I need to perform ... to get what I want ? "

	　　After a long time, the mother's voice suddenly softened, " It's not a matter of your performance ... Have you thought about the consequences ... How can we have the face to live if people find out ? "

	　　" I know my limits ... no one will know , " I continued .

	　　" Heaven knows, earth knows, you know, I know ... there are clearly four things that know , " my mother said righteously. " But that's also hidden from outsiders ... I know ... You're just worried about my future and my character ... I 'll let you see it, it won't affect me. " Suddenly, I felt a surge of confidence.

	The mother first made a " tsk " sound, then let out a long breath, and it seemed that some of the messy emotions had also drifted away, and her mind settled down.

	She turned her head again , with a determined look in her eyes, thought for two seconds, narrowed her eyes and said, " Li Yuqing, can you explain what you are planning ... So you study hard, but help this and that in front of me ... Your motives are not pure ... "

	Of course I couldn't admit it and I denied it flatly, " That's not it ... I know that's my duty and what I should do . "

	The mother teased, " Do you really know your duty? "

	I felt like something was being pried open, so I responded boldly, " Of course ... I still understand my heart and nature ... Don't suppress it too hard . "

	My mother said softly, " Your opinion may not be entirely correct ... Mine may not be entirely correct either ..." With the last few words, her voice grew softer. Her eyes became like the stars on a foggy night, seemingly distant, hazy, and unfathomably beautiful. Finally, she mused, " Anyway, know when to stop . " Then, she rested her head on her arms.

	My hands began to tremble, which was a sign of excitement. It was also a natural reaction as if I couldn't believe that huge success was within my reach. Before I could exhale the breath I was holding, my mother's voice came again, " I have to say, you are quite smart . "

	How could I not hear the underlying meaning? My head was fuzzy with excitement. Was it working? Yet, it felt unreal. Looking at the plump, slightly ripe body before me, the scent of womanhood and forbiddenness intertwined, it felt like the most tempting fruit, about to fall off at any moment, urging the person behind me to take the initiative and pluck it. However unreal it felt, I felt I had to seize the opportunity, so I began to let loose with my words.

	I placed my hands on my mother 's bare back, caressing it more deliberately than massaging it, saying , " I get it ... Mom, you're a softie ..." This was a double entendre, and if you think about it in a more obscene way, saying it to a woman would be like a dirty joke, hard not to be misunderstood. It was also a good way to test my mother's attitude.

	The mother simply said, " I won't give in, no matter what you say , " with unquestionable strength, and her usual motherly attitude stood up again.

	But he still thought about the inappropriateness of this conversation, and slapped my forearm with a bit of shame and anger, and spat, " What are you talking about ? "

	I thought to myself, "Didn't you say that yourself?" But seeing this response, I felt more relieved, and my lust burned even more freely. Could I do whatever I wanted?

	So I tried to move forward as much as possible, lowering my head so that I could smell the shampoo on my mother's hair and the slightly warm feminine scent on her exposed skin. I asked cautiously, " Then ... Mom ... Can I ... "

	As if she could sense my intention, my mother replied a little unnaturally, " What are you thinking about ... just press it a few more times . "

	I naturally didn't think of it as a rejection, I just thought of it as embarrassment.

	So I observed her reaction while sliding my hands to the sides until I touched the two soft lumps in front of her. It was more real and concrete than doing it secretly, and it was just short of kneading them erotically. Of course, it was still on the outside.

	My mother remained motionless , and I was delighted . I gradually lowered my fingers , wanting to penetrate her completely. The softness in my palms gradually became thicker, and my mother's breathing became heavier. But just as I touched her two buds, she held my hands, stopping me.

	She said, somewhat panickedly , " You do n't have to press here . " This left me somewhat bewildered. I thought she had completely let go, or that as long as I persisted, I could still achieve my goal. But it was true, a woman's mind was truly difficult to guess and fully grasp. It was not something a young man like me could handle.

	What can I do ? The biggest reliance is that I am her son and the environment is convenient. Too many moments in daily life intensify the sexual desire of teenagers.

	I was surprised but did as she wished. My fingers stopped moving. I saw my mother lifting my hands and slowly taking them away from her private parts. Then she shook them away and said calmly, " Don't be disrespectful ... Just press the back . "

	　　I couldn't tell whether it was intentional or not, but my hands happened to land on my mother's buttocks. I could feel the trembling of her plump buttocks the moment they touched. After all, she wasn't sticking out her ass, or kneeling, or in any other position that would tighten her buttocks muscles. So, it must have been a soft, ripe, and perfect bottom, nothing to be desired. I was speechless.

	I grabbed it with just the right amount of force. It was soft yet tough, powerful, and had just the right amount of feminine fatness. It stimulated me to the point where I became increasingly dazed. When my cock reached its hardest point, I shamelessly asked, " Here ... here ... "

	　　" Ah ... no ... do n't move , " my mother said in panic, and moved my hand away again, pretending to be angry, " What's the use of pressing there ... Besides , can you touch that ? "

	For some reason, after hearing this, the man's problem came back, he felt sour and abnormally excited. Isn't this contradictory? It feels like this means that there are people who can touch him, but it's not me. Let me ask you, when a man hears the woman he has been thinking about day and night say such words, how can he not feel mixed emotions, as if he is not worthy, he will doubt himself, doubt that the other party does not love him enough, and doubt that he can never catch her heart. In addition, this object is his own mother, the boy becomes even more stubborn and secretly bitter, I am your son, what is it that you are not willing to let go and let me experience?

	However, although it is sour, a stronger desire to conquer will also be brewing, and the sense of satisfaction will be even stronger.

	But I still suppressed the violent feeling that was about to burst out, and said more boldly, " Mom, don't tell me, it will be sore here too, it can be big or small ... Besides , you asked me to press the back . "

	My mother shook her head, hesitantly, " Don't do that ... Anyway, no, I'm afraid you might do something inappropriate . " At this point, I still thought my mother was still being reserved, and that this was about the end of it.

	I leaned forward and said in a tone that was half begging and half reasoning, " I'm your son, what are you afraid of ... Just touch me with your hand and everything will be satisfied . "

	　　This behavior has become blurred. It was originally a loving mother and a filial son, but in reality, it was to satisfy some of my desires. But now that we've made contact, the boundaries are no longer important, but there must be a reason. You've been lying on your stomach from beginning to end, which is not an appropriate position at least in front of your son. What reason do I have to think you would resist everything?

	A little blush crept up behind my mother's ears again, but she didn't say anything, so I added fuel to the fire and said, " I still want to be a good child who studies hard and helps your mother with her daily worries ... Mom, you will support me ... "

	My mother couldn't help but turn around, giving me a complicated look, then turned back, still silent. Perhaps my son was too much for her. How could a rural woman, with such a strong understanding, deal with this rare phenomenon, historically and modernly, with no reference points, only inexplicable human ethics and traditions?

	　　At this moment, my mother grabbed the air-conditioning blanket next to her and casually draped it over her torso, saying, " Feeling a bit cooler ..." It was as if only her alluring buttocks were left for me, accentuating them even more, drawing the attention to them. Of course, they were still covered with clothing. Perhaps in her heart, not being completely naked was a bit more acceptable. Little did she know that this would only accentuate her female features.

	Then, suddenly, in a soft and somewhat embarrassed tone, my mother said, " Hmm ... just a little massage with your hands will do the trick ..." Her voice was soft, as if she was afraid someone might hear her , yet also afraid no one might hear her. This was a case of trying to cover up the truth. Massage, of course, involves using your hands. Her deliberate emphasis only distracted me. So, I wasn't surprised by how quickly my mother " adapted . "

	　　Now, my only remaining concern had dissipated, leaving only an endless turmoil within me. I suppressed my excitement and said calmly, " Of course ... I promise I'll just use my hands ..." I figured that even with my hands , I'd still broken the taboo, and the next step would be a piece of cake.

	Now that it was all over, I thought of the thing that had been causing my heart to race: the lower garments . I gave up my hesitation and found my hands at my mother's smooth waist. Admittedly, the upper body was somewhat obscured, but it actually accentuated the fullness of her lower body, its curves clearly defined. My fingers slid a little deeper into her waistband, including the edge of her panties, which were noticeably thinner than her shorts. The implication was clear: I was going to pull everything off , completely stripped.

	My mother's hand then reached around and grabbed one of mine, not using much force, but her intention was clear. I was also internally struggling with the tension between mother and son, and I let it flow. I withdrew my fingers from under her panties, placed them between her shorts and her underwear, and gripped the waistband of her shorts.

	My heart was pounding as I waited for my mother's " response . " She slowly let go of my hand, and for some reason, I couldn't explain the feeling of neither disappointment nor ecstasy.

	Mother pretended to be serious and said, " That's enough ... If you dare to take it off again, I'll be angry ! " , Mother's words brought me back to the line of desire. Well, let's seize the moment, even if there is still a small piece of cloth, there is a way to achieve the ultimate goal, in this posture, under the pretext of massage, what can she hide?

	I knew when to stop and slowly began to peel off her cotton shorts. I kept thinking this scene was extremely sensual, so I dragged out the process a bit. More and more of her white buttocks were exposed, dazzling and alluring. The sides of the covered butt crack were full and smooth, until the shorts got stuck at her thighs, where they were most pressed against the bed. Now I couldn't get them up or down. I tried to pull them down, but failed, and then I said, " Mom ... "

	Mother seemed reluctant, but still lifted her hips slightly, and I continued to pull down. She cooperated, making her hips stick out slightly. At the bottom, it seemed as if there was a thick mass wrapped and protected, attracting the onlookers to find out. When I completely pulled the shorts off my mother's feet, the process was completed. The magnified temptations disappeared in a flash and fell flat again. The underwear was small but the hips were full, as if to make the fabric as thin as a cicada's wing, as if one could see through it at a glance.

	My throat was dry. I knelt at my mother's right, mesmerized by the full moon before me. Two fires surged through my chest, one burrowing into my crotch and the other rising to my forehead. My face flushed crimson, and I instinctively reached out and placed my hand on the exposed side of my mother's buttocks. It was surprisingly moist, a thin layer of sweat coating the skin. It felt cool to the touch, temporarily calming my burning heart. My mother lay there quietly, my hand resting quietly on her buttocks. The whole world fell silent, a quiet enough silence for a rural night. I was at a loss for what to do next. The scene before me completely overwhelmed me.

	With my palms, half touching her exposed buttocks, the other half touching the area still covered by her underwear, I gently massaged her, but she remained unmoved. Again, I couldn't expect this to trigger a physical reaction. The cotton-like elasticity of her skin, I began to recall that rainy night, intent on connecting the sensations and touches, and also on continuing her reaction tonight. But how could such light kneading satisfy me? I began to play tricks, gradually pushing the fabric up her buttocks until more of her snow-white bottom was exposed. The round, delicate texture was even more alluring, and the warmth and smoothness I felt on my hands remained the same.

	　　Under this " pulling , " the shadow of the shallow ravine in the middle of my mother's buttocks loomed, and it was also luminous and soft, with even a few isolated hairs waving. On the other hand, I wanted to prolong this process and was not in a hurry. Perhaps I wanted to see my mother gradually " succumb " , and rushing too much might backfire.

	The psychological stimulation is enough. Now this scenery ignites my body and mind. The heat in my head is transmitted to my face. I realize that with just the slightest movement, I will see my mother's most private and shameful area. Just the imagination of looking at it makes my penis numb. Liquid oozes out of the glans without me applying any stimulation myself.

	But my mind started searching for " dirty words " . It's not that I have advanced sexual awareness , it's a talent that people have when they are at the peak of desire.

	 

	 

	Chapter 48

	My palms were kneading my mother's plump and elastic buttocks like dough , but she was still surprisingly quiet, even too deliberate. At this point, it was unclear whether the deadlock had been broken or not. It was obviously not a massage movement, nor was it the part that should be massaged. Wearing only underwear, she almost exposed her seductive and sexually suggestive parts in front of her son, which made her look even more indecent.

	Desire drove my hands, not only pushing the fabric into the buttocks, but also sliding it towards the connection between the buttocks and the hips. The obvious wrinkles of flesh at the connection also piqued my imagination, which declared the fullness of the buttocks, the plumpness and maturity of the lower body, and the clear distinction between the buttocks and legs. The signs of time were not offensive, but full of the charm of this age.

	Going down, the plump and soft mass that should have been hidden under my mother's body began to become more and more obvious as she lay down. My thumb finally brushed across the shallow shadow of the ravine. It was dry, but had a pink and tender feeling, like human skin covered with dry flour.

	　　At that moment, my mother reached back and grasped one of my wrists. Perhaps my finger was about to cross the line, and she felt compelled to do something. Then, turning back to me, she didn't react with anger or rebuke. For some reason, this reaction didn't surprise me. Her beautiful eyes held a hint of glare and resentment, and she pursed her lips slightly before speaking softly, yet teasingly, " Can you be more serious?" she teased. "Does this massage relieve the pain? If you don't know how, don't do it . " I was mesmerized — this was the allure and charm of a real woman, the seductive charm of a truly mature woman. Then, she gently placed my hand on the small of her back and said, " That's where you need to massage properly ." Then , turning her head back, she buried her face deep in her arms.

	Looking at my mother 's attitude, I suddenly stopped being impatient, because I felt that everything was under control, so I might as well have fun. The word " play " appeared in my mind, making me doubly excited. Play with women, play with buttocks, play with my own mother's buttocks, a series of vulgar concepts appeared in the mind of a high school student like me, a little shameful but also greedy.

	My thumbs rested squarely on the barely visible hollows of her waist, gradually increasing pressure. " Hmm ... yes, this really needs a good massage, " my mother said, a subtle hint of shyness and anticipation etched in her voice. It was just the skill of my fingers, but as the massage deepened, I gradually found the rhythm and strength. My hands seemed to come alive, slowly tracing over her waist and hips, sometimes light and feathery, sometimes deep and forceful. I could clearly feel her muscles relax and unwind, a comfort and pleasure emanating from within.

	　　" Ah ... so comfortable , " my mother's voice suddenly rang out, this time clearer and more content. Her body twisted gently beneath my hands, as if responding to my massage, or perhaps savoring this rare moment of intimacy. I could imagine the smile on her face.

	I took the opportunity to compliment her, " Mom, your hips are so beautiful—so full and well-shaped, you really don't look like someone your age. " My heart pounded as I said this. My mother seemed slightly startled, then a blush spread from the side of her face to the back of her ears. She gently patted the back of my hand in a rebuke.

	I think my mother has adapted to it, adapted to my hands working on her private buttocks, although I haven't worked on the more core areas in a big way yet. But what's the difference? A kind of horn has sounded, and it's almost time to move the battlefield.

	But I still want to say one more thing, " Really, you look good in suit pants ... "

	My mother finally replied, and said embarrassedly, " What's good about it ... I'm old and don't care about these things anymore . "

	I said again , " Really ... not that shriveled ... just the right amount of fullness ... really eye-catching when viewed from behind . "

	I don't know what my mother's expression was like, " Tsk, tsk, tsk ... You think everyone's like you ... always staring at people from behind . " She seemed to feel she shouldn't have called me out on my behavior, so she quickly stopped talking.

	　　" I'm just after my mom , " I blurt out, letting out a deep breath, as if I've exhausted all my courage. Perhaps at some point, I need to speak up, fight for something, and push forward. Of course, I'm always walking a fine line between being cautious and speaking without restraint. After all, everything is so special: my identity, my partner, my age.

	My mother clapped my hands again and said, " You dare to say anything. " I shouted in my heart, but in fact , I dare to do anything.

	I stared at the sweet buttocks in front of me and continued to do naughty things, one hand on each buttock, gradually as if to open the buttock groove. Some private taboos were gradually released. The underwear was squeezed under the middle, and the shadow of the groove was exposed more and more. My thumb also touched the pink feeling more and more times, but I would not stay there for too long for the time being.

	I didn't forget to sniff the air carefully. Actually, there was no smell, but I always hoped to smell something special, maybe because I had taken a shower. As for the so-called carnal smell of a mature woman, sometimes it was just my imagination.

	My mother 's breathing was heavy. I always took advantage of her moment to escape the central area. When this continued, she would say in a deep voice, " Li Yuqing, you'd better give me a proper massage . " When the thing you've been longing for appears before you, and you feel a certain degree of fulfillment, under the overwhelming impact of happiness and satisfaction, your sensory perception becomes a blur, a blur, with no priorities, only mechanical movements, until you reach the peak.

	I responded woodenly, " Oh ... Okay " , but I did it with a clenched fist with all the knuckles. At first, I pressed them on the buttock flesh next to me, so that it was easier to apply force. Then, I was caught off guard myself. The four raised knuckles scraped straight across the crack of my mother's buttocks from bottom to bottom, making contact with a fertile and soft mass through the clothes. I said seriously, " Is that so? " My mother's buttocks tightened and she let out a slightly panicked " ah " , and then said angrily, " Where are you touching ! "

	Right? From beginning to end , she didn't even try to stop this ridiculous parent-child interaction, which only emboldened me further. Suddenly, a thought struck me, and I said, " Mom ... you didn't want a massage in the first place , did you ?" She turned around , slapped my hand away, glared at me, and said, " What else ..." Seeing her attitude, I didn't rush to continue with my homework. I actually felt a little smug. I wanted to confirm my suspicions, so I said in a gentle voice, " Are you ... seeing how well I 've performed , so you're willing to give me a little indulgence ? "

	My mother blushed slightly and spat, " Bah, what are you thinking? I'm not that foolish . " Then, feigning seriousness, she said, " Can you be more serious ... If not, get out of here ... You'll never figure it out ..." But her eyes were slightly unnatural, a little evasive, and she immediately turned her head back. It was quite intriguing.

	I began to rub her buttocks with my fingers. I felt that this would make her feel more sensitive and numb. After a while, she had goose bumps all over her body. Then I said, " Be sure to do it seriously ... Be sure to press it well ... " , emphasizing the last word. At the same time, one finger went directly from rubbing the buttocks to the junction of the thighs, kneading the soft mass that it touched.

	　　" Hmm ..." my mother groaned softly. " You! " But I pulled my hand away again, the scolding on the tip of her tongue choking back. I glanced at the fabric. It wasn't as exaggerated as in novels, showing damp marks at the touch. It remained dry. But I had a strong premonition that something was about to come alive: a latent desire, an unconventional ambiguity, the conflicting psychological and physical sensations brought on by taboos.

	I pretended to be uncomfortable, and soothed her , " Mom ... relax ... we 're the closest mother and son, it's nothing . " Then I repeated my old trick, rubbing her with my fingertips, causing her body to tremble slightly with unease. Then, pretending to make a mistake, I scraped the soft spot twice with my index fingernail, almost as if tickling it.

	　　" Hmm ..." The mother wanted to lift her sweet buttocks slightly, but this time, there was only unbearable moaning, without any sign of stopping.

	I wondered if she had decided to indulge me, or if she had become addicted to my methods. Whatever it was, it was so exciting that it felt like my heart was being tugged at, and then my blood boiled and I felt restless.

	Then, I lowered my head even more, getting closer and closer to the charming buttocks. I felt a special scent rising, with a slightly moist vapor, warm and exciting. My mouth became more and more dry, and it seemed that only by touching the moisture with my whole face could it be relieved. Men are also wonderful creatures. They actually developed a " gluttonous desire " for the private parts of women. What I wanted most was to passionately kiss the elastic and white buttocks. Although this behavior did not bring any physical pleasure, it could bring psychological stimulation and pleasure.

	My hand continued to caress her buttocks, and I feigned, " Mom ... are you feeling any discomfort ?" My thumb pressed firmly against the plump bulge at the bottom of her sweet ass. " Hmm ... you're just pressing it randomly . " I knew why I said that. It was an unusual parent-child interaction, but we couldn't bring ourselves to address it. I could only gloss over it with words that didn't concern me. It was about my own behavior, but more importantly, it was about covering up my mother's confusion and shame.

	　　You can say anything, as long as it has nothing to do with the current situation.

	I asked again , " Mom ... what do you think about choosing arts or science in your second year of high school ?" But as I spoke, I stared at my mother's head as two fingers began to gently trace the fabric digging into the crack of her buttocks. When I felt a soft touch, she shuddered slightly, and her voice trembled as she said, " Science ... Ah ... What are you doing ..." But there was no anger in her voice.

	I feigned indifference , " Science is indeed better ... it's easier to get into a bachelor's degree ... it's easier to find a job in the future ..." She seemed to come to her senses , turned back and glared at me, then angrily slapped my hand and said resentfully, " Stop moving around, okay? Focus on the right spot . " I thought, maybe I should go a little deeper, that's where the core is.

	Those little tricks are still going on, the difference is that they have begun to outline her panties, and more of the beautiful and captivating shadows of the ravines and the soft private hair can be seen.

	　　For the time being, I couldn't go deeper and provoke her without restraint. My fingers kept touching that soft spot. " Hmm ... annoying , " she moaned, and her buttocks and thighs tensed and then relaxed. Her feet were still twisting and turning naturally on the bed.

	I watched my mother 's slight reaction, paused my movements, and took a deep breath, as if both of us were waiting for something. My mother's body seemed to soften, and she tilted her head back slightly, letting out a long sigh, a complex emotion that was hard to describe.

	The mother propped up her head on her arm and turned around, not wanting to pay attention to the quilt around her body, lest it fall off and expose her private parts. Although this was a bit of a cover-up, after all, her lower body didn't have many secrets, and that was the more crucial part. But this action reminded me of a certain taboo, and it also inadvertently magnified the charm of mature women in their unnatural state of mind. The gap between unattainable and within reach made the little boy, who had never tasted the forbidden fruit, very greedy and crazy.

	My mother pursed her lower lip, her expression shifting in countless ways. To me, it was a thousand shades of tenderness, a thousand shades of allure: anger, joy, sorrow, shyness ... The flutter of her eyelashes became a voice, a question, persuasion, and resignation. She spoke softly, " Can you keep up these grades ... No , be a good child . "

	I said nothing, only nodded emphatically . My mother's eyes were half-lidded, her expression unremarkable. She also relaxed her lips, her voice soft and sullen, " Actually , I'm quite relieved . " As if by habit, she pulled back the quilt, which hung limply from her body, and added, " But ... you have to learn to be tactful . "

	At this point, I can conclude that this so-called massage was pressing my mother's body and soothing my restless heart.

	My mother slept on her stomach again, her head on her side, no longer buried in her arms like an ostrich. This allowed her to easily expand her field of vision if necessary. What caught my eye even more was that she lifted the quilt. The soft silk flowed smoothly across her back, revealing the smooth, flawless texture of this mature body. The edge of the quilt slid down from the ridge of her buttocks and settled against the concave lumbar spine. Her upper and lower body were clearly defined yet strangely connected, and her plump, round buttocks were now even more prominent, turning my restless thoughts into action.

	My heart was pounding, and I was swallowing dryly, suddenly dazed. But a pain on the back of my hand brought me back to the present moment. For some reason, my mother's body felt softer now than before. Although I hadn't touched her yet, perhaps inside, she hadn't felt any resistance. She had just scratched the back of my hand hard.

	We tacitly agreed to remain silent. Our heavy breathing rose and fell like a relay race. I closed my eyes slightly, almost hearing my mother's heartbeat fade from its powerful " thump, thump , thump " to a gentler throb. With the softness of my body, I reconnected with the quiet, yet slightly eerie, ambiguous atmosphere of the moment. The ticking of the old-fashioned living room clock grew clearer, and the space was re-placed with an inverted hourglass, as if heralding the entry of something into a new phase, but with boundaries, not yet the point of unbridled freedom. Along with all things, I waited for the signal.

	It felt like an eternity, but perhaps less than half a minute, before my mother's calm, dry voice finally reached me, rolling through my head like a marble. " Are you still going or not ..." The words made it hard to breathe, but that was the result of the excitement and the blood rushing to my brain. My head felt like it was buzzing, nearly knocking me unconscious. A swelling spread through my lower body and abdomen, and I felt like I would collapse at any moment.

	Just as I was digesting the stimulation , I saw the cotton material covering the thick, soft, bulging flesh of my mother's lower body, slightly soaked with water, revealing a coin-sized flower bud pattern. Uncolored, yet more vibrant than anything else in the world, it was like a rubbing that deeply imprinted itself on my eyes. The fabric, soaked in dye, seemed thinner and more transparent, and I could feel the suppleness of my mother's body and the heat that threatened to burst from her body, from between her legs, to devour anyone.

	I reached out and placed my hand on my mother's bare buttocks. The only sounds in the room were our heavy breathing and the occasional chirping of insects outside the window. My mother seemed to be trembling slightly. I felt like everything was going according to my plan, so I slid my hands down her legs, grasping the backs of her thighs and gently pushing upwards.

	　　" Hmm ..." My mother let out a pleasant sound. I watched my own still white and tender little hands, or rather, hands that clearly belonged to a young boy, moving up along her round, firm legs. The age difference revealed in their bodies gave me a strong sense of conquest. The woman under my control, her experience, her usual sternness and arrogance, her mature and voluptuous body, now being controlled by a little boy, felt awkward yet strangely exciting.

	My mother 's legs couldn't be described as well-maintained; rural women wouldn't have such awareness. It was simply the result of years of hard work, though perhaps even more of a natural gift. Such a thing wasn't uncommon in the vast world. Though nearly forty, her muscles weren't at all flabby; on the contrary, they were incredibly elastic, velvety and sensual to the touch, easily arousing male desire. As my hands returned to her hips, my gaze fixed on the bulge between her legs, a greedy, fiery gaze, as if I wanted to see the flower formed by the water stains expand and overflow. From this angle, the well-developed pelvis of a mature woman perfectly supported two sturdy mounds. Under the light, her legs, like pillars of jade, pressed together, defiantly, a defensive stance that drew out a beautiful curve, squeezing the plump area between her legs into a perfect peach shape.

	　　This voluptuousness, unattainable by young women, is a hallmark of mature women. This voluptuousness proudly displays a woman's fertility, like fertile soil, tapping into a man's reproductive instinct. The very concept I was conjuring up at that moment intensified my arousal. It represented the identity of a wife and mother, reigniting my own fantasy of overlapping myself with my father's image, slowly taking over, and enjoying rights that were not mine: the allure of the woman before me, her charm and her intimate moments. The thought of breaking taboos—no, enjoying them—intensified the thrill of being caught up in them.

	　　" Li Yuqing , " did my mother call me? I'm not sure, because under the influence of desire, many of my senses are blurred. I can't hear her tone and emotion deeply, so I suspect I'm hallucinating.

	　　Finally, half of my mother's buttocks, heated from my grip, no longer soothed my restless heart. Instead, the soft, greasy touch spurred me on, a quest for more, a quest to claim that rich, fertile ground. I slowly reached out, wanting to complete the move I'd always wanted, my fingers once again slipping into the waistband of her panties. But immediately, she tilted her head to look at me, her eyes blinking, her gaze gleaming. " No! Press properly ! " Even as she said this, a different kind of red crept into her face, spreading to her ears and spreading across her neck.

	It was just a self-deception, a way of preserving a modicum of dignity. After all , her tone didn't convey much resistance, so I pretended to continue. But my mother grabbed my hand and pulled it away, saying, " Don't ignore my words . " Yes, in my usual fantasies, I'd definitely act recklessly and forcefully in such a situation, but in the moment, my usually gentle nature made me inexplicably submissive. Most importantly, the remaining fabric wasn't a barrier at all, so I wasn't panicking at all.

	I moved my hand downward, while the other rested on her waist. I needed support, so I might as well use my mother's body. After all, she was sitting down, so she didn't feel much weight. My palms pressed against her, pressing and kneading her. Her exposed buttocks felt like jelly, trembling with her breathing, making me want to pat them. Then I moved my hand down to the cleft of her buttocks, slowly pushing the fabric aside. It was invisible, but there was a trace. The plump, tender flesh bulged like a young abalone opening to breathe, opening and closing slightly, gradually peeking out. The undulating soft flesh seemed to " bite " my fingers from time to time. " Ah ... don't ... don't touch me ..." My mother 's delicate voice, coupled with the softness of my fingers, made my heart tremble. At some point, my mother buried her face in her arms. Although she tried hard to remain calm, only the slight tremor of her buttocks showed that she was not completely indifferent or silent.

	When my fingers were " bitten " by the soft flesh , my mother let out a panicked and unbearable " ah ..." , a vivid example of lewd pulling. The occasional knocks on the gate gave me a special pleasure. Although my own penis was not actually stimulated, the fat and soft flesh touched by my fingers gradually became slippery. I thought that deep down, where I couldn't see, it must be muddy, because the edge of the crotch of her underwear was stained with traces of moisture. This change still made my lower body feel numb and extremely pleasurable, which was the proper reaction to tasting the tender flesh.

	But with lust racing through my head, I suddenly regained control and poked my fingernail in. " Ah ... it hurts !" My mother's hips tightened, and she immediately turned around and glared at me. But her expression wasn't filled with anger, rather a hint of reproach, with a subtle hint of resentment. " Be careful, you 're so rude !" What she didn't notice was that even though we hadn't directly foreshadowed or pushed forward, in this " invisible tug-of-war " we were engaged in , she seemed to have tacitly acknowledged something. For example, her current rebuke wasn't meant to stop my shameless, frivolous behavior, my touching her private parts, but simply to warn me to be more careful. She had unwittingly fallen into a trap.

	It's very strange that this is what I wanted, but facing the feminine temptation displayed by my mother at this moment, I actually felt crazy and violent, as if I was blaming my mother in my heart for being so unrestrained, but my body was honest and my mentality was crazy.

	kneaded my mother's buttocks with even more force and lewdness than before. " Hmm ..." This time , she didn't pretend to stop. Sex was intense, blood boiling, and I felt a surge of agitation. My thumb slid along her buttocks, wedging itself into the fabric between them. " Hmm ..." Her moan was sharper, yet it pierced my heart even more. I couldn't help but rub the soft, tender flesh a little, until my fingers finally felt a distinctly wet and sticky sensation. " Ahh ... Li Yuqing ... you 're going too far ..." She cried out again , her buttocks and legs trembling with my kneading. At her age, so experienced and aware of the taboos of human relations, it was inevitable that she wouldn't be a little sensitive.

	My frenzy instantly intensified, pushing all my fingers inside. " Ah ... bastard ... you 're still coming in !" My mother screamed in shame and indignation, her words perfectly capturing my imagination. "In?" Not really in yet. Suddenly, a wave of heat surged through my mind as I felt a vast, wet, sticky mass. "Sensitive and juicy!" Such obscene words popped into my mind. It was as if my fingers had awakened something dormant. The tender flesh seemed to stir beneath my fingers.

	　　" Ah ... do n't ... don't press like this ..." The mother uttered the words weakly, and turned her hand over, but only placed it on her buttocks, like a guard, ready to stop the prisoner from doing any further dangerous behavior at any time.

	The hot and fishy smell began to clearly penetrate into my nose, continuing to stimulate my body and mind, and the soft flesh that my fingers " controlled " finally became like a living thing. I gently pressed and fiddled with it a few times, and the soft flesh contracted, and a more intense and wet heat emerged. " Hmm ... Stop it, Li Yuqing ..." Despite the violent reaction below , my mother suppressed her groan, but it further proved the intensity of her feelings.

	It was already getting good. My mother's breathing was gradually increasing under my one-handed assault, and she would occasionally let out an uncontrollable moan, a low sound accompanied by heavy panting. My cock, already erect, was already standing tall. Although this soft and tender feeling wasn't new to me, it was still intoxicating and filled with desire. It was like a once-in-a-lifetime beauty, crushing my young heart. In that moment, I felt I could do anything for it. A moment of pleasure was enough.

	I felt a burning breath spraying against my fingers, and a gentle suction. My fingers arched like piano music, sinking deeper into the slippery flesh. " Hiss ... Ahhh ... Gently! " my mother moaned, and then a familiar hand blocked my rough digging. My mind was hazy, and I could only cry out " Mom ... Mom ." With my path blocked, I didn't know whether to confront the defenders head-on or call it a day. A fierce internal conflict raged. I didn't move.

	My mother seemed to realize that asking me to be gentler was inappropriate, and that she was probably trying to get me to stop and get away from her sensitive areas . " Mmm ... you bastard, stop moving . " But I wasn't actually moving anymore. What was eye-popping was that her buttocks gave a slight upward thrust, not only making her round bottom even more prominent but also causing the succulent flesh beneath her crotch to press against my fingers. " Ah ... Li Yuqing, are you asking for a beating ?" my mother chided me, her movements continuing gently. I felt the smoothness beneath my fingers grow thicker and thicker, like liquid egg. " Hmm , " my mother moaned, trembling, and her slightly raised buttocks seemed to fall heavily, sending a wave of movement down her back. The scene was shocking, but for me at the time, the stimulation was enough to cloud my consciousness again, rendering me unable to think.

	After observing my mother's overall reaction, I focused my attention back on her buttocks. My mischief had pushed the left side of her panties completely up to her butt crack, revealing the round, plump side of her buttocks. It was bulging like a large white dumpling, and the flesh was white and tender, like a peeled egg. The flesh was plump yet succulent, and yet it was full and toned. Any more and it would be too fat, any less and it would be too thin. The exquisite, full beauty was so flawless, so captivating, it made one want to both kneel in submission and conquer. My right hand lifted a little of her crotch, and a bright red rose-filled rose petal caught my eye, stimulating my eyes. The small, varying sizes of fleshy lips pressed together. I felt it was the most complex structure, too complex to digest. Purple-brown, pink, and a non-offensive black. This was the most intimate area of my mother, the one I longed for day and night. No matter how many times I glimpsed it, my heart surged, not to mention the fact that it was already stained with the wetness that signaled desire!

	So, I looked at all my fingertips and fiddled with this fertile piece of flesh twice, feeling plump. " Ah ... Li Yuqing " , she cried weakly, not with anger, which made my heart tremble. I squinted my eyes and looked at my mother's fat and plump buttocks. That beautiful and plump mound of flesh suddenly trembled, then contracted tightly together, and loosened again. The wave of flesh on the buttocks swayed slightly like a piece of soft white tofu.

	I swallowed my saliva, my head getting closer and closer to the place of my dream. It seemed that the hot breath even hit my mother's buttocks and splashed onto the already hot slit of flesh.

	As if frightened by her own reaction, my mother hastily and with difficulty turned her head away, bitter and embarrassed, and sternly barked, " Tsk ... you 're still looking! " She frantically raised a hand, trying to control my head, trying to block my eyes, but to no avail, her head tilted back. " You still have the nerve ... um ... stop looking ... ahhh ... hum ..." Unable to stop me , she let out an electric, sultry hum, like a seductive melody rising from low to high, finally reaching her desired release, the high notes striking my heart. And in her private area, her delicate, engorged labia were as rosy as petals after rain, trembling slightly with her breathing, revealing the pale pink flesh of her vagina.

	　　Then, my mother's round and soft buttocks shook several times in succession, and the waves of her buttocks trembled, and the water stains on her panties spread. My fingers felt more wet and sticky than ever before. I could imagine the wet look of my mother's mature vagina at this moment. I couldn't help it anymore, and I used one hand to hold my cock tightly in my pants and rubbed it. Then I heard my mother sigh softly: Alas ...

	I began to savor a kind of psychological stimulation, first of all, a huge sense of accomplishment and pride, a mother had a physiological reaction in the hands of her son; a mature, experienced woman responded to the strategy of a little boy; a good wife and mother who was usually strong but a little tender, arrogant but caring about the family, and efficient in doing things showed her hidden charming side, showing the most obvious temptation to males. These contrasts, these incongruities, almost made me paralyzed. I felt that my small body and small mind could not bear it, but I was definitely hungry for it.

	It seemed to take me a moment to absorb the shock.

	　　A thin waist and plump hips, a soft crotch, and a fishy smell. This scene made me dizzy with restless desire, and then it brewed into impulse. I couldn't help but continue to scratch my extremely hard cock, and my nose was twitching, my eyeballs were hot, and my face was burning. Logically, I should have picked up my gun and mounted my horse regardless of anything. In fact, I could only respond to the huge impact on my heart by pressing my whole head forward, because there are more senses above, such as eyes, ears, mouth and nose.

	But when I looked up at my mother's head, I found myself meeting her slowly blinking, watery eyes. How long had she stared at me? Had she taken in every expression on my face, that look consumed by lust? She stared at me, gazing at the intimate area beneath my own mother's crotch. I stared at my mother, a bit bewildered, speechless for a moment. For a moment, her deep, cold eyes filled with melancholy, like a clear lake shrouded in a layer of mournful mist, an irresistible look of helplessness. When the mist dissipated, a blush crept across her face, her tousled hair clinging to her cheeks. She was full of charm, but then a hint of anger and embarrassment rose, and with a hint of mockery, she frowned and said, " How long are you going to stare ... "

	　　" Ah ... I ..." As if by instinct , I pulled my evil hand away and reapplied the cloth over her exposed slit. But at the last moment, I somehow managed a teasing motion. " Hiss ... Ah ... Gently , " my mother murmured, her eyes narrowed and her brow furrowed. Her breath was like a sweet orchid, and she muttered. Oh my god, I felt like she was startled. Then, like a bright light in the dark room, my consciousness illuminated the dark room. She truly didn't offer the slightest sign of resistance.

	　　Unable to bear it any longer, I took my hand, still stained with my mother's sticky fluid, and hooked it over the edge of her panties again. To my surprise, she was still conscious and aware of the situation. She sternly demanded, " What are you trying to do? " and reached out to block my hand from her panties. Perhaps it was the result of watching too many pornographic movies and erotica that had awakened my innate talent. I grabbed my mother's outstretched hand. The violent anger stirred within me by her coquettish appearance made me act unexpectedly. " Pa! " A crisp sound, particularly piercing in the quiet night, and I slapped her butt. This was like the straw that broke the camel's back. My mother and I were stunned. Then she fell back to her original position. At first, she let out a muffled groan that resonated deeply in me. She uttered a muffled, shame-filled scolding, " Uh-huh ... Li Yuqing! You've rebelled! I'm your mother ! "

	My mother's calves were kicking backwards weakly. I didn't know whether she wanted to kick me or if it was an unintentional reaction. I vaguely felt that some moment was coming and I should continue to add fuel to the fire, so I reached out and used four fingers to scrape the soft mound of flesh back and forth through the fabric of her panties. " Hmm ..." My mother let out a muffled groan, which was not fully released and then stopped abruptly as if her breath was strangled. Seeing this scene, I felt a little panicked and excited, as if I had poked the sky and caused a disaster. In a panic, an even more bizarre scene appeared. I saw that the thin cloth between my mother's buttocks was also shrinking back and forth, and then suddenly a pool of fat water seeped out. The crotch was completely wet, and it flowed down her thighs and hung on the inside of her legs.

	　　This scene prompted me to act frantically. I leaned down suddenly, and my tongue licked the skin of my mother's buttocks that was not covered by the cloth on the side of her panties. I immediately felt its moistness and smoothness. My mother was stimulated by me, and she just made a gentle " hmm ..." sound, tilted her head to the right , and put one hand on my head.

	I grasped my mother's soft, smooth buttocks with both hands , feeling the soft warmth in my palms. Spreading my fingers, I pressed against the perfectly rounded mound of her hips. My hands gently caressed the smooth, plump surface, caressing it like a beloved child. " Ah ... you ... you 're a pervert, Li Yuqing ," she cried, but her hands didn't apply pressure, simply resting on my head. I leisurely savored this rare, mature woman's buttocks, my warm tongue tracing the edge of her panties, licking and kissing her smooth buttocks. I sensed what my mother had been through. It was as if all her strength had been drained from her, temporarily unable to stop my absurd behavior.

	　　The woman who gave birth to me and raised me, her tender buttocks were as delicious as I expected. The smooth surface of her buttocks was covered with a layer of refreshing sweat, which might have seeped out after a long period of tossing and turning, with a slightly salty taste, but I didn't dislike it. Instead, I felt it was real and vivid, mixed with the woman's scent released from the bottom of her buttocks, which made it even more intoxicating, as if I had licked a bowl of steamed egg, smooth, tender and fragrant.

	It was obvious that I was using the part of my tongue that I used for eating to lick those shameful parts of my mother's body that were close to the mouth for excretion, but I felt that I was desecrating a person who had always been high and mighty. It was as if I was crushing the authority of her status and feeling that the weak had defeated the strong. A special sense of accomplishment grew in my heart, making me doubly excited.

	After licking it for a bit, he raised his head again, examining the irresistible roundness of the little boy. His mother tilted her head to the side, as if responding to me with her peripheral vision and the back of her head. She bent her legs, raised them, and then lowered them, seeming quite comfortable and at ease with the movement. At the same time, she said with a hint of disdain, " How dare you do such a thing ? " This gesture struck me as a young woman who wasn't reserved in front of him, but she was my mother. The intense femininity of this contrast made my mouth dry, and I immediately sucked on that fleshy bottom again. " Ah ... what are you doing ..." she muttered, her legs bending and lowering again.

	Then I couldn't help but close my eyes, as if that would allow me to feel more deeply, but my hands couldn't stop. I used both hands to grasp my mother's buttocks, pinching half a petal in each hand, pushing and pulling them left and right. I felt the entire panty sink into her anus and cover her vulva. I opened my eyes and saw the hair on her anus, the pubic mound bulging from the pull of the panties. Mother clenched her fists, saying nothing. Then, only the sound of her deep breathing filled the air. She arched her beautiful back, resting her head on the pillow and her arms. She trembled, her nose whimpering.

	My passion was white-hot . Quick and decisive, I hooked my hand around the crotch edge of my mother's panties, already clammy, and tugged them to the right, like peeling back a curtain covering a treasure. The scent, the odor, the warmth, wafted into the air. The unique structure, the colors brimming with sexual tension, finally revealed themselves before me, naked and bright, clearer and brighter than ever before. Dark red, dark purple, and brown? These dark colors, yet they made my head spin without a trace of discomfort.

	mother just patted my head gently.

	Beneath her ample hips, between her round legs, lay a scene distinct from the surroundings. Amidst the whiteness, a slightly raised, light brown mound of flesh rose, covered in a blanket of jet-black, shiny hair. Wet by the water, it gathered in the center, its glistening wetness drawing my gaze in its direction.

	center of the mound of flesh lies a narrow valley of life. Two pairs of fleshy wings, one large and one small, faithfully guard the central path of descent. They tremble gently with my mother's breathing, faintly revealing the pink entrance behind. The two fleshy lips before my eyes are glossy, turning from dark red to bright red. They slowly rise and open to the sides, like a butterfly emerging from its cocoon, slowly spreading its wings. The small opening below opens slightly into a small hole, and within it, water swirls and oozes, creating a beautiful picture of butterflies playing with spring water. This is my mother's vagina, as beautiful as a rainbow in the sky. It is my hometown and my home.

	　　This was my mother's most private part. This clear sight nearly brought me to tears. I'd dreamed of it day and night, and now I finally had a glimpse of it. This was the fertile spot that would drive any man wild. It wasn't just my father's territory, but a morally forbidden zone that I could never tread. This alluring beauty of my mother's was never meant for me, her son, to see, yet now I saw every detail clearly.

	My frenzied , searing breath constantly met the heat emanating from my mother's private parts, bouncing off her plump, delicate flesh, causing her to tremble with sensitivity, though she was clearly restraining any exaggerated reactions or words. Then, an even more shocking scene unfolded: the fleshy lips beneath my mother's crotch squeezed and squeezed, wriggling and spitting out a slimy liquid like egg white from its tender depths. The sensation of this reaction was like that of a living creature, prey, being targeted by a hunter, tense and terrified, unable to escape, like my intense gaze and scorching breath. The impact of this scene froze me, my heart surging with emotion to such an extreme that I couldn't quite articulate the feeling.

	　　" Hmm ... stop looking ... how can you look at Mom there ?" , my mother said in a weak voice. Hearing her cry, I pinched her buttocks with both hands, stretching the buttocks and pulling the flesh in between, eager to witness the depth and see more wonderful reactions.

	　　" Hmm ..." , my mother moaned and grabbed my hair, which made me feel a little pain, but who cares.

	Amidst the glossy pubic hair lay a long-split red slit of flesh, like a ripe watermelon bursting open to reveal a strip of bright red flesh. Under my gaze, the two flaps of flesh opened and closed like a small mouth desperately gasping for air. Simultaneously, the tender flesh between them folded outward, as if trying to escape from this pink flesh hole. But it was all in vain, only forcing out more of the strange fluid, which stuck to the pubic hair in strands, clinging to the two fleshy lips, glistening like bright red, tender water chestnuts in a pond.

	I replayed this scene, images magnified in my vision. A patch of crimson between her snow-white thighs. My mother lay quietly on the bed, her entire body seemingly throbbing with this single mass of red, as if this vibrant, living mass of flesh were alive, controlling her body and my gaze. It was so red, so red I couldn't look away. In my restless mouth, I couldn't help but cry out, " Mom ... "

	She was filled with regret. This cry seemed to have filled her with sanity. Her thighs and buttocks showed signs of turning over. Of course, I didn't notice it at the time. I only heard her say in a serious and embarrassed tone, " Is that something you can see ? ... Get up now ..."

	　　The visual surprise alone didn't satisfy me; it only stirred my instinctive greed. My mother's words only added fuel to the fire, as I thought of this as a forbidden territory, a place not for a son to tread. This distinction in status created the greatest sense of taboo. But as the closest son, why couldn't I enjoy my mother's feminine charm? This bitterness filled me with a perverse excitement. I panted rapidly, the fire in my heart burning ever more fiercely, easily burning away what little rationality remained, transforming me back into the primal beast I once was. My head, or rather, my face, my tongue, poised to pounce on my mother's final forbidden territory.

	My tongue only felt a touch of slippery wetness, and I wanted more but the distance was getting farther and farther, as if something beautiful in life was leaving me. At this moment, my head was knocked down by a huge force and fell to one side. The passion that was about to burst out because of getting what I wanted, and the new peak of psychological stimulation, all came to an abrupt halt.

	I looked at my mother anxiously . It was clearly within my reach, but I couldn't get it. It was one of the seven great sufferings in life. I was extremely upset that I didn't get to the point earlier. At this moment, I was met with her angry expression. My mother's face darkened and she said coldly , " That's too much, Li Yuqing ... do you know what you are doing ?" " I shouldn't have let you do this massage ... and make such a mess again . "

	Jumping back and forth, this is the state that women are in sometimes. There is no reason for it. It just happens when it happens.

	But when she almost turned around, she inadvertently lifted the quilt on her body to the side. One hand supported her body backwards, and the other hand grasped a corner of the quilt in vain, but it was already at the edge of her armpit and could not cover anything.

	in front of me was not truly revealed to me until the end of the night. It made me dizzy and I felt like I couldn't think, with a dry mouth and an open mouth.

	I saw that my mother's breasts, slightly damp with sweat, were swollen like two water balls. A few blue-green veins were faintly visible on the white and pink surface. They rose and fell violently with her breathing, hanging on her chest like two erect and heavy white jade balls. Although there was a certain distance between us, I could still feel the rich body fragrance mixed with the aroma of sweat overflowing from her cleavage, mixing into a fragrance similar to condensed milk, and rushing into my nose.

	　　This alluring scenery formed a sharp contrast with my mother's angry expression, amplifying the morbid excitement of the virgin losing her virginity in my heart.

	My eyes were quickly attracted by the two bright red spots on the top of my mother's beautiful breasts. The exquisite areola was dotted on the top of the breast. The bright color was like two peach blossoms falling on the fluffy snow. The two hard nipples stood in the center of the wreath. They were rouge in color and covered with delicate lines, like two shy buds about to bloom, like two bright eyes of two big white rabbits.

	I glanced down again excitedly and nervously. Her plump but not bloated belly also rose and fell with her breathing. Even though her lower body was covered by the underwear fabric, I could still see a hint of thick black hair, which was a contrast to her smooth skin. The area around her vagina was wet, making her plump flesh faintly visible. I couldn't help but swallow my saliva.

	When my mother saw how quickly I was acting like a pervert, she realized that the person in front of her had lost her control. She screamed " Ah ..." and hurriedly pulled the quilt to cover her front.

	　　He even said viciously, " What are you looking at ... if you look at your mother like that, I'll gouge your eyes out ." His exaggerated words made him seem a bit embarrassed. I didn't listen at all.

	But before I could recover, I felt a smack on the head. It hurt. " Hiss !" I cried out in frustration , " Mom ..." More than anything , I was frustrated. How could this situation have taken such a drastic turn? I'd assumed, based on my mother's previous reactions, that I'd be able to get to the heart of it. Even if I couldn't penetrate it directly, I could at least feel it thoroughly, or even lick it. At the thought, my tongue stirred.

	My mother raised her eyebrows and said sternly, " What do you mean by 'Mom'? What else do you want? " She saw through my imagination at a glance.

	　　Adjusting the position of her legs, she glared sideways and continued, " Hmph ... I can see that ... your behavior is all hypocritical ... your evil thoughts have never disappeared . "

	I thought to myself, didn’t you know this long ago ? What happened tonight is just a small consolation for me.

	I sat up straight, met my mother's gaze frankly, and said bitterly, " No ... this ... didn't I say it wouldn't affect anything ..." Then I muttered in a lower voice, " I thought you knew ... and you agreed ... "

	The mother pursed her lips slightly, frowned, and said bluntly, " What did you promise ... We are mother and son ... Some behaviors are inappropriate . "

	Then she narrowed her eyes, with an expression I couldn't understand, and said in a slightly magnetic voice , " You don't really think ... you can do anything to your mother ..."

	I lowered my head and whispered, " I will study well ..." What I meant was that no matter what I did, my studies and other character traits would not go astray.

	The mother tilted her head back, closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and then sighed without any emotion, " Just be more natural ... "

	Then he shook his head, eyes still closed. " Let's just leave it at that for tonight ... Stop overthinking ..." I knew I couldn't force it for now, but I felt like taking small steps at a time would still help. The taboos were gone, and we'd already had so many outrageous encounters. Suddenly, I wasn't discouraged anymore. As time went on, opportunities would always present themselves.

	So I got out of bed, stood up , turned around and said to my mother, " Mom, just watch ... But I'm afraid if I suppress it for too long, there will be no hope for me ... "

	After hearing this, my mother's body trembled, her eyes suddenly opened, and she looked at me. Although her eyes were distant and calm, I could sense the complex thoughts in her heart. At least, she didn't refute me or say something to sever my thoughts.

	　　This gave me a boost of confidence, and I intuitively felt that good things would eventually happen. Afterwards, naturally, I masturbated vigorously based on the shocking experience I had just had. During this time, I also went downstairs to try to find some of my mother's unwashed clothes, but failed. However, it didn't affect my mood. The excitement created by the real experience was already strong enough. This time, masturbating was time-saving and worry-free. I almost came after a short while in my legs that were weak and extremely numb.

	However, no matter how many ideas I had , I couldn't put them into practice for the time being. The short vacation passed in a flash, and the painful campus life returned.

	 

	 

	Chapter 49

	After returning to school, the " honeymoon period " between Liu Er and I quickly faded, because the dormitory areas were far apart, and being inseparable all day was really exhausting both physically and mentally; we were not just being perfunctory, and the friendship we had built from elementary school to junior high school no longer needed to be maintained like candy beans.

	　　Looking back now, throughout my student years, my companions changed one after another. This kind of welcoming and seeing off seems even less reliable than that of adults. Adults may socialize because of vested interests, but in student life, you can rely on your heart but not completely. Sometimes you just want to find a companion to cover up the awkward loneliness of youth. Even if you find that you are not compatible in all aspects in the end, you will continue to suffer for a while and eventually become strangers.

	　　It's hard to say who is more noble and who is more despicable. Instinctively, we always seek out those who are geographically or even kinship-related, and no matter what, we just hang out together first and then talk.

	For a long time, my fellow villagers and I happened to be stuck together in the same dormitory and class in Lidong next door. Of course, this sticking together was nothing more than playing ball, eating, going back to the dormitory, and queuing up to take a shower together.

	Li Dong had moved to town long ago. His parents ran a small business in the provincial capital and also owned property in the county town, making them well-off. He rarely showed up in the village, so we weren't close. However, we were aware of each other, and our parents would greet and chat when they saw each other in the village.

	After his best friends in junior high school were separated, Li Dong became alone. The two of them had to find a " comrade " to travel together, so regardless of whether their personalities were compatible or not, they just got together.

	Do n’t ask us why we always hang out with students from the next class and “ old friends ” instead of our classmates. Perhaps people who have experienced that era of high school life will understand. At this stage, everyone has their own study plan, and as I described before, there are actually very few people who can confide in each other.

	Li Dong is handsome and thin, slightly taller than me. At that age, he was extremely attractive. He seemed dull in normal times, but he was very talented when talking to girls. When I went to see him, I often saw him chatting and laughing with girls, or communicating in a friendly manner. As far as I know, his grades were average, so it couldn't be that he was exploring study problems.

	However, I always think that it is because of his money and his willingness to respond to girls' requests that he can't be called a gigolo . In that era, a certain kind of male morality was still deeply rooted.

	But we were in a key class at a key high school, so there weren't any girls so greedy and shameless. Most of the people who took advantage of him were people he knew outside of school, probably girls from vocational schools he met while going out in the county. Two of them were so intimate that they'd stayed at his home in the county , rested, showered, and even ate at his table. By the way, Li Dong's parents were busy with their small business in the provincial capital, so while he had good financial resources, he'd become independent early on and wasn't as spoiled as the wealthy young man, so he could cook some simple meals.

	When I learned about his entanglement with those girls , it was simply outrageous and I felt like standing up for them, because he really had no intentions. Even when they were alone in a private room, he still didn't do anything inappropriate. I believed Li Dong, and I could feel that he was not interested in these things, but I couldn't understand the mentality behind his " friend of women " words and deeds.

	　　In short, it is precisely because of his decent temperament that he gives girls a sense of security, and those more open-minded girls from vocational schools are more comfortable with and normalize their " intimate " interactions with Li Dong.

	When I heard that those girls sometimes came back to Lidong County's home drunk, and Lidong had to fetch water for them to wash and finally help them go to bed, I was even more upset. What a great opportunity it was, a chance to taste the forbidden fruit at such a young age, and Lidong was actually indifferent and seemed to be working hard without complaint.

	I figured if this happened again, I should let Li Dong know. I'd come in and even if we couldn't have a deep conversation, I'd definitely be able to take advantage of him. At least it would soothe my unresolved rage. And because of some prejudice against vocational school girls, I felt like something more extreme might happen.

	with Li Dong more recently , let's call her Liang Jingyu, is pretty, at least in line with my aesthetic taste, over 1.6 meters tall, thin but not skinny, but she gives people a feeling of being obviously arrogant. I don't know if it is because she was born in a county town and still has a sense of superiority towards the group of people from rural areas; it is also possible that she hangs out with all kinds of people in society and has seen the colorful world, so she is materialistic and snobbish.

	　　Although she is sarcastic and outspoken, she often gives people the feeling of being coquettish. As long as you see her, you will feel that she will twist her butt in the next second and force herself to be mature and charming.

	Li Dong didn't mind, remaining friendly and accommodating. But I have to say that Liang Jingyu's sisterhood is certainly high-quality; after all, she doesn't hang out with the ugly. Although we didn't get along, through Liang Jingyu, I met a girl, let's call her Yun'er. Yun'er is slightly shorter than Liang Jingyu, but I can tell she has well-developed breasts. Yun'er's personality is much better than Liang Jingyu's. At least in front of me, she's quiet and gentle, without that mercenary air. She's approachable, understanding, and respectful, listening to others.

	The first time I met Yun'er was at the milk tea shop in front of Li Dong's house. Liang Jingyu was the only girl there that day. With Li Dong's cheap wallet in hand, Liang Jingyu called the girls nearby like calling monkeys, and Yun'er was among them.

	But whether it was just one or a group, it made no difference to me. I'd always been shy around girls, otherwise I wouldn't have had a crush on someone in junior high, but it ended there. This situation was excruciating for me. I didn't even have the energy to look at all these beautiful women. Although I usually had the ambition to find a partner as soon as possible to try that kind of thing, when the opportunity finally came, I hesitated.

	Yun'er and I only exchanged an initial nod of greeting, and then there was no further communication.

	Then a few days later, Li Dong told me that this girl named Yun'er wanted to add me on QQ . It goes without saying that when a girl wants to add you on QQ , it is naturally a serious matter. Li Dong tried his best to lend me his mobile phone to see what was going on.

	In fact, the plot is so clichéd. Although we didn't express our feelings directly in the conversation on QQ , I knew she was attracted to me during the teasing. So I started to recall that day, trying my best to remember her appearance, and stared at the photos in her space for a long time. Damn, my heart suddenly beat fast.

	It's so stupid. I had no interest in her before and didn't even look at her. But now I realize that she might be interested in me, and I responded to her. Believe it or not, an ambiguous and happy feeling filled my body and mind after a few QQ exchanges.

	Actually , it makes sense. When you are at the age of first falling in love, as long as a girl who is not bad looking says she likes you, it is hard not to fall in love. This cannot be called love, it is just a normal reaction at this special age.

	Through Li Dong, I learned that although Yun'er was one or two years older than us, she had already had many romances and had experienced several love-hate relationships with young men in society. I had thought that she fell in love with me, but it was just that a handsome young man from the countryside suddenly appeared, and he was a " prodigy " with good grades in a key high school , which gave her a little novelty .

	But so what? As long as the girl likes me, I can have no standards or principles in choosing a partner. Besides, I can feel that her temperament is presented sincerely, at least in front of me, and that is enough.

	　　In short, the fire of love suddenly burned fiercely, as if we were telepathically connected. We hadn't even chatted online for a few moments before we couldn't wait to meet in person. I was so horny. I only just realized today that besides my physical passion, I also wanted to taste the sour, stinky taste of teenage love. I'd read so much about it in so many sentimental youth literature that it had awakened the seeds within me.

	So, according to the normal process, we have to have a " travel " activity to enhance our understanding of each other and turn the ambiguity into something substantial to promote our relationship.

	As it happens, Liang Jingyu, a restless person who enjoys wandering, has always wanted to climb a mountain in our town. It's not a famous scenic spot, but the view from the top is unique. It's a favorite spot for locals, and many hikers from the surrounding area have come to find it. It's well-known on local forums. However, getting there is not very convenient, only by motorcycle, and it requires a lot of driving skills. I have never been there before.

	We hit it off immediately and the four of us agreed to climb the mountain during the May Day holiday.

	I'd like to mention that I didn't fall behind in my studies , and the desire in my heart has never been extinguished; logically this would make people restless and difficult to concentrate, but wouldn't it help me focus my attention if I entertained myself?

	I have to admit that my mother's ridiculous idea did work, that is, as long as my attention was on the girl outside, my evil thoughts would be suppressed.

	In fact, the day I went home for the holiday, I followed the rules and behaved perfectly, completely focused on spending time with Yun'er the next day. The next day, I woke up early and rode my motorcycle to the county town to pick up my beloved. It was my first time riding 20 kilometers one way, and I felt like I had accomplished something remarkable. With all the anticipation, I was so excited that I didn't feel tired. We agreed to meet downstairs at Li Dong's house. Since there were four of us, Li Dong and I would each drive one car and pick up one person each.

	　　When I met Yun'er and even drove her to the destination, my emotions naturally surged throughout the journey, as if I was stunned by a huge sense of happiness. Of course, this did not affect my posture.

	　　The whole process was very pleasant. The only unpleasant thing was that the motorcycle stalled during the journey and Liang Jingyu mocked me harshly without any hesitation. I didn't care too much. When she saw Yun'er's overflowing admiration for me, she pulled Yun'er aside and whispered something to me, and cast a contemptuous look at me while talking without any hesitation.

	Needless to say, it was definitely not a good thing. She must be admonishing her good sister.

	Then the mountain road was very winding, like walking on a chasm , and every step was thrilling. Driving on such a road is a huge test both physically and mentally. Fortunately, we were all very good at driving motorcycles, just a girl weighing less than 100 pounds. Usually, we transport crops on smaller roads as if they were flat ground. The only difference is that now there is a cliff next to us. If we fall, we will be half dead. What we need to overcome is the fear. When we enter the section with weeds and trees, we are much calmer.

	Once we reached the foot of the mountain, where the motorbike could no longer go , we had to dismount and begin the real climb. Strictly speaking, it wasn't even the foot of the mountain yet. Looking ahead, the path didn't seem to be trending upwards; the summit was still far away.

	more than two hours of hiking from Motoga to reach the real foot of the mountain. In front of us was a dense jungle. Following the faint traces of a path, we climbed steeply up through the forest and finally reached the top of the mountain with a wide view.

	　　The journey was difficult and Liang Jingyu was complaining bitterly and regretting it endlessly. As for Yun'er and I, we had other intentions and didn't care whether we reached the top or not. The implicit love between us along the way relieved a lot of our fatigue.

	But after reaching the lowest peak , Yun'er couldn't hold on any longer, and the two girls decided it was pointless to go any higher. According to the online guide, the best views were to be found further up the hill, but with the two girls like that, Li Dong and I had to give up. At least we had figured out the route this time, and we could explore it again next time.

	On the way back, we didn’t go straight to the county town. Instead, we passed by our village. Since we were already here, we naturally wanted to take our “ sweetheart ” to visit our home, as if this would bring us closer.

	We arrived at my house around 4 p.m. When our scooter pulled into the yard, the neighboring auntie saw us and immediately became curious. She looked at us and then stood up and ran off, like someone about to report something.

	My mother was not at home, she must have gone out to visit friends; the two girls sat down calmly, especially Liang Jingyu, who was not at all restrained and really treated the place as her own. Her mentality was admirable. Of course, our three-story Western-style house, which was considered very beautiful in the village, did not seem to catch her eye. I was still that old country boy, and my parents were probably farmers. In short, we were definitely not from a wealthy family.

	had only been sitting down for a short while when my mother came back home in a hurry. Before she even entered the house, I heard her voice, " Why didn't you tell me that classmate Li Yuqing was coming over ..." As she walked in, her face was full of smiles, she was enthusiastic and amiable, but her eyes fell on us, no, they should have fallen on the two girls, and she was stunned for a moment. Li Dong and Yun'er were politely greeting us; my mother also knew Li Dong.

	Liang Jingyu didn't react much and looked relaxed.

	Then my mother smiled again, exchanged a few words and went to the kitchen to cook noodles. She told me to greet my classmates. No matter what, when guests came, even if it was not mealtime, we had to eat noodles or rice noodles. This was the custom in the countryside.

	But I could sense a hint of solemnity in my mother. Of course, she was absolutely adept at basic etiquette and how to behave as an elder.

	Taking advantage of this opportunity, I pulled Yun'er out and showed her the area around my house, the orchard, the fish pond, and even the small house where I raised chickens and ducks. Well, we had only known each other for a short time, but I treated her like someone I loved, and I couldn't wait to share with her the place where I grew up, the place with all my memories, and even the fun things from my childhood. It was as if she knew more about me, and I felt satisfied in my heart.

	As they walked and chatted, seemingly close friends, they were spotted by their mother, who had just come out to cut some leeks. She smiled and said, " Go back to the house. It's time to eat. By the way, you're Li Yuqing, right? I don't know what to call you . " She was clearly addressing Yun'er.

	　　" Auntie, just call me Xiaoyun , " Yun'er responded politely , not shy at all, maintaining her youthful spirit. Even from a brief encounter, anyone could tell she was a different person from Fish Leong.

	On the way back, Yun'er asked me curiously in a low voice, " What does your mother do? She doesn't look like a farmer. " In fact , the subtext was that she was more beautiful than the average rural woman.

	I just said that she was just a small employee in a state-owned enterprise and had not been farming full-time for a long time.

	We didn't talk about my mother. After all, she wasn't exactly stunning, given her age and circumstances. But Yun'er still teased her, " Good genes! No wonder you look so good . " I didn't respond narcissistically, but instead felt a smug delight.

	After the mother brought out the noodles and bowls, she served a bowl to the two girls and walked away, not wanting to disturb us children's time together. We hadn't eaten lunch, so we were really hungry and started to eat voraciously.

	After eating and drinking our fill , we took a short rest, said goodbye to our mother, and then we got on our motorcycles again to take the two girls back to the county town.

	" sweet " memories with Yun'er and looking forward to further progress in the future, I also remembered the unnatural thoughtfulness that my mother inadvertently revealed.

	Then I thought, Yun'er is not Fish Leong. She behaved very generously, decently and politely, and the quality of growing up in a county town was established. As for Fish Leong, with her mother's open-minded and tolerant attitude, she probably wouldn't care too much.

	Everyone makes friends along the way, and not everyone will stay with them forever.

	During dinner , my mother rarely mentioned these " new " classmates today. In the past, when classmates came and met, parents liked to ask you questions in private. There was no purpose, it was just a habit.

	But I still couldn't escape the interrogation. After taking a shower, I sat down in the living room. At first, my mother was still holding her chin, watching TV intently. After a long time, she seemed to sigh softly. She leaned back on the sofa, crossed her legs, and raised her legs to look at the curve. Her home pants exposed her calves, reflecting a touch of white, and the lines became straighter, and full of a sense of power unique to women.

	　　The loose bat-wing shirt made her look more pretty than her age. Perhaps this statement was not correct, but her image as a good wife and mother was still obvious. At this moment, she was in an " interrogation " posture , as if she wanted to expose some bad habits of mine.

	The mother asked slowly with a look of seeing through everything, " Those two girls are your classmates ? "

	I lowered my head , feeling a little uncomfortable, " Oh ... "

	Oh, are you kidding me? I smoke, get tattoos, dye my hair, and have nail polish, but I'm a good girl? I don't know about middle schools now, but back then, even your hair had to be cut by the dean himself. How could such individual expression exist? Few sane people would believe that. Liang Jingyu's tattoos, the two girls' dyed hair ... even worse, Liang Jingyu's demeanor is practically written on her forehead: " I'm a fly girl (similar to a socially undesirable woman) . " Even though Yun'er doesn't have any tattoos and behaves with respect, it's understandable that her mother would label her as one with them.

	I knew my mother would probably not accept it, no matter how extreme it was. While my family wasn't exactly a feudal one, I personally had no prejudice against those with overly individualistic personalities. At least back then, most parents not only wouldn't allow their children to be exposed to such behavior, they also wouldn't trust their children to associate with such people.

	understandable , and we had never seen such people around us, growing up. Crucially, possessing these characteristics meant that I wasn't on the right track in my education, while I was on a very formal academic path. Now that our paths, unlike those of the same path, had intersected, it was understandable that parents were worried.

	I knew I couldn't lie anymore, so I said slowly, " Friend ... Li Dong 's friend ... We 've been getting closer recently so we got to know each other ... It's nothing ... "

	The mother narrowed her eyes, but her gaze remained sharp. " You're not going to school anymore, are you ?" It seemed that not studying was the biggest " stain " for children of this age .

	I replied, " Vocational school ..." When my mother heard this, her face changed, but it was fleeting.

	Then I explained " unnecessarily " , " They are nice people ... "

	My mother nodded slightly, noncommittally, but it was clear she wasn't approving. Then, suppressing her subtle emotion, she looked at me seriously and said, " You're already in high school. I shouldn't interfere with your friendships ." Then , changing the subject, " Mom isn't biased for no reason. I've seen countless examples of children like this, many of whom, for various reasons, have taken paths different from our expectations. I'm worried that her lifestyle and values might be influencing you. You're at a critical stage in your life, and your academic performance and future direction are crucial. "

	Then her eyes softened and she asked seriously, " Do you understand ? "

	I nodded , thinking about how to respond without protest. Something came to mind and I said, " I know ... Don't worry, Mom. I won't do anything that is inappropriate for my status as a student at this stage . "

	　　" Look ... my grades are still as good as ever. Nothing's affecting them. "

	Thinking of my grades , my mother's anxiety eased a lot, but then she remembered something and frowned, " But I noticed that one of the girls seemed ... quite close to you ? "

	My mother's expression grew serious again. " Are you sure you're not affected? Is this just a normal interaction? " I suddenly realized that perhaps this was the core of her concern.

	I was speechless and said, " My grades are not lagging behind, so how can it affect me ? "

	The mother changed the position of her crossed legs, moved her fingers casually, and snorted coldly, " You always say that you have a sense of propriety ..." , then shook her head, " Sometimes I really don't believe it ... Your grades are good, but it doesn't guarantee that you don't have other deviations . "

	I found that my mother seemed to have something else to say.

	My conversations with my mother were often noncommittal, perhaps because of our past inappropriate behavior, or because of the impact of my thoughts on our relationship, which resulted in a lack of the appropriate context to bring things to the surface.

	I could probably guess what my mother was thinking. At this age, my sexual development was constantly being controlled, both physically and mentally. Now that I had a partner, and they were a " liberal " and unruly girl, I could easily slip into the wrong path.

	　　After all, I dared to have improper thoughts about my mother, so if I met someone of the opposite sex in society who was in love, I would have no self-control at all; if it came to the worst possible situation, to put it bluntly, I would accidentally eat the forbidden fruit and get someone pregnant, and my studies would be completely ruined.

	But I still asked my mother, " Mom, what deviation do you mean ? "

	The mother first avoided his gaze, coughed lightly, and said, " Just ... don't do things that you shouldn't do at this age . "

	　　" Ordinary communication is fine, I won't stop you ... keep your distance ... you 're still a student . "

	Since my mother mentioned this, I realized that my opportunity had come, and the desire in my heart turned into a kind of restlessness.

	I remembered that my mother had advised me to have ideas about other normal women before ... When I really had this tendency, maybe the object still displeased her, she was not happy, but instead was filled with endless worries.

	I think I can use this to " apply pressure . " Why should I prove that I have a sense of propriety and can stay within the boundaries?

	I lowered my head , closed my eyes, and acted very conflicted. I took a long breath and said, " It's really hard to say ... Some things are hard to hold back ... Once you encounter it, you encounter it ... There's nothing I can do, Mom . "

	　　After saying that, I looked at my mother with sharp eyes, showing a fearless attitude.

	The mother's mouth twitched, " What are you thinking about ... you are still a student . "

	　　" Didn't you tell me to turn my attention to normal people my age? " I muttered. Of course, my mother's exact words weren't exactly like that, but the meaning was pretty much the same, and she didn't deny it.

	My mother glared at me, a little annoyed, " Why can't you change your mindset ... focus on your studies now, get into a good university and find a good job in the future ... do whatever you want ... "

	I responded somewhat rebelliously , " Let's talk about the future later ... Let's solve the current problem first ... "

	I said this, a hint of unnaturalness flashed across my mother's face, as if she remembered something difficult to talk about. She clenched her left thumb with her right hand, her eyes turned cold, and she spoke with inexplicable vigilance, " What could be the problem ... how do you want to solve it ? "

	I clenched my fist and pressed it against my lips, glanced at my mother with a guilty look, and mustered up some courage to say, " I'll make sure my grades stay up ... everything will be as you expect ... but if you want me to promise not to do anything out of the ordinary with other girls ... unless ... "

	Mother sat up straight, holding the sofa handle, and asked urgently, " Unless what ... "

	I stood up and said calmly , " It's actually very simple ... Mom , you should know ..." Then I walked towards my room without looking back.

	　　In fact, I can't say any more. My character only allows me to say this much. Of course, I'm also suddenly afraid of angering my mother. Now I feel like running away before she gets angry. Being too rigid will easily lead to failure.

	My mother was left sitting there thinking. When she turned around, I saw her gazing out the window, lost in thought. Her expression was hard to tell whether it was joy or sorrow, worry or difficulty ...

	　　Looking ahead to what will happen in the future, I should be grateful for Yun'er's arrival today.

	　　This strange conversation, and even the things I had done to my mother before, hadn't affected our daily interactions. After all, I was still behaving like a good child and a good student.

	The limited ambiguity between Yun'er and I continued, but there was actually no large-scale physical contact. It might be because of my personality that suppressed my impulses ... My positive attitude towards academics remained unchanged ... Then there was a long period of time, because there was no opportunity, or my courage was inexplicably dormant, I did not express any improper words or actions to my mother, and I would not be able to go home for a few days ... The objective conditions were very limited, which naturally blocked a lot of things.

	Until summer vacation arrives, the vitality brought by midsummer is brighter than spring, and it also makes many emotions more unbridled and restless. With satisfactory final grades in hand and the opportunity to spend more time with my mother, the time, place and people are all right, this will be a wonderful long vacation.

	With my vacation, my mother was finally able to fulfill her long-awaited wish: a trip back to her parents' home. She could have found time to go back before, but with the kids, it was different. Her family was thinking about us, so she was definitely more willing to make this trip a perfect one.

	　　That day soon arrived, and when I had about 10 days off, I embarked on this long journey with my mother .

	My mother took five of the seven days of annual leave she has , which, combined with the weekends, was enough , though she couldn't stay too long. Fortunately, her company was generally relatively busy, and her position wasn't crucial, so she was able to make the trip.

	Taking the prefecture -level city as the starting point, neither the departure place nor the destination is a transportation hub city, let alone going from a mountainous area to a remote mountainous area in another province. Even today, you still have to change buses several times.

	The first trip, after having lunch at home , I went to the county town and took a bus to a prefecture-level city in a neighboring province. It was an ordinary journey, nothing much to say. I arrived around six o'clock and had dinner there.

	While we were waiting for our meal at the restaurant, my mother went out and told us that there were no night buses to her hometown, so we might have to stay in a hotel tonight. This was the same thing she did when she went back home in the past.

	There was no online ticketing at that time , and it was unknown how many trains there were. When I asked at the station, they just said no. However, sometimes there would be private buses that would also depart.

	　　Honestly, I'd be lying if I didn't feel agitated during this trip to my parents' home. It's not that I thought there might be some magical opportunity, but rather that being outside of my familiar surroundings naturally makes me feel free to do whatever I want, to cast aside many of my previous concerns. Being outside my familiar circle, I began to harbor many unrealistic thoughts ...

	When I heard we might be staying in a hotel tonight , a series of erotic fantasies raced through my mind. We were a close family of three, so it was impossible to go to the trouble of separate rooms, and it wouldn't be economical. Even if we shared beds, it would still be very different. A hotel in a different city seemed like it would definitely bring some unprecedented stories.

	So when I heard my mother say this, my eyes were burning with anger and I almost clapped my hands in approval. My mother glanced at me suspiciously and couldn't understand my strange reaction for a moment.

	However , she pulled out her phone and started chatting with her family, discussing the situation. They spoke a language I didn't understand, but despite the bumpy road and the difficult terrain, the woman was beaming with genuine joy.

	The woman's upper body is a green, thin, buttoned knitted cardigan with an inner layer. Through the cardigan, you can see that it is a tank top. Naturally, the buttons of this kind of cardigan cannot be fastened to the neck. Not only is the flesh from the neck to the chest exposed, but even a small part of the inner layer is exposed. And because of the firmness of the breasts, the upper edge of the inner layer does not fit the body completely, and the undulating ravines are looming, sometimes not very clear.

	Her lower body was a matching chiffon skirt embroidered with bamboo , though the hem reached almost to her ankles. While not particularly fashionable, it evoked a certain dignified elegance for a small village, not at all like the slovenly appearance of a rural woman. Of course, her attire also suggested she was no longer a young woman. Her hair, barely above her shoulders, was easily manageable, and today, untied or tied up, it was left loose, yet still dignified.

	It has to be said that the saying we often make fun of now, " Confident women are the most beautiful, " is actually not without reason. If you are confident, independent, and happy, you can easily smile like a spring, and as long as your facial features are not absolutely flawed, who says you won't be a little more pleasing and charming?

	However , when I started to have bad thoughts about my mother, no matter how she dressed, I would find her very attractive. As long as she still had the characteristics of a good wife, a mature woman, and a proud mother, whatever she wore would be what I longed for in my heart, and clothes were just embellishments to magnify some of her characteristics.

	My mother put down her phone and told me that my aunt had a cousin who was a clerk on this bus (similar to a bus attendant). She would send her the phone number and ask her to contact them to see if they were running tonight and if there were any seats available.

	Unless absolutely necessary, my mother didn't want to stay here overnight. She also wanted to return to where she grew up as soon as possible to see her loved ones whom she missed.

	When I heard this, my heart skipped a beat. My fantasy was dashed. I silently prayed to myself that I must not leave the car , and even if I did leave, there must not be a seat.

	As expected , after another phone call (still in a minority language I couldn't understand), my mother smiled beautifully and told me, "There's a car! There's a seat!"

	I had no choice but to accept the result, and my mood was like a roller coaster ride.

	　　Shortly after the meal, we went to the station, met Shezi, arranged the transportation, and waited for the bus to depart at 8 o'clock . According to my mother, we would not arrive at the county town where her mother's family lived until after 5 o'clock tomorrow morning .

	　　Going back more than ten years, the station at that time was still crowded with people even if it was not a holiday. Whether they were in a hurry or full of anticipation and excitement, they all came together to form a picture, making this long-distance bus station, which was once the main transportation hub, also leave a scene that proves that the times are moving forward.

	　　Compare this to the long-distance bus stations I visit in third- and fourth-tier cities. They're rundown and desolate, with large buses replaced by small and medium-sized vehicles. The occasional passenger sometimes feels as if an invisible hand has wiped out the once bustling crowds. I often find myself jokingly wondering, have we truly changed for the better? Why are so many places devoid of their former bustle and bustle? Although I understand deep down that changes in transportation, improvements in standards, and developments across all aspects of life will ultimately take away many of our memories.

	I wonder if all those people who have been busy at the long-distance bus station have reached the other side of their hearts.

	waiting time was not very long, and we arrived at the boarding point very quickly. However, I was dumbfounded when I got on the bus. The carriage had three sleeper berths, and it seemed that people were already lying there at the end. Needless to say, the smell was " complex " . In summer, there was a mixture of sweat, foot odor, and old air conditioning. But this is the smell of the bus in my memory.

	If you weren't in good physical shape , the mere smell of this would probably have sent you into a panic, and motion sickness and vomiting would be inevitable. Luckily, neither of us was afraid of cars, and I became increasingly excited as the ride progressed. Judging from my younger sister's reaction, I think she also found this a novel experience. Yes, when I was little, the mere act of riding a long-distance bus was a magical journey in my mind.

	It was just such a coincidence that, under the guidance of Snake Boy, the last " five-seat large bunk bed " was left , and there were exactly three seats left.

	For some reason, my mother glanced at me, but still fell asleep in the middle, next to the stranger, and I took the seat. After the bus started, the noise inside was still clamorous; it wasn't time to rest yet. My mother didn't lie down right away, but sat back, chatting on the phone. Even though we'd be seeing each other tomorrow, she was still excited to talk with her family. My younger sister, probably the first time she'd ever taken a long-distance sleeper bus, was still feeling the novelty of it, glancing around. I didn't bother paying attention.

	About half an hour later, everyone was quietly staying in their own little space. The narrow aisle of the carriage seemed to have been cleared, and there was no longer any sense of difficulty in moving.

	After putting down her phone, my mother chatted with us for a few moments before standing and heading for the front of the car. Although the aisle was clear, she walked cautiously, still seeming to sway slightly in my eyes. The light reflected off her sweater, making it seem even more transparent. Her back was plump and charming, the lines between her waist and hips faintly visible beneath her clothes, exuding the unique charm of a mature woman.

	She sat down on the front steps and struck up a conversation with Shezi's fellow villager, perhaps even the driver joining in. While most of the people on the bus were likely fellow villagers, seeing someone clearly from the same county, from her mother's side, seemed like a distant connection, and the bored mother, out of habit, struck up a conversation. In today's parlance, she was a bit of a social cow.

	If you don’t know them, you would think they are old friends who have known each other for many years, and everything is so harmonious and natural.

	I brought a book with me this time just to cope with the long ride, but it was difficult to read in the dim light and my eyes quickly became tired. Before I lay down, I was already in a half-asleep, half-wakeful state.

	　　The last scene in my sight was the back of my mother sitting on the front steps of the train. The woman exuded a sense of comfort and ease, as well as a sense of well-being, even though she was on a not-so-good long-distance sleeper berth late at night.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 50

	I don’t know how long it took, but I seemed to wake up from my sleep, but there was no one on my right. I looked forward and saw that my mother was still chatting there.

	It was pitch black outside the window. Without the reference of any real objects on the roadside , we didn't feel like we were on a speeding bus for a moment; but looking out the front window again, the headlights pierced through the darkness, and we felt as if we were on a lonely boat in a chaotic world, as if there was only this car and this many people in this space, and we couldn't do anything but accept the ferrying calmly. But in reality, no matter how difficult or certain it was, the ending had already been determined, the destination had already been determined, and there would always be a moment to get off the bus, just like this shitty life.

	I dispelled this strange imagination and lay down to rest again, but the snoring of the old man next door was really annoying.

	　　It must have been getting deeper into the night, and my body began to feel the cold, so I pulled the thin blanket I was given and put it on myself; this kind of blanket had been used by thousands of people, and it had a strange smell, but when it got cold, I was so sleepy that I had to accept it reluctantly; I have selective mysophobia, and I felt a little disgusted.

	It felt like a bit of a stumbling block , but I fell asleep again.

	I was not familiar with the route, so my sleep quality was probably not very good. Half asleep and half awake, the turbid air in the carriage that I had long been accustomed to was suddenly infused with a sweet fragrance. Then, there was a rustling sound in the berth, as if another burst of fresh power pressed down beside me, making the jasmine fragrance even more full.

	It was a very familiar smell, the smell of the shower gel my mother always used. In my memory, this smell always lingered in the shower room at home, but at this moment it made my heart beat faster and I woke up with a start.

	The light was limited, but I could still make out a vague outline. Precisely because of the limited light, and because they were out and about, they didn't bother to hide their bodies. My mother raised her upper body, leaning sideways, to reach for a quilt from the shelf. She had a slight chubby figure, but her tall stature, built on a foundation of hard work since childhood, didn't give the impression of excess fat; it was simply plump. At her age, this kind of plumpness only served to accentuate the passage of time and reveal a woman's enduring charm.

	　　The wobbly upper body was diagonally above my face, and gravity caused the plump breasts to slump together. The clothes had lost their usual straightness, as if they could no longer contain the pair of big white rabbits underneath, ready to let the prey jump out at any time. If it were under bright light, it would definitely be a smooth flesh color.

	of my arm provoked my body and soul. I stared, breath held, as if this would improve my night vision. The old air conditioner seemed to be malfunctioning, unable to resist the heat.

	The hem of the skirt inadvertently rolled up a little, and the straight and agile calves were healthy and beautiful. The slippery road went up all the way and disappeared into the mysterious treasure area, which also attracted the viewer to explore along this straight road.

	　　This action of taking the quilt only lasted for a short moment. When my mother lay down, I also closed my eyes to cover my ears and steal the bell; but after only three seconds, I turned my head to the side and opened my eyes again.

	I curled up in the narrow berth, listening to the roar of the bus engine, motionless, afraid to disturb the impending dream. My mother lay beside me. The berth was too small for us. If I moved even a little, I could feel her close.

	The funny thing was that my mother lifted the quilt almost to her neck, but the closer she got, the more the odor of the " public " quilt, which I didn't know if it had been washed, hit my nose. I could almost feel her frown, a look of disdain. We were all from farming families, not pampered, but my mother was a woman after all, so it was natural for her to be resistant to odors and have certain hygiene requirements.

	So she pulled the quilt down again, covering only a little above her lower abdomen. The proud soft flesh of a woman pushed up the thin clothes, forming a tall peak that was prominently visible, standing in my sight, rising and falling seductively with her breathing.

	a little tampering , the loose cardigan seemed to be opening to the sides, revealing most of the round shoulders and slender neck. In the past, my mother would have definitely tucked it in, but in this situation, she didn't pay much attention to this detail.

	The bus entered a tunnel, the light brightening slightly. My mother closed her eyes. Even though the journey had been ordinary, her inner joy softened her expression. Her eyelashes cast a shadow beneath her eyes, and the corners of her mouth curled up slightly, as if she were dreaming. Time had left fine lines around her eyes, but it also imbued them with a graceful demeanor.

	　　Temptation was there, the environment was so impulsive, and though I remained motionless, my body and mind were reacting like a raging sea. The woman's breasts rose and fell, and my heart was pounding like a drum, my mind struggling with what to do next.

	Without the beauty of the hotel, the current situation may not be bad. The close physical contact under objective conditions and the objective conditions have blocked most of the possibilities for the mother to make trouble.

	　　Also, during a great journey, when a woman is away from home, she may have the mentality of just enduring it.

	I was deducing this to give myself courage.

	I took another look at the situation in the carriage. Although there were still a lot of lights from mobile phones, most people should have fallen asleep. Even if they couldn't sleep, they would close their eyes and rest. Besides, who would seriously look at the small movement in the corner? What could be seen in this light? If " we " didn't say anything , there would be no problem at all.

	The snoring of the old man next to me sounded particularly pleasant at this moment.

	I don’t know if it’s because I’ve adapted to the effect of the air conditioner, or the torn quilt, or if it’s just my body itself, but the unbearable feeling of heat is slowly becoming like the summer temperature, lingering for a long time.

	I carefully pulled open my quilt, originally intending to get some fresh air, but now I no longer felt cold, so of course this was the next step I would take.

	rising in my belly . I couldn't explain the feeling, but I just wanted to do something ruthless, to get used to this feeling of being out of control. The small movement of the quilt wasn't something my mother would notice; it was at most an unconscious act while I was soundly asleep.

	Next, I had to wait until Mom fell asleep. Even though she'd likely notice my imaginary behavior, I couldn't quite bring myself to do it. It had been so long, months, it seemed, since we'd challenged something taboo. I needed time to build up the motivation . I also had to mentally prepare myself to handle Mom's reaction .

	　　Long-distance bus, late at night, mother and child sleeping together, a bus full of people—these words floated through my mind, a most realistic and vivid scene from a salacious novel. But I had to figure out how to start it. It didn't have to be a very clever trick, just a way to convince myself.

	I can't wait until my mother falls asleep, what if I can't bear it while waiting ... I thought of a regretful night, and at the same time, it also triggered more heat.

	So I completely piled the quilt between me and the passenger on the left, which created a barrier and of course took up space. So I " had to " move closer to my mother , lifted a corner of her quilt, and draped it over myself. It was almost like my mother and I were in the same " bed " , just draping it over each other to prevent my stomach from catching a cold. But I had another thought in my mind, which could also cover up the evil actions I might take.

	from the start , so we showered before departure to freshen up. While summer still made us sweat, it certainly made us feel less greasy. The body wash on my mother's body, mingled with a faint scent of sweat and body odor, wasn't unpleasant, nor was it pleasant, given the quilt ... Even so, now, in bed , the " neutralization reaction " surged towards me, becoming even more intense and sensual. My lust was surging, and the mature, feminine scent was even more captivating to the young boy.

	My mother 's arm was pressed against mine, and the warm touch came through the thin sleeves. I could feel the slightly soft fat under her skin, which only made me feel more aware of her maturity and made her feel more attractive.

	　　" Tsk ..." My mother sensed my move, and the sound reverberated in the quiet carriage at night. Although the sound was small, it could reach my ears clearly. " Isn't there a quilt ? " My mother said softly in an unpleasant tone, turning her head to look at me.

	But I didn't meet her gaze. Instead, I feigned a mysterious whisper, practically lip-syncing, " I don't ... that quilt stinks ." Like a child afraid of adults knowing they dislike something they consider good, with a hint of mischief ... still childish ... This probably silenced my mother's suspicions of my ill intentions. In the limited light, she seemed to shake her head helplessly, but her face held a touch of doting, a maternal glow .

	Unless she is deliberately vicious and cruel, or angry and cursing, a mother's features and face are always as gentle and bright as a spring breeze, and she always has a faint smile on her face.

	　　" Go a little inside. Sleep well and don't move around, " said the mother softly.

	I subconsciously shrank to the side, but it didn't help. It didn't make any room for me. I could still clearly feel the warmth coming from her body and the outline of her body.

	passed in silence. I didn't feel my mother's long breathing, which proved that she was not yet in a state of falling asleep. I could feel that she was still awake.

	Maybe it was because the air conditioning was not effective, maybe it was because the quilt was bad, or maybe it was because there were two people under the same quilt. In short, they both felt hot and humid.

	　　" It's so hot , " my mother muttered softly, tucking a few strands of hair that had fallen onto her face behind her ears. Her movement stirred a gentle breeze, and I caught a glimpse of the softness of her collarbone, shimmering with her skin in the dim light. The loose neckline of her vest rose and fell slightly with her breathing. I stared at it intently, my throat tightening.

	After a while , perhaps because she felt that there was not enough space lying down, my mother turned over beside me. The hem of her thin chiffon skirt accidentally rubbed against my calf, which made me feel a slight itch.

	I felt a warm breath brushing against the side of my neck, so I turned my head and was facing my mother's charming and mature face. However, I immediately shifted my gaze to her chest. I squeezed her breasts under her clothes with my arms, making them swell up even more. Through the grooves, I could see that my mother's charming breasts seemed to be about to burst out, and they were visibly soft.

	My breath couldn't help but grow thick and hot. My burning gaze immediately made my mother open her eyes , her pupils gleaming . Despite the dimness, a flicker of unnaturalness crossed her mind. She adjusted her clothes, her gesture as if she was reluctant to reveal her allure, or perhaps, perhaps, she was alluring without even realizing it. She turned around.

	She didn't scold me, probably because she wasn't sure if I was staring at her obscenely. But this reaction only made the boy more furious.

	　　It should be " each with their own agenda, sleeping in the same bed but different dreams " . It is not surprising that my mother can think of some situations at this moment . I have a lot of criminal records and my incestuous thoughts are rampant enough.

	I was thinking about what to do next when my mother suddenly spoke, a little coldly, without emotion but without question, " Li Yuqing, put away your evil thoughts, this is in the car . " Although her voice was very low, my mother didn't look around and blurted out the words, as if she didn't care if others heard it at all.

	But her sudden words had me completely flustered, and I didn't know how to respond. Besides, her words had just torn open the blockage in my mind. She didn't know, yet she kept it to herself. What if I hadn't thought about it originally, but now that she said it, I had no choice but to ...

	And I can always interpret it according to my own ideas. If I can't do it in the car, can I do it in other places?

	Shamelessly, my mental construction was completed.

	The bus sped along steadily, passing sections where bright lights slashed diagonally through the windows, glancing at each passenger's body and face before fading back into darkness. The roar of the engine grew louder, and the silence intensified, as if this was the only bus in the world, as if I was the only one awake and able to move within it. The feeling of fullness on one side of my hip, transmitted through the gauze skirt to my thigh, was a distracting sensation.

	I moved my arm and felt something soft on the side of my mother's chest. My mother tried to dodge to the side at the right time. For some unknown reason, I called out tremblingly, " Mom ..." , which contained thousands of wishes. The special environment made the woman at a loss.

	My mother didn't reply. Suddenly, a gentle hand gripped my own, silently, a gesture that served as a warning. Gradually, our palms began to sweat, and we slowly let go.

	My mother turned her head and said to me seriously, " What do you want to do if you don't sleep ? "

	　　Feeling the warmth of my mother's body, imagining her voluptuous and attractive figure, and her well-proportioned contours, my eyes became hot. I looked at the ceiling and murmured, " I can't sleep ... "

	　　" Mom, you go to sleep ... I won't disturb you ... I'll be there in a moment . "

	Feeling that his mother's body and mind were stagnant, he asked suspiciously and worriedly, " Just do something for a moment . "

	　　" You said you wanted to study hard ..." The mother's voice was a little nervous.

	　　" Aren't your grades good ...?" As I said this, I used the same trick again and pretended to turn over naturally and sleep in a half-stomach position. However, one of my legs was bent and stretched and placed on my mother's legs. My left hand was placed horizontally on my mother's lower abdomen, feeling the softness of the woman's body and the ups and downs of her breathing.

	　　My head rested between my mother's round shoulders and cheeks. I had no doubt that with just a slight touch of my chin, the two shoulder straps would fall off.

	The woman's body fragrance seemed to be stronger because of the tension and stuffiness. I breathed greedily and my lower body gradually became hard.

	My mother let out a " hiss ..." sound, which showed her disbelief at my audacity . She then shouted impatiently, " Take it away !" and tried to move my legs away, but to no avail. Due to the oppressive environment, she seemed unable to do these movements with great force.

	　　Noticing my stubbornness, her voice lowered and she said , " Didn't you say you wouldn't disturb me while I'm sleeping? How can I sleep with you like this ? "

	I didn't respond to her words and continued to persuade her, " Mom, my grades are here, just tell me whether I have studied well or not . "

	　　" What's so good about what you learned ? " the mother asked in a questioning and sneering tone.

	　　Then, she tried again, using her limited strength to move my legs away, " It's uncomfortable ..." But she ignored my hand.

	Thinking of this, I sniffed the woman's scent with the salty smell of sweat, put a little force on my hands, and pressed her waist, which felt soft and elastic at times.

	I couldn't stop talking, and I deliberately leaned close to her ear and whispered, " Is it wrong to want to be closer to your mother ?" , and then I felt my mother tremble slightly.

	She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, not knowing whether she was acquiescing helplessly or preparing to make a serious move.

	I didn't think my words were clever, they were completely illogical. I just said whatever came to my mind and launched into a flurry of attacks. I continued, " Don't you want me to not have anything intimate with society girls ? ..."

	Under the quilt, I felt my mother clench her fists, because the fabric of the gauze skirt on my legs seemed to be suddenly tightened, and then relaxed again.

	After a few seconds of silence, my mother spoke softly . Her voice was as thin as a mosquito, but it still reached my ears.

	And I, one hand suddenly left her waist , and quickly slipped under her loose cardigan, my palm pressed against her belly, going straight to the bottom of her breast. The silk bottom was thinner, allowing me to feel the softness and warmth of the woman's body under my hand.

	My mother also reacted immediately. She grabbed my wrist tightly, turned her head, and stared at me fiercely, " What's wrong with you? There are so many people on the bus . "

	　　" Don't be afraid, the movement is not big, it won't disturb anyone, and no one will notice ." The only goal in my mind was the goal in front of me. The hand that was not pulled out, persevered and went in again. This time, I was even less restrained and directly pulled out the hem of the vest tucked into the skirt.

	We've tried bigger scales , so why bother pulling or rubbing? In this environment, I wondered what she couldn't resist.

	I just took off the half-cup bra. Fortunately, it didn't feel restrictive , and it was easy and reasonable. With this outfit, if I wore a push-up bra, although it would be firmer and fuller, it would be too erotic. My mother would definitely avoid it, so I wore a looser and softer one.

	warm, smooth breast fell into my hands. Only this level of contact could stir my passion to its peak, my brain and face burning hotter. My tender cock, without any contact stimulation, felt a tingling sensation deep within.

	　　" Hey! Li Yuqing! " , my mother's delicate body trembled. I thought her eyes were wide open, and her expression should be like that of an angry lion. Unfortunately, I couldn't see clearly in the dim light, and she didn't dare to speak out loudly, so the deterrent effect was reduced by more than half. She put one hand through the clothes, pressing my hand that was touching her skin, as if this could stop me from moving.

	The mother said coldly, " Is this what you call closeness? Is this what a son can do ? "

	I gently stroked the soft flesh and could feel the wriggling of the mature mother's plump breasts. I replied, " It's not like I haven't touched it before ... "

	　　" There are so many people on the bus, even if you are shameless, I still want you ," the mother shouted without much authority.

	　　" It's nothing serious , it will be over in a moment, don't be afraid ... Since I'm going back to grandma's house with you and it's such a happy thing, just don't bother with me , " I used a begging tone, but pinched her nipple with my hand .

	The mother whimpered, Her whole body tensed up for some reason . Although she suppressed her shame and said nothing, she could still feel the sweat seeping out of her breasts due to nervousness when her hands touched her breasts directly.

	　　The air conditioner in the car hummed softly, but it couldn't dispel the stifling heat. My temples throbbed, and my palms were sweaty.

	What happened next was also random. I grabbed a handful of soft breast flesh, shook it, and rubbed the buds on the top. It seemed that the mother's breasts were also shaking along with the shaking. It was obvious that the mother did not feel any pleasure at all. She said " tsk " impatiently , " Okay, okay, how long are you going to touch me ? "

	　　Although I freely held the charming mature mother's breasts in my hands, the sense of taboo was not strong enough. What was lacking was the mother's reaction, the reaction of a woman indulging in physical pleasure in front of me.

	I know it's a bit difficult to ask in this environment.

	Grasping the key points is an instinct that humans learn without instruction. I put more effort into taking care of the nipple buds, pressing, compressing, kneading, pinching, twisting, and various detailed movements in turn. I felt that it had taken effect. My mother's breathing became heavier, and it seemed that her body temperature was also rising. The rich and fragrant body fragrance of a woman that made me intoxicated became more and more concrete.

	Her legs crossed slightly and moved , and I could feel the arch of her feet, which kept rubbing against my calves unintentionally.

	Finally, I hardened my heart and slightly pulled up this troublesome nipple. " Hmm ..." , with a coquettish sound, the bud finally stood up to its hardest point, and so did my cock, followed by a brief shiver from my mother.

	My mother turned her head, but unfortunately I couldn't see her eyes clearly. I only knew she said, with a complex tone, " Who taught you to play like this ? " For some reason, the word " play " particularly excited me. It was as if I had surpassed my mother, interacting with her like an adult.

	Strike while the iron is hot , I repeat the same steps, teasing this rarely seen mature mother's breasts. " Ah hum ... just do it, Li Yuqing ..." His teeth clenched tightly, his face flushed with shyness and feeling, making the young man's evil fingers dance even more happily, wantonly desecrating the mature and charming mother's body beneath him.

	I rubbed it back and forth like wrapping a ball of dough, tickling the nipples with my fingertips. The stimulation of the tips made my mother's toes curl up and tremble. She began to breathe heavily from time to time, and in the occasional flash of light, I saw that her chest and neck seemed to be getting hot and red from being played with.

	　　Although the carriage felt like a seal, the darkness also served as a concealment. In this special scene, who says that the mother wouldn't also feel a strange stimulation? Her thick buttocks were not motionless and would occasionally rub against my thighs.

	In my previous fantasies, I always felt that as long as I touched a little bit, as long as it was my mother's private place, as long as it was an interaction that was normally not allowed between mother and son, I would be satisfied and experience the same forbidden stimulation.

	But today, I started to change. I wanted more tempting feedback, and to do something that would completely crush the parent-child reserve.

	　　My swollen cock made me emotional and my head hot. I opened my dry lips and spoke tremblingly like a person who couldn't control his self-consciousness, " Mom, are you ... feeling pleasure ? "

	" hmm " tenderly , and then spat, " You dead head of pleasure . "

	When I heard it, I felt a bit of flirting fun and continued the trick of rubbing the breast buds with my hands, " We are in the car, why are you indulging me ... "

	　　" Well ... could you please stop talking ... are you afraid that others can't hear you ... "

	Quietly, my right hand also began to deliberately press down on my mother's hips and legs with the back of my hand through her long skirt.

	I continued to talk nonsense, " Mom ... what's wrong with your body? It seems to be getting hotter and hotter . "

	　　" Don't ... uh ... don't think too much ... How can it not be hot for two people to share the same bed ? "

	The excitement was so intense that we lost ourselves in conversation. We did indeed talk more, seemingly oblivious to the presence of others. Suddenly, I felt a sense of insecurity, so I quietly caressed my mother's breasts and took the trouble to glance around the carriage, wondering if anyone was looking over? How many were awake? Only a glance would reassure me.

	As for the older brother next to me , his snoring reassured me, and the younger sister over there had been able to sleep well since she was young, so there was nothing to worry about. Besides, she probably didn't understand all these intricacies.

	No matter what the situation is, it can't stop me from doing this little thing now.

	My mother also realized that I had stagnate, but she almost tilted her head back and said to me with the back of her head almost leaning on my shoulder, " Is it done ... Li Yuqing, are you still not satisfied ? "

	I remained silent. My mother 's breasts, in my hands, deformed as I squeezed them. My thumb and tongue held the base of the breasts, and I worked my way up. When I reached the nipple, my thumb and tongue pinched and pulled, dragging the nipple and breast forward. This sudden, continuous movement made my mother gasp softly. Her delicate body trembled, and so did my heart. I kissed her white, fat neck, the salty, astringent taste making me feel even hotter. Then I said, " Mom, is it uncomfortable? " But this kiss earned her a suspicious " tsk , " a " what are you kissing ? "

	　　Let's put our attention back on her chest. My mother's breasts were grabbed by my palms and could not be covered at all. The soft and elastic touch was very seductive. After a while, my two fingers pinched her nipple. She groaned and wanted to push her chest forward infinitely. Then my mother took a deep breath and said, " On the bus, you bastard " , with a hint of anger and helplessness.

	She turned her head again and said to me, " Aren't you tired of this kind of closeness ... "

	I was stunned for a moment and stopped what I was doing. Some ideas were actually impossible, but I was willing to act crazy and go along with them.

	Yes, I am not tired of it, and the readers are tired of it too. They play with breasts all day long, but they can't see them. The beauty and various experiences are much less.

	Accompanied by the roar of the bus engine, I asked slowly, also leaning close to her ear, " Can we change places ? "

	My mother was also stunned because of my outrageous words. She then tapped my forehead with her finger and said, " You wish ... You 're just in a good mood because you're back home, so it's a good thing for you to touch this . "

	I also have a special feeling about the word " cheap " . It seems that I can understand the mother's cherishment and pride in her private area, and the absolute forbidden zone that will not be easily touched by men. Therefore, I think this word is like revealing the taboo between mother and son, but it also seems to treat me as an ordinary man. I am her dearest son, and he just touched her breasts. Is it worth saying that it is cheap?

	Isn’t it said that good things should be kept within the family?

	Seeing that I seemed to be fantasizing about something, my mother thought that I really had that idea. Seeing that my eyes gradually brightened with desire, she said, " Put away that thought ... you might as well not touch me at all . " After saying that , she pulled my hand out and turned away decisively.

	Coincidentally, that perky butt was pressing against my abdomen. My hands no longer had the soft flesh of her breasts, but my more private parts were touching, which made my desire even stronger.

	Besides, my mother's attitude doesn't seem like she's rejecting me from changing my target.

	you waiting for? I pulled her skirt and pushed it up gradually. Her smooth thighs were in my hands in an instant. Then came her private clothes and the curvature of her outline. My head seemed to buzz. I was a little surprised. My mother was not wearing any leggings. I touched her cotton underwear. Yes, the skirt was long enough. Besides, a woman like her would not care too much about these things, although she did wear leggings.

	Without any delay, I lifted one hand up, then reached into her panties from top to bottom. Compared with the hot upper body, her buttocks were cold. In the position where my mother was lying on her side, her buttocks were tight, elastic, thick and unusually plump.

	The mature mother's plump buttocks, although it was a large-scale touch, I was actually very familiar with it. Not only did I explore it with my hands, but even the cock under my crotch had knocked on it. Even though I was excited, I did not forget to be familiar with it, and did not go through the trial process. I directly touched the dense buttocks with my middle finger and was about to press down slowly.

	My mother suddenly shook off my hand, turned around again, and laughed angrily, " Li Yuqing, you really dare . "

	　　The environment was perverted. I hesitated for just a second without saying a word, like a child who had to eat candy. This time I put my hand directly into her skirt waistband. There was no need to explore anything else. My palm went into her panties and stopped at the raised mons pubis because I wanted to feel the furry touch.

	At the same time, I had some complicated hesitations, because I thought of some obscene statements, that is, people with a lot of hair have strong sexual desires. When this character is my own mother, the mother-loving boy will have a brief period of confusion. Should I be more excited? But then I think that my mother has limited sexual desires.

	Of course, she was a normal, healthy woman. I didn't know how to process this thought for a moment , but sometimes a chaotic mind can make the morbid excitement more concrete and clear, so intense that I could feel the nerves in my reproductive system tingling, as if with just a little more stimulation, something would gush out.

	My mother seemed a little ashamed of this, especially when I lingered on her hair. She probably guessed that I was thinking about something indecent. She didn't suddenly attack me, but instead held my hand with a bit of shame and anger, staring at me blankly.

	The other hand pinched my thigh, venting its anger, but I had experienced this kind of lesson many times, and my pain threshold seemed to be higher. Of course it still hurt, but I endured it and cried out.

	It was difficult for the mother. She was furious and couldn't scold him with words, and the intimidating power of her eyes was diluted by the dim environment. But one could still feel the coldness in her eyes and the muscles on her face twitching slightly, " Your hands are so dirty, how dare you touch there ? "

	　　Such words don't hit the point at all. Perhaps my mother can never hit the point, and this is one of the main reasons why I am always greedy.

	Seeing that her words and expressions were ineffective, my mother grabbed my arm that was exposed outside her skirt and tried to pull it out. When I realized this, my hand slid down rapidly as if to avoid her purpose.

	As if cutting through solidified fat, several fingers slid through the hot and soft flesh. " Ah ... don't ... not here ..." The mother couldn't suppress a cry of surprise and shook her head in disorder, but the resistance was futile.

	So she continued to pull my hand, and I continued to slide down, like a sawing back and forth, but my fingers always touched the plump and soft flesh of the vagina, the gap with different labia.

	Surprisingly, there was no wetness or liquid as I had imagined, only a hot flash that seemed to burn my fingers off. And in this position, based on my memory, it was indeed impossible to penetrate the entrance of the vagina.

	I suddenly felt bored, perhaps because my mother's reaction was not what I wanted, or perhaps because in this situation, no matter how much indulgence I had, I could not take the last step, and I obviously wanted to save this kind of thing for a more " comfortable " environment .

	my change of mood . In the flickering light, her face was stern, her voice cold. " Is this fun ... take your stinky hands out of here ?" Simultaneously , her body stiffened, her thighs tightly closing together, preventing me from reaching the deepest part, as she braced herself for defense.

	I swallowed, but my palm seemed not to have received the stop command and was still pulling mechanically. Finally, one time, my fingertips just stopped at the top of the two small labia, at the junction of the pubic mound. I seemed to be tired of this kind of ruthless pulling, and my fingertips were a little bored, so I rubbed there for a while.

	　　" Hmm ..." The mother suppressed a moan, but her legs opened unconsciously.

	I looked at her in surprise, and I felt as if I had touched the hint of treasure.

	Of course, it was much later that I learned that my mother 's clitoris was exceptionally sensitive, and that it was easier for her to orgasm through it than through her vagina. Although I've read a lot of porn and literature, when the physical form of my dreams materializes, there's so much to feel and experience that I sometimes lose sight of certain things and forget things.

	For example , this time, I didn’t know the ins and outs of it, but subconsciously, I still felt that I had grasped something.

	　　" Take it ... take it away ..." , my mother said in a low and timid voice, and her reaction echoed my inner consciousness.

	So I became interested again. After sliding my fingers down, I continued to slide up from the crack of the flesh to the top. When I felt it was almost at the end, I felt a little bulge, so I stopped and increased my strength and added more subtle movements, kneading, tapping, pressing and rubbing.

	　　" Don't ... wuheng ..." My mother's moan almost exploded my body and mind. It sounded like a pitiful and bullied child sobbing, but it was extremely seductive and charming to the extreme.

	I just felt that my lower body and head were filled with hot blood, dizzy, swollen and unbearable, unprecedented.

	I felt a few bumps on my fingertips , and every time I pressed there, my mother would tremble violently. Although I didn't know where that part was, my subconscious mind helped me grasp the key point, and I pressed the button for a while to exert my hidden strength.

	　　" Hmm ..." My mother's body trembled repeatedly, and so did her voice. Finally, I felt something wet in her dry slit, and even my wrists were soaked.

	　　" Ah ... bastard ... stop it now ." The mother seemed to be enduring the reaction of her lower body, while avoiding screaming too loudly. She was in a very difficult situation. After a moan, she seemed to have gotten a vent and breathed deeply. After a while, she quickly reached out her hand and covered her mouth with her fist to block the uncontrollable moan. It seemed that she felt she was going to collapse in the next second.

	I seemed to have received her signal. Thinking of the environment I was in, I suddenly felt a little panicked, so I said softly, " Mom ... keep your voice down . "

	　　Unexpectedly, when I said that, she got angry and pinched my arm, " You ... ah ... then take your hand away ..."

	I stared at her face until I saw the light from the car window. I saw a thin layer of red mist staining the tight, smooth skin of her neck and face. My whole body trembled slightly. The strength in the hand holding my arm completely disappeared. No, the next moment, it was holding my hand tightly, but it was no longer pulling away.

	But the thought of a mature mother in a packed train car being aroused by a teenager brought the feeling of " a life worse than death " to a head. The feeling of taboo I'd always craved reached a peak, and I felt a tingling sensation inside, a surge of adrenaline. My worries vanished again. If she wanted to control herself, she could definitely do it.

	once tightly closed, slowly parted, as if to allow my fingers easier access. But why would I choose to go further? My fingertips pressed harder, stimulating the pearl hidden above the labia. My nimble fingers traced it meticulously, constantly stimulating the sensitive area.

	I couldn't help but say, " It's wet, Mom . "

	It seemed that what I said could stimulate her. " Hmm , " she pinched her throat and let out a sound. The most sensitive part of her lower body had been ravaged and caressed for a long time. I felt that the clear spring was indeed gushing out of that slit again.

	　　This kind of reaction is really tempting, but unfortunately the good times didn't last long. I don't know how long our bus continued to travel. There were more and more lights and street lamps in front, and the car drove towards the service area.

	Snake had already shouted, and in the excitement, what I could hear and see were the confused passengers moving around, standing up, yawning, and of course, the delicate and charming sounds that my mother had suppressed so hard.

	There were more and more street lights, and I could clearly see that her body was extremely hot . Yes, I could see it, and her face was extremely flushed, and sweat was coming out of the tip of her nose. I seemed to have reached a critical point.

	But as the car moved forward, many people showed signs of waking up and getting up, especially the big brother next to me whose snoring also stopped ... I felt like I was wandering between heaven and hell.

	The mother should have been aware of the situation, but despite the extreme physical sensation, she was unable to utter a word to stop the attack. She bit her lower lip with her pearly teeth, pressed her fist tightly against it, and her face was almost distorted with patience, but she could not get rid of the seductive charm of a mature woman, which was like spring water rippling on her face.

	I suddenly felt a little guilty for causing trouble. For my own selfish desires, I brought my mother, who gave birth to me, raised me and loved me, to this point. I couldn't help but want to reach out my hand, but my mother held it tightly. This gesture was not to encourage me to pull my hand away, but more like to let me continue.

	Feeling this, my guilt and panic disappeared, which made me a little crazy, fierce and overwhelmed, even more morbidly excited. I kneaded the bulge hard again.

	The frequency of my mother's body trembling intensified, and suddenly, a scream came out of her mouth that she could no longer suppress. At the critical moment, my fist blocked her mouth. " Ah ..." , a whimper with a sound of sobbing seemed unable to get out of her throat and stopped abruptly. A warm current flowed from her lower body, soaking my palm ... Then my mother's whole body trembled and continued to spasm and tremble.

	A small number of people woke up and got off the bus one after another. All the lights on the bus were turned on. I saw my mother, curled up, twitching, and making a barely audible " ho chi ..." sound from her mouth. It seemed familiar, like the sound a little girl makes when she is bullied to the extreme and cries until she can't breathe.

	I felt like I had " broken " someone , and that person was my mother. I didn't feel any pride or satisfaction, only a morbid excitement that burned through my body and mind.

	　　" Mom, why are you shaking so much ... Are you cold ? " It was too noisy and my little sister woke up.

	 

	 

	Chapter 51: Leyouyuan 1

	　　——

	I have been away for too long, walked too far, and been lost for too long, so it seems that I have to travel too far, otherwise I will not feel like I am home.

	　　——Chapter Preface

	　　The car stopped, its lights on. Some people yawned, bleary-eyed, some immediately pulled out their phones to check the time, while others remained motionless. Overall, the noise was quiet. Not many people needed to use the restroom, but the driver always needed a break. According to traffic regulations, they must have been driving for four hours straight.

	Like a child who had done something wrong, I cringed as I watched my mother lift the blanket. A warm, damp breeze wafted through the air, carrying a strange scent. The moment she landed, her legs gave a slight sway, as if weakened, and she nearly fell.

	I instinctively jumped up to try and help myself, but with a loud bang , I was kicked hard and hard, and was kicked back into the berth ... Fortunately, I had my arms to support myself, otherwise my head would have been hit. But I didn't dare to complain.

	　　" Oh my god! Is there an earthquake? " The old man next to me sat up in shock as if he was dying, saw the peaceful scene in front of him, and then looked confused.

	　　This kick was my mother's response to her anger, unable to express it in words, so she could only express it through action. Then, I watched her get out of the car with a gloomy face. As she turned the corner, she seemed to feel something under her clothes with her hands. This hidden movement was caught in my sight because I was staring at her the whole time.

	After she came back, she didn't even look at me and pulled the quilt away from me, obviously not wanting to sleep under the same blanket with me. I felt the atmosphere was a bit torturous, so I turned around and said softly, " Mom . "

	　　" If you dare to do anything wrong again, I'll pretend you're not my son ," my mother said coldly. I could sense her seriousness, and I had no intention of continuing to do anything bad, so I decided to quit while I was ahead.

	　　I couldn't sleep at all, thinking about my mother's strange reaction, at least it was something I had never experienced before. I was also secretly surprised that this secret side of a woman was so different from her usual side. At that moment, it seemed like another soul was indulging in lust on her, and the teenager's mood could not calm down for a long time.

	But having " tease " my arrogant and strict mother to this extent also gives me a huge forbidden satisfaction, and the heat makes my heart beat heavily.

	At around five in the morning, the bus arrived at a more dilapidated county bus station. This was the last transit point. I quickly washed up, arranged a shuttle bus to my final destination, and ate a quick breakfast before waiting for the final leg. I didn't have time to experience the local customs and culture of this small county town in another province.

	Greeting the rising sun, we set out on the mountain road leading into the Shiwan Mountains. The mountains were high but the road was not dangerous because it was wide enough. As far as I can remember, this was the first time I walked on such a road, and I couldn't help but feel a little surprised.

	　　This level of hardening is even better than in some parts of Guangdong. The motherland's steward always cares for the people in mountainous areas. She's not perfect, but when it comes to addressing billions of people, there are always deep-seated problems. She's done her best. This is the basic understanding I, as a Chinese and an educated person, should have, not to mention having personally witnessed many of these situations.

	Along the way, I saw white mist hanging on the cliffs, which amazed me, a country bumpkin from a small mountain village. The one we climbed that day was nothing compared to it.

	The mountains and rivers are majestic, and everywhere they bear the traces of the Chinese nation's arduous journey. For a moment, a sense of national pride arises in my blood.

	my hometown gradually melted my mother's gloomy expression, as if the sight of the scenery itself was refreshing. But the ride was so bumpy that my younger sister vomited and I suffered from mild motion sickness. My mother, on the other hand, remained expressionless and even glanced at me with disdain at my distressed expression.

	The people of Guangxi are naturally cheerful and friendly, and even I, a foreigner, felt no sense of timidity. After a day and a night, we finally arrived at my uncle's house. There was no need for excessive small talk with relatives and neighbors. Although I hadn't been back in years, communication was a bit challenging, but blood is thicker than water, and the atmosphere was harmonious as always.

	My unrealistic fantasy didn't come true, because my uncle's three-story house was right next to my eldest uncle's, so there was no shortage of rooms to sleep in. Even on that first night, when I lay down, I didn't know where my mother was.

	Back in my hometown , my mother is clearly freer, less melancholic and more wild, a touch of the mountain's imprint. Her every smile and frown is natural, and when she's natural, she seems even more charming and charming. Returning to the place where I grew up, I'll always be a child, no matter my age or role.

	There was no trace of any romantic stories that happened while drinking . My mother was gifted in this aspect. Ordinary men couldn't drink as much as she did, so how could she be confused after getting drunk?

	It was me who couldn't handle the enthusiasm and pretended to be heroic. More importantly, as my mother's son, I showed my closeness to her family and acted like a complete native of hers, as if a wanderer had returned home. I accepted all offers of wine and cheers, and because I was young, I didn't vomit on the spot, but I lost consciousness during almost every meal.

	The daughter of an ethnic minority mountainous family went far away to Guangdong, but the son she gave birth to, even though he didn't have much contact with this place, still felt at home with her. How could her family not be pleased and happy? And the mother was doubly happy.

	So I didn't need to ask her for forgiveness for my ridiculous behavior in the car that night. In this mood, surrounded by my family and the elders of my hometown, everything melted away. When my mother just told me to drink less as usual and didn't show any sign of stopping, I knew it was all over.

	Maybe there is no past, but it is just engraved in the heart in another way, affecting the future mood, behavior and attitude.

	One day, my mother persuaded a few of my cousins to join us in exploring her childhood paradise. She possessed a heartfelt love and pride for the local customs and people, every plant and tree, a feeling I had never experienced in Guangdong. When I'm proud of something, I always want to share it with those closest to me.

	The group walked along the country road of Mother's .

	A midsummer mountain breeze , tinged with the chirping of cicadas, blew in. I followed my mother across the bluestone bridge. The old locust tree in front of my grandmother's house cast a dappled shadow under the scorching sun. Suddenly, my mother paused, her gaze sweeping across a distant bamboo-shaded valley, where the faint sound of running water could be heard.

	　　" That's the pond I used to go to when I was a child ," she whispered softly, her full chest trembling with her breathing, and the sunlight drew a thin golden edge on her well-maintained neck.

	Today she was wearing a moon-white silk shirt and a dark green long skirt. Her long hair was gently tied up with a simple hairpin, and a few strands of hair danced in the wind, adding a touch of gentleness to her.

	The afternoon heat was at its peak, and my cousins and younger sister dove into the pond like a flock of cheerful tits. I sat on the bluestone by the pond, watching my mother standing in the shade of an old camphor tree. Her expression was serene and gentle, a rare sight for me. But I knew the waters were calling her — she combed her hair with increasing frequency, and as she wiped the sweat from her nose with her handkerchief, her fingertips unconsciously curled toward the water's surface.

	　　" Crash! "

	My cousin's sudden splash of water soaked the hem of her skirt. My mother spun around abruptly, her eyebrows raised in shock, and I instinctively took a step back — a common sign of her impending attack. But when she discovered the culprit, her anger dissipated like morning mist meeting the rising sun. My little cousin giggled and scooped up another handful of water, this time the glistening droplets dotting her carefully arranged hair.

	　　" You naughty little bastards! " Her mother's scolding was as sweet as a mountain spring. She lifted her skirt with the grace of an egret spreading its wings. When the icy water reached her ankles, she paused, her eyelashes casting a butterfly-like shadow across her lids, as if she were listening to herself, barefoot and dabbling in the water, thirty years ago.

	My cousins gathered around me, laughing, and my mother finally let go of her tightly held skirt. She gently untied her long hair, letting it flutter in the wind, and then, in a posture that was not actually very elegant, she jumped into the water.

	The ripples of water pushed the dark green satin against her skin, outlining a waist and hip curve that would be the envy of any young woman. Her movements were reserved at first, until suddenly she bent down and scooped up a palmful of clear spring water. A curtain of water poured down through her slender fingers, reflecting a rainbow of colors in the sunlight. The collar of her soaked shirt was slightly open, revealing a plump neck. As the water droplets slid down her collarbone and into her lapels, even the noisy chirping of cicadas fell silent for a moment.

	In the shimmering reflections, my mother stood on tiptoe, reaching for the drooping wild grapevines, oblivious to the damp hair clinging to her cheeks. Sunlight filtered through the thin fabric, revealing the faint outline of the young girl who once ran through the mountains. Now, her lines had acquired a more mature charm, like celadon porcelain, nurtured by the passage of time and acquiring a gentle glow.

	dusk deepened, my mother's hair still dripped with water, and the smile lines at the corners of her eyes were filled with the golden glow of sunset. On the way back, she suddenly took my hand. Her palm, soaked in the mountain spring, no longer had the cold hardness of a cane, but was so soft that it made my nose ache.

	　　" Alas ... No one can stop me from going home ... I seem ... unable to stop you from going home either ." My mother suddenly let out a long sigh. I was in a trance, as if I saw every byte she said jumping out in the light and shadow of the setting sun, stretching longer and longer.

	After staying for 5 nights, we returned to Guangdong.

	After returning from my grandmother's house, my mother , as usual, did not tell us about the outrageous things that happened in the car. As time passed, it was difficult for her to speak about it.

	It is also possible that the woman's wish was fulfilled to a certain extent, she saw many relatives and had a great time together, and she increasingly felt that such a trip was no longer a rare opportunity as she had a reliable job. Therefore, she " pardoned " some excessive behavior.

	Just like when we were kids, we wouldn’t be punished for doing things during the Spring Festival that were not allowed on weekdays.

	Then, no matter what happened, I was still the child who seemed to be both good in character and academic performance; in fact, I also believed so in my heart. Except for a few private things behind closed doors, there was nothing I should be blamed for in society and in school.

	In this small village, because of my academic performance, I became the legendary " other people's child " .

	The days passed uneventfully . Besides the occasional motorcycle ride with Liu Er, I would go to the internet cafe and express my feelings to Yun'er. I hadn't forgotten this " social girl . " But in reality, I didn't act on it, because my physiological urges were directed to my mother, who lived next to me in the same room.

	Because of the coolness of clothes and the stimulation of hormones brought by midsummer, this impulse is firmly confined to the small world of the family.

	Many beautiful stories always happen in summer.

	When the rice is stored , the annual Jiao ceremony, held every few years, arrives. Sorry, I don't know exactly how often. Sometimes it's held by a single village, sometimes by several villages jointly, so the timing is unpredictable. It happens when the higher-ups think the time is right (they feel they need to cash in). To justify the joint effort, the higher-ups built a temple early on.

	The content is pretty much the same. Jiaohui is a local folk custom, supposedly celebrating a good harvest and praying for more good fortune in the coming year. Most folk customs share this theme. It generally involves donations, a village-wide meal, people walking on a knife mountain and diving into a cauldron of oil, nightly opera performances, and a parade of ghosts, demons, and actors through the town. You can join in, or just watch as the parade passes by. They'll throw a straw figurine into your house and stick a yellow talisman.

	Maybe because I have watched too many Lin Zhengying movies, this rough thatched man looks very lifelike to me and I have no doubt that it can run.

	No matter how playable or watchable the content is, many folk customs cannot achieve this; but there is a reason to summon the wanderers, and there is an opportunity to gather together. At the scene of the opera, you can often see lost relatives and friends, and childhood friends who suddenly disappeared from your daily life.

	　　This is superficial, but the deeper reason, even a child understands, is that this gives the village bosses and the big brothers who make money through illegal means a chance to make a name for themselves, and also gives the officials a chance to make money. No wonder they enjoy this so much.

	If all the people on the organizing committee were shot, there might be some wrong ones, but if every other person was shot, there would definitely be many who slipped through the net.

	the evening hustle and bustle, hoping I'd bump into some beautiful woman from out of town, or some close-knit older sister from the work union. But often, all I saw was a fight between middle school girls (high schoolers weren't into it anymore). In one corner of the sea of people, like a tornado, a dozen people were " dancing " at once . I was already numb to it.

	The most urgent farm work has been completed, the rice fields have become bare dry fields, the migrant workers have returned, and the idle people have gathered together. Needless to say, gambling stalls of all sizes have been set up in the fields in front of the shops.

	Naturally, my father , someone who couldn't stand being alone, also returned. Honestly, I have to defend him. I don't think he's a compulsive gambler. I don't recall him participating in many of these real money, on-the-spot gambling events. However, this festival attracted a host of unscrupulous people, and seeing the gambling stalls prospering, fellow Taoists felt a sense of inadequacy if they didn't join in, so naturally, my father flocked to it.

	　　Yes, this is the sense of ritual, just like the Chinese New Year. If you don’t do a few things, it won’t feel like the Chinese New Year.

	I remember that day, which almost became a shadow in my life, but fortunately I finally redeemed myself. It was probably the weekend, so my mother didn't have to work.

	One of my father 's closest friends from the same village came to my house in a hurry, looking heartbroken. From him, I learned that my father had lost badly in the store today. It was God's will that he was punished. The other party opened 389 in San Gong , but my father unexpectedly opened 244. When such cards appeared, he felt that he could not play anymore. However, he could not be persuaded, and he was too angry to take my father away.

	　　In this kind of thing, following the principle of being a dog-meat friend, he didn't dare tell his mother. At this moment, the only way to persuade him was to move my grandmother.

	As I left the house , I heard even more gossip and criticism. Some gossipers were even excitedly telling everyone about it, because my father's luck today was no different from a fortune-bringing boy; it was said that even children who threw some pocket money in would receive a continuous harvest of rice. It seemed that my father's bad luck today had spread throughout the streets.

	I followed my grandmother to the gambling den in the field outside the store . It was packed with people, many clutching their RMB tightly, their faces beaming with joy. This meant that somewhere in the center, there must be a very sinister person.

	but my father who was driving the boat? The people gathered around knew my grandmother and actually made room for us to squeeze in. When I saw my father with dry lips and a black forehead, if he hadn't been trying hard to remain calm, he would have trembled in despair.

	His luck was really bad. At a glance, he had 66 in his hand , and the third card opened three sides and it was 8 , which was a complete failure .

	Although my father did some very bad things, his greatest strength was that he was very good to my grandmother. That day, my grandmother didn't say much and took him out of that abyss.

	I don't know if my mother knew about this, or if she was just used to it. Normally, no woman would tolerate her husband's gambling addiction, but in rural areas, this phenomenon seems to be commonplace. A bold theory is that if people don't have relatives who have been severely harmed by gambling, they don't think gambling is a sin, just a normal pastime.

	Most rural women carry this understanding. As I've mentioned before, my father, while seemingly addicted to gambling and always dreaming of getting something for nothing, didn't seem to significantly impact the family's finances. This is why my mother was able to view it with indifference, perhaps keeping it hidden deep down, a compromise best suited to family harmony.

	It happened to be the weekend, and on a whim, my mother took out some ingredients she had brought back from her parents' home and made some rice dumplings. She casually told me that she wouldn't cook tonight, but I didn't take it seriously. In the past, she would cook rice when making rice dumplings, because you have to eat at least some staple food.

	When I got home from gambling, it was almost dark. My mother glanced at my father indifferently and said expressionlessly, "I'm not cooking tonight, let's have rice dumplings."

	My father's face became even gloomier and he went straight upstairs.

	My grandmother had a helpless and sad expression on her face, not because of my father, but because she had diabetes and usually had to eat a little rice and meat. She was also used to eating some vegetables. What made me sad was that my mother still didn't take good care of her and even ignored her directly. With my mother's behavior, the elderly woman would probably have to stumble and do it herself.

	It would be acceptable if no one was at home, but it is even more heartbreaking that it is still like this even when someone is at home.

	I really don't know how my grandmother treated my mother so resentfully in the past that there is such a deep gap between us now; but as far as I can remember, my grandmother has never done anything excessive. In fact, on some days when my mother was not working and she was sick, my grandmother would transfer the medical money to her through me. Whether it was necessary or not is another matter, but at least her concern seemed genuine to me.

	So no matter whether my mother mentioned the past intentionally or unintentionally , I could never fully understand her sometimes excessive " harshness " towards my grandmother who loved and doted on me so much. Children are naturally close to their grandmothers, so my mother sometimes became the opposing character in my heart.

	All three are my closest and most beloved people, but they all have irreconcilable conflicts with each other. But in the final analysis, some emotional tendencies are shaped by growth experiences, and on some things, I stand more on my father and grandmother's side.

	If I spoke up for them, I would incur my mother's extreme anger. The woman became unreasonable. I didn't dare to resist to the end, but a little resentment grew in my heart.

	I have always longed for an opportunity to crush this coercive authority.

	Grandma decided to do it herself , but she didn't dare complain. However, she couldn't help but grumble to herself, which was irritating. Her " miserable " monologue had obviously reached the second floor. Seeing Grandma's helpless back as she walked toward the vegetable patch at the doorstep, I couldn't bear it and chased after her. I felt her emotion, and if I still let her do it herself, I would have been wrong.

	At the same time , I seemed to see my father striding down.

	When I came back after picking vegetables, although it was only a short time, I could feel the atmosphere became more solemn and depressing. Grandma was sitting on the sofa, like a child who had done something wrong, pitiful and helpless. She looked at me with red eyes, as if she had shed tears.

	the living room , my mother was eating rice dumplings with a sarcastic look on her face.

	I speculate that during the short time I was away, my parents must have had a quarrel, which was brief but extremely destructive; my grandmother was unable to stop it, but was worried about the breakdown of the relationship between her son and daughter-in-law. The old lady was panicked and could only shed tears silently.

	When my mother saw me, she raised her voice and said with a cold snort, " If you don't want to eat it, then forget it. I won't spoil him . " " You won't be full with the rice dumplings . If you want to eat it, you can cook it yourself. "

	I knew she was talking about my father. Then she gritted her teeth, " You come home and throw a tantrum after losing a bet. What kind of man are you? " Even though the protagonist wasn't present , my mother's face was still filled with disdain.

	Seeing this situation, I felt like I was walking on thin ice. I was so nervous that I was terrified when I sat down, fearing that any action I took would anger my mother and I would become an innocent victim.

	Then I got up immediately and almost forgot to cut lean meat for grandma and cook and wash vegetables ...

	After doing all this, I picked up two rice dumplings, peeled them, put them in a bowl, and carried them to the living room.

	When I finished eating, my mother vaguely signaled me to take two more upstairs and let him eat them if he wanted. With that, my mother got up and went back to the kitchen. After a while, she placed a large bowl of zongzi in front of me.

	I didn't offend my father , so he shouldn't get angry with me. I took it up quickly, but when I saw his gloomy and even sad face, I put it down and went downstairs in shame. I was still a little scared.

	　　Who was right and who was wrong? I was at the center of the family storm, feeling overwhelmed and suffocated.

	When everything was done , I went upstairs to my room and lay down. Before that, I didn't know if my parents had any conversation. I only knew that the sound of my mother closing the door when she returned to her room that night was particularly loud.

	　　It was a night of constant fear, but I still had to go to sleep … I don’t know what time it was, but the moonlight was like water, its silver glow covering the floor in front of my window. I woke up with a start, but I had no idea what woke me up. Was it a loud noise? Or a fierce quarrel?

	I focused all my energy on my hearing . It was as if everything in my parents' room was very clear, but I couldn't hear a single word. In my ears, there was only a continuous buzzing sound, without a trace of lust. Unlike before, I could only hear hostility and endless negative emotions.

	　　In this situation, I naturally didn't dare to get out of bed and eavesdrop on anything like I did in the past.

	My sleepiness was gone when another loud noise came. Was it something hitting the wall or falling to the ground? This sound seemed to coincide with my heartbeat, and it tightened my heart.

	After a long moment, the familiar sound of a lighter rang out, but this cigarette was unusual. Under these circumstances tonight, there was no way they could have sex.

	But I still cheered up. Knowing that there was no gorgeous fact, I still wanted to find out something more.

	Unfortunately, I was so exhausted both physically and mentally that I couldn’t resist the sleepiness and fell asleep again, then was woken up by the urge to urinate.

	After going to the bathroom , I lay down and kept thinking about today. Even though they were things I didn’t dare to look back on carefully, they would automatically jump into my mind, making me shocked and scared.

	Suddenly , I wanted to smoke a cigarette, so I got up and closed my door. But when I looked at the box of cigarettes in the drawer, it was empty! Smoking addiction is like that. Once the desire comes, you have to fulfill it.

	So I went straight to the living room , turned on the light, and wanted to see if there was a pack or half a pack left by my father on the table, but unfortunately there was none. So I looked towards my parents' room. I knew which cabinet my father kept his cigarettes in, because I had taken them secretly many times before.

	　　At this point, the son with a criminal record walked into his mother's room, which made people think wildly. I was entangled and hesitant, letting time tick by.

	In the end , the physical and mental urge to take a puff overwhelmed my timidity ...

	　　I am a habitual tiptoeer, so I headed straight for the counter in the corner . I knew that was where my father's cigarettes were kept, as I had stolen them before.

	Perhaps out of a guilty conscience, I didn't dare look at my mother. I felt as though a single glance would jolt her awake, her every move aware of my actions. How could I explain it? Whether it was the act of reaching for a cigarette or being misinterpreted as sexually suggestive, in the atmosphere tonight, it would be a suicidal act. I knew she was lying in bed, perhaps soundly asleep, perhaps dreaming an unhappy dream, after all, after what had just happened .

	It was definitely a bad mood , as if a faint sadness and irritability lingered whenever I stepped into this room. I didn't know the time, nor did I want to know. My body would react when it was time to sleep, so the time didn't matter.

	The woman's quiet breathing made the hour even more tranquil, like water. The moon seemed to climb up the west window, tracing the tangled tiles of the old house. Glancing sideways, the mosquito net wrinkled in the evening breeze, my elongated shadow like a swaying weed. The chirping of cicadas somewhere rippled the air, and the wooden cabinet in the corner exhaled its moist breath. The soft light from the edge of the bed gradually rose, bathing the entire room in a cool, shimmering light.

	At a certain moment , I seemed to hear the sound of a white orchid bud bursting, like a drop of moonlight falling into a deep pool, but with a condensed melancholy, amplified by a mature breath. My heart was soothed by the moonlight, and I was no longer so nervous and timid.

	　　With a " snap " sound, the pulley was too slippery and I didn't hold it with my hands, so the drawer containing several cigarettes suddenly slipped and hit the ground. The sound seemed to restrain my body and my heart beat faster.

	Before I could use my talent for quick thinking , I heard a voice saying " Tsk ..." followed by a slight " creak " . The bed made the sound because someone turned over on it. Who else could it be but my mother? This sound of the bed seemed to be spit out by someone's mouth, and it was filled with more annoyance and impatience.

	　　" What are you tossing and turning in the middle of the night ?" the mother suddenly whispered.

	I didn't dare to breathe, my heart was about to jump out of my throat. To make matters worse, there was something stuck in my throat, and I couldn't help but cough , with a sound like the dull sound of an old cow.

	crumpled the unopened pack of cigarettes into a ball.

	　　" Do n't sleep in this room tonight . I get upset just seeing you ..." my mother muttered coldly. I realized something was wrong. Did she think I was her father?

	Thinking of this, I immediately breathed a sigh of relief . Now I could " get away unscathed . " At this point, I hadn't thought of anything bad yet. I just wanted to get away from here quickly.

	So I put the pack of tobacco in my pocket and was about to leave, but I continued to pretend not to look at my mother, as if if I didn't look at her, she wouldn't look back at me and I wouldn't be exposed.

	And when I was about to step out of the room , my mother's voice rang out, nailing me in place, " There 's food in the rice cooker to keep it warm ... You'd better not waste it ..." She said it quickly with a tone of pretended dissatisfaction and impatience, but it was obviously much softer.

	　　Now it was confirmed beyond a doubt that she truly considered me her father. I felt something inside me slowly expanding, my entire body agitated for unknown reasons ... Subconsciously , I felt this was going to be difficult to carry out, so this agitation remained suspended in my heart, never translating into clear thoughts or actions.

	In addition, my mother 's words suddenly made me realize her essential role as a good wife and mother. She still cares about my father, and she can even do things beyond her own heart. Maybe it's because the family is as harmonious as possible, or maybe it's because they have been sleeping in the same bed for many years and have feelings for each other. In fact, I don't think they have any feelings of love.

	in that era were muddled, and in the end, they were due to the intimacy that was not love, as well as responsibility and a natural obedience to the role that was developed over the years (which is understandable, it was a limitation of women in a specific era. It cannot be said that they were disciplined by tradition, but only that they were not fully educated by the progressive ideas of the new era).

	I am not jealous of the relationship between my parents . On the contrary, I am happy to see it.

	Although it was a " misunderstanding , " my mother now appeared before me as a wife , caring deeply about her family and showing a shy concern for her partner. I have always been drawn to these qualities in my mother . Such a mother's charm was even richer and more amplified.

	Even though it's not directed at me, and precisely because it's not directed at me, it can be mixed with the stimulation of taboos.

	When I realized this charm, I needed some visual support, so I didn't step out. I couldn't help but turn my body and look at my mother lying on the bed.

	I have long been accustomed to night vision. The bright moonlight around the 15th day of the lunar calendar is enough for me to see everything clearly. Through the mosquito net, a little haziness makes it even more seductive. The mature mother lies on her side, showing off her seductive curves. The tank top tightens her waist, making her waist look plump but not bloated. Moreover, because of her hips protruding backwards, the waist and hips are clearly distinguished. The fullness is as round as tonight's moon. The thin shorts fit tightly, wrapping her like a white jade plate.

	Li Bai’s poem is correct, “ When I was young, I didn’t know the moon, and called it a white jade plate . ”

	The moon was dim and dull in my eyes, no match for the mature mother's delicate buttocks. Her round legs, tightly clasped and curled, tempted me to linger on them. Just by looking, I could confirm the firmness and pertness of her buttocks. The fire in my lower abdomen spread faster than the moonlight, and I could hear the sound of my own swallowing.

	My bare feet shifted unconsciously , and I couldn't tell where I was going.

	The most charming and mature figure, the body that stimulates the hormones of teenagers, speaking the most ordinary and everyday words, the feeling of being a wife is strong, but the feeling of tempting to commit a crime is even stronger.

	Mom was awake, right? At least she was a light sleeper. After all the turmoil tonight, it was understandable that she was a light sleeper. How could she be in a good mood? So even if there was a " misunderstanding " at this moment , what could I do ? Any slight would get me caught.

	　　This was like a difficult math problem, and I was completely lost in thought. Then I saw my mother's arms moving, as if sensing my gaze and about to turn over. Involuntarily, my feet moved forward.

	Back in my room , I exhaled with a trembling breath. My heart was still beating wildly and the heat was still raging. I even had to grab my cock through my pants to relieve the intense numbness.

	My mind is full of the concepts of wives, beautiful women, and mature mothers. They are extremely mature women with charming and moist figures and extreme sensuality. It seems that my nose has absorbed all the scent of mature women in my mother's room. The two round and perky buttocks are sticking to my eyes. As soon as I close my eyes, I feel that the peach-like fat buttocks are about to attack me. I want to get close to it, I want to kiss it, touch it, hug it, and use my tender cock to go deep into it and slap it hard.

	Just the thought of it makes my body and mind tremble and my breathing burn.

	Before I knew it , I had started to jerk off my dick. If I didn't let it out, I was afraid I wouldn't be able to fall asleep again.

	But because it was too real, my fantasy scene seemed to be able to be realized immediately, so I didn’t want to come out quickly. When the numbness became obvious, I stopped the action again, and repeated this process ... When I deliberately controlled myself like this, it seemed that I could masturbate for a long time, but it just wouldn’t last.

	And this desire gradually climbs, and when it accumulates to a certain level, people may behave in a way that is very different from their usual behavior, just like the most polite person will say some dirty words during a sprint, or bring down his palms, full of a special kind of hostility ... While stroking my cock, my legs seemed to be pulled ... I always wanted to find a place to stay, and I had nowhere to rest.

	　　Finally, I got out of bed again and walked towards the place I had always longed for. I didn't feel the expected excitement, but instead acted a little mechanically. I couldn't tell what guided me, but I didn't have any thoughts in my mind, and naturally I didn't consider any consequences. It seemed that any development was acceptable.

	No matter what, I can't die, right?

	 

	 

	Chapter 52: Leyouyuan 2

	　　——

	When I walked into my mother's room again and reached her bedside, every element of my body and soul was ready to burst forth. If I were to see through her eyes, my current state would be unfathomable, as if I were wandering through the world yet determined in my goal, as if I were willingly being controlled by something.

	I remembered one night when my mother also imprisoned us in this space with light steps. Her eyes at that time could turn my anxiety into only physical restlessness.

	deep inside me , which has been weighing on my mind for a long time. Now I lament the irreparable loss, but we've already been doomed.

	I lifted the mosquito net , and my mother's round buttocks came into view. Under the moonlight, the color of her shorts almost blended with her skin color, which made my hands twitch unconsciously and my throat tighten. Her vest was slightly turned up, revealing a small waist. The flesh-colored and silky hair flowed like a landslide to her back and disappeared into the fabric, showing off the curvy figure of the woman. Her long black hair was loose and drooping, revealing a soft earlobe. If it weren't for her wide and round buttocks, proudly and fully sticking out backwards, who would have noticed that this was a mother in her forties in this light?

	My mother wasn't covered with a blanket, and a shocking thought suddenly occurred to me: could she not be asleep? Only when awake could one feel the oppressive heat.

	In a moment, should I cry, make a scene, or be stubborn? No matter what, I won't resort to violent confrontation.

	The cool summer breeze blew in from the open window, fluttering the mosquito net, but it still couldn't extinguish the extremely powerful evil thoughts that were slowly developing in my body! Perhaps, if I were given a little more time, this evil thought would gradually control my body ...

	As I slowly sat down on the bed where my mother was lying, I felt a sense of balance being broken, although it was silent at the moment, and even the bed did not make a sound as I sat down.

	At this moment , I was only a few inches away from my mother. If I took another big step forward, I could touch her body! That mature and attractive female body! It was this mature woman, lying defenselessly on her side before my eyes, seemingly unaware of the strong evil thoughts in my heart!

	I stretched out my hands tremblingly, raised them above my mother's waist, then clenched my fists and pulled back.

	Human courage is also an elusive thing; only desire is eternal.

	I moved one foot unconsciously again . This time I put on my shoes, and there was a slight sound of friction with the floor. Back and forth, my butt also had an urge to get up, but my hands wanted to continue to touch my mother, as if each part of my body was acting independently and pulling each other.

	I was so immersed in a certain mood that I didn't realize that these sounds were becoming more and more obvious, and a pair of hands, with the greatest courage of my life, placed them on my mother's waist.

	I no longer cared whether she was awake or not, or whether she would immediately realize that the person behind me was her son, a good student whom she had raised for more than ten years. I had a feeling of leaving everything to fate, but some blood suppression prevented me from moving forward immediately.

	I didn't dare use force, only carefully feeling the curves of the woman's body. I moved slowly, following the curves, climbing upwards, finally touching the hard hip bones through the pitiful fabric, and finally touching the firm buttocks. My heart suddenly tightened.

	My mother was quiet, but I could clearly feel her body froze for a moment. At the same time, for some reason, I withdrew my pioneering hand as if I had been electrocuted.

	My footsteps moved slightly again, as if another personality wanted to pull me away from here.

	I saw my mother slightly shake her head, as if she wanted to look back, but she didn't go on and continued to lie motionless on her side.

	　　" Tsk , " my mother suddenly made a dissatisfied sound, and then, as I stared in amazement, she reached one hand behind her back, into her vest, and made a series of small movements.

	　　" Pa " , before my heated gaze ended, a residual scent mixed with frankincense, mature mother's body fragrance, laundry detergent, shower gel, etc., accompanied by a warm bra, fell on my face. My eyes went black at first, then there was a little pain, and I let out a cry of " Ah " .

	My mother undid her bra with one hand, quickly and easily, then casually flung it back, unexpectedly hitting my face. " Huh? " she exclaimed, feeling the resistance. This mature, experienced gesture of a woman always fascinated me.

	I subconsciously grabbed my mother's bra as it slipped from my face. It was soft and smooth, but still large and heavy. My mother was surprised for only a second before she realized she had " thrown " someone behind her. I even suspected some personal grudge.

	Hearing my cries of pain, I grabbed my bra again, and we were in a stalemate . " Hmph, you deserved it , " my mother sneered gleefully, showing no remorse at all.

	　　While sneering, she wanted to swing her waist, as if she was proud, but I always felt that she was a little coquettish. My mother, how could she be like this? I liked her even more.

	It seems that my mother really educates me as she usually does, without holding too much resentment overnight. At this moment, I understand this.

	I was also shocked by my mother's posture. I was so excited that I didn't pay any attention. My mother let go of her hands and let me take off her bra.

	My hands uncontrollably lifted my mother 's bra to my nose, greedily breathing in the remaining scent and temperature on it, as if I was in close contact with my mother's breasts.

	　　" It's already late at night. I need you to finish this quickly . If you don't, I'll have to sleep too, " my mother said in a feigned gloom. Her impatience was almost non-existent.

	On the one hand, I was shocked by my mother 's condition, and on the other hand, I was " molesting " her private parts with my eyes, mouth and nose, and I was unable to respond to her " instructions " in the first place.

	　　" Why, do you want me to help you take off the rest of your clothes ?" the mother said dissatisfiedly, with her face slightly tilted upwards. She didn't want to see the person behind her, but it seemed that this way she could convey her words more clearly.

	Hearing my mother say this, I felt like I was hit hard on the head while under anesthesia. The feeling was strong but not painful. Well, this feeling is really contradictory. I threw the mature mother's bra in my hand casually, and my impatience made me hard, as if my cock was about to explode.

	Although the mother's words were somewhat mechanical, lacking the tenderness and affection that would initiate the most ecstatic act between the sexes, the distinct image of a wife, the image of a dutiful wife, was a fatal temptation to the young man who was obsessed with motherhood.

	The mother does not feel love in front of her husband. Logically, she does not have too much unrestrained carnal desire, but each generation will leave different marks in people's bones; the previous generation who got married in a confused manner have long accepted the arrangements of fate and life. In the case of marital misconduct, even if there is no feeling of love, they will not resist physical contact ... and will enjoy and satisfy themselves as much as possible .

	　　This is a fallacy that can be drawn from my experience of eavesdropping and peeping.

	　　This is different from today's women. If you don't open the heart of today's women and force yourself on them every time, their bodies will not be able to react in a coquettish way.

	Sometimes , it is difficult to say which mentality is more open-minded and progressive.

	Now I know what my mother meant ...

	I quickly half-kneeled, pressing closer to my mother. While I didn't touch her body, I could still smell her distinct scent. The sigh of a Phalaenopsis orchid drifted behind her ear. It was the unopened bottle of vanishing cream in the dresser drawer over a decade ago. The whisper of a blue handkerchief wrapped in mothballs and perilla leaves in the third compartment of the sandalwood wardrobe gently entwined the fleeting passage of time. I bury my face in this gentle mist, craving it, and hear time flake into stardust on the pure cotton fabric.

	Everything finally settled in the tuberose heat emanating from the delicate body of the mature mother in front of him.

	Then, with one hand on her shoulder , I thrust my other hand through her camisole and into her voluptuous upper body. No more nagging . " Ah ..." My mother cried out, as if taken by surprise. I went straight for her breasts, kneading and twisting them haphazardly. They were smooth and soft to the touch, and the flesh slipped and deformed in my palms. My movements were far more frantic than before.

	　　" Rude ! " my mother snorted disdainfully, nudging my chest with her back. But then she thrust her breasts out, as if to encourage me to hold them tighter. Her full breasts, held in my little boy's hands, were constantly being manipulated into all the shapes I desired.

	I didn't dare look up too far to see what was happening on her chest, as that would expose more of my face hidden behind her.

	I could only feel her fat, large breasts with my hands, sometimes squeezed flat, sometimes pinched and raised high. Her cheeks were flushed and wanton, and my heart fluttered when I saw them. I slowly increased the strength of my hands rubbing her breasts.

	Five fingers, deeply sunken into the breast flesh full of wonderful touch, the burning palm, is squeezing the already very sensitive flower bud, feeling the kind of possessive pleasure of ravaging! I am going crazy, this is the " wife " posture that my mother fully displays in front of me, the emotion is obviously high and unrestrained. After all, behind her is her " husband " , all her reactions are reasonable, and will make men work harder and crazy.

	　　" Ah ... Li XX, can you please rub it a little more gently? If you break it, I won't let you go . " My mother's delicate body trembled, and her tight buttocks pressed against my thighs. She pretended to be vicious, but it was disgusting and indulgent.

	　　This is killing me! I can't speak, I dare not speak! I wish I could really turn into my father, and my soul would pass through his body. I would definitely say something in a naughty way, " Hehe ... What, you don't want children anymore ? You can be naughty if you want to keep them for your children to eat or play with . "

	In my fantasy, the mother should deliberately provoke the father and say arrogantly, " Hmph ... it's none of your business ... my beautiful breasts ... ah hum ... what's wrong with giving your son a little advantage ... ah bastard ... you 're still stronger ..." , with a little pampering and a subtle alternative sense of desire.

	Back to reality, the proud breasts on the mother's chest were being grabbed in the hands of her son behind her and rubbed wantonly. The charming mature mother's face was flushed and her cherry lips were panting. I seemed to hear the hot air coming out, and a more lustful breath seemed to be rising, which made me feel dizzy.

	It was really intoxicating. You thought I would always be addicted to it, but no, I was just satisfying it as a routine. Not long after, I withdrew my hands from playing with my mother's breasts and smelled my palms as usual, as if there was a real milk fragrance on them.

	My mother didn't react to my letting go. Perhaps she knew what her " husband " was going to do next. I had originally intended to go straight for it. After all, my slender, white hands would have a noticeable difference from my father's rough touch. After a while, it would be hard for my mother not to notice. It was just my nature; I always felt that this was a matter of going up first and then down.

	First, we'll capture Shuangfeng Mountain, then head straight for the Central Palace. I've already secured Shuangfeng, that's enough, now we need to focus on the main points.

	I sat up, first took a look at the mature mother's body that was waiting for the passionate battle to begin , then looked up at the nearby window. I was betting on something and hesitating.

	Finally , I gritted my teeth, gently pushed my mother's shoulder blades, and " maneuvered " her into a prone sleeping position, blocking her vision and making her realize it later.

	　　" Tsk, what are you doing? " , my mother muttered incoherently with her face on the pillow, and her calves hooked back as if she wanted to hit me, showing her little woman's attitude. All these behaviors would only turn my impulse into action. Even if there was no way back, I had to go to the deep end.

	Then, I crawled forward on my knees, stretching my body and arms to get out of the mosquito net. I pulled the curtains further open, letting the moonlight in. Yes, the lack of light always made me feel a little uncomfortable, so I had to use the moonlight as much as possible. Quickly, I returned to my original position, not giving my mother a chance to stop me.

	　　" What are you doing? Are you afraid that you won't be able to find the way in the dark ..." , the mother laughed angrily.

	Fortunately, there are always occasions when there are normal times . Normally, my mother is used to this situation. She is constantly talking, and we are often silent. My father is even more so. No matter what he says, he will always be retorted in the end. After a while, silence is more and more like gold. Now I am silent, and she still doesn't find it unusual.

	In the bright moonlight, I could almost make out the beige, perhaps flesh-colored, color of my mother's thin shorts. In her prone position, her waist was sunken and her hips were high, inviting a male to climb on her.

	I suppressed the trembling of my hands, bent down, pinched the waistband of my shorts and underwear, and slowly pulled them down. As the flesh-colored shiny buttocks gradually emerged under the moonlight, my eyes dilated. I pressed against the mature mother's round buttocks meticulously, and my breathing became much faster. I even felt that if I continued like this, I would bleed from my nose.

	Until both pairs of panties were pulled off from my mother's feet, the delicate, smooth and round lower body of the mature mother was revealed in front of me. There was a dark spot with a shiny watery glow on the core of her legs, which made me swallow my saliva; I also touched a trace of wetness and stickiness on the crotch of the panties with my hands, which was an exciting signal, but I did not " molest " it; when you take off a woman's panties with your own hands, I believe you will temporarily forget about the clothes themselves.

	of a young boy lying down in the underwear of a mature woman is absolutely exciting and a strong taboo excitement surges in his heart.

	Although the core has been opened, but I made the same old habit of routine, perhaps savoring this rare stealing fragrance from the shallow to the deep. I lifted my mother's vest until it reached her armpit, and the flat round base of her breasts that were pressed down flowed out from her armpit.

	I gently touched my mother's back, feeling her smooth skin, and she trembled slightly. Then I leaned over and kissed the soft breast flesh, then moved to her back, kissing her shoulder blades and the groove of her back, occasionally extending my tongue as if this was a rare delicacy. The fragrance of the mature woman's body kept drilling into my nostrils, and my lips pressed against my mother's body, like sailing on ice, extremely smooth, not missing any inch of her skin on her back.

	　　" Hmm ..." , my mother moaned comfortably, and her plump body trembled slightly. It was not a very ecstatic reaction. After all, it was her back. How much physical pleasure could it have? In fact, I didn't feel any. I was just satisfying my inner excitement. When my mouth touched my mother's body, I felt very satisfied.

	It seemed like the numbness in my nerves was very tangible, and I felt a little worried inside, thinking that I wouldn't be able to bear it if I were to be stimulated any more.

	When my mouth moved to the waist , I raised my body and looked down at the tempting mature woman's buttocks. I hesitated whether to open the buttocks and nibble them enough, but if I did so, the time of exposure might come earlier, and I would not be able to truly taste the deepest part of my mother.

	My mouth twitched a little, and finally I suppressed the restlessness, began to adjust my position, and took off my lower body clothes in a lightning speed, releasing the tender but murderous cock. Tonight, it should be able to return to the mother's body completely, but I can't guarantee the time.

	I couldn't move slowly , even though I wanted to, I had to act " skilled . "

	So I spread my legs on both sides of my mother and supported part of my upper body with my hands, because this way I could see and control the forward direction of my crotch; and like this, I moved my hard cock under the crack of my mother's buttocks, to the soft ball of flesh with a wet feel.

	　　Gently pressing down, the glans finally touched the mother's fertile forbidden area meat again! I could see and feel the softness and smoothness on it. I didn't know whether it was my prostate fluid or my mother's love fluid.

	Was his mother so quickly aroused? Was it because of the breast massage and back kiss he had just given her, her lower body had already been prepared. She was about to fulfill her duties as a " wife, " and likewise, enjoy these rights, so she felt free and eager. Thinking of this, the boy's cock seemed to harden a little.

	　　" Ah ..." When the sensitive flesh under her crotch was touched by the male sexual organ, the mother let out a satisfied moan, but it seemed that it was not entirely a physiological pleasure reaction. It was just encouragement, and her body and mind were longing for the more formal behavior that would follow.

	However, it was my first time after all, and I still couldn't hit the target on the first try. The flesh slit, which was tightly pressed together by my legs, was poked open a little, revealing a bit of the bright red color that had a strong contrast and could be felt even in the moonlight, but then it closed again, and my glans seemed to have slipped.

	My glans slid in the slit of my mother's vagina several times back and forth, " Ah ..." , my mother's delicate body trembled repeatedly, and she moaned seductively from time to time, as if she couldn't grasp my rhythm. This feeling of being out of control makes women fascinated and uneasy, and they feel like their fat buttocks want to push up, and they are ready to move.

	　　In this position, the mature woman's vagina lacked the dense hair of her pubic mound, only a soft, brown, purple-black mass. My inexperienced penetration wasn't entirely without effect. It seemed as if the wetness at the center of her legs was growing, gradually spreading to the surrounding area, her thighs glistening with a sheen of fluid. A distinct odor permeated the air, a fishy, pungent aroma, but not at all unpleasant. The woman's body heated up, releasing the full force of her sensual desires.

	Looking at my mother 's exquisite figure again , plump but not bloated, her round buttocks set off her slender waist, her back was deep and concave, and her flesh was smooth. Under the moonlight, you couldn't tell at all that this was a woman who had given birth to two children. Under the moonlight, this scene also looked particularly obscene, which aroused my oral addiction. I really wanted to kiss her all over, especially the most private areas of this woman who gave birth to me and raised me.

	In particular , under the influence of water and blurred light , the anus above the vagina and at the bottom of the buttocks seemed to be completely connected with the vagina. There was no excess in the lovely wrinkles, which showed that the woman's long-term intake of large amounts of vegetables and regular work had brought health to her lower body.

	Especially as my glans slid and gently prodded this spot, causing it to contract, my mother's anus seemed to react with dissatisfaction. I didn't quite understand some of these peculiarities, nor was I particularly attracted to this spot, but it was just so close, and this was the part of my mother's most shamefully exposed area, that I suddenly felt an urge to kiss it. I remembered that beautiful and wild night when I had indeed penetrated this place, breaking all taboos and my mother's moral shame.

	　　This thought makes me feel even hotter.

	When I slipped from the crotch again and touched the anus above, " Ah ... what are you doing? " , the mother shouted tenderly, but she seemed to know that her " husband " was not targeting there intentionally , it was just a normal mistake.

	　　This was not a solution, so I could only reach out and open the slit of flesh. As soon as I touched it, my fingers felt sticky. As soon as the bright red flesh was exposed, it contracted, like a clam spitting out liquid, and a tiny bit of egg white-like liquid was squeezed out from the depths of my mother's vagina.

	Suddenly, I couldn't connect this phenomenon, the view of the vagina with the image of my mother. It felt increasingly unfamiliar, and at the same time, there was an invisible pressure, as if if my cock went deep into it, all its energy would be drained away.

	makes men intoxicated.

	　　Supporting her upper body with one hand, she was too weak and trembling, so her cock went straight to the tender red deep in the crack of her flesh. " Hmm ..." , her mother 's trembling was noticeable.

	But he still couldn't go straight in, perhaps because it was difficult to control the point of force, and only the glans was stained with the love fluid overflowing from deep inside his mother.

	After a long time, I became very confused and my mother also began to feel dissatisfied. " Have you had enough fun, Li XX? Hurry up and go to bed. " As she said this , she patted my thigh to express her protest.

	The mother just thought it was her " husband 's " flirtation, and the love juice oozing out of her said that it was enough and she was ready.

	So I tried one last effort, and as usual, I slipped and poked the anus above, but I didn't get in. It wouldn't be so easy here, it was very tight. " Ah ... bastard ," the mother groaned angrily again.

	I stopped this unintentional mischief, panting, but of course I was excited inside, and my cock was still majestic, just waiting for the right opportunity to whip the fertile and private parts of my mature and strict mother, venting my child's anger, venting the punishment for showing my mother coquettishness, venting her dominance over my father, venting her disrespect for my grandmother, and venting my deformed love for this woman who is closest to me.

	But, do I really have this ability?

	　　" It's so annoying. Just don't do it if you can't find the way. " She grumbled dissatisfiedly , but one of her hands had already touched my cock, fiddled with it for a few times, and pressed on a depression. It was wet and hot, and there was a faint burning suction. I have experienced this soft and tender feeling many times.

	After this little gesture, my mother put her hands back up and tilted her head to the side. Then, she adopted a posture of letting Jun pick the fruit. But I could sense that this seemingly nonchalant look was also filled with anticipation ...

	I didn't need to look at the situation below. With my mother 's guidance, I knew of course that this was the correct position ... It was just that my mother 's " initiative " , although not towards her son, still made me feel the charm of a woman in bed. I was shocked again in my heart ... But I didn't have time to let the shock continue. I had to become experienced again.

	But at this point, my body and mind seemed unable to withstand the subsequent stimulation, and my consciousness became blurred briefly in advance, but my buttocks had already sank rapidly into the depression of my mother's flesh with my cock!

	　　" Hmm ..." My mother let out a more seductive, ecstatic moan. My cock was finally completely absorbed into the mature mother's sweet vagina, which I had dreamed about day and night, and had masturbated countless times. It had finally returned to its home! The excitement and thrill of finally getting what I wanted, with its immense impact, temporarily made me lose all other senses and thoughts.

	My childhood was completely gone from this moment. Many things were irreversible, and between me and my mother, I couldn't control these thoughts. Well, I'd just savor the physical pleasure.

	But there was another voice inside me: I had given my virginity to my own mother ... On this day, the shock was beyond words, but the burning fire of lust finally reached its peak. The sight of a tender little virgin, his tender cock, being penetrated deep within his own mother's vagina—the very concept of it was insane!

	It wasn't just my cock; my whole body and soul felt like they were trapped in a ball of magma, burning incredibly hot. When those chaotic feelings subsided, I began to recall the sensations of just a few seconds ago. It seemed that except for the painful tightening of the glans penis by the ring of flesh at the entrance to the vagina, now, inside, I felt only moist and scorching heat, sinking into a soft and greasy state that was impossible to extricate myself from.

	　　This seems different from the erotic stories I've read; I'm not like the virgins in the novels who can't resist once it goes deep, although my penis nerves felt extremely numb before it came in, as if an accidental discharge would happen at any moment.

	What was suddenly frustrating and stressful was that the mother did not feel the sudden swelling and cry out in pain, " Ah ... it hurts ..." as in the novel .

	Or perhaps her sullen anger is the ultimate compliment to a man, as she groans in pain, " Ah ... It's too big ... It hurts ... Can you please come in a little slower ..." Then she clenches her fists, enduring the paling of her fingers, clutching the sheets tightly, her delicate body trembling with unpleasant pleasure under the immense physical impact. Or perhaps her hand presses against my thigh, preventing me from moving immediately, requiring me to adjust to the male organ entering her body.

	At this moment, she just looked a little satisfied and comfortable, and her whole body seemed to have softened.

	I couldn't help but think of her passionate pleasure with her father, and the power of his cock on her. Perhaps my cock was just too immature after all? It didn't give my mother any significant physical sensation, nor did it give her vagina any swelling. However, my penis wasn't much bigger than my father's, and was even slightly longer. It was just not as dark, so it naturally lacked that murderous aura towards women.

	Don’t think too much, just do your best!

	It seemed like I stayed too long, and my mother seemed a little confused. Could it be that she felt that this thing was different from the previous ones that penetrated her body?

	　　" Move ... it's annoying ... are you going to do it or not ..." , the mother still spoke in a coquettish and angry tone, and at the same time her buttocks shook a little, which amplified the pleasure of my cock, and the feeling of being wrapped by soft flesh began to become clearer and stronger.

	I didn't need my mother 's " urging " . No matter from which aspect, I had to take action. I learned this stuff by myself, not to mention that I had seen so many movies and so many erotic stories.

	Moreover, my mother 's shy and " impatience " intensified her coquettish sexual tension in my heart . Under all kinds of complex psychological conditions, accompanied by the excitement of deep into the mother's body, I raised my buttocks, pulled out the whole cock from my mother's vagina, with a wet look, looking ferocious in its tenderness, and then inserted it back heavily, soft and slippery, piercing the fat, sinking into the hot package, stimulating my cock to be abnormally numb.

	　　There was a "pa" sound, which was the sound of hitting the mother's sweet buttocks. The waves of her buttocks showed the mature side of a woman; then " Ah ..." , the mother moaned in ecstasy, which also made me tremble physically and mentally.

	The physical and psychological pleasure reached its peak and remained high from then on. Perhaps because there was no prolonged pulling and contact as before, this time the deep penetration of the mother's vagina, the tingling feeling of ejaculation subsided, even though the physical and mental excitement was stronger than before.

	So my confidence increased greatly, and I swept away the negative emotions, and started to move in and out vigorously. The frequency and intensity of the thrusting continued to increase, and the " pa pa pa " sound continued.

	　　" Hmm ... Ah ha ..." , the mother seemed to be holding back the groaning, and after a long time she finally let out a comfortable breath, her hands tightly grasping the bed sheet, and her head wanted to bury deeper into the pillow, as if this could concentrate all the senses on the private area of the lower body and amplify the physical pleasure.

	　　Seeing this, I was even happier, and the time of being discovered was delayed. So I put all my strength into penetrating my mother's vagina, back and forth.

	Every time I penetrated the vagina, I could feel the tightness of the vaginal opening. Once inside, the space inside suddenly expanded and filled with fleshy buds. The vaginal opening was also incredibly deep, making it difficult for most men to reach. If one had poor stamina, they would be squeezed and ejaculated after passing through the vaginal opening. Fortunately, this time, I was not disappointed. I was able to hold on and there was no sign of ejaculation.

	It's very strange that I always find the right door the first time I enter, but once I enter it, it's like a fuse has been installed and I will never go astray again.

	　　Just the feeling of my cock and my mother's moans, these senses could no longer satisfy me, so I couldn't help but lean over and put my whole body on her back, with only our lower bodies connected; my mouth sucked the overflowing side of her plump breasts like an animal foraging for food.

	　　" Ah ... you're crushing me to death ..." , my mother moaned seductively, but did not resist at all.

	So I continued to thrust my waist hard, and my cock was always able to immediately peel open my mother's sticky labia, penetrate the tender and tight little vagina, and penetrate into the depths of the warm and moist vagina.

	　　" Ah ... you ... won't you change your position ... ah " , the mother's voice sounded as if she was beaten, and words carrying physical pleasure leaked out of her mouth, all with a moist spring-like feeling, and the last sound was even sharper and higher-pitched.

	　　This voice finally made me get rid of the unreasonable inferiority complex. I just wanted to work harder. With the murderous determination to crush the sense of taboo, my hard cock penetrated into my mother's vagina again and again, stirring the delicate flesh, and ruthlessly bullying the fat and soft labia while going in and out.

	Then the mother, whose lower body was sensitive, immediately grabbed the pillow under her head tightly with both hands and twisted her body uncomfortably. At this moment, she must have bitten her lips with her teeth, because she had begun to whimper and gasp in pain, and her whole body seemed to be twisted.

	After licking her breasts a few times, I moved my head to her hair, trying to feel the heat on her cheeks. The blush lingered for a long time, and a mellow fragrance like unfermented grape wine emanated from her face with moist heat. Her cherry lips moaned softly, as if she was deliberately tempting me to work harder in my ear, like the sound of heaven, so sweet and seductive.

	　　The sizzling sound of water became clearer, especially disturbing on this summer night. I felt my pubic hair soaked. I couldn't help but marvel at how moist my mother was, how sensitive her vagina was. She possessed every aspect of the feminine charm that could turn a man on, without compromise.

	Then, the mother's breath was as sweet as orchid, with a bit of laziness and charm, and she said weakly, " Change ... change position . " As she said that, her sweet buttocks pushed back against me. The sound was right next to my ears, and her coquettish posture simply drove men crazy.

	Unfortunately, I couldn't fully see her expression, which was so charming. There are gains and losses, but I have to accept it. Now it is the best situation. The ecstasy of the cock, the stimulation of the body and mind, and the sexual tension of a mature woman displayed by my mother make me feel that it is worth dying at this moment.

	To die under the peony flowers, to be a romantic ghost, the vulgar literary verses come to life.

	While I was whipping her , my mother uttered a long sentence full of pleasure, " Ah ... Li XX... are you going to change or not ..." , and there was a sign that she wanted to support her upper body with her hands. When I saw it, I thought it was too much, so I clenched my teeth and kept thrusting at a high speed. The " pa pa " sound became more and more urgent, and the charming buttocks of the mature mother trembled with waves of flesh one after another.

	　　" Ah ... quiet ... ah ... quieter "... gently, my mother seemed to be sinking even deeper into depravity, her moans became more and more wanton, but she wanted me to slow down and reduce the shameful sound of our bodies colliding.

	At this moment , I was filled with the pleasure brought by my mother's wet and tight vagina. I had never experienced such a comfortable feeling, the lubricated wet path, the warm wrapping feeling, my mother's pussy seemed to have endless magic, sucking my cock tightly into it.

	　　With the ecstasy now underway, how could I be disobedient? I continued pushing harder, a surge of anticipation building inside me. I knew if I kept going, I might be able to push my mother into a different state. At this point, I couldn't give up halfway. I had to wait until I could change positions and get that special reaction. By then, the forbidden practice of a son fucking his mother, that perverse sense of pride and satisfaction, would have been achieved.

	　　" Ah ... don't be so rough ... it will be over if little Li Yuqing hears it ..." , my mother moaned with difficulty, but her sweet buttocks were shaking slightly in response. This special name surprised me and I slowed down my movements.

	It was a feeling of pampering. No matter how she educated me, she was still doting on me and was proud of me as her son. It was just that the sudden maternal tenderness was accompanied by a coquettish reaction of indulging in physical pleasure. This contrast made my family affection effect disappear instantly, and my excitement increased a lot.

	I thrust again, like a perpetual motion motor, tireless. I didn't notice the beads of sweat beginning to form on my mother's back, the burning heat intensifying, the scent of lust spreading from her blushing cheeks to her entire body. But I could feel her thick labia coming alive under my thrusts, trembling slightly. The tender flesh deep within her vagina tightened around my cock, giving me another strange kind of pleasure.

	The butt crack squeezed and relaxed, and the legs were pressed together. The squeeze felt by the cock was stronger than before. I think the water marks at the junction had slid onto the bed, and the delicate buttocks became more delicious and attractive. The numbness in my body finally turned into the feeling of ejaculation.

	My mother 's body seemed to be brewing an extreme reaction under my fucking. Honestly, I didn't understand how to do that at the time. I just fucked her as hard as I could, wanting her to moan in ecstasy, and then, in the end, I couldn't bear it any more and feigned resistance. That's the mentality of a little boy.

	Every time I moved, the bumpy and wrinkled flesh on the inner wall of my mother's vagina would rub against my cock. At that moment, my glans seemed to hit something. There were two pieces of soft, sponge-like necks that tightly clamped my glans and sucked it like a small mouth.

	The trembling of the mother's body became more and more intense, " Ah ... ah ... hum ..." , waves of moans swirled in her throat, like the trembling of an electric shock, " Don't ... don't stop ... faster ... ah hum ..." But before she reached the climax , she groaned, as if her throat was cut by a sword. Unbelievable, unwilling, resentful, begging and demands with no maternal dignity, but all stopped abruptly.

	Because I stopped, I couldn't help but let out a muffled moan of pleasure, " Ah ..." I almost ejaculated directly, but I wanted to continue a little longer, so I stopped artificially. My longing for my mother and the taboo of mother-son incest made my brain dizzy, my whole body felt soft, and I kept shaking.

	But when I stopped suddenly, I seemed to feel a strong sense of dissatisfaction and resentment rising from my mother, which cooled down the hot bodies of both of us.

	　　“ Why don’t you continue … you bastard …” She slapped my thigh as if to vent some emotion , but since it was a fait accompli, she could only retaliate by mocking me, “ Is that all you can do … Have you not eaten yet …” , she was very angry.

	I also raised my upper body and took another good look at my mother's delicate body after I whipped her, not realizing how " excessive " it was . As she spoke, I suddenly caught a glimpse of something. Did I just miss the mark of my inner expectation?

	But in addition to soothing the feeling of ejaculation, I also had to savor the physical and mental satisfaction I had just felt. While digesting it, I began to lie still again, but my cock was still in the mother's hole and seemed to be beating.

	Unfortunately , time was running out. My mother tried to stand up and turn around again. The straight groove of her back was twisted, and the fine and scattered water droplets in the groove disappeared in an instant, making her back soaked in oil as if she was standing up.

	Her shaking made me focus my senses on my cock which was stuck deep inside my mother's vagina. It was so hot that I gasped, of course because of the tingling pleasure.

	by her body gradually regained their round shape, and in the process of standing up, they couldn't resist the pull of gravity and fell down like a lump, now pointed and firm. It has the flavor of a mature woman.

	When my mother 's ass also wanted to push me up, my cock seemed to be out of the hot and humid environment, and was about to rub the labia crookedly and blurt out, at the critical moment! If this goes on, my mother will definitely find out that my goal of shooting on her has not been achieved!

	I couldn't hold back any longer. With a powerful " snap " sound, my hips and legs collided. With a " puff " , my long and hard cock, with traces of water, roughly cut through the soft and tender flesh of my vagina, and it was like I was trapped in a ball of magma again.

	　　" Ah, hum ..." The mother was hit unexpectedly by this attack. She was like a flying bird shot down by an arrow. She groaned in ecstasy and sorrow. When she was about to get up, her body fell back onto the bed, and her hips and legs swayed slightly for a while.

	I suddenly felt that this scene was very cruel and unbearable. I used to think that I must respect my mother even if we met in bed; but at this moment, it seemed like I was ruthlessly oppressing her.

	　　This is the desire to conquer a sexually mature little boy facing a mature woman.

	　　" Hiss ... ah! " This sound was the mother's cry of pain. She was immediately furious and shouted, " Li XX , you hurt me! " After saying that, she persevered and prepared to stand up again.

	　　What nonsense are you talking about? My little motor started again. This time, it seemed to be filled with gasoline filled with aphrodisiac, and it was moving violently and hysterically.

	who has had real sexual experience knows that at the moment of thrusting, the penis no longer feels much sensation, as the vaginal passage of a woman feels smoothed out. I only felt the smooth passage, moving in and out freely, without the squeezing sensation, but the feeling of ejaculation gradually accumulated.

	　　" Woo ... Woo ..." As I thrust in and out mercilessly, my mother moaned and groaned as if she was biting the pillowcase, but after a while, she stopped.

	I had no idea what was happening. I strained my waist and abdomen, but I could sense the reaction from before. My mother's skin tone was now uneven, her upper body exposed, and the flesh beneath her crotch seemed to tremble again. The aroma of unfermented wine grew stronger.

	I hadn't reached my peak yet, but I sensed that my mother was nearing a critical point. Gradually, sounds began to escape her mouth again, growing louder and louder, becoming clearer and sharper. " Hmm, hmm, hmm ..." It was as if something inside her was climbing to a peak.

	An arrogant emotion grew in my heart, or maybe it was dominated by lust. Anyway, I was almost there, so I shouted " Mom ... Mom ... Ah " twice while fucking her, and it seemed that the shouting had exhausted my strength.

	Hearing me shout like that, my mother's vagina tightened and her body froze for a moment, then she groaned, " Ah ... What's wrong with you ... Ah ... Why are you shouting ... Your mother is down there ... "

	Yes, my mother is indeed down there, she is my mother now.

	　　" Ah! God ... Li XX... it's coming !" She suddenly let out a charming, voluptuous cry, tinged with a hint of shyness and sobbing, as if something unspeakable was coming. Her whole body suddenly arched, and her round legs, which had been taut and straight, began to tremble violently. The instep of her foot arched so that it pressed against the bed, and her toes tightened. Her honey hole seemed to be flooded, and it was dripping with water uncontrollably ...

	And my thrusting did not stop, " Oh ... oh ..." , my mother began to murmur softly like crying, and also like moaning with convulsions, which made my heart tremble and I felt like I was electrocuted.

	She seemed to be in great pain, pulling the sheet over and stuffing it under herself ... Then, I seemed to feel an exaggerated warm current spreading out from the entrance of her vagina ... I understood why she pulled the sheet over ...

	It was much later that my mother told me that she could squirt, but usually not easily. That night, perhaps it was the speed of my little motor that broke her defenses and made her unable to hold back at all. After all, she was young and strong, with good abdominal strength, and could support such high-frequency and powerful fucking. My mother admitted that my father could move just as fast, but only for a short period of time, and never lasted as long as I could.

	In fact , even though I described it for so long, maybe it didn’t take long. It was indeed my mother’s defense that broke through at high speed.

	　　Although I have seen movies and I am also addicted to this phenomenon, what a great sense of success it must bring to men! Fucking a woman to the point of squirting is a lifelong regret, and when a young cock fucks a seasoned and charming mature mother to squirt, that taboo satisfaction is simply the best.

	At that time , I didn't know how to fully absorb this wonderful experience, but the moment the warm current spread, it still hit my body and mind hard. It was as if I had poked a hole in a tightly guarded fortress, and the water stored in it escaped uncontrollably.

	It feels like getting into trouble, but it's also a sense of success.

	My head was buzzing with the same buzz as yesterday. I couldn't help but widen my eyes and look at my mother under me, swaying and humming with a twitching sound, like sobbing, like the relief after surviving a disaster. My breathing also became heavier, my hands were on both sides, and my whole body was trembling slightly. I didn't know whether it was anger or excitement. I was angry at the coquettishness of my mother who was completely indulged in physical pleasure. I didn't want to analyze it and think about it. I only knew that in my eyes, the whole world was left with the shaking body of my mature mother.

	However, I still didn't ejaculate! If I had this kind of squirting phenomenon in the morning, I might have reached the same time as my mother because of my excitement. But this time, it was also my mother's fault for ejaculating too quickly.

	Suddenly, I heard my mother say in a soft voice , " Um ... also ... move a few more times ... "

	God, hearing my mother's request like this, I felt dizzy, because she made me feel so unfamiliar, because this request revealed her depravity of only seeking physical pleasure.

	I continued to move, but after a few seconds, an indescribable psychological stimulation pushed my physical stimulation to the peak, and then I felt a panic of life passing away, as if my soul was sucked out. The intense numbness finally couldn't be held back, and all the nerves in my reproductive organs seemed to be weak. I really wanted to shout, " Mom ... why are you so slutty ... ah " , with complicated tears in my eyes .

	The boy was about to ejaculate, but at the last moment, I was able to pull out my cock and put it on the sheet between my mother's legs, leaving a pool of liquid ...

	My mother seemed to notice my escape and shouted anxiously, " Ah ... No ... You are not allowed to come out ..." , and pressed my hips and legs with her hands, but in vain.

	My mother 's final cry completely shattered my resolve. I shuddered deeply, not knowing what it meant .

	 

	 

	Chapter 53

	the cool breeze could not blow in, it seemed as if a heat wave was blowing up a fishy and lustful smell. After the huge stimulation, I didn't want to deliberately control the slight twitching of my body. My mother lay there silently, and I also lay on her back, her sweet buttocks just against my waist and abdomen.

	When I smelled a hint of salty and acrid sweat mixed with the lingering fragrance of shower gel and the body scent of a mature woman, I reflexively jumped up from my mother. I felt that pressing her down like this would make her wake up faster and face me; although this strategy of mine could only delay the process for a few seconds.

	I came back to my senses from the indescribable state of chaos and waited for judgment ...

	However, during this brief ordeal, I couldn't help but admire my mother who had just had a small sex scene, greedily savoring the feminine charm that aroused teenagers from my mother.

	The unique tension in the back groove was reflected by the sweat, just like a valley receiving the moonlight. I looked down from above and saw the mother's buttocks standing upright towards the sky. The curves still stubbornly outlined the round and big buttocks. The shape was plump, and the fleshiness and elasticity went hand in hand. Only at this age, with a good body condition and the invisible shaping of labor, could one form such a healthy and plump body.

	The waist and hips have obvious ups and downs, and the difference is obvious. As we often say, the waist is the waist and the buttocks are the buttocks. This is my mother. I have no doubt that as long as I lower my head slightly and look up, I may not be able to see her back or the back of her head because the entire peak of her hips blocks my view.

	The buttocks are upturned , the buttocks are smooth, and the glistening water shines under the buttock groove and on the sides of the legs; the beautiful pussy that has been invaded is even more fertile between the legs, like a black soil swamp that has just been trampled, and the fertile water buried deep in the fertile soil is squeezed out, which is extremely tempting; the fertile water stays in the fields and nourishes my son. Anyone who sees it will breathe rapidly, and I slowly begin to lose my composure again ...

	I can imagine the scene that follows. On one hand, the mother is violently attacking me, greeting me like thunder and lightning, but at the same time, she is showing her physical features that seduce men. In front of her own son, she reveals her coquettishness as someone who has been served by a man, and invisibly displays an alluring posture in her sternness. Isn't this the most exciting contrast for me?

	For example , when she slapped me, her breasts were shaking; her eyes were as cold as a knife, but they did not hide the messy and lewd lower body.

	Suddenly thinking of this, a surge of heat seemed to carry my heart to my throat, and my cock, which had already ejaculated, slowly rose again. This was not surprising. When the mind is sufficiently excited and the body allows, it is easy to get aroused and rekindle the evil fire. After all, I was in the stage of blood and vigor, facing the object of my long-standing sexual fantasies, and experiencing taboo lust.

	Without saying a word, the mother naturally pulled out her hands that were folded on the pillow and slowly placed them on both sides with her palms facing down. However, her movements were slow. On the surface, she seemed calm, not caring about what would happen after her death, as if she had done something insignificant, as if she had just fulfilled her wife's obligations. Yes, it was just the feeling of completing a task, as if the woman could not say that she was disgusted at this moment, but she also could not say that she felt completely satisfied.

	In my opinion, she was releasing this kind of emotion, but I also seemed to feel a little resentment, and imagined that she might have a blank expression at this moment.

	　　Even though my desire was resurfacing, I knew very well that there was nothing I could do. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, feeling that I could not face my mother's interrogation and torture, as well as the storm that would follow. It seemed that as long as I closed my eyes and didn't look for a second, I could escape for a second longer and endure less of my mother's violence.

	But then, my eyes suddenly widened in disbelief. There was no expected " turning back " or " turning over " . At this moment, the mother actually assumed a standard kneeling and lying position waiting for penetration from behind, with her waist bent, her fat buttocks raised high and facing backwards, showing the most standard roundness and fullness in front of her naked son. Her legs were pressed together but could not hold back the narrow and soft ball of flesh under her buttocks, the brown surface with the bright red inside the labia.

	But I couldn't see any holes in this tender flesh, no portal for male organs to penetrate. The only hole was the anus, soaked in the cum, which unconsciously contracted slightly. Because of the harmonious blend of colors, I couldn't ignore the thought that this was also a female sexual organ, and it could also give women a special experience ...

	　　This scene refreshed my experience again. The heat almost forced my heart out of my throat. What a shameful posture it was, and it was actually shown by my own mother. But this completely relaxed posture revealed that my mother was a normal woman with normal desires. It was a seductive posture to tease men that she learned naturally after having rich sexual experience.

	A bold speculation popped up in my mind: could it be that my mother didn't know that the man behind her had already ejaculated? Thinking about it carefully, it was possible. It was only my one-sided awareness that it was over. I didn't ejaculate inside her, nor did I ejaculate on her skin. She couldn't feel it, and she didn't see it, so how could she know that I had ejaculated?

	　　" Are you coming or not? " Perhaps seeing me frozen in place for a moment, my mother uttered, emotionless. Then she seemed to gently shake her hips, like the moon hanging high in the sky, as if seeking pleasure, afraid that others wouldn't know her desire. It made me dizzy, and I felt that if she just kept this pose a few more times, I would orgasm inside my head, without any physical stimulation.

	I have to keep going. At this rate, I can still taste the aroma of my mother's meat. No matter how long, it's a gain for me at this moment. It was her carelessness that gave me the opportunity, and I can't blame anyone else.

	I stared down at my mother's plump buttocks. The white and tender flesh still retained some of the deep red from my impact. In the moonlight, the rest of her round buttocks looked even more attractive and lustrous. Lust finally completely overtook me, squeezing out the fear of being judged. I quickly moved my knees, squeezed between my mother's legs, and knelt behind her buttocks.

	I took a deep breath and couldn't help but reach out and grab her buttocks. Even after the intense exercise , her buttocks still felt a little cold, which made me want to explore the burning area in the middle. As my hands touched my mother's buttocks, she lowered her head, as if she was ready to let a man do whatever he wanted.

	The buttocks were firm and slightly elastic in the kneeling position, but the skin was also smooth. I applied slight force to both sides with my hands, and the two tightly gathered buttocks were pried apart. After they were separated a little, the buttock groove became longer and deeper, and it was clearly visible to my eyes.

	between the deep ravines was the small, brown anus, which opened and closed with the woman's breathing, a shy reaction as if being watched. The regular lines and rich contours of her vagina revealed a healthy, flawless appearance, like a bud about to bloom. It was hard not to notice me from behind. I even felt the urge to lean in and give it a good kiss. But I felt that this action would upset the delicate balance. I swallowed hard and suppressed the urge.

	　　" What are you looking at ~" , the mother shouted with a little shame and anger. At the same time, perhaps because she felt the shameful channel, the little hole, was being stared at by a man, the anus at the bottom of the mother's buttock groove seemed to be stimulated and contracted rapidly several times, and the fat and greasy vagina under the anus, which was squeezed by the legs, spread with water, as if it was splashing with water by itself.

	　　" Pervert ~" , she spoke each word carefully, but with a bit of nonchalance, a bit of contempt, and a bit of indifference to the world and everything that was about to happen. This contradiction of my mother, who clearly showed the most seductive and charming side that was most tempting to men, and yet stubbornly revealed a proud and arrogant attitude, is what made me greedy the most.

	She said these words but did not resist, which seemed to indicate that she also enjoyed the sexual interaction beyond the contact of sexual organs.

	　　This sweet sound, like a spring breeze blowing through the willows, plucked my heartstrings. My cock finally reached its strongest state again, and my mother seemed to want to turn back ...

	Logically speaking, I should enter the mother's three-point state immediately, but when I really faced it, many of my actions seemed to be done naturally without the control of my brain, and my brain had long been occupied by the evil fire and I could no longer think, so I couldn't conclude that I had reached the last step.

	It's just that subconsciously , pornographic novels and even pornographic movies have given me (and many men) an absurd belief that as long as a woman's sensitive areas are stimulated, she will become limp and powerless, unable to continue what she is doing. As the stimulation becomes more intense, she completely loses her ability to resist and allows men to do whatever they want.

	At this moment, I wanted to stop my mother from turning around , so naturally I had to quickly touch the fertile flesh below her buttocks. The situation was urgent, so I could only take the quickest and most convenient way. So, I dove headfirst into the alluring buttocks and thighs in front of me, pressing my entire face against them.

	　　In fact, I did this because of my long-cherished wish. I have already explored and felt the mother's honey hole deeply with my cock. Now it is time to let my mouth and tongue taste the lush, fat and attractive aquatic plants that have always made me greedy, and represent the most sacred and private sexual organ of a woman.

	I sniffed her breath greedily and vigorously, sucking all the juice from the outside into my nose and mouth. This is the smell of my mother! The smell that truly comes from her body and bones, I finally tasted it! The rich fishy smell hit me in the face, not disgusting, just overwhelming, drilling into my nostrils, and then disappeared in an instant. It's not that there is no smell here at all, but because my face is pressed against the soft flesh, the tip of my nose is against my mother's buttocks, and my mouth is naturally open, I subconsciously breathe through my mouth, so how can I smell much smell?

	Coupled with the congestion and excitement in the brain , many senses are blurred. If you don’t deliberately feel a certain point, you will just feel extremely hot.

	　　" Ah ..." As my mouth pressed against that slit of flesh, my mother moaned, and her legs and buttocks seemed to be tightened a lot. I felt this slight pressure.

	　　We were so close I couldn't see anything, only the area around my mouth, nose, and some areas of my face were covered in a sticky liquid. When I extended my tongue, I tasted a dry, astringent flavor, strong acid and alkaline, yet still not offensive. To use an inappropriate metaphor, the moment we kissed, it was like the taste of a child, when I naively and lightly licked the end of a battery.

	　　Finally, I completely bit into my mother's soft flesh, which was also my dream. The psychological satisfaction made me completely become a slave to desire, and evolved into a violent desire. I wanted to kiss it all over, and wanted to kiss it for a long time, using all my skills and the functions of my mouth.

	　　“ Oh … there are … there are serious things that you don’t use … huh …” , “ Well … it’s annoying …” , the mother said with feigned dissatisfaction, but what came out of her was a low moan of ecstasy and satisfaction, which was not intense, but it was obvious that she was enjoying it.

	My hot breath continuously hit the hole, causing the wrinkles there to shrink slightly. To my surprise, my mother's buttocks seemed to be pushing down imperceptibly, her smooth flesh moving quietly against my mouth, as if automatically calibrating the most comfortable and sensitive spot, bringing it to my lips and aligning it with my tongue.

	My mouth and nose were deeply buried in a mass of soft, tender flesh. My mouth and nose were covered with juice, which tasted refreshing and slightly fishy. I couldn't help but arch it a few times. No matter what the real feeling was, it was the smell of a mature woman's hormones. It was like a tube of the strongest aphrodisiac, which stimulated me to the point of dizziness.

	　　" Ah, um ..." My mother 's muffled moan echoed almost instantly, as if her entire soul was being torn out of her. Her kneeling body trembled wildly. I pressed my tongue against the slit of flesh, feeling it contract. Under the pressure, an odorless liquid oozed out uncontrollably. Her plump vaginal opening was slightly cracked, brimming with juice. I felt an inappropriate sensation in my mind: a surge of salivation, a surge of appetite. I couldn't tell whether it was her body fluids or my own saliva.

	At the same time, I have a strange regret that I cannot take a panoramic view of the woman who gave birth to me and raised me. Under her son's mouth and tongue, she moans movingly, and her body shows the most real physiological reaction of an introverted Chinese woman. Her voice is trembling, her body is trembling, her seductive buttocks are trembling, and even the flesh in the most private area seems to be trembling. What kind of scene is this? Which mother-loving boy can withstand it? While licking the mother's vagina with my tongue, I have all kinds of strange thoughts, as if there is a frenzy that does not belong to my own body wandering in my blood and respiratory system.

	But this is contradictory. I can't split myself into two and watch all this with God's vision.

	I don't have any skills in oral sex. I just know to stick out my tongue as far as possible and lick this slippery flesh and lips, pressing my entire tongue coating on it. When the passion gets strong, my nose also joins in the rubbing. I don't know if it's my mother's buttocks that are moving, or my head that is arching, but the mother's vagina that my mouth is serving is dynamic.

	　　" Hmm ... hum ... good ... hmm ." The mother 's moans did not continue, but always came at the right time, making people feel that she was enjoying it and the physical stimulation she received was real.

	As my tongue and mouth felt the flesh becoming more and more slippery, I took in the excess liquid into my mouth, " slurp , slurp " like eating a popsicle. However, no matter how hard I tried, there was always this much ... Is this really all the water oozing from my mother's vagina? I can't imagine that the body of this virtuous country woman, a good wife and mother, is so mature. This side of me is too tempting.

	Another kind of resentment in her heart was how could she be so susceptible to the mischief of her " father " . Considering her usual attitude, no one would have thought that she had such a side to her. Her body was so honest.

	Can people really be divided to this extent?

	　　Even though the wonderful mother's vagina was under the attack of his mouth, and the addiction-like desire of many days was finally satisfied, all kinds of thoughts would arise as soon as his mind had a gap, most of which were not positive; but he had to admit that the more negative they were, the more pathologically excited he would be.

	It's like when a woman says you're not as good as her ex, that you lasted less time and have a thin penis. Even though you feel violent when you hear that, you still want to whip her severely, using the most conventional means, but with an extra layer of strange psychological stimulation.

	　　After all, he was just a little boy who tasted his mother's vagina for the first time. It was impossible for him to simply indulge in carnal desires. He felt taboo, fear, contradiction, resistance, competition, competitiveness, jealousy, and even gradually had the extreme idea that this could only be his son's forbidden delicacy.

	I continued to lick it hard. The juice oozing from my mother's vagina should have been eaten into my mouth. I licked and sucked it, making a " smacking " sound. The claustrophobic room was already full of absurdity and madness.

	　　This is what's inside my mother's body, something a woman produces out of physical pleasure. I feel incredibly happy licking and eating it, and I feel indescribably happy. This immense psychological satisfaction far exceeds sexual desire and lust.

	The greater psychological satisfaction is that as her son, I use my tongue and mouth to play with her sacred private area, making her exude a feminine charm that does not belong to any other man in the outside world. It seems that I have completely penetrated the maternal authority, and the sense of accomplishment is unparalleled.

	My rough tongue continued to scrape back and forth in her soft flesh, gathering fluid. I could feel my mother's entire body softening, unable to utter a single word except for her breathless groans. Sometimes I would curl my tongue and thrust it into her vagina, as if to completely merge with her until I was satisfied.

	　　" Ah ... Hmm ! " Mother's hips swayed slightly, her hand seemingly covering her mouth. I could tell from her muffled groans that her hips and legs had softened. " Hmm ... Li XX , what's wrong with you tonight ... Didn't you dislike me before ... Ahhh, " she said weakly, followed by a satisfying moan of pleasure that made my heart tremble. Her words were also filled with a hint of pride, the satisfaction of being obsessed with a man.

	What could better reflect a man's fascination than using his eating organ to lick your intricate private area that harbors all the filth and dirt he excretes? Sensing this, the mother's humming became even more coquettish.

	to hear my mother's feedback and licked her even harder. I used my mouth and tongue together, either sticking my tongue in to lick and suck furiously, or using my lower lip to scrape up from top to bottom along the entire length of her vagina.

	Then I still like to use my entire tongue to clean this piece of tender flesh. When the tip of my tongue is stretched to its longest, it seems to be able to gently brush over a hard protrusion like a bead at the bottom.

	　　" Ah ..." , my mother moaned in ecstasy, her hips and legs swayed, and I suddenly remembered the experience on the bus earlier. Some memories flooded into my mind, and this small bulge caught my attention. It seemed to be some kind of more sensitive switch.

	Every time my tongue brushed against that spot, the incredibly plump buttocks in front of me would contract, and then a stream of clear, sticky honey would spit out from the vagina. I was shocked and excited, and immediately used the tip of my tongue to tease it quickly. My natural sexual awareness was that when I continuously and rapidly tinkered with a single spot, it seemed to bring about a qualitative change in a woman's body.

	　　" Ah ... " , mother 's moan was more joyful than before, and I felt her hips and legs tightened, and her round and slender legs clamped my head tightly, as if she was afraid that I would run away.

	Later I learned that the scientific name of this place is clitoris.

	I used the tip of my tongue to tease her little nipple desperately. Finally, I couldn't help but extend my index finger and tremblingly peeled open my mother's fleshy lips. The two tender and juicy thick labia slowly parted as my index finger fiddled with them. As my index finger slowly lifted them up, the two labia were completely separated by the sticky crystal love juice, pulling the thin lotus root silk apart, revealing the squirming and sucking pink little hole inside, and the red vaginal flesh inside the hole.

	　　" Ah ... no ... um... " As I licked it, I could clearly feel with the tip of my tongue that my mother's little bean seemed to have grown a little bigger, and the tender flesh of her labia seemed to want to jump.

	　　" Well ... don't ... do n't ... stop " , mother 's buttocks were shaking as she tightened, the muffled moans on her mouth were extremely sticky, and her clitoris was still growing rapidly. After a while, mother straightened her waist, and with a high-pitched and sharp moan, " Ah hum ..." , mother's whole vagina pressed hard against my mouth and nose, I felt the area around my mouth and face getting hot, and her vagina opened wide. Although I couldn't see it, I could clearly feel a hot stream gushing out of mother's vagina, splashing directly on my face, making half of my face wet.

	My body and mind were so shaken that I even forgot to savor the smell of this water. Perhaps it had no smell at all, not even pungent. Although I didn't have a deep understanding of squirting at that time, I still leaked so much water. In my initial sexual understanding, such a large amount of water meant that the woman's body was mature, coquettish, sensitive, and extremely enjoying physical pleasure. And her squirting water in this state just sprayed onto her son's mouth and nose. How obscene was this concept.

	In shock, I took my mouth and nose out of my mother 's vagina and just lay between her legs. Looking closely, I saw that the pink flesh hole opened and closed, as if it would be difficult to close again after breaking the dam, and the anus above was buried again in the deep crack of her buttocks and could not be seen clearly.

	I pressed my fingers against my mother's plump, pink labia majora and pulled them apart. Her beautiful vagina suddenly opened, already slushy and muddy. Her vagina, saturated with fluid, even ripped open again, and with a gurgling sound , another wave of fluid gushed out. Watching this spectacle, I was numb with excitement. In my numbness, the woman before me felt strange. Could she really be my mother? I couldn't associate her with a woman with so much fluid.

	But when I thought of her usual attitude and looked at her lewd and coquettish performance in front of me, I felt a kind of anger. I longed for her extremely coquettish side, but I also hoped that she would have a little bit of helplessness in resisting and opposing. How could she be so unrestrained and wanton in front of her son? Of course, she didn't know it yet.

	　　This twisted mentality suddenly made me want to provoke the woman's shame and embarrassment, rather than continue the physiological reaction. I couldn't resist this reaction anymore, and then I saw that beautifully textured anus, it was contracting from time to time, smeared with fluid, and glistening in the buttock groove. Crazy thoughts were forming: what could be more embarrassing than a man kissing her most delicate excretory organ with his mouth?

	I held my mother's buttocks tightly and touched the anus at the bottom with the tip of my tongue. My tongue felt a rough touch and could feel it contracting violently, as if she was being invaded and feeling extremely uneasy.

	As I moved to this point, my mother's hip muscles tightened, " Ah ... Li XX , what are you doing ... Are you crazy ? " My mother shouted in horror, and wanted to escape with her hips, but was held tightly by my hands. In addition, the operation that broke her cognition made her a little overwhelmed, and she was unable to escape.

	　　" It's so dirty ... If you don't find it disgusting, I do ... Don't touch there ..." the mother shouted again.

	As soon as I saw it, I felt a sense of satisfaction. I was no longer satisfied with just a light touch. I began to lick her sweet pussy like a little girl, and my tongue kept sweeping over this lovely anus. To be honest, there was no disgusting smell. Firstly, she had showered, and secondly, it was soaked with pussy juice. Also, after all, there was no foreign object penetrating it, so no strange secretions were secreted.

	Similarly , it can’t be called pleasure, but this outrageous breakthrough made the little boy in me feel a kind of evil heat.

	　　" Don't ... don't touch there ... you're a pervert ..." My mother 's buttocks were shaking, but my tongue never left her buttock groove and anus. Her body was trembling with anxiety and panic, but I would accidentally sweep her vagina, which would give her a hint of pleasure.

	As for the stimulation of the anus, I dare not say whether there was any pleasure, but at least it was extremely sensitive, not just my mother. It would contract at the slightest touch, and her buttocks would tense. With a "嘤" sound, my mother suddenly stopped struggling. I was very puzzled, but I did not stop my evil actions.

	I deliberately said it a little harder, " Hmm " , my mother let out a sound of shame, and then her voice became panic, " You are not Li XX... "

	Later I found out that it was my evil behavior that completely exposed her. The woman didn't notice anything else, whether it was her genitals or her body shape. It was this evil kiss at the bottom of the buttock groove that made my mother know that it couldn't be her husband.

	A tormenting feeling of impending disaster finally came over me. It was a strange scene. I held my mother's buttocks and put my mouth close to her buttock crack. It was incongruous and obscene.

	The mother's voice trembled a little, as if she had guessed something but didn't dare to confirm it immediately, and fell into a self-deceiving hesitation, " Are you ... Li Yuqing ... "

	Tonight, I went deep into my mother's vagina and licked her sweet pussy for most of the night. My mother showed her full sexual tension and heard my name for the first time.

	As my name came out of my mother's mouth, the most desired forbidden desire reached its peak, overwhelmed the despair that was about to be born. I had a mentality of giving up everything, and also had the idea of doing something to shame my mother even more. The tip of my tongue touched her anus again, and then licked her wet vagina from top to bottom.

	The mother paused, " Ah ... is it ... Li Yuqing ... ah ~" , the last " ah " was filled with panic mixed with the charm that came from the depths of her soul.

	Wait, why isn't he making a move yet? This process of waiting for trial is extremely agonizing. Why is the mother still kneeling and lying on her stomach? How can this posture prevent her son from doing more embarrassing and shameful things to her?

	In this case, I don't want to have any more mental struggles, so I'll just give it one more try, no matter how long it takes, because if I stop everything now, my ending won't change much, and the cock between my legs that has been hard and swollen for a long time also needs to be soothed again.

	The mother did not look back. Was she also afraid to face this desperate reality?

	But I was dominated by desire at the moment and had no time to worry about too much. I had to try it again after just a brief taste.

	So, I moved my knees and knelt behind my mother's buttocks in a standard position, facing the brown shadow of flesh between her legs and buttocks. The stimulation of invading her vagina made my cock extremely excited.

	I stroked the smooth buttocks with my hands, and my movements were as gentle and delicate as the ceramic making in "Ghost". It looked like playing with a jewel ball.

	The mother's body trembled, as if she was in shock.

	My cock has already started to attack my mother's fertile private area. To be honest, although there is a hole in the woman's lower body to accept the male organ, it is often not clear from the visual sense. But sometimes, if you push it in, it can enter inexplicably.

	　　When I entered just now, I was in an indescribable chaotic state most of the time and ignored a lot of experiences. This time, I want to experience every detail.

	Holding my mother's plump buttocks, I thrust my waist and buttocks, and my glans began to touch the slippery slit of flesh. Like an old horse knowing the way, or guided by lubrication, it slid upwards and squeezed into a depression below the anus, immediately revealing the tender red flesh of the anus. I felt the soft and greasy friction of the anus on my glans, and the burning suction inside, and I withdrew the entire glans.

	　　This gentle thrust caused my mother to let out a sudden " Ah! " and clutched the sheets beneath her. I think she was more shocked than angry. She didn't attack immediately, perhaps because she wanted to see how bold the person behind her could be.

	I continued to do this, squeezing my glans into the depression of my mother's soft and tender flesh, and then pulled it out all of a sudden. " Ah ... ha " , my mother seemed to have been holding it in for a long time and finally let it out. The entrance of her vagina was like the moment when a well was successfully dug, and sticky clear water emerged from the depths, gathered at the entrance of the vagina, and soaked my glans again.

	I didn't mean to be naughty or to tease my mother by doing the nine shallow and one deep thrusts . I was probably influenced by the porn movies and thought that I should try it a few times to stimulate each other so that we could get used to each other and be prepared for what was to come.

	Almost there.

	　　This time, I pushed forward without hesitation. After the hard spongy body restlessly probed between the two petals of flesh, it finally broke through the obstacle and slid into the hot and tight wet cavity. I only felt a mass of tight soft flesh gently squeezing and continuing to squeeze in. One hot and tender circle after another interlocked with each other, making me so excited that I lost all thoughts, trembling and losing my worries, and yelled " Hiss ~ ah " in ecstasy .

	　　" Ah ... hum ..." The most precious deep part of the mother's body was once again completely invaded by the man's organ. The mother's delicate body was trembling slightly, and the sound she made was also...

	I have no concept of tightness. Nonsense, I have never tasted other women, so just take it as my preconceived notion. My mother's private parts gave me the feeling that the opening was tight and narrow at first, but once I entered, the space inside suddenly became larger and filled with flesh buds. Moreover, the center of the hole was extremely deep, and it was difficult for ordinary men to reach it. If you have poor endurance, you will be squeezed and ejaculated when passing through the opening of the hole.

	inside made me feel like my dick was melting, like a frog in boiling water slowly heating up. I knew the danger, but for that little bit of pleasure, I willingly let myself be swallowed and dissolved by the scorching heat. It was my mother's genitals, so even if a son failed in it, what was the regret?

	Perhaps it was the lewdness of this posture that represented the man's initial subjugation of the woman, enjoying her body and bringing himself ecstasy; looking down, he saw his immature but murderous hard cock sunk into the deepest part of a mature woman's buttock groove, with only a tiny root covered with pubic hair remaining, comforted by the two pieces of flesh.

	Under the moonlight, it is an incongruous and unusual picture, but it can definitely make people feel a kind of excitement that breaks through ethical taboos.

	So I felt that every nerve in my reproductive organs was numb and softened. I knew that I couldn't let this feeling accumulate so quickly ... So I let my cock bury deep in the mother's hole, not daring to act rashly. By the way, I also had a lucky idea to see how my mother would react.

	However, my mother fell into a strange, brief silence . After a while, my calves felt numb, and I began to tentatively pull out my penis, as if trying to break free from the constraints of the tender flesh in her vagina. When the glans was completely withdrawn, I slowly pushed the whole thing in. The movement was gentle, but it made my mother's body tremble again.

	　　" Hmm ..." My mother let out a soft, muffled moan, but it was filled with an irresistible sense of pleasure. It wasn't the exhilarating, agonizing pleasure of full-throttle thrusts, but rather a wave of visual, physical, and psychological satisfaction that filled my lower body and head with a surge of blood, leaving me dizzy and swollen. The head of my penis, trapped in the tender flesh of her vagina, seemed to be throbbing.

	My mother supported her body with her arms and clenched fists, kneeling down. She tilted her head slightly, so of course she couldn't see the person behind her. It was just a gesture of conversation. Her hanging hair covered most of her profile, but instead made me see the charm of a good family.

	　　" Is it Li Yuqing ... " Strangely, my mother 's words were remarkably calm. This wasn't like the erotic writing. Shouldn't it be shock or fear mixed with anger, or perhaps disbelief and shock?

	　　This made me a little at a loss, so my lower body began to move slowly again instinctively.

	I began to feel that my mother didn't dare to scream out loud, and I couldn't figure out what she was thinking at the moment.

	But when my lower body moved, in and out of her vagina, even slowly, her breathing was very clear in the silent night, and it reached my ears, making me fall even more in love with her.

	I fully felt every inch of pleasure of my cock thrusting in my mother's wet and warm vagina. My cock was slowly pulled out of my mother's vagina. When it was about to leave, the glans was wrapped and sucked by her tight little vagina. Then, it slowly penetrated into the tender, wrinkled and wriggling mother vagina.

	　　Now the buffering stage has passed. The softness of my mother's vagina seems to wrap me in a warm bed. It has become the most wonderful feeling I have ever experienced. She secretes a lot of vaginal fluid. Every time I thrust in and out, I can feel my mother's slipperiness and lust, which makes me unable to stop.

	　　Although it wasn't deep, I thrust in faster and faster, as if I were racing against time. The joint made a subtle sizzling sound as I thrusted in.

	My movements were gentle, and in return I received soft and charming moans from my mother, " Hmm ... hum. " There was no big reaction , but I could tell that she was comfortable and enjoying it.

	Feeling my mother's state, my cock hardened a little inside her vagina. Why didn't she stop me? Why did she enjoy it? Did she give up some of the struggle or was she simply indulging her son? No matter how I put it, this reaction was too seductive and too real. I couldn't control my attraction to her. After all, I was her son. I was psychologically shocked like never before.

	　　After all, this was my son's forbidden territory, so how could I possibly indulge in carnal desires? All sorts of complicated thoughts kept lingering within me. But amidst the immense pleasure, morality became a completely unimportant issue, and ultimately, only joy remained in my heart.

	My mother 's moans are still very alluring. As far as I can remember, it was because of this panting sound, this kind of seductive moan dominated by physical pleasure, that I first developed evil thoughts about my mother. I could entertain myself quickly just by listening to this sound; now when my actions make her make this charming cry, the feeling in my body seems unusually strong.

	Within two minutes , I felt like I couldn't control myself anymore, and the numbness in the nerves at the base of my cock started to get stronger again.

	my movements, and my mother's panting also eased; I even pinched the base of my cock to let the pain cover up the numbness inside.

	However, what I never expected was that after I stopped violating my mother's forbidden area, she actually moved. I was shocked and anxious. I was still afraid that I would lose control and ruin this wonderful night. I even felt another kind of pressure in my heart, which was that I couldn't make my mother happy thoroughly. I was afraid that in the future ...

	What's annoying is that this is the mother 's unsatisfied posture? Is it because she can't stand the unbearable torture of her honey hole and wants to fight for pleasure herself? Can my mother be so unrestrained in front of her son? This is the first time in the true sense. Or how can she be aroused to this extent when it was not voluntary at the beginning?

	She didn't make a sound, as if this was her last act of stubbornness, but her butt was definitely moving slowly. However, it didn't seem to be a big movement, so it didn't seem like she was asking for sex ...

	I have a guess that's close to the truth . It seems like she's using her own genitals to explore, measure, gesture, and feel the man's penis, either to find that sense of familiarity or to clarify this strangeness. As for why the MILF didn't simply turn around to identify it, I can't fathom that mentality either.

	Yes, no matter how many years a couple has been together and how many times they've been together, a woman can pretty much tell if the owner of this bad thing is the legal partner. However, I'm not sure how different mine is from my father's. Of course, in terms of appearance, I think there is a difference. Mine is still flesh-colored and looks very young, just like my age.

	But immaturity also brings the highest level of hardness.

	My mother was panting, and her ass moved irregularly, but it was still very tempting. My cock could feel the wriggling of my mother's vagina, and I couldn't bear to stop her movements with my hands. This made me almost lose control again. The warmth, softness, and tenderness of my mother's vagina made me tremble with the wonderful feeling. I was on the edge of the critical point.

	My hands couldn't stop me from moving , but I really wanted to scream, " Ah ... Mom ... Mom ... please stop ... I can't take it anymore . " All I could do was gasp in pleasure.

	couldn't take it any longer, so I bent down, hugged my mother's waist and hips tightly, and put my head against her lumbar spine, smelling the deadly and tempting rich musk of a mature woman, trying to control my mother's body so that she wouldn't continue to stimulate my cock. However, she seemed to feel something was wrong and turned her head hurriedly, but my head was against her lumbar spine and she couldn't see me.

	I knew it was only a matter of time before the truth came to light, but at this moment I still wanted to avoid her seeing her own son invading my hometown with his newly developed sexual organs.

	We can't imagine what kind of feelings and violent behavior the mother would have when she fully realized that the hard male organ in her vagina was actually her own son.

	However, no matter how powerful the boy's sexual organs were at this point, and how successfully he had caused his mother physical pleasure, my clumsy movements and my guilty conscience gradually made it clear that the person violating his mother's vagina was not the man beside her. The signs of truth were increasing, and there was no longer any room for escaping the chaos, and his mother could no longer hold onto the illusion of luck.

	　　In fact, how could it be hidden? When I slowed down, my mother's body became sensitive. She moved her butt gently, " eng" , my mother moaned charmingly, and my cock went in and out of her pussy twice, followed by her slight panting.

	The feeling of my impending ejaculation had almost subsided. Ignoring my mother's suspicions and the truth about to be exposed, I gritted my teeth and steeled my resolve. I began to thrust my lower body into my mother's still-wet pussy for the second time of the night. My thrusts were particularly forceful and rough. " Pah! " The first impact on my mother's round buttocks sent waves of ripples through her buttocks, even producing a crisp slapping sound.

	　　" Ah ..." My mother let out a quick, muffled moan as if she was attacked by surprise, and it seemed as if there was pleasure in the pain, as if her numb honey hole was finally being taken care of with strength, and she got rid of an unbearable feeling and tasted the long-awaited pleasure. Therefore, I could hear infinite charm in her voice.

	Then I thrust in and out, and my mother 's voice gradually became clearer, with a tremor. She didn't look back, or maybe she was afraid to look, but just blindly let me fuck her pussy, and she couldn't help but scream, gasp, and groan, which alternated into my ears. Both the man and the woman were trembling.

	　　My cock thrust in and out of my mother's cunt several times, going in and out shallowly, and hitting the bottom hard, making her fat ass tremble. Her vagina became more and more lubricated, and my fucking became smoother and smoother, without losing the beautiful feeling of being tightly wrapped. My whole body felt like it was bathing in the warm sun, and I felt relieved and comfortable in an instant, and I was almost in ecstasy.

	I felt that things were getting better, but my mother's reaction had changed strangely.

	　　" Mmm ... mm ..." Gradually , I heard her muffled moans, intermittent, tinged with sobs. The frantic pleasure of the thrusts made her gasp, as if she couldn't resist a desperate sadness, like the despair of a long-held defense being instantly pierced; but more than that, it was extreme pleasure, an irresistible surge of physical pleasure. This was a combination of repression and release, reflecting the mother's conflicting psychological state at the moment.

	　　This annoying voice seems to hit my heart directly, making my blood flow faster and my body more restless.

	It seemed like the sadness of being bullied , and that was indeed the case. Her son's organ was mercilessly whipping her most delicate and sensitive parts. The cock was tender, but long and thick and hard enough to break through all the obstructing flesh. The water stains on the rod, the water stains at the entrance of the mother's vagina, and the obscene water light that filled the buttock groove under the moonlight were all tinged with the cruel and taboo colors.

	　　" Slow ... slow down ... ah " , my mother's delicate body was not moving by itself, but was shaking as if being pried by my cock, her fists stretched out, tightly pulling the bed sheets; it was a pity that I couldn't see her drooping and swaying breasts, but I could also see that her vest was fluttering in a messy way under the weight of her breasts.

	My mother's pussy seemed to be trying to resist my bullying . It kept contracting and squeezing my cock, and kept gushing out pussy juice, as if it needed the lubrication to spray and push my cock out.

	The charming and shocking crying voice continued, mixed with the low moan of " Hmm ... Hmm ..." , and her head was shaking uncontrollably, as if she was trying to suppress it, but couldn't help revealing a hint of pleasure.

	　　" Is it ... is it ... ah ... is it Li Yuqing ... ah ... ah... " When I was doing it intensely, my mother asked this question again in a crying voice without turning her head, but her emotions changed drastically.

	　　The cry was full of reluctance and anger, as if she was angry at her own body's lack of restraint; it was also sad, because the mother and son had committed an act against heaven, and there was no way back or to erase the past, as if she was worried that it would shatter the mother-son warmth that had lasted for more than a decade.

	My movements came to an abrupt halt because of this sentence, and my glans was stuck in the deepest part of the forbidden area.

	　　" Ah ... hum ..." After I paused , my mother couldn't hold back and let out another strange moan. Then her pussy tightened twice, squeezing my cock so hard that it hurt a little and the burning sensation became even stronger.

	Then we fell into silence again.

	My heart was shrouded in a huge haze, and I felt a little overwhelmed.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 54 Enjoy the original again

	　　" Is ... is it Li Yuqing ? " In the darkness, the mother asked again, as if speaking with the back of her head.

	I don't know why I didn't dare to answer and just remained silent; it couldn't be considered as an escape, because escape would be of no use.

	　　" Go out ... I don't blame you for what happened tonight ..." Suddenly , my mother's tone became calm. She pondered for a moment, as if she was sure that I would stop while I was ahead. She herself was unable to attack too violently. Who said it wasn't true? She had a lot of responsibility for what happened. It was her fault for recognizing the wrong person in the first place.

	It's even possible that she had noticed it a long time ago , but she didn't dare to believe the truth and didn't point it out ... I can't imagine it yet, and there may be reasons why she is addicted to this kind of excitement ... Based on our past, it shouldn't be so easy for her to suddenly accept such a thing.

	She tilted her head slightly and spoke again, " Tsk ... did you hear that? " I obediently and slowly pulled out the sinful cock that had violated my mother. The water stains on it were the evidence of my guilt, but at the same time, my mother was still saying, " Your dad will be back soon ... Ah , " " Snap " there was a sound of flesh hitting each other, and my mother's delicate body trembled, and she let out an unsuppressed hum, and her body seemed to become limp all of a sudden, and she lowered her head.

	I thrust hard into her vagina again. Her mention of her father suddenly made me furious. She meant that she was afraid that her father would find out about this inhumane scene, but my childish nature twisted it into something like she was about to be fucked by her father, as if to indicate that this was her father's forbidden area and it was wrong for me, as a son, to intrude upon it.

	　　" Ah ... you ... what are you doing! " the mother shouted angrily.

	But I turned a deaf ear to him and held on to her hips tightly. I thought this would help me better control her body and prevent her from escaping. I put all my strength into my hips and began to penetrate her honey pot fiercely, crawling back and forth several times.

	　　" Well ... you ... you stop it ... ah, " the mother trembled and made sounds, but the physical pleasure made her powerless and disordered.

	The sweet buttocks were slapping as I hit them, which was an erotic and obscene sound. I lowered my head to take a closer look and saw that the round buttocks seemed to have finally been irrigated enough. They were so white, so tender and smooth, with waves of flesh rolling, which was really breathtaking.

	by the boy's cock was wet, and the two lips were opened like a strange flower.

	　　" Ah ... you ... can you please go out ... I'm your mother ... wuheng ..." As I fucked her, she started crying again.

	I saw white fluid sticking to our pubic hair. I saw that when the cock was pulled out, some tender flesh was brought out from the mother's labia, like a strange flesh flower wrapped around the glans. I saw that every time I entered again, the mother couldn't help but clutch the sheets. I also saw from the bottom of her buttock groove that the white fluid at the junction was constantly brought out and flowed down ...

	My mother 's fingers clenched the bedsheets so tightly that I could almost see her knuckles turning white from the strain, but her body trembled involuntarily, as if overcome by some joyful emotion. Her shoulders swayed with her sobs, but her legs curled slightly, her toes pointed, as if resisting yet also accepting something. Her head tilted back, her neck curved in a graceful arc, and the sound escaping her throat was a mixture of sobbing and sighing.

	Looking at this posture, I was so excited that I was about to break through the defense. That inexplicable sense of pride and the sense of accomplishment of breaking through the maternal authority began to materialize, because she did not break away automatically. She only resisted verbally, but the physiological reaction of her body was so real and clear that it only tempted the boy to sink further.

	No young man can resist the charm and tension of a mature woman.

	　　Finally, I couldn't control myself anymore. Unafraid to expose the current situation, I called out clearly and even emotionally, " Mom ..." The moment I opened my mouth, I felt my brain hit the door. Why alert the enemy by making a false move? Life is full of uncertainty and drama.

	With this sound, my excitement reached a peak and I had to pause for a moment. I was afraid that if I continued to move, I would lose control of my physical and mental state.

	It was as if my mother's entire body froze upon hearing my cry, having received a cruel message from which she could not escape. She sighed softly and muttered, " What are you doing ? "

	I calmed down, straightened my waist, and held my mother's round white buttocks, letting her slightly stick out her white round buttocks and lie on the bed with her legs apart. At this time, my mother was already soft, and her lazy charm made her more feminine, and I also saw the obscene part of our connection.

	What made me unable to calm down was that my mother started moving again on her own! This is not how the incest script is written. She didn't want to do it, so how could she move automatically so quickly, more than once!

	She moved in a disorderly manner, as if her sweet buttocks were pushing back to swallow my cock, or as if she was shaking her sweet buttocks, allowing the man's sexual organ to scrape against her flesh and the inner wall of her vagina to enter, as if she was actively letting my cock stir her forbidden area.

	　　The movements were very slow, and her upper body was swaying slightly. Her waist was graceful, like a murderous beauty snake, seducing the person behind her into falling into the gentle arms of murder.

	　　To be honest, the pleasure my cock felt from her actions was not very strong. Now I was mentally shocked. I was stunned, watching my mother's actions.

	　　" Ah ... hum ... Li Yuqing ... do you know what you are doing ?" She was clearly the one who took the initiative , but she spoke with resentment.

	Oh my God, she is so seductive. I can hardly control myself and want to slap her swaying round buttocks hard. This kind of sexual interest is indeed innate, and impulse is also a normal human emotion.

	　　" Ah ... hum ... no ..." Mother began to shake her head in agony. I clearly wasn't moving at that moment. Even as she swayed, I could see her body trembling and her breathing was ragged, as if she was too weak to be fucked, enduring something.

	　　With this slow movement in and out, I could clearly feel the cock breaking through the smooth and tender vaginal flesh layer by layer each time. Under the stimulation of the bumps and wrinkles in the vagina, the glans was sometimes wrapped and then relaxed. As the cock penetrated, the wet love fluid was squeezed out of the vagina by the pressure, making a soft " puff " sound of water spraying, and the red and tender slit was dripping with water.

	　　This phenomenon always shocks me, but unlike before, there seemed to be no warning, and there were no violent physical manifestations, not even a soul-stirring moan. However, the sensitivity of my mother's body was deeply imprinted in my mind.

	But I didn't pay attention, and because of the lighting, there was no sight of water coming out. Of course, it's not certain, because I didn't feel any spray, so maybe it was an illusion.

	Just when I was in such shock, " Hmm ..." , my mother suddenly swayed faster, and her pussy wrapped around my cock tighter, and I felt more and more.

	I felt that her waist was twisting like waves, sometimes arching and sometimes lowering, and the same was true for her head. This scene was somewhat similar to the one I peeped at last year.

	Yes, this undoubtedly proves that the woman is addicted to the male organ behind her, or in her own vagina; but this appearance is also the greatest stimulation to men, which can tempt men to lose their armor in an instant.

	The mother suddenly stretched out her hand and waved it wildly, showing panic and anxiety, as if she wanted to pick up something.

	　　" Ah ... don't ... quit ... quilt quickly , " the mother groaned weakly, but was very anxious.

	I suddenly understood what she was asking for and anticipated what was going to happen next.

	I also cooperated and hurriedly pulled the quilt under me, but it was pressed by my knees and my mother 's knees and calves. I made mistakes in my haste and didn't know how to pull it out. I was rough but left room for maneuver, so I couldn't pull it out. But I didn't want to make any bigger movements because it would cause my cock to leave my mother's pussy.

	　　" Ah ... hum ... did you hear that ... hurry ... ah ha " , my mother panted softly, and when she saw that I failed, she reached down and pulled the quilt, and the same thing happened to me.

	I could feel her whole body was a little anxious, and her body seemed to be steaming. Her hips were moving faster and faster, but it was just a rush, the actual force of the thrusts was not great, after all, she was in control.

	Unable to pull the quilt, she gave up and accepted her fate, allowing the emotions and pleasure to invade her.

	　　“ Ahhh … hum … wuhum … Li Yuqing … why don’t you listen … ah hum … ”

	Her sobs spilled from the depths of her throat , like crumpled silk, trailing off in a trembling chord. Each sob was punctuated by a subtle gasp, as if she were suppressing something, yet unable to help letting the joy escape through her sobs. Her voice was sometimes high-pitched, sometimes low, rising and falling like the tide, carrying a contradictory sense of fragmentation.

	The sobbing stopped, and her upper body fell limply onto the bed, almost touching it, her white buttocks held high. The small vest also slipped down, revealing her breasts hanging down, unable to bear the weight. My cock was completely out of my mother's vagina. But at this moment, it was another scene that shocked me both physically and mentally.

	My mother's buttocks were facing upwards, her butt crack was open, and her vagina was breathing like a goldfish's mouth. As her buttocks twitched and shook, small streams of clear liquid dripped out.

	There were a few dripping sounds on the bed, like rain hitting banana leaves .

	until the mother 's butt stopped twitching; perhaps, the butt stopped shaking only when the water flow stopped.

	Quietly panting. For some reason, I sensed a profound sorrow after a moment of ecstasy. That scene, like the image of rain hitting banana leaves, truly brought melancholy, sorrow, and helplessness.

	Initially, I glanced back and forth at my mother's moist, forbidden area, feeling a tingling sensation inside, a surge of adrenaline. But then it turned into a fear that I had caused trouble. It was my own selfish desires that had caused my mother to be like this, leaking the water in her body, but draining my soul.

	I didn't ejaculate, I sat paralyzed on the bed and couldn't calm down for a long time.

	I am her son. Should I be proud of my behavior and the phenomenon it caused?

	Ridiculous confusion.

	After a long time, the mother remained silent. She seemed to have recovered her breath, and she staggered and trembled as she slowly stood up.

	In my eyes, it was like a condemned man catching a glimpse of the executioner wiping the blade before his execution: after the fear, there was an endless desire to live. Similarly, I did have a flicker of regret, regret for having completely overcome this step, but at the moment, the swelling hadn't subsided, and the desire was high, so this regret hadn't yet reached my brain.

	As my mother moved, her knees moved, and her upper body and arms stretched forward. Judging from her posture, she was trying to reach the button next to the bed. She actually wanted to turn on the light. Was she planning to expose everything after turning on the light, leaving no room for my evil deeds to hide? She was questioning me face to face. I couldn't understand my mother's train of thought.

	The shiny white buttocks kept shaking randomly in my sight, as if there were small hands scratching my heart, the evil fire was rekindled, and my realistic IQ took over again, continuing until I was done, whether I stopped now or not, the result would be the same.

	The forbidden door has been pried open so much, and half of the body has been squeezed in. Why not take that step firmly?

	So I quickly followed my mother's movements, got as close to her as possible, and held her seductive buttocks with both hands, which in my eyes was provoking me. It felt smooth and firm. My cock, which was in the best hard state, was randomly stuck in the groove of my mother's hot legs and buttocks, like a poisonous snake spitting out its tongue, searching for prey.

	The burning heat of the male organ under my crotch and the frivolous behavior of my hands made my mother's body stiffen. She stopped turning on the light and calmly put down one hand.

	Our position was diagonally facing the head of the bed, but I always kept the same direction as my mother. As long as we moved into the correct passage, we could be closely connected.

	I have doubts and all kinds of speculations , but what's the point? We have to wait and see what the person involved has to say. But the mother's state is really weird, as if the person behind her doesn't exist.

	All psychological states are false, both for me and her. When someone who makes you uneasy behaves uneasy, all preconceived psychological states will become meaningless. Real-time behavior may not correspond to psychological states. For example, you may be afraid that you will be uncomfortable, but that will not slow down your actions too much. You will still do what you should do.

	So I followed the numbing pleasure throughout my body and began to consciously poke my cock towards the narrow ball of flesh below my mother's buttock groove, which felt sticky and soft.

	My mother still didn't say anything, nor did she resist. What I didn't notice was that she was clutching the bed sheet with both hands, her forearms were trembling, and her breathing was getting heavier and heavier, as if she was furious, as if she was struggling, as if she had some other concerns, and some special ideas.

	　　Now I won't dawdle too much. When the glans confirms the slippery and hot concave hole on the mother's fertile soil, I will nail it inch by inch. I immediately feel the four pussies of the flesh hole wrapped around the tender flesh in the shallow part of the flesh hole tightly wrapped around the immature male root. The soft flesh bulges , wrapping the glans warmly and slipperily, making it feel numb and tingling.

	　　" Ah ..." The mother finally let out a sudden sound, her body trembling slightly.

	An unprecedented and indescribable pleasure penetrated my heart, and I really wanted to thrust it all the way in violently.

	But my slow movements seemed like a test; of course, it was also due to the incomplete experience after " so many times " , so this time I had to savor it carefully.

	　　Isn't this scene obscene? The most sacred and private forbidden area of the usually virtuous wife and mother is being penetrated little by little by her well-behaved and studious son with his newly developed male organ.

	Seeing that my mother did not get furious like I was frightened, but instead pretended to be calm, I could not help but grit my teeth, suppressing the heat in my heart, and continued to patiently push my hard cock deeper and deeper into her pussy. I felt more and more that there seemed to be a suction force deep in my mother's pussy pulling my cock forward.

	I took a deep breath quietly to relieve the overwhelming excitement and pleasure.

	　　" Ah ... you , " the mother hummed with shame, anger and charm, and lowered her head, as if leaving only her sweet buttocks to deal with this evil son, as if to say that just this mature woman's buttocks was enough to defeat the young man in an instant.

	　　Finally, his lower abdomen and thighs were pressed tightly against his mother's buttocks. The tender yet hard cock had already sunk into her buttocks, with only a tiny root visible outside.

	　　The glans seemed to be against the bottom of the vagina, which felt like a pistil to me. The entire rod was inserted into the ecstatic hole and was surrounded by the wet, warm and soft flesh. It felt extremely comfortable and wonderful. I couldn't help but greedily push it in. The cock did not withdraw, but just made trouble in the mother's vagina. The glans hit a ball of tender flesh that seemed to be there and not there, and as soft as cotton.

	　　This surprised me, who didn't have much practical experience. I thought to myself, does a woman's vagina have a bottom? Which channel did the child come out from? At the same time, I felt a kind of regret that came from a sense of evil. If mine could be a little longer, where would it reach?

	The strange thought made me even more excited , and the cock inserted into my mother's vagina became a little harder.

	When I thrust like this, my mother raised her head and moaned in shock and tenderness, " Ah ... Li XX... you bastard " , and her long black hair seemed to rise up, swaying with pleasure.

	Her back smoothly curved, her buttocks arched even further back, as if exerting force on me, like a seductive woman dominated by desire. Following my mother's scream, I felt the folds of flesh in her vagina convulse in small, undulating spasms, intensely squeezing and sucking my male organ. A stream of hot erotic fluid oozed out, soaking my returning penis. It was hard to tell whether it was a resistance or a welcome; I even worried that my cock would melt or be crushed.

	I couldn't help but open my mouth and breathe deeply. Only in this way could I relieve my shock and frenzy. My hands were also stroking my mother's smooth buttocks, and the speed was getting faster and faster. I almost pinched it hard without caring anything.

	Wait, did I hear it wrong? Why was she calling out my father's name? Didn't the mother already realize that it was her son behind her? Didn't she just call out my name?

	What, is this insanity?

	　　Now I am stunned and at a loss. I should confirm it again.

	I quietly experienced the feeling of my cock being accepted by my mother's vagina to confirm that this was not a dream; then I slowly pulled out my wet cock. Along the way, it seemed to be entangled by the tender flesh of my mother's vagina. I couldn't tell whether my cock wanted to hook out her tender flesh or her vagina was still greedy for the young male organ and wanted to keep me deep inside.

	　　" Hmm ..." As the weapon that was bullying her delicate parts was pulled out, the mother's body relaxed as if a heavy burden had been lifted from her shoulders, but she still felt weak and powerless.

	Then, I shouted " Mom " without any hesitation .

	She just paused for a moment and remained silent.

	I pressed my thumb hard on her tight buttocks, as if to wake her up a little, and continued to speak clearly, " Mom ... it's me ..." It wasn't loud, but in this room at this night, the listeners could not escape.

	　　This time, my mother was unusually calm, but unfortunately I couldn't see her expression or other details of her movements to see if she was struggling.

	Well, I can at least imagine that my mother is embarrassed and wants to act crazy. It's a bit funny. This should be my patent; or maybe there are other considerations involved?

	I took a deep breath, thrust my cock forward, and once again stuck it in the soft flesh between her legs, moving it up and down, poking open her plump and tender labia, and locating the delicate opening of her vagina.

	I saw that my mother seemed to be about to turn back, but suddenly, she turned back, with an angry and unwilling tone, " Li XX , are you out of your mind ... shouting ... ah ... "

	While my mother was speaking, I immediately grabbed her hips, straightened my waist, and my cock struggled to squeeze through the folds of tender flesh in her vagina. Then the whole cock sank smoothly into the bottom, touching the almost invisible flesh core. The ecstatic numbness made my scalp numb.

	Before my mother could finish her words, before she could even utter the word " what, " she let out a sweet, delicate moan from my thrust. The grooves of her back were remarkably clear in the moonlight. Above her was a head whose expression was indistinct, and below, it extended to her wide, high, round buttocks.

	Originally, pretending to be crazy and stupid was my most ideal state, but now, my desire has long since changed. This kind of " adultery " feeling is certainly soul-stirring, but it has a deeper level of taboo stimulation that requires " honesty " to arouse .

	For some reason, I always feel that my mother's behavior does not seem like she is indulging in pleasure and determined to " misunderstanding " to the end. It seems like she is satisfying her son once in a more acceptable and convincing way. Although I am both enjoying the mature and charming body of my mother, the stimulation brought to me by the two is different.

	I 've had enough of the former , and it's time to move on to the other.

	I felt a competitive spirit inside. I wanted to fuck my mother until she realized the reality and reacted as a mother should.

	Otherwise , this scene would be too clumsy. My voice alone would have exposed everything. How could my mother still lie about the " misunderstanding " with her eyes open ?

	But now that I have immediate benefits, I can really thrust in and out without any scruples. Let me enjoy this first.

	　　Now, I finally feel like a mature man, a man who can bring pleasure to women and fully fulfill his obligations as a man.

	In my imagination, I felt that my body seemed to be tall and huge. I straightened my body, held my mother's buttocks, and started a round of " whipping " with a solemn and formal posture .

	out completely , and then expertly thrust it in again. Even this monotonous movement made one feel ecstatic. Although the vaginal flesh wrapped around my glans, the wetness inside still allowed me to move in and out smoothly. The " pa pa pa " sound of flesh hitting each other arose immediately.

	Inside the mother's vagina, the wonderful touch of fat , wet and tightness swept over my cock, and all the pores on my body seemed to be cheering.

	　　" Hmm ..." My mother's head was hidden beneath her arms, leaving only her slender neck exposed. A moan of unbearable pleasure escaped from below, seemingly circling the room before reaching my ears. Her emotions were unusual. Her hands clenched the bedsheets tightly, holding them tightly, her plump body stubbornly frozen.

	　　" Ang hum ..." The sound was torn between control and indulgence . The originally stiff body was trembling and spasming more intensely due to the stimulation of the penis going in and out, as if pierced by a sharp sword, and the trembling could not be suppressed.

	Especially when I deliberately hit her hard, crushing the fleshy core deep down, her legs trembled and she instinctively tightened them. The inside of her vagina seemed to have become a bottomless pit that was sucking out the man's essence. It was so deep that I couldn't see the bottom. The soft and creamy vaginal flesh wrapped around my cock and made it feel so comfortable that I felt like I was going to lose my soul.

	But under this kind of pleasure, I am willing to accept any degree of depravity.

	However, when people are floating, their words and actions will become more bold and reckless.

	As I was fucking her, the impact caused small waves on my mother's buttocks. Although her buttocks were huge, they were also plump but not sagging. At the same time, my voice was trembling slightly, like the heavy breathing of an old cow, and I shouted, " Mom ... look back at me . "

	　　" Oh ... you ... you shut up Li XX..." The mother's delicate body trembled, and the tender flesh inside her vagina was rubbed and scratched by the tender but fierce boy's penis in a disorderly manner, and it seemed as if it had to continuously secrete liquid, and the slight "gurgling " sound of water was heard from time to time.

	I didn't expect that at this point, my mother was still pretending to be ignorant. I suddenly became angry and became even more violent.

	Her small tank top swayed uncomfortably against her ample breasts, making my mouth dry again. If it weren't for the difficulty of maintaining my proper posture, I would have reached out and grasped her. I could only frantically knead her buttocks. Under the impact and abuse, my mother's once perfectly white buttocks now showed irregular patches of discoloration, as if from an allergic reaction. Her delicate anus, soaked with her own vaginal fluid and perhaps also the sweat from her buttocks, was no longer discernible, with its wrinkles and tiny pores, except for the occasional, startled contraction that revealed its beautiful texture.

	　　" Hmm ... Hmm ... Woo ..." , my mother's moans were endless, like the sound of fairies singing, but it seemed that she had endured it to the extreme, and she had inexplicably developed some kind of temper, " Ah hum ..." , first she hummed naturally and ecstatically, then she murmured in a low and difficult voice, " Hmm ... I ... I'm not your mother ... ah ... you bastard ... hum ..." .

	Hearing any words from her can make me feel like I'm possessed. I feel that during the process of doing this, no matter what the woman says, it's just different degrees of indulgence in carnal desires, and there will only be special interest. Seeing the mother I have been fantasizing about for a long time being made like this by my tender cock, I have forgotten where I am and can only thrust hard repeatedly. Every time I insert my glans into this mature and tender pussy of a mature woman, the glans will hit the flesh at the bottom, as if to crush the flower heart.

	　　" No more ... um ... bastard ... be gentle ... ah ... if you ... have the guts, go find your mother ... um ... ah ... "

	My mother 's words gave me a strong psychological shock, making me gasp and endure the tremors of pleasure. A thought occurred to me: my mother could actually say such a shameless thing. Was this proof that I had finally influenced her inner self and that she was beginning to face this taboo?

	As I thrust faster and faster, my mother 's moans became more rapid. After she said this with all her might, there was no sound at all. Instead, she was replaced by a short gasp, which aroused my bestial desire. I pressed her plump buttocks and thrust my cock hard into her vagina. Our bodies collided, making a crisp " pa pa " sound.

	　　" Ah ... Mom ... Mom ..." The son felt unprecedented joy from his mother and couldn't help shouting out in pleasure, but he still had the belief in breaking through everything in his heart.

	Under the control of pleasure, I wanted to do more. In the end , I couldn't help it and bent over. Of course, the thrusting stopped. I won't admit it, but it was because I began to feel the nerves deep in my reproductive organs softening again, which was not a good start. Because the words my mother said during the bullying of her honey hole amplified my sense of stimulation.

	　　" Hmm ..." When I paused like this, my mother could also respond with a sound, but I felt that her whole body was a little irritable, and her silence was filled with a little resentment.

	But my excitement was still there. With my chin resting on my mother's back, I grabbed her soft and plump breasts hanging in the air with both hands through her clothes, and kneaded and grabbed them randomly. It seemed like the breast flesh was about to slip away in my hands.

	What I didn't expect was that my mother somehow freed up one hand and opened my hands that were playing with her big breasts. I didn't force it and even found this situation interesting.

	Since you want to continue to " misunderstand " that I am your husband, why won't you even let me touch my breasts?

	
I straightened my body and put my hand back into that round buttock, but my cock was still in the mother's hole.

	Suddenly, my eyes fell on the light button next to the bed ... I felt like doing something .

	Not only can it completely expose all of this, but it can also allow you to see everything clearly and see more exciting pictures in sufficient light. The lighting problem has always been a small regret in my heart, otherwise, I would have fulfilled my wish tonight.

	So, I swung my body, not caring that my cock also slipped out of the mother's hole, knelt up, passed by my mother's side, and my hands had already crawled out of the mosquito net ...

	My mother obviously noticed my intention, and her movements showed surprise and panic. She pulled my hand away, but I was stubborn and she couldn't pull it away. Her hand had already touched the button ...

	Seeing that the initial obstruction was futile, my mother was obviously anxious. She turned over and pushed and shoved my upper body in a flash.

	　　" Da " , " Ah "...

	One sound was the light button . I had already touched it, so it shouldn't be that difficult to press. The other sound was my mother's cry of pain ...

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 55 - Part 1

	I was completely immersed in a ball of plump, soft, fragrant and warm jade. The mature body fragrance penetrated my nose, more tangible than at any time tonight; the softness and elasticity I felt in my chest was even more obvious, like pressing a hot pack filled with water.

	My mother 's breath was right next to my ear. My head was pressed against the side of her head. Her black hair and hot ears were directly in my eyes, nose and mouth. I could also feel the heat of her cheeks.

	　　The little accident just now made me lie on my mother! And for a moment, I seemed to catch a glimpse of my mother grabbing the pillowcase that had long been gone and covering her eyes with it. Was it because she was not used to the sudden light or my gaze?

	When her legs moved a few times uneasily, scratching my calves, I finally woke up from my confusion and realized the current situation. I also realized that my cock was still between her legs, but it had not returned to its homeland, the source of life.

	I could feel that my mother was also at a loss. She only made small movements with her body. Her hands and legs, her whole body was in a state of hesitation, tightening and loosening, loosening and tightening again, and finally she softened as if she was deflated, accompanied by a sigh. She felt confused about where to go, and it seemed that no matter how she went, she would find it difficult to face any step.

	Even my cock revived in the rich body fragrance of the mature woman, and began to subconsciously explore the core of her legs. I slightly parted my legs, which were tightly closed by my mother, but she didn't care at all.

	I was lying face down and couldn't see what was going on below. I didn't know what to do. Moreover, I wanted to take advantage of the bright light to see what my mother looked like, so I raised my elbows and tried to prop up my upper body.

	It was just that my mother's charming and mature face, flushed, had just come into my sight. Although I couldn't see her eyes, I could see a little wet hair stuck to her red neck, and her cheeks were flushed like a rouge stain. Noticing my gaze, my mother turned her face away slightly uncomfortably, her throat moving rapidly, and her lower lip showing the traces of teeth from biting. Her whole face, something was wrong. , the whole person seemed to be invaded by the moisture and became brighter, like the reflection of the flooded road after a rainstorm.

	Even watching this made my heart tremble, and I felt a complex emotion that I couldn't control.

	But with just a quick glance, I felt a huge force on my neck and shoulder blades, and then she grabbed me with both hands and pulled me back to my original position.

	I came to my senses . Yes, this would expose some things, but wouldn't I also lose the opportunity to continue being happy? Otherwise, I would just cooperate with my mother's thoughts and act crazy and stupid. Although the desire for another kind of excitement in my heart could not be fulfilled, I was also very satisfied.

	I immediately felt excited and encouraged, and my entire lower body began to move. I leaned over like a frog's legs, and slowly spread my mother's legs wider, pushing up her thighs, almost making an M- shaped leg posture .

	My mother naturally knew my intention, but she did not resist strongly. She just shook her body, expressing her reluctance.

	main movement shifted to the lower body, the upper body and head always wanted to rise up intentionally or unintentionally, but unfortunately they were all " controlled " by the mother's hands .

	But because of my lower body, she felt like pushing me away angrily several times, but she controlled herself.

	The mother's cheeks were getting hotter and hotter, her breathing was getting heavier and more unstable, her body was also restless, she wanted to straighten her legs and put them together but couldn't do it because my legs were spread apart.

	My glans had already reached the slippery softness at the end of her legs. She struggled in a way she couldn't explain, twisting her body restlessly, constantly dodging the young male's long spear that stabbed her forbidden area ...

	　　Gradually, I was pleasantly surprised to find that my mother's legs began to tremble. The slit where my cock had penetrated became increasingly slippery, probably soaked with moisture. I was stunned for a moment. My own mother was reacting so quickly to this kind of pounding and thrusting? How sensitive was her body? And was she actually open-minded?

	As if sensing my evil playfulness, my mother paused, freeing one hand to pinch my waist hard. If you've ever read erotic fiction, you'd expect a mother to be furious yet helpless, actively guiding her child. Clearly, reality isn't fiction; my mother showed no such signs.

	　　" Hiss !" I groaned in pain, my body flinching , but my cock thrust forward, finally hitting the familiar, moist, hot depression and the tender flesh at the entrance. " Hmm ..." Mom moaned softly, her entire body shuddering as if she'd been electrocuted. I was overjoyed. My cock was about to charge. Everything was self-explanatory, and a surge of burning heat welled up in my heart.

	I took a deep breath of the woman's body fragrance, and then followed the overflowing slippery liquid, guided by the honey juice, and slipped into a warm and tight place.

	　　" Oh ... hum ..." My mother suppressed a moan and tried to lift up her body, but half of my body was pressed on her, making it impossible for her to break free. However, all her strength was used to press on my shoulder blades and neck, pressing my face against the bed, making it almost impossible for me to breathe.

	　　Although it was not the first time I enjoyed the mother's vagina, the standard frontal entry still brought me a whole-body satisfaction that ravaged my mind. I can only say that it was a kind of numbness that started from the toes, went through the thighs, waist, chest, and to the top of the head, which forced me to take a long breath to suppress the uncontrollable excitement in my heart.

	I don't know why my mother was still struggling and twisting in vain, but this only made the touch of my vaginal flesh more obvious. Was she still pretending to be confused, or had she realized that the window paper was already full of holes and that no matter how embarrassing it was, it had to end, otherwise there would be endless torment.

	enjoying it quietly for several seconds , I moved my body back slightly and pulled out my hard cock a little.

	My mother thought that her struggle made me a little hesitant, so she stretched out a hand to push my body away to show encouragement. Unexpectedly, after I almost completely pulled out, I suddenly rushed forward and thrust all the way in.

	My mother let out a long " hmm " and her whole body trembled as she weakly loosened her hands that were pushing me away; but when I realized that the pressure on my neck had loosened, and was about to get up and move it vigorously, she quickly came back to " block " it .

	I didn't resist her, and my lower body could move freely.

	I felt like I was equipped with a powerful motor, moving in and out quickly and forcefully, accompanied by a " squeaky " stirring sound, and the wet and cool feeling soaked my pubic hair.

	　　At this moment, the tingling sensation that reached my cerebral cortex made me forget everything else again. While I was fucking my mother's vagina hard, I whispered in her ear, " Mom ... I feel so comfortable ..." I even had tears in my eyes because of the huge sense of happiness, because I got what I wanted today.

	　　The mother seemed to have a strong sense of shame when she realized at close range that her son was getting a strong physical excitement from her body. She kept tilting her head to the side, trying to avoid my eyes, ears, nose and mouth. She was angry and even aggrieved. As for the resentment of losing her virginity, it didn't seem to make sense, but she also had another inexplicable emotion.

	My lips should be tightly pursed, letting out a sweet moan from time to time. On this rural night, a woman, ripe and charming, singing sweetly before me, this woman is my mother, who gave birth to me and raised me. What an exciting and passionate feeling! Thinking of this, the boy worked even harder.

	The front-facing position is convenient for thrusting, and it is not easy to change positions. The mother's unbearable moans in my ears constantly stimulate me to thrust madly and desperately, each stroke is extremely deep, as if I have to penetrate this woman's body to fulfill my mother complex.

	　　The " pa pa pa " sound of flesh hitting each other is even crisper and louder in the rear entry position because the gap between the thighs is larger.

	　　As it moves in and out smoothly, the cock also feels the familiar and ecstatic tightness, as if it is soaking in a warm spring, with the soft and tender flesh wrapping around the glans and the shaft from all directions.

	　　" Ah ... you ... can you shut up ... ah ..." My mother just got angry and scolded me, but then she was overwhelmed by the pleasure again, her voice was ecstasy.

	Whenever I hear my mother speak, no matter what it is, a surge of heat rushes through my head, my blood boiling and evaporating through my skin. My cock, caressed by the tender flesh of her vagina, becomes ten times harder. It gives me a sense of pride, a weapon growing stronger and stronger, and I want to wield it with all my might.

	　　" Mom ..." I shouted breathlessly, trying to raise my head, but I felt that the force my mother was using to suppress me was not forced. I think she was used to this situation, and the force she applied seemed to be fixed subconsciously.

	I could only continue to focus on my lower body, thrusting hard. The tender flesh of my mother's vagina was covered with wrinkles, I didn't know if it was a weapon to resist the boy or actively accept it. It was as if it had life, actively opening and closing, like countless baby hands soothing the boy's violent penis. Every movement squeezed my brain blank. I kept pushing hard, trying to break through these shackles, and finally touched the bottom of the vagina. My mother's delicate body trembled.

	gasped softly, her lips tightly pursed for a moment, yet a muffled moan escaped. She gasped and groaned, her voice distorted by her physiological reactions. " Hmm ... why are you yelling ... Li ..." But suddenly , she stopped herself from shouting the name she was about to shout, as if her consciousness was a little confused.

	　　Yes, whose name should she call? She could only tilt her head in vain. In fact, she could no longer dodge it. She had already turned to her limit.

	But after being hit by a special emotion, I felt that the force that restrained my head and upper body loosened a lot, or it might be because of the physical pleasure.

	So I put all my strength into it, as if I was not fucking my mother's pussy, but the futile resistance, causing it to collapse in the quantitative change.

	" Wu ... Wu ... No " sound came out of her throat . She resisted weakly with words, but I couldn't understand what she was resisting. It was just that the mother's head began to shake randomly but slightly, as if only by this shaking could she get rid of the intense pleasure and huge entanglement, and she didn't want to show her charming side in the evil deeds of the man in front of her.

	But the more her head shook, the more her body began to unconsciously move back and forth to cater to me.

	A fleeting moan struggled to escape her throat, her lips tightly closed, as if the notes could pry her mouth open. A breathless gasp was followed by a piercing whimper, as if she was pushed to the limit of pleasure, yet dared not fully release it. Her breathing became rapid, and she gasped " Ha ... ha ..." each time, a sob tinged with tears, as if she was overwhelmed by some emotion.

	I felt the hair on her cheek getting even wetter, and the moisture, like the rich body fragrance of a mature woman brewing under physical pleasure, enveloped my body. But it seemed that I could only absorb this woman's spring tide through my mind.

	　　This kind of crying tone once gave me abnormal excitement and inexplicable " shadow " when I peeped at my parents' sex scenes . As a young boy, I was always shocked that a woman could make such a sound. It was a huge contrast to the usual ones. Except for women falling into lust, in my ears, it was the authority of identity being completely crushed, throwing herself completely into the hotbed of lust.

	As a novice in sexual experience, hearing my mother's reaction to my efforts filled me with an impure surge of pleasure, my heart pounding wildly. It was so jarring that my brain felt like it was trembling.

	But could I make more effort? I was already being merciless in my manipulations.

	　　" Um ... you ... can you be gentler ... ah ..." , my mother spoke tremblingly, and her legs seemed to want to wrap around my waist several times. I don't know if it was because this action was too embarrassing or because she was broken up by my action, so she gave up and continued to keep her legs apart.

	As soon as she spoke, a feeling of heat would flow through my body, and I wished I could give birth to another cock to join the battlefield. But I had no choice but to deliberately use heavy force, grinding the soft and slightly elastic flesh in the deepest part with the glans. It seemed that every blow could make my mother tremble more violently.

	Perhaps it was the crying voice that gave me violent energy, or perhaps it was the fact that my mother's hands were just for show on my neck and shoulders, but it seemed as if there was no obstacle to my getting up.

	I couldn't help but breathe hot breath on my mother's ear and licked it, which made her moan and tremble. It seemed that her ears were particularly sensitive in this state. After doing this little action, I quickly raised my upper body.

	But the powerful thrusting of my lower body did not stop, but became heavier. " Um ..." Suddenly, my mother 's voice rose and turned into a delicate cry of " Ah ... Woo ..." , as if pleasure and pain broke out at the same time; but it stopped abruptly, because after I stood up, I was shocked to look at her face and stopped thrusting.

	The cat's estrus-like humming became intermittent, mixed with nasal sounds of " hmm ... hmm ..." , like a gasp of pleasure and pain ; the legs were restless, trying to entangle several times, but hesitating; even without seeing the eyes, one could feel that the flushed face was filled with strong resentment as if a good thing was interrupted, and there was also a huge emptiness and disbelief, like the regret of a person watching himself fall from heaven to hell with his own eyes.

	My mother had not yet realized that her hands had fallen down and were being examined by me, but one of her hands trembled slightly consciously. She tried to raise it and lower it several times, carefully touching the inside of my thigh, and then lowered it as if she had been electrocuted, revealing some struggle.

	Under the light, the round ivory legs seemed to be restricted, and the desire to do something was suppressed by the inner heart.

	Her facial muscles twitched, Bai Jie's teeth bit her lower lip and moved slightly. Finally, my mother made up her mind, tilted her head, and put one hand on my butt. Of course, all these little movements didn't take long, but in my eyes, taking in all the details, it seemed particularly long and interesting.

	I was stunned , and I didn't know how to move. Then I was shocked. Everything was beyond words. A hot current surged in my heart, and my brain was hot. I threw away the pillowcase that covered her eyes and forehead.

	The pair of tightly closed peach eyes that released physiological emotions finally revealed their true appearance, and the mature and charming face appeared before my eyes with the true charm and tension of a woman.

	I had no time to observe the condition of her lower body, and my mother's face was my first choice at the moment.

	　　Doing such a shameless thing in front of my mother made me so excited that I couldn't endure it for another second. My cock started to act up again, stirring the soft and wet walls of the mother's vagina. Then my waist and hips began to penetrate deeply into the vagina, returning to mechanical movements.

	　　" Hmm ..." , mother let out a muffled groan, and her brows and face seemed to be relaxed; " Ah ..." , as I thrusted , she moaned, and her pair of plump breasts made her vest sway. A small part of her white and creamy breast flesh almost overflowed from the upper neckline. Her soft and firm nipples had already pushed two obvious bulges out of the clothes, and their position had not changed. Only the round breast flesh around her was constantly moving under the clothes, shaking with her body.

	　　Gradually, her head tilted back slightly, her neck tensing, and a suppressed moan escaped her throat. As if entering a new state of rapture, her eyes half-closed, her eyelashes fluttering, as if she wanted to escape but couldn't resist. Her lips parted slightly, and the tip of her tongue unconsciously licked her lower lip, leaving a wet sheen. A blush crept across her cheeks, spreading to her ears, and beads of sweat formed on the tip of her nose. Her fingers curled and uncurled at her sides, as if she were trying to grasp something, but repeatedly failed.

	　　Just looking at her expression, I feel like I can fantasize to the point of ejaculation. The psychological stimulation can sometimes even overshadow the ecstasy I feel physically in the vagina. The numbness deep inside my cock is becoming more and more obvious, as if it is being transmitted to the glans.

	　　In a fit of rage, I shamelessly shouted again, " Mom ... "

	Her brows furrowed deeply again, a look of helplessness and pain flashed across her face, and then she naturally straightened her head, opened her eyes completely, and met my gaze. I don't know if it was a subconscious action or because she felt my gaze.

	　　" Ah ... you ... Li " , she didn't finish her words in surprise. What surprised me was that she seemed to have just realized that the pillowcase was missing. She looked around panically; her charming and mature face broke free from the blush and turned pale for a moment, and she quickly pushed my chest.

	She shouted angrily, " Li Yuqing ... you ... uh-huh ... get out !" Her body suddenly straightened, her voluptuous waist rising and falling violently, her chest causing her vest to tremble with her rapid breathing. Her face, seemingly young, flushed instantly, fine lines around her eyes deepened with anger. Her lips trembled slightly as she moaned, and her collarbone was faintly visible under her heavy breathing.

	Use both hands to push hard.

	Fortunately, my hands did not covet the touch of her breasts, but had already fixed on her waist and hips. Combined with my own downward force, I suppressed my mother's struggle. My cock was still whipping her delicate pussy. My pubic hair and her private hair were all wet and messy.

	The tender flesh at the entrance of the vagina becomes bright red from time to time as my cock goes in and out, and the fat labia becomes swollen as if with congestion.

	　　" Um ... Li Yuqing, quickly pull it out for me ... ah ." He could only pat my chest weakly with his hands.

	　　This gesture, like a man's initial surrender, made me ignore her initial anger. My cock was already numb from thrusting, but I could vaguely sense the woman's ecstasy not far away.

	I remembered a move from an action movie. I leaned over, reached under her, and gripped her buttocks. I pressed my body completely against her, and thrust hard and fast, while licking my mother's ear with my tongue. I kept calling out " Mom , Mom ! "

	　　" Hmm ... stop ... don't, " the mother couldn't help but moan, her head shaking dazedly. Then, her voice suddenly became sharp, " Ah ... ah ..." like crying and shouting, as if she was completely defeated by some feeling .

	The mature woman's vocal cords uttered a sickening, broken command: " Out ... out ... ahhh! " The spitting sound of the consonants exploding with the gulping sound of her throat formed an absurd counterpoint. Streams of mucus oozed from the inside of her legs, clinging to my skin. In her eyes, her eyelashes stained black, her pupils contracted violently , shedding tiny tears.

	I said excitedly , " It's almost there ... Mom ... I'm almost done ..."

	I realized my body was completely dominated by desire, with only a sliver of sanity keeping her sobs subdued. I was also the last straw, and her tender flesh began to tremble and contract in a way that sent ecstasy through me. I had no choice but to thrust my hips forward to counter the activity within my mother's vagina.

	At this moment, my mother 's eyes wandered, as if searching for some answer. Her lips were tightly pursed, but then they parted slightly, letting out a series of charming sobs. A blush spread across her cheeks like a sunset glow, her nostrils twitched slightly, and her breathing became rapid and irregular.

	After a dozen more thrusts, a suppressed " wu " sound stretched and deformed between his mother's teeth, finally breaking into a " puff " of exhalation. Then it erupted into a " ah hum , " hoarse as a broken gong, which was then forcibly suppressed back into her chest by the " muffled groan " she covered her mouth with her palm . However, the more she suppressed the sound, the more the physical pleasure seemed to intensify.

	I felt my mother's lower abdomen begin to contract rhythmically, and her vagina suddenly became extremely tight. This life channel full of desire seemed to be clamping my penis and swallowing it forever. Then, a stream of hot liquid spurted out from the depths of her vagina and sprinkled on his penis.

	　　" Mom " I also reached the peak at this moment, and called out lowly in my mother's ear. My body pressed tightly against her crotch, hugged her buttocks tighter, and pushed my cock as hard as I could into the deepest part of her vagina.

	　　“ Don’t ... take it out quickly ... I’m your mother ... ahhh …” Of course , my mother realized something and patted my chest, but she didn’t have time to fully express her panic.

	As the scrotum contracted and the glans expanded, I felt all the blood in my body rapidly gathering in the scrotum, like a flood that had burst through a floodgate. I felt a hotter and thicker white liquid spurting out from the urethra, as if I could see in my mind this liquid gushing into the depths of the vagina that gave birth to me and raised me.

	　　" Hmm ..." Mother's brows furrowed to the extreme, and she uttered a muffled hum once again, unable to suppress it. Her body convulsed as if struck by electricity, trembling violently as she reached a climax even more intense than the moment before ...

	Her body twitched, beads of sweat pooling in the hollows of her collarbone, reflecting light like shattered diamonds as her chest rose and fell. Suddenly, her mother bit down on the joint of her ring finger, the soft flesh between her teeth turning white, and her breath condensed into a small mist on the knuckle. Her pupils were clearly out of focus, but the corners of her eyes seemed to still hold a lingering allure, having finally endured the intense physical pleasure.

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 55 - Part 2

	　　" Ding " , I seemed to hear the chimes of the old-fashioned wall clock for the first time tonight , dull and loud, but I didn't know whether it was half past midnight or one o'clock in the morning. I had no impression of its last ring, perhaps I was immersed in forbidden carnal desires at that time.

	　　" Hmph ..." Along with the sound of the bell, the mother's suppressed sobs resonated slightly with the twitching of her body. She suddenly curled up into a crescent shape, her back trembling like a reed in the wind, her fingertips digging deep into the quilt, pulling out wrinkles in the satin, but she still couldn't stop the intermittent breathless sound " Woo ... Hmm ... " from escaping from her throat .

	As if irritated, she lay flat again, clutching her lips tightly to block out the sound of weakness. Her head tilted slightly to one side, her neck tense, as if holding back some unspeakable pain. Her fingertips trembled slightly at her lips, her emotions forced to find another outlet. Finally, more tears silently flowed, sliding down her nose. She didn't raise her hand to wipe them away, letting them flow freely down her face.

	Mingming is usually a strict, independent, persistent and somewhat stubborn mature woman. When fulfilling her duties as a wife, she is charming but not lewd, coquettish but not wild. Another kind of feminine charm is exuded just right, which is very touching. But at this moment, even though her mature body is still plump and full of carnal temptations, it gives people the impression of being weak and defenseless.

	I had always had was shattered, and the maintenance of my identity and relationships was also shattered. Although this posture was an inevitable emotional reaction after enduring great joy, it was more like licking the trauma that had been reactivated.

	It was me, her son, who tore open her wounds with my own hands and forced my mother back to the most helpless and weak state.

	I watched helplessly as some things were shattered in front of me, and at that moment I felt that I could not bear the consequences.

	Looking at his mother at this moment , the boy's physical aftereffects did not last long, but the psychological surge that followed was devastating, and there was no expected comfort.

	I slumped in bed, staring at my right index finger. Five minutes ago, it had been ensconced in forbidden tenderness, now slick with an unnatural sheen, like snakeskin scalded by boiling water. The scratch marks where Mu's Adam's apple slid against my chest were left by Mu's final slap. The delicate sting reminded me of her final whimper — like a kitten's tail being stepped on.

	When beads of sweat rolled down the back of her neck into her collar, I mistook them for her tears. Moonlight split the windowsill into black and white, and in the shadows huddled the panting sound from a minute ago.

	My knees bit into the bed, threatening to crack. I couldn't tell if it was a physical tremor or a soul kneeling in repentance. Forbidden images lingered on my retina, the moonlight like a developing fluid, sharpening the details. My ear canals filled with my own chaotic heartbeat, each beat replaying a forbidden rhythm. The moment the light filtered through my fingers, I suddenly saw the damp hair around the neck of this wife and mother — entwined , magnified in my eyes, tightening as if it were my own trachea. The sweltering summer night air solidified, clogged every pore with guilt.

	Finally , I felt my own blood rushing out like a fountain, gushing out in the rhythm of tears. I could clearly hear the sound of it rushing, but I couldn't feel the wound.

	In the midst of this psychological pain, I didn't even bother to look at the appearance of my mother's sacred forbidden area at this moment. It was too late to think about it.

	At this moment, I felt an unbearable weight in life, so heavy that I could no longer move. I should have put on my pants, or walked away in shame, but I seemed to be suppressed by something and could not muster any energy.

	Dumb and numb.

	My mother slowly turned her head, seemingly neither sad nor happy, but the look she gave me was as if she was looking at a great enemy who had destroyed her chastity. It was as if an ice cone burst out and shot straight into my heart. The fear would gradually spread as the ice melted, and so would the pain.

	　　Who says the mother-son relationship is not broken at this moment?

	　　This torment forced me to cry out timidly, " Mom ~" .

	She finally wiped away her tears, then sat up with difficulty, leaning against the headboard, with her legs bent and stretched out, blocking the black hair. Her shorts and underwear had disappeared, and she had nothing to cover herself with.

	There was only that thin quilt, which the mother pulled over. Perhaps because she felt a little wet, she naturally changed its position and put it over her lower body, leaving only her white calves exposed.

	　　She was well aware of the dampness, but she didn't seem to be affected by it, nor did it stir any shame or anger. Instead, she was unusually calm. It was clear that the woman couldn't move any more at this moment, completely caught up in her complex thoughts.

	She looked at me again, her lips curled in a stiff curve. The whites of her eyes were bloodshot, but her pupils were as still as a frozen lake. " Are you satisfied? I've finally done something you've hated for so long ." Her voice was as soft as ashes floating in the air, but the suppressed tremor in her throat made each word jagged. Her gaze seemed to linger over my exposed lower body before quickly flickering away. " Li Yuqing, don't you want me as your mother anymore ? "

	Ouch, these are the words I fear the most.

	despair and panic on my face, I looked at her and said, " No, Mom ... I ... I never thought of it that way ... "

	　　The psychological torment just now came back again. Whether in my mother's eyes or in reality, I was indeed not happy at this moment. It seemed that what I did was not purely out of coveting my mother's body. I was not ecstatic. Of course, it didn't matter whether I regretted it or not, because I couldn't see it in my mind.

	However, the boy had indeed begun to suffer the physical and mental torture after committing this absurd crime.

	The muscles on the mother's face twitched but she quickly suppressed them, and said with some self-mockery, " It's like this ... How can I have the face to be your mother ... "

	I lowered my head and said , " I'm sorry ... "

	The mother sneered, " Hmph ... I'm sorry, you must have been thinking about it for a long time ... "

	　　“ Can all this be erased … is it possible …” , the mother ’s voice began to rise a little, and the ups and downs of her upper body became more obvious.

	　　" This is not something that can happen between a normal mother and child ... Since they are not normal mother and child, then they are not mother and child ..." The skin on the mother's face almost trembled.

	I don't know why, but at this moment I want to argue boldly that tonight, tonight was a huge accident. It was your " misunderstanding " and your " non-resistance " that made things irreversible.

	But he still couldn't squeeze out the words clearly and neatly, " Tonight ... tonight is because ... "

	I don't know what my mother guessed I was going to say, but her face, stained with dried tears, suddenly broke into a neurotic sneer, and the blue veins in her neck throbbed violently with her hoarse voice: " Li Yuqing ... just tonight ? Your lewd thoughts and actions have been known to everyone for a long time ." Her fingers convulsedly grabbed the fabric of her chest, and her broken syllables mixed with saliva flew out, " You just won't change your bad habits. There's no hope for you. You dare to do this to your mother today. I don't know what kind of heinous crime you will commit in the future ! "

	Yes, what reason could I have? No reason could stand up to such a matter. Admitting my mistake, promising to mend my ways, might be the right way to gain forgiveness, but I seemed to have some kind of firmness in my heart that made me reluctant to say it.

	Absurdly , I felt relieved that my mother could speak so much and face this matter head-on. When repression is broken, the mind becomes more flexible. One tastes the marrow, and of course, one appreciates the taste. Deep down, I was determined not to watch my mother's best years slip away like a mirror in my prime.

	　　If I hadn't seen her vibrant feminine charm, if she wasn't plump and mature, I could still have regarded this complex as an occasional fantasy. But unfortunately, she met the boy's sexual proclivities.

	I said to my mother with a bitter and pleading look and tone, " Oh, Mom, you know everything ... these adolescent impulses I have always had ... "

	　　" But what's the problem ... My grades are better, I'm more positive and cheerful, and I'm more like a sensible son inside and out ... "

	　　" Well ... except for that little thing ... "

	When there's no absolute theoretical definition of something , all arguments can be deconstructed. Excessive intimacy between mother and child is simply a matter of physical intimacy between men and women, a taboo forbidding such intimacy, forged by status and blood ties. Yet, no one has dared to bring this incestuous relationship to light, to analyze it, and to define its forbidden nature.

	about Oedipus complex , but doesn’t this just prove the possibility of its existence? When the incident is confined to the private space of the family, can it still be as terrible as a flood or a beast?

	In fact , to put it simply, if it is placed in a small family and space, and if it is unknown to others, you cannot criticize this matter, or the reasons for criticism are very weak.

	In my opinion, the theoretical basis for my courage to finally take this step is precisely this.

	For rural women like the mother, it is probably difficult to explain how much difference there is in the sin between her son committing adultery with other women and committing it with her.

	Oh, the difference is that if you commit this kind of thing to other women, you will most likely be punished directly by law ... This is also the cognitive basis for her consistent " limited " tolerance of what I did .

	Of course, the cliché is that it's out of maternal love ... but I've always felt it's more complicated than that. I don't try to completely deconstruct this behavior; I always take it one step at a time, responding to each move as it comes, to achieve my incestuous goals.

	The mother closed her eyes in pain and said calmly, " Have you thought about the consequences ... What if your father comes back tonight and finds out ... What if other people know ... This family will be completely ruined ! "

	　　" Li Yuqing ... you always say that you are sensible ... but you are so selfish ... it's outrageous ! " The mother opened her eyes again, looked straight ahead, smiled bitterly and shook her head. She could not accept her son's behavior and could not believe that she really had a son like this.

	I lowered my head even lower, a throbbing tinnitus in my ears drowning out my mother's questions. My wit was gone again. How could a young man handle all this with such ease?

	I felt like I was talking nonsense again, " Yes ... I shouldn't indulge my impulses regardless of the situation or time ... "

	But my gift for leaving things to chance hasn’t been lost, as if to say, I’ll find the right moment later.

	My mother was stunned for a moment, as if she could understand some of my implied meaning, but she was not sure and did not point it out. She could only hold her forehead with her hand and said weakly and dejectedly, " I won't educate you anymore ... This kind of thing happened ... How do you think we should get along in the future ... "

	I replied, quite confidently, " What's the point of saying how to get along ? I've always been a good kid, even with the teenage urges . " After talking it out, my wits always return, and I brought up the teenage urges again, hoping that my mother, having been through it herself, would understand.

	The mother glanced at him coldly, " Good son? How could you do such a thing to your mother ? "

	　　" Isn't it? Didn't you see it? Doesn't it prevent me from studying better? Doesn't it prevent me from starting to worry about your work and wanting to share more of the burden with you? " I said with my neck stiff.

	　　" You have no good intentions! You have always been up to no good! " She suddenly laughed, and the wrinkles at the corners of her eyes became sharp folds. " Today I have finally confirmed that I have such a son. What a sin . "

	I hear a puppy whimper in my throat, the same tone I used to when I was 8 years old and broke her bracelet: " No matter what happens ... you will always be my mom ... nothing can change that . "

	I wanted to reach out and tug at the hem of her shirt, but it was too thin, and it seemed like it would only lead to misunderstandings. I continued, " I promise ... I won't do this again ..."

	　　This son is so cunning. He keeps making promises all the time, but he just won't promise that he will never have any bad thoughts towards his mother again. But that's just the nature of a child. No matter what the situation, he will hold on to the things he regards as treasures.

	Finally , the thought that had been suppressed for so long was revealed. " Tonight ... you already knew it was me ... but you didn't stop me ..."

	　　" Bang! " She slammed her palm on the bed, shaking the quilt so much that it tossed up and down slightly. " Oh ... you still dare to blame me, right? " Her anger was mixed with panic, like discovering that a baby bird had suddenly grown fangs, or like her most unspeakable point had been exposed.

	Of course, my mother did not continue to analyze her situation at that time, and it is difficult for me to say what she was thinking at the time. I just think the most unlikely thing is that she really was a little indulged in taboo carnal desires.

	　　" You were the one who did that beastly thing first , " she said, veins popping out on the back of her hand as she pinched the corner of the quilt. " Is that so? Fine, then erase it. If you behave yourself in the future, I can still continue to be your mother . "

	I heard teeth chattering, and I couldn't tell if it came from her or me.

	I quickly " explained , " with a somewhat begging attitude, " No ... Mom, you're right ... Haven't you been indulging and spoiling me before ... I know, you were afraid I 'd feel bad ... You were afraid I would n't be able to suppress this impulse and make a big mistake with someone else ..."

	Her breasts heaved violently beneath her thin vest, and a strand of her mature hair fell loose, trembling beside her cheek. Her peach-shaped eyes, which always held a hint of smile, now shrank to the point of pinpoints. " Yes, I've been too indulgent and doting on you, and today I've finally made a catastrophic mistake that I can't undo, " a suppressed sneer rolled from her throat .

	I summoned up my greatest courage of the night, even greater than the courage I had just used to do something inappropriate to my mother, and raised my voice a little, " Be it indulgence or spoiling ... but Mom, please think about it carefully ... Have I really become bad ... What's wrong with me? ... "

	　　" I will only respect you more, will want to share some of the things I can do with you, and will want to be a good son ... "

	　　" And by eliminating adolescent impulses ... you won't really go astray ... "

	Listening to my speech, my mother seemed unmoved at first, but after a while, her fingers unconsciously stroked the edge of the quilt, and her eyes moved away from my face and fell on the window. Her brow was still furrowed, but the lines at the corners of her mouth were no longer as sharp.

	　　" What's going on? I'm in a mess, my mind is in a mess, " she said softly , as if talking to herself. I noticed her fingers were trembling slightly, her knuckles turning white from exertion.

	Her gaze fell on me again, with a bit more complicated emotions in her eyes : " There's no point in blaming you anymore ... Can we just stop here ..." Her voice was even a little choked, and the corners of her eyes were slightly moist again.

	I suddenly felt a pang of pain in my heart. Perhaps it wasn't because of my mother's face, but perhaps it was because the thing I was chasing was inexorably moving away from me.

	I whispered, " I promise to continue being that good son with excellent performance " ; " Don't mess around anymore ... There should be some distance between mother and son ." My mother 's eyelashes trembled and the corners of her eyes became slightly moist, but she quickly regained her composure.

	　　At this point I was a little stunned, and couldn't explain what this feeling was. It felt a bit like an ineffective " openness and honesty " , and the effect I vaguely wanted to achieve was not achieved at all.

	But my mother didn't seem to say anything definitive. Was she touched by something about me, or was she, as always, overwhelmed by the situation, unable to directly articulate the complexities of her heart? Only a weak refusal, a fragile act of motherhood, held her ground.

	If my mother was so moved by just a few words from me, it only means that she had already faced her son's abnormal thoughts about her with complicated thoughts in the past. At least she was not completely resistant, and her inherent cognition was always dissolved by some thoughts.

	From every little bit of life.

	began again , and the heat of the summer night began to be clearly transmitted to our perception.

	My mother seemed to glance at my naked body. Yes, I had not put on any clothes while talking to her. When this situation became clear to me, it seemed a little unusual. After all, it was in the room of such a mature woman, on the bed, and we were both in sensitive relationships.

	　　" Hey ~ Why don't you put on your clothes and go back to your room ?" A trace of unnaturalness flashed across the mother's face , and she seemed to recall some unspeakable scenes, with a fleeting hint of shame and anger.

	My mother's lower body was also naked, and although it was covered by a quilt, it always reminded people of a beautiful scene.

	It was clear that after this conversation, her initial despair had been resolved. Now, she needed to remember to be respectful. For example, she was more eager than I was to put her clothes back on. Otherwise, she would feel too insecure and lack dignity in front of her son.

	Unfortunately, her pants and underwear were at the innermost part of the wall, " a little distance " away from her ; if it had been easier, she would have put them on long ago.

	Of course, she could have covered herself up and moved forward to pick it up; but for some reason, sometimes people didn't want to move at all in a certain state; or maybe she didn't want to show her embarrassment because it would remind her son that she had no clothes on her lower body.

	　　" Are you deaf ? ... Why do you still want to stay here ?" my mother shouted, but she seemed a little panicked, as if her words would remind me of something. Of course, these were ordinary words, but after what we had experienced, and the situation was so strange, we lost our composure without paying attention.

	　　" Oh ..." I looked up suddenly , as if I had reacted, and then quickly put on my pants and shirt, my movements seemed passive and absent-minded.

	really over like this? What miracle am I expecting? But now it’s a dead end .

	Fortunately, this nonsense conversation had some effect; it relieved the torment after the absurdity of tonight; and perhaps it also brainwashed my mother's cognition bit by bit.

	I am not asking her to let go completely and start having an incestuous relationship with her son without any shame; what I really want is that she can be confused, messy, struggling, and have complicated emotions, so that I can take advantage of such a state. What I have experienced before has proved this point.

	No effort will be in vain.

	Go back, at least it should be quiet tonight.

	I was about to stand up, I heard my mother's slightly angry voice, " Why aren't you leaving yet? Are you going to wait until your dad comes back and sees all this ... Do n't ruin this family ... "

	After hearing what my mother said, I stopped getting out of bed and asked seriously, " Mom, you noticed that my dad went out a long time ago, right ... "

	My mother 's eyes flickered, her lips pursed nervously, then parted, trembling slightly. " What do you mean ... you 're overthinking it ..." Her voice was weak, her eyes unfocused. I noticed her earlobes were tinged pink. She nonsensically pulled up the straps of her tank top three times, as if to hide a nonexistent slip. But the more she fiddled, the more her chest bulged, creating a peak against the fabric. Her messy hair swept across her neck as she shook her head, but it couldn't erase the fine lines that had suddenly appeared around her eyes.

	Suddenly, as if remembering that she was on the side of justice , her eyes became sharp and her voice rose octaves: " It's all your fault ... you'd better not mention it again " ; her cheeks flushed with anger, her chest heaved violently, and her neckline opened slightly with her movements, revealing a piece of white and soft flesh.

	My restlessness, which had already faded, showed signs of reviving.

	　　" Get out of here right now ..." My mother glared at me fiercely and couldn't say anything more. After the pleasure, no, not long after the pleasure, I should have realized that it was impossible to hide it and make such a ridiculous substitution.

	But my mother ’s behavior really confused me. However, I didn’t think about it at that time, I just enjoyed it.

	I rubbed my head in mock embarrassment, but my hands did something daring; I leaned forward and grabbed my mother's shorts, with her panties stuck inside, and I remember taking them off at the same time.

	I couldn't help but recall those wonderful experiences .

	I even deliberately pinched the underwear and shorts from the inside and handed them to my mother. My movements were slow, and my hand touched the crotch where the liquid had dried on it. It was sticky but not slippery, which proved the true physiological reaction of the owner of this pair of underwear ...

	Thinking of this, the familiar heat became even stronger.

	my behavior was a natural way of helping my mother, but I was also deliberately holding up her most intimate garments. How could she remain calm? But she couldn't get angry either.

	　　" Here ~ Mom, your pants . "

	She took it in anger , her face flushing slightly. " You! ... You don't need to move ! " But she seemed to feel the sticky feeling , frowning, and didn't immediately put it on under the quilt. She just put it aside naturally.

	Filled with shame and anger , and seeing me standing still, she couldn't help but stretch her legs a little and pushed me, " It's time for you to go, Li Yuqing ... "

	When I looked at the smooth and sleek calves beneath me and thought of the nakedness above, the charming scenery, I really wanted to grab them, but this impulse was not yet to the point where I could not suppress it.

	But I also felt another side of my mother 's womanhood, a side that had made me sink, and with these final words and actions, it seemed to gradually emerge again. My throat tightened.

	　　" I don't want to bother with you ... If you don't leave for a while, I'll go to your room and sleep alone, " my mother gave me a cold look.

	Then, as if she had made up her mind, she unbuttoned her panties from her shorts without leaving any trace , and holding her shorts, she crawled under the quilt. After a while, she lifted the quilt.

	　　Her round and slender lower body, with the plump crotch covered by the cloth, was clearly revealed, which made my eyes brighten and brought with it a rich and warm scent of a mature woman's body.

	My mother acted as if I didn't exist and swiftly stepped off the bed ...

	I always feel that all this happened too suddenly, as if it was deliberate, deliberately showing that the mother was not affected by these embarrassing situations, or to downplay the discomfort between mother and child in the private space. Simply put, it was " pretending to be generous . "

	She walked barefoot to the wardrobe . Her slightly raised round buttocks seemed to tremble slightly from the vibration of her bare feet. The light clothes on her upper body contrasted with the slender and charming lower body. In the hazy mosquito net, there was no trace of her age.

	The figure's back took a few small steps, as if stepping on the boy's restless heart ...

	I laughed at myself. Wasn't I so hesitant just now? How could I let all the psychological struggles pass so quickly? My restless heart was stirred by the cool and fragrant breeze ...

	I quietly lifted the mosquito net , staring at my mother's every move, as if she was a little surprised. She squatted in front of the wardrobe, and her back outlined an arc like a gourd or a guitar. This arc disappeared as she squatted, and finally what was revealed was her round and full buttocks. I was dazed for a moment under her flesh-colored shorts. There was no trace of underwear, and she looked more like a whole, as smooth and delicate as her legs.

	My breath became even hotter.

	I suddenly seemed to have auditory hallucinations. In my ears, or should I say in my mind, the clamor of thousands of troops and people gradually quieted down into the vulgar noise that came one after another, as if I was " dreaming back " to that beautiful night.

	　　Outside the door, there are gambling and wasteful behavior that are not tolerated by normal families ; inside the door, there are taboo contacts and behaviors that go against identity relationships that are not tolerated by normal families; on one side, there are negative energy and violent sounds, and on the other side, there is the fragrance of flesh, the spring tide and rain, and the breath of tenderness and maturity are immorally intertwined.

	I had never thought that a night like this could be repeated, but when I saw my mother squatting in front of the wardrobe with her beautiful back, my heart beat faster, as if I was preparing for an inexplicable surprise.

	But after a short while, my mother rummaged through the drawer and found a small piece of light purple clothing in her hand, probably underwear. Having achieved her goal, she was about to stand up, but then glanced back. Under my curious gaze, she squatted down again, put her fist to her mouth, frowned, and then placed her hand on the drawer pull ring. After repeating this several times, she slowly opened the small drawer.

	I got a small red book, which should be my passbook if I remember correctly. I flipped through it casually, and " bang " , before I could see her expression clearly, I saw her sitting down on the ground, not caring about the pain at all. She didn't make a sound, her shoulders were shaking slightly, her lips were slightly open as if to vent the feeling of suffocation, her face was numb, empty, confused, and more of shock and disbelief.

	She closed the passbook abruptly, then reopened it and stared intently, as if to reconfirm . Her hand trembled as she clutched the book. Finally, her eyes closed simultaneously with the book, and after exhaling, she shook her head slightly. " Huh , " she uttered, a bitter, exasperated smile. Perhaps no words could express her current state of mind, but I could sense her boundless sorrow. Her eyes, now open, were focused on nothing.

	I don't know how long she sat on the ground like a wooden man before she took another deep breath, stood up, picked up her panties, and walked out of the room. At this moment, she completely ignored me. But as soon as she stepped out of the door, she naturally looked at me with a sharp look, which made me shudder.

	　　Everyone knows that women at this time are not easy to mess with.

	So, as soon as my mother left, I planned to leave the room. The drawer was still open, and the passbook, which was already wrinkled, lay quietly inside. I thought I didn't need to look at the information on it clearly.

	My mother 's reaction just now said it all.

	I sat back on the edge of the bed. I couldn't explain what I was expecting, but I felt that something was always coming. It was almost like a woman's sixth sense.

	However, my mother had been out for a long time. I guessed that it was just to change her underwear. Why would it take so long? Then I felt extremely regretful. I was " blaming myself " at the time and not being able to see her lower body clearly in time . What happened after all the tossing and turning ...

	　　With a " ding " sound, the wall clock struck half past midnight . I still couldn't remember what time it was the last time it rang.

	the heat in my body and mind has ignited without any warning. The watery moonlight outside the window is not cool enough. I look towards the door.

	I saw the light. My mother had a gloomy and resentful look on her face. Her mature and charming body entered the doorway. Combined with her expression at the moment, she had some of the true demeanor of a good mature woman.

	　　Isn't it normal for ordinary women to always be entangled by many helpless things?

	She seemed to have anticipated that I would not leave, and her expression became more angry. The closer she got, the more I felt that I would be the one to bear her unpleasant mood.

	Before she arrived, she spoke first. She glared at me and said, " Why don't you go back to your room and sleep ? " And I noticed that there were messy water stains on her vest and shorts , as if she had washed somewhere.

	The familiar mother's scent rushed to my face. I raised my head, and my eyes went from the tall breasts to the face which was a little gloomy at the moment. " Mom ..." Before I started to speak, I heard her shout impatiently, " I'm not used to your bed and pillow . "

	　　" Go back to your room ... Do you know what time it is ?" she added. It wasn't a welcoming smile, a warm mother-son atmosphere, but I could sense she hadn't carried over the emotions from that subversive, incestuous encounter.

	My mother seemed to be troubled by even more depressing thoughts. I glanced at the closet, remembered the passbook, and knew what was going on.

	There was no need to believe in the light, because I clearly saw the light at that moment; although my mentality was very stupid, it was a painful fact for my mother after all.

	But I wasn't an expert enough to immediately take advantage of the situation. I had no idea what to do next, what to say, but I just didn't want to leave. Some longing was holding me back. He seemed motionless, but in reality, he was hyperactive, his movements were disorganized, and he couldn't sit still or stand steadily.

	Feeling inexplicably hot , I glanced over and realized that the fan was not on for so long. I remember that adults always seemed to be particularly resistant to heat. Compared with heat, they paid more attention to preventing colds. This is their simple health concept.

	I loosened my jersey by pulling it tight, and felt more heat coming from my mother's body because she was wet with water, which was transferred to me. The rich and charming scent of a woman's flesh also invaded the young man's mind.

	The mother seemed to be " following the routine " and asked the guest to leave. She supported her waist and hips with one hand, tilted her head and looked away, her eyes closed and pursed her lips simultaneously, then she opened her mouth and exhaled, her eye sockets were on the verge of heating up, she tried her best to open them wide to suppress the tears, but they were also covered with a layer of faint water shadow.

	While she wasn't harassing me and lingered, I naturally had to take a look at her, enjoying the coolness of her home. The fabric of her vest clung to her waist, revealing a mature and voluptuous figure. The thin fabric at her chest was stretched to a distinct peak, so that the fabric below her breasts didn't completely cling to her figure. It was hollowed out, and a few fine wrinkles appeared. The highest point of her breasts was a pair of raised dots, as if they were stuck to the vest fabric, like a pair of enchanting eyes, instantly drawing my gaze and tightening my mind.

	　　Yes, my mother hadn't put on a bra just now. I turned my head inconspicuously and saw the bra turned inside out by the bed, as if to further confirm this fact. My mother was naked.

	But this figure is also incredibly healthy. Without the restraint of underwear, it still clearly supports the remaining clothing, showing off its rounded shape. As expected, the most fatal thing is the elusiveness. The charm that women unintentionally reveal at home is further embodied by the " hint " of removing their bra and placing it on the bed.

	My only thought at the moment was to hug this body, bury my head deep in the pride of this mother's breasts, and savor it with all my senses. As for other more in-depth actions, I put them on hold for the time being.

	I didn't notice that my mother had come to her senses. She was staring at me with a frown, and her face gradually became angry. I felt a tension in my temple. It turned out that my mother was pointing a finger and poking my forehead. " Where are you looking! Where are you looking? You have shifty eyes! "

	There is nothing wrong with my mother's misuse of idioms. Perhaps it was a mistake made in a fit of anger, but I was actually a little happy when I heard it, because I felt that the nature of the criticism was not very sharp.

	My head shrank and I shifted my gaze from her chest, but I was sitting and she was standing, and when I looked at her straight in the eye, I could see the fullness between her legs. Because she was wearing underwear, there was no trace of the crack, but the pubic area still felt sensual.

	I took a closer look with excitement and nervousness. My mother's sweaty belly also rose and fell with her breathing. The part of her lower body where her legs met was so attractive that I couldn't help swallowing.

	Naturally, I immediately recalled all the feelings of having touched and kissed her, and imagined the scene of juice flowing here, the sharp contrast between brown and crimson, and the hair tangled and messy due to being wet by the liquid, as well as the soul-stirring feeling of my cock buried deep inside, squeezing the tender flesh that was trying to squeeze out all my energy, and the lava-like heat inside.

	　　At this time, the cock became even harder, and the fatigue from the two ejaculations had long disappeared.

	My mother noticed that my eyes became more obscene after I scolded her, and she suddenly realized that she was almost stripped naked by the boy in front of her, or her own son. The two pieces of cloth did not give her any sense of security at all. All her defenses could be broken at any time at this close distance. She suddenly felt ashamed and angry, but she could not hide her lower body anymore. She could not cover it with her hands, otherwise it would make it look even more obvious.

	She had no choice but to raise her hands and cross them to protect them, or rather to hug her breasts, and shook her head and scolded me shyly: " You still dare to look at me blindly, right? You have forgotten what I said just now ! "

	　　" Uh ..." I was also a little dazed, and had to look up dully . This time my eyes were facing the softness of my mother's breasts which were squeezed out by her crossed hands. A pair of beautiful breasts rose and fell violently with her breathing, hanging on her chest like two firm and heavy big balls, with buds that protruded infinitely and sticking out attractive dots.

	The mother naturally knew that she was in a vacuum state, and realized that this action seemed to be pushing her breasts forward. She immediately put down her hands in a panic and looked at the bra beside the bed. Looking at her expression, she wished she could use the Star-Absorbing Technique to get it and put it on immediately, but it was too far away. Besides, she couldn't put on a bra in front of her son, as it would seem like she was reminding the person in front of her of her embarrassment and awkwardness. Reluctantly, she also briefly displayed an eye-catching temptation.

	No matter how much she resisted, some things that appealed to teenagers couldn't be hidden. She was furious, gritted her teeth, and exhaled. In her shame and anger, a nameless rage must have risen in her. With all her might, she swung her right arm forward and smacked me in the face.

	He shouted coldly, " Haven't you had enough of the fun tonight ? What a mess you've been thinking about all day long . "

	　　The pain on my forehead and cheeks cooled down my evil frenzy a little and made me a little more sober. Sober means that I should think about what I can do now. I can't just keep being stupid.

	The mother 's " rhythm " was actually very clever. Obviously, an unacceptable step had already occurred, but after a short " rest " , she did not directly face this incident. It is also possible that she simply had no idea what to say.

	　　This actually makes me feel paralyzed. Sometimes, in life, the most frustrating thing isn't the unattainable things you desire, but the ever-increasing difficulty of reclaiming them after you've gotten them. How can I accept this? After so much intimate contact, with no ethical boundaries in sight, yet I still have no autonomy.

	I don't know how long I sat there until I heard the sound of a motorcycle passing by on the country road outside. In fact, I could tell it was not the one I owned. I was not very familiar with the specific model of my family's motorcycle. It was a Honda that my father bought when he was very successful in his side business. It had been several years old. I only knew that I spent a lot of money on it. At that time, it was more exciting than owning a car. It was fuel-efficient. Another major feature was that it was very " quiet " compared to other people's motorcycles, or the sound was very " pure " . This sound was unique in the village. When I was at home with the lights off to play online games, I relied on this sound to recognize that my father was about to come home, and then I would immediately force the computer to shut down and lie back on the bed.

	Even though the motorcycle sound I heard at this moment was not familiar, I still had some special ideas, so I stood up and slowly walked towards the door under my mother's cold gaze.

	I looked at the drawer that was not completely closed , and caught a glimpse of the messy passbook. I felt a little more determined and restless in my heart. I looked back at my mother. She obviously thought I was going back to my room. She was also making the movements of getting into bed. She lifted her legs together and gently placed them on the bed. In this movement, her legs looked particularly outstanding and extremely slender, and they reflected a smoothness under the light.

	I stood in front of the door handle, stopped, hesitated for about three seconds, and closed the door gently without a sound. The hand holding the door handle was actually firm and strong.

	Then, he turned around, looked towards his mother, and walked closer to the bed step by step. The distance was not far, but his body seemed to be out of his control. It felt very long. Perhaps he had to wait for his mother's reaction during this process.

	If viewed from a third-party perspective, I am like the devil incarnate at this moment. Every step I take should make the people in front of me unbelievable, panic-stricken, and dazed ... My mother, who was about to turn around to turn off the light, saw that I was just going to close the door and now turned back. She was stunned at first, then immediately turned back to face the public as if facing a great enemy, and ignored the light.

	　　" Li Yuqing! What else do you want to do! " the mother shouted in a serious and calm manner.

	　　My cock was erect, and I didn't know if it was obvious in my pants. I didn't need to pay attention to it or hide it. " Mom ... I ..." I could only shout like this, but it was empty and meaningless, as if I was possessed by a personality of incestuous desires. The evil instincts occupied my brain, infinitely shortening the distance between me and my mother.

	My mother looked at me warily, " Why did you close the door ? And why don't you go back to your room and don't disturb my sleep, I'm telling you ! "

	The mother sat up straight, leaning against the headboard, her beautiful eyes and downcast face still showing indifference.

	I lifted the mosquito net , but my calm movements could not hide the desire, heat and restlessness on my face. My erect lower body declared everything, but there were some words that I could not say directly because of my restless and inevitably timid heart, " Mom ... I ... I think . "

	The mother raised her eyebrows angrily, as if sparks were about to fly. She slapped the bed, and her breasts under her vest trembled. She spoke like a bombardment, " It's the middle of the night, and you don't want to sleep yet. What's going on ? "

	And after taking another glance at my lower body, she naturally understood that her son had " no good intentions" at the moment, and her brows furrowed deeper, and her shame and anger grew stronger.

	At this point, I ignored my mother's emotions and was about to kneel down on the bed. But she raised her brows, her body trembling with shock and anger. She bit her lower lip fiercely and shouted, " How dare you ! "

	So I couldn't help but sit on the bed instead , with my feet on the ground, sitting sideways facing her.

	The mother seemed to have withdrawn from the confusion about the passbook, and now it was time to face this ridiculous son.

	I could think of what to say completely, my mother said gloomily, " Li Yuqing, what do you mean by this? What on earth are you still thinking about ? "

	I said in a humble tone after making a mistake , " Mom ... I ... I was thinking about what had just happened ... "

	My mother immediately said firmly, " It was an accident. I won't argue with you for now. Go back to your room right now! " My mother seemed reluctant to dwell on the experience.

	　　" Ah, Dad went out ..." , I answered incorrectly .

	The mother's face became even gloomier, and she sneered, " And then ... you think I will allow you to continue to do whatever you want? Do you still see me as your mother ? "

	　　As I spoke, the hardness of my cock did not subside, and the desire made me dare to hope for luck again.

	It was as if my restless heart brought the words out of my throat, " I ... I want to ..." I grabbed the waistband of my pants tightly , and my face looked as if I was in agony.

	　　Now my mother couldn't sit still any longer, and she came towards me with her upper body carrying that feminine fragrance, and poked me on the forehead, laughing angrily with a look of disappointment in me, " Wake up … weren't you satisfied just now …" " If you keep thinking about your mother like this, you'll be ruined ! "

	My body swayed and I felt like I was about to be stabbed, but I let my body react.

	I glanced at her, then lowered my head and whispered, " Just now ... just now doesn't count. " After having tasted the sweetness , I wanted a more candid experience tonight. I wanted the experience of a mother knowing the whole time that she was doing something indecent with her son. Just thinking about it made my desire swell countless times.

	The corners of the mother's mouth twitched, and her words were filled with heat. " What happened has happened, and it's time for you to calm down ..."

	　　" Li Yuqing, are you still a human being ... I am your mother. " The mother was helpless. It seemed that her son's lustful thoughts towards her had not changed from the beginning to the end, which was truly heartbreaking.

	I held my forehead with both hands, begging for mercy in a painful gesture. " I'm at my wit's end ... Mom ... I'm suffering both physically and mentally ... If I can't vent, I'm going to be ruined ..."

	After hearing this , the mother's anger turned to sorrow, her face suddenly turned ashen, her eyes dimmed, and she forced a numb smile, " Li Yuqing ... are you trying to force your mother to abdicate ... "

	She seemed to be looking at the wardrobe , where the passbook was, as she spoke. Thinking of something, one feels as if all the energy and spirit have been drained from the body, and one feels completely " withered , " with a shaky feeling.

	She leaned back against the headboard , her arms limp at her sides, not caring about the bulge in her bare chest. She muttered to herself, " No one is worry-free. This family looks like it's going to fall apart ... It's all the sins of my past life ..." Then she closed her eyes in pain.

	she made me lose my ability. I didn't know how to do it anyway. I should say that her look of sadness really reduced my desire. I began to think if I had gone too far. My father had already brought her so much " suffering " , but as a son, I " kicked her when she was down " . I was really a bad guy.

	As a teenager, I didn’t quite understand this world and this society, but blood is thicker than water, and my mother’s difficulties would still touch my thoughts. How could I really turn a blind eye? Even though lust had almost controlled my body and mind, there would always be a moment when mindfulness would regain a ray of clarity.

	that tonight would be a failure , but now I didn't know how to end it . I didn't dare look at my mother, didn't dare make any noise, and didn't dare to breathe.

	But in my mother's eyes, if I didn't leave immediately, I would be terminally ill and would not give up until I achieved my goal.

	She suddenly restrained some of her despair and looked at me coldly, as if she were a stranger. To me, she was also a stranger at this moment.

	at the corner of my mouth , not obvious, but clearly a crisscross of emotions. It stung me physically and mentally.

	I leave? Perhaps that would bring her some comfort. Tonight might not be the right time. As long as the mountains remain, there's always firewood to burn. This change in mindset mitigated the suffocating resentment of once again " wanting but not getting . "

	My brain had already issued the order to retreat, but my body hadn't reacted yet. The nerves in my legs seemed to be beating strongly, telling me it was time to get up and leave.

	However, before I could muster the courage to leave, my mother's eyes lost focus and looked blankly ahead without looking at me. She slowly raised her hands and spoke in a dull voice, " Okay ... Let's say goodbye to these good days . " Her hands hooked onto the shoulder straps of the vest , pulled them outwards, and pushed them down.

	I was stunned, bewildered. I hadn't expected my mother to act like this. My strength to get up instantly vanished. Bewildered and flustered, I said, " Mom ... you don't have to do this ... I ... I 'll go back right away ... "

	I saw that my mother's upper body was exposing more and more white breast flesh. From the front, it was an oval arc, and it was about to be completely revealed. However, she seemed to have not completely lost her embarrassment. When the cloth was about to fall off to the buds on the top, she looked very unnatural and put the clothes back to its original state, as if to stop the proud exposure of her chest in time.

	　　Although lustful thoughts no longer dominated my mind, I still felt a little disappointed. I had already planned to leave, so what was I expecting?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 56

	My mother glanced at me without any emotion, then slowly lay down, with an attitude of being at the mercy of others, without any trace of lust in her.

	She closed her eyes, her tone of calmness not only intentional but also natural, " Do whatever you want ... Don't worry about the consequences ..." , " At worst, we can just break up this family and stop being human ... "

	Listening to her, especially seeing her despair, pain and helplessness after the abnormal reaction, I felt very uncomfortable. This didn't seem to be the result I wanted. Although it seemed that I could get everything.

	It’s not that I had a change of heart and gave up my bad thoughts about my mother, but I didn’t want to go through those things with her in her current state; this is even worse than some “ misunderstandings ” , or moving forward in some angry and struggling resistance.

	It's ironic, isn't this a kind of sexual awareness in a sense? In such a situation, one will feel " very boring " inside .

	　　" Hurry up ... your dad will be back soon ... Oh no, no matter whether he comes back or not, don't disturb my sleep . "

	I was completely petrified. My mother seemed to be doing a certain task, and she really couldn't arouse my sexual desire .

	　　Seeing that I was slow to act, my mother opened her eyes, gave me a look of amusement and contempt, and said, " Why aren't you moving? Aren't you very good at it ... Aren't you thinking about it all day long ? "

	　　" Mom ... I ... I'm not ..." I was almost sweating, but I couldn't explain why I was so eager to explain. However, I still didn't say it directly, or just leave.

	This strange atmosphere must be broken.

	　　" Hmph ... you're a coward ... I gave you the chance but you didn't make any use of it ... "

	When I heard my mother 's slightly joking words, my conscience began to loosen as if it had been taken away by a dog. I almost decided to just give up together.

	But I still tried, tried to break this strange atmosphere, tried to hope that I could take that step in a state that I could accept ... But when I said it, there was still a sense of compromise, a compromise that I valued her feelings and would not push her any further, " I was wrong ... Mom ... I'm leaving now ... "

	The mother smiled contemptuously without comment, " Hmph ... come on, Li Yuqing ... stop pretending to retreat in order to advance ... Will you stop thinking about me if I leave tonight ... "

	I felt like my mother had seen through some of my thoughts, and I felt a little ashamed, and I didn't dare to face her expression.

	　　" Look at you ..." said the mother .

	I clenched my fists, unable to articulate what I wanted to do. Whatever I said would seem to come off as counterintuitive .

	　　" Still can't do it? You want me to teach you? " My mother continued, her words startling me . But this was already further shaking my righteous mindfulness. Those restless cells began to awaken, becoming active one by one ...

	Before I knew it , I had already climbed into bed. Before I could do what I wanted, I had to correct my mother's bad attitude. This was the only way to maximize the " benefits . " If I could talk it through tonight , maybe everything would work out ...

	My movements were a bit vulgar and impatient. I lay down on my mother's right side. The warmth and fragrance of her body made me realize that this was real. My mother glanced at me disapprovingly and then returned to her calm demeanor.

	I lay on my side, facing her profile, her ears, neck. The traces of time were also on my mother's body, but they turned into fine lines. However, the skin on her face did not have that kind of structural collapse, and it was still plump and delicate, which was exactly the style I like. Her skin color was naturally not white, but the smooth standard yellow skin, but without large spots and pores and other blemishes, which was not offensive at all. With her beautiful eyebrows and eyes, she was really pleasing to the eye.

	　　" Mom, I'm coming ..." I whispered softly in her ear .

	The mother's facial muscles trembled slightly, and she seemed to be about to explode but suppressed it, " Tui , don't call me, I don't have a son as bad as you ... "

	My legs were already close to my mother's hips and legs, at least she felt that we had begun unusual physical contact. She glanced down and found that there was no other messing around, so she didn't say anything.

	I said with deep affection , " Mom ... no matter what you think or what you intend ... I want to tell you . "

	　　" No matter what happens, I will always treat you as a son . "

	My mother didn't even look at me, but sneered at me and said, " Do n't pretend to be righteous. It's not too late for you to turn back now. If you continue like this, I will no longer be your mother ... "

	this , I realized that I had suffered such a big setback just after coming up , so I had to do something unconventional and say something abnormal.

	I continued, " Mom, why are you so resistant? If you do a little thing, you can get a son who is better in both character and study, and who can share your worries ... "

	　　" Besides, what we just did ... no, what happened before ... even if I stop now, it can't be undone . "

	　　" You 've done so much for me, and suffered so much ... just give a little more ... " As I said this , I put my hand on her toned and smooth thigh.

	Well, my words flow more and more smoothly like writing an article.

	My mother gave me a sidelong glance and took my hand away. I tried the same trick again, but she let out a breath and stopped trying to stop me, as if she realized that this was a situation she had " asked for " .

	The mother stared blankly at the ceiling, her eyes bewildered. She said, " Yes, I've worked so hard to raise you, and given so much, but in return you behave like an animal ..." After she finished speaking, the sadness flashed back.

	As soon as I saw it, I felt that my psychological guidance was really poor. In a panic, I said something shocking, " But with this behavior, mom, aren't you enjoying it very much? How can it be considered a mess? No one will know if I'm not hurt or bruised . "

	This made my mother furious. Her head whipped around, and she glared at me. " What do you mean by 'I enjoy it?' What nonsense are you talking about ?" But the words still reminded her of something she'd experienced before, and a flicker of discomfort crossed her face. Her hands and legs moved slightly, unnaturally, and I saw it all.

	I guess there was no reverence on my face anymore, nor was I as timid as I had pretended at the beginning. Instead, I looked quite complacent. My mother suddenly showed a little shame and anger, and her tense and gloomy expression relaxed.

	She immediately turned her head back and raised it slightly, as if glancing at my lower body.

	The woman's inner pride and unwillingness to admit defeat somehow surfaced, and she actually laughed , as if she heard some self-deprecating jokes.

	She turned her head, her eyes narrow and amused, " How capable do you really think you are? " Then she turned back.

	I was stunned, with mixed feelings in my heart. She couldn't be talking about that ability, could she? As soon as I realized it, I felt a little guilty and inferior, so I restrained my enthusiasm.

	But soon, I felt that the road ahead was broad and bright. In just a moment, from my mother's words, I could tell that her emotions were gradually getting out of that despair.

	　　This subtle change made my body and mind feel refreshed and my mind became excited.

	I quickly raised my upper body, reached over her, pulled over the thin quilt at the innermost part, and said in a confused manner, " But just now ... this quilt was indeed quite wet . "

	When my mother saw it, she remembered something. She didn't expect me to be so rampant. She started to yell at me and brought this up. She was panicked, ashamed and angry. She quickly snatched the quilt and threw it in the corner at the end of the bed. " I don't want to listen to your nonsense. Go back to your room . "

	As for my understanding of women's physical pleasure, I didn't know much at that time, but I could hear the pleasure from the sounds during the process, although that kind of voice might sound shrill in a different environment; I also had a simple sexual concept. I knew that a lot of water meant that a woman's body was accepting what a man did to her, and that she was eager and greedy. Only endless pleasure could make a woman continue to desire it.

	However, my mother's behavior now completely overturned her previous attitude of " letting you do whatever you want " ; and realizing that my mother was no longer sad and heartbroken, it was even more impossible for me to leave. I felt that as long as I tried harder, I would be able to achieve my goal.

	While my mother was still distracted by the wet quilt, I began to stroke her upper thigh and inner side with one hand, of course through her pants; my mother might have been a conditioned reflex, and she clamped her legs together, and my index finger felt a swelling and softness, which ignited a raging fire of desire in my body.

	　　My fingers seemed to lose control as I pressed hard against the succulent flesh of my mother's thighs. " Hmm ..." she snorted, looked down, and shuddered. She shook my hand off and angrily shouted, " Li Yuqing, can you please stop thinking about this for a moment? " Her eyes widened, her teeth gnashing as if she wanted to eat me up.

	　　This time, I pretended to be at a loss, with that look in my eyes, and of course I also said, " Mom, you ... didn't you just not refuse ? "

	The mother hesitated, " I ... what are you thinking ... is it possible ..." Then she must have felt that as a mother, she had to maintain her dignity and it was unacceptable for her to be thrown into disarray by this boy, so she became angry and said, " Get out of here right now, don't make me lose my temper . "

	　　I actually felt I had more wiggle room for maneuvering with my mother's backlash, because it made me feel like her emotions had reached a point where I was more comfortable with her. She wasn't being discouraged or resisting to the end. Of course, all of this presupposed that we had already had many groundbreaking encounters, and my initial calm and composure had long since vanished.

	I hesitated for only a second, then turned over and hung on my mother like a koala, with my right leg squeezed between her legs and my right hand on her waist and abdomen. The stimulation of her soft, fragrant and warm body suddenly hit me.

	At the same time, I kept talking and begging, shaking the plump body of this mature woman, " Mom ... I feel uncomfortable ... just ... let me do it again ..." , " At this point, what difference does it make if it's one more time or one less time ? "

	My mother's body was stiff, and she wanted to push her elbow backwards with force, but fortunately my body held it down and she failed to hurt me. She angrily shouted in a low voice: " Li Yuqing! Get out of my way! " She continued to angrily say while struggling, " Yes, what's the difference between one more time or one less time , why should I let you do it one more time! "

	　　At this time, I didn't think twice and said directly, " I'm your son, can't you help me ? You don't have anything to lose . " I also muttered, " You feel comfortable too . "

	While my mother was trying to push my hand under her clothes away, she said without question, " I don't care about you being comfortable ... If you feel uncomfortable, go find whoever you want, just don't hurt me ... "

	I continued pitifully, " Just think of it as guidance during puberty ... "

	Perhaps because her thoughts were in a mess, the mother replied casually, " You wish ." I could feel that she was annoyed as soon as she said it. It just sounded like anger, which is not anger. Isn't this indulging the person in front of her and even teasing him?

	My mother was angry about her own behavior and had to blame me. It was indeed my fault, so she threw me away and cursed, " Get out! "

	I didn't insist , and strangely let her push me away, strangely calming down. My cautious verbal offensive should be over, I think it's time to use my big move.

	The mother's chest heaved rapidly. She straightened her clothes and said, " You're crazy! What kind of enlightenment is this ? "

	Later, my mother was also surprised by my " peaceful " state . Her brow furrowed, a hint of doubt in her eyes. But she spoke gently, " Okay ... I promise you , I won't hold it against the ridiculous things that happened before ... As long as you behave yourself from now on ... I 'll still be your mother ... "

	　　Now, it was my turn to stare at the ceiling, with a piercing sadness, and slowly said, " Mom ... why can't you figure it out ? "

	　　" If I were to endure this kind of torment, I might really make a big mistake. You saw the two girls who came to our house last time ... You don't want me to do anything forbidden with them , right ... "

	I didn't know how my mother reacted. I touched her thigh with the side of my hand and felt her body tense up, as if she was feeling heavy.

	Of course, I fully understand that for people like my mother, we must never use hard tactics, including threats.

	So I played both sides and continued, " If ... if you promise me one more time ... my performance in and out of school will be better ... I will be a good student and a good boy . "

	　　" You've seen my performance over the past few days , right ? I didn't lie to you ... "

	　　" This matter between you and me ... will not ruin me, it will only make me better and live up to your expectations ... "

	　　" Anything else you're worried about is just a family privacy once the door is closed ... who would know ... I wouldn't do anything wrong ... "

	in one breath , I turned my head and looked at my mother. She had her eyes closed and looked very peaceful. I didn't know if she had heard it.

	　　" Mom, what do you say ..." , I asked in a low voice.

	After a long time, she opened her eyes and looked at me. Although there was no expression on her face, I could tell she was extremely serious. Then, gradually, there was a shroud of light smoke and mist between her brows, which made me feel that she could see through me.

	Maybe I was hallucinating. She had a smile on her lips, her eyes half-closed, and she muttered in a dreamy voice , " Do you really think so? Weren't you satisfied just now? "

	My mother 's mood changes have already made my cock very hard, because I can clearly feel that the goal is not far ahead, and I can gradually feel the feeling of getting what I want, but I am not sure, so I suppress the excitement of my body and mind and not reveal it too early.

	Faced with my mother's expression, I swallowed and shrank my body, as if I suddenly didn't dare to get too close to her, but my heart was beating unusually violently.

	　　This should be the normal attitude of a young boy facing his mother, a mature woman with a lot of experience. Young boys are sometimes manic, but when facing their own mother, many things can't be done naturally.

	I was suddenly speechless . I didn't know what had happened to my mother's expression . She snorted heavily and turned her head back with a lot of rich and chaotic emotions.

	The situation between the mother and son was a little strange at the moment.

	Can I act calmly now? But how should I start? I am afraid that I might accidentally break the balance.

	I secretly glanced at my mother . She had closed her eyes. Fortunately, the depression in her expression was gone.

	The proud peaks on the chest are not so undulating, but the shape supported by the fabric is still so attractive.

	The breath became much hotter .

	I don’t know if she noticed my concentration or my growing desire, but my mother said calmly, “ Your father is coming back . ”

	　　When I first heard it, I felt strange. I had heard the sound of his motorcycle long before he came back, and my mother would be so surprised when he came back.

	Calm ?

	I suddenly woke up and my head buzzed . Is n't this my mother's implicit " instruction " ?

	　　How could I control myself now? The mountain in front of me seemed infinitely higher, waiting for me to climb it. My hands were trembling with excitement.

	I simply put one hand on my mother's plump and full breasts, and without hesitation, I began to knead them hard through the thin pajamas, feeling the soft flesh.

	The thumb also deliberately brushed across the bud at the top, which was elastic and touched the hand, causing the mother to shudder. " Hmm ..." , and her cheeks began to blush.

	Even though I have had all-round intimate contact with my mother 's pride, this thing will always be new and I will never get tired of it as long as my desire for women has not subsided.

	However, what I didn't expect was that my mother only let me touch it for a short while, and then she took my hand away without hesitation, saying in a commanding tone, " You are only allowed to do that ... don't touch anything else ... otherwise you will get nothing . "

	I actually found it funny that my mother used that to replace some words, and it was obvious that she was not able to express this behavior normally.

	But I still complained in a petty manner, " Then ... then what should I do ... "

	My mother glanced at me, her eyes etched with resentment, and she said, somewhat angrily, " Why don't we just stop ..." I had the feeling she was still waiting for her son to repent, still unwilling to relent, still displeased with her own premature compromise and deeply dissatisfied with his enthusiasm, but now she felt she was in a difficult position.

	The woman was full of twisted emotions at this moment.

	Well, in that case, let's get straight to the point. I turned over, propped up my upper body, and knelt beside my mother with my back arched . I examined her face and then scanned her whole body. Even though I felt a little off, it was still stimulating and exciting enough. The state of my cock proved everything.

	The mother pursed her lips tightly, as if she was prepared to endure the impact, giving people the feeling that she would not react too much and would try her best to restrain something.

	My mother could naturally notice my gaze. She met my gaze, and at first she was filled with deep resentment. She looked at this man, her son, with those watery eyes and charming and mature demeanor that almost buried the young man.

	After a while, she felt a little unnatural, turned her head away, and stopped looking at me. Her flushed face was slightly annoyed and shy, but her posture remained abnormally calm. Even her breathing was deliberately suppressed and not heavy.

	We both tacitly agreed not to say anything. Suddenly, I felt a sense of unease. Would my mother also remain silent, not translating her physical sensations into sound? I knew, of course, that the experience would be greatly diminished. The frank interaction we had finally achieved was devoid of any sensual sparks. I couldn't see the other side of my mother's feminine charm, nor the contrast between a good wife and a devoted mother and the physical pleasure she felt.

	　　I suddenly felt that it was worse than the experience of pretending to be ignorant at the beginning. At least she released her womanly nature to a limited extent, and allowed me to fully feel the charm of her private moments.

	even worse than the previous borderline drama.

	Of course, such speculation cannot be expressed out loud.

	I put away these strange thoughts and got down to business. So, I lowered my back even lower, my head as well. I stopped looking at my mother's face and began to stare at her lower body, her ivory-white legs, the fullness between her legs that the fabric couldn't hide. My throat tightened, and I touched the waistband of her pants with both hands ...

	　　The action seems a bit pious, but the scene of a young boy doing this to a mature woman is incongruous and unsettling.

	But as soon as my hand fell on it, my mother's hand also fell, as if to stop her.

	I gently pulled down, but felt my mother's force in the opposite direction. I just thought it was a display of reserve amidst her mess, a gesture she made despite knowing it was wrong. As a mother, I couldn't be so generous as to allow my son to do this, even though it hadn't started yet.

	I didn't argue with my mother about this. I slowly raised my head and made the first move in this unconcealed incestuous interaction, " Mom ... can you do it yourself ? "

	After hearing this , the mother tightened her grip on the waistband of her pants, then relaxed and let out a long breath ... Her hands seemed to deflate and dropped down.

	Perhaps , she felt that she would appear more proactive and more unacceptable; it would be better for her son, me, to bear this great sin.

	So, I carefully took off my mother's underwear and clothes from her lower body, just like peeling off a protective film covering a treasure, revealing its full appearance to those who admire it ...

	First, a lush, black tuft of hair bloomed on the slightly raised mons pubis. It didn't look wet with rain or dew; instead, it looked as if all the moisture had evaporated, leaving only a dry, glossy black. This gave me the impression of a vibrant, energetic female genitals. This was the first time I'd seen my mother's pubic hair so closely and in full sunlight.

	The luxuriant appearance still shocked the young man, so much so that I paused for a moment. I didn't feel disgusted, but instead felt that my mother was a very healthy woman, so healthy that she had the physiological needs and corresponding physiological reactions of her age ...

	The mother realized that her son was observing her somewhat shameful growth and was a little annoyed. She slapped my hand but said nothing.

	I dared not breathe, fearing I would ruin this wonderful sight. Slowly, my panties slipped off my mother's hips. In the light, I once again saw the beautiful ravine I had fantasized about and touched countless times. Her labia majora were thick, a light brown, dotted with sparse hair. Her labia minora, slightly darker in color, merged tightly together. Together, they formed a narrow, narrow slit of flesh, a hint of bright red and tender pink hidden within, shimmering with a hint of moisture.

	My breathing almost stopped. This was the first time I had seen a woman's vagina so openly and closely, and it was my mother's vagina.

	I forgot to take off my shorts and underwear completely.

	I wanted to open that beautiful spot with my hands, but I was afraid to disturb her. I wanted to give up, but I refused to give up. So, I mustered up my courage. I parted her labia minora and saw the tender, pale pink flesh inside. I tried to cover her entire vagina with my palm. A thick, soft feeling came over me.

	　　" If you dare touch me, forget it !" Suddenly, my mother shouted angrily, sending a jolt through my heart. I withdrew my hand in frustration. There was no point in picking up sesame seeds and throwing away watermelons.

	As for licking it, to be honest, the desire is stronger, but I won’t do it for now.

	So I stopped procrastinating and immediately pulled my mother 's shorts and underwear off her ankles and away from her body ...

	There was a faint fishy smell, I don't know if it came from my mother's vagina or her underwear, but no matter what, it made me clutch the underwear tucked in my shorts tightly. Although it was black, the crotch was turned inside out, and I could see a few sticky threads, which were thin but exceptionally shiny.

	I felt another kind of restlessness and slowly lifted up the two pairs of pants, but I didn't notice that my mother had been staring at my actions at some point.

	Maybe it was the uneasiness in my throat, or maybe it was the inexplicable heat in my eyes, but I had such an inappropriate expression when staring at my mother's private clothes. No one knows a son better than his mother. My mother pulled her hand away again and said, " Have you seen enough ... You are so absorbed in looking at women's underwear ... You are perverted . "

	I had the chance to kiss or smell it, the little piece of clothing was thrown out of the bed by my mother.

	I came to my senses and decided not to tempt myself with these little temptations for the time being.

	I looked at my mother and met her gaze again. On the other side, I put my hands on the waistband of my pants. This action was clearly seen at the moment, and I naturally understood what was going to happen next.

	and mature face was flustered and shy, but she pretended to be in control of the situation. She hummed and turned her head away .

	And the cock she was pregnant with was finally exposed in front of her openly.

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 57

	I supported my body with my hands and knelt forward step by step from my mother's feet. Since my mother's legs were not spread very wide, I just squeezed one knee between her legs, and the other one was on her left side, like pulling a zipper, from bottom to top, gradually eroding the gap between her tightly closed legs, and my body also bent lower and lower.

	　　The red and hot glans even touched the thigh, leaving a trace of shiny water. After a long period of endurance, the glans had already oozed out a lot of prostate fluid.

	When the son 's sexual organ touched the woman's skin, she seemed to be electrocuted and immediately jumped up. She stared at me without saying a word, with a little struggle on her face, as if she was still unwilling to let her son do such a bad thing.

	After pulling for so long, I felt the stuffiness and heat, and the fan was not on. At this time, I saw my mother's sweaty breasts swelled like two water balls under her vest. The thin fabric was shaking because of the two lumps of flesh on her chest. Without the restraint of underwear, she could not resist the gravity, and her half-naked breasts looked like big peach-shaped breasts. The surface of the breast flesh exposed by the drooping neckline had a few blue-green veins faintly emerging. The strong body fragrance mixed with the aroma of sweat overflowed from the cleavage, mixed into a fragrance similar to condensed milk, and rushed into my nose.

	　　This gorgeous and alluring scenery, coupled with my mother's unpredictable face, made me feel a bit obscene. In addition, our lower bodies were exposed at the moment, and the boy's tender sexual organs were pointing to the delicate and fertile soil of his mother's legs. There was a kind of absurdity in life, the most bizarre taboo excitement. After all, such a scene is extremely rare.

	At this point, the mother couldn't tell whether she should refuse or let it go, and it was confusing to know what the meaning of refusal was.

	I looked at my mother in surprise, " Mom ... what ... what happened ... "

	She couldn't say anything . After a flash of a desperate gesture, she lay down again, her head turned to the side. There was a charming tangle on her face. Her eyes blinked slowly and her breathing was steady, but she didn't know whether it was her teeth or lips that made her mouth move restlessly.

	When my other leg was stepped in , my mother's legs were also fully separated. At least the gateway that gave birth to me was exposed. The tender red in the flesh was exposed more, and it was already glowing with a slight moisture, ready to welcome the intimate visitor.

	The mother seemed to have to do something to dilute her ridiculous " initiative " . She spoke with difficulty, " The last ... last time ..." After saying this, it seemed that she could justify all her actions .

	For example, satisfy your son's last request for sex; for example, let him experience complete sexual intercourse and cultivate his character from then on.

	What my mother said had no effect on me at all. Firstly, I was horny and just wanted to find a place to soothe my hard cock. Secondly, my understanding of the last time must be the last time tonight, and I could definitely accept it.

	　　Although I have seen countless movies and have had experience ... but looking at my mother lying flat on her back , the thick flesh between her legs, except for the tender red under her labia minora, where can I see the passage for my cock? I don't know where to start, but I know that at least my cock must reach this part of her.

	So I spread my mother's legs while kneeling, allowing my cock to move forward, which indirectly spread her legs wider and opened the slit of flesh wider.

	I thrust my hips, head lowered. I watched my cock collide with my mother's private area. The softness of her vagina was unfazed by the impact of my hard penis. My glans brushed against her, revealing more of her moist, tender, red flesh, but failing to clearly reveal the entrance that captivated a man's soul.

	Perhaps I still lack practical knowledge of the structure of a woman's lower body.

	Face to face , in a clear-headed state, the son's sexual organ knocked on the mother's lower body. The mother couldn't help but trembled, but no sound was made. After all, it had not touched any key areas, so it was not so sensitive. In addition, her heart was not relaxed, and she suppressed the original physical feelings.

	So I repeated this action, thrusting my cock, sliding it across this tempting and soft flesh. Even though I didn't hit the hole, my glans felt numb, and all the nerves were working around the pleasure in my lower body.

	My mother just grabbed the sheets tightly. Apart from the slight trembling of her body due to tension, her mouth was still tightly closed and no seductive sound came out. I was no longer in a hurry because I had obtained the golden medal of immunity from death. Every touch of my cock was an experience worth savoring.

	　　Although the " one shot " (two shots) just now were quite exhilarating, looking back on it afterwards, I always felt that I had not experienced many things, and I was full of resentment and even inner demons. This is what prompted me to stay here tonight and experience more.

	Of course, when doing this kind of thing, you may forget the initial desire for experience, and only mechanical movements will remain. You just want to vent and want the woman under you to react with indulgence.

	However, my mother was lying flat, and I was half-kneeling, my cock was straight and pointing forward and upward, and the fertile soil between my mother's crotch was actually sloped. In this way, no matter how much my glans rubbed on it, it seemed that it could not aim at the pink hole.

	the next thrust, the glans seemed to slip and hit my mother's mons pubis, which was covered with thick pubic hair. Her pubic bone was hard, and it gave me the feeling that my penis was about to break.

	Except for the slit of the vagina, the surrounding area was still dry. I felt a little disappointed. It seemed that my mother was affected by her mentality. Her lower body, which was mature and sensitive in the past, now showed no signs of physiological reaction. There was no legendary erotic scene of water flooding the Golden Mountain and soaking the sides of her legs.

	Maybe it was because I was impatient and unfamiliar, or I took too long, my mother suddenly turned her head, and as if we had telepathized, I looked at her and our eyes met, but because I didn't know what to do, my face showed more embarrassment, not the kind of hideous fanaticism about my mother's lewd thoughts, which did not make my mother react in anger.

	What surprised me was that at this moment her eyes were clear and gentle, like flowing water in the spring breeze , without a ripple of lust. If there was a smile between her eyebrows, she would look like a mother who doted on her son and allowed him to misbehave, or simply having normal parent-child communication.

	　　It gives people the feeling that she doesn't beg for pleasure, but only wants to satisfy the man on her.

	　　The tenderness at this time was not what I wanted. It completely wiped out my excitement. I gritted my teeth and just looked at her, continuing to thrust my cock, cutting open her vagina and grinding her soft labia.

	The calmness in her eyes disappeared, and the mother opened her mouth slightly, as if trying to express surprise, surprised that her son was still thinking about the end of the taboo.

	Then he stroked it again, and the glans passed between the two small labia and poked a slightly raised bulge at the top.

	　　" Hmm ..." Mother frowned and a soft moan came out of her throat, but she endured it. Her eyes were full of resentment and she was ashamed of her own loss of composure. Her cheeks were red as if burning, and she avoided my sight and turned her head away.

	　　This reaction reminded me of the experience of playing tricks on me. Although I didn't have a deep understanding of it, I knew that the woman's clitoris was an unusual part of her body.

	So I learned from this and applied it to other situations. Although the bean-sized clitoris was not visible and I couldn't see it clearly, I knew its approximate location. And if I moved my penis up and down like that, it would always be scratched.

	I thrust faster than at the beginning, as if I was not teasing to find the hole, but fucking my mother's little bean.

	When the glans slid to the top, " Ah ..." , the mother couldn't help but let out another charming moan, her voice revealing the slight trembling of suppressing her body's reaction, but then she seemed not to want her son to hear such a disgusting and seductive cry again, so she pursed her lips tightly and endured it as much as she could.

	However, this physical feeling could not be expressed through sound, so he could not stop his body from trembling. Every time the glans was scratched, it felt like an electric shock. The rich fragrance seemed to evaporate through his flushed face, and fine beads of sweat appeared on the tip of his nose.

	Seeing my mother like this, the charm of her other side as a good wife and mother seemed to be unstoppable, which made me, a young man, very excited and even sighed that I had lived a clear life.

	After I teased my mother's vaginal slit and the slight bulge at the top a few more times, my mother's hands that were tightly gripping the bed sheet loosened, and she turned her head and looked at me. Her beautiful peach eyes seemed to be shrouded in a layer of mist, but under the mist, ripples had already appeared in the spring water. " Well ... if you don't want to do it, go back to sleep ..." Her voice was moist, soft and very pleasant to hear. Just saying this made my cock harden a lot, and a stronger heat spread throughout my body.

	where they were shamefully touching each other, the slit of the vagina seemed to naturally open wider, and the delicate inner flesh seemed as if it would turn out at the next moment. Water accumulated more and more in the depression, and when I stared at her like this, my mother moaned, and the mouth of her vagina was like a clam spewing out pearls, squeezing the honey to slowly slide towards the perineum.

	　　This scene made me realize that my mother's body had entered another stage. I was trembling with excitement, and my breathing was heavy and hot.

	　　My head was ravaged by desire, and I said, " I ... I can't find the place ... How about you help me, Mom ... "

	She immediately glared at me with a hint of anger on her face and said, " Don't even think about it . "

	her tone, it makes me even more excited.

	So I continued, " Then ... can we change the position ... I really can't find this position . "

	In fact , I had just missed the doggy style. It seemed that the entrance to her vagina, that concave flesh, was more visible. And I missed my mother's exquisite back. I knew it was impossible at this moment. That position would be so shameful for a mother to show her son. Although her face couldn't be seen, the doggy style position made me feel that I had lost all dignity.

	My mother seemed to have thought of my intention and said angrily, " That's even worse . "

	　　" Maybe it's not wet enough ?" I was already lying with my eyes open. Ever since I knocked on her little bean, the desire situation of my mother's vagina was opened. I tentatively said, " How about ... Mom, let me kiss you down there ... I do this in the movies ... "

	My mother looked at me with disdain, then slapped me on the waist angrily and said a little fiercely, " You've learned so badly because of watching some messy videos ... "

	Then he pinched my arm and said, " Hey ... you dare to say that ... absolutely impossible . "

	When I felt the pain, I lost the strength to support myself, and my whole body sank down and pressed on my mother's plump body. There was a soft area on my chest, and I knew that it was my mother's breasts.

	　　" Ah ... slow down ..." my mother exclaimed in surprise, pushing me away with her hands. Actually, I didn't press down on her all at once. My weight is average, for a growing high school student, so I'm pretty light. Perhaps my mother's reaction was because her breasts were being squeezed uncomfortably.

	So I slowly raised my upper body and used my entire forearm to press on the bed for support. In this way, my lower body could remain absolutely sunken.

	I couldn't see what was happening below, I just poked my hard cock under my mother's buttocks, wanting to get back into that soft and close body. With the small movement, my kneeling legs seemed to be pushing my mother's legs wider and higher, and her calves were already hanging vertically.

	I felt a slippery touch on the core and sides of my mother's legs. I don't know who secreted the moisture that overflowed, and the hot breath inside guided my cock to gradually find the correct position.

	My face was closer to my mother's face. I could even hear her breathing, and her face seemed to be flushed and exuding a strong female scent of Kormon.

	Being looked at by her son in this way, the mother felt very uncomfortable at first, but there was no way to avoid it, so she could only stubbornly give me an angry look.

	It is also possible that she felt that it was a bad taste for me to stick my cock in her private area and that I wanted to embarrass my mother.

	She looked at me coldly. But as I was doing something strange with my genitals, she couldn't stand looking at me like that for too long and turned away with a gloomy face.

	He spoke in a magnetic voice, " Let's just forget it, Li Yuqing . "

	I turned a deaf ear and continued to move. My mother noticed my stubbornness and snorted, " Hmph ... stubborn donkey . "

	　　Finally, after a few strokes, I hit the wet and soft concave area of my body. With a slight adjustment of the posture, I slightly " lifted " my mother's hips and legs , which led to this seamless connection.

	　　The glans felt a tender and moist flesh that was even smoother than the slit, and there was a suction force coming from deep inside, and it seemed as if there was a hot and humid breath spraying between breaths. All of this made my cock stay here. No matter how naive, I knew that I had hit the hole.

	My mother suddenly turned her head and looked at me, then realized that her reaction was inexplicably exaggerated, as if she was trying to cover up something. So she restrained her expression, but was still a little panicked and confused, and nervous about the unknown.

	One of her hands rested on my waist, as if trying to dissuade me from moving forward. But for a moment, she withdrew her hand, revealing her inner conflict between wanting to dissuade me and realizing she had lost her position and didn't know what to do. This further confirmed my feelings.

	　　This special moment finally arrived. Naturally, I couldn't spend it so dully. I should give it some sense of taboo ritual, so I said mischievously, " Mom ... is this the place ... is the location correct ... "

	She remained unmoved , her expression calm, as if this could save something.

	My eyes were hot and my whole body was trembling with excitement. I sank my lower body again and thrust my hips forward. The young man's cock finally squeezed into the honey pot of the wife and mother in broad daylight. The tender flesh at the entrance of the hole could not withstand the roughness of the cock at all. The glans was clamped by the plump and tender hole. All the pores in my body vibrated, and my desire was unprecedentedly high. My cock no longer stopped, and the tender flesh at the entrance of the hole was easily squeezed open by me and embedded in the tight and warm passage.

	As the cock gradually penetrated the mother's vagina, her forced calmness was broken. The skin on her face was trembling slightly, her eyes were closed, her brows were furrowed, her lips were trembling, and only a slightly trembling " Oh ... Uh ..." was uttered . The humming transformed from the physiological reaction seemed to be unable to be suppressed and she was about to collapse at any time.

	I diverted a little of my consciousness that was attracted by the intense pleasure in my lower body and looked at my mother's face. It seemed that making her make a sound was the real purpose at this moment, and putting my cock deep inside was just a means.

	He then took a deep breath and thrust forward with all his strength, forcing open the tender flesh of his mother's vagina, just like breaking a melon . With a " puff " , the whole penis was thrust into his mother's vagina, and the glans touched a vague core of flesh.

	　　" Ah, uh! " A deep moan finally escaped from my mother's trembling lips, as if my private parts had been pierced by me. Her delicate body swayed tensely and her face was distorted in a way that was shocking. If you didn't know, you would have thought that this woman was being tortured by some kind of torture instrument, but her eyes relaxed, and she seemed to be filled with joy after all the suffering.

	My cock felt a familiar and ecstatic tightness. I had no idea about a woman's tightness, but the real feeling at this moment was that I was being squeezed back. If the boy's cock was not hard enough, it would have been difficult to move. The rod felt the tender and soft flesh of the honey pot again, and the heat that seemed to be able to melt everything made my nerves numb to the extreme.

	Unconsciously , just like that, my mother's legs were pressed even tighter against my waist, but because I didn't move, they relaxed again. Realizing this little movement, I seemed to see that as long as I maintained my composure and remained erect for a long enough time, I would surely break through her defenses, discard her motherly airs, and adopt a seductive and mature style, indulging in physical pleasure, pushing her forbidden passion to a climax.

	Thinking of this, I felt my lower body and head were filled with hot blood, dizzy, and swollen.

	But this time, too, was a different kind of intense stimulation. The tight, slippery, and burning sensation of his cock buried deep within his mother's vagina, the direct penetration of a sacred area he had previously been unable to touch, coupled with his mother's face, which seemed to endure but actually radiated a seductive maturity, made him appear delicate yet fragile, mature yet charming under the physical stimulation ... Her body's delicateness didn't match her age, yet it gave him a charm that only this age could possess. All of this brought the boy's forbidden stimulation to a new level. Under the dual effects of physical and psychological stimulation, the tingling sensation deep within his male reproductive organs reappeared ...

	At this moment, the flesh inside my mother's vagina seemed to come alive, stroking and sucking my glans, as if trying to draw out my energy.

	I finally got to this moment, but how could I not be able to enter? It hasn't even started twitching. I was even worried that if I behaved like this, it would make my mother itchy and it would be difficult to do anything next time, and I would lose face too.

	So I slowly lay on my mother's body, not daring to move the cock in her vagina at all. I was afraid that even if I pulled it out, I would have to endure tremendous pleasure, and that would be a complete failure.

	often said that women can't adapt to a man's erection all at once. The initial sensation of fullness and swelling is often uncomfortable, and if there's a lack of moisture, the friction can be painful. I'd say it's the same for men, too, unless they're an elderly couple. When a young, inexperienced teenager actually inserts his genitals into his mother's body, the stimulation is unbearable.

	I inhaled the scent of my mother 's mature, plump body, and the pair of large breasts in front of me, just below my chin, seemed to add fragrance to this ambiguous and erotic moment. My mind was exerting a powerful willpower, and my brain was fighting the tingling sensation deep within. But if men could control ejaculation with their minds alone, there wouldn't be so many men with premature ejaculation. I had to free one hand and pinch my base, letting another sensation dissipate the extremely intense itch.

	　　This suppressed the desire to develop. It was nothing more than a struggle. I took a deep breath, feeling both fear and relief.

	Seeing that I didn't move, my mother glanced at me with a strange and complicated look, and the charming and lustful look subsided because of my inaction.

	But my mother 's look hurt me so deeply that it almost shattered my faith in Taoism.

	Clearly, your son's erect penis has completely penetrated the depths of your vagina. Although it's not a giant, the hardness of a teenager can't be underestimated. How can a mother have such a calm expression? Her eyes are filled with surprise, and her brows furrowed in pain, as if to say, " Is this enough? "

	I don't know what my mother 's intentions were; it seemed like a strange test. I don't know if it was the swaying of her hips or the movement of her vaginal flesh, but I suddenly felt the flesh inside her vagina stirring and entwining my glans and shaft, as if trying to drain the essence of my male sex. The molten heat of lava practically reached my brain through my cock. Although I didn't have the tingling sensation I'd felt before ejaculation, I felt I wouldn't be able to hold out much longer in this " autonomous " position .

	So, I immediately pleaded with some emotion, and after taking a deep breath, I pressed my hand on the side of my mother's smooth buttocks, and said , " Hiss ... Mom ... you ... you don't move ... "

	　　Suddenly, I was overwhelmed. After all, I was just a child and couldn't resist a mature woman. It was my mother's initiative, which was reasonable. When my cock was buried deep in my mother's ecstasy cave, my heroic spirit, wanting to fuck my mother hard and make her moan and beg for mercy, was shattered.

	The ginger is still spicy when it is old, and the honey hole is still tight and slippery like a mature mother.

	I got used to it , my mother also got used to it. Except for the initial entry, I used a style, strength and speed that were unpredictable for women, which could make my mother feel high and even let out loud moans with pleasure.

	　　Now she has a calm expression, as if the young boy's cock in her vagina does not exist.

	When I was unable to bring her uncontrollable continuous pleasure, her face was even unwilling to show an unbearable and bright expression.

	I was a little angry, and my childish competitive spirit came out. Why could she gasp and moan under her father, so charming, exuding a charming charm that was very different from her usual self, and also so wanton and proactive?

	But when her son's penis invaded her, she had to " pretend " to be indifferent.

	But my cock wasn't fully charged yet, so I had to find other ways to arouse my mother's shame and anger, and her shyness, as if only in this way could I be considered a man in front of her and have the dominant position in this forbidden game.

	　　This is a silent " contest " between mother and son .

	So I raised my upper body again, and with the movement, my lower body sank lower, my buttocks pushed forward further, and my glans pressed against the cotton-elastic core of my mother's deepest part.

	　　This made her frown for a moment, but it was fleeting.

	But that's not what I want to do.

	I freed one hand, grabbed the bottom edge of my mother's vest, and pulled it up to the highest point of her breasts. The two big white breasts suddenly appeared in full view, shining brightly under the light, and seemed to be trembling in the air for a few times. They were so soft that my heart was shaken. My sight was quickly attracted by the two bright red spots on the top of my mother's beautiful breasts. The exquisite areola was dotted on the top of the breasts. The bright color was like two peach blossoms falling on the fluffy snow. The two hard nipples stood in the center of the garland. They were rouge in color and covered with delicate lines. They were like two shy buds about to bloom, like the bright eyes of two big white rabbits, breathtaking.

	My mother's eyes widened, she didn't react for a moment, and she shouted angrily, " Who told you to lift my clothes! " Before I could start to play with them, she pulled the clothes down at the speed of light, leaving only the tip of the bud pushing out the fabric into a dot.

	Her pretty face sank and she continued to scold, " If you don't want to do it, get off. Don't do any messy things ... I'm still your mother . "

	I felt a bit embarrassed, but inwardly I actually enjoyed her attitude. What a contradiction I was in. I thought, I've already penetrated your vagina, played with and sucked your breasts long ago, and yet now they're still forbidden areas? I was furious. In my anger, I wanted to prove myself and perform well. In my heart, I wanted to oppress this woman until she was completely distracted and infatuated, so that I could comfort my complicated thoughts.

	　　At this time, I felt that my cock was back to normal, so I held onto my mother's waist. My mother seemed to understand what I was going to do next, but she was stunned for a moment before she made a " tsk " sound. She seemed to be speechless about my procrastination and confused by my unfamiliarity. Indeed, compared with the experienced man she had experienced before, his style was really different.

	With the support of my waist, it seemed that I could exert more force. I moved back and forth comfortably. Because my mother's vagina was already full of juice, I could move in and out very smoothly.

	The amplitude was not very strong. I could feel the tender flesh inside my mother's cavity, which was rhythmically squeezed and contracted as I thrust in and out. It was like countless soft little hands wrapping around my cock and stroking it. A tingling and numb feeling spread throughout my body.

	At this time, the mother closed her eyes and turned her head to the side. Except for the slight trembling of her body that she could not control, her other reactions were hidden very deeply. She bit her lower lip with her upper teeth. If it weren't for this small detail, I would have doubted whether she really had no feelings for her son's male organ.

	　　Seeing that my mother didn't make a sound, I pulled out my cock. I felt like testing each other's condition. I pressed the tip of my cock against the crack of my mother's vagina, lightly touching her plump labia. It felt slippery and wet. The honey juice overflowing from the vagina seemed to be even more than before. It was so wet, how could I hold back my humming?

	I looked at my mother again and saw that her eyes were closed tightly, her long eyelashes trembling from time to time. Her small hands had let go of the bed sheet, clenched into fists, and placed stiffly on both sides of her body, as if waiting for the impending fatal blow.

	I " got what she meant " and thrust hard, then inserted the glans and the entire penis all at once! Inserted into a warm, wet and slippery place!

	　　" Ah ..." My mother let out a soft moan, and her head almost lifted up. I felt encouraged when I saw it. Following the end of her soft moan, I skillfully and non-stop penetrated her vagina, constantly pulling and rubbing against the inner wall of the vagina, and then the glans hit the flesh core at the bottom heavily.

	　　" Uh ... um ..." Mother tried her best to suppress her voice, but after a few thrusts, she'd break down into a whimpering, explosive " Ah ..." Once the moan escaped, it was hard to hold it back. This string of sweet, alluring moans instantly sent a surge of heat through my head, and my blood boiled. I had no choice but to work harder, but to find a way to vent.

	　　" Pa pa pa , " the shameful sound of flesh colliding also sounded. My thighs, while fucking my mother's vagina, also slapped against her buttocks and thighs. Under my manipulation, my mother's toned legs seemed to have lost their bones, becoming soft and powerless. She let me lift her thighs, and her calves swayed with my movements, her calf skin revealing a white and silky luster.

	If my mother's initial moans were forced and suppressed, now, under my increasingly skilled thrusts, she finally seemed to let loose a little, " Hmm ... Ahhh ... Hmm ... Ahhh ..." Her flushed face didn't look old, yet it shone with lust. She was at the ripe age, and a single expression could make a young man feel that his life had not been lived in vain.

	After I silently fucked her for dozens of times, her round thighs crossed and hooked around mine. With a start, she opened her arms and hugged me tightly. I found this action a bit unbelievable, but also startling. She'd actually taken the initiative so quickly. I anticipated a long, drawn-out battle, and was prepared for a protracted one.

	When I felt my mother hugging me tightly, I seemed to receive a signal and moved my hips and waist faster.

	　　" Ah hum ..." , my mother moaned again in a high-pitched voice, " Ah ... ah hum ... don't ... don't ... Li Yuqing ..." , and then the moans continued, making people feel that she was climbing the peak of sexual desire. And hearing her call out my name, in this behavior, made me even more excited.

	only then that I noticed the two little white rabbits that were constantly shaking under her vest. Listening to her seductive moans, I could no longer control myself. I bent down and gently bit one of the buds.

	　　“ Oh … bastard … don’t bite … ah …” My mother almost tried to lift her upper body, but I held her down.

	　　At this time, my cock could really feel the suction and contraction in her vagina, which made my whole body feel dazed. I felt that if I didn't stop, all the essence in my body would be squeezed out by the hole deep in my mother's vagina. I looked down at the junction, and the brown and red lips outside my mother's vagina were wriggling like a baby's mouth sucking milk. It is no exaggeration to say that this was the feeling it gave me at the time. For a moment, I thought of the female monsters on TV, and the way men were sucked dry by them. I finally stopped thrusting in and out amid my mother's moans.

	But my mother hugged me even tighter, and her muscular legs were no longer weak, but full of strength, as if she really wanted to entangle me. Then she shouted in surprise, " Ah ... you ... no ... don't ..." , and shook her head absentmindedly. I heard a powerless resentment in her voice.

	I did n't think about so many things. I just knew that I needed to slow down and didn't care what condition my mother was in.

	I leaned close to my mother's head, and in front of her rosy face, which was breathing like orchid, I asked softly: " Mom, what's wrong ... Are you not feeling well ... "

	My mother didn't say anything, but bit her lip. Under the light, I saw her beautiful eyes slightly open, meeting my scrutinizing gaze. She stared at me with her slightly shining eyes. I seemed to hear the faint sound of glass shattering. My mother raised her hands and held my face, as if I was already a stranger. She sighed and hugged me to her chest. Her soft big breasts pressed against my face, making me a little breathless, but with a huge sense of happiness.

	　　With this attitude, has my mother opened her heart? Thinking of this, my breathing became heavy, and the hot breath hit my mother's neck.

	My mother suddenly raised her head and bit my ear. Although it didn't hurt, the bite of her teeth and the rubbing of her lips on my earlobe still made me feel uneasy. My mother panted and said, " Hmm ... Li Yuqing ... Do you still have any shame ... What are you doing to your mother ..." Her words were soft , sticky and careless, but revealed a charm, resentment, unwillingness and frustration, a little shame and anger, and complex emotions intertwined, but made me experience that I really integrated into my mother's body as a man. This gave me a special sense of accomplishment, even though I hadn't fucked my mother to the point of losing consciousness in her fantasy, or even unable to resist and begging for mercy.

	But I still struggled to lift myself up, wanting to look at my mother's face. She felt my scrutiny, and the shame of the situation made her turn away. Seeing her bashfulness, I wanted to see the connection between our bodies, so I lowered my head. As if she could sense my intention, her arms pressed me even harder against her breasts. She hadn't even let me see her just now, but now she had no qualms about my mouth pressing against the buds of her nipples. Women are truly strange.

	However , this move by my mother made my wish to see how my cock was showing off between her legs go awry. It was time to continue. I began to thrust my hips and waist again, and my cock was in intimate pulling contact with my mother's sacred vagina. But before I moved a few times, my mother suddenly turned her face away and raised her head slightly.

	She just remembered something, looked at me like a criminal , and said in a deep voice, " Turn off the lights ... "

	I didn't listen, and he fucked her hard again, making her body tremble. " Ah ... turn off the lights, did you hear me ... "

	I continued to fuck her, her head swaying in the air, " Um ... uh ... you didn't close the door ... ah " .

	　　Seeing that I was completely immersed in the state of raping my mother, my mother stretched out her legs and swung them down. I felt that my cock seemed to lose focus and almost withdrew from my mother's vagina.

	My mother pushed me away and angrily yelled, " You didn't even close the door properly ... You're really brave, Li Yuqing ... " Then, she swiftly jumped out of bed and walked towards the door, naked from the waist down. She was about to close the door, but paused, turned back, picked up her shorts, put them on, and walked out.

	I was left in a mess in the air, as if something beautiful had left me before I could react.

	　　Isn't this a huge, fast turn?

	I looked at my towering pillar, which was stained with water and shiny with oil, and then I was sure that it was not just a dream.

	I don’t know what my mother is doing, but I don’t want to wait any longer. My cock wants to go back into that tube, and my body wants to stick to the warm and soft body of the mature woman.

	　　After a long while, outside the window, there was a light on the rubble roof of the old house. The light at the first-floor door was turned on, and the sound of the stainless steel door closing could be heard from downstairs.

	me, and I got out of bed, walked to the window by the balcony, locked it, and drew the curtains. Watching the curtains, motionless and without a breeze blowing through them, I felt a sense of security and a bold idea, my cock swelled with desire.

	 

	 

	Chapter 58

	Soon, my long-missed mother returned. She entered the room, her hand on the doorknob pausing as she seemed to glance in my direction. I, too, continued to anticipate, my heart pounding, but I dared not speak or move. Through the hazy mosquito netting, I couldn't discern the alluring woman's expression, but I could almost hear her sigh, a deep, inner sigh. Finally, with a resolute air , she closed the door. With a click, the lock clicked , and I breathed a sigh of relief. My cock seemed to leap for joy, throbbing violently. Perhaps it, too, sensed the ecstasy that awaited it.

	　　With my thin body and childish face, I lay motionless on the bed, like a well-behaved elementary school student waiting to be criticized. However, the male organ between the boy's crotch was extremely hard and fierce. This scene was also a contradiction and contrast. The boy was doing things that were not suitable for his age. The scene and the object were both subversive of ethics ...

	　　With a " click " , my eyes were suddenly covered with darkness. My mother actually turned off the light, but it was understandable. After all, everything exposed under the light was embarrassing.

	She slowly walked towards the bed. After adapting to the darkness, she also adapted to seeing everything with the help of the moonlight. Although there were no bright colors, the mother's swaying posture and graceful figure were still deeply engraved in my mind. When she lifted the mosquito net, she showed me that charming and mature face that captivated my heart. There was no blush, but when the mother saw the behavior under her son's crotch, she was inexplicably ashamed and angry. Her face seemed to be angry and gave people the feeling that she would pick up a weapon to teach this careless child who had done something wrong a lesson the next moment.

	　　With a little resentment, dissatisfaction, and arrogance, my mother lay beside me as if ignoring me.

	I turned my head and saw her glazed black eyes, locked in sync, staring at me. At first glance, her long eyelashes fluttered like wings, and then, with resentment still forming in the corners of her eyes, she straightened her head in a feigned annoyance. That intriguing gesture always made me more restless.

	　　Although my body and mind were excited and my desire was unprecedented, I was troubled by the fact that my mother was wearing clothes. Who would complete the undressing process this time? No matter who did it, it would bring complicated feelings to my mother.

	Because I closed a window and there was no cross-ventilation wind, I began to feel a little stuffy, but the adults were still so heat-resistant that they didn't notice this change. But the stuffiness was just a embellishment of desire, and it would merge with the heat of the body and mind.

	Inside the house, they could hear each other's heavy and unsteady breathing. " Ding ~" , the old wall clock struck the half hour again, reminding the mother on the bed of something she didn't know what was on her mind.

	　　At this time, the mother said shyly, " You ... when did your father go out ... "

	I was stunned for a moment and said, " No ... I don't know . "

	I also realized once again why these words sounded so familiar. Was it an " action instruction " ?

	Without any more hesitation, I half turned over and was about to lie on my mother . She seemed to suddenly remember something, and gently pushed me away with one hand, and stood up. " Wait a minute ..." As she said, she took the bra on the edge of the bed, put her hands into her vest, and put on this small piece of clothing swiftly.

	My mother 's behavior made me curious and seemed unnecessary, but it didn't affect anything. At this time, the only thing in my mind was fucking a woman's pussy, and everything else was trivial.

	It was as if countless desires were burning in my body and mind. My mouth was dry and I had to use my mouth to breathe. Suddenly I didn't know how to start.

	My mother lay down. With the help of her bra, her soft flesh no longer shook, but her breasts looked more upright, as if occupying my entire field of vision.

	I don’t know if it was in my head or in my ears, but I heard a buzzing sound. I raised my hand and " slap " , hitting the mosquito that seemed to be non-existent.

	The light was insufficient, and I couldn't see or hit a mosquito if there really was one. But I still twisted my body, ignored my mother, and slowly " chased " the mosquito. This action seemed to be a cover-up for my nervousness and helplessness.

	When the " mosquito " landed on my mother's head, I also faced that side and saw that my mother was looking at me with a playful smile. This light and charming smile was particularly captivating in the moonlight. My throat tightened, as if I could not withstand my mother's gaze. I snapped my hands together without caring whether there was a mosquito or not.

	But because my attention was drawn to my mother's face, my body had already twisted to the extreme. If I clapped my hands meaninglessly again, I would lose my balance, stagger, and almost fall on the bed. In my mother's eyes, I would look so impulsive and clumsy, wanting to do something bad but still unable to be calm.

	　　" Puchi " , the mother suddenly smiled, that was not the coquettish charm she should show to her son, and my heart was moved when I heard it. I don't know why, but I smiled back embarrassedly, showing the embarrassment of having my messy thoughts seen through.

	　　Out of habit, I turned my head again and chased the " mosquito " , looking around aimlessly, but never looking at my mother again .

	　　" Oh , " the mother's long sigh was heard again behind me .

	Suddenly, I felt a foot hook on my back, and I felt a force, and I pressed uncontrollably against my mother. I was lying on the mature female flesh mountain that I had always wanted to climb. The seductive fragrance of a mature woman filled my nose. On the side of my face, I could smell my mother's hair, neck, and the hot female body temperature. But my mother didn't make any sound, and even her breathing was barely audible.

	My brain seemed to explode. Was this the mother's initiative shown by her actions? Just thinking about her action made my scalp numb with excitement.

	Was it the darkness that gave my mother the mentality to let go, or was it the in-depth interaction just now that had already prepared her mentally? Her action made me feel coquettish and seductive ... Thinking of this, the desire almost exploded my body, and the cock under my crotch was so hard that it was numb.

	　　" It's almost dawn ..." Mother's voice was as gentle as jade. She even seemed to slightly move her legs apart, allowing my lower body to fit better between her crotch.

	　　My cock suddenly touched the familiar fat, soft and wet feeling. I stopped in surprise and re-savoured the details before the main event. What surprised me was when my mother took off her shorts. It was really silent, but it made me feel that the woman under me had made a breakthrough in accepting the next behavior tonight. This increased my desire and belief. I must give the mature mother under me an unforgettable experience.

	Perhaps my mother thought my pause was a sign of unfamiliarity, a momentary lapse of position. I lifted myself slightly, away from her face, which emanated the aroma of mellow wine. Just then, she raised her eyes and glared at me, " Are you really stupid , or are you just pretending to be ? "

	Hearing this, my cock got hard, but she looked shy and helpless, and at the same time, I thrust my swollen cock along the wet, tender and soft vagina and poked it, " Well ... you don't have to look for it for a long time this time ... you learn bad things quickly ..." The glans was so hot that it burned my mother's trembling and her voice trembled slightly.

	Unconsciously , my glans was back at the entrance of the vagina, and slowly pushed in, squeezing through layer of wrinkles, passing through the wet, hot and tight vagina, and pressing against a ball of soft flesh like a dragonfly skimming the water. I could even imagine my cock passing through the sacred deep mouth of my mother. The feeling was both familiar and fresh. My cock was extremely numb, and the heat factor was traveling throughout my body.

	whole process, my mother's body kept shaking, her breathing became heavier, and her still tight vagina kept contracting. The tight feeling of wrapping me up made it difficult for me to control myself, and I couldn't help but moan. " Ah ... "

	When my mother heard me shout like that, she glared at me slightly, patted my arm, and said " tsk " , looking disgusted and embarrassed, as if advising me not to make strange noises that would embarrass her and to remain a child.

	I didn't start thrusting right after inserting it. Instead, I lay on top of my mother, twisting my buttocks constantly and grinding my glans against her flesh. Then I raised my head, looking through her tall breasts, and saw that her eyes were closed tightly, her eyelashes trembling. As I continued to twist my body, my mother let out intermittent low moans, " Hmm ... Hmm ... Hmm ... Hmm " .

	I just felt a little proud, and suddenly forced a smile, and opened my eyes wider, trying to see my mother's expression clearly.

	My mother noticed my gaze and cast a fierce look at me . " What are you looking at ... are you ashamed ?" Her voice was tinged with shame and anger.

	I developed a rebellious mentality, but I had to rely on my fucking ability to crush my mother's maternal frame, so my lower body began to move quickly, and my cock went in and out of my mother's vagina quickly, very smoothly, as if those tender and smooth inner walls had been smoothed by my hard rod and could no longer hinder me, opening up the channel and allowing my cock to reach the core of the vagina every time.

	　　" Ah ... well ..." Every time the penis hit the entrance, the mother 's upper body would tremble uncontrollably, and the seductive moans she made were also her tightly furrowed brows and moved as the sounds came out of her lips. Her body trembled. It was a pity that her big breasts were bound and could hardly shake.

	The unique sexual tension of the mother 's indulgence in carnal desires made the boy excited. This reaction was instigated by her son, which made him even more excited. His sense of accomplishment and pride was tangible, and he was about to have a brain orgasm.

	So, my face should have been filled with fiery excitement and a little pride, which was seen by my mother. In addition, the lustful reaction on her face was also stared at by her son. She seemed annoyed that her charming posture was exposed to her son, which would make him fall deeper and deeper ... She wanted to taste the sweetness ... So she cast a confusing and resentful look at me.

	　　With no other choice, the mother began to purse her lips tightly, as if enduring something, and hummed from time to time, but it was not as long-lasting as before.

	It is another contest between mother and son, and of course, also an interaction.

	My vagina was growing ever wetter, as if even the insides of my legs were stained with moisture. A constant " sizzling " sound filled the air as I thrust in and out, but my mother's moans had almost died down. Only a frown and a pursed lip, her face occasionally twitching with my thrusts, proved she was far from insensitive. However, the absence of these sounds always makes a man feel that the pleasure of the woman beneath him isn't quite as intense. A small sense of defeat welled up within me.

	couldn't get her to the point of total ecstasy , so I thought I should try some tricks. After a dozen or so thrusts, I couldn't help but ask, " Mom ... don't you feel anything ..." My voice was already hoarse, and my breathing was heavy, proving that I was working hard, but the woman didn't respond as expected, which was a bit puzzling.

	　　The last shot, the first two shots, and even the beginning of this shot, my mother was not so calm.

	My mother ignored me, but her cheeks flushed and beads of sweat gradually appeared on her forehead, making her look particularly attractive.

	　　My cock went in and out of my mother's hot pot-like vagina quickly. The hot and stuffy cavity wrapped around my rod from all sides. It was tight and pleasant, completely different from the feeling I had inserted before. Perhaps I was pressing on my mother and trying hard to make her accept me, so I used too much attention and ignored the real feeling of sex. The deep curves inside were hot, and the front end was deep inside, like being sucked and pumped by the tight cavity meat, which made me linger. Waves after waves, the folds on the cavity meat filled the back groove of the glans, and the pleasure of being closely connected with the entire rod attracted all my attention.

	As I continued to thrust in and out, my mother's body kept twisting. She suppressed the pleasure of her body and still didn't want to moan. Her fists were clenched so tightly that the knuckles turned white.

	　　Even so, I tried hard enough, but it seemed that I was still far from reaching the point where I could hook my mother . I slowed down my movements and leaned down to press my body between her breasts. The full breasts covered by her bra still made me feel soft. It was also a short rest.

	I couldn't help but ask again, " Mom ... why don't you have that voice anymore ... "

	My mother glanced at me and said, " Well ... I don't know ... That's not my problem ... "

	My cock froze even more when I heard that . I felt like the sky was falling. It seemed to imply, "I'm not good enough?" Technique? Strength? Size? Hearing his mother's comments like that, the boy felt a pang of guilt. Only by rectifying the situation right then and there could he be saved.

	　　I was feeling frustrated and frustrated, so I asked again, " You weren't like this the first time ... the quilt was soaked ..." The image of my mother's vagina, gaping and dripping with hot fluid, finally saved my composure.

	She knew that it was inseparable from her son, but her eyes turned cold because of her previous reaction, and she scolded, " What nonsense are you talking about ? "

	　　" Maybe it will take a little longer, right ..." I said.

	For some reason, a hint of amusement flickered in my mother's eyes. Then, she lifted her calf and said, " Hmm ... you thought you were doing this for a long time? ..." Although her words and gestures were complex and even somewhat provocative, it was hard to resist such a mature woman. Then, a stubbornness emerged in me, a man's natural desire to conquer. I had this feeling towards my mother.

	　　" Ding, ding, ding ..." I can't remember how many times it rang, the wall clock started to chime again, and amid the ringing of the bell, my mother's reaction became even more indifferent. Her attention seemed to be attracted by the bell, and she seemed to tilt her head to indicate a reminder.

	I didn't understand for a moment , but then I had a guess in my heart, an indescribable feeling. So, my mother was telling the time by listening to the bell?

	when the beeping sound occurred, but she was aware of it after we started moving, noting it every half hour. Taking into account the time I was dawdling, the actual penetration probably didn't last very long. After all, in the midst of lustful indulgence, much of her consciousness was blurred, and she thought she had been thrusting for a long time, many times. Of course, this was just my guess about my mother.

	But realizing this possibility, I suddenly felt a huge pressure ...

	However , the mother can leak a lot of water in a short time. It is either because of her own sensitivity and excellent physical condition, or because her son's sexual organ is hard enough, which brings the taboo bonus and makes her break down faster under various emotions.

	In fact , I am not proud of my own abilities ... but if it is the mother 's own specialness, I will be more excited. Not only is the mature mother charming, but the physiological characteristics happen to be what men desire most ... How happy a man would be if he could have this kind of woman's body.

	When I thought of this, I felt a tingling sensation inside, as if my adrenaline was bursting, and all my frustration, annoyance, and cowardice disappeared.

	So I focused my mind and thought about that vague point, or should I say it was a woman's orgasm. If enough water was released, it would be an intense orgasm. This is how I understand sex.

	I raised my upper body slightly to see the whole picture, and slowly entered and exited my mother's vagina. The feeling of being stroked by the tender flesh was particularly strong, which was something I had never experienced when masturbating. As a young boy, I was still shocked and felt it was incredible that such a small flesh hole and such a simple in and out movement could actually bring such great pleasure. It was really priceless, and this flesh hole belonged to my own mother.

	I became even more determined to continue the affair. Doing such a simple thing could bring me such incomparable enjoyment. Why shouldn't I keep thinking about it to the end?

	Look at the contradictory expression of my mother as she endures the physical pleasure but forbears it, every frown, every difficulty in enduring the pleasure, every time her lips want to let out a moan but she holds it back, opening and closing them, only heavy breaths left in her stammering, not coming from her vocal cords, " Ah ... Hoo ..." , but you can still hear the joy in her voice.

	　　All these made the young boy who was experiencing sex for the first time feel psychological satisfaction beyond the physical pleasure. He felt like an adult that he could actually make a charming woman, who was his mother, react like this. I would also think of my peers, playmates, and classmates, and feel that I was superior to them. I was the only one who was the first to enjoy this secret happiness. How many people in this world could do it at this stage?

	Forbidden pleasure is even rarer.

	Looking at her plump breasts again, I wanted to grab them several times, but I felt that it would affect my strength. In addition, my mother seemed to resist this behavior, so I had to put my hands on her soft waist. It had a mature and fleshy feel, and her exposed waist and abdomen had a few tiny wrinkles as I went in and out. It was not disgusting, but I felt that it exuded infinite signs of a mature woman. The faint scar once again reminded me of the woman's identity as a mother and her childbearing experience. These have shaped her into a mature woman, and her physical condition is excellent. The sacred passage that accommodates a man's male organ is plump and moist.

	Unconsciously , in order to make my crotch fit better with my mother's and my cock penetrate more thoroughly, I had already lifted my mother's hips and legs a little bit. Her calves shaking in the air showed the delicate side of this usually independent and strong woman under the physical enjoyment, which also made me excited, and I just wanted to hold on for a long, long time, and make this reaction last longer.

	　　At this time, my movements were not fast and forceful, and my mother's reactions in all aspects were still relatively gentle. " Um ... hum ..." After all , it took a certain amount of time, and I became more and more smooth and comfortable in my mother's vagina. My mother's moans became more frequent, but she didn't look at me. When she turned her head, her eyebrows seemed to have a hint of resentment and hatred, as if she was unwilling and helpless to let a man fuck her and get pleasure. She was annoyed that her son ruined her innocence, and even more angry that her forbidden land had completely accepted her son.

	Maybe I had been fucking slowly for too long, or maybe I wanted to see my mother's progressive reaction. I wanted to crush her last bit of reserve and see her more wanton and charming reaction, so I began to speed up the fucking, and my hips and legs hit my mother's hips and legs firmly, and there were slapping sounds from time to time. Her calves were stretched more disorderly and she couldn't find balance in the air; the flesh on her waist and abdomen trembled slightly with the cock in and out, like a signal of accumulated pleasure.

	The physical and psychological stimulation blurred my consciousness, leaving only instinctive movements. The force and speed of the fucking increased for a long time. My whole body was numb, and the feeling of the glans crushing the flesh core deep in my mother's vagina became more and more obvious and frequent. I saw that my mother closed her eyes, and only her lips and the skin on her face relieved her irrepressible pleasure.

	　　" Hmm ... Can't you go slower ... Ah ..." But I could tell that the reason for going slower wasn't because the mother was uncomfortable, but because she was afraid her uncontrollable, coquettish reaction would make the boy sink deeper into depravity. Isn't this a kind of ambivalence? Perhaps the woman's final consent was simply to satisfy the boy's morbid desire, without considering her own downfall.

	The child's bad taste is actually the rebellious psychology of all men in bed. Hearing my mother's sweet moans urged me to maintain high intensity of fucking, and my cock drilled into my mother's honey pot like a pile driver. Every time, it seemed as if my own pubic hair was entangled with my mother's pubic hair, and it hit her pubic bone and mons pubis hard. The hard touch here did not affect the softness and elasticity I felt in her honey pot at all.

	Under the moonlight, the moment the cock was pulled out of the mother's vagina, a layer of white porridge-like wetness coated the shaft, and the hair on both sides of the body was covered with raindrops, wet and messy in a lewd way. The tender flesh at the entrance of the vagina tightly wrapped around the young cock, and after it was fully inserted, the soft flesh bulged, and the warm and slippery ridges of flesh wrapped around the glans, making it numb. The indescribable pleasure penetrated the heart, it was really a trance, and each time it penetrated, it went all the way to the bottom and hit the core of the flesh.

	Later, my mother revealed that ... she actually has a shallow vagina ... so my penis can reach the center of her flower. In addition, my size is also very " matched " to her vagina . This made me laugh and cry at the time ... it seemed like she was directly pointing out my shortcomings, and it seemed like she was explaining my advantages.

	The fact is this. I know that mine is not particularly long or thick, nor is it that I am particularly powerful. It is just that it fits perfectly, and my mother has to absorb the incestuous stimulation. Although she struggles and conflicts, her complex emotions make her body more sensitive and more likely to break through defenses. Of course, the important point is that the boy's hardness is based on his recklessness and youthful atmosphere, which sometimes even a mature woman cannot resist. Otherwise, what about mother and son? Isn't this the standard of " harmony " ?

	　　" Pa pa pa " , with every sound of the collision of flesh, I felt my scrotum hitting the anus under my mother's vagina. In fact, the excited young man wished that even his scrotum could be squeezed into his mother's vagina, so that it would be full enough and enough to drive the woman crazy.

	and the intense pleasure makes my mother even more shy. She has to close her eyes tightly. Her delicate and charming face is flushed with shame, and her eyebrows are furrowed. I find that the feeling of my waist being pressed by my mother's smooth legs is getting tighter and tighter, which makes my spirit almost dissipate; I always feel that at any time, in the next second, she will wrap herself around my waist, but her motherly image makes her relax again.

	As I continued to go deeper, my mother began to make soft moans like "hmm" and "ahhh", and her seductive gasps were mixed with moisture. " Oh ... oh ... ahhh " , the more she tried to suppress it, the heavier the burden on her throat.

	　　Now, I could hear no resistance from my mother at all. I became more and more aggressive, recalling some scenes and wanting her to replicate them here, even more wanton, using words and body movements to be extremely coquettish. I thought, if that were the case, I would soon be unable to withstand it. This thought made me both desire and fear.

	Because it was actually my third time, after such a long time , the tingling sensation deep within my nerves hadn't yet appeared. This allowed me to unleash my strength and speed without restraint. I had no concern for my mother's discomfort. Her body, as mature and experienced as a ripe peach, could withstand the impact of a young man. The slippery passage and the fluid coating my shaft spoke volumes.

	around our connection was also wet, cool and slippery, making me feel like my mother was a ripe, rosy peach. Water would drip out of her if I just bit through the thin skin. My cock would slowly shuttle through her honey pot and squeeze out the juice from deep inside her.

	Thinking of this, my mouth is dry and I really want to take a bite of this peach-like woman, no matter which part. This is the feeling of being obsessed with sex to the extreme and wanting to eat the other person.

	However, the ecstasy in my lower body , the tightness and slipperiness of the mature mother's vagina, the sucking force on my glans, and the flesh walls entwining my rod in vain and stubbornly made me feel like I was the one being eaten.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 59

	I have no regrets. This is a land of gentleness, a place of heroes, a cave of ecstasy, and it is so pleasant that I can't help but say some dirty words.

	Another fierce thrust, " Hmm ..." , my mother groaned, her waist wanted to rise up, her face twisted instantly, her eyelashes were trembling, and her legs finally wrapped around my waist completely, as if she wanted to squeeze my whole body into her vagina. The tender flesh in her vagina also boiled and wrapped around the male organ inside, as if resisting it from continuing to do evil, and as if wanting to keep it there forever ... I had to stop, that kind of subtle numbness came again.

	My mother opened her bright black eyes, looked at me with a puzzled expression, then turned away evasively, as if afraid that if I looked at her for just one more second, I would be able to read her innermost thoughts at that moment. I don't know why I felt a little proud, and this smugness seemed to make my mother feel it. She twisted my back hard, and said anxiously, " Hurry ... no ... how long are you going to do this ... I'm so annoyed ..." , and ended with a look of anger and shame.

	I was absolutely beaming inside, as my cock finally had a use at this moment; this was something that couldn't be compared to purely physical sensations.

	　　After a short pause, I moved my hips and legs. This movement seemed to lift my mother's buttocks a little higher, and the opening of her vagina was facing upwards. I also sank down, and my cock fit more tightly and deeply into my mother's vagina. I " fine-tuned " the direction and started a new round of whipping my mother's vagina, which was thicker and wider than before. Each time made a sound of flesh hitting each other, which pierced the tender flesh in my mother's vagina and made it unable to respond. It was contracting and squeezing, as if it would collapse at any time.

	　　" Oh ... ah ... ah ..." Mother immediately let out a moan, unable to hold back for a moment, and said weakly, " Ah ... yes ... ah ... it's time to hurry up ... ah ..." , with one hand clenched into a fist and the other hand pressing on my back, as if to encourage me.

	At this moment, I felt like I was on the verge of exploding. My cock was buried deep inside my mother's forbidden area. She responded charmingly to her son's fucking, her female sexual tension on full display! However, the feeling was so unreal, like a dream! As my cock felt the stroking of her vagina and I heard my mother's panting, I realized that this was real.

	My eyes moved away from my mother's face, and while thrusting, I looked at the place where we were connected. The cock, as straight as a sword, appeared and disappeared between my mother's legs, but it would not hurt anyone. Instead, it would bring a woman a fulfilling pleasure.

	I don't know if it was an illusion or something else, but I felt my mother's buttocks shaking like the jelly I usually eat. In the shaking, I saw my scarlet and blue-veined cock under my body. The thick black body hair was tightly integrated with my mother's pubic hair. I never thought that my mother, who was usually clean and tidy, had such fine and beautiful pubic hair.

	the cigar-shaped , plump-looking labia majora are two small, slightly brown labia minora that are turned outward due to sexual intercourse. Driven by the movement of the boy's male organ, the pink flesh inside is slightly exposed, and the bean on the top is almost exposed, as if it will also become swollen with blood; small clusters of white water foam are smeared on the junction between me and my mother, and the lewd atmosphere fills the entire house.

	Perhaps because I had already experienced the most core pleasure, I was distracted and could stare at my mother's most sacred private parts. Although I had seen it more or less in various scenes, seeing it again still brought me a huge impact and shock, so much so that I stopped thrusting; the young man marveled at the magic of the Creator. This area is not only the entrance for human reproduction, but also has the function of allowing men and women to obtain the ultimate physical pleasure.

	Under the moonlight, the mother's entire vagina looked like a low hill growing between her crotch and buttocks. On top was a lush grassland, covered with dew and tilted from side to side. The two small fleshy lips clamped the invading young boy's cock, and seemed to be guarding it. Looking along the wet and tender male weapon, even in the dim light, one could see the tender red of the flesh inside, which was always in sharp contrast with the brown flesh hill.

	　　At this moment, the mother's vagina, invaded by her son's sexual organ, seemed to have lost its sacredness, privacy and maternal dignity, and I had complicated thoughts.

	　　I had no idea that my mother was also staring at me. She just forgot to refuse because of her momentary embarrassment. When she came to her senses, she slapped my arm with great force and shouted in a panic, " What are you looking at! "

	I swallowed hard , and my natural reaction after hearing what my mother said was that my cock slowly came out of her vagina, scraping against the flesh wall like a spring that was storing energy. When it reached the vagina, it moved upwards. With a " pop " sound, like a person stuck in a quagmire struggling to escape, my cock was like a spring stretched to the extreme, releasing suddenly, rubbing against the vaginal opening of my mother, and swaying in the air.

	　　" Ah ..." My mother shuddered and moaned. Suddenly, without the cock blocking the entrance to her vagina, the tender flesh seemed unable to react, revealing a seemingly bottomless passage. Then, the entrance contracted dramatically, and a stream of white fluid was squeezed out like a breath, gradually flowing down to her anus, coating the folds there like glue. For some reason, watching this, I felt a strong desire for oral pleasure again.

	Looking at my cock covered with water , it is still beating, giving people the feeling that it will never get tired. I have a sense of guilt, but more of a wild passion, because not far away is my mother, who is opening her private treasure land and rushing to the next round of sinful entanglement.

	Lost in a moment of mental activity , I took a deep breath and was about to continue. A flickering light shone from afar, sweeping across the bed, over the wall, and then vanished. At first, we paid no attention, but then the crackling sound of a motorcycle engine reached us. Mother tilted her head and placed her palm flat on the bed, as if trying to catch the sound.

	　　The sound was not harsh, and even had some rhythm so it was not abrupt. The light just now was not dazzling either. This was even a native thing in the quiet countryside at midnight. In such a vast world, there were always a few people returning home at night.

	How could my mother not know this? But the sound of the motorcycle was strangely familiar to me. I had a premonition ... Strangely, I didn't panic at all, and even felt a strange heat .

	　　" tu...tu...tu..." The sound was getting closer and closer . The mother's palms pressing on the bed seemed to increase the strength and she was gradually releasing the tension.

	We can even recognize the sound, imagine its trajectory, and how the headlights cut through the night ahead, if all is consistent with our inner guesses.

	Unconsciously, my mother lowered her legs from my waist and raised the bed to make it easier for her to get up. However, her legs were spread further apart, and her buttocks were facing upwards ...

	The other hand also unconsciously pressed against my lower abdomen, as if guarding against my sudden attack, as if it needed to confirm some situations before making any plans.

	She was holding her breath, her eyes moving restlessly , her eyelashes fluttering in disorder, as if this would help her capture the " live " more quickly.

	When the sound of the motorcycle finally stopped not far below this room, we all knew what it meant. It was unavoidable.

	My mother slowly and stiffly turned her head, her expression full of fear. Her eyes were wide open and she stared at me without moving, as if telling me, " Your father is back . "

	So she panicked and didn't know what to do. She supported herself with her hands and tried to raise her upper body, but her buttocks also fell backwards ...

	But at this moment, my brain was blank, and I didn't feel any fear. There was a voice in my heart tempting me to try a more special excitement.

	forward, thrusting my lower body forward , the glans touching that familiar wet and slippery depression, and the whole cock instantly returned to that tight, slippery, hot mature mother's passage, straight to the core of my flesh. It seemed to be tighter and more wrapped around my cock than before, and the scene had changed dramatically, adding a strange stimulation. The pleasure almost drained all the oxygen from my brain. My brain was dizzy and trembling from lack of oxygen. My whole body was hot and numb, as if overwhelmed by the tide of lust and love, isolated from the world, unable to think or feel. All that was left was the swelling and enlargement of my cock in the woman's vagina, trying hard to jump, focusing on that fierce collision of love ...

	　　" Ah~! " My mother suddenly let out a charming and lewd cry, which was so sudden and unexpected that there was a hint of shame and crying in her voice. She stopped abruptly in her movement to get up.

	I, however, was so obsessed with the other kind of pleasure I was experiencing that I didn't immediately open and close my penis, leaving it resting inside my mother's vagina. My mother, in turn, quickly recovered from the sudden attack and covered her mouth, preventing any strange and provocative screams from coming. Her entire body felt as if the strength had been drained away. Her legs were still erect, but now limp and powerless, leaving only her buttocks, naturally firm and full, to the fore.

	When she realized how audacious I was, she gasped and her face must have turned pale. Then she put her hands on my lower abdomen and continued to move her buttocks backwards, trying to break free from the penetration of the boy's cock.

	On the other side , she almost growled, " Li Yuqing ... you want to die, your father is back! "

	But when I heard my dad, I felt an even stronger sense of taboo, which made my mother's identity as a wife and a mother more distinct, and my success in getting the forbidden land became even stronger. When I thought of this, my breathing became extremely rapid, my chest expanded and heaved, as if my cock was lengthening and getting thicker.

	So he put his hands directly into his mother's waist, hugged her tightly, and put infinite pressure on his upper body, just wanting to stick to her completely. At least, she couldn't kick or push, and it was the most difficult situation to break free.

	On the other side , the clanging sound of the stainless steel door came as we expected, and it hit us in the heart, and my mother's body suddenly tensed up.

	My voice was not loud, but the madness in my heart was stronger than ever before, as if I had become a different person, " Mom ... I'm almost well ... Please bear with it ... "

	　　Having said that, he didn't care about her reaction. He concentrated on pumping his lower body in and out of her tight and slippery vagina quickly. The slapping sounds seemed to show that he was not afraid of death. It was too harsh and too eye-catching. It seemed that the young man was determined to have one last dance and enjoy one last great pleasure.

	　　Smelling the fragrance of her hair and the hot breath on her cheeks, he hugged her waist tightly and waved his hard cock desperately.

	　　" Ah ... what are you doing ... let me go ..." , my mother screamed in physical stimulation, her body trembling in tension, and the flesh inside her vagina suddenly tightened abnormally, as if she thought that this would restrict the smooth entry and exit of my cock, but it only increased the sensation on my rod and made my scalp numb with pleasure.

	Being locked like this, my mother had no strength to struggle free and could only slap my chest with her hands, " Ah ... don't ... ah ... take it out ... Li Yuqing ... ah ... " .

	Then she realized that her shouting and moaning were too loud, so she freed one hand and pressed it tightly against her mouth. " Ah, um ..." After a heart-stirring moan , only a suppressed groan remained.

	I continued to thrust in and out vigorously, knocking on the fleshy core with each stroke, and my glans was like a battering ram hitting a city gate. I believed that as long as I kept going like this, I would be able to open up a new world.

	　　To my mother, the frightening slapping sounds continued; in fact, I had not completely lost my mind, as I was thinking that it was a short distance to go from the side door downstairs to the second floor and sit on the sofa.

	　　“ Hmm … hmm … ah … hurry … hurry up and get out … it’s too late …” My mother ’s mouth was right next to my ear. She breathed, moaned, and the hot air she sipped hit my ear, making me feel itchy.

	But I clearly felt that the increasingly lubricated cavity and the flesh walls that kept clamping my cock betrayed my mother. The physical pleasure was not something she could control. I realized that this huge panic was mixed with physical pleasure, and my mother had the same experience, and her body would respond accordingly.

	　　Seeing that I was completely crazy, my mother twisted my ear harshly and said, " Stop it ... ah ... humph . "

	But the pleasure stimulated a large amount of dopamine, so this little pain was nothing. It seemed as if my body still contained infinite power. My cock was still as hard as if it was about to explode, and I continued to fiddle with my mother's soft pussy.

	However, the pain also brought me back to the current situation in time, and I caught the sound of someone walking up the stairs. The footsteps became more and more obvious. My mother seemed to be able to notice it. The hand that was twisting my ear loosened, as if she didn't dare to face the desperate and shrill feeling.

	After the last few thrusts all the way to the bottom, I reduced the amplitude of the in-and-out movement, and the slapping sound disappeared. The environment seemed to become quiet, with only the slight woman's panting and the " sizzling " sound of the water rubbing against each other.

	　　" Ah hum ... don't ... Li Yuqing ..." Mother still let out a trembling moan. As soon as she said it, she covered her mouth again, her head began to sway unconsciously, as if this could escape this inappropriate and huge pleasure. Mother's vagina suddenly contracted rhythmically, wrapping around my cock again and again, and then the vaginal spasm spread to her whole body. Mother's body suddenly stiffened, but trembled slightly, like a thin rope stretched to the extreme, just waiting to be cut by a knife, it would bring about a complete collapse.

	But I no longer went all the way down. My cock just scraped the fleshy wall of my mother's vagina quickly. Since there was no need for physical collision, I moved more lightly and faster than before. If the vagina had not been always wet and slippery, I suspected that sparks would fly at this speed ...

	　　The light clicked on and off , and my father finally came up. This moment was bound to come. I instinctively raised my upper body, my cock mostly withdrawn from my mother's vagina. I turned my head to look through the crack in the door. Sometimes people like to uselessly confirm certain facts; the white spot of light below the crack in the door was particularly sharp and piercing, like a long sword in the dark ... But the sight of it made me stop my rubbing. At this point, no matter how crazy I was, I should pay attention to the situation. I really wanted to stop and wait and see.

	　　" Um ... hum ... don't ~~..." Mother let out a weak but extremely sad sound, as if she was a person who had suffered great injustice or misfortune, and was crying out helplessly about the cruel facts and the huge blow; when I heard this sound at first, I thought my mother was still persuading me not to play with fire again, and she was crying helplessly ... But suddenly , a hand pressed on my back, a pair of legs wrapped around my waist, and my butt was pressed by a heel, and the whole cock returned straight back to the deepest part of the mother's hole.

	I could even be surprised, I was already immersed in it.

	　　" Hmm ... hum ... hum ... hmm ... um ... um ..." No matter how hard I tried to hold it in , I could still hear my mother's groaning, a faint hint of tears. I was still surprised that she wasn't afraid of my father outside the house hearing the noise. Fortunately, the door was well insulated, which was one of my father's proudest " achievements " back then .

	In the countryside of that era , people added things to their houses bit by bit, rarely all at once.

	My heart told me that I should " cooperate " with my mother , sacrifice my life for her, and not care about the flood behind me. So my cock rubbed the pistil hard without twitching, and this action did not make any sound of flesh colliding.

	At my actions, " Ah ... ha ..." , my mother moaned as if she had gotten a vent, her face seemed to have just turned from shockingly pale to flushed and charming, then, that slender and graceful neck suddenly raised up, her eyebrows were slightly wrinkled, her upper teeth were lightly bitten, her starry eyes were tightly closed, her whole body was tense and stiff, her murmurs were like humming, so faint that it was inaudible, her plump body was shaking more and more violently, her legs were almost wrapped around my waist, as if she was afraid that I would suddenly pull away.

	In fact , the tender flesh in her vagina was also twisting my cock, attacking from all directions, trying to keep my thing in. The tight vagina almost made me surrender. I stopped and felt that the situation would get out of control if I went on. I suppressed the ecstasy and gently stroked my mother's trembling body, while making a move to get up and pull away.

	I saw that my mother was more panicked than ever, but this panic had taken on a new meaning, a double panic that gave her the appearance of wanting to give up. When she felt my glans pressing heavily against the fleshy core deep within her vagina, a flicker of relief crossed her confused expression. Her hands were no longer on me, but drooped limply. Then she waved her hands wildly, clutching the bed sheet. Her long, round legs clasped tightly around my waist, preventing me from escaping. She herself seemed to thrust her hips, using her fleshy core deep within to oppress my glans. Although I don't know whether this was an unconscious reaction, or if she was truly greedy for that ultimate pleasure and actively doing it.

	a few seconds, even if my mother stopped trying to hold me back, I couldn't escape. I felt a bit reluctant, and more importantly, I was addicted to this feeling. My heart was also broken. At this time, I could clearly feel that my mother's vagina began to contract. Her whole body was extremely hot, and her blood seemed to turn into magma. The skin on her neck became delicate and rosy. Her upturned face was covered by messy hair and stained with sweat. She swayed aimlessly.

	　　" Ah ... well ..." , her moans gradually became weaker, and in the end she simply kept silent, pursing her lower lips, as if she was enduring something indescribable. Her expression was painful and blurred, her waist kept twisting, her legs curled up hard, and her hips raised as high as possible, as if my stillness still could not satisfy her. Her honey hole wanted to feel more angles of the cock. It seemed that she was trying hard to cater to the boy's sexual organ ...

	But even in this state, she did not forget some meaningless reserve. Maybe it was her nature, or maybe it was too shameful, and she lost her self-esteem as a mother. She used the last of her sanity to push my head down, preventing me from watching her fall into pleasure.

	When my head fell on the side of my mother's neck, my upper body pressed against her plump breasts, the softness that could not be concealed by her underwear was squeezed by my chest and moved along with a mass of soft flesh; it was short, I think it was only a few tenths of a second, and I was sure that this pause existed. My mother was motionless, but then, her whole body gradually trembled, like ripples on the calm sea, and finally brewing into huge waves, the shaking of her body became an obvious spasm and twitching, and the force of her legs wrapped around my waist was extremely fierce.

	At this time , my father was looking for something outside the house. I heard the noise of rummaging through boxes and drawers, and I was sure that my mother would not ignore it either.

	　　It was like a fleeting opportunity, and someone seized it.

	　　“ Ugh — ah~! ” With the strong reaction of her body, while her father was fiddling with something outside the house, the mother also made a sound. Her muffled voice declared that she had finally reached the limit of her endurance. After a long, bone-soft groan, it was replaced by a low, sobbing gibberish, which changed from light to a mixture of complex and strong physical and mental feelings, trembling and panic, in the same frequency as her body's reaction, … wuwu… um… uh … do n’t … ah hehehe … ” The mother’s relatively calm low moan trembled and turned into a weak cry , as if someone who had been strong for a long time finally couldn’t be strong anymore.

	　　These sounds struck my heart, making my chest heave with heat.

	If one did not know what was happening at the moment, anyone who heard this kind of crying and groaning would think that the person was enduring the fact of despair.

	　　This is truly the polarization of human beings. In a very vulgar scene, this is an experience of ultimate pleasure.

	At the same time , I felt the tender flesh inside my mother's vagina tighten, like countless little baby hands, tightly grasping my son's hard cock, twitching and squirming non-stop. The whole vagina was like a black hole, and the powerful suction made me shiver all over.

	The sobbing groan finally morphed into a short, soul-stirring moan. " Ahh ..." She thrust her hips one last time, greedily grinding against my cockhead. Immediately, she reached for the pillowcase and bit into it, muffling all the noise. I could smell it without even looking. Her sweat was now even more profuse, brimming with the scent of hormones and mature womanly sensuality. Her plump belly convulsed, the tender flesh of her vagina tightly gripping my cock. Like a case of incontinence, her hot, sticky vaginal fluid gushed out, splashing all over me. A strange, yet not unpleasant, odor permeated our connection.

	My mother 's reaction was strong, and my pleasure fluid was no less. This tingling and comfortable feeling almost took my soul away. At this time, I suddenly turned my head to see what my mother was like. At a glance, I saw tears in the corners of her eyes. The legs that were wrapped around my waist finally let go, and her whole body collapsed like a puddle of mud.

	　　" Knock, knock , knock. " At this time , there was a knock on the door. Because I had not yet reached the final ejaculation, hearing the knock on the door caused an uncontrollable panic.

	There were knocks on the door one after another , and it seemed that the father was still patient, and it could be heard that he was not in a hurry. In sync with the knocks on the door, " Ah ... hum ... ah ... hum " came from the mother's mouth, and her body twitched with sobs. Each sob seemed to drain the woman's last consciousness.

	Bang bang bang ~~~ , the father outside the house was obviously getting impatient, and he started knocking on the door instead of knocking. Of course, I didn't dare to move at all. I lay quietly on my mother, and the anus-lifting movement to offset the pleasure made my cock jump.

	My cock was still in my mother's pussy. Instinctively, I imagined the situation inside my mother's pussy. Inexplicably, my crotch stuck closer to my mother's legs, and my glans once again pressed forcefully against the elastic core of flesh ... This was an irresistible instinct, but in just two or three seconds, I pulled my butt back and pulled my cock out of the forbidden area that a son could not reach.

	　　" Hmm ..." , " Bang " , my mother moaned, and at the same time there was a rough knock on the door. When my cock was jumping and sticking on the inside of my mother's thigh, her body twitched again as if in spasm. She bit the pillowcase tightly in her mouth and pulled the bed sheet with both hands, as if to tear it apart.

	I don’t know if it was the knock on the door or my last thrust that broke through the defenses of my mother’s vagina, which was still in the afterglow of orgasm.

	It seemed that the twitching in her lower abdomen was not enough to relieve her feelings, and she couldn't make a sound. She ignored the fact that I was still " blocking " her, and directly let go of my body, turned around, and immediately curled up. Her legs seemed to be electrocuted, and with the twitching in her lower abdomen, they trembled wildly, almost kicking the bed with a sound.

	The boy looked at his mother 's reaction and forgot the panic he should have felt. His mind went blank and he breathed greedily through his slightly open lips.

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 60

	My mind had blurred the sound of knocking on the door outside, and perhaps also the impatient cursing.

	Although the metaphor is inappropriate, I can't get rid of this imagination.

	Looking at my mother in the afterglow of her climax, I didn't have any happy thoughts at all, probably because of the environment.

	It’s like in childhood , when you accidentally hurt an animal, or played a joke too much, and watched it whimper in pain, and then it was irreversibly lost .

	It's also like an executioner, looking at the person you are torturing, revealing the most cruel and powerless scene in the world.

	I will feel a little regretful, ashamed, and fearful, but the scary thing is that I know very well that even if time could go back, this scene would still happen, because at a certain moment, it is the excitement of a surge of adrenaline.

	　　" Uh ... uh ..." From time to time , low sobs came from the mother 's throat, as if the repressed emotions were rolling deep in her throat, unable to be completely released, and then her body twitched.

	Her fingers unconsciously grabbed the clothes and pillowcases and sheets, even making a slight friction sound. Her legs were crossed and curled up as she moved slowly. It was obvious that she was struggling heavily, and she was using all her strength.

	　　This slowed down the uncontrolled twitching of his body and suppressed the voice that was about to collapse in his throat.

	　　" Swish ... swish ..." - Now, there is only the sound of the nose twitching , accompanied by suppressed breathing.

	It was barely audible, almost imperceptible, but extremely disturbing, of course this was for me; there was still some distance between me and the door, and I was not even sure whether there was any sound coming from my mother, let alone my father outside the door.

	The bed made a slow creaking sound , and my mother was slowly turning around. When her face met mine, her eyes were even faster than her body, as if they had suddenly attacked me. They were particularly bright in the darkness, and her face was stern, as if the hot flush on it had dissipated particularly quickly. She tried several times to grit her teeth and cut, but failed. There was innocence in her eyes amidst resentment, as if a strong-willed person had endured a great stain, but because of the current situation, she could not express it fully.

	　　This means to pity their misfortune and be angry at their lack of struggle. No, it should be said to pity one's own misfortune and be angry at one's own lack of struggle.

	whatever emotions a woman feels . Never have a " reasoning " mentality . For example, the mother is responsible for everything that happened, so why does she have such great resentment towards me?

	But I told myself in my heart that I should just take it as my own responsibility and accept all the challenges women throw at me. Giving in is a better way to solve problems than confrontation.

	I dodged and lowered my head.

	　　Another series of knocks on the door, " Bang, bang, bang, " struck at our hearts, shattering our complicated emotions and focusing our minds back on the scene.

	I turned my head to look at the door, then looked at my mother.

	She glared at me fiercely, bit her lip and then released it, then put her index finger on her lips and said " hush " , the meaning of which was self-evident .

	So I became like a sculpture, " lost movement " .

	On any other day, being caught sleeping in the same bed with my son wouldn't be too surprising. But tonight, there were too many unsightly traces. So, right now, I couldn't let my father in, no matter what . My mother would have thought of this. It was impossible for me to do that all night, even if I had a chance to slip away later.

	The mother turned completely around and pulled the quilt over her naked lower body without leaving any trace ...

	Since I hadn't ejaculated yet ... Actually , it didn't last long at all. I didn't hear the half-hour or hourly chimes. Did they ring during the process and I didn't notice? I don't believe this at all.

	At the moment, I was still naked, my cock still not completely softened, which was a bit awkward, so I pulled up my shorts and slowly lay down. Even though there was no sound, my heart was still beating very fast after doing all this. But turning over in bed is a natural movement and sound, so there is no need to be too guilty. It's not the strange movement I just had.

	There was nothing I could do but wait quietly for my mother to respond and figure out how to get out of this serious crisis.

	　　Well, it was indeed very quiet. The knocking on the door did not sound as expected . I turned my head with a bit of surprise and looked at my mother, as if to communicate the current situation through eye contact.

	My mother's breathing had calmed down at this moment. She glanced at me and then turned a blind eye . I don't know what she was thinking about.

	I don't know how much time passed, but there was indeed no movement outside the door.

	　　There were a few " jila jila " sounds of slippers tapping on the ground, followed by a " tat " sound like a signal , short and crisp. Although the decibel level was small, it was always clear to hear. It was the sound of a lighter; I traced the movements of my father outside the house. He probably sat back on the sofa in the living room and started smoking.

	　　Are you giving up on entering?

	　　My mother should have been aware of this " change " because I felt her heaving a sigh of relief and the tense atmosphere relaxed a lot, both for her and for me.

	　　This rare peace lasted for a short while, and suddenly I heard my mother's soft voice in my ears, her breath hitting my ears, and her voice tickling my heart. " Hold it in, " I was still immersed in this sudden strange episode, and my ear bone was in so much pain that it almost made me faint. Before I could cry out in pain, my mother said in a low and cold voice, " Do n't scream! " She grabbed my ear and twisted it with her fingers like iron pliers. The burning pain became more and more obvious, but because of my mother's cry, I gritted my teeth and endured the pain.

	　　" Hiss ..." , all he could do was gasp for air.

	I turned to look at my mother, nearly in tears, only to be met with a sharp, piercing gaze . My nose snorted, " Hmph !" I cursed internally, but didn't dare to lash out. I felt a mixture of agony and amusement.

	we do next ? If Dad doesn't try to get in, can we sleep peacefully? But because everything is uncertain, neither of us can sleep peacefully in this bed. Moreover, we both feel sticky, and the bed doesn't seem to be completely clean. There are traces of the intense experience on our bodies, and although they have dried up without us noticing, they can't be ignored.

	So do we have to wait for the father to " run away " so that we can deal with the troubles we have? This expectation seems a bit unrealistic. Is it possible for the father to go out? It should be late.

	I stared at the light coming from the crack in the door, my heart in a mess. It was like riding a tiger and it was difficult to get off, and the same was true for my mother.

	The most important thing is that there is something brewing in my heart, which makes me stay awake and not sleepy.

	I don't know what the look in my eyes was like. I should have seemed to be crazy and bold. I quietly turned my head to look at my mother, staring at her calm and charming face of a good wife and mother, and her plump chest that rose and fell with her breathing. Thinking of her beauty and charm in another state, I swallowed my saliva, but couldn't stop the prelude to my body and mind boiling.

	My mother seemed to notice my gaze. She glanced over as well, was stunned at first, frowning, as if she had a bad premonition. Then she felt that her unnecessary panic was ridiculous, shook her head and looked away.

	Then he raised his upper body slightly and looked towards the crack in the door. People always want to confirm the facts they are unwilling to accept again and again.

	There doesn't seem to be anything special happening.

	When her head fell back, there was the sound of a lighter again, followed by a man's high-pitched and excited voice. At first, we couldn't hear what our father was saying.

	But from the intermittent tone of his voice, I guessed that he was on the phone, because I didn't really hear anyone else talking.

	After being cut by the door, the voice of my father talking on the phone sounded mumbling and vague, and I couldn't make out a complete sentence.

	　　At this moment, my mother and I seemed to calm down tacitly. We had no intention of finding out what he was talking about on the phone, as we felt that it was a useless topic.

	But in special situations, any movement will make people sensitive. When someone talks, they can't help but prick up their ears to capture the complete information.

	Perhaps because he was talking about his failures and regrets, my father's voice became much louder, and we gradually understood what he was saying.

	It's like a small speaker in the corner, making sounds, sometimes intermittent, sometimes ethereal and clear, with a low decibel level. If you want to hear it, you can still hear it clearly, and you can't even escape it.

	hearing what my father said, I wondered whether this was childish or the mentality of a seasoned gambler.

	They will not regret taking the gamble, but will only regret not stopping in time when they were winning, not being cautious and conservative when they fell into the abyss, not going all out when they had the chance to turn the tables; they will regret overturning their original idea in a certain game.

	　　This is what gamblers enjoy talking about the most . They are most keen on reviewing the life-saving straw they once touched, and they firmly believe that their judgment and " skills " are still superb. It is just a matter of mentality. But isn't gambling often a test of mentality, under the premise of the most fairness and justice?

	with the father 's " excited " expression , the mother 's face gradually became gloomy, and her clenched fists moved slightly ... " Ha ... Ha ..." , she exhaled deeply through her mouth, feeling sad, helpless, and desperate, and the breath that came out of her lungs passed through between her teeth and turned into a rough " hiss ... hiss ..." sound.

	I had no doubt that my mother would explode in an instant. She put one hand to her forehead, looking as if her mind was about to collapse.

	　　It was obvious that Dad was in a very bad situation today and tonight.

	　　This was enough to make the hostess of this small family break down.

	My mother suddenly lifted the quilt covering her lower body. Her flesh looked particularly smooth and shiny in the darkness. She seemed to need to relieve the depression in her heart, so she acted subconsciously.

	What made the mother so upset was the father outside the house, who seemed to have mentioned a plan to turn the tables ...

	He keeps making mistakes and is in a desperate situation. Few close friends can remain calm about it. It would be fine if they didn't know about it, or even if they knew about it afterwards, it wouldn't be so damaging. But if he said this " in front of you " , it would really crush all your rationality.

	more carefully , I began to get the most crucial information, which was how much money was raised and where did it come from?

	　　With a " bang " , the mother 's feet hit the bed, without any concern about attracting the attention of the father outside the room, but this feeling was just to express her emotions.

	But the next second, before I could react, my mother got out of bed at the speed of light, naked from the waist down, and came to the door. However, she still looked back at the bed, as if she was going to put on her pants.

	My heart was pounding. I felt that my mother could go out like this, but could she really achieve the expected effect?

	With that glance back, she lowered her hand from the doorknob and tilted her head to the door, trying to hear more clearly and confirm something. As for what to do next, from my perspective, it was a complete mess.

	There was no time to think about so much. She just followed her current mood and took one step at a time. For the mother, who was in another state of resentment, she just wanted to find out some things at the moment and let the hole of despair grow bigger and bigger.

	because of the thin clothes scattered around. His son was naked and holding the root of sin, plump and mature. Not far away was a woman with an alluring figure in the night, his own mother, with a slightly raised buttocks. Although he could not see her expression clearly, he could feel her irritability and anger, but he endured everything and " listened " to the movement outside the house . Outside the door was his father's almost insane and absurd wasteful talk.

	The reality is that when family affairs overshadowed the negative emotions of the mother-son incest, I, a young man full of vigor, once again developed a desire for forbidden stimulation.

	There is no way. That figure full of mature female charm is too tempting, and the identity of that wife and mother is too exciting. All this is not far away at this moment.

	I could even see that my mother's round buttocks were reflecting the white jade light. What was even worse was that I heard a voice in my heart, which had outlined her various complex emotions in this extremely difficult scene. Her face, which was confused or discouraged by the reality, would suddenly frown, cover her mouth and nose, and her body would tremble, bringing out a soul-stirring and seductive moan.

	The thought of this scene filled my body and mind with burning desire.

	And the objective conditions are … isn't this the right time, right place, and right people? … Crisis breeds life. Mother might not protest, and she doesn't have the conditions to do so. In fact, what she's resisting isn't about me anymore …

	　　This feeling made my breathing even more difficult due to the excitement.

	my father was saying anymore.

	But the mother should have received it all. Her body was swaying over there, and when she heard a certain word, she was stunned for a moment, or perhaps she was about to fall in despair.

	A fist , whether strong or weak, hit the wall beside the door. The head lowered, hidden between the raised arms, and only a slight shaking of the head could be seen.

	After a long time, he finally raised his head, and the foul breath he let out sounded like a long roar to the sky.

	As if she had made some kind of resolution, or perhaps reconciled with herself, she calmly left the doorway and walked back to the bedside . Without a word, she lifted the mosquito net and seemed to glance at me. Her body and mind seemed to pause, seemingly at odds with her apparent calm.

	She silently lowered her body, reached over my body, and grabbed something in her hand. I knew it was her shorts.

	beside me quietly again , moving very lightly but as if she didn't exist.

	　　He lay on his side, folded his arms, and then seemed to be in a trance.

	For some reason, when I looked at the back of her head, I felt that her eyes must be open at this moment.

	When I smelled the familiar and arousing scent of a woman's body, I remembered that I should pay attention to more places.

	When I looked down , my heart was beating so fast that it almost jumped out of my throat, and my cock was so hard that it was about to move, making me unconsciously lift my anus continuously in response to the piercing numbness.

	The mother was lying on her side in a short tank top and panties, with her right hand folded in front of her chest, as if she was stroking a pair of treasures, as if she was going to touch them herself the next moment. Her smooth buttocks were slightly tilted back, and her round and strong long legs were crossed and bent, blending with the color of her buttocks, with a plump curve, and glowing with the color of warm jade under the moonlight.

	I couldn't accept this fact for a moment . My mother was not wearing any clothes from the bottom of her body. Her round buttocks were so defenseless. What kind of mentality was she in facing her son who had already committed adultery? Crazy desire immediately began to erode my rational position. Indeed, my mother seemed to have reached the climax several times, but this last time, because of my father's sudden attack, I didn't release it as I wished.

	I was about to ejaculate but didn't, and it stopped for a long time. Now my desire has been rekindled, making my lower abdomen feel a little uncomfortable and bloated, and I urgently need to release something.

	At this moment, just like then, I have to say it's like a beautiful summer night, where I've pushed myself too far in a not-so-intense struggle. My mother, also caught in a state of confusion due to off-site factors, half-heartedly gave in, repeatedly letting me get away with it.

	Tonight is exactly the same , and I firmly believe it in my heart. Even if it is not, I have just taken the last step in a long time, and the situation will only be better than it was then.

	However, no matter how optimistic I was, my mother still had to " speak up . " Understanding the complexities of a woman's mind , coupled with my own childish nature, hindered my impulse to take the initiative.

	But I still slowly turned over and learned to lie on my side like my mother. My hard cock was like a sword drawn from its sheath, pointing straight to the groove of my buttocks in front of me. I couldn't wait to start a new round of conquest to conquer this ecstasy valley that makes men addicted. It was a heroic expedition of a rapidly growing boy.

	My mother remained silent, but I felt that as I turned around, some parts of my body had touched hers, and her originally calm breathing seemed to become disordered.

	We both knew that neither of us had fallen asleep.

	Taking advantage of this " gap " , I tilted my head to look at the crack in the door again . The light was still there, but the voices on the phone had died down. Suddenly, I had a " terrible " thought . I was actually afraid that my father had just left like that ...

	When this strange idea came up, I decided not to wait for my mother's " orders " anymore . Besides, there were no taboos or barriers between the two . At most, it was just a matter of weighing the pros and cons. It was time for me to act boldly.

	I stretched out one hand and was about to place it on the most protruding part of the curve of my mother's back and the tip of her buttocks, but I was stopped by some small concern, and I held myself back and placed it on her shoulder instead.

	But even with this not-too-excessive action, " Gulp . " I still swallowed my saliva, and my body was shaking violently at this time.

	There was no obvious reaction, but the mother's body seemed a little stiff with tension.

	　　" Li ... Li Yuqing ..." , mother said in a low voice, as if asking for confirmation in vain, or as if confirming what else I wanted to do.

	I looked at the locked window and drawn curtains not far above my head, then turned my head to look at the door that could block out everything, as if to consolidate my sense of security and brewing a bold impulse.

	There were no big movements, more like rubbing in place, but my lower body was getting closer and closer to my mother's fat buttocks. My cock, which was tender and reckless but also rough and fierce, first touched the cold buttocks and then stuck between the legs and buttocks. In the jargon of later times, this was the side-lying doggy style position, where you couldn't see the appearance of the intercourse. I couldn't see the fertile area hidden under my mother's buttocks. Only the plump buttocks occupied the space between our bodies, almost touching my lower abdomen.

	　　My cock under my mother's plump buttocks quickly grew bigger again like a sponge meeting water, hard as iron, and pressed powerfully against the crack of her buttocks. The hot and hard sexual organ of the boy made my mother's slim and plump body stiffen again, and her buttocks tightened, which squeezed me invisibly.

	Feeling this " response " , my cock seemed to jump outside that private door.

	But soon, the mother panicked and put one hand on my thigh, but the force was light; she also moved her butt forward a little, breaking away from the contact of her son's genitals.

	　　This did not make me disappointed or frustrated, but it did cause me to call out, " Mom ~" in a childish pleading tone.

	She tilted her head slightly , not turning around completely, and lowered her voice, " What are you thinking about? Why aren't you going to sleep yet ~" , with a soft and magnetic voice in the dark night .

	　　" Uh ... I " , I couldn't say anything else and at the same time I let go of my hand on her shoulder, but my hard cock, like a cruise missile, had already located the target and would not stop until it exploded. I lifted my buttocks up and poked it between my mother's legs again, feeling the soft flesh.

	of the mature mother under him shook again, as if her skin had touched a branding iron.

	She suddenly turned around and lay on her side facing me, not caring at all that her arms pushed her breasts out of her underwear and the top of her vest. There was an obvious round bulge under her neck, which was soft and seemed to be flowing, which made me breathless. However, my mother's expression was unexpectedly gentle, as if all the dark sides inside and outside the house had dissipated, and she was suddenly full of hope and longing, and satisfaction with the present moment.

	　　Is this? Reconciliation with myself? Or is this extreme despair and abnormality?

	Seeing this, I was stunned. However, I could no longer resist her attitude and was still attracted by her charm.

	The mother's eyes flashed as she said, " Your father is outside, why don't you sleep well ~" , her eyes were moving , crystal clear under the moonlight, her expression was maternal and gentle, but her smile seemed to carry the charm of a charming woman. The traces brought by the years were not worth mentioning, but the charm brought by the years and life made the young man fall in love with her.

	I feel that just a simple blink of her eyes and the flutter of her eyelashes can stir up restlessness in my body and mind.

	Her son's " ignorance " and bewilderment were exactly what she expected . His mother didn't " question " me or ask me to say anything. She glanced down at the door, a flicker of disgust and resistance crossing her face.

	When she looked at my face again, my mother restrained her negative emotions. I don't know if it was my illusion, but a barely perceptible smile appeared at the corner of her mouth, like a ripple on her face, quickly passing across her face, and then condensed into two sparks in her eyes, disappearing in the depths of her eyes in an instant.

	It made me feel dazed.

	Her legs shifted slightly , forming an alluring curve. Whether intentional or not, it made my throat dry. I had a feeling she knew without even looking at me that my cock, at the wrong time and with the wrong person, had revealed its full potential.

	I was almost on the verge of rushing forward, not caring about the consequences, how fiercely my mother would resist, or how hopelessly devastated I would be afterwards. But as I resisted this impulse, I felt even more embarrassed, even awkward. My body was trembling slightly, my breathing was heavy, and my mouth was dry.

	The corners of the mother 's lip were raised as if she was smiling, but her face was pretending to be stern and serious in a clumsy way. But after a while, it seemed as if she remembered that she was the mother and had absolute authority over everything. She couldn't be timid in front of her son, so she said lazily, " Behave yourself, Li Yuqing ... well, be quiet ..."

	As she spoke, she turned around and lay on her side with her back to me. Her wide, round buttocks were more raised and back than before, and were extremely close to my lower body.

	Looking at the groove on the back flowing from the lumbar spine to the plump buttocks below, that groove and curve, coupled with my mother's posture just now, that intriguing look, and her behavior at this moment, the desire seemed to be able to evaporate all the blood in my body. I don't know when, my cock has been sticking straight up to the bottom of my mother's plump buttocks.

	However, the mother's body seemed unusually calm, as if she had adapted to it, as if she had expected it.

	　　Even at this point, I still habitually continued to act based on my mother's " feedback " and did not go any further.

	moment, she sighed deeply. The resentment in her heart couldn't be easily erased. Sensing this emotion, I hesitated to act rashly, temporarily. I wasn't surprised by the ever-changing nature of women. Perhaps it was because I was brainwashed by this rigid education from a young age, which gave me this stereotyped impression of women.

	After waiting quietly for more than ten seconds, my mother's head tilted slightly, as if she were suspicious, puzzled by the boy's current indifference. But she didn't say or do anything to " guide " me . She seemed indifferent to my presence. I even felt that if I just stopped, she would really fall asleep.

	Thinking more deeply, I can't waste this opportunity and stop wasting time. A more groundbreaking experience is just around the corner. The father is outside the door, and the son's cock is about to return to his mother's honey channel. This makes me feel that I am about to complete a transformation of identity and become a real adult at a deeper level.

	I gently placed my hands on my mother's waist. She trembled a little, as if to avoid it, but it was obviously no use. Instead, it indented even more, making her buttocks seem tighter and fuller. The skin on her back was smooth to the touch, with exquisite curves. When I wanted to slide further down, my mother murmured softly, " I really can't do anything about you and your son. I don't know what sins you committed in your past lives. " Her tone was a little indignant , but also seemed to be filled with a certain determination.

	It felt like a woman's thoughts were always coming true. I stopped what I was doing, watched the changes, and quietly felt the smoothness of the woman's side.

	When I finish hearing one sentence , I remember another, realizing it belatedly. Like the last sentence, " Quiet down , " it's rich with meaning. I don't need to analyze it too much; I know what it means. My excited heart and trembling hands become even more exaggerated.

	　　" Your father is unreliable . I don't know ... what will happen to you in the future ..." The mother's fragmented voice came, vague and ethereal in this limited space, as if she was telling a story, as if she was looking for some comfort.

	My throat felt heavy and I couldn't say anything. For a moment, I was lost in the place and forgot what to do next.

	Without a better response , I even withdrew my hand from my mother's lumbar spine in shame.

	Mother turned around again, and she forced some kindness into her confused look. She stretched out a hand and stroked my head. Feeling the warmth between mother and son, I couldn't help but whisper, " Mom ~ . " Her tone was affectionate. How well-behaved and clingy we were, even if we didn't look at the absurd nakedness of each other's lower bodies.

	It is almost like a docile kitten, which, after enjoying the warmth of being caressed, crawls into its mother's arms.

	My mother's eyes were as clear as autumn water, and her face had regained the typical calm and soft beauty of an oriental woman. I was mesmerized by her. She opened her voice again, " You won't let me down ~" without a trace of doubt, as if telling each other that since we have chosen to believe, we should believe firmly.

	　　" Hmm ," I nodded emphatically , but then, selfishly, lowered my head again, not meeting her gaze. This felt even heavier than before, like some kind of commitment, a contract. While I'd intended to do so, and everything for the better was my duty, I felt that if the world changed, my moods would shift, and breaking free from my stubborn streak wouldn't be easy. This " commitment " was like putting myself in chains, and the feeling of being in chains always felt uneasy.

	What is even more hesitant is that if the standard of being obedient and sensible is defined by her, wouldn't she be able to be killed at any time?

	Thinking of this, I would nod in response shyly.

	But my mother seemed not to notice my embarrassment. Her eyebrows and the corners of her lips raised slightly, and she slowly put down her hand.

	Unfortunately, when her hand was placed between our bodies, her forearm rubbed against my stiff cock. My mother naturally knew what it was and what that hardness represented. When she " faced " this situation, she still couldn't remain calm.

	　　" Huh? " She was stunned for a moment, then looked down, and the warm atmosphere was instantly shattered. She immediately put her hands behind her back as if avoiding something terrible.

	A trace of embarrassment appeared on her face, and she gave me a cold look, as if she was angry and resentful, but helpless.

	After completing these changes in expression, she turned away as if she didn't want to pay attention to me, but still left her lower body exposed, not afraid of being exposed in front of her son's erect penis.

	The smooth fleshy buttocks are fuller and more energetic than ever, along with the invisible legs and the bottom of the buttocks. I feel that they can devour people's minds. If I fall into them, they can devour the young man's heart. Well, after devouring it, I will transform, grow, and shed many of the characteristics of a youth.

	The situation was so confusing that I couldn't tell who had initiated it. I seemed to see that sweet ass moving towards me, stopping only when it touched my cock. Or perhaps, in fact, I had moved forward myself; of course, it didn't matter. For the time being, there was no " barrier " between us . My mother knew what I was going to do and clearly accepted it.

	It pressed against my lower abdomen unscrupulously, as if declaring its fullness, plumpness, firmness and elasticity, and letting the boy see the sexual tension of a mature woman.

	　　This made my cock so hard that it was about to explode. I kept anticipating that in the next second, if one of the most attractive parts of this woman's body was scratched even slightly, I would be completely defeated.

	I put one hand on my mother 's waist, and my neck fit the curve perfectly. The scene of galloping instantly came to my mind.

	I moved forward again, pressed my face against my mother's shoulders and neck, and took a deep breath of the meaty aroma. My own breathing became disordered, heavy and hot. In a state of confusion and passion, I released my lust on the back of her head, neck and ears.

	The cock, following the memory of the previous touch and imagining the situation below, tried to poke the soft area between the mother's legs, where the warm and moist exit was.

	Our lower bodies almost overlapped, and the curve of her buttocks was just right between my lower abdomen and thighs.

	　　" Tsk ~" , my mother shook her arm, it seems that she was not very happy with my behavior, " What are you doing ? Can you be quiet? " I just couldn't tell whether she was referring to my head or my lower body.

	　　At this time, I couldn't say a word. I just wanted to find a place to vent and relieve the swelling in my lower body and the discomfort in my lower abdomen.

	Whether it was the head or the lower body, the movements were more impulsive, but the impulsiveness always led to an unexpected hit, and the cock had already hit the plump labia.

	　　" That's all the willpower you have, Li Yuqing ... I believed you could be obedient ... ah ... well ... I just can't believe it ..." , my mother's words were mixed with an unexpected and delicate moan, because the head of my penis had already slid along the flesh between her legs and reached a slightly moist and hot sunken hole.

	　　In this position, the entrance to the vagina is at the top; the opposite is true when it is from the front. And at this moment, I always say that the position from behind seems to make the vagina more clearly exposed.

	　　" I promise to be obedient ... Mom, please keep your voice down ~" When the glans hit the right spot, my scalp went numb, and I was almost talking nonsense until I could experience the intoxicating ecstasy. Of course, I was also reminding my mother that her previous words seemed too " flashy " and her voice was not lowered; I was also reminding her that the feelings next would be stronger, and she should control the volume.

	I held my mother's waist and thrust my lower body firmly. My cock slowly slid along the slippery groove and invaded my mother's deep inside.

	My mother's body trembled slightly. " You've been so obedient . From now on, think less about your mother ... Ahhh ... It's so hot ... Thinking about this kind of thing ... Uhhh ..." Her words, gentle at first, then trembling, finally releasing a seductive moan. The unintentional seductive sounds she uttered felt more real, more delicate, more captivating. The word " hot " gave me a special thrill. It was also a new experience. This seemed to be the first time she had " evaluated " this shameful sensation.

	　　This made me feel that she was experiencing all of this very seriously and even indulged herself in it, but seeing her mother giving this kind of response under her son's sexual organs, I felt that she seemed to have let go of some of her reserve to a great extent.

	　　" Ah ..." As my rod felt more and more the friction of the tight cavity, my mother moaned in ecstasy, and then her hands reached back weakly against my thighs, as if guarding herself against my rough entry, and as if encouraging my slow and gentle movements.

	　　To be honest, under this huge stimulation, I have to slow down. I always feel that if I feel the stroking sensation all of a sudden, I might not be able to resist it.

	　　" Uh ... uh ... hmm ... ah... " As I went deeper, my mother moaned continuously, like a person being tortured by instruments of torture from light to heavy. When my cock was completely immersed in her vagina, she raised her head slightly, and all the small moans turned into a large groan of relief, full of joy, and her buttocks were shaking like shivering even though I didn't twitch.

	Perhaps because of the side-lying position, the plumpness and fertility between the woman's legs are stacked together, so that the cavity inside the vagina is also compressed, becoming extremely tight, and the stroking sensation is particularly concrete, different from the complex and changeable flesh wall inside felt from the front; but no matter how tight it is, because of the wetness, and because of the tenderness and flexibility inside, it just accommodates my cock, allowing this long and hard organ to push out a secret passage, as if there was no road inside, and my cock broke through the blockade on the spot and dug out a passage.

	When I felt the tightness of my mother 's vagina, I felt something tickling inside me. This word, when applied to a wife and mother who has given birth to children, and a woman with quite a few sexual experiences, made me feel a kind of contrasting charm, as if she was maintaining this tightness specifically to wait for her son's visit.

	The more ecstatic my mother 's vagina is, the more I feel a kind of coquettishness and debauchery in the forbidden stimulation. Even if she herself has no such idea at all, how could she have expected that her son's reproductive organ would return to her vagina.

	smooth and plump buttocks and my lower body. Although I was holding her waist, our bodies were curled up together, just like hugging her, holding the buttocks that showed the most mature woman's characteristics, the cold buttocks pressed against my lower abdomen and thighs, and the boy's penis was buried deep in the woman's body, feeling the squeeze and numbness. I didn't need to watch the intercourse between the lower bodies, just replaying this scene in my mind made me feel extremely excited.

	Whether I was afraid of losing it , or wanted to savor it more carefully, I didn't move immediately. My mother's breathing was disordered and restless.

	She slowly let go of my thigh and put it back in front of her. She tilted her head back slightly, as if giving me a " look " , but I didn't know if it was to ask if I was going to move or if it was already gone?

	Did the mother still feel that her son was unsophisticated and needed her full cooperation, or was she simply eager to " fulfill " her duties beyond motherhood as quickly as possible ? My nerves had recovered, and I was about to begin my normal penetration of her vagina when my cock felt as if it were being entangled and pulled by her tender flesh. Along with the tingling sensation in my lower body, I felt my essence and energy being gradually sucked away by my mother's wonderful vagina. She was actually " consciously " thrusting , shaking, and wiggling, actively and without any rules, exerting sensation on my cock. Absolutely. I stared at this scene with wide eyes, then looked at the back of her head. Although she couldn't possibly see my astonishment, I still wanted to express my surprise and question.

	Perhaps my stunned state had been transmitted to her through her body. Her sweet ass was stroking me with barely perceptible movements, but the sensation in my cock was incredibly intense. I gasped repeatedly. " Don't you see what time it is ... still dragging your feet ?" my mother muttered in dissatisfaction. To be honest, because I hadn't yet started to move aggressively, and her own stroking was only light and superficial, her physical sensations probably weren't strong yet, so there was no hint of sexual desire in her words this time.

	　　Just ordinary instruction.

	But her smooth and attractive wide buttocks were serving her son, and her forbidden land was opened to her son. Under the ordinary words, there was a bit of unintentional charm.

	　　This made my desire even more intense. What I wanted to release at this moment was not just a physical desire ...

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 61

	So I held my mother's waist tightly, slowly withdrew my cock from her pussy, and then thrust it in hard, all the way to the bottom, hitting her buttocks dully; but to be honest, because of the posture, because of my mother's full and firm buttocks, and because my cock is not very gifted, there was actually no literal sense of going to the bottom, no initial feeling of grinding into the fleshy core deep in the pussy.

	　　" Ahh ..." It was still a short, soul-stirring moan from my mother, a sound that could not be suppressed but suddenly opened from her tightly closed mouth. It was deeply engraved on my ears, but I wasn't worried about it reaching my father, who was sitting on the sofa in the living room, just outside the door.

	And the external factors added too much strange psychological pleasure ... It made me on the verge of madness. I didn't know what my mother was feeling inside, physically and mentally. I wanted to ask, I wanted to know, I wanted to hear her say it herself, but I knew that asking would only mess things up.

	But having been enlightened by erotic literature , I also hold the idea that as long as the fucking reaches a certain level, anything is possible.

	So after the full penetration started, the rest was done with ease .

	I used the same trick again, pulled my cock out to the entrance of my mother's vagina, and then recklessly inserted its entire penis into the forbidden area that I shouldn't visit.

	Because my waist, abdomen, hips and legs were farther away from my mother's buttocks than the first time, the second blow hit her buttocks cleanly, with a crisp and loud " pop " .

	　　" Ah ... no ... be gentle , " my mother gasped, her body trembling. She must have been wary of the attention - grabbing sound of our bodies colliding . A hint of tension built up, and the cavity of her vagina seemed to tighten considerably, enveloping me with such pleasure that even the withdrawal process became a bit more difficult .

	But I'm not going to listen to it, I'm just enjoying it. More importantly, I'm finding a kind of wicked excitement ...

	So, regardless of his mother 's warning, he took advantage of the convenience of this position and thrust in and out forcefully for several times. It seemed that his purpose was not to oppress the tender flesh inside her vagina, but to deliberately hit her wide buttocks, causing her buttocks to ripple with fine waves.

	　　The slapping sounds continued, as did my mother's moans and restless movements.

	Her arms tightened , forming straight lines, and she was obviously clenching her fists to resist the pleasure response.

	　　" Ah ... Li Yuqing ... um ... hum ..." My mother just moaned a few times with difficulty, and then she covered her mouth with something, leaving only the muffled groan of " Mmm ~ Mmm ~" . One hand slapped my thigh anxiously, as if admonishing me to stop the behavior, but the strength was negligible.

	But as I fucked her a few more times, the hard edges of the rod scratched her delicate flesh, and my mother blurted out again, " Um ... ah ..." , as if a fish had gained breath, and the huge physiological sensation in her body finally had an outlet.

	　　“ Uh … hum … we can’t do this … Li Yuqing …” The mother shook her head repeatedly and groaned.

	Hearing her calling my name just added fuel to the fire . I became even more excited and had no intention of restraining the movement of my crotch. The hand that was holding her waist moved to her smooth and elastic buttocks, pressing down hard, and whipping the slippery and tight mother's vagina with my cock even harder.

	　　" Ah ... you ... are you not listening ... ah ..." While panting , my mother's waist and hips were swaying restlessly, as if she was escaping, but to me it seemed more like some kind of catering. This swaying showed the unconscious charm of a mature woman under physical pleasure, which made my breathing stop.

	　　Finally, while I was fucking her, I dared to say in a heavy breath, " Mom ... it was you who told me not to drag my feet. " My cock went in and out, feeling the ecstasy of my mother's vagina. The layers of vaginal walls were like layers of flesh rings, tightly clamping my hot glans and shaft, and then being broken open by me layer by layer to reach the deep. The intense pleasure from the friction between the vaginal walls and the glans made my lower body tremble, and because I spoke, I brought my physical and mental excitement to another level. With the unconscious " cooperation " of my mother , the numbness deep in my reproductive nerves could not help but become clear.

	I stopped manipulating, and I was also out of breath. I could hardly breathe after opening and closing my penis so vigorously. This was not because I was " obedient " or had regained my sanity or was alert to the father outside the door. I was just trying to relieve the extreme tingling sensation.

	Even so, I did not give up other wonderful experiences . After all, I was young and energetic, and could not suppress my strong desire. I hugged the mature body in front of me with my arms, and kissed my mother's neck and shoulders from behind, which were covered with sweat and a few hairs. The fragrant hair and smooth shoulders made me hot, and even the bra straps and vest straps on the shoulders made me extremely excited.

	　　"Kissing" is just a polite way of saying it; it's just a random rubbing. " Hmm ..." Mother uttered a lazy nasal sound, her head making the slightest dodging movement. At this moment, I could clearly feel that as I kissed her, even though my cock was no longer throbbing in her vagina, her body in my arms was still trembling slightly, and gradually softening from its original panicked stiffness. This made me kiss her more and more quickly. Her exposed skin was salty and astringent from the slight sweat, and for me, it was more of a mature woman's carnal taste. I wrapped my arms around her waist, feeling the unique plumpness and softness of a mature woman.

	As hot kisses rained down on his mother's delicate neck and shoulders, her breathing became increasingly rapid. " Hmm ..." Her breaths grew heavier, and even her hips began to move automatically again . The silky smooth passage was only supported by the slight movement of her buttocks. " Ah ... Hmm ..." The mother 's moans seemed to heat up, because she could feel her son's hot and hard erection inside her vagina.

	The heavy ethical burdens and concerns about off-field factors forced her to resist a little, but the long-lost warm embrace and the fulfilling sense of invasion from her son, and more importantly, the random kissing and biting, made the mother realize the teenager's crazy infatuation. At her age, with this identity, and to be able to have this kind of experience, it was impossible not to be proud. She might also have a subtle sense of accomplishment, which made the mother gradually confused.

	There is another possibility, that she also indulged in the unprecedented physical and mental pleasure brought about by off-field factors and forbidden stimulation.

	However, the agitation of my mother's buttocks did not actually give me much physical sensation, but my mother's proactive and demanding behavior almost gave me an intracranial orgasm, so that I stopped kissing and biting and opened my mouth to breathe.

	But the mother was " relentless " and kept twisting her buttocks slightly, as if drawing circles under my crotch, or " making a fuss " , which is exactly what it means, using the wet flesh of her vagina to tease her son's reproductive organs; " Ah ... um ..." , her moans and movements always had a cautious feeling, as if she wanted to enjoy it, but kept a little restraint so as not to overreact.

	After twisting a few more times, she let out a trembling and ecstatic hum, " Hmm ..." , and then stopped moving. She was panting, as if she was tired, or as if she was stopping to savor the moment.

	I didn't continue, and we both remained in a tacit stalemate. This allowed my mother to maintain her composure. Suddenly, she reached out and caressed my cheek and head aimlessly, her own head tilted back against my face and neck. My face was buried in her hair, her mouth touching it. The scent of shampoo mixed with the slightly sweaty fragrance of a woman's body, and I breathed in greedily.

	The mother said in a delicate panting voice, " Well ... your dad is still outside ... can't you be more careful ..." I think, at this moment, the mother 's eyes were glaring; while speaking, I felt her sweaty body exuding a lustful and carnal scent, which enveloped my whole body and mind. Her slightly panting and soft moaning words were like notes that tickled my heartstrings, enough to make the young man abandon everything and just want to be drunk here forever.

	So I couldn't help but playfully reply, " Yeah ... Dad's here ... Why are you still willing to do this, Mom ?" I wanted to get a glimpse into her heart.

	But I gradually became bolder in speaking, and the strange thoughts that could prevent me from continuing to invade my mother's forbidden area had long disappeared. Now my cock began to twitch slowly in my mother's pussy again. There was no sound, but the feeling of fighting with the flesh wall was very clear, and I continued to feel the stroking and the sucking of the pussy.

	Taking it slow sometimes makes both parties feel comfortable and relaxed, as if we are interacting naturally.

	When I started to thrust , no matter how slow my movements were, my mother responded immediately, and she didn't hesitate to let out seductive moans, " Hmm ... uh ..." , with a greasy wetness, just like her state at the moment, which was as ripe as a peach, full of moisture, and would overflow with the slightest stimulation.

	, and spoke with a humming sound, " Uh ... what ... you don't want to ... ah ... then get out ... ah ~" Her tone was filled with resentment. As she told me to get out, her sweet ass swallowed up my cock in response. Sometimes the coquettish ending tone was hard to resist.

	I continued, " I thought ... but also thanks to my mother's initiative ... "

	Hearing what I said, my mother immediately put her hand up and gently tugged at my ear, moaning softly, " Hmm ... uh ... what are you talking about ... I ... hmm ... why would I take the initiative ... ah ... hmm. " Her final moan sounded like someone who had been underwater for a long time, finally emerging and breathing again. The tender flesh within her vagina gently wiggled, " retaliating " against the invasion of the young man's penis.

	　　" Well ... it's all because of you ... that you learned bad things ... " the mother added.

	I was even more interested, so I took advantage of the opportunity to start flirting, " Why do I feel like , mom, you want more ... "

	But my ear hurt, and I hissed. My mother, somewhat embarrassed and angry, twisted my ear hard, as if a delicate secret had been exposed. " Hmph ... You 're overthinking it ... I just noticed you 've been doing okay lately ... "

	My eyes suddenly brightened up and I said excitedly, " Then I will continue to behave well in the future ... right? ... " Without having to say it completely , we all understood.

	　　" Well ... you wish ... tonight ... ah ... the last ... last time ." I have been manipulating her, so my mother still has a seductive tone in her voice while speaking.

	I was not discouraged at all and didn't take it seriously at all, but still said, " Why ... Mom, are you not feeling well ... "

	　　" Who said it was comfortable ... You're just a little kid ?" my mother said, her tone weak and unconvincing. But then she realized she shouldn't have fallen into such a shameful and explicit verbal trap. She stopped everything, patted my thigh, and said in a forced, serious tone, " Stop talking nonsense. That's enough. Time for bed . "

	Just hearing my mother 's " duplicitousness " , after all, all her reactions were real, I gritted my teeth with 3 points of self -doubt and 7 points of determination to fight for my last breath, and started to manipulate her quickly and forcefully again.

	Just like a flood that shattered a fortress of mud and sand , the safety of this plump and mature body could not be maintained for more than a few seconds, and it was floating around in disarray under the impact of the young man. However, each swaying and humming seemed to have a traceable pattern, which was chaotic but not scattered, following the physical desire and pleasure.

	　　" Hmm ... uh ... ah ..." Each of my mother's seductive moans was accompanied by the movement of her hips. Unfortunately, in the side-to-side position, no matter how hard I thrust, I still couldn't reach that soft mass of flesh deep inside. This made it even more necessary to keep pushing, just in case I did. If I didn't, it felt like my mother's feelings hadn't reached a higher level. Fortunately, my mother's vagina continued to contract and squeeze my cock, and the sticky feeling during intercourse seemed to be her pussy juice constantly leaking out.

	With every thrust, my lower abdomen hit my mother's plump, soft buttocks. The obscene slapping sounds appeared and disappeared from time to time, echoing continuously in the dark night. I was so immersed in the pleasure that I had forgotten the possible adverse effects of this sound. My mother's body kept shaking under my unfamiliar but reckless thrusts. Looking at the body of this mature adult both physically and mentally, who had a natural suppression on me, and being fucked unbearably by my tender and thin self, the fire of desire in my heart was poured with hot oil, burning my body and mind almost to the point of crackling.

	From the forbidden stimulation, the boy began to taste the satisfaction of men's natural deep pursuit in women .

	The touch of our bodies touching each other was not only soft, but also increasingly sticky. This might be because of the liquid oozing from my mother's vagina. But when I looked down closely, my mother's buttocks and the groove of the back hidden between our stuck bodies were all covered with a little water. The fan was not on, and we were exercising vigorously, so how could we not sweat? It was just that under the control of physiological pleasure, we ignored the stuffiness.

	The slight sweat soaked the mother 's skin, which looked delicate and smooth under the moonlight, and made her plump and slender figure look more graceful and lewd. After all, she was sucking her son's sexual organ under her buttocks.

	The slight sweat mixed with the scent of a mature woman's desire was intoxicating. My nostrils were full of strong feminine scent as I sniffed my mother's neck and hair. I couldn't help but support the bed with my forearms and raised my head, looking at my mother's face lying on her side. The long eyelashes under her closed eyes made the woman in sex more lively and pretty. " Ah ... ha ... hmm " , her nose and mouth alternated to emit charming moans, her pearly teeth and small tongue appeared in turn in her slightly open cherry lips, and then hid again because of the pursed lips, but her panting never stopped, making my mother seem very conflicted. It was hard to tell whether she was enduring the sound or indulging herself unconsciously.

	It is said that women are complicated animals. I deeply feel this at this moment. A good wife and mother like me would actually behave like this. Just this expression, that weak but seductive moan, contains rich emotions. No man can withstand it. I have no doubt about this.

	Although she is physically healthy and sensitive, it seems that every part of her body has a different struggling reaction, as if her own will cannot fully control the reactions of various parts of her body.

	Seeing such a mother, the boy no longer had any tenderness or gratitude towards her. He could only instinctively work hard, like a pile driver plowing deep into her vagina.

	My mother quickly noticed my gaze, which was too embarrassing. She moaned and buried her face further in the pillow. One hand tightly pulled the quilt beside her, and the other hand covered her mouth to prevent herself from making any sound, thinking that this would make the embarrassing moment pass quickly.

	Looking at my mother's hair, slightly wet with sweat, sticking to her flushed and maternal face, and her disordered breathing, I remembered that when we were busy farming together, my mother would stop to rest and show me this side of her. I was fascinated by it for a while, but I didn't have any obscene thoughts at the time. However, I also appreciated the charm of women to a certain extent.

	The mother often says in a coquettish tone, " Ah, am I that pretty ... Hurry up and do your thing, it's almost dark ..." , with the tenderness of a woman, but there is certainly no love between men and women in it, it is just to amuse her son; but I always feel that there is a sense of pride in a woman, no matter who the object is, at least it reflects that she has an outward appearance that attracts men, how can she not feel a little happy.

	At that time , I thought it was normal and didn’t understand the destructive power of such a mother. It didn’t matter. Now I can understand and appreciate everything, and I have gained more.

	But in the past, this expression represented hard work, but now it represents joy, enjoyment, and physical satisfaction.

	Now we no longer cultivate the land, but the fertile land on the mother's body has been plowed by her son. She also generously gives a pool of fertile water to her son. Isn't it natural to leave it to her son? This is the source of my excuse for the incest between mother and son.

	As if uncomfortably stared at, my mother raised her face, her peach-shaped eyes, shimmering with spring water, gleaming brightly . Her delicate face, rosy in the moonlight, looked delicate and charming, concealing many traces of age. Suppressing her shame and anger, she complained, " Um ... could you please stop looking? Hurry up , it's almost dawn ~ Ah hum ..." Then she " hid " her face again.

	　　Now, I no longer need to say with the innocent tone of a child, "Mom, you are so beautiful"; the hardness between my legs for her and the effort I put into drilling into the mother's vagina have already represented everything, and the crazy fascination is self-evident.

	Looking at her mature and beautiful face, my heart moved, and I whispered, " Mom, you are sweating ... Do you want to take off your shirt too ..." As I said that, I had already pinched the corner of her clothes.

	But she simply held my hand, her rejection clearly expressed.

	Perhaps because he was concentrating on observing, the amplitude of the penetration into the honey hole unconsciously became much smaller, but he could feel the tightness and smoothness of the cock going in and out of the mother's hole more and more. This woman who was so mature that she could drip wet easily, always had moisture in her ecstasy secret passage.

	　　Seeing that my mother didn't intend to take off her clothes, and it didn't seem to hinder my purpose, I put one hand into her clothes, followed her soft waist and abdomen, and touched the bottom of the underwear that wrapped her plump breasts. But before I could open it and hold her fat breasts, my mother pulled it off.

	She whispered, " Do n't move , finish it quickly and go to sleep . "

	Although the last line of defense has been broken, the mother may feel that if her breasts are exposed again, it will increase her sense of shame. Compared with the invisible lower part, the erect and soft sexual characteristics of her body are more obvious, and this cannot be exposed to her son again.

	Maybe it was because I had already ejaculated twice, or maybe it was because I was insatiable for stimulation, but this time, even though my physical and mental experience reached another peak, I seemed to be particularly persistent; in order to expand the stimulation and to help my mother feel more, I thought about kneading and caressing her pair of plump breasts.

	Because I gradually felt that if we continued with such " monotonous " manipulation, it would be difficult for both of us to reach the final stage of pleasure .

	But I was not discouraged, and I still did my homework perfunctorily. My cock was always in the hardest state, pressing on the tender flesh inside my mother's vagina, and helping her to clear the tight lower body cavity along the wetness.

	The hand that failed to touch the breast instead slid down to the mother's buttocks, stroking it. It was soft and smooth, and also filled with the feel. Then he kneaded and pressed it, feeling the tightness, elasticity and fullness of the buttocks. Finally, he even seemed to want to pry open half of her buttocks and spread her buttocks wider so that my cock could break through the obstruction of her plump buttocks and go deeper.

	Many times, I wanted to push her over and make her lie down completely with her round buttocks facing upwards.

	　　" Well ... Li Yuqing ... uh ... you ... you must touch something ... can't you just concentrate ?" , my mother reached around from behind and grabbed the forearm of my hand that was teasing her buttocks, panting, but not using any force at all, it was just a symbolic action, and also like an action of " encouragement " .

	Sometimes I really don't understand my mother's way of thinking. What kind of boundaries are there between each other? Touching my butt is nothing. How can she think it's my fault?

	　　I continued to thrust in and out, not letting go of the mature mother's buttocks, but her physiological reactions seemed to remain at a very faint level. Her moans, her confusion and her accommodating shaking were all much calmer. I suddenly felt a panic that I was powerless. What is this called? Am I getting worse the more I do it?

	As I spread her buttocks wider and wider and kneaded her buttocks harder and harder, I wished I could stuff my balls into her buttocks.

	Suddenly, there was a " bang " sound, and the knocking on the door sounded again! Like a terrible signal, my heart trembled, and I couldn't help but stop thrusting; my mother's delicate body stiffened, and the buttocks that had been opened a little closed instantly, exerting a clamping force on my rod.

	She first pressed my thigh, then slowly turned her head, her eyes wide open, a look of surprise, first looked at me, then looked towards the door.

	With another knock on the door, she seemed to tremble physically and mentally, and was even confused for a moment . When this perception dissipated, she raised her index finger to her lips, signaling me to stop messing around, and then she focused her attention on the door.

	My mother didn't move or say a word, but her pussy felt unusually tight, as if the flesh inside was twitching, invisibly stroking my cock, which gave me another kind of pleasure. I almost couldn't help but gasp, and my cock seemed to be struggling inside, jumping a few times, trying to break free from the squeeze of the pussy walls.

	However , under the tension, the boy's cock was still stuck in the mother's vagina, penetrating and expanding, which instead caused the mother's vagina to secrete a large amount of juice for lubrication. Looking down, the part of my rod exposed outside, the mother's buttocks crack, and the thick flesh crack penetrated by the male organ were all stained with clear white juice.

	A trail of water dripped down the back of my mother 's thigh, looking extremely obscene, which made me forget the danger outside the door for a moment.

	I really wanted to just ignore it and see how the mother, who was being fucked by her son, would react in this situation, when she was on the verge of being discovered by her father or even already realized what was happening. Just the thought of it made my body tremble, and I was shaking so much that I almost wanted to execute it in the next second.

	Maybe it was because my cock had inexplicably become unusually hard in my mother's vagina, or maybe it was because the incredible ideas I was brewing made my whole state obviously abnormal. My mother sensed all this, and she held my thighs tightly, shaking her head wildly, as if warning me not to do anything stupid.

	In the end, my reason overcame my impulse and I didn't act so boldly.

	When I stopped playing tricks, the knocking on the door became more and more rapid and impatient, " bang bang bang bang ~" , and my mother was also extremely irritated. Inside and outside the house, there was a restlessness in her own way. My mother's breathing became rapid, which was the breath of anger accumulated in her chest and then exhaled.

	She closed her eyes, and opened them again with a sharp look. This woman was already on the verge of exploding, and her body began to tremble violently. So, she gradually twisted her waist so that she could look at the door better. Even if she didn't plan to do anything, it seemed that this would prepare her for the next explosion.

	As her plump and slender waist twisted, she was unable to get rid of my lower body, and a part of her body was still inserted in it. The feeling of being wrapped in her flesh became extremely strong as she twisted, which made all my consciousness poured into my lower body. What happened outside the house had nothing to do with me, that was my mother's business.

	　　Now, her sweet buttocks are completely exposed, no longer hiding in the tightness of my lower abdomen. The unconventional arc and fullness make me dizzy, and it feels like there are electric currents running through my body.

	Suddenly, the mother turned her head sharply, her mouth moved, and her eyes gave a warning look, as if to say, " Do n't move ~" .

	But then her father 's voice finally rang out from outside the house , " Open the door ! Are you really that sound asleep ?" Only then did her mother turn her head back.

	She was still trying to hold back something, her facial muscles twitching, but her body had no intention of doing anything else.

	　　" Bang bang bang ~" , there was another round of knocking on the door like violent drumbeats. I felt that the door was about to fall apart, as if the walls were vibrating, and the aftershocks reached the edge of the bed.

	The mother 's forbearance had reached its limit, and she had already begun to support the bed with one hand ...

	But those wide hips were becoming more and more rounded before my eyes. I felt my blood boiling, an unprecedented impulse surging through my body.

	Amidst another series of " bang bang bang" knocks on the door, I held her waist and pushed my swollen cock, which was almost out of her vagina, back in. This time, I didn't feel the caress of the flesh walls, but I finally hit the almost invisible flesh core, and the rebound made my glans numb.

	the cover of the knocking on the door , the mother let out a muffled " Ah ..." without any suppression , her delicate buttocks shaking, and then she immediately covered her mouth with her hands.

	She turned her head to look at me, her eyes full of pleading, she shook her head bitterly, her eyelashes stained with resentment.

	But I was unmoved . I took a deep breath and pulled out slowly. She held my arm and patted it gently, as if she really thought I would go out, and seemed to be encouraging me.

	But as soon as the glans left the entrance of the vagina, it was inserted back heavily along the wet and hot vagina, leaving no gap. There was no sound of flesh colliding, only the ripples of her buttocks that could not be suppressed by her buttocks.

	　　" Hmm ..." The muffled groan was suppressed. A hand pinched my arm hard, and the nails almost dug into my flesh. It hurt for a while, but I could bear it.

	The mother's legs were trembling, and the tiny beads of sweat on her exposed skin seemed to have solidified and become cold because her body was fighting against something. They gathered on the groove of the lumbar vertebrae, slid down on her thighs and buttocks, and her skin seemed to be stained with oil, which was delicious and tempting, making people's mouth dry.

	But I didn't dare thrust violently. Loss of consciousness and impulsiveness have their limits. I simply moved slowly in and out, seeming to feel the liveliness of the tender flesh within my mother's vagina even more. I felt a warmth and wetness enveloping me tightly. My mother's private parts were so soft, so tight, like a small mouth, gently sucking me. The tender flesh within her vagina was beyond her control, and every contraction and wriggling within it brought me waves of tingling pleasure.

	　　" Hmm ..." Mom moaned softly , her body trembling slightly. Then, fearing I might continue to act recklessly, she turned back, grasping my arm, her eyes moist as she shook her head pitifully.

	　　" I'll grab some things and leave. Wait for me over there, do you hear me? " , accompanied by a few knocks on the door, the father's words rang out again outside the door, but this time he didn't seem so manic, which could be determined from the knocks.

	Even so, the mother wanted to say something back. Her patience had reached its limit on some level; but because of the huge stimulation in her body, she held back. Perhaps she was afraid that once she opened her mouth, it would be accompanied by suggestive moans and groans, so she had to continue covering her mouth tightly.

	　　She was speechless in her rebuke of her son's misbehavior, and unable to break free, she could only twist her waist and shake her hips in an attempt to break free. However, it seemed to me that her movements were slow and gentle, as if she were testing and tempting me. The tender flesh of her vagina was constantly gripping my cock. I slowly thrust in and out, feeling waves of pleasure that spread through my body like an electric current. I almost let out a low roar, my body trembling violently. Our junction became even more moist, and her honey, like a gap in a riverbank that could not be blocked, gushed out in a trickle, changing from warm to icy cold. I couldn't tell what the liquid was.

	She let out a soft moan, her body curled up a bit, and raised her legs almost to the height of her hips, as if this could hide her physical feelings and seal the seductive sounds lingering between her lips and tongue. She buried her face in the pillow, pressing the thick pillow into an extreme flatness.

	Seeing my mother 's reaction, I suddenly remembered that I had a chance to do more, so I lay my head back, put one hand under her vest, and neatly lifted the lower edge of her chest, holding the plump breasts that I had been coveting for a long time. Of course, one hand could not hold one, but as I moved around, I touched and squeezed both breasts. The strange thing is that this time, my mother no longer had any resistance, perhaps she felt it was useless?

	　　The soft and big breasts were fully held in my hands, as if the plump breast flesh would overflow from between my fingers at any time, and I wanted to greedily hold all the breast flesh in my palms and not let a single bit leak out.

	When I felt the buds against my palms becoming more and more firm and elastic , my mischievous interest came out again. I gently flicked her nipples with my fingers, causing her whole body to tremble like a sieve.

	I smiled triumphantly and pinched my mother's nipples with my thumb and index finger, kneading them gently, feeling them swell and harden. Then I stretched my palms as wide as possible and pressed the two erect and hard nipples onto my thumb and middle finger, massaging them.

	Even though I was concentrating on playing with this pair of plump breasts and neglecting the thrusting of my lower body, I could hear my mother's breathing becoming more and more obvious and rapid, and I could feel the heat coming out of her vagina penetrated by my cock becoming warmer and warmer.

	My mother's breathing became heavier, and the hand that had been holding my forearm now stroked my buttocks, moving with the throbbing of my lower body. I couldn't tell if she was following my thrusts or helping me. It made me dizzy, but what was even more exciting was that in this scene, my mother was still feeling pleasure, still partially indulged. It made me feel that her body was at its most coquettish, healthy, and full of feminine charm. So I completely stopped pumping into her vagina, letting the excitement flow through my body and mind, my hands still rubbing my breasts and the grapes on the nipples with my fingertips.

	At this moment , my father outside the door muttered something and then fell silent.

	My mother, who was enduring the physical stimulation , was naturally extremely sensitive to changes in the environment. She shook her head, freeing her face from the pillow. She first looked in the direction of the door, then slowly turned her face to meet my gaze. In an instant, her calm expression turned into resentment, and her eyes seemed to be crying, as if she wanted to stab me.

	She said nothing . Seeing this frightened me, I didn't know what to do. In a panic, I actually thrust forward again, grinding the flesh core deep inside her. " Hmm ..." Mother frowned, then widened her eyes in disbelief.

	She bit her lower lip, her eyes saying, " You 're crazy! " but she didn't dare utter a word. The burning heat inside her vagina sent the sensation of my cock back to my brain, sending the command to release my desire. So I tightened my grip on her breasts a little ... and began a seemingly monotonous in-and-out movement. " Hmm ..." Mother let out a cry of pain.

	I naturally assumed that my father had sat back on the sofa and didn't have to worry about any restricted movements that followed.

	Just as we were about to thrust again , an even louder crash echoed above us! So close! It was the window, the balcony window. My heart seemed to clench at the sound. The window had more cracks, so it would shake, making the sound even more chaotic and piercing. " Bang ... clang ~" A few more bangs followed. It was clear that my father had reached the window, which was indeed closer to the bed, and closer to the person on it. It was here that I had once witnessed my parents' intimacy, clearly seeing my mother's charming and mature beauty, lost in the pleasure of desire.

	However, my mother 's vagina was incredibly tight, the flesh within it trembling, and filled with suction. Her buttocks and thighs trembled violently with the walls of her vagina, and the hand covering her mouth trembled so much that it almost gave up. Besides the incredible pressure, there was also a powerful suction. My cock felt as if my soul was being sucked away, drawn into her deepest depths. I felt my soul gradually being torn into pieces, and all worldly concerns vanished.

	I looked at the curtains in front of me, and it seemed that I could clearly depict my father 's figure. It seemed that he was watching the shameful and incestuous relationship between the mother and son on the bed with cold eyes. But at the same time, a deeper desire for taboo stimulation gradually emerged. I was simply not knowing whether to live or die. I might as well see how my mother would react when and after the incident was exposed, and how her sensitive body, her normal body with desires, would react.

	I resisted the trembling and sucking feeling inside my mother's body, slowly pushed my cock out, and then thrust it back in quickly and forcefully, reaching the core of her flesh, pressing her lower body tightly without leaving any gap. I almost jumped up and poked her honey pot.

	　　" Ah ..." Mother raised her head, her eyes rolling up in the complex pleasure of this special scene. Her moan was more emotional and more pleasant than ever before, making my bones go weak. Her legs trembled, but they also pressed together even more. The slit and the flesh seemed to be squeezed together again, making it difficult for my cock to move.

	Isn’t my father in front of the window? This time, will he not hear this sound? Just when I feel that after the joy at this moment is over, I am about to slide into hell.

	It felt like a long time had passed, but in reality it was just a moment.

	　　After the charming cry of " Ah hum ..." , my mother continued with more words, connecting them together, " Ah hum ... Li ... Li XX..." , her anger was forced, she seemed to want to call out my name at first, or she called out my father's name,

	　　" Hmm ... Li XX... What's wrong with you ... Ah ~" When I realized my mother's quick thinking, I twitched again, turning her ending into a seductive sound.

	My father 's voice rang out, as if in front of the two of us, actually, in a dull voice, " I thought you were really sleeping so soundly ~ Oh, you didn't open the door after I called you for a long time ... "

	My mother turned her head and looked at me, begging for mercy like never before, her hand on my lower abdomen, shaking her head repeatedly. I didn't think any more, just wanting more physical and mental stimulation. I thrust back and forth again, scraping the fleshy walls of her vagina and penetrating her core.

	My mother didn't say a word and turned her head back, but she bent half of the pillow at the speed of light and pressed her face against it. This time, even the flesh at the entrance of her vagina was trembling along with her lower abdomen and thighs. There was more and more water, as if it would never stop, but my cock occupied all the outlets and it could not be released. It was like a flood blocked by sandbags. Although the outside was calm, once there was a gap, it would be devastating.

	The suction force deep inside was getting stronger and stronger, and I was about to collapse. I always felt that this experience this night was not enough, and there could be more, so I suppressed the pleasure and wanted to go out to relax ... So I tried to pull out the rod that was deeply stuck in the swamp of the honey pot, but it seemed to be tightly entangled by the honey pot, and the flesh wall seemed to be integrated with my cock. The withdrawal movement pulled on the flesh, and my cock was also being pulled.

	　　At this time, my father said impatiently, " It's urgent, open the door quickly and let me get something ." After that , he knocked on the window a few times.

	I tried again to pull out my cock by struggling with the wet flesh of my mother's pussy, but this action made my mother tremble, and her legs crossed uneasily as she trembled.

	Her rapid breathing seemed to be about to burst out through the pillow, and the pillow seemed to be about to be pierced by her face.

	When my glans had struggled to reach the entrance of her vagina and was about to escape, my mother suddenly pressed down on my buttocks with one hand. She didn't use much force, but she was clearly pressing down! At this moment, my brain was completely deprived of oxygen. As if possessed by some unknown force, I inserted the entire hard cock back into her vagina. As soon as it touched the center of the flower, I quickly fucked it back and forth several times.

	Unable to contain herself any longer, my mother threw the pillow aside. " What are you trying to get so quickly ?! " Her voice trembled at the end, taking on a sob. It sounded like she was extremely dissatisfied and accusing her husband, with a particularly bitter and mournful tone. At the same time, her lower abdomen, buttocks, vaginal flesh, and even her slit began to shake violently, from aftershocks to full force. Her plump legs were so tight that the bed creaked with anxiety. My cock could hardly contain the heat in her body, urging it to burst forth.

	final moan shattered my consciousness. The psychological stimulation alone drained all my strength. I pulled completely out of her vagina. As I collapsed, I accidentally hit one of her thighs, righting her body. I then collapsed between her legs, ready to gasp for air, when she suddenly cried out again, " Wu … um … Li XX, are you still thinking about gambling with your money ? Oh ~" Her voice trembled, and before I could even register her reaction, several streams of heat sprayed across my lower abdomen, dripping onto the bed. It wasn't hot, but it burned me, body and soul. I looked up in shock.

	The mother 's vest was stained with water, even sticking to her flesh, as if her body was wet. Her eyes were numb and blank, as if she had really experienced crying, and her eyes were red and swollen. Her hair stuck to her cheeks, making her look even more fragile after being ruthlessly whipped.

	But the tears, in another form , gushed from another part of her body onto her son's lower abdomen, and uncontrollably sprayed onto her own body ...

	　　This little vest that got particularly wet has become a scene I will never forget.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 62

	For a moment , I felt that I would be the most steadfast ascetic in the world, as if all the immoral thoughts and passion were brutally torn apart. Although it had not yet been ejaculated, and although the boy's sinful penis was still stained with water, it was still as hard as iron in the air and would jump uncontrollably.

	But everything that is happening at the moment is far beyond what a young man can cope with. At this moment, I wish I could turn into dust and disappear from the world so that I can face all this.

	Outside the window was his father . Judging from his reaction, he probably wouldn't have guessed that something shocking and incestuous had happened in the room. In front of him, on the bed, was his mother's plump and mature body, slightly twitching, with her lower body exposed. It seemed as if for a moment, she no longer cared about what was happening outside, letting her body react as it pleased. To put it strangely, she seemed to be " relaxed " .

	My eyes inevitably focused on the private area that had experienced intense exercise. The purple-red and brown labia bulged outward in an awkward way due to congestion and prolonged squeezing by the man's sexual organs; the usually hidden labia minora now poked out, also drooping due to squeezing, and were stuck to the labia majora by white fluid, looking pitiful and ridiculous.

	The entrance to the vagina had closed a lot because the boy's cock was pulled out, but it was not yet tightly closed. The thick vaginal fluid and white liquid were still flowing out slowly as the vagina breathed; the vaginal fluid and white liquid that were previously squeezed out by my cock were smeared everywhere on the entrance to the vagina, the labia majora and minora, the wrinkles on the anus, and the roots of the thighs. The hair on the mons pubis was also wet, and the wet places were in clumps, and the dry places were covered with white spots. This made people imagine that this must have been splashed during the process, or left by my cock hitting it, otherwise, why would the mons pubis be so wet.

	The entire private area of the mother is like petals wet by rain, moist but still maintaining tenacious vitality. In my perception, this is a kind of toughness of mature women, full of unique feminine vitality. When men see this scene, they think they have control over everything and conquered everything. In fact, this is not your victory. I feel that she, it, can still accept it.

	A strange scent washed over my nose, like the scent of my mother 's fertile vagina, mingling with that strange moisture and a hint of sweat, the ethereal fragrance of a mature woman. I can't describe the smell, but it never repulses me. It's fishy, rancid, sweet, and hot. It's just that strange. My nose picks up the heat of her moisture and the warmth of her vagina. The heat fades, and the strange smell dissipates with it, leaving only the sweaty, feminine odor.

	I was dizzy, as if I had lost control of my body. I slowly reached out my hand to my lower abdomen, and my fingers were stuck with the water marks and residual liquid. The touch was too normal, just like clear water, but thinking of its source would make one's scalp tingle ... But what was surprising was that the mother in such a state could still suddenly realize something, or maybe she knew her son too well, she didn't even need to turn her head to know my intentions, she pulled over the poor tool quilt without any hesitation, and between the two of us was more my lower abdomen, which she rubbed and threw aside, and all the residue disappeared.

	I was slightly stunned, half awake in a state of confusion, and looked at my mother. I can only say that this woman, in her unusual state, was so complex she bordered on a split personality . She was slightly curled up, sobbing softly and twitching softly. Her expression seemed to shift constantly as I watched, momentarily filled with immense sorrow, because of what her husband had done outside the window, and perhaps also because of her son's ruthless behavior. At this moment, her face finally made me feel the unbearable sense of time, as if life had been intensified by many helpless things.

	But her eyes were clearly hollow, a result of a physiological reaction, stained with a layer of water. Her hair clung to her cheeks, her blush uneven. The tail end of her sobs was an irrepressible allure, as if she tried hard to control it but couldn't shake it off. This side of her gave her a sense of relief and joy. Her face was a beauty beyond her age, and the traces of time only added to her charm. Two faces tugged at her.

	Even so, after throwing away the quilt, she was still able to " split " a trace of anger from these emotions . She turned her head, her watery eyes full of resentment, and stared at her son with heavy breathing and lightly biting her lower lip.

	But I did n't express my guilt and apology in vain. This attitude made her even more angry. She pinched my thigh hard and twisted it with more force. The pain rushed straight to my brain nerves, and I couldn't even scream. When I almost couldn't hold back the pain, she kicked me aside with her knee.

	　　At that moment, I had no idea that my father was right outside the window, so close to us. I was about to shout out according to my natural reaction, but then I felt her warning gaze as cold as a sword. I endured it and quickly rubbed the " wound " myself .

	But after rolling to the side and sitting on the bed, my still erect cock seemed to be more clearly exposed, deliberately dangling in front of my mother's eyes, and shaking and jumping a few times in a domineering manner. My mother's body stiffened for a moment, and her eyes became indescribably complicated. She turned her head away and continued to sob, mainly with sadness, as if she was thinking of more desperate things, and her mood was even more depressed than before.

	There was a strange feeling that the father outside the window seemed to be " cooperating " with the mother 's various reactions. During this short period of time, he did not make a sound or knock on the window.

	When the mother " returned " to that state , the noisy window rattling began again.

	It seemed that the mother's emotional struggle had reached its limit. Without waiting a moment, she roared in a low and sad voice, " Get out! Get out of here ! Do n't bother me! "

	I was horrified when I heard this , as if my worried heart had finally received such feedback.

	My father 's movements must have stopped. He should have been able to hear the desperate cry, and it seemed that he swallowed back the rough words he was about to say.

	But after my mother finished yelling, she turned around and looked at me. Her eyes were a little tearful, and her face gave people the feeling that she was like a delicate flower that finally couldn't withstand the heavy rain, the wind and the rain, and fell completely to the ground. The fallen petals were ruthless, and they were unwilling to turn into nutrients. They resented everything.

	My father seemed to have left this window.

	But I couldn't leave, even though I really wanted to escape. Being in the same room with my mother was like being thrown into a furnace of torture. I would gradually collapse and my soul would be scattered.

	my mother could even react, I had already calmly put on my shorts, ignoring my underwear, thinking I'd just take it with me to wash. But my lower abdomen was throbbing with pain because I hadn't yet released my last load.

	It seemed that as my father walked away, my mother's strange emotions and reactions also slowed down. She turned around and looked at me expressionlessly. I trembled physically and mentally, as if I had moved back half an inch on the bed.

	When she stretched out her hand, I was scared again. I always felt that she would treat me cruelly. There was nothing I could do because I was always guilty. Fortunately, she just grabbed her underwear and shorts and put them on one by one, without caring about any marks on them or whether they were comfortable or not.

	The rustling movements of her dressing seemed to scare me. Although she didn't touch me, I still dodged to the side and dared not breathe. It seemed that as long as I stayed away and made less noise, it would not arouse her plans, like covering my ears and stealing the bell.

	But after all this, where else could she go? Her legs barely touched the ground when she stopped mid-stride, her hands gripping the edge of the bed. The situation was obvious, and I didn't need to ask for confirmation. Firstly, how could she still be in the mood to go out and confront her father? Or perhaps she didn't want to see him at all. Secondly, what if my father came in? He might not suspect anything outrageous, but the marks on the bed ... were indelible. As someone who had experienced this, the probability of him noticing everything that had happened was very high.

	If I can think of these things, how could a mother who is more meticulous and thoughtful not think of them?

	Unable to send me away, and unable to go out herself, the situation suddenly became difficult.

	Looking at her figure whose thoughts were impossible to guess, I really wanted to say something, but I held back.

	The silent waiting dispelled the initial oppressive heat. I wondered if it was an illusion, but Mother turned back to look at me several times, but she didn't say anything. She looked up again, exhaled a long sigh, and then slowly lowered her head, grabbing the sheets with both hands, sometimes gently rubbing them.

	I shrank my body, which seemed to give me a sense of security and control. Otherwise, I would still feel like I was floating in the air, afraid that I would fall to the ground at any time.

	The mother bent her waist slightly, then lowered her head, and supported her forehead with her hands on her thighs. It seemed that she was not thinking or taking a nap in this position.

	I don't know how long it took, but she half-turned around again, showed me her side, and said softly, " Don't go out yet ~" .

	I nodded , feeling relieved at the same time. At least in the short term, she wouldn't do anything to me. Never mind. I'll just have to wait until I land safely tonight .

	In my heart, the dreaded consequence was never my father or anyone else finding out about what had happened to us. It was always my mother's condition and how she would react to me. The dreaded outcome was the complete severance of our parent-child relationship. Even after committing so many sinister acts, I still longed for a normal mother-son relationship. When I subtly sensed that this wasn't happening yet, I had to relax.

	Looking at her with her back to me, she slightly lowered her waist, so that the hem of her vest was pulled to her waist, revealing half of her smooth waist. She sat down with her legs together, and the division from her waist to her lower body was more obvious, the arc expanded, and the curve was particularly obvious in the moonlight. Her buttocks wrapped in thin shorts were as round as a ripe peach. Half of her thighs were on the bed, and the other half extended far out of the bed. They were round and agile, and made me feel particularly long, as if they were extended exaggeratedly; the skin on her waist and long thighs looked so smooth in the night that people could not help but want to reach out and touch them.

	My throat tightened uncontrollably , but I didn't ejaculate in the end. My sexual desire was always there, but it was hidden by some unexpected situations.

	I don't know when the sinful root that had " cooled down " showed signs of rising again. But at such a distance, even my mother, no matter how perceptive, couldn't detect my resurgent evil thoughts. I couldn't immediately do whatever I wanted, so it wasn't too intense. I even thought about " escaping " this absurd night and then ejaculating on my own.

	　　At this time, the sound of " bang ~" rang out again. Not to mention my mother, even I wondered if I was hallucinating. I never thought that my father could be so stubborn. Wasn't his " reaction " just now obviously calm?

	My mother supported herself on the bed and slowly straightened up suspiciously, her head tilted towards the door. Before that, she turned back and looked at me, as if reminding me to be aware of the current situation.

	It seems that we are not hallucinating. There were a few more " bang bang bang " sounds, and my mother's body was shocked. So was I, but I didn't have as many thoughts as she did. After all, she was the only one who could deal with the current situation.

	However , the father's voice outside was not so aggressive, and even had a hint of negotiation, " Is it so difficult to open the door ? I'll leave in a moment and won't disturb your sleep ~" .

	The mother's body just rose and fell sharply, breathing heavily, she did not respond, or did not know how to respond. No matter how reluctant she was, she had to open the door and talk to him face to face, but because of some things, she could not do so.

	So, she turned around and glared at me fiercely. Her eyes were colder than the moonlight. The fullness of her chest rose and fell with her breathing. She looked like she wanted to use a cane to vent her anger.

	　　" Hurry up ! They're waiting for me over there !" The father continued, unaware of how irritating his mother was. This wasn't just about continuing to gamble in the dead of night; it was also about adding to the day's gambling . The anxiety was overwhelming. To put it bluntly, it was like listening to a loved one rushing to their death, rushing to not only their own death but also their entire family.

	My mother leaped to her feet, and I felt the bed shake. Without a trace of caution, she dragged her slippers across the floor and stomped to the door. As if in revenge, or perhaps to vent a night of pent-up emotion, she slammed it first. Everything froze for my father outside. I can imagine him froze for a moment.

	　　" Click " , my mother turned on the light again, and the orange light filled the room. I rubbed my eyes and tried to adjust myself. It was as if my mother was declaring completely that she was sober and knew what my father intended, but she just couldn't do it as he wished.

	Her hand was on the door handle, and she stopped halfway through twisting it . Instead, she said with resentment and anger, " Li XX , don't think I don't know what you want to do ~ You will die if you don't gamble for one night ~ "

	My father was exposed. Of course, this was already tacitly known, but everyone would be a little hesitant to directly respond to their own bad habits, especially when facing a woman with the personality of my mother. He knew that he would never be right.

	" resistance " over there . After a while, he managed to utter, " I'm lucky tonight ... I win ... I'm winning ." The following few words were obviously lacking in confidence.

	The mother laughed in anger, as if she had heard the most outrageous boast in her life. She gritted her teeth and yelled, " Li XX, do you think I'm an idiot? You need to come back to get the money after winning . "

	　　" Also, where did the 13,000 yuan in the Agricultural Bank passbook go? You said you would use it to help my younger brother build a house. You kept promising me that . Now what about you? " The mother almost roared at the end .

	I thought of the passbook that had a great emotional impact on my mother. It didn’t matter who the money in it came from. What mattered was that it made my mother feel very upset.

	My father was silent for a while, and then he said, " I ... I will deposit it back for you when the time comes, don't worry ~" .

	The mother turned her head back and forth, her wide-open eyes seemed to scan everything in front of her, and every word she said was spewed towards the door, " If I believe even a tenth of what the gambler says , it will be worse than life imprisonment . "

	　　" Don't even think about taking money from home again. If you have the ability, just borrow it from others and I won't care about you . "

	　　The couple confronted and argued with each other through the door. For the mother, perhaps such a close distance could more strongly express her resistance, which was far better than just lying in bed and yelling from time to time.

	Looking at my mother standing in front of the door, she looked extremely anxious and uncalm, as if every part of her body was expressing irritability, and " scolding " my father , the feeling of being a little woman in the family became more and more prominent. She had a certain majesty, but also felt helpless because of the constraints of life, reality and this incompetent husband. The coquettishness under the control of physiology faded away, but her plump figure and the attractive parts covered by thin cloth could not be hidden by her.

	　　Seeing this contrasting image of her, my lust grew even stronger. The stronger my feelings towards her as a decent woman, the more taboos I felt, and it just tickled my heart. I couldn't even hear what they were saying. I watched my mother scratching her head, her hair falling down again, her alluring body trembling as she yelled and scolded me. There was only one voice in my head.

	My legs kicked like a dying frog, trying to stand. Now the thought was becoming increasingly absurd. I pressed down on my swollen, hard cock, and a rush of blood rushed through my head. Just go for it. I'd already done it so many times before. The important thing was, my mother was the one who was holding the line for everything in this situation, so I might as well do it for her.

	My mother cursed in my ears, " I have never seen anyone as crazy about gambling as you, Li XX . You are more addicted than taking cocaine . " But as soon as she finished speaking, my mother was startled and glared at me with anger.

	Silently, I had actually come to my mother's side.

	But she still felt strange and looked at me with a frown. My father's voice came from outside the door, " There is no time to talk so much. It will be fine tonight. Open the door quickly and get me something ~" .

	My mother glared at me fiercely, then gestured for silence. Then, looking at the door, she scolded, " I don't have a penny ! You lost it all !" It wasn't a harsh remark, but it was thick with anger. Her scent seemed to grow stronger after she said it, filling my nose. Her proud breasts rose and fell before my eyes, their fullness and roundness accentuated by her crossed arms. Then, helplessly, she closed her eyes.

	She may not have noticed that her son's breath was getting hotter and hotter. I seemed to be able to see through the thick door and see his father outside. A sense of transgression made the child bolder.

	My fair, slender, and tender child's hand covered my mother's sweet buttocks. The warmth was transmitted from the thin cloth to the palm of my hand. My mother's body paused, and it seemed that the suffocating and angry mood caused by the " confrontation and argument " with my father disappeared in an instant, and was replaced by another kind of shock. There was a hint of surprise in her eyes, and then deep anger, and her face suddenly became ugly, and she was at a loss whether to laugh or cry.

	She gritted her teeth and shook off my hand, but it was immediately covered back. She looked at me with angry eyes and nodded, as if warning me not to do anything stupid.

	My father continued, " Use it first, and I'll give it back to you when I have it. Trust me, if you miss tonight, you really won't have another chance. The boss over there has left. "

	At this time, touching her butt was just to show my " attitude " . Then I moved behind my mother impatiently and rashly , and pounced on her. I hugged her soft waist and pressed my whole body against her plump body. My hard cock rubbed against her butt through her pants, as if I urgently needed an outlet.

	I pressed my head and face against her back and neck, smelling the mature scent of her body mixed with a little sweat, which made my consciousness almost blur.

	Of course, my mother struggled hard to a limited extent. Her sweet buttocks seemed to be twisting, as if the swelling under my crotch was burning her. She kept dodging, and used her arms and back to push back to try to break free and push my body away.

	In desperation, she shouted angrily, " You 're crazy !" , which actually shocked her father 's chattering. I couldn't tell who she was talking to.

	　　" Trust me this time ..." As if he knew that this was of no use, the father added, " If you don't open the door, I will pry it open ~" .

	I put one arm around my mother's waist, leaving a little space between us and her body, and the other hand climbed up her pants, obviously going to pull them down. I didn't plan to pull anything else. This was a rare opportunity, so I went straight to the point.

	My mother desperately tried to pry my hand from her waist, tilting her head to the side, her face darkening as she shouted, " How dare you! " Such a conversation was simply too much to handle. How could my father have imagined this wasn't meant for her?

	Her body was shaking, but it wasn't a feeling of dissipated strength, but rather a feeling of concentrated strength. To be honest, my body wasn't much stronger than my mother's, and I needed to divide my strength to deal with different parts of my body. If she attacked suddenly, it would be difficult for me to achieve anything.

	I became " rational " and stood up straight, leaned close to her ear and said in a barely audible voice, " Mom , do n't move , be careful not to let Dad know . I won't do anything wrong . "

	Her body stopped shaking. With helplessness and frustration, unwilling to be " threatened " , she lowered her head , glanced at the exaggerated tent on my pants, and then gave me a questioning look, as if asking, " What does this mean ? "

	I suppressed my breath and whispered again in her ear, " I can't stand it anymore ... I'll just take a look, okay, Mom ... soon. " Each word seemed to be uttered without passing through the vocal cords, carrying with it a burning breath, which reached my mother's ears and cheeks. It seemed that this heat also infected my mother. Her face gradually turned red because of the heat, and her lips trembled. She seemed to want to say something but didn't dare to make a sound, for fear of disturbing my father.

	　　" Is it fun to waste time like this ? If you don't open the door, I will wake up Li Yuqing and everyone else and tell them that something happened to you in there ~" .

	　　I was stunned when I heard this, and even stopped trying to pull down my mother's pants.

	My mother gave me a complicated look, and then shouted to the door in panic, " Do n't be crazy ~ ah ~" . The last word had a different kind of nervous ending. It was not a painful panic, but an insecurity of not being able to control what would happen next, and the possibility of losing control at any time.

	Because I had already started half bending over and half squatting, I slowly pulled down my mother's shorts with trembling hands.

	　　This was a " temporary " thought , because I felt that this scene was very exciting. Under the clear light, my mother was standing, and my head was facing her broad and plump buttocks. It temporarily absorbed all my attention. I " intentionally " slowed down the movement of pulling up my pants, looking at the vague buttocks that buried people's reason, and the buttocks line gradually emerging. My breathing was trembling. I was greedy for the feeling of this alluring scenery gradually revealing itself, and my movements became slower, as if tearing off the protective film of the treasure I had dreamed of.

	　　Now, I made no move to restrain my mother, but she didn't seem to be resisting either. Slightly surprised, I half-stepped out of the way and glanced up. As if by telepathy, my mother's gaze met mine, and the moment she made contact, she jumped away like a frightened deer. Biting her lip, her face red as blood, she forced a gasp and said vaguely to the door, " Don't ... don't do this, I'm warning you ~" There was a hint of panic, a hint of sternness underneath. I wondered if my father had heard it. Before my father could even speak, my mother had already spoken first .

	As if worried her father wouldn't understand she was " addressing him , " she added, " Li XX , " or rather, a name. The gap between her words and the previous one was a bit long, making it seem rather abrupt. But her father, preoccupied with the anxiety and excitement of getting the money and turning the tables, must have heard his mother's tone soften , anticipating victory , and he probably wouldn't have given it much thought.

	　　" Then let me in , " said my father in a deep voice.

	Mother shook her head, as if Father could actually see. Her legs began to tremble slightly.

	　　Just looking at this sweet butt at close range, even though she was still wearing clothes, made my blood boil. With her panties attached, my fingers hooked into the fabric of her lower body. The fabric slid across her skin, bringing out heat and moisture. Her plump buttocks were almost completely exposed, like a piece of jelly being peeled off its packaging, shaking a few times in the air; but the first thing I noticed was her black panties, which were wet and stuck to her shorts, and the crotch was damp, as if it had just been separated from some wet place, and it was still shining with water under the light. This pair of panties had endured too much tonight. It should have been taken off duty long ago, but for some reason, my mother put it on again, and I couldn't tell whether the moisture on it was new or old.

	I licked my tongue . A man's unique oral desire was extremely strong in this scene.

	I don't know when, but my mother had been leaning against the door with her hands folded, her head resting on her hands, her waist inadvertently lowered a little, and her butt raised a little, as if to cooperate with the action of me pulling down her pants so that I could see more clearly; but she hid her face, and only her heavy, disordered breathing and trembling body proved that she felt everything.

	Finally , the flesh-colored shorts rolled up with the black underwear fell to the mother's ankles, looking extremely obscene. Looking up, the slender and round legs were slightly apart, until the slightly raised round buttocks, the white buttocks skin was smooth like silk, and the buttocks groove was deep and attractive. Under the light, the figure was delicate and warm, the Creator's beautiful praise for women, and the small clothes on the ankles were the result of human's own obscene creation. , when they appear at the same time, it foreshadows that human’s primitive desires have prevailed.

	I had crouched far enough down that I could finally focus my gaze on her thighs. At first, I couldn't see anything, just a patch of brown, a vast expanse of flesh separated from her buttocks. Her private area seemed utterly damp, glistening under the light. A strong odor filled my nostrils, a mixture of sweat and the scent of a woman's private parts, sweet and fishy with a hint of sour, like overripe fruit. My throat tightened, and the thing in my pants ached with a hardness.

	But after a long time, his father became puzzled and shouted, " Why are you not talking anymore? Are you pretending to be asleep again ? "

	I swallowed hard, my breath hitting that slit of flesh, but before I could move, one of my mother's hands came down, frantically and chaotically touching and kneading my head. I couldn't make out what she meant.

	So I used my hands to pull apart the underside of her buttocks, revealing the fertile ravine more fully and opening the slit even further. The wet flesh reluctantly broke free from its adhesion, tangled with a thread of water like egg white, revealing a small amount of bright red, tender flesh within. It seemed that I was the only one watching, and the contraction deep inside was transmitted to the entrance of her vagina, causing the tender flesh at the entrance to wriggle slightly. It was almost difficult for me to breathe.

	My father knocked on the door.

	But my mother did not respond to my father first. She lowered her head and glared at me. Her blushing face made her look completely without dignity. Then she turned her head, not facing me or the door, with a side profile. Her words were no longer as angry as they were at the beginning. Her blush betrayed her extreme embarrassment. " Do n't come in ... Don't mess around. Ah ..."

	she could finish her sentence , I looked at her naked lower body. Her buttocks were so full that they seemed to be overflowing. From behind, her private area was not very hairy, and it was wet and stuck to the skin of her buttocks. When I felt it part a little, the exposed flesh squirmed a little, and then seemed to be hiding. I couldn't help myself and leaned in and kissed it. The skin in the buttocks was soft and firm. When I kissed her private area, my mother shuddered as soon as my lips touched it. " Ah , " a moan seamlessly connected with her previous words. Fortunately, the muffled moan was suppressed by her fist against her lips.

	I only felt that sound because I was watching her reaction. As my mother's legs trembled, my tongue touched that wet spot. A salty taste mixed with a hint of fishy smell rushed into my nose, but the saltiness quickly dissipated. It wasn't like I was disgusted by the strong smell. Besides, no matter what the smell was, it would only make me excited.

	My technique was not very good, so I could only lick it randomly. I felt that my mouth was gathering more and more moisture, I didn't know if it was saliva or the honey from her private parts, but my mother seemed to be unable to bear it. Her buttocks were shaking back and forth, and her hands were pressing on my head weakly. Her trembling thighs were exerting pressure on my cheeks and head. The fat and soft flesh between her thighs was warm, but the skin of her buttocks on both sides was cold when pressed against my face. As a result, the fishy smell became more and more clearly perceptible due to the temperature difference.

	I buried my head in my mother's private area and felt there was no space for air circulation, so I left for a while, breathing heavily, breathing in the strong private scent of a woman, and the breath from my nose and mouth sprayed on that piece of flesh unscrupulously; when my tongue and mouth stopped messing around in her honey pot, my mother realized that it seemed "time " to respond to my father again. My mother held back her breathing and groans, but I had clearly left her sensitive parts, but that hand was still moving around on my head, and I couldn't tell whether it was to stop or to encourage. This action seemed to be unnecessary for her to confirm again that my head was in her private area.

	As if diving , I took a breath, stretched out my tongue, and stuck it to the middle of the flesh again. At this moment, my mother's hand mercilessly grabbed my hair and rubbed it randomly. Her voice became gentle, as if she was sighing, " It's useless for you to come in ... ah ... well ... you have no money , right ..." The ordinary words were mixed with a charming hum , which was a good cover-up. , and also made me feel a strange kind of immoral excitement.

	Under normal circumstances, others would definitely find it strange to hear such a tone, but with a door between them, the ripples of suppressed pleasure might be blocked.

	At this moment, I felt that my father was a big fool. He knew nothing and was only concerned about his gambling business. " Where is that envelope ~ "

	　　" Hmph ~ I don't know what you are talking about. You have never seen an envelope before , " the mother said with a wet moan.

	I folded my tongue in half, rolled it up like a strip, and pushed it against the entrance to her vagina. The cleft of her buttocks prevented my face from completely touching her, so my tongue couldn't penetrate deeply. But my mother remained sensitive. Every word she spoke was not merely a rebuke, but rather a rhythm of physical stimulation. Her hand, instead of grasping randomly, shifted to pressing down on my head, plunging deeper.

	Under my tender stimulation, the tender flesh hole in my mother 's pink pussy actually began to contract rhythmically, as if my tongue was my cock pumping in and out of her pussy. Drops of white juice flowed down the crack of the flesh hole, gathered on the petals and rolled around. The sticky juice formed into water droplets, hanging down with long silk threads, like a few transparent spiders weaving a web. .

	When the tip of my nose was also stained with moisture, I was a little breathless , also because her buttocks seemed to be tightening, squeezing my breathing space smaller and smaller. I not only left there, but also breathed deeply, moved sideways, and looked up to see my mother's face and the " interaction " of her eyes . Her face was as red as an apple, her eyes were blurred, and her lips were bitten tightly, not letting any sound come out of her mouth.

	　　" Okay, okay ... you open the door first, I'll find it myself, " said my father repeatedly.

	I took another look at her messy , slightly moist vagina, which looked like wet petals, and swallowed. Hearing my father's voice again reminded me that this special scene wouldn't last long, and it was time to get down to business. So I stood up and, close at hand, stared at my mother's charming, mature, and slightly distracted face.

	She seemed not to notice all this. The hand that was originally grabbing me and touching my head grabbed nothing. She moved a few times but still couldn't find the target. " Huh? " the mother asked in a low voice, and released her face from the door and the back of her hand. Her eyes, which were filled with lust and spring, opened, and there seemed to be a flash of loss.

	But immediately, she saw me standing next to her, at the same height, looking at her straight in the eye. She turned her head with a slightly flustered look, but not because of my gaze. It was as if she was ashamed that I had seen her subtle moment of loss. Now, like a little girl who had done something wrong, she didn't dare to face me.

	My body and mind were ablaze with heat , my cock so hard it was about to burst through my pants. I quietly moved to her back, slid my pants off my waistband, and kicked them aside with my feet. My young cock was exposed again, pointing directly at the center of my mother's round buttocks. But the brown area was out of my sight because of the height and the fullness of the woman's buttocks in front of me.

	I grabbed my mother's waist and pulled her back. She didn't react immediately, letting me do whatever I wanted. Before I knew it, her legs parted slightly, lowering her waist and tilting her hips back even higher. The groove of her back was smooth and shimmering, reflecting the jade-like luster. Her hips were plump and round, with curves that were dazzling. Below her small anus, the brown, fertile area between her buttocks was almost fully exposed.

	Looking at my mother in this position, thinking that I will soon be able to enjoy the ecstasy of penetrating her mother's vagina again, my cock became so hard that I felt a strong numbness. I pinched my base with my hand to relieve the tingling that was about to get out of control at any time.

	My mother seemed to react. She turned around and glared at me fiercely, but when she glanced at the penis between my legs, which was hanging not far from her vagina with murderous intent, her eyes seemed to be burned, and she retracted her ferocity. Her face was full of embarrassment and shame, but she still tried to straighten her waist, but it was too late. I thrust my cock towards the soft flesh between her legs. Her body twitched and she lowered her waist again.

	She stretched one hand back and pushed and pulled on my lower abdomen, or more accurately, grabbed it. Her voice trembled with uncontrollable force, but she forced herself to stay strong. " Don't come in ... Let's stop here tonight ~" She said it to the door with a pleading tone, but I could feel that she was talking to me.

	While she was talking, I had already adjusted the position of my cock in the wet flesh under her buttock groove. The hand that my mother was pressing against my lower abdomen no longer exerted force, but her butt was twisting to a limited extent. She was rejecting but not strongly, and she even seemed to be catering to me to find the opening of her vagina.

	She turned her head, pursed her lower lip, and looked at me with resentment in her eyes, trying to make a sad face, but her blush made her expression look so charming that it made my heart beat faster.

	At that moment, the glans touched the wet, hot and soft depression. I shook my body, took a deep breath, and thrust my cock in.

	The mother's upper body paused and then pulled up, her peach-colored eyes immediately closed, and her brows were twisted tightly for a long time.

	The familiar tight and slippery feeling, the cock being kissed by the flesh walls, seemed to grow bigger the moment it entered, and there was no more " dawdling " , and the entire shaft was immediately squeezed into the mother's acupuncture point, leaving no gap between her lower abdomen and her hips and legs.

	　　" Ah ... ha ... you don't even consider the surroundings ... you're still doing this recklessly ..." , the mother let out a charming and pleasant moan, but with the addition of other " nonsense " , it didn't seem too unusual .

	It was obvious that he was trying to cover up his own voice and deliberately said more to his father.

	　　Finally, in this bizarre scene, I penetrated my mother's vagina. My head exploded with a bang. My cock felt tight and hot, like a fire enveloping me. I could even feel every inch of her body, slippery and wet like molten honey. The tightness of my mother's vagina made my scalp tingle, and the moist, enveloping sensation felt like countless small hands pulling at my cock, completely captivating me.

	The mother could not express the intense feeling of being penetrated by the boy's penis through sound, so her legs and buttocks were trembling slightly. Her whole head was pressed against her hand against the door, and her heavy, suppressed breathing made a sound every once in a while, as if she was doing something with all her strength. Perhaps, suppressing the pleasure exhausted her strength.

	I felt like I was being sucked into a soft, swirling vortex, every inch of my cock—no, my entire body and soul—wrapped tightly within it. For a moment, I wondered who was invading whom. It seemed I was taking the initiative, but I felt no control at all. I just knew that without my mother having to do anything, the tender flesh within her vagina would overpower me. I couldn't help but moan. I couldn't tell if it was loud enough, but it seemed to frighten my mother, both startled and embarrassed. She immediately poked me in the stomach.

	I want to shout and scream, the forbidden stimulation has reached a new height again, the excitement turns into an urge to hit hard, I just want the woman under my crotch to lose her mind and sink into it, confused and unable to stop, huge physical pleasure invades her wave after wave.

	My father disagreed. He was determined to achieve his goal tonight and said impatiently, " Stop talking nonsense and open the door . "

	　　" While " my father was speaking, my hard cock began to twitch in my mother's vagina, rubbing against the fleshy walls, like struggling to walk through a swamp, every step, every contraction and thrust, was wrapped in wetness.

	　　" No ... no ... wait ... ah ..." The arm of the mother that was against the door was shaking violently, as if she was in pain, but there was a hint of charm in her voice, as if for a moment, she was also enjoying the excitement of this sin.

	　　This made my cock even harder inside her pussy.

	　　" What are you waiting for ... the boss over there can't wait, " the father said without suspecting anything. Perhaps it was because his patience had aroused all his senses, and because he had been arguing for most of the night, and saw that the chance of a comeback was slipping away at any time, he was so anxious that he was in a mess.

	when I heard my father's words, but I didn't stop invading my mother's vagina. Instead , I suddenly thrust harder. " Ah ... well, " my mother couldn't react in time, and she let out a short, muffled moan. Her body trembled stiffly, partly because she was afraid my father would notice, and partly because it was a reaction to the physiological stimulation.

	Then, the mother panted and said as fluently as possible, " Do you know what the money is going to be used for ~ ah ~" The sound of "ah" carried an electric shock-like ups and downs, as well as complex and heavy emotions.

	of thrusting before I felt a lot of water between my mother's legs. The water looked particularly obscene under the light. Maybe it was because she became more sensitive due to tension, and the secretions in her vagina became more active. The secretions gathered at the entrance of her vagina and were then squeezed out by my cock. Every time I thrust in and out, there were water marks slowly flowing down. In this position, the pubic hair below was wet, like grass covered with dew.

	even a " sizzling " sound of water during the twitching. Compared to the moans from my mother's mouth, this natural sound, I was not afraid that my father would hear anything at all.

	my head was, is this my mother? How can so much water flow out of her? Doesn't this completely show the charm of her body? When the boy experienced lust from motherhood, the nerves of his reproductive organs became several times more sensitive due to his excitement, and he felt like he could surrender at any time.

	I quickly supported my mother's waist and hips, holding them tightly, as if looking for a fulcrum to slow down my movements, and also to stop my mother from thrusting actively, although objectively speaking this was unlikely, at least she shouldn't do that in the current situation.

	 

	 

	Chapter 63

	I don't know when it started, but the resentment and anger my mother had towards my father disappeared physically and mentally. Although what my father did was unforgivable in any small family and no wife could look at it calmly, compared with my mother's current shocking incest, what else could my father have done wrong?

	What's more, my father has made great contributions to this family. Although his bad habits are hard to change, he has indeed not caused a major negative impact on the family over the years. This is what makes him different from other gamblers. In fact, his affluent life in his early years was due to this activity.

	The mother is a " vested interest " and has little right to feel disgust and disgust; however, it is understandable that the mother's inner rebellion is extremely rebellious when some actions are really too much, such as bringing evil spirits into the house or spending money that should not be spent. Apart from that, she can turn a blind eye to everything.

	　　Now it is the mother herself who is sinking into even more absurd things, and in front of her husband , her sense of moral shame will be even more intense; moreover, her son is also unforgivable, but as a mother, she has to " take the blame " for her son's degeneration .

	I wondered if my father could hear anything, but my mother's voice softened, like her figure, almost cloyingly so. Her words didn't quite sync with my father's. " You ... ca n't you even hold it in all night ... Ah ~" Her words were clear and complete, but her whole body trembled, her chest thrust high and her neck tilted back, more like a trembling moan. This strange, charming melody nearly overwhelmed my little heart, and I could only respond with a vigorous beating.

	She raised her neck high , bit her lips after she finished speaking, her face seemed to be flushed, and her half-closed eyes were shaking with a layer of rippling water. When my cock pierced the fleshy core at the bottom of her honey hole, she frowned and closed her eyes, and repeated this over and over again; but she only let out a heavy breath, her waist collapsed more, and the inward curve of her back bulged smoothly at the tailbone. Her body was slightly fleshy, but because of her tall figure, the foundation laid by her labor since childhood, did not give people the feeling of being bloated, but just plump. At this age, it is this kind of plumpness that shows the rhythm of time and reveals the charm of a woman at this stage.

	　　This mature woman in the small town village, with her plump buttocks accommodating the boy's tender and hard long cock going in and out, it is hard to tell whether her buttocks are moving passively or actively, but the entrance of her honey pot is like a flood blocked by sandbags, with water always flowing out. After my cock goes in and out several times, it turns into a little sticky white liquid, condensing at her labia majora, and the gurgling sound of the water stirring becomes louder and louder. The atmosphere is unprecedentedly lewd, and the breath of women's lust becomes stronger.

	When she heard this sound, my mother would press her hand against my lower abdomen with a little more force, as if trying to stop the sound from being made.

	Maybe he had " enjoyed " himself and needed to say something to cover it up, or maybe he just used the breaths while speaking to vent the gradually accumulated pleasure response. After the last sentence, after a while, when the father still hadn't responded, the mother continued to hum as if to " make up for it " , " Don't ... don't lie to me ~ Oh ... I'm really not kidding you ~" .

	My father seemed to see a glimmer of hope. His tone was filled with excitement, his dejected anxiety gone. " Alright ... I promise ... I'll make it up to you as soon as I have it . " He then twisted the doorknob, and we all heard the noise, as if my mother had already opened the door for him.

	Hearing the sound of the doorknob, and with my upper body slightly exposed, I looked at the side of my mother's face pressed against the door, her neck dripping with sweat, her rosy cheeks, which were enduring the pleasure, looking mature, beautiful and delicate under the light. My adrenaline surged instantly, and I increased the speed of my thrusts. My cock rubbed the tender flesh inside her vagina vigorously, as if we were willing to melt each other. But it was just the opposite. The faster I rubbed, the more honey flowed from my mother's vagina. Combined with the tender flesh of her vagina wrapping around my cock, I made a high-frequency "gurgling " sound of sticky juice at the junction between my in and out. Just hearing this made my heart warm.

	　　" Ah ... don't ... wait ... come in later ~" , my mother uttered something patiently, the suppressed pleasure made her head tilt from side to side, one hand symbolically rested on my thigh, not like a pushover but more like a caress, so restless, her beautiful hair fluttered in the air, sometimes covering her face and sometimes revealing it, messy but with the breath of life, the temperament of a good family, as if she had been through hard work and her image was no longer there.

	But as if she felt my gaze, she turned her upper body sideways and turned her head. She couldn't utter a word to scold, and even if she did, it would only be a charming sound mixed with joy under the stimulation of physiological reaction. She bit her lower lip with her upper teeth, moving from time to time, her eyes full of resentment, and there was a little grievance and unwillingness in her expression, but more of it was indescribable complexity. Her hair was messy and a little embarrassed, but her eyes were always full of spring and water, extremely charming, and only her lips were still stubbornly holding back the charming hum.

	Of course I know that the main reason is environmental constraints, but I just want to challenge my limits. Humans have a gene that allows them to commit suicide.

	Looking at my mother 's figure at this moment, the straps of her tank top had slipped most of the way down, hanging on her arms. The bra straps were still tightly locked around her round shoulders, creating a certain contrast with her smooth skin. Beads of sweat shone on her skin, dazzlingly white. The tank top was mostly wet, with sweat, or perhaps some liquid that had once splashed from her body. The fabric clung to her body, and the curve of her chest was so clear that I couldn't help but look at it. The texture of her bra was also clear, enveloping her upright breasts. Half of her waist was exposed, revealing her plump back and hips, with curves as round as those of a Venus in a painting, but also with the softness of a mature wife. As the boy fucked her, there was always a wave of flesh rising. The sweat on my mother's body mixed with a faint body fragrance, and the strange smell of the heat rising from her crotch, wrapped around my nose like a vine, and there was no escape.

	After taking a deep breath, I couldn't help but free up one hand and touched her shoulder with my fingers. It felt so hot as if it had touched fire, and my heart was also on fire. My mother glared at me slightly, then turned her head and said in confusion towards the door, " Where is the boss over there from ... You'll only stay for one night ... Oh ~... "

	My mother seemed to have nothing to say, repeating the same old things over and over again. All I knew was that she was trying to cover up and delay my father's marriage. How long could this delay last? How this situation would end was not my concern. While my mother was talking, I would just hook the strap of her bra and pull it up to my arm.

	Then I completely let go of my hands, thrust my waist and abdomen, and hit her buttocks. My cock moved back and forth easily in the wet and tight mother hole. Every time it hit the tight and elastic buttocks, it also felt like the mother was swallowing my cock with her buttocks. When her waist moved a little disorderly, her whole body would fall down at any time, and her mature body that was ripe and dripping with water turned into a puddle of water at this moment.

	I was a bit dazed, as if the woman who gave birth to me and raised me had become a different person, using her burning vagina to strangle the boy's desire. My breasts, freed from their restraints, swayed under the bra under my vest, their full curves tossed up and down in mid-air, over and over again, but fortunately, I could never break free from the woman's chest.

	My freed hands were, of course, for this pair of soft breasts. I no longer cared and went straight into my mother's vest. Without the help of shoulder straps, I easily took off her bra. I grabbed one of the pair of soft peach-shaped breasts that were still shaking on my mother's chest. I immediately felt the soft breast flesh wanting to escape like a water bag filled with water. The breast flesh escaped between my fingers, but it could not escape from my palm. I kneaded it without any method.

	　　" Hmm ..." , my mother let out a moan, and was shocked to find that her proud chest was exposed. She turned back and gave me a sharp and fierce look. Since I had grabbed her breasts with both hands, I naturally moved closer to her. I tilted my head and almost touched her face. I could clearly feel the dense beads of sweat on her face, the flushed heat, and the bright eyes with ripples in the confusion. Every blink of her long and thick eyelashes seemed to be tinged with comfort and seduction.

	I whispered, " This will make it quicker . " Mother gritted her teeth, her gaze fixed on me with deep resentment. She struggled, as if trying to convince herself, then turned away, her face flushing. My mind went blank as pleasure coursed through me like an electric current. Instinct took over the fucking I'd paused in to grab her breasts.

	My father 's words came at the right time , " They are not from here, they just came to visit relatives and take advantage of this festival . "

	Then, his father belatedly said, " No ... you're right behind the door ... just turn the doorknob. Hurry up , don't be so long-winded ~"

	I felt that my mother seemed to realize the bad situation, because her vagina seemed to tighten suddenly, but she couldn't stop the boy's sexual organ from rubbing against it. My mother covered her lips with one hand again, her breathing became louder and louder, and her legs were shaking violently. With the other hand, it seemed as if the skin of my thigh was cloth, and it tightened its palm, which made me feel a tingling sensation, but it was not strong and unbearable.

	Beads of sweat slid down the grooves of her back. The curve of her hips, the sheen of her buttocks, shone in the light, making me dizzy. My mind was in a tizzy, my heartbeat felt like it was about to explode, but the burning tightness was completely uncontrollable. I gritted my teeth, wanting to stop, but my body refused to obey and continued to thrust.

	The buds in the palm of my hand also became hard. While pressing the breast flesh, I stretched out two fingers and pinched the elastic grapes on the breast peak . The breast flesh was smooth, and the nipple was dry and tender. Then I twisted it with a little force. My mother's delicate body trembled, her back arched, and the concave back groove disappeared instantly. But under the manipulation of my cock, she quickly lowered it again, and her peach-like fat ass was tilted back again, showing her fullness.

	She pinched my thigh with a hint of irritation, then panted, her voice trembling. " You ... you wait a minute ... it's coming ... it's coming ..." This sound sent a shudder through me, as if someone were forcing her to do something. Her response, aggrieved and desperate, sob, seemed to be on the verge of orgasm, unable to reach it, her body and mind filled with anxiety. Our faces were a long way apart, our breaths mingling with each other's heat as we drew closer. The heat of my mother's voice practically sprayed my face, and the sweet scent seeped into my nostrils, making me dizzy like poison.

	However, I was still thrusting into my mother's vagina in an ordinary way. My movements were not rough, but I could feel the sweet flesh of her vagina wrapping around me. Similarly, my cock shaft could rub against my mother's vagina without leaving any gap, giving her sensory stimulation. The glans would hit the center of her flower from time to time. " Ah ha " , although my mother did not moan in ecstasy, she also had a special breathing breath.

	Suddenly, my mother pushed my thighs, and the force of her lower abdomen increased. At the same time, her waist straightened, and her sweet buttocks were shaking as she escaped from my lower body. She shouted in panic and anxiety, " Don't come in... Don't come in, do you hear me ? " , and her voice did not slow down at all .

	It happened suddenly, and with my mother's plump buttocks, my cock wasn't even an 18cm , long, killer weapon. With her hips tightening, my cock was truly free from the vagina I'd been deeply attached to. The moment it left, I saw the wetness between her legs. The few hairs surrounding her labia were tangled and clinging to her skin. I could vaguely see the tender, crimson flesh, turned outward and glistening with blood, like a ripe fruit. " Oh ~," my mother muttered, her whole body heaving violently. The only sound in the room was her heavy breathing.

	But it seemed that the possible states of my consciousness did not appear, such as my mother's twitching body, or the spraying of strange liquids, but why did she escape at this moment?

	She looked back at me, with a blush still lingering at the corners of her eyes, and her throat was swallowing a torrent that was about to overflow the dam. The tiny tremors on the back of her neck dripped down the ends of her hair. She lowered her eyes to hide the dying embers of fireworks in her pupils. Only her plump breasts that had escaped my clutches were rising and falling like waves with her rapid breathing. There was regret, helplessness, and subtle resentment in her eyes. In short, it was a complicated expression as she glanced at her son.

	Just as I was lost in thought , several motorcycles roared downstairs. Unlike the silent ones in my house, their roar was piercing and noisy in the night. My mother also turned her head, as if listening carefully to the noise outside.

	I didn't know how many people were there, but I heard my father shouting, " Oh , here they come !" Then there was the sound of hurried footsteps on the ground.

	It wasn't until the sound of the downstairs door clanging that we all knew that my father had come downstairs, so my mother looked back at me. Without saying a word, just eye contact confirmed that it was a good time to escape.

	But looking at my mother 's face, her plump figure, the mess under her buttocks, and the lewd feeling of her shorts and underwear at her feet, my cock jumped in the air again, and the urge to indulge in pleasure surged up. I don't know how long my father will " negotiate " downstairs , but at this moment he is always far away from us, isn't he? At least we have a time difference. As for how far it will go, I'm too lazy to think about it.

	When some tiny whispering sounds came, I held my wet cock close to my mother again and said in her ear, " Ah, Dad is coming downstairs ... "

	　　" Yeah , " my mother nodded slightly, and when she was about to turn around, I had already put my arms around her waist and pushed her waist down, exposing her wet and fertile private parts to my eyes. I pressed the glans against the slippery and slightly concave hole, thrust forward, and the cock was inserted back into the mother's hole again.

	　　" Pa " " Ah! " The mother screamed in shock when the hot and hard boy's sexual organ suddenly attacked her sensitive and tight vagina.

	My mother's eyes suddenly widened, pupils filled with shock and shame. She obviously didn't expect me to dare to cause trouble. Her face flushed again, her lips trembling, and she said in panic, " You are crazy, Li Yuqing, how dare you come here ?" Yes, she was not furious. This made me realize a subtle change.

	　　As I spoke, her tender flesh seemed to clamp down on my cock. It was like a volcano, scorching hot and suffocatingly tight. Fortunately, we were now in a " safe " environment, so I could unleash my brute force and immediately resume the ecstasy I had just felt. I pounded this cunt like a pile driver, finally allowing her plump, peachy ass to ripple freely. Even her beautiful hair swayed feebly in the air, giving way to a sense of ecstasy.

	　　" Hmm ... uh ..." Mother gritted her teeth, as if still in the rhythm of the moment, trying to suppress the sensation coming from her lower body, her moans still suppressed. Her buttocks twisted in an attempt to break free, but this made me feel that I was entering deeper, tinkering with more sensitive spots in her vagina, causing her to tremble repeatedly.

	The pair of breasts swayed under their tank top, almost throwing off their bra. They were soft and fluffy, like two lumps of dough in a bag. I couldn't help but reach in and grab one in each hand. They were so soft that they seemed to melt in my hands, warm and tender.

	I felt it necessary to remind her of some situations, so I gasped and said, " Mom , don't be afraid , Dad is at the door on the first floor . "

	After hearing this , she was stunned for a moment, then glanced at me with resentment, and then seemed to remember something, her face turned angry again, and she slapped my thighs and lower abdomen repeatedly, and said anxiously, " No ... you ... ah ... haven't you had enough of this tonight ... "

	I ruthlessly grabbed her breasts, as if giving myself a fulcrum to push my strength, and quickly thrust my cock into her honey pot, saying, panting beside her ear, almost holding her hot earlobe with my open mouth, " Oh ~ It will be over soon ... just a moment ~" .

	Then I pinched the nipple again . At that moment, she froze and let out a low moan , as if she had been electrocuted . Then she cursed me in a low voice: " Asshole ... you asshole ... ah ... you hurt Mommy ..." So I obediently changed to gently caressing and kneading.

	She tilted her head again , looking at me with a complex expression. Her face was flushed, and sweat streamed down her forehead. The soft flesh of her breasts, from being kneaded by me, was almost sticking out of her vest, as if it was about to overflow from her bra. Her face struggled, and she whispered cautiously, " Mmm ... then ... then hurry up ... hmm ..." But her voice trembled violently, as if she was hiding something. I said nothing, just stared at her. My cock in her vagina was reacting exaggeratedly, as if it was about to penetrate her flesh. But her hands didn't push me away. Her body trembled even more violently, her breathing became more rapid, and her voice was a mixture of shame and suppressed pleasure.

	After getting her permission, my confidence increased greatly. In my excitement, I increased the strength of my upper and lower movements, as if gritting my teeth. I hit her buttocks so hard that they were covered with uneven red patches, and it seemed as if my fingers were going to tear off the elastic buds.

	　　" Oh ... bastard ... be gentle ... it hurts ..." , the mother cried out in pain with a groan, but I could hear that she was even more excited, and she pretended to be stupid and asked, " Where ... where does it hurt ... "

	My mother glared at me in shame and anger again, then hit my arm, her meaning was self-evident.

	I stopped playing tricks with my fingers and held back that terrible cruelty. I didn't know where this cruelty came from. It was like a child's competitive spirit and desire to conquer an adult. I just felt that the organ under my crotch could not withstand the coquettishness in the woman's body and could be sucked to pieces at any time. The only way to deal with the woman in front of me was to use other methods that would not cause me to lose. I felt that I was in control and in control of everything. I suddenly understood the legitimacy of those sexual fetishes such as spanking and strangling.

	However, just fucking the ecstatic mother's vagina is not enough to comfort the endless desire for forbidden stimulation. I want to take the initiative to talk, to stimulate myself or my mother, and to intensify the contrast between motherhood and feminine charm.

	I rubbed her breasts and whispered , " Mom, your breasts are so soft and so big ... "

	She angrily said, " Believe it or not, I'll rip your mouth apart ." But there was a hidden curve at the corner of her mouth , and a flicker of pride and complacency in her half-closed eyes. Yes, no matter how lacking the fashion sense of a city girl, my mother is still a woman, and she understands her own assets. As I watched all this, my mother seemed to acknowledge the allure of her son's figure. This wasn't a mother's state of mind, but seeing her like this, I felt a burning sensation, as if I was choking on my own breath.

	So the hand that was gripping her breasts tightened a little, and his waist and abdomen moved wildly, as if his cock wanted to smash the tender flesh inside her body, stabbing her body and making it tremble continuously. Her breathing was disordered, and she could not bear it anymore. She gasped with great difficulty, " Ah ... Li Yuqing ... didn't you say it would be a while ... why isn't it over yet ... Hmm ... Hurry up ..."

	Her voice rose higher and higher, her panting mixed with charming hums, like a cat's meow, like she was acting coquettishly, but she herself moved more vigorously, her hips twisting like waves, her body closer to me, as if enjoying my collision. The boy's thin body colliding with the plump mature woman's body was a huge dissonance, but at this moment we were both feeling the most primitive joy, releasing the most private desires, which made this contrast a huge stimulation.

	It seemed as if the inside of my mother's vagina had become tighter, moist and almost overflowing, with a slight gurgling sound coming out with every movement . I felt as if I was being sucked in by her, every inch of me numbed by her warmth.

	In excitement , I also leaned close to her cheek. My mother seemed to be limp on my neck in a trance. Her sweet moan rang in my ears, and her breath like orchid penetrated into my heart. Her whole body was filled with the scent of a mature female under physiological stimulation. I looked at her half-closed peach eyes, her long eyelashes trembling slightly, and the charming mature woman's face was flushed under the light, with a bit of coquettishness.

	　　This look made the young boy confused. I finally couldn't help but gasp and said: " Mom, you are so hot and tight inside, I don't want to leave so soon ... "

	　　" Mmm … shut up … shut up … Li Yuqing … how can you talk like that …" Her voice was soft, husky, and nonchalant, as if her whole being was experiencing the pleasure below. Or perhaps she was aware of this trait and delighted in seducing the young man, but her motherly reserve prevented her from accepting the assessment. Either way, it stirred my desire to a frenzy, and my crotch pounded like crazy.

	　　" Hmm ... ah ... hurry up ... don't waste time ..." The mother let out more small, intermittent gasps and moans.

	It was just that her hips seemed to respond even more , round as a ripe peach, colliding with my legs with a soft " pa pa " sound. I reached out with my hand, grabbing her breasts and spreading them apart. They were soft as cotton and springy, like a ball of jelly, which made her move more actively, raising and lowering her hips as if deliberately teasing me.

	Siha ~ God, this feeling of double stimulation of body and mind gradually reaching the peak, the numbness of nerves deep in my lower abdomen was infinitely magnified by the tender flesh in my mother's vagina. I took a breath and wanted to suppress this tendency. The whole movement, even my body and mind, slowed down. The most urgent thing was to hold back the rising urge to erupt.

	My mother was frowning in pleasure, but when she noticed my movements she softened. She completely opened her beautiful eyes with sparkling eyes, and with her mature and charming face flushed, she tilted her head to look at me as if she could see through everything. She began to feel a sense of control over everything in her mature charm. She didn't scold me to finish quickly, nor did she anxiously order me or actively cater to me because the pleasure came to an abrupt end.

	I suddenly felt guilty, not because I could no longer hold on and was defeated by my mother; but because I felt guilty that my self-deceiving little tricks to prolong the time were seen through.

	I swallowed and looked at my mother blankly , but my heart was beating like an impatient drumbeat. The hand that was pinching her buttocks became stronger, and my thumb almost sank deep into the groove of her buttocks. I felt a tightness and heat. For some reason, I had a bad premonition.

	Sure enough, she put away her coquettish expression, and looked strangely relaxed and at ease. But between her wide hips, full of female sexual tension, was her son's penis. As if by illusion, I saw her blink, as if trying to squeeze out the spring water in her eyes. It was particularly captivating. At that moment, I simply couldn't connect her with the identity of a mother.

	Then, I lost all resistance to it, and the scene unfolded before my eyes. My eyes widened with excitement. Mother turned her head, her hands resting against the door. Her waist seemed to have sunk even lower, the groove of her back steeper than before. Her ass was lifted high, appearing fuller and more arched in my view. She began to move slightly, and even the tender flesh of her vagina became more resistant, actively squeezing my cock. I gaped, panting as I watched, feeling the energy of my cock being sucked out bit by bit by my mother's slippery, tight vagina as she used it to stroke my cock.

	　　" Sh ...

	Hearing my low moan, the mother paused, and gave me another side profile, with a coquettish and light smile in the corner of her eyes. I felt like I could hear a charming and charming laughter from her heart.

	Seeing my mother pause, the tingling sensation was relieved. I gave her a grateful look, thanking her for understanding her son's intentions and cooperating.

	However, when my mother saw my reaction, the corners of her eyes curved even more, and even some crow's feet appeared on her face, which showed her mature and charming temperament. It seemed that she was very satisfied with her efforts. Seeing that it worked, she straightened her head and continued to move her plump buttocks, as if only her buttocks were moving, and her waist seemed to be fixed in place.

	Although she didn't make any sound, I felt that she was even wetter inside. Water began to flow slowly down her legs, sticky and with a salty smell floating in the air.

	I felt her insides getting even wetter, the water trickling down my legs, sticky and salty. My hands, clutching her breasts and spreading her hips, and my lower body were trembling. It was as if my mother, with her God-like vision, was seeing through everything and controlling everything. Following the slippery trail of her own wetness, her plump hips moved faster and faster ...

	I couldn't bear it any longer, so I mustered up my strength and placed the hands on her breasts on her buttocks. Holding them with both hands, I squeezed my thumbs into the groove of her buttocks, revealing her shameful little anus. Then I started thrusting hard, as if I was catering to my mother. I wanted to take back the initiative.

	　　" Ah, hum ..." The mother hummed in ecstasy, lowered her head, and her scattered hair covered her face. Between her nose and lips, beautiful humming sounds continued to flow out.

	As if she could sense my state of mind , my mother turned around, gave me a dazed look in her eyes, and immediately plunged into her moans and panting, " Ah ... hum ... Li Yuqing ... "

	Hearing her calling my name, my burning heart felt like it was being poured with gasoline, and I used the greatest strength and speed of my life to penetrate her mother's vagina continuously.

	Each time I thrust made me feel the heat and tightness inside her body more deeply. Her voice became more and more charming, and my name continued to be mixed in her low moans: " Uh-huh ... Li Yuqing ..." The water sheen on her skin became larger, and patches of red appeared on her lumbar spine and buttocks. Her breasts swayed under her body so that her vest seemed to be fluttering in the air; her vagina was getting hotter and hotter, and so was her body. I suspected that it was steaming with water vapor. She shook her head desperately, but the amplitude was not large. It was just a response to the strong stimulation of her lower body.

	The sticky white liquid crawled over the inside of her thighs like a slug, hung at the base of her thighs, and then slowly slid down. Gradually, I saw her buttocks trembling strongly but not over a large area, and the flesh inside her vagina seemed to be shrinking rapidly, trying to squeeze my cock out.

	　　" Ah ... ah ... ah ... um ... hum ... hum ... no ... don't ..." The moans from my mother's mouth changed from humming to shrill, but they were mixed with more and more emotions. The pleasure broke through the reservedness of her mother's identity, and made each moan wet, which stung my mind.

	First, the buttocks trembled and clamped together as if in a natural reaction , even hiding the originally exposed anus, leaving only a line of the deep buttock groove. Then the mother's legs trembled as if she had been electrocuted, and her waist began to straighten up, as if she was escaping. The pressure of her vagina on my cock became more and more intense, as if it was going to squeeze my cock out.

	I was also on the verge of collapse . I was afraid I couldn't hold it anymore. Listening to my mother's moans and seeing her strong reaction, my mind was dazed for a moment. Should I ejaculate inside her? Thinking of this, my cock seemed to swell a little bit more.

	But before I could ejaculate my sinful ejaculation, " Ah ..." , my mother let out a short, ecstatic moan, and her whole body trembled as if it had been electrocuted. She threw herself towards the door and got rid of my cock. Her delicate body was tense at first, and then arched upward like a sieve, and then fell down. Then her legs trembled violently, making the door knock, and her buttocks tightened and loosened, and I could even hear the " slap " sound of them squeezing together, " Ah ... ah ... hum " , her moans were trembling, and her lower abdomen was twitching.

	It felt like someone had broken a switch in the mother's body reaction, unlocking the blockade and triggering a scene that made the boy's scalp tingle.

	There was no need for any more stimulation. My wet cock began to spurt on the mother's ass and lumbar spine one after another, as if my son's semen was very hot. The mother's body twitched again, and her plump buttocks shrugged. The water droplets as big as peanuts came to her senses later and only then fell from her honey pot. The sound of water droplets hitting the ground was heard, and a strange fishy smell lingered in the room. The small water droplets were particularly dazzling under the light.

	The labia majora were engorged and bright red, and the crimson entrance of the vagina was wriggling as if breathing rapidly, squirming out a few white liquids. The entire core of the legs looked like dark petals damaged by rain.

	We were all recovering from this shock, and I felt like my whole body was drained. It wasn't just the physical feeling, the psychological turmoil was the main reason.

	My mother looked back at me, her face flushed. She bit a strand of hair that fell to the corner of her mouth. She looked charming and fragile, and her eyes were full of resentment and hatred.

	With just one glance, she sighed helplessly , leaned against the door again, bent her waist slightly, and raised her plump buttocks towards me ... I almost felt like I was knocked to the ground, and my heart staggered .

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 64

	I was a little confused by my mother 's behavior at this time, but my mind also became a little fuzzy as the physical and mental stimulation receded like the tide, and I did not receive the meaning of her behavior.

	I spoke carefully, " Mom ... that's it ... okay ... "

	from beneath her long, flowing hair, and she seemed to give me a questioning look. When I spoke, she paused for a moment, then, as if suddenly realizing something, she hesitantly said, " Oh ... yeah ... it's all over ... right ..." I didn't know where this panic came from, as if she didn't want to dwell on the moment any longer, afraid someone would catch her in some little secret. A strange feeling washed over me, a sudden surge of shame. It wasn't the shame I'd committed, one absurd act after another, dragging my mother, a devoted family woman, completely into an abyss.

	My mother put one hand on her naked buttocks. I don't know if she felt any trace of me left, but she gave up this unnecessary action and slowly stood up. The bright red between her legs and a faintly visible cluster of black shadows slowly disappeared from my sight, leaving only a tight buttocks crack and a round buttocks.

	The mature woman's body before me , everything she revealed, still made any male animal breathe rapidly, but honestly, I didn't feel much. You could call it sage mode, even with all my blood and vigor, I must have ejaculated three times tonight, right? While my physical senses weren't reaching their limit, my sexual desire was. If I were to get hard again, it would be almost numb. As for the sense of accomplishment of having stolen the greatest forbidden fruit, it had long since transformed into a passionate excitement in the process.

	My mother picked up the shorts on the ground, frowned, and wiped them roughly on her buttocks and lumbar spine. During this time, she glanced at me, but there was not much emotion in her eyes.

	The strange water stain on the floor was also mopped up, but the strange smell became stronger at last and then dissipated from the room; the poor thin clothes were rolled into a ball and kicked by the mother to the corner behind the door.

	She walked straight past me , bringing with her a light scent of sweat mixed with the fragrance of a woman after passion. After turning around, my mother's underwear was still not tidied up, and I could see that the bulge on her chest was more obvious, with brown almost black spreading on the thin cloth, like some kind of eyes grabbing my soul; my mother saw my lower body still naked, and my tender cock still exposed in the air, half hard and half soft in the half-dissipated passion, and she provoked me at an inappropriate time. She made a " tsk " sound, glanced at me unhappily , " Why don't you put on your clothes! You look inappropriate ! "

	I picked up the pants on the ground and put them on. My mother also opened the wardrobe, looked inside and paused for a few seconds, then took out a pair of pants, or should I say two pairs, one of which was a shiny silk shorts that matched the roundness of her legs. She put them on one by one very naturally, and just as she reached into her vest, she thought for a moment and adjusted her bra.

	Obviously, the mother and son did something very extraordinary, but at this moment the mother's behavior was as if she had experienced something ordinary and insignificant. Everything was so normal and natural.

	It seems that she is more in sage mode.

	I don't think this is due to a woman's fickleness. Perhaps this is a normal reaction after an intimate act in a special relationship. It is different from the relationship between normal lovers. There can be no tenderness afterwards. A cold treatment is more in line with a mother's state of mind.

	Finally, she unhooked her bra and hung it on the arm of a nearby chair. She was about to take off her tank top as well; indeed, it was stained with sweat and had a strange liquid splattered on it, so she couldn't keep it on any longer.

	But when she realized I was there, she put down her hands first, but she no longer held them in front of her chest, revealing two soft, round and delicate bulges. She pretended to cover up by lifting her scattered hair, her lips moved, and she was about to say something when there was another knock on the door.

	　　Yes, we just remembered that during that period, our father just went downstairs and did not go out completely; it also shows that the last indulgence we seized the opportunity did not last long.

	I suddenly tensed up and looked at my mother, a look that begged for help. It seemed like I was the one most in danger at that moment. After all, I was still a child, and the consequences I might face were the destruction of my family, and perhaps even more dire consequences. My mother looked toward the door, gesturing for me to be quiet. It was unnecessary, so I didn't dare speak.

	But it seemed that my mother was not as panicked as I expected, as if she had already prepared a plan to deal with it.

	　　" It's time to open the door. I won't waste time talking to you anymore. I have to get my things and leave ..." , my father's impatient voice sounded outside the door.

	　　It's worth mentioning that, despite all their conversations, I don't think I've ever heard my father address my mother by any particular name. He always speaks directly, and I don't find it strange at all. If you observe the marriages of the older generation, I've already said and experienced that there's no such thing as love between them, so there's no use of names. Of course, this could be due to the inherent restraint of the Chinese people; it could also be the chauvinism of Guangdong men, who feel that not addressing women is more in line with their dominance. To put it bluntly, they genuinely treat women as something dependent on them. But my mother usually addresses my father by his name when discussing things.

	Of course, my observation is limited to Guangdong Province, and different regions have their own habits.

	My mother waved at me calmly. I realized that she wanted me to stand behind her at the moment, which was the corner next to the door. I did so.

	She raised her head and shouted, " Okay ... no need to come in ... I 'll give it to you ... just wait a moment . "

	The mother then walked to the wardrobe again, squatted down, and rummaged through the drawers . After a while, she found an envelope in her hand. Looking at her solemn expression, it seemed heavy, and she was even more depressed. She took a deep breath, stood up, and walked towards the door.

	My heart felt like it was being gripped again, and I was afraid that things would get out of control.

	She stood by the door handle and adjusted her hair, as if to encourage herself. , achieve a calm and natural posture.

	night and that my father had been knocking on for a long time was finally opened. My heart was beating to the extreme and I curled up in the corner.

	The light from the incandescent lamp mixed in, and the door opened to a size that could accommodate a person's body. If I was still in bed, my father would be able to see me at a glance. Fortunately, I was completely in his blind spot at the moment.

	I looked at my mother's stern face and said angrily, " Li XX , you must have lost your mind on gambling ..." " Oh, you dare to spend any money! "

	Naturally, his mother scolded him harshly. She was really angry and trembling, and it seemed that she was trying to cover up something.

	　　" If you don't return it to me later, you will die! " the mother continued to challenge.

	　　" It's so hard to get you to open the door , " my father muttered slightly dissatisfiedly. Then he added, " Okay, it's not like you took 100,000 or 80,000 yuan. You'll be back soon. " The father's tone seemed to indicate that he didn't care about this woman. Of course, one reason was his ridiculous guilt, and the other was that he was in a state of excitement. His mind had already thought of the dawn of a comeback or even a complete victory, so he didn't comment on his wife's scolding.

	　　" I'll bet you dead! Get out! You'd better not bother me again and don't even think about taking a penny from this room , " the mother scolded, then threw the envelope in her hand away.

	It seemed that my father was not angry about this action. I could even imagine him jumping for joy and being very happy. Isn't this one of the pathological manifestations of a gambler?

	I saw my mother close her eyes, seemingly out of rage, the pride in her chest rising and falling with her heavy breathing. Then she opened her eyes, looking coldly at my father's actions, watching his back disappear ...

	She controlled her trembling body and closed the door, as if the envelopes were piled up , and it also exhausted all her energy. At this moment, she looked exhausted.

	She sat down on the bed.

	I also came to her side in a strange way . Why do I say strange? Because after the scene just now, I felt like the old man next door. When the heroine dealt with her man, I emerged from the hidden corner.

	According to the melodramatic plot, it is not appropriate to carry out any more romantic plots at this time. It is time to pack up and get away as soon as possible.

	My mother didn't care that I sat down next to her. She just looked at the ground blankly, but I could feel that her thoughts were complicated at the moment and not just because of my father's absurdity ... her thoughtfulness contained a lot.

	After a while, I heard several bursts of motorcycle sounds coming from downstairs of my house, and then gradually faded away. My father rushed to his " wealth-making bureau " .

	I guess the few motorcycles that just came were people urging him on.

	The mother also accepted the noise, and she suddenly said slowly, " It's hopeless ... You must not learn from your father ..." , then shook her head with a wry smile, biting her lower lip tightly, showing her inner pain, and her dazed eyes showed a kind of entanglement.

	But after a while, she suddenly turned around, opened her eyes wide, and stared at me motionlessly, so that I could only hold my knees on both sides, looking uneasy; then my mother narrowed her eyes into narrow slits, her lips moved slightly, and she snorted, " You are not a good person either ... "

	　　" I ... I will...live ... with sex ... " I wanted to express it confidently , but ultimately I lacked the confidence.

	The mother said with an attitude that she would not give up, " Okay, it's all good that you tried. Your wish has come true. From now on, you just need to be a good person and take care of your studies ... "

	　　" Go back to your own room , " said the mother , turning her head to look at the bed behind her. An unnatural look appeared on her face. Perhaps she thought of the ridiculous thing that had just happened and the marks left on the bed. If she didn't clean up and change clothes, she probably wouldn't be able to sleep well.

	When I stood up and took two steps, my mother suddenly shouted, " Pour me a glass of water, I'm so thirsty . "

	I immediately thought of many things, all too voluptuous and sensual. My first thought was that my mother must have lost a lot of fluids that night, like a ripe peach, juicy with a gentle bite. This didn't strike me as a sign of a woman's physical decline, but rather a sign of peak maturity and exceptional physique. Given a healthy body, her needs and reactions reveal the allure and sexual energy of a woman of her age. This might give a man a sense of conquest and subsequent accomplishment, but for a young boy like me, it was a passionate obsession, a fascination with this mature mother that gave me an unprecedented sense of shock.

	When I walked to the door, I looked at the ground that had dried up long ago. Thinking of the puddle of water, I felt hot inside again. I looked back at my mother. At this moment, she was supporting herself on the bed with her hands behind her back, her legs crossed to form a beautiful curve, her chest was particularly upright, and her legs were shaking from time to time, as if as my father walked away, I was about to walk away, and she didn't have to face the embarrassing situation, so she relaxed a little, and at this moment she looked more like a little woman waiting to be served.

	I opened the door and walked out, feeling as if I were in another world. The fluorescent tubes in the living room were on, shining brightly like daylight, but still cooler than inside. Light from the windows that covered two entire walls shone onto the distant ground on the first floor. It was as if we were the only family in this world at that moment, which only made me wonder: if that was the case, why not do something?

	next to the ashtray on the tea table , and the air seemed to still be filled with the smell of tobacco left by my father. I could imagine his struggle and his impatience when he left.

	From the time I entered my mother's room to now when I came out, it seemed like half a century, so long that it allowed this rural mother and son to cross the long river of ethics. It seemed like a grand dream; but when I recall the tightness, wetness and heat, the mature mother's voice, the body temperature transmitted to me, and those strange smells, they are all so concrete and real that they cannot be compared to a dream at all.

	　　This in and out cannot be called a transformation, but I feel that I have grasped a little bit of what I want; the parent-child relationship is eternal, but there is no guarantee that it will be mixed with something special.

	I hurried to the tea table and poured hot water into my mother's cup to eight-tenths full. I glanced at the clock on the wall and saw that it was already past 1:30 in the morning. No wonder I didn't hear any more bells ringing afterwards. At the same time, I also confirmed that the long struggle just now didn't seem to last very long. I should say that those ridiculous close contacts between my mother and I didn't last very long. It was just because of the scene and psychological reasons that I felt it took a long time.

	Then I had another immature thought in my mind: something so worth writing about, some kind of agreed ceremony, ended in such a short time, is it reasonable?

	so many thoughts in my mind, I didn't notice that steam was rising from the cup. It was poured from an old-fashioned thermos kettle.

	I returned to my mother's room with the water . She was still sitting on the bed, leaning back on her hands. Her eyes were slightly closed, and her breathing was steady. The steadying of her breathing seemed to reveal the magnificent swell of her chest, and the small, grape-like buds seemed to become even more prominent as her chest reached its highest point. Seeing this, I swallowed hard.

	When my mother noticed that I came back, she immediately uncrossed her legs, put them together, sat up straight, and habitually lifted her hair, but unfortunately the ends of her hair still fell to her chest. Her hair, which was not gorgeous but had the temperament of a good family, fell on her plump body, which was very eye-catching.

	　　The shift in her movements caused the fleshy balls on her chest, which had bulged outwards from her clothes, to tremble violently, swaying and shaking, making one worry that these plump breasts would burst through the thin clothes at any moment. Now I know how to appreciate them, even to say they are surging is absolutely not an exaggeration! Those round and plump breasts trembled, connected by a soft and plump waist and abdomen, and those long, slender legs were now leaning together.

	I handed the water to my mother by the handle of the cup , and she took it over. Perhaps she was really thirsty, so she immediately tilted her head back and drank it down.

	　　" Oh! It's scalded! " The mother frowned, a bitter look on her face, and immediately spat out the saliva without any order. It was purely a conditioned reflex. When the cup was shaken, a small part of it overflowed from the outer wall of the cup, which burned her hand again. Another shake caused more saliva to overflow.

	She put the cup of water directly on the bed, wiped her lips and neck , and then lifted her vest, looking cool and breathable. I saw that her vest was wet again without her noticing, but this time, it was normal water.

	Her neck was slightly red again, which seemed to indicate that the water temperature was indeed quite high. This made me feel very embarrassed for causing such discomfort to my mother due to my negligence.

	Then the mother glared at him and cursed, " Can't you add some cold water? You can't even do small things . "

	　　" Yes ... I'm sorry ... I didn't expect the water in the kettle to be so hot ," I said timidly.

	But I was immediately attracted by the scenery of my mother's chest. My breathing became faster. The water flowed down and wet most of her chest, as if diluting the fabric infinitely and making it almost transparent. The brown color of the buds became more and more obvious, and the round and upright outline became clearer and clearer. I could even feel the whiteness and smoothness on it.

	The bulge on the fabric appeared and disappeared as my mother lifted her clothes. I don’t know if it was because my gaze was equally hot that made her feel something, but my mother then realized the exposed part of her chest. She quickly stopped her hand movements and glanced at me with a questioning look.

	her son's behavior from her? She just didn't say anything. Perhaps she didn't believe it either. We had done enough tonight, and my body was exhausted. How could I still have the energy for lust?

	　　" Cough ~ cough , " my mother said, and then turned slightly to the side, but her tall and straight outline was still exposed in front of me.

	I didn't know what to say, so I took my mother's water cup and put it on the table not far away.

	　　Just as he was about to move out of the room, he hesitated. His body seemed to be pulled by two people inside him. He wanted to turn to his mother, then to the door.

	Even though I feel extremely ashamed and embarrassed about some of these ideas, I feel like I have to do them. If I don't realize them, I will feel it is a huge regret that I can never make up for.

	　　In this situation, I couldn't speak naturally and had to hesitate and mentally test my words for a long time. Then, the words I said sounded completely unrelated to my inner thoughts.

	What makes me feel that there is a great possibility that I can get what I want again is that, although the probability of committing an immoral act in the future is not high, surviving tonight is another matter. If this night has not passed, the psychological barrier to continuing should not be so strong.

	I " wishfully " recalled the last moment just now, when she raised her buttocks towards me again, that indifferent and lazy posture. But what I knew clearly was that this was not because my mother was unsatisfied and actively seeking sex, but because she thought I had not finished yet and continued naturally.

	Thinking of this, my breath heats up and I feel a deep sense of resentment. If, if I hadn't finished then, I could have continued, there's no doubt about it; so no matter how my mother internally handles this situation, no matter how shameful or embarrassed she feels, once the incestuous interaction begins, in her subconscious, there's no time limit, unless I come out. It's like a Schrödinger's time limit. Granted, I did come out, but I recovered quickly. If I had just used a temporary trick, wouldn't it have been possible to continue coherently?

	Until that night, my desire had completely subsided. So, continuing now wasn't too far-fetched. My mother's psychological resistance hadn't fully recovered, so whatever I did was limited to tonight. While this was absurd, it still piqued my desire. More importantly, the constraints of the environment were gone!

	I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself. But with every breath, I could almost smell the faint fragrance of my mother, a uniquely mature woman's charm that only made my heart wander further. It wasn't just youthful fervor, but now that I'd " rested " enough, lust had begun to overtake my mind again , perhaps because the temptation was too overwhelming. My feet felt locked, unable to move an inch. I could only stand there, facing her.

	I don’t know how I said, “ Ah, Dad is not at home … ”

	Hearing what I said, my mother glanced at me sideways, her brows furrowed even deeper. Her eyes were fixed on me with a hint of inquiry, a hint of imperceptible panic, and a kind of prepared vigilance.

	was brewing within me . Desire roared like an awakened beast, constantly assaulting my rational defenses. I could no longer control my gaze; it kept wandering involuntarily over her. I added, " I guess he won't be back until morning ..."

	My mother seemed to sense the yearning beneath my hesitation and struggle, and her eyes grew even more alert. She sat up straight again, her arms instinctively folded across her chest, as if this would protect her. But it only served to fill out that soft flesh even more. " Who cares when he comes back? Go to sleep! " Her voice trembled slightly, yet it carried an undeniable authority.

	I opened my mouth, but I didn't know what to say. My throat was so dry, as if it were burning. My eyes fell on her again. The top of her vest, tangled by her arms, seemed to have opened up the neckline quite a bit, revealing a curve of skin. The uneven redness of her neck contrasted with the whiteness of her skin, making my heart beat faster.

	As if possessed by some incomprehensible force, I slowly took a step forward. My mother's eyes widened instantly, the shock and anger on her face becoming more apparent. Perhaps it was the sensation in her crotch that made it obvious what I was thinking and doing. She probably hadn't expected that even after so many experiences, my evil thoughts hadn't subsided.

	　　" Do n't come over here! " the mother shouted, with a hint of fear in her voice, but the fear soon dissipated. What I wanted to do was not something that would hurt anyone, and she accepted it; but her body was very shy, unable to move back, but she always wanted to avoid something, and she couldn't just fall on the bed behind her.

	I stopped, but the desire in my heart surged like a tide. I looked at her, and my eyes were full of desire and struggle, no words needed.

	My mother's fingertips sank into the folds of the bed sheet, and some scattered curls stuck to the side of her neck, adding a sense of brokenness. I vaguely felt that this woman was incapable of doing anything too rough.

	Although I seemed quite dull at the moment, my agitation was resolute and evident. The gulping of my throat, the heavy breathing, the slightly open mouth, the fiery gaze, and the reaction from my crotch all spoke for themselves. My mother, a seasoned woman, could instantly understand what the boy in front of her was thinking. After all, reality isn't fiction, and I'm not some kind of saintly being who can effortlessly achieve my goals through words in any situation or with any person . In this scenario, a young man who wasn't familiar with society, facing his mature mother, the dialogue was so awkward.

	Everything that can be said is driven by desire.

	Suddenly , the mother raised her head, rolled her eyes, and sighed. Her unpleasant expression seemed to be directed at herself. It felt like she had " woken up " at this moment, and laughed at herself that she was actually " scared " by a young boy . She realized again that she was a mother, and had a natural advantage in suppressing others, and she should be in control of everything.

	She glared at me, looking intimidating without being angry, and slapped the bed hard, causing her soft chest to tremble. The curve of her chest looked more three-dimensional under the light, causing wrinkles in her clothes. Her long legs parted a little, as if looking for a more stable support point. Then she shouted, " What are you thinking about? Go to bed ! "

	　　" Mom ... I ... I don't want to do anything ... I just want to ... continue , " I whispered, my voice trembling a little.

	　　" Isn't that enough? Li Yuqing, who do you think your mother is? " The mother crossed her arms over her chest, as if trying to hide her uneasiness with this action, but her peach eyes were wide open, with a look of shock in her pupils.

	　　" I felt so uncomfortable just now because Dad was here … It doesn't count …" I continued, standing and looking at my mother with a condescending and oppressive attitude.

	　　" You ... what are you talking about, Li Yuyuqing ..." My mother was so angry that she almost laughed and was almost speechless. Then she quickly and tenderly scolded, " You have obviously been in several times, what else do you want? " But she seemed to regret it as soon as she said this. She avoided my gaze in a strange way, her face changing expression, and a hint of shock and shame flashed in her eyes.

	Then she pulled herself together , trying her best to project her anger. " How dare you say your dad's here? I haven't even settled the score with you yet, and you're still messing around in that situation ? " But her body didn't tremble as she spoke, and her breathing didn't seem rapid.

	　　" No ... you are just bargaining here. Did I promise you anything? " The mother's eyes turned fierce again and she argued.

	　　" Look ... Dad is gambling again ... "

	　　" I promise you that I will behave myself and be a good student and a good son . "

	I understand that the core reasons for all this are due to these two aspects. Maybe it's because I'm too impatient. I'm not making a fuss, but I'm going straight to the pain points and winning over the heart. If I only talk about the former, it seems that I'm taking advantage of someone's misfortune, but if I add the latter, it becomes much more self-consistent.

	　　As he spoke, he took another step forward, close enough to see the delicate skin beneath her collarbone, where the soft flesh squeezed out from under her vest. It felt as if the slightest touch would leave a mark, the faint emerald veins beneath the light, the ridge of her breasts rising and falling with her breathing. I'm particularly drawn to the veins on a woman's breasts; they either indicate a large, full figure, or a sign of age, a mark of time. But seeing them on a figure that defied age, a roundness that seemed too large for a mother's size, was an irresistible temptation. My fingers trembled slightly, and I felt as if I could feel her warmth in the air.

	After hearing these two words, my mother's eyes turned from fierce to confused, but she didn't completely surrender. She was like a cat cornered in a corner, wanting to resist but not knowing what to do. She tried to take a step back, but her calf hit the edge of the bed and she almost fell backwards. Her posture was no longer as straight as it used to be, and she was a little helpless.

	Then she saw me getting closer and closer, and her mind became clearer. In her eyes, I seemed to be about to overwhelm her, and the situation was about to get out of control. In fact, I didn't move forward, I had to follow her closely; but my mother was still panicked and anxious, and hurriedly said, " Just throw away those messy ideas of yours and go back to your own room ." As she said that , she kicked me to stop me from taking another step forward, which didn't happen.

	Maybe I wasn't paying attention to controlling my body, so my mother's kick wasn't very powerful, but it hit one of my legs, causing me to lose my balance.

	Well, half unintentionally and half intentionally, I was too lazy to talk any more, so I just fell on my mother and took her to the bed ...

	If you look at it from a God's perspective, isn't this a mature and charming woman who leans back and then kicks the young man in front of her who is consumed by desire, suggesting that he pounce on her? This is very reasonable and cooperative of mine.

	　　" Well ... do n't do anything rash ... get out of here! " my mother shouted in shock, trying to push me away.

	　　The soft, fragrant, warm jade in my arms instantly made my consciousness gradually blur. The woman's body fragrance and temperature made my consciousness gradually blur. The soft mass pressed against my chest, while the hard iron cock rubbed against the inside of my mother's thigh through her pants. This mountain of flesh exuding the breath of desire really made me want to sink into it forever.

	The first thing that caught my eye was my mother 's eyes, looking at me in panic and anger. Time had left a few fine lines at the corners of her eyes, but it had not diminished her charm, but instead added a sense of maturity.

	Having " fallen , " I won't get up again. My gaze is stubborn, ignoring my mother's protests. My cheek is so close I can feel her breath, a hint of warmth and panic. Her body is frozen, like a statue, only the rise and fall of her chest and the slight trembling of her shoulders betraying her anxiety.

	Her son 's unwavering desire for his mother seemed to unsettle her. She suddenly stopped pushing and just looked at me quietly, her eyes filled with mixed emotions.

	Her legs were unintentionally forced apart by my lower body, which must have made her feel a little uncomfortable, so she pulled them together. However, she immediately felt the swelling under my crotch, and reflexively spread them apart again as if she had touched something even more uncomfortable.

	the private area between her legs .

	She patted my shoulder and, strangely, said in a gentle voice, " Stop it ... Get up ... Stop pressing on your mother ." She blinked at me, and I was certain there wasn't a ripple of lust in her, only a motherly, doting gaze. But hearing her words only made my heart flutter even more, and my crotch reacted even more intensely. My mother's gentle approach to overcoming hardness didn't work on me at this point; instead, it made me feel the dawn of victory brighten.

	I really slowly raised my upper body, and with the movement, my lower body was climbing up until my hard cock hit her thighs. , feeling the softness, " You ..." , the mother naturally realized something, and her eyes immediately flashed with shame and anger; as I stood up, her chest was no longer oppressed, and regained a bit of its fullness.

	　　It was my turn to speak, " Mom ... while Dad is out ... go ahead ... let me have a normal experience ... otherwise I won't be able to get through tonight ... and you'll miss it even more in the future ... "

	The mother did not say a word. She bit a few strands of hair that had fallen to the corner of her mouth, as if she could bite them off. The coldness in her eyes became more and more concentrated, but her body did not show any resistance. Her cheeks flushed uncontrollably. She seemed unable to bear the inexplicable heat on her face and turned her face away.

	After a while , she straightened herself up and, with forced composure, spat, " What are you talking about ?... You're done already ... Aren't you really afraid of your body collapsing ?" I knew the unspoken implication was that I'd already ejaculated more than once, and if I continued, my body wouldn't be able to handle it. I was still in my developmental stage.

	I felt the pleasure of fulfillment more and more , and a wave of heat spread from my heart to my whole body. In order to " speed up the process " , I had to lie with my eyes open, " No ... no ... only half of it came out ... otherwise how could it come out so quickly ... again ... " " It's hard . " As I said this, I deliberately rubbed my lower body to show the excitement of my cock.

	My mother frowned, her lips parted, but her eyes held suspicion, a suspicion tinged with intense shame. Then, with a noncommittal air, she said, " I 've indulged you enough ..." Rarely did she react with anger to my crude language, the word " hard . "

	I could feel that my mother's heart was gradually falling into confusion, no, it was wavering.

	I put my face close to hers, our breaths intertwined, her eyes filled with shame, anger and unnaturalness, her lips slightly parted, as if she wanted to say something, but she didn't say it. She seemed to be able to avoid my gaze and my stubborn and taboo-breaking begging words.

	My eyes lit up and I said with a little excitement, " Yes, they indulged me in such a dangerous situation. Now that Dad is out, I can finally fulfill my wish . "

	My mother suddenly turned and stared at me blankly. I couldn't make out the meaning of her expression. She was looking at a stranger, and I was looking at a strange mother. Strangeness was the final emotion that eliminated taboos and obstacles. Even so, this face, undefeated by time, still captivated the young man.

	But after a while I felt a little uncomfortable. I didn't know what she meant, so I could only shout, " Mom " .

	But the mother said absentmindedly, " Are you feeling unwell ? "

	　　" Huh? " I asked, puzzled. Then , I suddenly realized that she must have assumed I'd already consumed it multiple times and was probably feeling unwell, and that any further indulgence would be counterproductive.

	I shook my head like a rattle, and my eyes were particularly bright, showing the vitality of youth.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 65

	My mother turned away again, her neck gleaming softly in the light. Even as she tilted her head, her eyes shifted, trying not to meet mine. Instead, her eyes lowered, her eyelashes fluttering, as if masking an inner struggle. I watched her hand rise, as if to push me away, but the movement was weak. Her fingertips barely brushed my arm before falling limply to the sheets.

	She bit her lower lip, leaving a shallow mark. A look of struggle crossed her face, only to be replaced by a complex emotion that lingered in the corners of her eyes and brows, like a silent protest. Her breathing gradually calmed, though still a little erratic. The curve of her chest rose and fell with each breath, as if revealing the turmoil within her.

	After a long time, there was a barely audible sigh, mixed with shame, unwillingness, and a hint of compromise that even the mother herself was not aware of.

	　　This familiar sigh, and I could hear my heart pounding, as well as my cock, and I felt it was some kind of signal. She had agreed to her son's ridiculous request. Of course, it wasn't that simple, and there must have been the influence of his father, as if it was the case every time.

	to say anything anymore . I thrust my body forward, causing my cock to press more forcefully against the bulging flesh between my mother's legs. I could feel its softness even through her pants.

	　　" Hmm ..." The mother's sensitive area was hard hit by the boy's sexual organ, and she inevitably let out a soft moan, which once again filled the atmosphere of this night and this room with an ambiguous and restless tone.

	But after this sound, she immediately stepped back a little in panic, put her hands behind her back to support the bed, as if she was trying to escape from my " bullying " , and her posture was as if she had suddenly come to her senses.

	　　I was stunned for a moment, and even felt like the duck in my mouth flew away. I must have been crying inside, as if I had fallen into an abyss.

	However, my mother didn't notice my emotional changes at first. She just lifted one leg, raised her toes a little forward, and said hurriedly, " Go close the door ..." , " Turn off the lights too ." From the last sentence on, she was very embarrassed, which showed that as a mother, she clearly accepted her son's immoral request, and even " gave the order " to start it. How could she not feel ashamed and embarrassed?

	However, when my mother saw my expression, which was like a wilted flower bud, she probably guessed my " misunderstanding " and could better understand my fanatical concern for her body and such things. My status and age were there, but I was even more obsessed with it. She couldn't help feeling helpless and ashamed, and scolded me, " Look at you ... you are so obsessed with such things " , with a look of contempt as if she was disappointed in me.

	I rushed out of the living room, turned off the lights, returned to this room, and locked the door. I moved in one go, but when I started walking towards my mother on the bed, my smooth movements became rusty. Even the thought of a mature woman waiting for a young boy in bed was enough to make me dizzy. It felt like an electric current was running through my body, slowing down my movements.

	The half-hanging mosquito net had been dropped by the mother. Her face could not be seen through the fine mesh. One of her calves passed through the middle gap of the mosquito net and stretched out from the edge of the bed, shining like white jade under the light. However, the sole of her foot was deliberately pressed down to keep balance with the ground. Compared with the delicate legs, her feet were undoubtedly more in line with the weathering and ruthlessness of time. They were not cracked, but they were a little calloused due to the previous labor and the cramped shoes. I couldn't say that I was disgusted, but I didn't have much interest in it.

	The other leg and calf were upright on the bed, and both arms were supported on the bed, supporting the upper body. Although he did not lie down completely, he could immediately see my every move.

	　　Although she also needed to see through the fine mesh of the mosquito net, I always felt that I could not hide anything from her. The excitement and restlessness that I tried my best to suppress, the stiff movements under the huge psychological stimulation, and the unfamiliarity and immaturity of my first taste of a mature woman that could not be concealed were all seen by her.

	I dragged myself toward the bed, my feet heavy. For some reason, I suddenly felt like prey. After all this development, leading up to this final dance, my mother's permission proved she had broken down her inner wall. Furthermore, as a seasoned mother, perhaps she wasn't too embarrassed by her son. She had the advantage of practical experience; she was better than I at navigating the complex implications of taboo behavior.

	As I approached, her calf retracted halfway, and she moved her body backward, maintaining the same posture, and we entered into a game of " catch-up " .

	But I always felt that the look she gave me inside the mosquito net was somewhat playful. It wasn't me pressing in, it was more like a young man who had lost his mind being lured into the abyss by a mature woman ...

	When I " struggled " to get to the mosquito net , her little leg, like an eel that had just come out of a hole, sensed the danger and slid back very quickly and slidably, as if she was worried that she would be caught by me in the next second; of course, this was also a sign to lure me to explore further, it was like a bait.

	As my mother 's calves retracted, the mosquito net swayed like ripples on the water, revealing her face behind the mosquito net. The strange, playful smile became even more pronounced, and a seductive smile appeared between her eyebrows. I even had auditory hallucinations, as if a seductive laugh flashed through the room. Correspondingly, I couldn't remain calm in the face of all this, but my lack of calmness reached its extreme point, making my whole body stiff. Only the cock under my crotch could jump from time to time in the stimulation, relieving the feeling of being hard enough to explode.

	My breathing became rapid, and it felt like countless ants were crawling inside my body, making me itchy and uncomfortable. At the same time, I lifted the mosquito net and crawled in. Now I could finally see my mother's face clearly. She still looked calm and composed, as if what was going to happen next was nothing to worry about. However, she still glanced at me without any excessive surprise or shyness.

	　　Could it be that what I felt just now was all fantasy? I looked at her eyebrows and mouth corners, and they seemed very calm.

	So I looked down again at her calf that had just dragged backward and disappeared as I moved forward. I had the urge to grab it, so that I could show myself that I could control the upcoming stimulation and appear more like an adult in a dominant position.

	　　Seeing that I was staring at her calf and foot, the mother seemed to be able to see through my thoughts. She lifted the calf and touched the side of my thigh with the instep of her foot, and said lightly, " The lights in the room are turned off, otherwise you should n't come over . "

	　　This touch ignited a lot of desire in me. I felt that my mother was a little frivolous, which was not in line with her status and her psychology, but it made me even more excited. Facing such a mature mother, it would really make people crazy.

	　　Although it was a bit regretful to turn off the lights, I still had to obey the order. I slipped half of my body out of the mosquito net and turned off the lights. By the way, I pulled open the curtains near the head of the bed to let the moonlight in and brighten my vision. The last light in this village went out. I returned the darkness that belonged to this night to this world. However, in this room, a story full of spring will happen. There are more than six billion people in this world, in a corner of the earth. , could there be a mother and son experiencing the same thing? I believe there is.

	As the mosquito net once again enveloped us, mother and son, our excitement finally transformed into a trembling of body and soul. As darkness descended, I felt as if my mother had become a different person. Her eyes brightened, and the playful amusement on her face was genuine, as if she were staring at the clumsy composure of a clumsy person. Perhaps the night had given her courage , as if she were trying to assume the airs of a mother, the allure of a woman. After all, I was still a man coveting her flesh.

	My heart was pounding in my throat, but I swallowed hard to calm it down. I lifted one knee and slowly climbed onto the bed, leaving my other leg on the ground. Mother was incredibly cooperative, her eyes fixed on me. She repeated her old trick , using her hips as a fulcrum and her forearms as momentum. She slid backward again, her legs spreading even further, almost imperceptibly, as if to make room for me. Her satin pajama shorts were the same glossy finish as my legs, instantly recognizing their smoothness.

	Seeing my mother so cooperative , I was stunned. My other leg, still hesitant to climb onto the bed, I looked over at her. Now I could smell her fragrance, mingled with a hint of sweat, like a summer breeze. I looked up and found her face still some distance away, her lips slightly parted, but the warmth of her body seemed to already be reaching my face. Her eyes were half-lidded, as if she were sizing me up, or perhaps tempting me. " Are you always this slow, Li Yuqing? " she asked, her voice murmured in a dreamy whisper, but with a hint of amusement, especially in her blinking eyes, which seemed to reveal a hint of helplessness and resentment that left me speechless.

	At the same time , I was a little confused . Would n't it be a good idea for me to appear less impatient? I should get positive feedback.

	my mind was full of thoughts , the knee of my other leg also touched the bed. Subconsciously, I put all my body weight on it and moved my other knee forward. However, the knee that moved up later did not have enough contact with the bed, so I stumbled again and fell flat on my face, lying between my mother's legs, just above her ankles.

	I felt a little embarrassed and immediately stood up, looking at my mother at the same time. I saw that the playfulness in her eyes was even stronger, but there seemed to be a coquettishness between her brows. The boy's clumsiness and inability to restrain his nature made her feel funny, but it also made her feel that she had such a huge appeal to a boy. Besides being pleased with herself, she couldn't help but release a hazy coquettish look, echoing my restlessness, and with the straight outline of her chest, this feeling was even more appropriate.

	Perhaps my mistake just now was caused by my mother’s expression.

	Even if I looked directly at my mother, she was " unmoved " . Her eyes moved , and she looked at me with a half-smile as I looked at my still clumsy appearance. Suddenly, a charming arc appeared at the corner of her mouth, like a quietly blooming rose, with a hint of teasing, and some indescribable charm. Finally, she suddenly smiled and made a nasal sound of " Oh " , and the ending tone rose like silk being hooked by fingernails. " You are clumsy, and you dare to have a dirty mind . " There was no blame in the words. Her laughter was like a silver bell, with a hint of temptation. The fine lines at the corners of her eyes danced lightly, and she was charming and heart-warming.

	My scalp tingled, my whole body numb. Why did my mother seem so flirtatious at this moment? To put it bluntly, she was flirting. My heartbeat quickened at the sensation. It was like a ripe peach, overflowing with juice without any external pressure. A spring-like and moist feeling rippled from her body, the outline of her breasts rippled, and so did the smooth fabric of her pants.

	It seemed that the body fragrance of the mature woman on the bed was even stronger, with a hint of desire; the mother in front of him, with her plump and charming figure, made people feel more and more like an attractive mountain of flesh, and the boy was eager to climb.

	Tolerating it for even one more second would be disrespectful to my gender.

	　　My blood rushed to my head and I knelt down and moved forward. My trembling hands were very determined. I didn't give my mother time to react and pulled her panties and shorts off from her lower body. I don't know if it was because of the silky fabric or the smoothness of her skin, but there was no obstacle.

	　　" Hey, Li Yuqing , " my mother put away her playful and coquettish smile, she was anxious and shy, but she didn't scold me, she just called my name subconsciously. She pressed her waist and hips at the waistband with one hand, but missed, and her lower body was still naked and exposed.

	　　Although I no longer intended to waste time, I was inevitably stunned for a moment, looking at the slightly hazy and moist fertile soil of her legs. It was not clear, and it captured all my attention, so that I was still holding the lower body clothes that still retained my mother's body temperature in my hand.

	
Maybe it was because of my dull expression and restless Adam's apple that my mother thought I was going to do something naughty, so she pulled her shorts and underwear back on. But when she saw me staring at the private area under her crotch, she became even more ashamed and angry, and directly threw the clothes in her hands at me, " What are you looking at? You have never seen the world . "

	The shorts and underwear came towards me with warm and fragrant air, and fell off only after hitting my chest. This action of my mother gave me some experience of flirting. With a sudden thought, I casually threw it away, then took off my pants quickly, pounced forward, and pressed my mother's plump and attractive body on the bed. My chest pressed against her soft breasts. The big mass of fat on my mother's chest seemed to flow around between us but could never go far.

	　　" Hmm ..." Being pressed like this, the mother let out a muffled groan.

	At this point, I have completely entered the state where my body and mind are pulled by desire. My brain no longer thinks, and I have no time to look at my mother's face. Of course, I can't escape the smell of her body that constantly invades my nostrils, making my consciousness even more confused; I just want to find a place to comfort my cock that is hard enough to explode. I just want to crush the charm and identity of this mature woman and conquer this ripe body.

	It is no exaggeration to say that even though I was thin and a little immature, and I was facing a mature woman with status and authority, I was still like a wild beast that had lost its mind.

	The weapon under his crotch is his fangs, and he is impatiently searching for the fat and soft meat, wanting to bite it hard with his cock.

	When the glans touched a wet, hot and slippery place, " Hmm ..." , the mother's body stiffened and she let out a moan.

	I " took the time " to raise my head a little and look at my mother from top to bottom.

	Then, the room was so quiet that only the sound of our breathing remained. My mother's eyes finally met mine again. At that moment, I saw a complex light in her eyes - shame for herself, helplessness towards me, and a hint of unspeakable emotion.

	She didn't push me away, but just closed her eyes. Her long eyelashes cast a shadow under her eyelids, as if she was escaping, but also as if she was acquiescing. But her body was no longer stiff, but gradually softened, just like her soft body, as if a long pull finally reached some kind of delicate balance.

	　　The thin vest wrapped around her graceful body, her proud fullness and mature charm seemed particularly attractive at this moment. Her cheeks began to flush at some point, her lips slightly parted, and her breathing was trembling.

	Perhaps it was because her son's penis was stuck at the entrance of her vagina, and she didn't know when it would be hit by an incestuous blow, which made the mother feel insecure as if she was hanging in mid-air; or perhaps it was because I had been looking at her for " too long " , and she didn't want to maintain the embarrassment anymore and was eager to regain some subtle initiative.

	She opened her eyes, her eyes like smoke and water seemed to want to say something but hesitated, and finally turned into resentment and anger, and she slowly said, " Why are you so impatient? You have no respect for your elders. I am your mother . "

	Sometimes you say I'm slow, sometimes you say I'm impatient, women; but that half sentence that mentioned my identity was what pushed me forward violently.

	I sank my buttocks, straightened my waist, and my entire cock went into a wet and hot honey hole. It seemed that I had no experience at all, just like a thousand-pound stone that suddenly plunged into lava and then slowly melted.

	　　" Ah ..." , my mother's frown and moaning seemed like she could not bear something, but she could not hide the joy in her heart. She just put her hands on my back and was about to hug me, but she immediately " bounced away " . Her subconscious mind was also resisting this overly proactive detail action.

	I lowered my head again, burying it in the side of my mother's neck. I didn't thrust in and out immediately, but stirred it a few times wantonly, and began to feel the active wriggling of the tender flesh of my mother's vagina. It was so pleasant that I gasped for air. Even if it melted by the scorching heat or was cut off by the tight clamp, I would have no regrets.

	The tender flesh wrapped around my cock, and when I pulled and pulled, it was like a soft baby's hand, sending waves of hot and sticky pleasure. The wonderful feeling brought a burst of heat up my spine.

	This was not the first time I had entered her, and I seemed to have lost my initial attempt to absorb forbidden psychological stimulation from everywhere. What I wanted to grasp was the physical pleasure of my lower body.

	So my face was pressed against my mother's cheek without a gap, feeling the heat on her face, and her heavy breathing in my ears. Then I began to " skillfully " thrust my waist and hips, and my cock began to thrust in and out normally, continuously penetrating my mother's honey pot, as if the tender flesh wrapped around my cock was an obstacle to the secret passage. I was using my cock to chisel them open and smooth them out, making the mother's secret passage more slippery and smooth, so as to accommodate the boy's rod in and out, reaching the flesh at the bottom.

	　　" Hmm ... ahh ..." As my cock went in and out, but the movement was not big, my mother also made a slight hum in response, but the sound was still wet and low, like a forbidden melody, which drilled into my ears and constantly aroused the throbbing in my heart.

	　　The cock thrusts slowly within the soft, wrinkled vagina, but the slow motion seems to gradually arouse the sensitivity of the mother's body. The flesh walls continuously ooze out love juices, fully lubricating the vagina, making it increasingly warm and slippery, and the cock feels incomparable ecstasy! As a teenager, I often wondered how God created women. How could this thin channel make people so comfortable, so comfortable for both parties? At the same time, I feel extremely happy that my mother has such a channel to accommodate her son's adolescent restlessness.

	　　" Hmm ... hum ..." , the mother's moans in my ears showed no sign of suppression. Although not wanton, the desire was more sincere, which made the young man even hotter. It seemed that with each of her charming moans, my pleasure was constantly rising.

	Her thighs touched my waist several times, and it seemed like she could clamp them at any time, but as soon as they touched, they slightly parted, appearing particularly shy, just like her arms that wanted to hug my back.

	Although the physical pleasure of penetrating the mother's vagina was no less than any time before, I knew that I could experience more, and I felt that the " foreplay " was almost over, and the afternoon would be a bit boring if it continued like this.

	　　" Hmm ... Hmm ..." Amidst my mother 's continuous and indulgent moans, while her hands and legs were shyly and messily touching my body, I suddenly stopped thrusting into my mother's vagina. It wasn't that I was doing anything intentional, I just wanted to slow down, then stand up and start adjusting positions to allow for more communication.

	My mother 's moaning stopped abruptly, and her lower body, which had entered a state of bliss, also lost its close partner, my cock. Then I felt a kind of irritation in her, which was the emotion of having her happiness interrupted. I can imagine that her eyes must have been filled with disbelief and confusion for a moment.

	　　" Get out of here when you're ready !" my mother said coldly and impatiently. But she didn't know if I was ready yet. My cock was still hard inside her cunt. This was just the beginning, and I wasn't a novice. These were more like angry words uttered in anger. When I sensed this emotion, I felt guilty, and the urge to pound my mother's cunt was revived. I thrust my cock again, rubbing against the walls of her cunt and crushing the fleshy core.

	　　" Ah, hum ..." , the mother then continued the pleasant sound, with eight points of satisfaction, as if she was humming me.

	But I began to feel strange, as if I were a horse pulling a cart. I was just a little slow, and the lady in the cart whipped me. I had to grit my teeth and continue to work hard on the road. I was dissatisfied but dared not say anything.

	Oh, this is too much. Where are the taboos and shame? I want to refuse but I also want to accept. I resist with my mouth but my body is very honest. I can't hide the desire and pleasure in my embarrassing mood.

	I quickly raised my upper body, and my chest was separated from my mother's breasts. I looked down at her, and I did not slack off in thrusting my cock. I even increased the strength and speed, and the sound of flesh colliding could be heard from time to time.

	It was incredible. The mother, who hadn't noticed me staring at her, now had drunken eyes and a charming face that looked incredibly beautiful. As I thrust into her, her lips let out soft moans from time to time . All of this made the young man 's desire burn even more fiercely.

	But she soon noticed it , and glared at me in shame and anger, " Well ... you ... ah ... can you please stop looking at me ? " , and without caring whether I would listen to her or not, she bit her lower lip and turned her face away, almost burying her head in the pillow. Her soft body stiffened a lot, and one hand tightly grasped the bed sheet, and the other hand covered her mouth to prevent herself from making any seductive sounds.

	But the vagina was still contracting and squeezing my cock, and water kept gushing out. The hair of each other at the junction was already wet, and there was already a little white liquid hanging on it. My rod was also like being coated with a layer of glue, and the fishy smell went straight to my heart, making me very lustful. Seeing my mother's body so healthy and sensitive, showing the charm of a woman's private side under her son's crotch, was another huge sense of accomplishment.

	Her vagina was tight and smooth, wrapping seamlessly around my son's shaft. The forceful thrusts left trails of moisture, and the in-and-out became even smoother, increasing my speed and force. Her delicate body swayed back and forth from my thrusts. A fine line of sweat formed on the tip of her nose, and her neck was irregularly red, glistening with a glistening sheen of sweat. Further down, the thin fabric couldn't contain her soft, large breasts, which swayed back and forth like water-filled bags, bouncing wildly before my eyes. I just wanted to hold them down, the protruding buds seemingly poking through my vest. I wanted to kiss this alluring, juicy body, to grab those magnificent breasts, but I wasn't in a rush yet. I felt it wasn't the right time.

	As I fucked her like this, my mother's eyes gradually became blurred and dazed, the hand covering her mouth softened, and her hair covered her face. " Hmm ... Hmm ... Ah ... Hum ..." , with her nose and lips no longer obstructed , she finally let out a soft and long moan, which was clearly transmitted to my ears through her thick hair, urging me to work harder.

	　　" Hmm ... hum ... slow ... Li Yuqing ..." But it didn't sound like a resistance at all, more like a cry of ecstasy. The boy thrust harder, " Hmm ... ah ... hum ..." He deliberately thrust hard into the center of her vagina, causing my mother to raise her head. A high, long moan escaped her lips. Her delicate body trembled slightly, and her vagina began to contract. Sticky liquid dripped down the shaft onto the bed. A hand climbed up my back, its nails pinching mercilessly. Although it hurt slightly, the subtle details of my mother's reaction stimulated my cock, making it incredibly hard.

	Putting aside the visual recollection now, even after witnessing it several times, I had no idea how the mother beneath me would reach a certain state under the surging stimulation. However, her body's reaction, especially the tightening and trembling of her acupuncture points, was clearly transmitted to the nerves of my penis. The humming tone became shrill and trembling, which was even more piercing. The small fleshy lips, squeezed and weak at the junction, seemed to flutter on their own without my pulling, like the preparation of a butterfly to spread its wings.

	I have no doubt that if I thrust hard a dozen more times, I will be able to bring a small orgasm to the woman in front of me.

	But I still slowed down. It's an old habit of men. I wanted to suppress the tingling nerves in my lower body. Although I was not sure it would bring me pleasure to the end, I had other demands. It had to last longer and I couldn't take any risks.

	As I slowed down my movements, the spring water in my mother's eyes seemed to be crushed by something, and a trace of anxiety gradually emerged. Her frown dissipated the hidden enjoyment, and her lips, which were biting the hair in her mouth, trembled slightly, but it was obvious that she was no longer suppressing the seductive moans and gasps. Then she let go and exhaled hot air, like the fragrance of fermented wine before it takes shape, and also like the rich fragrance of orchids.

	She turned to look at me, her eyes bright, but with a deep resentment in her inexplicable gaze. Her long eyelashes trembled from time to time, and her face full of spring made me feel her feminine side, which I could not forget for a long time.

	My nostrils twitched, my Adam's apple rolled as I swallowed. It wasn't just my mouth that was aroused; I wanted every part of my face to feel this mature, alluring face, to penetrate her slightly parted lips. Even though they weren't flaming red, they still made me restless. This woman, who usually scolded and nagged, displaying the air of a well-behaved woman, could, in a private moment, convey a woman's joy. She bit her lip, pursed her lips, her eyes a mixture of anger, resentment, fascination, intoxication, and lust. The more I watched, the more I imagined it. A low moan burrowed into my head, setting my whole body on fire. She bit her lip, and I wanted to bite hers too.

	　　This desire is also an important reason why I slow down.

	So I lowered my head, and unlike before, I leaned my face against my mother's neck. This time, I faced her face to face ...

	Unexpectedly, my mother seemed to see through my intention. She pushed my face and lips with a strong force, causing them to miss the target and move to other places. The skin on my cheeks was also deformed by my mother's push. It must have been very funny and embarrassing.

	　　The resistance was obvious without hesitation, and I felt depressed. This shouldn't be the case. I've tried kissing and licking her randomly, even in the most embarrassing parts of her body.

	I whispered in confusion, " Mom " .

	She looked at me coldly, her tone indifferent but with a strong dissatisfaction coming from nowhere, " Do n't come near me ! "

	Women's emotions are really strange. The idea of " getting close to someone " can only wait for the next opportunity.

	But this did not affect anything, as her son's hard cock was still stuck in her soft and tight vagina. But the desire for oral sex always had to find an outlet.

	So I retracted my neck and moved my face to the top of her chest. I plunged down and hit the softness. I took one of the protruding nipples in my mouth. It seemed that the thin cloth could not cover the milky fragrance emanating from it. The buds were elastic and tender. The taste on the tip of my tongue was lightly salty and astringent. Sweat and strange liquid residues were mixed on her skin and clothes. Although it was not strong, it was intoxicating.

	　　" Hmm ..." , my mother let out a long and delicate hum, and her waist stiffened and straightened, as if she was straightening her full breasts and putting the nipples completely into my mouth.

	　　The speed of the cock still did not increase. When you first start experiencing a woman, you actually cannot do many things at once, even though you have imagined the actions of all the organs in your usual sexual fantasies.

	I noticed that my mother's legs were swinging restlessly. As soon as they touched my waist, they swung down helplessly, as if she was about to greet something but ended up disappointed. One hand was gently placed on the back of my head, and the downward pressure was not released for a long time.

	The tender flesh inside the vagina also stopped trembling and contracting, pressing on my cock, as if it had lost air, and turned into a soft, tender and slippery ball, but of course the burning sensation remained the same.

	　　These were very clear to my senses, but I didn’t explore the emotions at the moment.

	　　Still focusing on the present, he gently rubbed the nipple in his mouth with his teeth, and took a few sips, filling his lips with the taste, which was just right.

	　　" Well ... be gentler ..." , the mother said as if she was puffing out her chest, her voice trembling slightly with the suppressed reaction of her body, wet, soft and warm.

	When I saw it, I thought this reaction was quite touching, so I worked harder with my mouth and tongue. " Hmm ..." , the mother moaned softly, and the young man's cock in her vagina seemed to suddenly swell up. So I increased the amplitude a little and moved in and out a few times, making a gurgling sound of water, as if I was struggling to move through a swamp.

	The buds of her nipples were teased by my mouth and tongue , and her vagina felt the scratches of the sharp edges of the boy's sexual organs. " Oh ... hum ..." , my mother gasped, with a hoarse ending, floating in the middle of the night, and my heart seemed to be scratched.

	My mother 's hand began to stroke the back of my head in a disorderly manner. The force was light, but I always felt a certain anxiety. Her legs were spread apart and swung, and she quietly pressed against my waist and did not let go, but she did not apply any force yet.

	However, the boy did not understand the desire for his mother and did not understand these signals. His mind was deeply immersed in the " nipple pleasure " , so he gave up his ultimate weapon and fell asleep drunk on the fragrance of milk.

	were about to tighten around my waist rubbed a few times, and as if following the movement of my cock, they gradually became motionless, her hands also remained motionless, and her whole body froze.

	When I once again rubbed the nipple under the vest with my teeth , " Hmph ... be gentle ..." my mother shouted.

	Then my scalp tightened. It turned out that my mother suddenly pulled my hair and moved my head away. I didn't understand where her anger and shame came from.

	　　Maybe she was embarrassed by having her nipples licked and bitten like this, and suddenly she resisted.

	I raised my head and looked at my mother pitifully.

	She snorted coldly, " I won't give it to you! Don't forget that I am your mother. " Her sudden anger and arrogance made me laugh and cry.

	I begged, " It's ... it's like this ... I'm really almost well, Mom ... "

	But she seemed even more annoyed, and after giving me a blank look, she frowned and said, " You ... if you keep taking so long to fix the color and water ... I don't have that much free time . "

	Then he pursed his lips and turned his face away, his face full of deep thought.

	After a moment , my mother's lips lifted sharply, leaving a white crescent mark on her lower lip. Suddenly, she released her lips, letting out a soft breath of warm air. Her eyes flickered with resentment, her face shrouded in subtle shame and anger. There were some things she couldn't articulate, but how could she expect a young, unfamiliar person like me to understand? It was a difficult situation, but she remained angry.

	　　" You are so annoying at such a young age , " my mother suddenly said, pushing me away while I was in a daze. My cock left the enchanting mother's hole with a few traces of water on it, exposed to the air, jumping twice with its hardness, and I could see liquid dripping from the shaft.

	I couldn't help but yell, " Mom ... this ..." Before I could finish my words, my mother lowered her head. The hot breath from her nose and lips, wet with her words, swirled in my ears. She said in a pretentious, authoritative voice, " Shut up! Why are you yelling? Well, you'd better close your eyes too. " A hint of helplessness, a hint of annoyance, a hint of embarrassment; a few strands of hair brushed my cheek, and my ears felt a strong sensation, and I shuddered.

	I thought of a possibility, and the evil fire was boiling so fiercely that people were confused.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 66

	my mother finished speaking, leaning against my face, she pushed hard against my chest, forcing me to lie flat on my back, my cock erect. A heavy force pressed against my waist and abdomen, then disappeared, and my mother was straddling my waist. I felt like I was almost paralyzed.

	I ignored my mother 's warnings and stared wide-eyed, wishing my eyes could actually glow so I could see everything, but I didn't know where to look. I only felt a warm hand gripping my cock, which felt like it was gripping my heart. Since our affair, my mother had rarely properly touched my cock, so at times, I even felt that this was more exciting than having her wet pussy hold my cock.

	　　Yes, there will always be a day when I can let my mother’s hands entertain me.

	My mother lowered her head and looked at the part below where we were about to connect. Her hair hung down on both sides and her brows were furrowed. There was no other obvious expression on her face, which made it seem as if she was concentrating on this action with all her attention.

	My mother squatted, legs spread wide, suspended in mid-air, as if she were using the toilet. Her fingers gripped my penis, " exploring " the intersection of her legs. The slippery, wet, and tender sensation sent a thrill through me. I felt guilty letting my thoughts wander. I concentrated intensely, even more attentively than in class, carefully taking in every sensation.

	As the friction intensified , I felt my mother's breathing become more and more rapid. I looked through her parted hair and seemed to have found the right spot. Her red face closed with shame. She bit her lips tightly and silently grasped my cock, rubbing it against the fertile flesh of her thighs.

	I gradually felt something sticky dripping onto my glans, as if it were coated in a sticky, gooey liquid. It was my mother's arousal fluid, the sensual sensation stimulating me both physically and mentally. When my mother took my glans into her vagina, she finally released my cock and, with a delicate touch, placed her hands on my waist and abdomen. She seemed to caress it a few times, her tightly closed eyes half-opening, a look of surprise and a bit of lust. Was she surprised by the hardness and length of her son's penis? While I'm not a big, young woman with a fast metabolism and plenty of exercise, I have well-defined muscles in my waist and abdomen without much effort. I'm full of energy and masculinity, and I think that must have infected my mother.

	A mother is also a woman. When she relives the male hormones of youth, it is impossible for her to remain completely calm. Perhaps, she also has some sense of accomplishment. No matter how passionate the boy is, he will still be swallowed up by her tenderness and charm.

	My mother is indeed an experienced person. After she felt the novelty, she began to slowly exert force with her buttocks, and the hot and slippery passage swallowed my cock piece by piece. In this position, the feeling of the boy's cock being swallowed by the mature woman's lower body was even stronger.

	Her whole body trembled slightly, and when her buttocks were fully seated, her legs swung diagonally against my waist, and from between her lips, once tightly pursed, an involuntary, seductive moan of " Hmm ... Ah! " Her trembling body felt released. Looking at our connection, only a dark shadow remained. There was no gap between us anymore. Both physically and psychologically, we had reached this point. Any further shyness was self-deception.

	My mother seemed to be ashamed of her own coquettish cries, her cheeks flushed, her mature temperament was tinged with blush, and her mature charm was even more moving; then, she remembered what I had done, and said angrily, " Close your eyes , do you hear me? " But as she said that, she just glared at me coquettishly, and without too much hesitation, she turned her face away in panic.

	　　This is the woman-on-top position, representing supreme initiative. It feels like a dream, so unreal! But the feeling of the cock rubbing against the pussy flesh is incredibly real, and the tingling sensation tells me this isn't a dream! My cock is so hard it wants to throb, but it feels like it's been restrained. It's not about how long my cock is, but in this position, it seems to shorten the passageway to my mother's pussy. My cock easily crushes the fleshy core, and it's at a disadvantage, as if it hasn't fully stretched out. It's more difficult to move than in other positions, like being trapped in a cramped, fleshy cage.

	It's hard to describe the pleasure , but the feeling was extremely intense. I think my face must have looked a little panicked and unbearable. My mother seemed to realize it, and she glanced at me casually, a complacent look flashing across her blushing face.

	So mother raised her hip again, and my cock gradually broke free from the restraint of her flesh and resumed its long shape. When the glans was most of the way out of mother's vagina, the shaft was already shiny and oily, as if it had been soaked in something. In the middle of mother's brown labia, a small piece of tender red flesh was turned out, and as she sat down her hip again, it disappeared. " Snap " , this was the sound made by mother's active collision with my body, and her pair of breasts swayed as her wide hips hit me, causing her vest to flutter.

	　　" Hmm ..." , mother let out another charming moan that was completely filled with pleasure.

	　　After two hits, the " test " was over , and the mother stopped " nagging " and increased the frequency of lifting her hips and hitting down ... My cock began to feel the strong wetness and slippery stroking, and was no longer trapped like before.

	Just seeing the mother dealing with her son so skillfully, without any dirty words, but with her body giving off the most alluring female charm, I was so comfortable that my mind was confused. I was almost passive, until I grabbed the bed sheet tightly. It seemed that it was my mother who was fucking me.

	　　This squatting position particularly emphasized the length of her thighs, which stretched out over my body like two intersecting bridges suspended in mid-air. Although I was slightly taller than her, the length of her thighs was completely different. Observing this, the contrast between the woman's voluptuous figure and the boy's thinness became more vivid, giving me a strange sense of satisfaction.

	Every time my mother's buttocks fell, a little water splashed. After a few times, my pubic hair was stained with white liquid; and my mother's lower body labia was so engorged with blood that it seemed to have become much larger and softer.

	　　" Hmm ... uh ... ahhh " , the mother finally couldn't help it and suddenly raised her head, letting out long and charming moans. She bit her lower lip tightly, her eyes half open and half closed, her face half depressed and half comfortable.

	Her sweet vaginal flesh entwined around my cock, wriggling as if giving it the most erotic massage. My tender cock had never experienced such a bone-eroding massage before, and it felt a hundred times better than masturbation! The warm and hot cavity was overflowing with slippery water, and the soft tender flesh came from all directions. The glans penis experienced a lot of silky friction while being stroked by the mother, and the sore and itchy feeling accumulated more and more. The pointed glans penis began to swell, and each time it just hit the pistil, it was hit by the soft yet hard pistil, which was particularly sore and numb. This also caused the mature mother on my body to tremble repeatedly, and the honey juice continued to flow out of the body through my rod.

	My cock might not be considered a giant, but it possessed the hardness and fiery intensity of the young man's, and my status was so different. This made Mother feel a sense of exhaustion at the end each time she thrust forward, the entire length of the cock entering, the tip poking at the very center of her vagina. The light pleasure that followed each time Mother relaxed, and the unusually firmness of the young man's cock must have been tickling her most sensitive spot, making it difficult for her to control her emotions and gradually becoming intoxicated, the taboos of her status becoming meaningless.

	　　Although the woman-on-top position allows my mother to control the strength and rhythm, my cock seemed to be so excited that it became thicker and longer than ever before, so that every time she sat down, she couldn't help but take a deep breath, and when she lifted it up, she exhaled comfortably. Just listening to her charming and involuntary shouting was so tempting. .

	　　After a while, " Ah ..." , this time I couldn't help but scream.

	My mother was startled by the sound, and she shook off a bit of energy from her confused state. She glared at me angrily and said, " Li Yuqing, why are you shouting ... this is outrageous . "

	Whenever I heard my mother mention my name, I became extremely excited. Finally, another impulse could not be suppressed. At the moment when my mother's buttocks rose and fell, I suddenly thrust my waist to meet her stroking. The force was so great that it seemed to push her whole body into the air. The glans hit the center of her flower violently, making my mother's body and breasts tremble uneasily.

	　　" Ah ... don't move ... stop ... um ... uh ... slow ..." My mother bit her lower lip quickly, but she couldn't stop her moans. She pressed her hands on my waist and abdomen, at a loss.

	When I tried to repeat my old trick, my mother used her hips and both hands to hold down my restless body. At the same time, her upper body almost collapsed on me. Her full breasts couldn't resist the pull of gravity, and with the drooping of her clothes, her waist and abdomen were hollowed out. I could see a few soft folds of flesh on her upper body, which was just a mature woman's charm. Her vagina was still stubbornly swallowing the boy's cock, but she was already panting, almost exhausted, and breathing heavily. I felt that she didn't want to stop me, but this kind of up and down stroking, woman on top, consumes a lot of energy, and my mother's action was just to relieve the fatigue. At this moment, I had a clearer sense of her age.

	But I couldn't bear it any longer. I immediately wanted to move again, without her having to do anything. However, my mother, sensing my restlessness, quickly panted, " If you dare to move, you'll go back to bed! " With an irresistible authority , it seemed she wanted to be in control. She was on top, not giving me a chance to move. Suddenly, I couldn't understand this woman who had raised me for over a decade.

	Fortunately, not long after, my mother made some movement, probably because she had caught her breath. She straightened her calves a little, and pressed her legs even tighter against my waist and abdomen. The center of gravity shifted from her hips to her thighs, and her crotch pressed against my lower waist and abdomen, so tightly that I could not see anything except the hair. It seemed that my cock was swallowed deeper.

	She pretended to be angry and said, " Don't move , do you hear me? " , but her tone was tinged with charm and had no deterrent effect at all. However, I decided to obey her orders for the time being. After all, the psychological stimulation brought by a woman's initiative is extraordinary and rare. Only a fool would not endure it obediently.

	But she asked me not to move, and she moved automatically, looking particularly coquettish.

	The first strong feeling did not come from the cock in the vagina . She seemed to keep her upper body still, but as straight as possible, for fear that the connection below was not tight enough, and that my cock could not penetrate deep enough; it was just that her lower body swayed back and forth like a slide, and I felt as if my thighs and waist were tightly held by the mother's hips and legs, and then my cock felt the feeling of being wrapped in the flesh, as if the soft and greasy vaginal walls stuck to the young man's cock, and as the mother moved, it pulled the flesh under my crotch.

	　　" Hmm ..." The mother's reaction was not strong, but her pleasure was real and natural.

	　　" Ugh ..." However, when I groaned in pain , I suddenly felt a panic. My waist would be broken by the mature mother on me, and so would my cock. My mother's agile and slender legs were very powerful, and the flesh in her vagina was full of vitality. She didn't look like a woman in her forties at all. I couldn't help but hold her knees, trying to stop her from thrusting.

	My mother had just thrust a few times, and her rosy eyes had just closed, and she let out a contented sigh. She was just about to get into her own rhythm, but when she heard my reaction, she opened her eyes, stopped twisting her waist, and leaned forward slightly, moving a little closer to me, as if she wanted to see my face clearly.

	The mother still had the same look of surprise and suspicion as before, mixed with a bit of disgust, but there was a tentative teasing in her words, " You ... can't do it anymore? ..." Although the words were harsh , the mother's expression was very unnatural after she said it, as if she felt that she shouldn't have said this, with complicated emotions, cautious and embarrassed, but she had to confirm it, didn't she?

	But her eyes were very bright.

	in my heart , but my reasons seemed so lame that I couldn't say them; my dick also protested strongly and wanted to move forward, but it was trapped by the woman's lower body.

	I almost said that this was unfair competition.

	　　" Let's change ... change the position ..." I said with courage.

	　　" Oh ... you wish ... that 's it ," the mother responded without thinking, and straightened her upper body, as if deliberately making the full outline of her chest more upright, so as to echo the feminine charm that the little boy could not resist at this moment.

	There was a slight disappointment and a bit of worry between her brows. She sighed softly and said slowly, " Okay ... Let's finish it quickly , it's getting late . "

	My cock began to be pulled and twisted by the fleshy walls of her vagina again. She continued to thrust forward and backward, left and right, displaying the ease of a seasoned woman. Her waist was soft but powerful, controlling her hips and legs. However, as if to acknowledge my " no, " she didn't react in a coquettish or flirtatious manner. Instead, she seemed to be completing a task, her eyes casually darting around, taking a moment to look at me. Now I could better appreciate her motherly superiority, as if she didn't care much about a young boy and could easily handle me.

	But she guessed wrong, this is not my dessert position. In this woman-on-top position, my cock is not sensitive at all for ejaculation. This is more like my mother's dessert position.

	As time went on, her composure crumbled.

	She glanced at me and said, " Huh? " , probably because she was surprised that I hadn't finished yet.

	So I worked harder and did it automatically, and the discomfort and panic I felt at first passed. Now I felt the charm and initiative of my mother wholeheartedly, and my hands climbed up her waist, feeling her charming rhythm.

	My hips and legs cooperated imperceptibly, and the cock began to counterattack, stirring and oppressing my tender flesh.

	　　" Hmm ..." , my mother finally let out a soft moan, pushed her hands to my chest, slowed down the twisting, then rolled her eyes at me and said coquettishly, " Asshole, didn't you say it would be soon ? "

	　　" I didn't say that, Mom, " I replied tremblingly, the pleasure overwhelming the crushing feeling of her hips and legs.

	　　" Hmph , " my mother snorted coldly, and immediately returned to her own rhythm. Not only was her pussy rubbing against me and stroking my cock, but her buttocks and thighs were also rubbing against the area around my lower body.

	Perhaps it was the itchy feeling of her hair scratching her cheeks during the thrusting, so the mother raised her hands and gathered her hair behind her head into a high ponytail. She was reluctant to let it down, her face completely exposed, with a look of ecstasy. Her breasts swayed under her vest, and her ponytail rippled with her twisting movements, cheerfully, but matched with her expression of half-closed eyes, proud figure, swaying waist, and the sticky sound of water during the intercourse with her son, which was so obscene and slutty. This side of my mother gave me new stimulation, and I couldn't help but no longer hide it, and the thrusting I cooperated with was much more powerful.

	Perhaps she noticed my staring at her, " Um ... uh ... don't look ... don't look at your mother like that , " the mother whimpered breathlessly, but without any intention of stopping me.

	But she still put down her hands and let her hair fall down again, which could somewhat cover part of her face. In fact, it was of no use. At this time, any expression of my mother gave me different psychological stimulation.

	　　Gradually, my mother's skin seemed to be congested, becoming delicate and rosy. Her face with a pink neck and upturned neck was covered by messy hair and stained with sweat. She swayed aimlessly, " Um ... um ... hum ..." The rapid moans strangely became weaker and weaker, and in the end she simply fell silent. She bit her lower lip with her pearly teeth, as if she was enduring something indescribable. Her expression was painful and confused, her waist kept twisting, her legs curled up hard, and her hips pressed against me as hard as possible, so that the flesh inside her body could contact the cock more and deeper.

	Suddenly, without warning, the throbbing motions of my mother's waist stopped. She lifted her hips, letting out a shuddering, ecstatic " Ahh, " freeing herself from my cock. Then, with a sizzling sound, a stream of water powerfully hit my belly button . Above her vagina, the intersection of her labia seemed to open a little, a slight bulge emerging , the size of a soybean, tender and white. The tender red flesh at the entrance of her vagina contracted and shrank a few times, like breathing, as the stream of water sprayed across it.

	I didn't react at all and didn't have time to see more details. I smelled a warm fishy smell, but it was fleeting. The strange liquid flowed on both sides of my waist and abdomen, flowed onto the sheets, and also wet my back. It was a bit uncomfortable, a bit like when I wet the bed as a child and my skin was wrapped in wet urine.

	A strong urge , I stretched out my hand to pinch the wetness on my waist and abdomen, put it to my mouth, and stuck out my tongue. I licked my fingers, and there was no smell that I was worried about . I could vaguely see that the liquid that gushed out of my mother's vagina was like clear water ...

	Even the soaked sheets did not emit that foul smell.

	I was shocked . My mother seemed not to want me to see the details. As soon as her pussy got rid of my cock, she hurriedly stuffed it back in, completely losing her mother's reserve.

	But my little actions , and my shock and excitement because I had never seen the world before, still made my mother blush so much that blood was about to drip out, and she was so ashamed and angry that she couldn't say anything. But she couldn't say anything. She should have prayed that I wouldn't " talk nonsense . "

	However, I ignored the pleasure in my lower body at this moment and asked tremblingly, " Mom ... what is that ... "

	Her pride was gone, replaced only by the helpless shyness of a young woman. She gritted her teeth, but seeing my curious and excited inquiries, she had to evade the question, saying indignantly, " Nothing ... a normal female reaction ..." Then she turned her face away . If I said another word, she seemed mortified to death. But even as she turned away, she still managed to sneak a sidelong glance at me, filled with resentment. She was mostly annoyed by her own lack of restraint in her body.

	　　The " small water wave " passed just like that, but my heart couldn't calm down for a long time. Seeing this phenomenon in this position gives people psychological stimulation and a stronger sense of accomplishment.

	Soon, my mother rested her hands on my chest, enjoying herself, moving vigorously, as if letting me be shocked. Of course, she didn't want to see her charming face. But after the entire penis was inserted, the fullness and the ups and downs of it gave her infinite pleasure. Her body involuntarily softened, and only the firm grip of my hands on her waist could prevent her from collapsing.

	I don't know if it was the stimulation of that scene, but my cock seemed to have become much more sensitive. The numbness in my nerves began to come as expected, unavoidable. I resisted it, wanting to witness it again. I slowed my thrusts and said, " More ... more ... "

	My mother was moving rhythmically, as if it was a subconscious action and she couldn't stop at all. She turned her face away, with resentment in her eyes, and said in a retort, " Pervert ... do you really like being sprayed all over? " After saying that , she felt that what she said was not appropriate, but she vented her anger and shame on me, pressing harder, as if she also wanted to see my spraying, my embarrassment, and my unbearable look.

	The experience of my mother taking the initiative to be on top of me was so comfortable that her face had an expression that seemed like pain and comfort, beauty and laughter, and she was completely immersed in enjoying the pleasure that the young man's cock brought her.

	　　Although her face was full of shyness, she was determined to end this unbearable act as soon as possible. Her movements became faster and faster. She didn't let me make a sound, but the moans from her mouth, which were completely uncontrollable, overflowed from her teeth. She was completely immersed in it, without any concealment, and she let out a soft and natural " Hmm ... Hmm ... Ah hum ... "

	I felt that I was almost at the end, so I ignored my mother's initial warnings, and holding her waist tightly, lifted her waist, left the bed, and hit her vagina with my cock. It was my active action that caused the sound of flesh hitting flesh, and a lot of the remaining water droplets splashed and scattered all over the bed.

	　　" Ah ... you can't move ... stop ... Li Yuqing ... ah ..." , the mother moaned, moaning uncontrollably. Her body could no longer remain straight, and she almost fell limply on me. Her sobbing moans, with a hot and wet breath, invaded my face, and her heavy breasts hung on my chest.

	　　This feeling was simply too good, so good that I wanted to scream out loud. I could see the soft white flesh covering my body, the plump, rounded buttocks rising and falling like a shuttle, the soft, wet shoulders drenched in sweat, soft and tender. Through her face, with its long, flowing black hair, my mother's upturned eyelashes trembled slightly, her charming face radiant with color, her teeth biting her lower lip, trying to suppress the moan that wanted to escape from her throat, but to no avail.

	My mother 's complex expression of wanting to hide and welcome stimulated my cock so much that it became hard and erect, filling her moist and tight honey hole. Then I whipped those clingy flesh hard, and it swelled up with excitement. My mother's two labia tightly wrapped around the rod, and the tender flesh on the inner wall soaked the entire passage with love juice, and all the feelings became much stronger.

	I couldn't help but cry out excitedly , " Mom ... can you spray me again ..." My mother's eyes sank into a moment of confusion, until, with a wave of water, she blossomed into a seductive, alluring gaze. A few seconds later, with a humming sound, she sank her entire upper body onto me, her soft, warm flesh pressing against the young boy's. Her mature body exuded a feminine scent, and her warm, tender breaths pounded against my skin.

	Those charming, soft and tender moans and low moans rang in my ears, and the pressing of our bodies made me feel like I had fallen into a sea of flesh. " Shameless ... Do you think you can come whenever you want? " , a disgusting voice rang out, making my heart tremble.

	Then she lifted her face, her lips wet with hot breath right before mine. She snorted, her eyes full of allure and passion, and my breathing became disordered. I could only continue thrusting harder. Mother completely gave up on me, letting me do whatever I wanted. She gasped through her open mouth, " Ah ... hum , " a soft, sobbing gasp, her whole body slumping even more than before, her head falling back.

	As I was almost at the end , I moved my hand from my waist to her wet and elastic buttocks, and thrust my abdomen as hard as I could to drive my cock into her vagina.

	At this time, people will do a lot of crazy things. I spread her buttocks apart again and dug them hard with my fingers. I accidentally touched the pink wrinkles at the bottom of her buttock groove, which made me angry and full of passion.

	I felt a contraction there , and my mother moaned, her delicate body paused, and she grabbed one of my hands, " Ah hum ... don't ... don't touch there ..."

	But her honey hole was like a baby's greedy little mouth, always holding my cock and refusing to let go. The cock tightly wrapped by the tender flesh felt the passage's reaction was particularly different, more wet, hot, and tight than ever before.

	　　" Mmm ... hum ... don't ..." I finally, still thrusting rapidly, gently pressed a thumb into the tiny nub of her anus. Mother's head shook wildly, and after a series of short, trembling moans, she suddenly let out a long, dying sigh. Just as her body was about to tremble, my pistil was rammed twice more rapidly by my cockhead, causing her trembling body to pause, then immediately tremble with even greater violence. " Mmm ... wu ... Li Yuqing ... don't ... ah hum, " her moans took on a seductive, sobbing tone.

	The pussy suddenly tightened, holding my cock tightly. During the contraction, I felt as if my cock was being sucked deep into this mature woman. A large amount of warm vaginal fluid gushed out from the depths of the vagina, soaking the glans in it.

	　　" Ah! " Mother screamed, her plump body twisting and thrashing more and more frantically. I gave her one last, hard thrust before pausing, pressing against her pistil, remaining motionless, panting wildly. Mother began to moan, and I felt something inside her vagina squeezing my cock. With a sudden lift of her hips, she released my cock with another short moan .

	　　With a " sizzle " , a liquid more turbulent than before spurted out from her vagina. Unfortunately, I still didn't see it, I just felt the impact. My waist and abdomen couldn't hold such a large amount of water, and it immediately spread to the sheets under me.

	　　After this flow of water, my mother's body began to twitch and tremble. She was as wet as if she had just been pulled out of the water, and her whole body was emitting a dazzling glow.

	My pleasure also came to an end. As my cock was separated from the comfort of the tender flesh, the stimulation of my mother's squirting reaction made my ejaculation inevitable. However, I still wanted more. At the end, that evil hand further penetrated into my mother's tight and dry anus. She cried in shock and shame, " Ah ... bastard ... not there ... "

	Hearing my mother 's cry, my sinful descendants hit her waist, abdomen, and vest one after another ...

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 67

	in the wrong place , will dismantle the equation and uncover the wasteland. ( Bellesi)

	　　——Chapter Preface

	　　" Hochi ~ Hochi "... the breathing sounds were clear in my ears , the hot air hit my neck, and we exchanged hot body temperatures with each other. The mother's flesh mountain pressed on me, and her plump and soft body seemed to put pressure on me. I couldn't move, of course I couldn't move for a while.

	Apart from that, the mother didn't move at all, and her whole body rose and fell smoothly.

	On the contrary, this time when I ejaculated, it was like a pair of neatly stacked wooden boards having their lower supporting board suddenly pulled out. My body felt like collapsing from the inside out, and I wanted to tremble in disorder, curl up my body and twitch, but my mother was still lying on top of me, so my reaction was not obvious.

	At this moment , I feel like I am the one who is losing the struggle.

	I raised my hands, a bit bewildered, and placed them on my mother's arms, then immediately flung them away. I was just making a gesture, and my mother seemed unmoved, showing no sign of getting up.

	Perhaps she was immersed in some afterglow, or perhaps she just couldn't concentrate enough to face the next moment.

	in front of me and on my back was uncomfortable, because that unknown moisture overflowed from my body to under me, wetting the sheets, and the wet sheets wrapped around my back skin; in front of me was the fabric of my mother's vest, and I knew it was stained with what flowed out of both of our bodies.

	The feeling of being wrapped in front and back made me want to stay still, because any movement would trigger this discomfort.

	My limp penis was pressed between our bodies, and it didn't respond to my anus exercises, as if it was completely out of my control. This was a very immoral contact, the son's genitals were exposed, pressed against his mother's body, but because of its state, there was no longer any sign of desire, which eliminated many of the incestuous feelings.

	It’s hard to say whether my physical abilities have reached their limits, but my mind is completely devoid of thoughts, so there’s no need to explore.

	I don’t know how long it took, but I was completely back to “ normal ” .

	I felt the mature mother on my body move.

	I raised my head slightly and looked from the side at the person lying on me. I saw a smooth and slippery spinal groove extending straight until it began to slope up, outlining the curve of the plump buttocks at the bottom. There seemed to be a tight groove dividing the buttocks into two, and the two buttocks were spread outward. The width of the edge just exceeded the width of my mother's shoulders.

	Perhaps because the mother wanted to avoid certain contact, she raised her buttocks a little to create this exquisite figure.

	There seemed to be a trace of restlessness flashing through my heart, but I had no intention of staying, nor did I induce any inappropriate desires. The best proof was that my cock had no reaction.

	　　This was the boy's last act of stubbornness.

	Just as I was daydreaming , my mother began to move, and the sticky and hot feeling of her body was leaving me.

	It is hard to imagine that such a plump body can be so light. She got off me and landed on the bed without a sound. She was half lying and half sitting, grabbing a thin quilt to cover her chest. But she was obviously wearing clothes. Maybe she let the quilt hang between her legs, covering her private parts.

	If you cover it up " blatantly " , it will only attract more attention.

	first thing she did was glance at me expressionlessly without saying a word.

	Then, she threw off the thin blanket in her hands and groped for her shorts from somewhere . She frowned and looked at the pants in her hands, thinking about what she was feeling.

	When I saw it, I thought, this means I have to put on pants.

	So, I did it without any evil thoughts or special ideas, I just subconsciously gave my mother a convenience.

	I turned over, leaned forward to the edge of the bed, and " click " , turned on the light in the room.

	　　" Who told you to turn on the light! Don't interfere , " the mother shouted anxiously, but it was too late. Before she could finish her words, it was already bright as day.

	After turning on the light , I turned around and looked at my mother with an attitude of seeking credit.

	The mother's expression froze, and then she put down the pants in her hand in shame and anger, and closed her slightly parted legs. Under the lush, black and messy pubic hair was a tender red with a moist sheen. It was just a quick glimpse, and as she closed her legs, this view was locked, leaving only a black shadow below her waist and abdomen, between her legs.

	She deftly pulled down the vest that was rolled up under her tall and plump breasts, covering her exposed belly button and waist, as if covering these up was more important than putting on pants quickly.

	But her lower body was naked after all, and her legs, bent and stretched, still looked extremely long, round and delicate.

	There were wet marks and sticky liquid marks on the vest, which revealed a turbid water light under the light. When these water marks appeared on the thin clothes worn by a mature woman, it had to be said that it was a very imaginative and seductive scene.

	　　Although my glance was only for a moment, it should have made my mother rebellious. However, she did not respond with scolding or resistance. Instead, she stared at me blankly, her long eyelashes fluttering softly in her narrow eyelids. There was confusion and resentment in her eyes, as if asking why I didn't leave the room.

	But I could also sense that she wasn't the least bit worried that I would persevere in my absurd sin, at least not for this night. Her expression didn't suggest I was asking, " What else do you want to do ? "

	Well, my mother 's reaction matched mine, and I really didn't have any bad intentions anymore.

	I just needed some necessary " communication " to put an end to this night.

	　　I can't just put on my pants and leave. It feels weird.

	My mother's body was also sweaty, the blush on her face had not yet faded, her hair was stuck to her cheeks, her body was still emitting an unusual body temperature, and the skin color under her neck was uneven. Anyone with a discerning eye could tell that she was experiencing a spring fever, because there was always a hint of joy after satisfaction on her face, which she could not help but hide in her eyebrows.

	She remains charming and beautiful, a look that simple labor or exercise couldn't produce. After this particular exercise, even though she sweats profusely, there's almost no unpleasant odor. Perhaps it's because she's showered and at night, before the " pollution " of the outside world has reached her . The sweat hasn't yet eliminated pollutants, releasing only a slight salt content, and the body hasn't had time to metabolize the waste products. However, the idea of a fragrant sweat is mostly an illusion created by the brain's beautiful imagination.

	　　Well, I think the liquid that my mother secreted during that process, similarly, really had no peculiar smell. Except for the warm and fishy smell in the first moment, the rest was colorless and odorless.

	Only in front of his own son did he try his best to restrain himself and pretend to be nonchalant and complacent.

	I remember the initial throbbing , the Oedipus fantasy that went beyond the action plan, because I saw a similar appearance and posture of my mother, which I accidentally encountered in the bathroom.

	Another kind of charm of women greatly impacted the boy's mind. During the adolescence, he had not yet felt the youthfulness and freshness of a girl, and he was immediately attracted by the sexual tension of a mature woman.

	It appeared in his own mother, and he realized that she was also a normal woman, a woman with her own charm, and she would also do things that made him indulge in desire and that the boy felt ashamed of.

	　　Although I watched movies and read articles as a teenager , I couldn't imagine that the women around me were also experiencing those things in real life. Initially, I couldn't even accept it. To put it bluntly, in my immature and naive understanding, doing that kind of thing, naked, intimate, intertwined, " dirty and shameful " organs intertwined, the conflicting reactions on their faces, the seemingly painful expressions expressing physical pleasure and endless desire, the reactions that would never be heard under normal circumstances ...

	　　As an immature man, seeing a woman like this would make you feel shameless, coquettish, and frivolous ...

	No matter what her relationship with the man at that time was, it was so natural.

	We are influenced by stereotypes and always hope that women should be ascetic and good wives and mothers. They can have fierce fights with their husbands or get along with them tenderly and lovingly. They can spoil their children or be strict and demanding of them. How can they do things that even textbooks are reluctant to do?

	So when I saw / realized that my mother had this side, you can imagine how shocking it was.

	As for the fact that some of my beliefs didn't completely collapse and my mindset didn't become distorted, it was simply because after the momentary shock wore off, I was enveloped and captivated by this feminine charm. However, my thoughts, words, and actions ultimately reached that point, so they were distorted, too. By "not distorted," I mean that it didn't affect my real life or my other pursuits, like my studies, normal social life, and hobbies.

	When I saw my mother finish doing that kind of thing, restraining the sexual pleasure that had been nourished, and having an ordinary conversation with me, she naturally transitioned from a state of indulgence in shameful desires that men could not stop in to the state of a good wife and mother who took care of her husband and children. The time span between the two was very short.

	I began to feel out of control and frustrated . I felt that this kind of mother was very unfamiliar to me, and I felt that she would distance herself from me at any time, because the other side of her had nothing to do with me and was not shaped by her son.

	I asked myself that since mother is the closest and dearest person to me in this world, how could I accept that she is completely detached from me? If I see it, I must grasp it, otherwise my mentality will explode.

	After the incestuous thoughts came to me, and I " saw " my mother in that state, the intense sadness, frustration, and jealousy in my heart came from this mentality, which was so close yet untouchable.

	tonight was destined to happen. Now, when I think back to the feeling my mother exuded after making love, I finally feel a sense of peace and achievement. Finally, it was her son who shaped this side of her and witnessed the whole process.

	　　Now, after experiencing such a thing and being stared at by me unscrupulously, no matter how strong my mother is, she will start to feel uncomfortable. Her brows were knitted, and her lips wanted to stammer, as if she wanted to say something, but she bit her lips in time. The corners of her eyes were slightly moist, and she was stained with resentment.

	With a touch of resentment, his mother said unwillingly, " Li Yuqing, look at what you've done ~" But her tone wasn't overly aggressive . It takes two to tango in this kind of situation, and how could she be so resolute in her reprimand?

	I was actually saying, "I'll take responsibility," which felt a bit ridiculous, but I couldn't say it out loud. Of course, my responsibility meant being more cautious about this kind of behavior in the future, and then pretending to be good in other aspects.

	I turned my head away, no longer looking at my mother's face, and whispered, " I ... I promise I won't do things like tonight again ..." My words still left some room for maneuver. I meant I wouldn't do such a treasonous act in my father's presence again , just across the door from me. It didn't mean I'd stop worrying about my mother's health.

	I mostly stayed silent because I felt that anything I said would be like taking advantage of my mother and would instantly trigger her. Silence would render her powerless. I wasn't afraid of her downplaying the situation; the more she downplayed it, the more normal it would seem, and my future path would be clear.

	　　" Hmph , " the mother just snorted coldly.

	I subconsciously tried to make amends , explaining , " I'll study harder in the future . " Even if this didn't happen, I'd still study hard, okay? Doing my duty well these days and getting some extra benefits only fueled my motivation.

	Then, I quietly looked up at my mother again , but at this moment she looked uncomfortable and looked around. When the normal state took back the control of her body perception, she felt the embarrassment of the current environment.

	I noticed several water stains on the sheets beneath me, each about the size of a palm. The liquid had naturally seeped into the mattress underneath. Even if the thin quilt had dried up now, we knew it wasn't clean anymore.

	The mother tucked the naughty hair behind her ears, then stretched out a hand and stroked the marks. Her movements were full of an incongruous sense of gentleness and goodness. What was incongruous was that the things she " weighed " represented great shame and uncontrollable taboos.

	She lingered her hand on it for a moment, a complicated expression on her face, and then, regardless of whether I noticed it or not, she gave me a fierce look, as if she was angry at me, the instigator.

	　　After the " joy , " another moment of sageliness, she had to face the messy aftermath. All of this reminded her of exactly what had happened. Shame, resentment, helplessness, bewilderment, and disgust—a tangled web of emotions. Her mother seemed to lose her temper, throwing away the thin quilt she had pulled from her without her knowing when.

	She looked straight ahead for a while before she realized that I was still there and by her side.

	He gave me a meaningful look.

	She actually lay down on her side with her back to me, not caring that her lower body was not covered by any clothes. Her wide and perky buttocks were facing me without any hesitation, and the tightly closed brown slit of flesh was also visible in the middle of her buttocks and legs.

	However, at this moment, I really didn't have any blasphemous thoughts anymore, and I even stopped looking at that supposedly tempting area, which was considered " worthy " of my mother 's defenselessness at the moment .

	She lay there with her arms as a pillow, as if I didn't exist.

	　　" That 's all, Li Yuqing ." After a while, a few faint words floated in the room, but there was no sense of making any decision.

	It seemed as if no one had ever said this before. The woman in front of him showed her white and tender skin from the lower body, as if she was asleep, but her arms were resting on the pillow, indicating that she was extremely awake.

	I silently put on my pants, got off the bed, looked back again, and opened the door.

	Outside the room , it was unusually cool and refreshing. Without the stuffiness, restlessness, and strange and intoxicating air, I felt much more refreshed.

	I went to the bathroom to wash up briefly, then went back to my room and lay down.

	I guess my mother won't be able to sleep well as is, so I'll clean it and change some bedding, but that's not something I have to deal with.

	She is very familiar with this kind of situation, that’s what I thought in my heart.

	after calming down, the complex thoughts that came flooding back were no match for the overwhelming sleepiness, and I slept until after eleven. It was such a drain, I had a firsthand experience of falling into a deep sleep. I didn't even notice when my mother went to clean or tidy up.

	The living room was already filled with smoke. I wondered when my father had returned, and I subconsciously panicked. Judging from his condition, he must have been asleep. Where had he slept? Did he notice anything unusual?

	was " reviewing " what happened last night with his best friend . Well, he was very excited, and there was no trace of the dark look on his forehead as he had yesterday.

	I breathed a sigh of relief and brushed my teeth while looking at the scorching sun outside and the subtle heat waves. I couldn't tell for a moment whether the unreality was due to the absurd beauty of last night or the sun rising as usual at this moment.

	　　On the bamboo clothes-drying pole beside the wall, thin mats, quilts and sheets fluttered in the breeze. It seemed that the mothers who needed to be replaced had been replaced.

	the midsummer , it is normal to change bedding more frequently.

	　　No wonder my mother used to change her bedding so frequently. I figured something out. She 'd inadvertently passed this habit on to me: bedding needs to be changed , washed, and aired regularly.

	almost time for dinner, and I should go downstairs to move around, but my heart was in turmoil. I felt a sense of disorder, worried about seeing my mother in an everyday setting for the " first time " after experiencing special behavior , and about how to get along with her, and about her attitude and reaction to me.

	It’s like when the game is not going well , you’re about to reveal your cards.

	After wandering aimlessly around the house for a while, I heard my mother 's loud call, " Get a bowl and fill it with rice . "

	Without naming any names, it can only be me.

	When I walked into the kitchen, my mother didn't even look at me. She was just looking intently at the vegetables in the pot in front of her. In the mist of cooking oil, the face I had seen for more than ten years seemed to have gained a brighter and more beautiful look. Her hair was tied up with a clip, and her neck was covered with sweat. Although there were a few fine wrinkles on her neck, she didn't look old. Her skillful cooking movements showed the charm of a housewife.

	The fullness of her breasts rippled under her T- shirt as her hands moved.

	As a young man full of vigor and vitality, when I saw my mother's appearance clearly, it was difficult for me not to immediately recall and even indulge in the infinite passion of last night.

	Unrealistic evil thoughts can arise at any time.

	Having tasted the marrow, one becomes greedy and insatiable, which is what one should think at this age. Especially since this woman is at the most attractive stage for me.

	From the moment the food was served until the family sat down, my mother didn't seem to glance at me. She didn't ramble on as usual. She bit her chopsticks, lost in thought, for a long moment before she quietly ate. No one noticed anything unusual.

	　　It is my responsibility to clean up after the meal.

	My mother didn't engage in small talk with me, nor did she act as an NPC to issue quests. I couldn't shake the lingering feeling of unease, as if I were floating in mid-air. It was late afternoon, the laziest time of year, and since I didn't expect anything to happen, I went over to my childhood friend's house.

	It wasn't until the evening when my mother asked me to go to the vegetable garden to pick some vegetables and wash them, and then I felt a little relieved.

	But at night, things get really uncomfortable .

	Even though the boy had regained his vitality and his evil thoughts were surging, it had only been a day, and I had no urge to do anything. Don't expect that after the final step, you can easily repeat it. From beginning to end, my mother hadn't promised anything. It was all a matter of risking everything, and under the wrong circumstances, a ridiculous mother-son intimacy occurred.

	With my father at home, my mother was even less likely to engage me in a stern conversation, and perhaps she had no such intention. Imagine this: late one night, my father was away at work, my younger sister and grandmother were fast asleep, and my family had locked the door, cut off from the outside world. Then my mother came to my room to give me a bedtime lecture.

	Before going to bed, she naturally wore cool clothes, which could not hide her exquisite figure that could arouse female desire. Her body that highlighted her feminine charm unconsciously lit up the ambiguous atmosphere in the boy's bedroom.

	She pretended to be stern and talked about shameful topics. Do you think this scolding can touch the boy's heart? A man and a woman are alone in a room. The boy is full of vigor and vitality, and the mother is mature and charming at the age when her physical needs are most active. Whether it is a scolding or a warning, it is likely to backfire and the situation will get out of control again.

	So what if it's daytime? You have to find a private moment to be careful of walls having ears, the result will be the same.

	coldly was a soft landing. Talking about this kind of thing openly would most likely trigger a mental breakdown in the teenager. Many things are often more embarrassing when said than done. Now that it's been said, the constraints are loosened, and the psychological burden of doing it is lighter.

	I don’t know if my mother doesn’t know how to deal with it, or if this is her response.

	There was no expression of heart- wrenching pain , no panic as if the sky was falling.

	Everything was the same, but it felt like something was gone. I was experiencing the things I'd always dreamed of, but it felt like I couldn't grasp anything.

	Before " we " once again dance on the ethical fortress, I thought I'd avoid touching taboos and encountering my mother's awkward, womanly behavior. For example, when it comes to promptly handling laundry, I used to be carefree and open about certain things, but now I'm really being cautious. Even my night clothes seem less cool than before: shorts for shorts, tank tops for T -shirts.

	It seems like we must guard against it with all our might.

	Of course, the sample period is not long, and I don’t know whether it is a coincidence or intentional.

	As for what happened between them , whether it happened or not, I would hardly have the chance to see it again. The doors and windows would be closed, the sounds would be suppressed, and the timing would be while I was in school.

	As for me being on vacation, if I want to avoid it, my mother should have a way.

	Thinking of this, I inevitably felt a strong sense of bitterness and irritation. I was powerless to stop the unbearable scene from unfolding. All I could feel was the inner rage of impotence.

	So I decided not to investigate further. If I didn’t see or hear it , it didn’t happen. I might as well just play the ostrich; unless one day my mentality changes and another kind of sperm comes to my mind.

	　　Admittedly, I used to be irritable, jealous, and angry about my mother's fulfillment of her wifely duties. This twisted mentality fueled my determination to act, and I even tried to crush my mother's attempts to remain a mother in front of me.

	But isn't that because I myself haven't been able to experience it? Now that I have gotten the experience I have longed for and dreamed of, I naturally have a mentality that does not allow others to interfere, even if that person is my father or my mother's legal husband.

	Fortunately, opportunities to break my guard aren't many, as my father now spends most of his time away from home working. Aside from traditional holidays, the three of us aren't home together much. Thinking about this, the idea of a left-behind woman, alone in an empty house, at the age when desires are at their peak, all these concepts surface in my mind.

	　　Aren’t these the perfect breeding ground for rural filth?

	　　It's worth mentioning that, perhaps because my father returned victorious today and filled the void, nothing seemed unusual between them, as if last night's filthy incident had never happened, and they were able to communicate casually as usual. Well, isn't it the same between me and my mother?

	I have to say that my father has one great advantage: he never seems to care about what my mother says or does to him, and he will still happily find excuses to repair the rift afterwards.

	As to whether some of the mother's inner ideas have collapsed, it is unknown. At least, for the sake of superficial harmony in her small family, she still has to maintain " decency " .

	But this seems to be a signal that is not conducive to my operation.

	I thought to myself that after normal mother-son interaction was restored, I would have to find an opportunity to bring the conversation back to those shameful and passionate experiences.

	During this period , if my desires were unsatisfied, I could still entertain myself and vent my feelings. But it was really tormenting not being able to enjoy the precious treasures in front of me.

	Regardless , I had to maintain my good-boy image as much as possible, but it was a shame that it was summer vacation and I couldn't improve my reputation through actual achievements. Self-study was, in a sense, useless. After all, at least you had to be under your mother's supervision the entire time; otherwise, no one would believe you were actually studying.

	　　In general, I still believe that positive thinking and mindfulness are more likely to attract women's attention. I have to say that my version is ahead of the times. As I said before, you have to make a woman realize that you have become a better person because of her, and that you have provided practical help in the areas where she most desires improvement. Only in this way can the relationship be " healthy " and solid, and negative emotions can be minimized.

	As for the descriptions in the novel of women who take advantage of doting to become unruly, use family affection to do improper things, and threaten one's academic future, they are not suitable for conquering a woman with the mother's temperament.

	Of course, I sometimes lose control, or unexpected events occur, and I tend to forget this principle and make the above mistakes. For example, Yun'er's appearance played a key role in deepening the previous misunderstanding between Qi Li and me.

	Another reason is my father ’s outrageous behavior.

	It was also because of this that the mother " participated " in last night with a shy attitude, which is why she felt resentful, unwilling, resentful, and struggling, and some things were not fully released.

	However , the young man felt an equally strong psychological stimulation when he saw the contrast between constantly trying to fight and being driven by desire.

	And sometimes , I would accept the fact that I might not be able to have sex with my mother in the short term; this was the mentality that the erotic novels had shaped in me. For a completed erotic novel, if I read it hastily, the time interval would be shortened, and it really seemed like after the first time, I would be familiar with it and could do whatever I wanted, regardless of whether the mother opened her heart to accept it or not; but in fact, the second time of love would require some twists and turns.

	　　After tonight, my mother went to work as usual.

	I assumed my father wouldn't be home for a few days, but I was wrong. He showed no sign of returning to work. It turned out he hadn't just returned for the festival, but primarily to celebrate my cousin's son's birthday. My father's siblings had a better relationship than most families. My uncle and his family settled in the city early to make a living, but there wasn't really any sense of a separate family.

	They also contributed to the multi-story building we lived in, and during the holidays, the whole family gathered together, not alienated by the fact that each of us had his own family. Therefore, many things were done together, and my father, as the head of the family, took charge of my nephew's good deeds.

	Before this, my father seemed to have settled down and stopped going to the casino. Perhaps because of what he had just survived , he needed to calm down for a while. He needed to stay in good spirits and take care of the family's important matters first.

	As time went on—well, it was only a day or two later—my mother's NPC function began to take effect. That is, whenever I appeared before her, she would give me quests as usual. Unlike my previous resentment, accepting this NPC 's quests this time gave me a sense of excitement, of being reused.

	As a result, our conversations became more frequent, and things felt normal again. When I didn't do anything out of the ordinary, when I didn't say or do anything offensive, this " normal " became stable. The weight of my heart finally fell.

	It happened to be a Saturday, and there were no hard and fast rules for the banquet and other ceremonies. That's why I didn't think about it at the moment; the timing was quite arbitrary. I wasn't there when they were discussing something, but the proper ceremonies were still there. The purpose wasn't to have a big feast or a big party, but simply to go through the formalities of comforting and thanking the ancestors and praying for the children's well-being.

	Another point of metaphysics was that, after the Feng Shui master's advice, they didn't invite everyone this time, only close relatives and close friends of my father's uncle and his family from the village, for a total of five tables. You know, some couples don't have a banquet or ceremony at their weddings due to metaphysical considerations, but this is relatively rare.

	my nephew's birthday, five tables of people filled the back room, creating a lively atmosphere of laughter, conversation, and gossip. My father's close friends, the uncles and brothers he knew well, were all skilled cooks. In fact, the men in charge of the kitchen were even more meticulous than the women in some aspects of the process.

	　　Well, they have their own ideas, and then they implement them personally. Therefore, the affairs of women like mothers are much easier. They always have free time to talk about things with the children or chat about family matters.

	I spent most of my time with my cousins, away from the eyes of friends and family, smoking a couple of cigarettes and discussing vague aspirations for the future. My smoking was a tacit fact, a fact my father paid no mind to. My mother would nag and scold me if she saw me, but as long as I didn't smoke in front of her, it was nothing.

	Today is a great day, and it's like having a golden ticket to immunity from death. As long as I don't smoke like a drug addict in front of my relatives, I'll just watch.

	　　When our mouths were dry from talking, we would go back to the house to drink tea. We also had to chat with other relatives and accept their " inquiries " and advice. It was not a good idea to hide outside all the time.

	The mother was sitting on a sofa chair facing the living room, which was where the men were talking. She was holding her little nephew and making him laugh, and occasionally joined in the chat with a few aunts, but at the moment her main focus was still on the child, so she sat up straight with her back to the other women.

	　　After all, as a member of the host family, my mother wasn't dressed to the nines today, but she was still dignified and bright, her clothes clean and appropriate. She wore a satin vest, a beige cardigan, and a slightly loose plaid skirt. This was the typical attire of a middle-aged woman, not elegant, but at least without the rusticity of a rural woman.

	Since she had to help out from time to time, she had her hair tied up, casually clipped with a shark clip, revealing her slender neck. She rolled up half her sleeves, appearing to be working in a serious and serious manner. She gently rocked her nephew's body, sometimes holding him up high, and spoke coaxing slang with a smile. The nephew also giggled in cooperation, and he really enjoyed her " tactics " . The scene was harmonious and friendly.

	The more ordinary her side is, the more it reminds me of her other side in private space, the charming moans that make males numb and restless, the body reactions that are paradoxically dominated by physical pleasure after futile resistance, and a certain secret part that can drain a man's energy.

	This scene showed my mother to have both the air of a well-off woman and a gentle charm, and even the overflowing maternal radiance when she held a child. It was completely unimaginable how fierce she was sometimes towards me, and how she could be quite sarcastic and unkind when she spoke harshly to my father and grandmother.

	When all these qualities appear in a woman, I just feel that there is a more real and concrete kind of multifaceted charm.

	I gradually " withdrew " from the communication with the male elders and focused all my attention on my mother. At the same time, I started to move closer to her and " observed " my mother at that time from a closer distance.

	Well, it’s not that simple to get carried away. The main reason is that I discovered a phenomenon that can be traced back to a certain cause.

	The child was in his mother's arms, and naturally he was closest to her chest. The overall plump bulge was no smaller than the baby's head. Several times, the child's head accidentally " bumped " into the proud breasts of the woman in front of him. Fortunately, it was the soft side, and the child did not show any abnormal color.

	I even wondered if this was just the result of the child's experience. He was about one year old and hadn't been off breast milk for long, so he had a natural inclination towards this part of women.

	The chubby little hands always seem to want to pull it over.

	through my heart . The sight of a baby, a woman with plump breasts full of maternal love, swaying in her skilled embrace, suddenly brought back distant memories. Of course, this was just my imagination, a resonance of blood; once, I was in my mother's arms like this, free and unrestrained, kissing and sucking on a woman's private organs.

	My throat lurched, and I wished I were the child in my mother's arms. Retracing the path I had taken today was so difficult. Is this the price of growing up? Something must be lost, something must be transformed.

	thinking , I strengthened the logical consistency of my behavior. It was just the intimacy we once had, and it couldn't disappear just because I grew up. It would be such a pity.

	Tong " Xing " Wuji, the little nephew in his mother's arms, really continued his nature as I expected.

	His little hands clung to his mother 's chest. A child of just over one year old has no awareness of anything and probably just thought that this was a place where he could be supported.

	　　At this time, the mother would not be on guard at all. On the one hand, her attention was on the little kid in her arms, who was babbling and laughing, and on the other hand, she would occasionally turn her head to talk to the aunts.

	The little nephew's hands were not strong enough to deform the firm and full body of the mature woman in front of him. After a while, he let go and danced with joy .

	　　This " loose and tight " is like boiling a frog in warm water. The woman will never think that an embarrassing scene will happen.

	And I kept pretending to be not far away, next to the high-legged tea table, drinking water non-stop, as if I were an NPC , an NPC who repeated a certain action without stopping . Of course, most of the time I just held the cup, and my eyes were always on my mother.

	Once again, the little nephew's hand finally climbed to the key position and hooked the upper edge of his mother's inner vest. This kind of satin inner vest was not slim-fitting, so the upper hem collapsed and drooped out of shape, revealing the entrance to the deep ravine on the exposed neck.

	　　In this situation, it could be caused by one's own unintentional movements, and it was not to the point of obvious exposure, so the mother did not care.

	A child, naive and ignorant, will pull hard at anything they get their hands on. This tug further deformed the top of my mother's small garment, revealing even more of it. I could already glimpse a corner of the flesh-colored bra that blended seamlessly with my mother's skin tone, tightly wrapped around the delicate parts of her body, giving me the illusion that the bra itself was a natural part of her body.

	It was just that the mother was very focused on coaxing the child, and was constantly " interacting " with her little nephew , responding to the child's liveliness with all kinds of " grimaces " , so she bent her upper body a little to bring her face closer to the child. When I looked over, I only saw the agility of her eyelids and eyelashes, and her gentle smile to the child.

	In this way, her own arms also exerted pressure on her chest and clothes. The top of her inner wear was no longer close to her skin, and the hole for exposure became larger and larger. The plump breasts that were not completely covered by the cups overflowed with white and dazzling breast flesh, and the original ravines disappeared because the pair of breasts were close together.

	With a slight twist in his figure, his nephew's small hands were no longer tugging at his mother's small clothes, but rather at the shoulder straps. Through the cardigan, he could see one of the straps of his mother's inner vest slipping down to the middle of her arm. He seemed helpless, embarrassed and weak, but this careless " wantonness " actually revealed a special sense of temptation.

	I took a sip of water and started to get ready to move. That was about it.

	She didn't seem to realize that her body was exposed, and the little nephew in her arms would be the reason for me to approach her.

	Without hesitation, I walked up to her naturally, bent down, and teased her, " The little guy is so cute ~" , while reaching out a hand to touch his face, which was soft, plump, and so delicate that it seemed as if I had given it a try. The touch seemed familiar.

	In fact , with a little effort, the back of my hand can touch the mother's chest, the baby's head, the boy's palm, and the proud weapon of a mature woman. At this moment, it is confined to a small area. It is a very exciting picture that inspires weird sexual fetishes.

	But my eyes must have glanced at my mother's chest, staring at her bra, staring at the white and tender breast flesh that seemed to be wriggling slightly uneasily under the movement of her hands. I forced myself to hold back my hot breath and spray.

	Without even looking up, my mother said with a smile, " Look at his nose—so fleshy, just like yours as a kid . " Her tenderness and maternal love deepened as she said this.

	　　Well, the smell of milk on the child's body also penetrated into my nostrils; in addition, there was a warm breath with the fragrance of laundry detergent, which got the opportunity to escape after a long period of blockade, and with the woman's body fragrance, it floated in the air and hit my face.

	a trance , I mistakenly attributed the milky aroma to my mother. After all, she has a plump breast. This organ, which represents female characteristics, only truly belongs to a woman after fulfilling its mission of nurturing life. It not only highlights a woman's charm and creates a sense of femininity, but also more or less becomes a private part that brings pleasure.

	　　Well, men can also get wonderful sensory enjoyment from it.

	I originally thought that was all, so I racked my brains to " output " a few words to my nephew in order to freeze the current situation.

	Unexpectedly, my nephew's hand became stubborn and continued to touch a round breast lightly wrapped in underwear, which suddenly appeared in front of my eyes. Next to my palm, the whole breast, including the bra, shook for a moment, but it was fleeting, as if a big white rabbit that had been bound for a long time got a chance to breathe; the action of my hand gently pinching my nephew's face froze.

	After pulling hard, the shoulder strap of the inner vest that was half hanging down from the mother's arm finally couldn't withstand the pull and slipped off her upper body along with half of the fabric.

	A round and full breast wrapped in underwear suddenly appeared in front of my eyes. Beside my palm, the whole breast, connected with the bra, shook for a moment, but it was fleeting, as if a big white rabbit that had been bound for a long time got a chance to breathe; the action of my hand gently pinching my nephew's face froze.

	I actually don't have any idea about the cup size, but no matter what style, it will always reveal large areas of my mother's smooth and white breast flesh, exactly the area where faint blue veins can be seen.

	　　" If you want milk, little one, go find your mother , " the mother subconsciously teased the baby, and she seemed in no hurry to free up her hands to tidy up the mess.

	After hearing this, I couldn't help but imagine: if I wanted to be fed, could I find my own mother?

	Because I was in front of her, I blocked the man in the living room's view of this side.

	I swallowed dryly, my hands shaking uncontrollably. Some people might say, "You've tried everything, and this little scene is worth writing about?" Are you excited?

	　　This is mainly because when you have recovered your energy, facing a woman who will arouse your desire for a long, long time, as long as she discloses a little bit of privacy, whether intentionally or unintentionally, it can easily make people excited and immediately have a lot of associations.

	Another thing is that this kind of seductive scenery displayed in daily life has a damn discordant and contrasting stimulation, which always gives people a special flavor of desire.

	me deep down was that my mother's " strict defense " over the past few days had finally failed. Maybe the shameful " issue " could be restarted. As long as it was restarted, I would have the opportunity to go deeper.

	After my mother finished teasing her, she finally realized something and her body froze for a moment. She tried to look up, but she didn't meet my gaze and looked away again. The smile on her brows faded.

	Due to the oppressive situation, my mother couldn't scold me either. She could only pretend to be natural and free her hands to pull up the clothes, while kicking me lightly. The shame and anger were obvious in her eyes, and she should have been able to clearly feel my burning gaze.

	Because she was holding the baby in her arms, she couldn't use any force. Mainly because her little nephew seemed to immediately enjoy the pleasure of pulling, and he grabbed a corner of his mother's inner vest tightly, as if to prevent her from pulling it back.

	I pretended not to care about the scenery in front of me, stroked my nephew's face with my fingers, and said mischievously, " It's very white and tender . "

	My mother's face turned red instantly. She didn't give up her hands to save herself from the exposure, but she still looked up and glared at me fiercely.

	　　This did not pose a problem for her. The embarrassing situation only lasted for a moment, and she successfully restored the clothes to their original state from her nephew's hands.

	　　The satin fabric flowed smoothly from bottom to top over her breasts, revealing a bulging outline.

	The mother looked around to confirm whether there was any third party who saw this embarrassing scene, and then she breathed a sigh of relief. However, when she thought about her son seeing everything right in front of her, she seemed very angry at her own carelessness, and her face became a little gloomy.

	She stood up, handed the child back to her cousin's wife, and then pretended to leave. But after turning around, she saw me standing there, and her eyes flashed with coldness. She stepped on me hard with revenge, and was unmoved by my painful expression. She then pulled her cardigan together, as if she didn't want to expose her plump outline, and walked away as if nothing had happened.

	The aftertaste may not be long-lasting , but there are many experiences and scenes to savor. However, this may become an opportunity to lift the ban, so it should not be underestimated.

	　　This little incident just passed like that, a secret between us mother and son.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 68

	the banquet itself. The following two days were filled with a joyful and boisterous atmosphere, like a family reunion during the Lunar New Year. My mother didn't react to me with any displeasure or reprimand; she seemed to have forgotten the incident. Reunions are a good thing, and many mistakes can be temporarily forgiven, which can also help to dispel negative emotions and thoughts.

	Isn’t this what life is like for ordinary people ? Despite all kinds of worries and depression, they still come unexpectedly. We have no choice but to cover up the past with other vitality, hope and happiness, and continue to rush towards the starry sky of the future on countless dilapidated ruins.

	As Alice Munro said, accept everything and the tragedy disappears, or at least, it becomes less heavy, and there you are, moving forward freely in the world.

	But there are always exceptions. Things may take root and sprout without you noticing, and one day, the fruits may fall off.

	in the city returned on Sunday night, my father set off for work on Monday, and my mother went to work as usual. I felt that life was brighter again.

	Perhaps it was my father's absence that relieved my mother's concerns, and coupled with my indecent behavior that day, she finally " couldn't wait " to tell me and seek to get the relationship back on track. Of course, this was just what I saw on the surface. I didn't know what she insisted on in her heart, but as a mother, I couldn't avoid giving her a stern reprimand for this.

	" review " the situation in great detail and then clearly define the restricted areas.

	That night when my father went back to work, before going to bed, he came back from the bathroom and passed by my room. My mother suddenly stopped and said in a very calm tone, " Li Yuqing, put away your inappropriate thoughts and behave properly ~" .

	I didn't respond , and she didn't give me a chance, because she just said this and went back to her room; but when I heard my mother say this, I didn't feel it was abrupt at all. It was just that the surprise came so quickly, even though I had been silent about it for the past few days.

	The memories of that night came flooding back. Without any resolution, it was even harder to fall asleep. I felt bad that I couldn't continue the intimate communication between mother and son, but I didn't know how to restart it.

	I had to first act like I was suffering from this, that I still had a burning desire, that the abnormal thoughts were lingering and were getting more intense. This was very reasonable, as I had experienced it thoroughly. As an adolescent boy, I had to make my mother realize that her temporary " letting go " was the fundamental reason why I couldn't turn back.

	" conversation " that night , my mother 's words were a one-sided demand, without reaching a consensus; that is, I should be satisfied after just one try. She should have come to realize by now that the probability of this outcome is low.

	　　Who has she been so resolutely resisting from the beginning? Even if she had been negligent from childhood, not paying attention to the child's behavior, it should have never happened. Only then would she have had a strong position to resist my immoral words and deeds.

	But I can't do such a thing as blackmailing her with anything. Don't expect a high school student to be so mature when facing his mother.

	　　It is better to use the relatively peaceful and childish side to express my inner thoughts.

	the necessary psychological preparation , I immediately walked out of the room. Since my mother could give me such a " direct " suggestion so quickly, I should also quickly make matching words and actions.

	walking out of the room , I paced anxiously in the house. At first, the route was from the bathroom to my room, and gradually, I walked towards the living room, circled in the living room, and naturally " passed by " the door of my mother 's room; from being cautious to deliberately making footsteps, desire, anxiety, internal consumption, and struggle were all infused into the sound of my footsteps.

	I don't know how many times I walked around and passed by my mother's room, but finally one time, my mother, who was in a bad mood because she wanted to sleep but was disturbed , stood at the door and yelled , " Li Yuqing, why are you not sleeping ? If you want to exercise in the middle of the night, go downstairs and do it . "

	　　After saying that, the mother closed the door and locked it after hearing the noise.

	She closed the door because she couldn't stand my bothering her, and locked it to prevent me from getting horny and entering her room again.

	　　I wasn't discouraged by my mother's actions. My mind was in a mess, and I didn't imagine anything romantic happening. But once the door closed, my actions became meaningless, so I returned to my room.

	During the day, I didn't have to spend most of my time with my mother face to face, so I overcame the strangeness of last night. However, after getting home from work, my mother would still glance at me unhappily from time to time, without saying anything, unable to understand the helplessness she felt.

	On the next evening, I did the same thing , but it was no longer a monotonous stroll. My elongated shadow under the light happened to be cast into a corner of my mother's room, swaying; because of the increase in deliberate stops, my anxious footsteps stopped here, and my hesitant shadow also felt like intruding.

	Although my mother did not watch my clownish behavior coldly, I felt that as long as I was " mindful " , she could feel the thoughts behind my actions while lying in bed.

	She might have thought that I was just being crazy last night and that I didn't close the door tonight to be on guard against something. The situation hasn't gotten to that point yet, so there's no need to hide it. I should just continue to deal with it calmly.

	　　After all, this time, my movements were much quieter, but the impulsive temptation of my figure was much more obvious.

	I was only one step away from entering the room where the incestuous scene had taken place, but now, seemingly for no apparent reason, my awkwardness and stiffness stopped me. Sartre said that constant self-restraint is foolish, a pointless exhaustion. But the idea of a fictional hero mastering everything, when it happened to an ordinary country boy, was unconvincing.

	The introverted Chinese people cannot even start intimacy with ease when they are in love, let alone an abnormal relationship.

	Everything depends on the mother 's voice.

	When I heard the sound of my mother turning over, I heard a curse, " Why don't you sleep every night ? Are you sick? " When I heard her say that, I thought she was going to get up, so I jumped away like a dodge mouse. I was not mentally prepared for such a confrontation.

	I seem to have done a lot, but also seem to have done nothing; even the daily performance is my obligation.

	with the evil villain who is so hateful to the sky and his behavior that subverts the three ethical values, the previous foreshadowing is really bland.

	Isn't this another kind of reality? In a sense, this is exactly the boring life of most small people and ordinary people.

	There won't be so many bizarre plots , or treacherous battles of wits and courage, but there will be a sudden explosion without any hindrance.

	I sat down on the sofa , turned on the TV, and waited for the courage and wit to suddenly come to me; there were no programs that interested me, so I just listened to them, as if this would help me capture the reality of life.

	After listening for a long time, I began to doze off, and the bright light became hazy and swaying in my sight.

	In a daze, I seemed to hear hurried footsteps . I opened my eyes and saw a figure blending with the light walking along the edge of the living room. It should be my mother coming back from the bathroom.

	Before returning to the room , she glanced at the TV with sleepy eyes, then frowned and looked at her son who was too self-righteous, full of confusion and dissatisfaction.

	There were no mobile phones or computers, and it was not easy to find TV programs you liked. For rural families, 11 o'clock was considered super late, and there was not much nightlife. I did not read a book first and then turn off the lights to go to bed as usual.

	Instead, he seemed to be fiddling with something abnormally , pacing calmly yet a little crazily, turning on the TV but absent-mindedly, and staying up very late.

	Even if there is nothing outrageous in words or actions, the mother will not turn a blind eye.

	She entered the room, turned around, and was about to close the door when she hesitated for a moment and couldn't help but say, " You look like an fool . What are you thinking about? "

	The mother 's figure was half in the dark and half in the light. Her old-fashioned pajamas were a bit conservative compared to her usual coolness. She was just sleepy, and her forced cold face became lazy and soft. After sleeping for a while, her skin got a good rest and looked much more delicate. Her black hair looked like she hadn't woken up yet, flying randomly, and looked much more frizzy. Her mature face became the protagonist.

	When I think of the seductive figure hidden under the conservative pajamas , I can feel the bright aura of a wife and mother. The sleepy person is not very aggressive, and the posture of interrogating me becomes the resentment of a little woman, which makes me stare at her intently.

	I muttered, " I don't have to go to school ... "

	　　" You can't do this even if you don't have to go to school , " the mother retorted.

	　　" I ... I can't sleep ... I ..." I stammered, still unable to express my inner desire.

	When I said this, my mother was stunned for a moment, and then her eyes showed more brilliance, and her eyes were half-closed, as if she saw through everything, and she said without question, " Don't think about those messy things, just read your books well . "

	　　" Yes, I studied well, I've said it many times ..." I suddenly felt confident.

	　　" I can't do anything stupid, Li Yuqing. This will hurt you. Give up those thoughts. " But when my mother said this, she even yawned, as if she was nonchalant. Her eyes were not even on me. The important thing was to go to bed quickly.

	I stood up, my tone a little anxious, afraid that she didn't understand what I meant and that her thoughts were not led astray by me. " No, Mom ... This doesn't affect anything, it's a good thing . "

	　　" You believe me ! "

	After hearing this , the mother shuddered and seemed to be more sober, with a vigilant look, " What are you talking about ? "

	I inadvertently moved my feet a little, and continued as if I had the truth in hand, " I will experience those things sooner or later ... there is no need to hide it . "

	The mother closed the door slightly, covering her shoulders, and put her hand on the door. Her brows raised a little, her eyes bright, and she said as if she agreed, " Yes ... sooner or later you will understand ... But how old are you? You are still a student ... "

	I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and then said with a little sadness, " I just understood it too early ... I can't control it ... I can't stop thinking about it ... "

	　　As she spoke, she hid more of her body behind the door, and pondered coldly and blankly, " Whatever you think ... Just stop thinking about your mother ... Seriously, you have to give up this idea ." But her eyes were looking elsewhere.

	I chuckled and said, " Huh ... So you want me to target other people? I think the chances of going astray are greater that way ... "

	　　" Adolescents ... are disrespectful ... you know . "

	But after I said it, I immediately felt that it was nonsense. It seemed like a threat and was inconsistent with my consistent principles.

	　　" You ..." , but then the mother fell silent, not knowing how to respond.

	Before she could speak, I immediately got back to my own rhythm and said, " Mom, you've heard that it's better to guide than to block ... No matter how difficult it is for you to accept it, solving children's problems at home is the only controllable thing ... "

	The mother closed her eyes, bit her lips, turned her face away, and sighed, " I am your mother, I ... I really can't accept it ... "

	　　" What's the matter? That day last week ... and before ... didn't we all go through it like this ... "

	When I mentioned what had happened, a flash of panic and discomfort crossed my mother's face. Then, as if remembering something infuriating, she sneered and nodded in a contrarian tone. " How dare you say that ... your dad's right outside and you ... how dare you have any sense of propriety ..." " You men only think with your lower body. How can I trust you? "

	　　" Huh? Li Yuqing? "

	I said guiltily, " I ... I think you seem to be tacitly agreeing ... "

	The mother shook her head, her eyebrows raised, and shouted, " What nonsense are you talking about ~ I didn't do it. " She spoke very quickly, but it seemed like she was trying to hide her guilty conscience.

	　　After she finished speaking, she was silent for a while. Her eyes seemed to be much more distracted, and she muttered to herself, " Li Yuqing ... just consider it as a kindness ... save some face for your mother ... don't think about these embarrassing things about me anymore . "

	When I heard this, it seemed like a retreat to advance plus playing the emotional card, how could that be allowed?

	He quickly used his ultimate move and said, " Mom ... everything has happened ... Let's stop here ... In fact , we can't go back to the beginning ... "

	　　" It's unrealistic to expect an adolescent boy who has experienced this to suppress such thoughts . "

	I don’t have the personality to say so many such unorthodox ideas, but just like writing, it is a process of cultivation, with new ideas coming one after another.

	The mother said angrily, " Don't always use puberty as an excuse ... you are the only one who is going through puberty ... who would care about something that shouldn't exist like you do ... "

	I smiled and whispered, " How do you know there isn't one ... It's normal for everyone to have some private matters behind closed doors ... It's not like we have to do anything in public ... "

	I took another deep breath, and as the foul air slowly released, I said, " But, I 've seen every part of your body, Mom. No, I've kissed and touched you. I've experienced all kinds of physical contact, both necessary and unnecessary, not just that night a few days ago ... "

	　　" Is it really that hard to accept what happens in the future ... I don't think so . "

	After listening to what I said, my mother's sleepiness was completely shattered. Her body trembled slightly, and her eyes were burning with flames. She said angrily, " Who do you think your mother is ... "

	I ignored her and continued , " One time makes no difference , Mom ... why not just listen to your son this once and see if it changes his character and makes him more motivated? "

	　　" You ... I just don't believe that you can't live without doing such bad things ." The mother was so anxious and angry that her words were incoherent.

	　　" No, but it can obviously make me a better person, why do you refuse, Mom ? "

	　　" It's just that the mother and son are a little closer. There's nothing wrong with it after all ... "

	My mother knew that she could still stop me with words. It’s not that I really grasped the truth, but it’s just that this kind of thing is hard to explain based on our cognition.

	Sometimes , muddying the waters is the best way out. It can make the other person gradually forget their original insistence, or that inexplicable abnormality.

	The mother looked embarrassed, shook her head and said, " I'm too lazy to argue with you ... "

	But she immediately realized her anger and her principles, and why her words became increasingly gentle, so she quickly put on her majestic attitude and scolded, " Why should I listen to you? I'm your mother, and if I say no, it's no . "

	　　As she spoke, the crack in the door narrowed, looking like it was about to close. The mother subconsciously tightened her clothing, as if the thin, cool fabric only served to accentuate the fullness of her chest, fueling the boy's desire and providing ample inspiration for his nonsense.

	I also raised my voice, " Mom ... don't you want your son to become a better person ... "

	　　" Besides , there's really no harm in this kind of intimacy ... "

	As for saying, "Aren't you enjoying it too? Are you enjoying it? Are you getting a certain degree of satisfaction from it?", I'm not mentally strong enough to say such dirty words frankly.

	　　The crack in the door became a thin straight line, and my mother's body was almost deprived of all light, and her face was immersed in darkness.

	　　" Yes ... a lot , " the mother 's voice sounded a little shrill in the darkness.

	　　" You are still growing ... I'm afraid your health will be damaged ." After she finished saying this, there was a " click " and the mother 's door closed completely.

	I don't think her avoidance is a compromise. She was persuaded and perhaps felt that there was no point in continuing to talk to me. My stubbornness remained unchanged. The more I talked, the more excited I became, and the chance of losing control was increasing.

	It is also possible that he was touched , um, the touch of contact, thinking of those immoral intimate experiences, all the private parts were touched deeply, and the family ethical system could no longer be repaired.

	I feel calm and at peace, as if both my mind and reality have returned to normal.

	However , it is necessary to " strike while the iron is hot " . Well, on the next night, if we freeze the picture, it seems that the familiar yet weird scene is about to be staged again.

	Sometimes it feels funny, as if we are just rehearsing. Life is part of our interest.

	I made sure my mother was asleep before leaving the living room. I watched TV, or more like listened to TV, like the Lost Generation of the 1960s in the United States .

	As I expected, perhaps affected by the lights and TV in the living room, my mother woke up again, got up and went to the bathroom.

	When she came back , she pushed aside her hair that was blocking her vision, forced her sleepy eyelids to open, and found a trace of clarity from her sleepiness. The area around her eyes, eyelids, and eyebrows were all trembling. It took her a while to look carefully, then she looked at the TV and then at me.

	He looked annoyed and warned, " Here you go again ... Whatever you want, just don't disturb my sleep . I have to go to work tomorrow morning ... "

	　　" If you dare to talk nonsense again , I will tear your mouth apart ... I'm not kidding you this time , " my mother looked at me coldly.

	a few seconds , she seemed to be indifferent to the situation. She snorted and went back to her room. The door closed slowly. I don’t know if it was because I was blurry, but the movement was like a slow-motion picture.

	But her two sentences seemed like a preemptive strike, leaving me no time to react. She fled the battlefield without warning, rendering my dragon-slaying skills useless. A cry like a jackdaw flying through the jungle echoed within me.

	Since she said so, there was no need for me to " play tricks " any more, so I just went back to my room and went to sleep . It wasn't that fast, I had already convinced myself in my heart.

	But when I woke up the next day, I suddenly remembered that my mother didn't seem to close the door completely last night.

	good citizen Liu Huaqiang echoed in my mind: " I gave you a chance, but you didn't use it ..." I slapped my thigh in frustration.

	As for striking while the iron is hot tonight ? But at night the situation changed subtly.

	　　This state and feeling is not like a woman's orgasm, which can be continued so easily, but can be interrupted at any time.

	But it is also possible that I was just overthinking it. The door not closing might not be a signal, and in the end I couldn't judge by my mother's expression.

	So my impulse to act lay dormant.

	There is always a place for everyone to be useful. At around five o'clock on Thursday afternoon, I received a call from my mother on the landline at home.

	My mother called to say that her women's motorcycle wouldn't start. We don't need to delve into the reasons; we're not professional mechanics. Since she'd called home to tell me about it, she must have tried many times and it just wouldn't start. Although she bought her women's motorcycle later than the men's, it's had problems since it was little , so it's nothing new.

	So I got the glorious task of showing my courtesy, and happily rode my men's motorcycle to my mother's company.

	When I arrived at the scene and saw my mother and the women's clothing car, I tried to light a few fires out of disbelief, but it was a waste of time.

	That was easy. They put on a rubber belt, connected the men's motorcycle to the women's motorcycle, and pulled it to a dealership designated as a motorcycle repair shop. Then my mother got back on the women's motorcycle. This wasn't the first time she'd seen this happen.

	So we set off slowly, swaying a little . Judging from my body shape, the men's bike I rode was much lighter than the women's bike my mother rode. I was as thin as a dog. When I swung the handlebars and glanced at my mother through the rearview mirror, it was like a small horse pulling a big cart. A strange concept emerged in my mind.

	After arriving at the destination, we negotiated for a few minutes. The boss had a lot of orders on hand , so he apologized and said that he couldn't deliver the goods quickly and that he would have to go out soon. We would have to wait for a long time. He also suggested that if we needed the goods urgently, we could take them to another store.

	After some trouble , it was getting dark, but my mother was " superstitious " about the original store, so she said to put it down and come back to pick it up after 5 o'clock tomorrow.

	Then I will take my mother home first.

	　　When we passed the town market, my mother bought some vegetables and bananas.

	After the national highway, we turned into a country road amidst high mountains and dense forests.

	It was almost seven o'clock, and the sky was as dark as ink. The wind blowing through the woods was the breath of a summer night. In the past, I was always timid when passing this road at night, and all kinds of scenes of scaring myself were always in my mind.

	But today, I had the courage to drive with my mother, and even slowed down the car to savor this short journey.

	Savoring the close proximity with my mother for a short period of time, I looked more and more into the jungle at the pace of an elephant, as if scouting for a spot to do something later.

	occurred to me , I glanced at my mother in the rearview mirror with a fiery gaze. Unexpectedly, my gaze met hers instantly. She gave me a questioning look, her brow furrowed, and her head tilted back slightly, looking with a hint of disdain at a man she'd predicted would explode at any moment.

	My mother sighed and patted my shoulder, saying " Drive carefully . " Then she looked at the scenery along the way behind her with a leisurely look on her face. After a while, her eyes fixed as if she was thinking about something.

	T- shirt on the upper body . The overall style was clean and neat, but with the clothes tucked into the pants, the proportions of her lower body appeared excellent, and she also had a beauty that did not belong to her age. As expected, without long-term exposure to the sun and rain, the skin color will gradually become delicate and refined, saying goodbye to the flawed beauty of the past.

	Perhaps it’s the plumpness of her lower body that makes her hips push up her pants, making her look a bit slim, but it also makes her straight and slender legs more visible.

	I looked down and saw that even though my mother didn't get completely close to me, she still deliberately kept a certain distance (at that time, men's motorcycles generally did not have storage boxes, so there was more space on the seat); my mother's legs, or to be precise, her thighs, had passed between my ribs and reached the fuel tank in front.

	Her legs were spread apart from my waist at a 60 -degree angle, but I had the feeling that they would close at any moment and clamp my waist, which made me shiver with pleasure and comfort.

	It's really effortless . How do reserved men and women get started? It's all through extremely intimate, regular touches, all kinds of intimacy, eye contact, then moving on to touching each other, recalling the details of each other's movements, and then the woman gradually responds with a passionate and distracted attitude.

	Everything else will happen naturally.

	I used to wonder when I would have the chance to be so close to my mother and have a pillow to use when I feel sleepy.

	a motorcycle , it's better than nothing, and unintentional contact will occur frequently as the road conditions become more complex and changeable.

	I can feel my mother 's body temperature, her breath, and the big, soft flesh of her chest pressing against my back from time to time.

	If my mother holds my waist and keeps me in a fixed sitting position, the intimate contact will be more vivid.

	On the complicated road, I can also feel a pair of breasts, moving back and forth on my back, as if using their breasts to massage me, which can't help but remind me of the unorthodox massage and foot bathing I heard about. This is unavoidable.

	Then the mother naturally wanted to lean back, but fortunately I cleverly told her to sit forward so that the center of gravity of the motorcycle would be stable. Sitting too far back would cause the front of the motorcycle to tilt up at any time, which was really dangerous.

	　　No words for now.

	As long as I don't say anything nasty, it's a warm and intimate moment.

	The July heat was scorching, but the mountain breeze was gentle. Leaving civilization behind and rushing towards another, we felt a certain sense of comfort. Before I knew it, my mother's hands were folded and resting just below my shoulder blades. This gesture expressed her inner trust and affection. Feeling the warmth of her palm, I almost suspected that in a moment, she would lean her head down.

	It's like the scenes of men and women riding motorcycles in TV dramas.

	　　To be honest, because I was a country boy, whenever I see cornfields, reed forests, and mountains, I always have the urge to completely return to the embrace of nature, and take the woman who gave me life with me.

	Explore the origin of life under the witness of heaven and earth .

	between secret and public will definitely give you a different experience.

	Another question is, when we avoid the period when farmers are traveling around, will people let go of their worries and return to some of their wildness? And what will happen to the mother at that time?

	I am very fascinated by it, which is why I can't forget the outdoor scenes.

	Ever since I had the idea of adultery, I have rehearsed that scene in my mind every time I go out with my mother to do farm work.

	　　The countryside seems to provide more fertile ground for immoral behavior. If we really return to the countryside, will our natural wildness be fully activated?

	Thinking of this, I can't help but feel extremely hot.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 69

	That’s right , I was fantasizing again.

	Thinking of the intersection leading to my family's plots of land at the end of this eerie path, I felt the urge to turn in. The tree-lined path was overgrown with shrubs and peanut trees, flanked by vast fields of corn, cassava, and mulberry trees. From the outside, it looked like a vast green ocean. Once inside, you would be completely lost. Even if you made a sound, no one would know where you were.

	Compared to so-called mountain forests, the ground on these farmlands is cleaner and clearer, allowing for easy walking without worrying about encountering insects, snakes, rats, or ants. It's the ideal wilderness sanctuary. Imagine it as a miniature version of a vast banana grove: quiet, cool, largely isolated from outside interference, and with relatively uncomplicated ground conditions.

	Being in it, the artistic conception of " no one is seen in the empty mountain , but the sound of human voices can be heard " that I learned in elementary school textbooks came to my mind. Perhaps at that moment, I really walked into another parallel space, or time and space really stopped. I often wonder, am I really a person of the 21st century ? Am I the only one left in this world, even if it extends to familiar places in the outside world.

	So, no matter what I do, I won't be judged. I was surprised by my own preconceived notions. I felt I wasn't that far off from committing crimes against women. It wasn't driven by lust, but by the sense that success was within reach. The right time, the right place, and the right people were all there.

	more and more that the mother behind me was a stranger, if I didn't deliberately peek at her through the rearview mirror. I even had the absurd thought that if she really was a stranger, I would be just a typical criminal.

	Unfortunately, our identities cannot be changed, so things that seemed " easy " at first become extremely difficult to implement.

	Fortunately, the image of myself as a sanctimonious student with good grades in my mind restrained me and suppressed the terrible idea.

	　　The mother who looked at ease in the mirror never imagined that her son would want to release his unbridled mind in such an environment.

	meditating , I drove faster and faster, the wind whistling past my ears.

	of the wind actually makes people dare to speak. The sound of the wind will shatter all emotions and no one will feel embarrassed about it. When speaking in the sound of the wind, one does not pray that the other party can hear, which is very Buddhist.

	　　" Are you still in contact with that girl? " My mother seemed to be looking at my back and the back of my head with a scrutinizing gaze, her tone calm.

	My heart skipped a beat, as if my guilty conscience had been exposed. I knew my mother was talking about Yun'er, who had visited my house not long ago, and I knew even more that she seemed to have some subtle opinions about this, even if she didn't say it directly.

	early love affairs among middle school students are already a disaster, let alone in-depth social interactions with unusual members of the opposite sex outside of school. A mother's vigilance is both reasonable and necessary, regardless of her considerations or emotional undertones ...

	It’s not because of whether they are in contact or not. In this era, most students or teenagers don’t have the means of instant communication. When they go home during the holidays, any people they meet in the village are considered “ strangers ” .

	I did have a lurking desire to try the forbidden fruit. Okay, I did have the potential to be a scumbag, perhaps it was just some kind of male trait. Most of the time, most of my " energy " was focused solely on my mother. Even after I'd had those wonderful experiences that went beyond my boundaries, I hadn't completely given up on coveting other women.

	But to be honest, if I could really make it happen, I think the only one I could do it with is Yun'er. To put it bluntly, she might be easier to get.

	Please forgive me for this stereotype, because of her experience and her circle.

	I pretended not to know who my mother was talking about, " Which girl ? "

	　　" How many tattoos do you know ?" my mother said flatly, her eyes fixed on the back of my neck, as if rehearsing her anger. Of course, I was slyly watching her in the mirror, not quite ready for eye contact, and trying to appear relaxed and at ease.

	have no doubt that my mother will take revenge on me immediately if I get an answer that goes against her true feelings .

	　　This kind of reckoning must have come from traditional educational ideas, or it could have come from my betrayal of an unclear promise; or even some kind of special emotional tearing.

	Although nothing has happened between Yun'er and me yet, as goddess Wang Zuxian said, it's not okay to even think about it, and it's a sin to even think about it.

	Just like I coveted my mother, this thought was born, and she also realized that whether anything real happened or not, our relationship was no longer pure.

	If a real collision occurs, it will leave more than just a mark; if you refuse in the future, the plum rain in your life will never stop.

	Returning to my mother 's question, I could only answer ambiguously, " How can I contact you? I don't have a cell phone or a computer . "

	My mother glanced at me again and said, " School has started, aren't you all in the county town ? "

	I could only say, " It's been so long since we last spoke ... We won't be seeing each other much anymore ..." If excessive passion could be channeled into the path I most desired, then I wouldn't mind parting ways with her.

	　　" You know me, from childhood to adulthood, I only play with and get along with someone for a while, but it's really just for a while ... I just want to have something new . "

	　　" Besides, I will be even busier with my studies and won't have the time to think about things outside of school . "

	The mother seemed to be thinking about something and murmured, " Oh ... I'm just craving for novelty ... "

	For some reason, I always feel like I said something wrong.

	I quickly added, " I ... I'll focus ..." I didn't elaborate on the double meaning, as I couldn't brazenly say such things in my current state of mind.

	The mother turned her head away, letting the passing wind lift her hair and cover half of her face. " Well ... just focus on your studies ..." , her expression could not be seen clearly.

	For a while, the only sound was the wind and the motorcycle engine. My mother straightened her head and said, " Go to bed early next time ... I don't know what you're thinking about staying up late ... You're already neglecting your health . "

	I replied, " It's a holiday, it's not like this happens often . "

	The mother suddenly remembered something, her face looked a little strange, and she said hesitantly, " Right ... don't think or do things that are harmful to your health ... you are so young . "

	　　" Well ... it's necessary to relax appropriately ..." I said seriously .

	　　" Only then will I have the energy to do important things ... "

	　　" You have so much energy, why don't you go play ball ?" the mother teased.

	　　" Where can we play ball at night ..." I replied.

	　　" Go to bed early and you won't have to worry about random things , " said the mother , looking around and raising her head.

	I stared at my mother's appearance in the rearview mirror without flinching, waiting for her to turn around. When our eyes met, the dust on the mirror covered the woman behind me, leaving only a charming and mature temperament, without any trace of the ravages of time.

	I wanted to act affectionate, but I couldn't open my mouth. I could only pretend to be cheerful and said, " What nonsense ... I'm only thinking about the closest and most important person in the world ... "

	The mother was stunned after hearing this, and then her eyes became mischievous, " Oh ... What do you want him to do ..."

	I no longer responded , but just glanced at her through the mirror from time to time and made sure that our eyes met.

	My mother felt uncomfortable being looked at. She put away her mischievous and playful expression, lifted the hair that was scattered on her cheeks, and her legs, which occasionally touched my body, seemed to stiffen.

	After a while, she patted my shoulder and urged, " Drive faster, you are so slow . "

	I realized that it was indeed ridiculously slow, so I picked up my normal pace and returned home. On the way, I glanced at the entrance to the winding mountain crop area at the corner, and a seed was planted in my heart.

	When I returned home, my mother regained her usual friendly expression and guidance; perhaps she would realize that, apart from some things, I was still her son.

	　　This evening, I stopped being naughty and decided to keep the good feeling going. Of course, this was a gamble: either things would completely return to normal, or things would gradually soften, making compromise less arduous.

	The next morning, I was sleeping soundly when I seemed to hear a few calls, but I was not fully awake; I don’t know how long I slept again.

	　　" Why don't you get up? It's already so late . " My mother 's words came to my ears, which woke me up halfway. However, her tone was not anxious or urgent. Instead, it sounded like she was trying to persuade someone to get up with kind words, so I didn't take it seriously.

	She just said this and then disappeared without a trace of what she was busy with.

	After a while, her voice was approaching word by word, and I could tell she was getting closer and closer to me. " Come back later and go back to sleep. " I opened my eyes in confusion and bewilderment, but my soul seemed to have not yet awakened, and I did not quite hear what my mother said.

	My mother 's face met my gaze, looking down at me from above. The air was filled with the fresh scent of toothpaste she brought with her. She wore a thin white tank top and gray cotton shorts, simple yet revealing an indescribable languid charm. After a night of rest, her skin had become somewhat delicate. I froze for a moment, my gaze unconsciously fixed on her, and my soul began to awaken.

	Because of the morning's vigor, I swallowed my saliva, but my heartbeat quickened a little, and I immediately lost myself in lustful thoughts.

	In the morning, a thinly dressed mother came to her son's bedside, and many exciting little scenes were bound to happen.

	The mother's vest was a bit tight, outlining the curves of her chest, and the faint outline of her underwear was visible, exuding the allure of a mature woman. Her shorts were very short, revealing her round, jade-like thighs, slender and well-proportioned. In the morning light, they shone softly, as if they could be squeezed to produce water. Her hair was casually tied in a low ponytail, a few strands dangling by her ears, adding a touch of charm.

	　　This woman was voluptuous but not overweight, exuding a dangerous, alluring presence. Young men are prone to morning erections, and this one was even more pronounced. I quickly pulled up my pants to avoid a noticeable tent.

	　　" Get up , " she seemed not to notice my restless gaze . She looked at me and said softly with a gentle smile on her face. Her eyes were slightly narrowed, as if hiding some little secret; the corners of her mouth were slightly raised, revealing a kind of charm, but there was a hint of blame and pampering in her eyes.

	Looking up , the firm breasts of my mother standing there were very oppressive, making me feel restless and suffocated. But people at home can completely relax, and coupled with a certain haziness after waking up, it made me feel that her whole body became soft, as if while she was talking, her slightly upturned and plump buttocks were shaking more obviously than her chest.

	I was so engrossed in watching that I was thinking about how to wet my mother's pussy. I was also excited that the happiness came so suddenly. Well, I was completely lost in my own thoughts, thinking about all the foreplay and postures.

	In the summer, without a quilt covering his lower body, the boy's normal early rising phenomenon could hardly be concealed, so he had to move his legs calmly to make it less noticeable.

	　　" Did you sleep late again last night ... You have to get up and drive so I can go to work. If you stay in bed any longer, I'll be late . " Perhaps because going to work was the most important thing at the moment, and my mother " needed something from me " , she didn't notice anything unusual about me, and her tone was still not very anxious, as if she was calmly telling me a situation.

	my mother 's burning gaze confirming that I showed signs of getting up, I finally woke up from my fantasy. So that's what happened. That's right, the motorcycle she used was sent to the factory. Who else could have the task of taking it to work if not me?

	But seeing me motionless, my mother sighed and said, " Did you hear me? I'll let you sleep when I get back. " It wasn't that I was n't determined enough in my fantasies. My mother is someone with a strong sense of time; you absolutely can't interfere with her plans. I knew even if I was aroused and wanted to do something, it wouldn't work.

	　　Having said that, I didn't seem to be in the mood to fall asleep again, so my mother turned around and walked out.

	I also got up and stretched . Hearing my movement, my mother naturally turned around and said with a hint of reproach, " You didn't wake up when I called you earlier. Hurry up and brush your teeth and wash your face. You can have breakfast when you come back . "

	Unfortunately, I stood up and stretched my body that had been sleeping all night, and the hardness in my lower body was also stretched. The towering tent raised by my cock was like a salute, and it looked straight into my mother's eyes unscrupulously.

	However, the magical thing is that my mother did not show any embarrassment, panic or unnaturalness. She raised her eyes and glanced at me, but the lazy and tranquil atmosphere shortly after getting up disappeared. She had a serious and complicated expression, and the meaning of the expression seemed to have transitioned from being accustomed to it to being none of my business. She spat, " What are you thinking about all day ?" and then left my sight.

	After so much contact, perhaps in my mother's mind, my current behavior could no longer be explained as normal teenage behavior. From then on, similar behavior was attributed to her, to my obsessive and incestuous desires. From then on, when she tried to educate and correct my unhealthy behavior, I guess the talk wouldn't be about the worries of adolescence, but about whether I should, and could, think about my mother this way.

	Or , thinking about it so often?

	When everything was done and we were about to set off, I saw my mother changed into a light brown silk shirt with the bottom tucked into black casual pants without a belt. It was just right around her hips, so there was no need for a belt.

	However, this also shows that the shirt is loose enough. The upper body does not show an obvious seductive outline, but there are also large, firm and silky slopes, which makes the shirt material seem to have a lotus leaf effect. Even if a drop of water falls, it will not penetrate at all.

	　　This outfit is new and clean, which will make people automatically beautify the person in front of them and modify it in their minds. As long as the face is not too ugly and there are no obvious defects in the facial features, this woman cares about her image and is particular about maintenance.

	Even in rural areas, she is quite eye-catching, and her well-proportioned figure makes people unable to help but take a few more glances.

	I looked at it a few more times and realized that under certain lighting conditions, the silk material seemed to be covered with a mesh feeling. Coupled with the gaps between the buttons, if the upper body moved slightly, you could always see the plumpness and softness inside, or the heaviness was faintly visible.

	　　This kind of thing looks ordinary on the surface but actually hides breasts. I have verified and confirmed that the temptation is the most deadly and will only accelerate the beautiful imagination of those who know about it.

	I wish I could remove all the obstructions, verify it again, and even explore it with my hands, so that I can grasp all these hidden views in my hands.

	　　" Oh no ... I forgot to bring my helmet ... No wonder I felt like something was missing ," the mother slapped her thigh, and the surface of her shirt shook slowly.

	observed , women are much more likely to wear helmets when riding bicycles than men. This is not because of a lack of safety awareness, but because they have more demands than men, such as restraining their messy hair in the wind and protecting themselves from the sun and dust.

	As for me , I drove in slippers, and I didn't even know what a helmet was. Back then, things weren't as strict as they are today. So, people weren't willing to compromise their comfort for a seemingly low-probability accident. If an accident didn't happen to me, the probability was zero .

	My mother never objected to this. After all, she was a person with limitations. No matter how independent, proud, and strong she was, she could not escape the traces of " discipline " in many aspects. After all, we grew up in such an environment.

	We were silent all the way, except for the occasional rustling of my mother's clothes against my back, which was quickly overtaken by the sound of the wind and the engine. And her clothes seemed to hold more scent, a light but not scattered, clear but not weak feminine scent, which penetrated my nostrils from time to time.

	After arriving at her company, she said that there was no need to come in the evening. The car should have been repaired and it was not far from here. If a colleague could give it a ride, otherwise it would be fine to walk.

	　　As she was speaking, a colleague of hers passed by. She was a carefree lady in her early 30s . She smiled and said good morning to her mother.

	　　These people go to work sincerely without any worries, unlike today's office workers who are full of resentment and bitterness before the early morning shift; well, maybe it's also because of the nature of the job, there are also people today who have no resistance to going to work.

	　　For female friends who don't have any big ideals, ambitions to climb up the social ladder, or seek to become some kind of high-ranking figure, this kind of position in a public institution with no technical requirements can indeed make them feel relaxed and contented, and full of happiness; there is something to do, the work is not difficult or too much, and the salary is guaranteed, which is an enviable existence in rural areas.

	It will also give such people a greater sense of superiority.

	For example, the level of harshness and lack of kindness among township civil servants (this refers to how they treat those they serve or manage, but over time, this habit inevitably extends to daily life) is far more severe than in cities. This is especially true in the past, when there was virtually no mechanism for evaluating service attitude, and officials themselves often harbored a sense of self-consciousness in the face of authority when dealing with such individuals.

	My mother 's colleague noticed me and called out with a smile, " Handsome boy , come take your mom to work ! " I'd been here a few times before , and since everyone here was from the same town, they all looked familiar. At least they all knew my parents.

	I also imitated my mother and called out, " Good morning , Sister X. " Although I'm not a big shot, I couldn't embarrass my mother. My student brother called her sister, and she was absolutely delighted.

	So the elder sister praised my mother and teased her, " Son is better than husband , Sister X. "

	　　The speaker may not have meant it, but the listener may have taken it seriously. These words are so rich and wonderful in my heart ...

	But I avoided the sight of this elder sister with a guilty conscience. Although I knew there was nothing to expose, I was afraid that she would continue to say something shocking.

	My mother glanced at me, then smiled a little awkwardly and said, " It's just that my motorcycle is broken. I don't need it normally . "

	　　" I'll go upstairs first , Sister X. " The elder sister didn't mean anything else and walked towards the unit's comprehensive building.

	　　" Go back and be careful on the road. You don't need to come in the afternoon , " the mother also reminded, and then she trotted to catch up with the female colleague. The two of them slowed down at the same time and greeted each other with a smile as if in normal times.

	I was turning the motorcycle around and starting it, and in the split second between the moment I stepped on the accelerator and the moment before I released the clutch, I glanced towards my mother.

	the two were chatting and laughing happily , the mother suddenly stopped and gently patted the female colleague, feeling helpless and ridiculous. Her expression was as if she was pretending to spit at the other person, as if the other person had said something speechless, and the mother was complaining that the other person could not spit out ivory from a dog's mouth.

	But the mother seemed to quickly get rid of the mood of blaming the other person, and started talking about the happy daily life with a smile on her face.

	But as she ascended the stairs , Mother suddenly turned around, her smile instantly fading. She glanced in my direction, as if noticing I was still standing there, but also as if she wasn't looking. Her expression was calm, neither sad nor happy, and she offered no sign. She simply glanced at me briefly before slowly turning back. The last thing I saw was the peach-like shape of her buttocks, shone by her tight pants as she walked up and down the stairs.

	all quite old , and I had no idea what the older sister had said, but she nearly drove my mother crazy. She looked anything but mature and composed. A familiar, strange feeling welled up in me.

	I also felt a bit guilty about having my dirty thoughts just happened to be exposed . I couldn't have said anything unethical, could I? Rural women wouldn't be so " advanced " in their thinking , talking about shameless topics and touching on the most unimaginable kind of incestuous relationship.

	I shook my head, feeling that my speculation was a bit far-fetched.

	But on the way back, I couldn't help but imagine a lot of unrealistic fantasies about my mother's upcoming weekend.

	But life is always full of unexpected events. Time flew by and it was afternoon, almost time for my mother to get off work. I was bored at home when I received a call from my mother.

	Next, I was still required to " welcome him " .

	It turned out that the mechanic had a friend visiting from afar last night, so he dropped the work in his hands, closed the shop early, and went to entertain his friends. They drank until they were drunk. After waking up, he still couldn't resist the temptation to relax, so he continued to take his friends out to find something to do, to show his hospitality.

	Anyway, he hadn't even started repairing his mother's motorcycle yet. Of course, he had called his mother at noon to explain the situation and apologized profusely. He didn't need the motorcycle urgently, so a day or two later wouldn't be a big deal, so his mother just let him do it .

	　　I have no objection to picking up my mother today.

	I quickly rode my motorcycle to the downstairs of my mother's company and waited for a while. I knew it was time to get off work without even looking at the time. People came out of the building one after another, and the sounds of motorcycles starting up could be heard one after another.

	But I haven't seen my mother come out yet.

	During this time, some people recognized me and greeted me.

	After a long interval, um, less than half an hour, for the workers here, it was already a long extension of the working day; no one came out, so I parked the motorcycle on the side and walked into my mother's company. The staff on duty on the first floor also recognized me, and I felt like I was in an empty place.

	I have been to the office where my mother is on duty. I wanted to go up and see what she was doing and why she hadn't come down yet.

	I went up to the second floor, it was empty and there were only a few people around. I saw my mother in the middle of the corridor, with her hands on her hips, watching the machine in front of her " shipping " .

	I walked over and my mother was not surprised to see me coming up. She explained that the boss had just told me before leaving work that he would be on a business trip the next day at noon and would need some documents. The originals could not be taken out easily, so he asked my mother to help him make copies. There were not many documents, and they mainly needed to be looked through and sorted out, so it only took a short delay and would be ready soon.

	I saw that there was a small stack of documents waiting to be copied, but the old copier could only copy them one by one by placing them on the panel, and there was no batch processing function. This was immediately a problem.

	My mother also asked me to sit in her seat and wait for a while.

	I sat down, bored to death , and naturally couldn't help but click through the various files on her computer. Looking at the various notices and requests, she was straightforward, straightforward, no nonsense, just clearly and completely stating the matters. Her writing was plain, declarative, and not particularly sophisticated. I figured I could handle this kind of thing.

	As for the specific business terms that make people feel high-end and official, after reading the common terms in previous documents, you will have this concept and awareness.

	There are a lot of documents and files, and the often- criticized red tape still feels somewhat fresh to young people who are in the stage of seeking knowledge and want to absorb more knowledge and culture.

	Especially the scanned copies of the request and approval forms with handwritten comments and large opinions . The handwritten opinions have a sense of life, and I can probably imagine the decision-making process of the project at that time, so I was fascinated by them.

	　　It wasn't that I was trying to pry into anyone's privacy. What personal files could possibly be stored on a work computer? Back then, the interconnection between electronic devices and computers was immature, so there were no traces of anything other than official business.

	But I immediately realized there was one place I hadn't searched besides my computer. I was trying to judge others by my own experience , so I curiously opened my browser and checked my search and browsing history. If you want to be more private, the browser is the best.

	Just like the computers used by boys in that era, the thing that best reflected their hobbies (if any) was definitely the player records.

	Admittedly , I couldn't suppress the urge to discover some secret about my mother's access to specialized information. However, to my disappointment, both my searches and my web history were filled with practical writing examples like " XX model essay " and " XX template , " or tutorials on how to implement a particular function in a particular office software program, mostly Excel spreadsheets.

	After I finished " searching " the browser, I realized that my mother hadn't finished it yet.

	Just as I was about to get up and go out to take a look, my mother came in with a sly and embarrassed smile on her face. It felt like she was trying to make me do something I shouldn't do, forcing me to do something but she was determined not to change her mind.

	I asked, " Can we go now, Mom ? "

	The mother smiled awkwardly as if feeling guilty, " I had finished it ... but there's still some work piled up that I want to finish . "

	She blinked her eyes, and her eyes looked like she had caught a great enemy. She bit her lip lightly, stared at me, and said slowly, " Li Yuqing, why don't you help your mother ? "

	I was speechless , " Me? I don't understand your job. I'm still a high school student . "

	My mother didn't give me a chance to refuse. She said to me like she was coaxing a child, " It's very simple ... I 'll tell you and you'll understand . "

	　　" Besides , I can do it at my age, but you, a young man, can't do it . "

	However, my psychological resistance disappeared immediately. Since my mother asked me to do something, I basically couldn't refuse. Besides, this was also an opportunity to show my kindness.

	　　" Although this matter is not urgent, it has been several days since the leader arranged it. I will feel uncomfortable even if I don't finish it during the holidays, " said the mother .

	　　" Now that you're here ... we can get it done quickly with more people helping us . "

	I agreed.

	The mother turned and walked out of the office. After a while, she was holding a small stack of documents in her hands and hugging them to her chest. I don’t know why women always like to walk with documents in this posture. It gives people the impression that she has only work in her mind and is rushing to her destination. She has a sense of competence and professionalism. To put it bluntly, at this moment she looks like a working machine.

	But when I saw my mother like this, I remembered the real purpose of this action. It seemed to be to cover the chest so that the chest would not bounce when walking in a hurry, which would create an embarrassing appearance.

	A strand of long hair fell in front of my eyes. My mother half bent down, came to my side, put the documents in her hand on the table, " Come, I'll tell you how to do it . "

	I naturally turned my head, my eyes understandingly noticing that my mother's collar, free from the skin below her neck, was hanging free, providing me with a visual channel for her feminine charm hidden beneath her loose shirt. This was a very common action and phenomenon, and my mother didn't notice these details at the time.

	My peeping was a subconscious action because I felt a sense of oppression. The oppression came from the plump temptation there, as well as the intoxicating femininity. Women do not secrete so much oil, which is the fundamental reason why most women do not smell bad.

	Femininity also comes from the pair of big white rabbits wrapped in the red embroidered chest. On the mother who has worked a day, the skin around her and under her neck seems to be less delicate due to fatigue, and there are even traces of sweat, but the fullness and firmness of her chest will not change.

	　　This pair of plump breasts still stubbornly reveal a tenderness that does not belong to this age. I seem to be able to see the warmth there, and the bra fabric wrapped around them, even a little tight, and the strong milky fragrance generated, coupled with the bright and strong rose embroidery, is very dazzling.

	I immediately looked away, not because I didn't want to look anymore, but I felt that it hadn't reached the point where it could be so rampant. However, I felt a sense of restlessness passing through my heart.

	My mother explained to me how to do it.

	It is indeed a very simple thing, but it is tedious and does not require much technical content.

	　　These documents were supporting materials for a project their company had completed two years ago, one set per transaction. All they had to do now was use Excel to record the various elements of each transaction, such as upstream and downstream parties, contract number, signing date, invoice amount, and inventory information.

	　　Why do we need to work on a historical project now? Because this project has been in tatters for nearly two years, and now we need to write off the accounts, and we need to report these materials first.

	In those days, regardless of their core business, state-owned enterprises were all keen to engage in financing trade, with idle or fictitious transactions, so problems were common. So it's no surprise that my mother's company, which operated a stable " monopoly ," also fell victim to this trap.

	To this day, state-owned enterprises (SOEs ) prioritize sales volume over profitability. Financing trade offers high turnover and simple operations, making it a favorite for SOEs. Crucially, they provide ample cash flow, effectively acting as banks for some private enterprises.

	However, since state-owned enterprises cannot lend directly , they meet the funding needs of private enterprises directly through purchasing on their behalf.

	　　The risk naturally comes from private enterprises running away, leaving money and goods behind, resulting in a huge loss of state-owned capital.

	　　After explaining how to do it, my mother stood up straight and patted her head lightly. " What's the point of filling it out so quickly? I haven't even found all the information yet. "

	　　" Li Yuqing, come with me , " the mother walked a few steps and then turned back and waved.

	I followed her to the archive room not far away. There were several cabinets inside, and the cabinets were filled with file boxes.

	My mother told me to first search through the documents for information related to the risky project. Originally, I planned to have her search while I took over and entered the information. But I figured having more eyes would help us avoid missing anything, so we decided to search together.

	Since the archives back then were not very logical and scientific, and the project itself involved a large number of purchase and sales transactions, it was a huge project and physical work to find them all from so many data boxes.

	In fact, at the beginning, the mother thought that it was not a big deal and it was not a difficult task and could be done quickly, but as the work progressed, she found that her estimate was wrong.

	But since I had started, I decided to finish it in one go.

	So the two of them climbed up and down in this small archive room, busy at work, searching, pulling out, arranging, standing and squatting.

	My mother soon realized that it would be difficult to finish in a short time and might take quite late, so she asked me to use her office phone to call home and ask grandma to cook so that my younger sister and she could have a meal first; and then we would pass by the town and find a store to eat.

	I finished the call and talked to my grandmother, I returned to the archives and continued working with my mother.

	　　The busyness at this moment reminds me of the time when I did farm work with my mother. Although the scene has changed and the things we do are very different, the feeling is so similar, as if we are the only mother and son left in the world, and there is a kind of silence that is undisturbed by everyone.

	　　When I first called, I looked and saw that it was past six o'clock. We were indeed the only two people left on this floor. The chirping of various insects outside the window became noisy, and as the night deepened, the atmosphere of the countryside was released.

	The interior seems to be a modern scene, but the various noises coming from outside the window remind me that this is the countryside, the suburbs, and a sparsely populated area after nightfall.

	" working " peacefully for a while, I began to have evil thoughts.

	Mainly during this process, I always caught a close glimpse of the temptation that my mother unintentionally revealed. From the back, her huge and tight buttocks when she was half squatting made her waist seem narrowed, making people feel that her entire lower body was only in the shape of a millstone; I was squatting or standing looking down, and from different angles I could always see her brightly colored bra through her unguarded neckline, her swaying breasts, the breast flesh that was squeezed out by the bra, and her scent, which was even more obvious after being busy for a long time because of the unventilated and stuffy small room.

	　　Also, when I had questions about some information, I would lean over to ask my mother, and our faces would be so close that I could even hear her breathing.

	In addition , this scene is special. First of all, there is no one there, which makes me have the fantasy of doing whatever I want. Secondly, it is an office. Now she is not a home-based mother, but the mother who works in the unit, has a so-called decent job, and has a capable temperament. After all, that set of clothes has finally returned to the scene where it belongs, giving me a visual experience that is rarely seen in normal times.

	We have been in the same room for a while, and how could I, a young and energetic person, not have some dirty thoughts?

	I even thought about taking advantage of my achievements, calculating that my mother would not resist violently.

	Whenever my body was close to her , I always wanted to bump into her, push her down, and pounce on her, and then I would fantasize about a passionate love affair.

	My mother was busy with her work and would chat with me from time to time, but several times I was so lost in thought that I didn't respond to her.

	I stared at my mother's profile. There's always something damn charming about a person's focused appearance. Regardless of their actual appearance, focus is their best filter. I had to swallow from time to time to soothe my restlessness, but it felt more like an intensified act of restlessness.

	　　Gradually, I did less and less work, paused for longer and longer periods of time, and spent more and more time thinking about my mother.

	Under the pretext of " work " , he could peek at her from a close distance without restraint, and he could naturally see her charm without having to hide his eyes.

	　　" Hurry up and look for it. You still have to register your information later . Finish it quickly and go eat ." " Why are you daydreaming? You are not doing your work seriously at all . " The mother frowned slightly, looking very confused and said angrily.

	Only when my mother reminds me will I look away from where I shouldn't be looking, but not long after I leave, my eyes will be glued back there again.

	　　If it happens frequently, the mother will most likely notice something.

	　　" You ... can you be serious ... do n't tell me you are thinking about something bad again ..." My mother seemed to notice that I was looking at her with a fiery gaze, and a trace of shame and anger flashed across her face, but she just turned sideways. Perhaps because she " needed something from me " , she did not scold me immediately .

	Maybe she wasn't sure I had bad intentions.

	I shook my head and slumped on the ground, pretending to regain clarity in my dull eyes, and said tiredly, " There are too many documents. I feel dizzy after reading them for so long ... "

	My mother glanced at me with a strange look and said, " Why don't you go and register first, " and then she concentrated on the task at hand.

	I didn't listen to her and stayed at the scene.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 70

	The file boxes that need to be opened are piled randomly on the ground, and the materials that need to be sorted and organized have to be placed separately according to purchase and sales orders, years, etc. Therefore, the ground looks very messy and there is almost no place to stand.

	We were like civets busy jumping up and down in the melon field, our hands moving faster and faster as if they were " changing shape and shadow " , and it was inevitable that we were shoulder to shoulder; for the mother, it was inevitable that she would show her bold posture and expose her little bit of her beauty, which would not be noticed by anyone.

	But I am the one who cares.

	She would squat, sit, and stand, but I would always stay close to her, or at least my hand would be holding the document, reaching out to the side. And my mother, in order not to disturb the documents on the ground with her footsteps, would sometimes not move from her position, but kneel down and drop the document onto the same set of documents a little further away.

	The raised buttocks swayed right in front of my eyes, and as I let my imagination run wild, it was like an active seductive action that ignited the restlessness of my body and mind.

	Seeing her like this, I couldn't help but stand up and take in the whole scene from a high vantage point.

	I don't know if my mother noticed the strange gaze, but she just knelt down, turned her head, looked up, and looked at me sharply and brightly. In my vision, her eyelids were still lowered, but her eyes seemed to want to see through me to see if I was hiding other thoughts, and contained an indescribable meaning.

	I quickly lowered my head and fumbled through the documents in my hand, my Adam's apple rolling with difficulty. My mother didn't feel embarrassed about her current posture, but she stood up immediately and sat back on the stool naturally.

	I also sat down and continued my homework, but whenever I wanted to put the documents in the pile next to hers, my hands would always deliberately scratch her, fleetingly.

	My arm brushed against the fabric of her shirt, and I could almost feel her warmth, embracing her presence within me. Was this even a fantasy? There really was a living person next to me.

	　　It's not that I get easily excited by this little " contact " . In fact, to be fair, in Chinese families, when a son grows up, he has normal opportunities to have physical contact with his mother, and it only lasts for a long time.

	But so far, there has been no unusual contact.

	　　After searching through almost all the file boxes that needed to be opened, the mother straightened her upper body, raised her arms, pulled her shoulder blades back, twisted her waist, and made a relaxing movement. However, the small stool she was sitting on was simply not big enough to support her buttocks. When she leaned forward and straightened her waist, most of her tense buttocks protruded from the stool, and it seemed as if she was deliberately pushing it back to reveal more and restore the shape to as round as possible.

	The edge of the underwear finally appeared on the dark pants, making people unable to help but imagine deeper.

	I happened to be holding a contract in my hand, and I put it on the document next to the foot of her stool, but I deliberately bumped her butt with the back of my hand before putting the contract down. It felt like hitting a solid drum with a slightly elastic surface, a tough collision of flesh against flesh.

	　　This seemed like a legitimate accidental collision, and the mother simply dodged and moved her butt.

	After that, there were still many similar touches, not limited to the buttocks, but the same old tricks were repeated so many times that the mother said helplessly and annoyedly, " Why do you always stick to me? Can't you be more careful ? "

	　　At night in the countryside, a man and a woman were alone in a room, far away from home, in an empty office building. Although my mother had no intention of " responding " to my inner restlessness , it did not prevent me from unilaterally fantasizing and having an extreme desire for office play .

	I don't even doubt that if I force myself to do something deviant, it will work.

	However, it took someone else to expose my thoughts and for my mother to point out my dirty deeds before I could remove the psychological barriers.

	But I can't act rashly because I haven't prepared my mother psychologically yet . The suddenness is always my biggest obstacle.

	That's why I kept making little movements and giving bad looks, waiting for my mother's angry scolding so that I could go along with it.

	　　Now I moved in front of her. Although I didn't show any lustful look on my face, I looked directly at her as she bent her upper body, with her neckline separated from her skin, and her big white rabbits wrapped in the bright red underwear swaying inside.

	After I had looked through the last box and found everything I needed to find, my mother handed me a stapler and asked me to staple together the documents for the same purchase and sale.

	　　I held the stapler in my hand, but I didn't move.

	I looked at my mother's chest. It seemed that every time she pressed a staple, her chest swayed from the inside out, and the material of her silk shirt looked particularly soft.

	I was lost in thought , I felt a light tap on my head. I looked up and saw my mother's face was slightly cold. Her peach-shaped eyes were sharp. She glanced at me and said in a deep voice, " Where are you looking at Li Yuqing ? "

	I press the stapler in my hand and said naturally, " Nothing ... nothing ... I just remembered something ... "

	　　" Day by day ... hurry up, you have only completed half of the work ..." , the mother urged.

	After a while, all the piles of information within reach were bound together. Maybe we were sitting comfortably and didn't want to get up, so my mother and I both supported ourselves on the ground and leaned forward to get the ones that were a little further away, moving our own positions as if we were drawing a circle.

	When I had put everything within reach in order, I turned back to my original position and was about to stand up, but I saw a light blue figure slowly moving forward under my nose. To put it bluntly, the mother in front of me seemed to be crawling in front of me, but how could this kind of ground not make her knees hurt? Out of habit, the mother stretched her palms to reach more places, and it didn't take long.

	She supported herself on the ground with her arms, looking at a document, not knowing what problem she was trying to find.

	However, in front of me, it was a posture that made my blood boil. With the support of her forearms touching the ground, her upper body seemed to be low to the ground, and her top was hanging down almost touching the ground. The end of her waist that was slanted upwards was a high and firm buttocks. A groove could still be seen on the tight casual pants, dividing the buttocks into two, as if deliberately proving that this mature woman's buttocks were round and soft.

	Looking at the situation over my mother's head, I saw that she was still turning the pages leisurely.

	before him was too obvious, and the boy, who had already tasted sex, could hardly suppress his impulse. He had no idea what he wanted to do, but he just wanted to use his body to feel the mature female body in front of him, to merge with her, to penetrate her.

	Suddenly, my mother stopped flipping through the book , closed the document, turned around and looked at me.

	But her arms were hidden in front of her shoulders and neck , which seemed to cover half of her face, and her drooping hair also covered her entire eyes. Through the hair, I saw a pair of bright eyes, which moved and blinked smartly.

	There is no anger, suspicion or vigilance, right?

	A voice that didn't seem to come from her mouth said, " Li Yuqing, what evil ideas have you been planning all night? " It looked like a question, but it was actually a statement.

	　　It seems that I don't feel any deterrence, and I can also hear that my actions cannot escape her awareness.

	Desire took over my mind. I raised my hands and quickly placed them on both sides of my mother's hips. My mother's body paused, as if all the movement in the space and the surrounding area were instantly burned out, leaving only the restless heartbeat.

	　　Her hair trembled and her mother shouted sternly, " What are you doing , Li Yuqing! "

	I said shamelessly , " I'm afraid you'll fall, so hold on to me . "

	　　As he spoke, his hands were silently caressing his mother's buttocks, as if playing with a smooth jewel. Although the pants prevented him from touching the skin of the buttocks, the firm touch allowed him to better feel the round outline of this mature mother's beautiful buttocks.

	　　" Nonsense ! Let go of me right now! " the mother scolded.

	In fact, she could have just stood up, but it seemed like she wanted me to come to my senses and turn back, so she still maintained that posture without any physical resistance.

	I increased the strength of my hands on her buttocks. This made it feel more like supporting her, didn't it? I could already feel the soft surface of my mother's buttocks under the two layers of pants.

	　　" You ..." The mother finally uttered a word as if she was so angry that she was speechless.

	　　It was then that I realized this was more naked contact than ever before. How could my mother possibly be so upset now? It was simply because of the circumstances that she felt resistance and anger.

	She changed her stance to supporting herself with her palms, shifted her knees, and stood up.

	My hands suddenly slipped from her pants.

	After my mother sat down again, she looked at me angrily, then looked down at my hands. She grabbed them, squeezed my wrists hard, and shook them hard, scolding me, " Why do you have so many hands ! "

	Then he glanced sideways and continued to say, " And these eyes are not serious either . "

	It seems that because of some of her experiences, she no longer uses ethics, face, treason, and psychopathy to scold me.

	It was just routine scolding, saying this was wrong, that was wrong, but unless he got to the point, my inner belief would not be shaken.

	While she was picking up the documents on the ground, her eyes never left me, her eyebrows raised, and she looked very angry.

	I also quietly sorted the bound materials by year.

	　　Seeing that I didn't make excuses and didn't look like I had done anything wrong, my mother couldn't help but retort, " Are you speechless? Aren't you very good at doing bad things ? "

	But when she saw that I was working seriously for her, she withdrew her gaze and muttered as she tidied, " He never changes his bad habits. He's so bad at such a young age . "

	It was more like he was talking to himself , and he didn't care whether I heard him or not. It didn't seem like he was really talking to me.

	　　" You don't even consider the occasion. You can't control yourself at all, can you? " my mother continued to mutter to herself . After hearing it too much, it sounded like scolding and complaining, especially when coupled with her multitasking look: focused on her work, yet feeling a little resentful and frowning because of her " nagging " me .

	　　" The student doesn't behave like a student , and the son doesn't behave like a son. Who knows , he might do something even more outrageous in the future . " The information has been sorted out, and the mother's tone has become earnest.

	We left the archives and walked towards her office, with me following her.

	After a few steps, my mother stopped. When I stepped forward and passed by her, she glared at me with a gloomy face, then twisted my ear and said angrily, " You dare to have evil thoughts here at my unit ... You are really hopeless ! "

	I muttered to myself, “ I haven’t accomplished anything . ”

	The mother snorted coldly and said unhappily, " Hurry up and finish the task first ... "

	know if my mother realized that her words might cause me to misunderstand her. In any case, to me, it felt like there was another meaning to her words, and I immediately became excited.

	I held a bunch of things and sat down at my mother's desk; my mother sat at a public seat where there was a public computer. It was convenient for people who came to do business and needed to use the computer, and it was also convenient for employees who needed to use another computer. After all, it was not convenient to use the computer directly when it was being used by others.

	　　" Look carefully and don't make any mistakes , " the mother reminded.

	So both of them got into work mode, and I knew that I couldn't delay this important matter.

	As long as you are doing the right thing, you can eliminate all your vigilance and make people temporarily forget those special circumstances.

	My mother acted as if nothing had happened. She started typing messages while complaining to me about the boring moments at work.

	Well, there is no job in this world that is absolutely worry-free. As long as you need to punch in and out on time and stay in the office for a certain amount of time every day, you will be more or less bothered by paperwork.

	　　Although I'm not a good speaker or someone who can handle a social conversation , I've always been a good listener to my mother, and I've listened to her complaints about various things. But this was my first time doing this at work.

	　　As she was talking and doing, the mother suddenly remembered that she still needed to submit an explanation to the legal department. Although her leader had clearly explained to her what to say that day, she had no idea what to do in the past few days, and coupled with other things, she had neglected this task.

	In the workplace, writing is inevitable. While professional reports and spiel pieces are often handled by dedicated professionals, there are always demands for written materials within your job. My mother, a latecomer, had been a teacher for a while, so given the often routine, templated nature of these practical documents, she's not completely unfamiliar with them.

	　　This is the explanation, it is a new matter, although it does not need to be explained in depth, but for her, there is no reference, it is still difficult to create something out of nothing.

	After listening to her ramble on about this explanation, I've already summarized it in my mind. It's nothing more than two main points, and I secretly have an idea in my mind ...

	So I increased my concentration and tried to finish the work at hand as quickly as possible.

	It took about forty minutes to register all the documents on hand.

	I looked again and saw that there was still some in front of my mother ; but I couldn't help because it was arranged according to time, so it was not evenly distributed from the beginning.

	I thought about it and created a new Word document, intending to present the content of the instructions my mother just mentioned ...

	Another twenty minutes later, my mother clapped her hands and said excitedly, " Finally done, " and stretched .

	And the note I wanted to write for her was also very vague.

	The mood after completing the work is indeed different. My mother's eyes lit up and she said cheerfully, " Li Yuqing, are you not feeling well yet ?" , looking at me who was still writing furiously.

	I said casually, " I have registered a long time ago . "

	　　" Oh ... what are you writing? The keyboard is clacking away , " the mother asked suspiciously.

	　　As she spoke, she moved the office chair with her butt, slid to my side, and looked at the screen.

	I took credit for it quite complacently and said, " What you just said means that I wrote the first draft for you ... "

	　　Creativity and the ability to create something out of nothing are inherently challenging in the workplace. When it comes to writing, as long as someone provides a rough draft, it's not difficult to revise it based on your own experience. Daily paperwork isn't a technical skill; after repeated practice, it becomes mechanical and doesn't consume any brain cells.

	I may not understand the specific descriptions and vocabulary used in a unit like my mother's , but my mother just revised it based on mine, which made it much simpler. Fortunately, this thing is relatively superficial and contains a lot of repetitive clichés and empty words, so I dared to write it down on my own, and it is indeed almost correct.

	After a while, my mother finished reading the toys I wrote, her eyes lit up, and she patted my shoulder excitedly and said, " Great job, Li Yuqing ... "

	Hearing my mother 's affirmation, I felt a little embarrassed. I scratched my head and said, " I don't know if it's right. I can only give a rough estimate . "

	　　" It's very good! I just need to make some minor changes , " the mother continued to praise.

	　　" You young people really have a good brain. You can figure it out after I tell you. As a high school student, your studies are not in vain , " my mother said to me, her eyes filled with sighs, admiration, and pride.

	　　What makes her proud is that this is her son, who is a little smart.

	　　At this point, I had already written most of it, except for the final paragraph. I kept looking back at the previous text to continue my ideas and thoughts until the end.

	　　At this point, I was also focused; I was thinking, and occasionally typing out a few words. This is usually how I write. Before I feel comfortable, I write word by word, clumsily. To finish something in one go is the work of a genius.

	I was so immersed in my thoughts that I even forgot my mother was right next to me, watching me write every word.

	I wonder what image I have in my mother’s eyes right now .

	I have said that concentration is the best filter for human beings. Will this filter on me react to my mother's gaze? I am afraid it will be the same.

	After typing the last word, I subconsciously turned my head to look for my mother.

	She was right next to me , not saying a word, with one hand supporting her chin and the other hand placed horizontally on the table, supporting her upper body.

	I didn't look closely at my mother's appearance. After confirming that she was right next to me, I turned back to the screen and felt that I could simplify it a little.

	　　A voice in my head told me that my mother didn’t seem to be staring at the screen just now, but her eyes were on me?

	When I felt that this was all I could do, as if I had accomplished something big, I breathed a sigh of relief, clapped my hands, turned around excitedly, and said, " That 's it ... Mom, take a look for yourself ... I'm still ... missing ... something . "

	My mother 's face caught my eye, a smile on her face, her chin resting on her hand as she pondered, " Hmm ... it's very well written ..." Her voice was soft and clear, incredibly beautiful. But as she spoke, she wasn't looking at the screen; she was staring at me with a beaming smile, a state she seemed to never change.

	As the saying goes , clothes make the man. The new and clean work clothes make my mother look much brighter. Today seems like she is playing at home, and her temperament is different. Even though she is just a small clerk, she is still someone I look up to. I will naturally magnify her independent, confident and comfortable temperament in my eyes.

	　　All of this seemed to smooth out the traces of time, and my mother's bones and skin didn't look old at all. At this moment, her face was filled with a smile, how could it not be called a beautiful smile.

	Her eyes were as black and shiny as lacquer , and her eyes flickered with a gentle blink.

	The main thing is that she kept looking at me like this. I was a little confused, but my heart didn't beat fast, because I subconsciously knew that she was not a little girl. What I felt was not the heart-pounding feeling of a young girl. This mature face did not make me feel this kind of emotion.

	But it is not the gentle glow of motherhood .

	What I fell into was not a whirlpool , but the spring breeze on my face, the moonlit lake surface under the breeze, and the feeling of calm intoxication.

	all moving scenes. I was so lost in thought that I couldn't say a word.

	of emotions . If it’s only for a moment, then enjoy it for a moment, just like now. I don’t want to break this atmosphere.

	Looking at my mother 's soft face, the slight curve at the corner of her mouth was full of cunning and knowingness. I could feel that this was another emotion she had when I turned my head to look at her face.

	In fact, my mother was disheveled at this moment, but her smile was bright, and her tiredness became a fresh embellishment.

	the nose , the surrounding pores are invisible under the light, and the faint spots of fallen stars around the eyes, set against the backdrop of the watery eyes, are no different from teardrops and beauty marks. With a special tone and words, it can easily bewitch the soul, and the peaceful picture can also swallow up the young man boating on it without anyone noticing.

	At this moment, her breath is intertwined with mine , her eyes are blurred, I can see the glossiness of her lips from the corner of her mouth, and I can feel the breath of orchids blowing on my face. Unconsciously, a kind of desire arises in my throat and lips.

	I swallowed and licked my lips quickly.

	There are always many times when my mother seems a little unfamiliar in my eyes, but that doesn’t stop me from admiring and indulging in her.

	Could it be that this is also how I look in my mother's eyes right now ?

	Although I have never felt the admiring gaze of a woman, I can only think that at that time, I could not feel 100% of the look that a mother should have when looking at her son.

	I belittle myself? My mother is a mature woman with rich emotions. The same is true for other women. That is, they have not been accompanied by the charm of the opposite sex for a long time. Otherwise, who can guarantee that they will not develop the kind of emotional feelings between men and women?

	our daily interactions , I finally tried my best to help my mother with her worries and problems; I can boast shamelessly that I am also a clean and energetic young man; the breath of a young man is also male hormone, even more passionate and vigorous; and what am I doing at this moment? I am concentrating, at ease, and having my own ideas to deal with matters beyond my age.

	It just happened to help my mother on a higher level (relative to her life).

	At this moment, I am also a shining person in her eyes , and my reflection happens to be reflected in her eyes.

	　　Although I had a lot of mental activity and nonsense before , we actually hadn't been looking at each other for that long.

	I couldn't help but shout, " Mom ... "

	She raised her eyebrows happily, her lips remained motionless, and only a " Hmm? " came out , revealing her leisurely and contented expression. Although she didn't say anything, I could feel from her response that she was waiting for me to call her, or perhaps she anticipated that I would not be able to help but speak, so she responded very quickly.

	Unconsciously , my cheek seemed to be close to my mother's.

	My mother's eyes widened considerably, but not in shock, more in confirmation of my gesture. The curve of her mouth widened, and her smile became more pronounced.

	My body trembled as I slowly turned to face my mother. She didn't react at all. At this moment, I couldn't tell whether the atmosphere was love or desire. I just wanted to merge with the woman in front of me. I called out in a voice that didn't seem to belong to me, " Mom ... Can I ... Can I ..." Every word was filled with a burning breath.

	My mother gave me a shameful look, lowered her brows, touched my head, and said softly, " Don't be silly ... uh . "

	But her eyes were like rippling water waves, with a kind of charm that ignited the warmth and pure emotions I felt, providing sufficient nutrients for my desire.

	My eyes have moved on to her. The gaps between the buttons of her shirt are opened wider in her sitting position. Compared with the solid color of the shirt, the embroidered surface of the bra is only slightly exposed and easily attracts my attention. The protagonist seems very relaxed and at ease with the scene she is in, but in my opinion, there is a precise temptation. The tip of the lotus just showing is more wanting to explore; the style and color of the bra are mature and extroverted, just like the mature mother in front of me.

	My mother must have noticed the change in the boy's expression. She glanced down at her chest. The collar seemed to be in good shape. She raised her head, rolled her eyes at me again, and said with a faint smile, " You're such a grown man ... and you have no composure at all. "

	　　After saying that, she lowered her crossed legs, her movements were neither hurried nor slow, which made her look a bit graceful. She tapped the table lightly as if to pull me back from my abnormal thoughts, and said, " Okay, help me turn off the computer ... It's time to go home ... I haven't even eaten yet . "

	She stood up, and I didn't move, just raised my head and looked at her eagerly. When my mother saw what was wrong with me, she pursed her lips and raised her eyebrows, as if asking, what are you doing standing there?

	　　From this angle, a wider range of her bra can be seen through the gap, and the bright red rose embroidery on it seems to be blooming with delicate vitality with the mother's breathing.

	But I couldn't tell any emotion from her expression . It was bright and deep, looking down at her, as if she was in control of everything and could control everything, including extinguishing or isolating her son's incestuous fantasies about his mother.

	like that for a long time, and then I saw my mother's lips move, " Do you know where this place is ? "

	　　It sounded like she knew my desire and my evil intentions, but it was just due to the environment, not because the behavior itself was a violation of the rules. Of course, this might just be my wishful thinking. But it doesn't matter, it has completely ignited my impulse.

	I helped her do something. We were far away from home. She just looked at me with some affection. No matter what, she would not hate me as her son. These conditions added together made me feel that there is hope ahead.

	The restlessness disturbed my breathing.

	　　Without hesitation, I stood up and hugged my mother, bending over slightly so that my head was buried in her neck and shoulders.

	My mother 's brain seemed to have crashed due to this sudden scene. Her hands seemed to naturally respond to my movements and raised up, but that was all. They stayed in mid-air, neither lowering nor falling on me.

	Before my mother could say anything, I sniffed her scent. Through the soft fabric of her shirt, I could truly feel her voluptuous body, fleshy but not fat, soft yet alluring. I nuzzled her neck with my nose and mouth, but unfortunately, the collar kept me from touching her skin. Through my heavy breaths, I forced a hoarse, " Mom ... I miss ... I miss you ..." Given my inherent shyness and stammering, I definitely couldn't say something like, "I miss your body."

	　　Well, this kind of dialogue is totally untrue. It's the result of watching too many TV dramas. I see my mother every day, but it acts like we haven't seen each other for a long time. It only means that at this moment, something is wrong. From the beginning to the end, my mind is mostly blank when it comes to my mother.

	　　Although it was a bit awkward for me to hug my mother , I did not touch any of her sensitive parts in the current position. Although my cock was erect, I was not sticking to her body, so she did not struggle or get angry at first.

	　　Maybe I just want a warm hug like this.

	My mother slowly put her hand on my shoulder, without pushing it away forcefully, and said slowly, " What are you thinking about ? "

	I didn't look up , just buried myself in her neck. Before my eyes was the smooth, white skin beneath her open neckline, near her chest. Above that, a patchwork of red and white, punctuated by a tiny blemish, the like of a mole, only served to accentuate the flesh's authenticity, freshness, and age-worthy charm. After all, the area below the neck is most vulnerable to the elements, lacking much protection.

	I felt a pat on my shoulder, and the breath of my mother's voice sprayed on my head. She first made a speechless " tsk " sound, and then continued, " What's wrong? Have you not seen mom for a long time ? Why are you so exaggerated ? "

	I secretly increased my strength, letting my belly feel my mother's waist and abdomen, and my chest pressed against the soft, fluid mass of her chest. My hand slid down a little further, like a parenthesis, and when it touched the waistband of her pants, I could feel it without even looking. Further down, ahead, was another steep slope, but I stopped at that moment.

	However, the mother 's body seemed to be relaxed. She was not stiff or trembling unless she was struggling, proving that there was no resistance in her heart.

	I deliberately put my mouth close to her earlobe and spoke as if I was breathing out without relying on the vocal cords, " Mom ... I've been holding it in for too long ... what should I do ? " The hot breath was scorching and made the mother's ears red.

	My mother's body trembled, and she tried her best to stretch her neck and turn her face away, trying to move her ears away from my lips, but I kept chasing her.

	My mother let out a moan, and felt that she could not withstand my actions. She held my shoulders firmly, pulled her head back, turned her face, and met my eyes. If she had not retreated in advance, our lips would have touched at this moment.

	She raised her eyes and glared at me. Her long eyelashes, although thick, were clearly distinguishable, and her blink touched my heart. At this time, my mother shook her head lightly, and her lips moved under my eyelids. I could not hear her tone, only the feeling of bursts of sound echoing in my ears, " Don't go too far, Li Yuqing ... This is in my unit ..." Her face was shy and helpless.

	But after I heard what my mother said, I tightened my grip around her waist, pressing it closer to my stomach. But above her chest, she leaned back, creating a little distance between us. This movement made the fabric of her clothes tremble. At the same time, she let out a short, " Huh ?" sound , her mouth opening into a small oval at the suddenness of my movement.

	Then her eyes gathered a bit of shame and anger . She bit her lip and then let it go. She stretched out a finger and tapped my forehead, criticizing, " Why are you so stubborn when you are not serious ... Have you almost forgotten that I am your mother? "

	I replied, looking into her eyes and speaking word for word, " On the contrary ... it is because you are my mother ... that I can't control those thoughts . "

	　　" Who told you to be my closest person ... what can I do ... "

	My mother exhaled heavily through her nose, frowning, I don't know what emotion she was suppressing, her eyes narrowed into slits, but this made me feel her entanglement, struggle and shame even more strongly, and she said quietly, " Why didn't I realize you were so bold before, Li Yuqing ? "

	I lowered my head and looked at the plump peaks on her chest that looked like an inverted bowl. In this posture, the fabric was sticking to my mother's underwear, and the embroidered patterns were copied on the silk fabric, appearing and disappearing with her breathing.

	I don't know whether my mother did it intentionally or unintentionally, but she put her arm around my cervical vertebra, and my head was buried in her chest. She said in a panic and confused voice, " Don't look around ... Go home ... Go home, Li Yuqing ..." The more she spoke, the more obvious her breathing became. I could even feel her lips touching my ear, which made me feel like an electric current was running through my body.

	Her action really blocked my vision, and all I could see was a light blue, and my face was rubbing against the material of her clothes.

	My head was pressed against each side of one of their breasts, as if being clamped. I breathed hard, and waves of exciting feminine scent penetrated my nostrils. After a day's reaction, mixed with laundry detergent and a little bit of residual shower gel, I not only wanted to touch it with my nose, but also wanted to capture this feminine scent with my mouth to relieve the restlessness of my body and mind.

	　　The gap between the buttons just happened to be on my nose and lips. I seemed to feel the warmth of my mother's skin on my face, and the plump breasts that had been wrapped all day exuded a salty and sweet milky aroma.

	My breath also hit my mother's skin unscrupulously .

	A hand that was originally on her waist finally reached down and pinched it. Yes, the force was not polite. Through her pants, the five fingers opened and tightened, pinching one of her buttocks. The buttocks did not deform, but one could also feel the softness in the firmness.

	The faint voice sounded in my ears again, " What are you touching, Li Yuqing? You have no respect for your parents ..." , and then she held my wrist with one hand and took my hand away.

	Normally, I would be sexually conscious about " flirting " and foreplay , but outside, in special situations, I always feel that the conditions do not allow it, and I just want to go all the way ...

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 71

	My head reluctantly left her chest, the mature and sensual scent had already drifted in front of me. I looked at my mother, her face was as red as blood, and her eyes were full of pity and anger. I didn't know whether her pity and anger were due to my own lack of resistance, or because of her son's rock-solid immoral thoughts.

	Then she looked around , which was just a subconscious action to get certainty. If people don't go out, how can they see the whole environment clearly?

	After looking at me, her eyes fixed on my face and body again, and she bit her lower lip lightly, " Do you still have any shame, Li Yuqing ... Fortunately, there is no one else here now . "

	In fact, I don't need any touch from my mother, any beauty from her, or any strong scent from her. Most of the time, just looking at her face and expression will arouse my sexual desire, and my reserve will be gradually burned away. Yes, I'm not talking about reason.

	From the moment he had the idea of coveting his mother, rationality had long been gone in name only, and most of the time he was just weighing the pros and cons.

	　　Yes, since there is no one else around, my mother will let down her guard a little.

	I pondered, " I want my mother ... how can it be considered ... giving up ... her face? " As I said this, I held her waist tightly with one hand and pressed my other hand on her lumbar spine, turning her over so that her back was facing me.

	Because it was a sudden movement, my mother didn't react at all. She just said " Hey! " and leaned on the table. I had the foresight to press her lumbar spine, making her plump buttocks more prominent, clearly occupying most of my field of vision.

	Maybe it was because of the movies I watched, or maybe it was because of my previous experience, but when I was standing, I seemed to realize that I couldn't reach the goal from the front. The only correct way was to go from behind, from the woman's butt.

	So at that moment I would take this action.

	　　My mother would naturally resist, but I stayed close to her, preventing her from turning around easily. My body clamped her lower body, half her weight was on top, so she only had one hand to support herself on the table, otherwise she would fall onto it. So, she had only one hand to resist.

	　　" No ... You can't do this, Li Yuqing , " my mother said anxiously and angrily. She slapped my arm, her whole body shaking.

	I had no choice but to bend down and lock her waist so that she couldn't turn around no matter what.

	My chin rested against her back, and by accident, the hardness of my chin seemed to make my bones itch and ache as I moved it. My mother's struggle became incoherent and even weakened.

	　　In order to quickly achieve my goal of winning her heart, I could only play the parent-child relationship card, " Mom ... you are the person closest to me ... what should I do if you don't help me ? "

	　　" This is my unit's office, are you crazy ?" the mother said, then she remembered to struggle and moved a few times symbolically.

	　　“ No one will come, I promise it will be over quickly, ” but as soon as I said that, I felt something strange, as if it wasn’t a good promise.

	When the mother turned around, a strange look flashed across her face, and it seemed as if her shame and anger had paused.

	I continued to beg, " Mom ... promise me ... I will become better ... "

	She shook her upper body, and her tight, plump buttocks rubbed against my hard spot, which was also psychologically stimulated and made me feel extremely numb.

	　　" No ... What you did to your mother is already a heinous crime ... And you ... are still in this kind of place ..." The mother was extremely sad and angry.

	Although it is highly likely that no one is involved, the current situation is no different from a situation that is despised by our public order and morality, that is, cheating on someone, especially in the company. Even if the mother-son relationship is put aside, it is a disaster.

	　　For a "conservative" rural woman like my mother , the office plot was a huge shock, which once again tore apart her cognition and conformity.

	So she didn't dare to shout or yell, and could only lower her voice.

	I pursed my lips and pretended to be extremely wronged. I didn't look like a horny hooligan at all, but more like a stubborn child fighting for something.

	　　" I've done everything anyway ... I don't come here every day ... "

	When I said this, my mother froze.

	I immediately seized the opportunity, thinking that she had acquiesced to something and would not resist anymore, although there was no decent resistance from beginning to end; I loosened my mother's waist and lumbar spine.

	Impatiently he moved to the waistband of her pants, anxiously pinched both sides of her hips and pulled them down, but encountered a strong resistance; because it was locked to the mother's body without a belt, proving that the waist and hip circumference were just right, and if he didn't unbutton the front, he couldn't pull it off no matter how hard he tried, unless he damaged the pants.

	After pulling for a while, I was already getting impatient; I pulled at the thighs again and pulled down, but still to no avail; only a little bit of the edge of the flesh-colored panties was exposed, and against the backdrop of the black casual pants, it magnified the viewer's desire to get a glimpse of it in full.

	It's like a huge gold mine with only a small part exposed. You can see it but can't reach it. You have to dig out the whole picture before you can control it. It feels so uncomfortable.

	My hands kept jumping back and forth between my pants and thighs. I did it even though I knew it was wrong, and I was trapped in a vicious circle of fighting with myself. I even lost feeling when my hands touched my mother's butt.

	I was so excited at the time that I didn't think the key was the buttons in the front, and I was only focused on pulling it off from the back.

	My mother turned half of her face and looked at my clumsy and impatient behavior with a teasing smile.

	　　Although she shouldn't have such emotions so quickly under the current circumstances, I still haven't achieved anything yet.

	　　" Don't waste your energy, Li Yuqing ..." She straightened her body, fiddled with her messy hair, lifted it up and let it spread all over her back, lowering her shoulders and neck, raising a burst of fragrance from her hair; it was an attitude of calming down and tidying up her mood, as well as the indifference and lightness of a winner who had the upper hand.

	I couldn't bear to see my mother feeling this way, so I had a uniquely male mentality of surrender. I was also unwilling to return empty-handed.

	I gave up trying to pull her pants down, which was a bit of luck. So I stood up straight, grabbed her waist and abdomen again, and pressed my lower body against her buttocks, rubbing my erection against her through her pants.

	　　" Ah ... What are you doing, Li Yuqing ..." , the mother exclaimed, her waist and head lowered again.

	But in reality, I was also restrained by my pants, so my cock wasn't straight and parallel to the ground. But it was still hard and pressed against my mother's ass. I wanted to poke through her pants.

	The other hand also frantically kneaded and twisted the mother 's buttocks, trying to grab as much buttocks as possible, wishing to soften this tight buttocks.

	　　The cock felt the touch of the opposite sex's body, which was no different from hitting a wall. His hands were also freely touching his mother's private buttocks. He finally felt a sense of control. He smelled her scent and felt as if he had entered her body.

	Since I couldn't take off my mother 's pants, I lost the consciousness to take off my own pants.

	　　" Stop it , this is disgraceful! " the mother said in a low voice, moving her body.

	I selfishly felt a little sad, as if questioning my mother, " Is this not okay ... I didn't touch anything ..." , and my tone even sounded aggrieved at the end.

	The mother's body seemed to be still. After a long sigh, she said patiently, " Wake up, Li Yuqing. You are my son. I can't accept it . "

	　　" I'm wide awake! I was very awake that night, and you were awake too, mom , " I said aggressively.

	My mother clenched her fists that were supporting the table. She took a deep breath and said calmly, " If it weren't for your father, you wouldn't be able to act like a hooligan. " As she spoke, she turned her face slightly, but I couldn't see any expression.

	I don’t know if what she meant by “because of her father” was that her father’s absurdity made her lose her mind in grief, or that her father was outside the door and she didn’t dare to resist violently and thus had to endure my youthful passion.

	　　" You've experienced it once ... be content ... what else do you want? I'm your mother, not your wife, " the mother continued, but she seemed a little unsure when she said "once." Does penetration count as one time, no matter how many times in a night? And if it involves intimate contact, it's definitely more than once.

	All concepts of ethics, rules, boundaries, tolerance, and transgression have been shattered. We have opened the box that holds the greatest evil, and once we close it, we can never recapture it.

	　　" Yeah ... I've experienced it once ... How can you expect a hot-blooded young man to quit ?" I said hesitantly.

	　　" And Mom, you might as well think about whether this kind of thing will do more good than harm to me . "

	　　" Just give your son this little comfort so that he can truly grow up vigorously . "

	I brushed my nose against her hair, got as close to her ear as possible, and begged, " Mom, don't you want your son to be more successful ... "

	The mother chuckled and said, " If you want to be successful, you have to be mean to your mother ? "

	I argued cunningly , " What's wrong with that ... I'm not hurting anyone ... Everyone is happy ... Aren't you feeling better too , Mom ? "

	The mother's tone was a little flustered, " Comfortable ... comfortable at all ... listen to what you are saying . " As she spoke, she smoothed her hair with her fingers a few times. The hair that was scattered on her back was divided into several parts and hung in front of her, as if she was hiding something.

	　　After a while of this " temporary " writing, I suddenly remembered a question. It seems like it's been a long time since I directly expressed my appreciation and praise for my mother's body, or rather, for certain specific parts of her body.

	　　If one party is in a more experienced and knowledgeable position, then if you want to win her acceptance you must make her believe that you will become a better person because of it; any relationship that breaks through worldly prejudices has the inherent resistance that can easily drag people into the abyss; but what if you overcome this test?

	The other one is omnipotent. Women dress up to please themselves. Your admiration gives her confidence and makes her realize her own merits.

	Because the mother then pondered and said, " Li Yuqing ... do you just like older people ... "

	During the conversation, I relaxed my " suppression " on her . Suddenly, my mother turned around easily, leaned her buttocks on the edge of the table, and supported her hands on the table. In this way, it seemed as if she was clearly showing off the fullness of her breasts, which stubbornly resisted gravity, almost pushing the rest of her shirt away from her skin, and the bra lines were conspicuous under the silky sheen.

	It seems that the " pull " just now is over. went.

	She mocked, " You are more than a little psychopath ... "

	I said with certainty , " No ... it's only directed at you, Mom ." My eyes were burning, more determined than when I joined the organization.

	　　" Other women ... can't compare to her ... "

	Her eyes narrowed, with a faint smile, " Just because I'm your mother? You want to find some special excitement, right ... "

	I felt very embarrassed, mostly pretending, and I said timidly, " Not only ... not only because of this ... "

	My mother's whole appearance was just like her expression, she looked relaxed, her peach-shaped eyes were full of thoughts, her eyes were smiling, narrowed into two crescents, and I actually found it very charming.

	　　" You mean there are other things that others cannot compare to you in , such as... "

	I shook my head. How could I fall into my mother's rhythm? I almost forgot that I was going to act like a hooligan. You are asking me and I am answering you.

	Since she turned around, that's not bad.

	I leaned forward, getting closer to my mother , but she was not panicked at all and still kept smiling, as if responding to my advance. She involuntarily wanted to step back, but the edge of the table divided her buttocks into two halves horizontally. But I also knew that once her buttocks left the edge of the table, her buttocks would " swell " back.

	She suddenly became very eager to hear my answer, and she might have even thought of or hoped for the answer, and now she wanted to verify it.

	With a light jump, the mother exerted force on her hips and legs and sat on the table. Her buttocks were much higher than the table, so it was easy for her to " sit " on it.

	seemingly affectionate seduction, where I advanced and you retreated. It was like watching a beautiful snake twist its enchanting body, dragging me towards a nearby trap. I willingly submitted to this predation because, at my age, facing a mature woman, I needed some spurring, some pulling signals.

	　　This posture is too ambiguous and sexually tense. My lower body seems to be embedded between my mother's legs. Her legs can clamp my waist as long as they close, but they are not closed at this moment. They are still open, like a trap that is being unfolded. I don't know when it will close and drive the prey into the deep cave.

	The cave has a peculiar structure and releases some liquid and boiling hot air. The prey will sink into that feeling and be unable to extricate itself. Even if the entrance to the cave is unblocked, it will not want to escape until its essence is sucked dry in the ecstasy.

	I said in a trembling voice, " For example ... "

	Am I dazzled ? My mother's eyes are a little dazed and unfocused, with her gaze wandering. This is the characteristic of peach blossom eyes, as if she is drunk but not drunk. There is a coquettish smile on her face. She glanced at me and then looked away, which makes people feel very excited.

	her lips opened, breath gushed out, and I could even hear a slight explosive sound. My mother said softly, " Stop wasting time and just say it . "

	I let my restlessness show through, turning into heavy breathing and slight shaking of my body, " Then I said ... "

	Like a sudden attack from a cold arrow, I threw my head on my mother's chest again, and because of excitement, my tone was out of control. I gasped and said, " Other women's things are ordinary here, but mine is so big and firm . "

	My face, nose, and lips were all absorbing the scent of my mother's chest.

	　　" Hey ... I told you to say it, not to do it ..." , my mother shouted shyly, but she subconsciously straightened her chest, fearing that her plump outline would disappear; she grabbed a handful of my hair, but I didn't feel any pulling. Was she afraid of pulling it out?

	I felt my eyes getting hot, and I looked up at my mother. When she saw my gaze, she was stunned for a moment, then she cursed, " You are a hungry dog looking for shit . "

	Soon he found himself at a loss for words, " Pooh, pooh, pooh, you are the shit " , and he took out his frustration at the loophole in his words on me, glaring at me with even more anger.

	I opened my mouth, but it felt like I wasn't going to say anything, but something came out of it: " You don't even need to take off your pants , so here's fine. "

	　　As he spoke, regardless of her reaction, he unbuttoned her shirt one by one with his firm and skillful hands. With every button he unbuttoned, the soft parts of his mother's body trembled.

	When her clothes were open , her belly button could be seen, and on her chest, the bright red roses were in full bloom, and the white and tender breasts wrapped around her were covered with delicate and shiny breast flesh. Under the light, both colors were bold enough to stimulate the male's dopamine.

	I said boldly, " Look, isn't it big ? " , and while saying this excitedly , I stared at the thin blue veins on the surface of the exposed breasts, as if they were accusing the protagonist of always using oppressive underwear to hide her charm, but sometimes it would backfire, so it’s mainly about looking at the one on the outside.

	My mother knocked me on the head, her face flushed. " You're older than me ... What nonsense are you talking about? "

	I stared intently and seemed to be able to see traces of sweat on the skin. After a day of working as a worker and having " worked overtime " for a long time, there was a shiny and sticky feeling on it.

	Without the grease of men, there is naturally no sour smell. Instead, it is more of the rich fragrance of underwear and shirt fabrics that have been " marinated " for a day.

	　　" Have you seen enough ... He's such a hooligan even as a student , " said the mother in a trembling voice.

	But I " didn't answer the question " and replied dully with a " big " .

	　　" No matter how young he is , he is still a stinky man ..." , the mother suddenly said this, but she didn't even feel ashamed or angry.

	I watched the breathing rose, licking my tongue repeatedly to soothe my anxiety, deliberately blowing my breath against her skin.

	Feeling the man's breath hitting her sensitive parts, her breasts rose and fell much more violently, revealing the complexity and messiness of a woman. However, her mother said in a disgusting voice, " Do you know what is big and what is small ... "

	　　After saying this, her upper body leaned back even further, as if she had completely given up on defending her chest, or as if she was deliberately sticking out her chest to further solidify my gaze.

	It seemed that the boy 's impulsiveness and inexperience made his mother feel very accomplished.

	I was already distracted and didn't understand the changes in my mother's reaction. At this time, I heard her say complacently, " It's not big ... How can I feed you, you bastard ... "

	　　" After raising you up ... you become a scoundrel to your mother ... it's really the sins of your past life ." In these words , my mother sounded a little sad and self-pitying. I think this kind of sadness will not be heartbreaking, but just a normal sigh after accepting some facts.

	　　" I 'm not grown up yet, Mom, keep feeding me, " I said in a frivolous way. Unable to hold my composure any longer, I simply took action, pushing her bra up. The real core, marinated all day, I could almost smell the intense, fragrant, hot milky aroma escaping instantly, hitting my cheek. I pushed until most of the dazzling white roundness was exposed, revealing the firm, reddish-brown bud. It trembled, and even without tasting it, I could already taste its salty, fragrant, and sweet flavor.

	of the underwear did not completely disappear. After being pushed up, it was stuck on the upper edge of the mother's big white breasts, just like treasure was dug out and the cover was thrown aside.

	with my palms , and moved my head closer. The breasts were also held firmer by me and closer to me. My hands were soft and her face was full of body fragrance.

	I chose one of the buds, put my mouth on it, and slid my lips across the areola. I slowly closed my mouth and sucked it. I kneaded the other breast with my hand and pressed the bud on that side into the soft breast flesh. " Ah ..." My mother's body trembled.

	Sure enough, the taste in my mouth was slightly salty, but I didn't dislike it at all. Instead, I felt that the body odor and fragrance without taking a shower was more primitive and carnal, and had the flavor of a mature woman. I was even more excited, and my cock seemed to be even harder.

	My lips are sucking, my tongue is teasing, and my teeth are biting. I have been restless for a long time and can only use all my strength to deal with the sensitive points of the woman that I can reach.

	　　" Ah ... hum ... don't be like this, Li Yuqing ... uh ..." After a shudder, the mother hummed several times and gently pressed my head with one hand. Was it encouragement or something?

	Her legs immediately closed in, as if she couldn't wait any longer, clamping her arms around my waist, seeming to push me deeper inside.

	Unfortunately, the way she sat like this, my lower body couldn't reach my mother's legs, unless she lifted her legs onto the table and slightly lifted her hips.

	My excitement was mixed with many complicated thoughts. I was a little surprised to see my mother's reaction. It seemed that after just a few suckings on her nipples, my mother's body softened. Was she able to get into the mood so quickly? Was she so sensitive?

	It is not difficult to guess that the environment played a big role; increased embarrassment and shame, coupled with tension, actually amplified the tactile nerves in various parts of the body.

	But I still feel that such mothers are too flattering and lose their maternal instincts too quickly. Okay, I can be quite a bit of a jerk sometimes.

	　　" Pop " , " Hmm ~" , then I sucked my mother's nipple with suction, and I " spit out " the chewy thing in my mouth . My mother then hummed crisply, and her body shuddered.

	I slowly raised my head and looked at my mother, whose face was flushed. She bit her lower lip and half-closed her eyes. The desire on her face and between her eyebrows was about to solidify into water. I always felt that the water would fall in the next second.

	My mother opened her eyes wide and looked at me with lowered eyebrows, looking dazed, as if she were drunk, but also shy and angry.

	Looking at my mother like this, my heart beat faster and my surprised expression was frozen on my face.

	The mother turned her face away, avoiding something. It was more shameful than seeing her proud breasts being rubbed and licked by her son, as if her face matched the pleasure.

	　　" That's ... it can only be like this ... no one else is allowed to come ... listen ... do you hear me ..." The mother said this as if to change the subject, as there was a silent communication just a moment ago.

	I looked at my mother and smiled.

	She looked at me with shame and anger , as if she expected her situation to be discovered, and she avoided my gaze and meaningful smile even more.

	However, her upper body seemed to become softer. When I kissed her breasts that were wet from my licking with my face and mouth, my mother supported the table with her palms even harder, and made a sweet " hum ..." , lifting her upper body up and continuing to lean back and lift her chest.

	She was breathing heavily , her body swaying only slightly, giving people the feeling that it was full of fluidity, following a certain rhythm. Her ribs were almost visible when she took a deep breath, making her breasts more visually impactful. I actually had the feeling of seeing fine fruits on thin branches. This concept made my head dizzy.

	Her waist and abdomen shifted back and forth between concave and bulging , seemingly restless, yet in reality, submerged in the world. Sensing the subtleties of her movements, I felt the urge to hold her down and steady her. I didn't seem to want her reaction to be any more enthusiastic than mine.

	My hands, like protecting her large white breasts, held them from below, supporting them, following her chest-out posture, defying gravity. What a beautiful woman sitting at her desk with her chest out.

	　　At this time, I lifted the hair that fell on her chest; but the annoying thing was that when I was kissing and kneading this pair of beautiful breasts, some hair fell down, and I even put it in my mouth. After spitting it out, I felt a little annoying.

	My mother seemed to be able to detect my little emotions.

	She sat up straight, as if suppressing the feelings represented by her blushing face, and looked at me with a faint expression, lowering her eyebrows. She held a hair tie in her hand like a magic trick, raised her hands, and put her hair back.

	My mother looked at me blankly. I was so fascinated by her little action that I stared at her without blinking, forgetting the big soft breasts in front of me. A charming, doting and helpless smile appeared between her eyebrows. Her hands flew and she neatly tied back the ponytail that looked virtuous. But her breasts, which aroused the sexual desires of male animals , were exposed naked in front of her son, with her nipples erect and pointing upwards, showing traces of wetness and flashing seductive signals.

	　　This contrast makes me want to possess this woman more. Only by possessing her completely can I resist her invisible charm. Beautiful breasts are good, but they cannot be the only beauty.

	When my mother raised her hand and her clothes opened wider, I threw my head over her whole body, biting, kissing, licking, and sniffing, trying my best to absorb the scent from her body.

	　　" Hey ... be careful, " my mother said, leaning back, her hands on the table. Then, as if holding her breath, she stretched her neck, offering her upper body completely to my frantic demands. Shame and a strange excitement collided in my chest, making it almost impossible to think.

	My lips slid from my mother 's shoulder to her collarbone, feeling the delicate, yet slightly rough, texture of her skin — marks left by time. Not the flawless smoothness of a young girl, but with a grainy texture of life, yet somehow evoking a sense of familiarity. She exuded the aura of a mature woman, complex and alluring, like ripe summer fruit, sweet with a hint of sourness.

	　　" What are you doing ... You haven't even taken a shower yet ..." , the mother 's voice came from above, there was a vague sense of uneasiness in the words, as if she was afraid that her self-perceived shameful side would be exposed and criticized.

	Without looking up, I opened my mouth slightly, as if I didn't want to miss the scent emanating from her skin at every moment, and said, " I like it , it doesn't smell bad at all . "

	　　" Weird !" Mother patted my head and then said the word with a feigned disdain. This was no longer embarrassing at all, and it only spurred me on. I decided to go even wilder.

	My tongue kissed her armpits, and I kept pushing open her tightly clasped arms. The touch was moist and warm, with a few tiny hairs faintly visible. Her skin was damp with a hint of sweat, with distinct wrinkles and a slight sag, a place that betrayed the passage of time. But it seemed this touch was familiar, the wrinkles of flesh squeezed together, really like some private area.

	So I don't have any special fetishes, it's more of a bad taste. Of course, the smell and touch here really make me addicted. It vividly embodies the primitive carnal taste of my fantasy.

	I treated her lower body just like I did with her. I probed my lips and tongue inside, trying to squeeze open the gap between her arms. I could feel the delicate texture inside, like silk covered with a thin layer of water vapor.

	The smell hit my nose. It wasn't the sweet, cloying scent of perfume , but rather the natural smell of her body after a day's work. Salty, slightly sour, with a hint of mature female hormones. It wasn't pungent, but it was so strong that it made my mind go blank.

	The mother 's body froze and she let out a short cry of surprise: " What are you doing?! This is so disgusting . " Her voice was filled with shock and panic.

	I left there, looked at my mother's upper body, and said in a daze, " I've kissed her butt ... what's this ~ "

	The stiffness of the mother's body continued.

	I kissed her again, " Ah ... How can there be someone as perverted as you ..." , my mother murmured.

	Breasts aren't the only part of my body that needs attention, but they're also a part that must be cared for. Full breasts, soft and elastic to the touch. I sucked gently, feeling my mother's warmth, her heartbeat. " Hmm ... you're disgusting, Li Yuqing ..." she said, without a hint of disgust. Her calves had already met, wrapped around mine.

	The rough graininess on the areola rubs against the tip of my tongue, giving me a strange feeling.

	Her body softened again, and so did her emotions, easily slipping into the ambiguous atmosphere. " Uh-huh ... just ... kiss here, wouldn't it be okay ... " A soft hum escaped her throat , as soft as a kitten's, a hint of unconscious coquettishness lingering in her words.

	　　I also liked this voice, so I continued reading immediately. I felt that there was something more important calling me.

	My kisses trailed down. My mother 's belly, slightly bulging from her plumpness, was covered in a soft, tender layer of flesh. Her skin was warm and flexible. My lips pressed against it, and the touch felt like warm butter, soft and real. My lips slid across her belly, lingering on her navel, where a slight depression formed, like a mysterious vortex, beckoning me to explore further.

	Her scent was mild here, practically devoid of any scent.

	I obviously didn't obey my mother's instructions to " kiss here , " but she didn't object and let me do whatever I wanted. By the time I got to this point, I was half-crouching, right between her legs. Her calves had somehow entwined themselves around my back.

	　　My eyes moved downwards, from my mother's fair, plump and mature skin to her lower body clothes. My heartbeat and breathing were stimulated by something and became more intense.

	All I could see were these images: the waistband of my mother's pants, the exposed edge of her panties, and a smell that was completely different from that of her upper body. It drifted into my nostrils from time to time, but as soon as I stopped concentrating my sense of smell, the smell disappeared.

	I subconsciously moved closer, trying to chase the smell with my nose and mouth, to capture more of that factor; like the fine sand on the beach that had been soaked in sea water for a long time. After being exposed to the scorching sun, the moisture evaporated, but when you peel off the surface and look inside, there is still moisture and a salty smell.

	My mind was in a state of confusion, and I had no idea what I was doing. All I knew was that my body was driven by a primal desire and I couldn't stop.

	But the middle button reminded me of a recent failure, so I developed a belief and unbuttoned it.

	But I still raised my head and looked at my mother, as if asking for her opinion; I happened to see that my mother also lowered her head, looking down at her " partner under her skirt " . Perhaps I stayed at her waistband for too long, and she got rid of those strange reactions, looking calm and comfortable.

	Her eyes were bright and lively , with a subtle hint of teasing. She was a little too condescending, with that faint smile, and she never looked away, looking at me generously.

	I'm not sure if her expression means " That's enough? What else do you want to do ?" or " Go on, let me see what else you dare to do . "

	I remembered something and said cautiously , " Mom ... how about ... change places ... "

	　　Change places? I shook my head inwardly after saying this. Wouldn't that just interrupt what I was doing? It's like writing. If I force myself to stop and do something else when the feeling strikes, it'll be hard to pick up again. It'll take a whole new effort. Do I have to stay here tonight?

	The mother said " Hmm? " and raised her eyebrows, as if to say, " Why change places ?" Then she chuckled again and shook her head.

	I let out a breath and unbuttoned my clothes first.

	It went smoothly. Just as I was about to zip up, my mother gently pressed my hand. Her slight chuckle and shake of her head conveyed a clear message of keeping me at a distance.

	I was stunned, looking at my mother with confusion and shock. Hadn't this woman just been so open to all sorts of erotic contact, and her reactions were so distraught, how could she just stop? Or had she drawn a line in the sand from the beginning?

	I definitely couldn't understand it, and was even a little confused, as if I had been hit by a hammer.

	　　" You can't go on like this, Li Yuqing ..." Mother said as she pushed my hand away.

	I almost shouted out, " No ... that's it? I haven't even ... done that yet . "

	Then I tried to pull the zipper again without giving in , and my mother quickly tried to stop me, but it was still pulled halfway, revealing a lot of her flesh-colored panties.

	Her gentle smile shattered in an instant, her eyes turning cold. " You think I'm kidding ... Do n't you know when to stop ?" She pulled her shirt up a little, covering her nakedness somewhat, but she didn't adjust her underwear, so the alluring outline of her breasts was still visible.

	I was almost speechless. Isn't it even more painful to just kill without burying the person? " No ... then you ... just now ... "

	I didn't care and continued to reach out and pull, my head buried in determination, determined to dig out something. But in fact, my mother was sitting like this. I pulled the zipper all the way down, except for revealing more of her underwear, I couldn't touch anything except her pubic mound and at most the pubic bone area. The core was hidden behind and below.

	It is even more outrageous to want to pull down her pants.

	　　" Enough! Don't you consider the occasion? Do you want to kill me? " The mother 's voice became much sharper, and her breasts rose and fell violently.

	She stared at me fiercely and said in a harsh voice, " There has to be a limit to what you can do! How can you achieve anything if you indulge in blind impulses ! "

	　　Although I understand that my mother will not allow me to continue doing what I want, in this situation, I really think that she will make another kind of desperate decision, that is, to break up with me.

	But I always have my own lucky thoughts, and now the flames of impulsiveness and delusion have not been extinguished.

	So I took off my casual pants first . Not really taking them off, I just unzipped them to make room for my dick to be exposed, but it was still stuck on my body. I kept muttering to myself , saying , " I don't care ... I feel so uncomfortable just like this ... "

	I was about to pull my underwear off , my mother, panicked and furious, didn't even have time to adjust her lower body clothing. She stood up on her legs, tugged at my hand, and said, " You won't listen to me no matter what I say . " I was almost laughing in anger.

	Originally, her angry face made me want to retreat a little, but when I saw her half-hidden and half-exposed breasts, and when she stood up, her lower body was wrapped in flesh-colored panties , with a shadow and some wet marks, and further down, it was a soft and swollen bulge; my desire came to my head again, and I continued to pursue her panties like a chaser.

	The mother rushed back to defend; the son vowed to persevere to the end. The match was temporarily tied. Just as the tide was about to rise again.

	My mother looked at me angrily and said, " You're so fucked up in your brain by sperm that there's no hope for you ... "

	She seemed to have made some decision. She stared at me, gritted her teeth, and said, " Okay ... let me see how you deal with it ... "

	Suddenly , my cock was held by a warm woman's hand through my underwear, which gave me another tingling sensation.

	I frowned , and then looked at my mother in shock. My mother smiled triumphantly at first, and then she felt her son's penis become hard and engorged because of her, and her underwear could not hide the thickening and hardness. She began to look unnatural.

	However, he still suppressed the shame of holding a good chicken.

	My mother finally realized this practical strategy. Rather than passively defending, it's better to seek to pin down the enemy's manpower or weapons of mass destruction. No matter how many directions the enemy attacks, I only target their leader and attack where they must defend.

	But she also ignored the fact that her core would still be invaded by me in other ways.

	But to be honest, this is one of the few times that my mother has taken care of my cock with her hands, and it also gives me a special physical and mental stimulation.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 72

	　　" Mom ... what are you doing ..." I said in a trembling voice.

	The mother smiled contemptuously and said, " If you don't give up that idea , I will never let go ... "

	I suddenly felt frustrated and gloomy, and my whole body seemed to have wilted.

	When the mother saw it, she felt even more contemptuous and said, " Look at how dead you are ~" .

	But the physical feeling was increasing. My cock seemed to twitch right under my mother's nose and in her hand.

	of shame began to spread across her face, her breathing became heavier, her pearly teeth bit her lower lip, causing her lips to move for a long time, then she looked up at me with a complicated expression.

	Another wave of numbness came over me, and I felt my mother's hand move, and the glans penis and foreskin were stroked. I looked at my mother with wide eyes.

	She suppressed her shame and said tremblingly, " How about ... I can help you this way ... it can also give you relief ... "

	Before I could say anything, she continued to move her hands, and I bent forward with pleasure, as if trying to escape.

	My mother glanced at me indifferently. She knew that I was not in pain, so she reached out to me and continued to pinch my glans with her fingers, stroking it up and down. Because I was still wearing my underwear, she couldn't fully grasp it.

	As if to break the awkwardness, yes, this was the first time she helped me with her hands. Although it was not perfect, it was still awkward. In the past intimate interactions, she had never looked at it seriously and measured her son's cock.

	Today we came back to this step, and it was she who took the initiative to propose it.

	She said in a weak voice, " You ... you shouldn't do it so often ... it's not good for your health ... "

	　　" Ah ..." I couldn't help but scream, and felt my glans being pinched.

	　　" What are you screaming about ..." My mother didn't expect that I didn't answer her, but screamed instead. She scolded me in dissatisfaction and shame. Her cheeks were still flushed, and her eyes were mixed with an indescribable complex emotion.

	　　The hard rod was visible under my underwear, with a clear and evil outline. My mother paused for a moment before stroking my rod down, her movements cautious and hesitant.

	At that moment, I felt like I'd been struck by an electric current, and my body trembled violently. Her hands were warm and soft, and her movements were slow yet breathtaking. I looked down at her. Her eyes were lowered, her long eyelashes trembling slightly, and her lips were tightly pursed, as if she was suppressing some emotion.

	My mother 's fingers slid gently, and the rhythm gradually increased. I felt a warm current surging in my body, like a volcano about to erupt. Perhaps because I had been fantasizing for too long tonight, the sensory nerves of my reproductive organs were tired and sensitive, and the numbness coming from deep inside was irresistible.

	　　" Mom ..." I murmured softly, my voice hoarse as if it was squeezed out from the depths of my throat.

	The mother didn't look up, but whispered: " Can you please keep quiet ..." There was a hint of trembling in her voice , as if she was trying to suppress something.

	　　I wasn't satisfied with just my cock enjoying the mature mother's body. I held her ribs and moved closer to her upper body, my nose almost touching her shoulder. After exhaling, I lowered my head and sucked her sweaty areola and buds.

	　　" Ah ... no ..." My mother trembled violently, her voice filled with panic and resistance, she tried to push me away.

	I gasped, " We 've already kissed ... this will make it over faster . "

	I kissed her breasts, soft and warm. Her body trembled slightly, as if a sensitive spot had been touched. Her hands softened, as if they had lost their strength.

	　　" Ah , " my mother 's hand that was stroking my cock stopped moving after a muffled groan; her breathing became rapid, and her chest rose and fell slightly, as if being pulled by some irresistible force.

	I looked up and saw that her cheeks were as red as ripe apples, and her eyes were filled with shame, anger, and unconcealable confusion. Her lips were slightly parted, and she let out a low gasp, as if she was resisting, but also as if she was sinking.

	I completely forgot that she should still be serving me at this time, but she took the lead instead.

	She glanced at me, realizing she was being watched seductively. She turned her face away, and her fingers began to move faster, the force of her fingertips almost too much for me to bear. My body suddenly tensed, as if swept by a huge wave.

	I didn't dare scream. I left my mother 's chest, looked at her, and said strange things, " Mom ... how did you do this ? " I didn't expect her to respond truthfully, I just wanted to stimulate her.

	She immediately turned her head and glared at me with gritted teeth, as if her shameful privacy had been discovered. So she deliberately deflected the force of her hand, causing me to feel uncomfortable, and now I frowned in pain.

	The mother snorted coldly, " You'd better say less shameless words ... "

	I do? I wanted to kiss her breasts again, but she pushed my head with one hand and said with disgust, " Don't kiss them blindly, they are all your saliva ... "

	My mother resumed her normal stroking of my cock, and as the pleasure ebbed and flowed back, it was a bit overwhelming. Her fingers tightened and loosened, each slide bringing an indescribable pleasure. My body began to tremble uncontrollably. I tried to control myself, but the sensation surged over me like a tide, nearly suffocating me.

	I leaned against her shoulders and neck, feeling the heat and wetness of her skin, smelling the fragrance of a mature woman, and pretended to say affectionately, " Mom ... I will listen to you from now on ... "

	moving " mechanically " on her son's sexual organs , but I saw her throat rolling a few times.

	The underwear restraint and limited masturbation, objectively speaking, the details of the action are really unremarkable; but this is the first time that a mother has faced her son's taboo parts directly, with her own breasts exposed, right under her son's eyes and at the edge of his mouth, and in the office. The two people's bodies are trembling in different ways, and each is suppressing different emotions.

	She glanced down at me and said dissatisfiedly, " Why aren't you well yet ... "

	A curious question occurred to me , I stared into her eyes, one hand caressing the edge of her breast, " So, does Mom want me to finish quickly or slowly ... "

	her eyes and her lips seemed to tremble. In the end, she just said " Shut up " and turned her head away, but I felt that she was in a mess both physically and mentally.

	In theory, this question is easy to answer.

	After a while, as if afraid that I would guess her thoughts and talk nonsense again, my mother spoke perfunctorily, speaking very quickly, so fast that no one could hear clearly or understand the meaning, " Hurry up today ..." , " My hands will be sore soon and I won't serve you anymore " , and then she added .

	　　" That won't happen quickly , " I muttered, " unless we try a different approach . "

	　　" You wish! Just do it this way, it saves trouble ~ ," the mother replied firmly.

	　　" Oh ... that's the only way, " I said, and at this moment, my hand unconsciously slid towards her private area. Her body suddenly stiffened, as if it had touched the boundary of a taboo. She tried to push my hand away, shaking her head, and whispered: " No ... I can't. "

	　　" No , I'll just feel through my pants . " I even cried anxiously. " Mom, I'm almost done . "

	My fingers gently touched the soft mass beneath her panties, feeling a warmth and wetness. Her body shuddered, and she let out a low moan, as if struck by some force. I could feel the softness of her hair, the firmness beneath her pubic mound and pubic bone, all pressed against it. And the sticky wetness there, I was sure it hadn't just appeared that moment.

	My fingers were at the top of the thick and soft flesh between my mother's legs. I was not sure where it was, so I just touched it upwards and returned to the pubic mound. Then I stayed at the intersection. The pubic bone could bear my strength, and kneading the mound of flesh was like a fist hitting cotton.

	I deliberately rubbed this point, " Uh hum ~" the mother let out a seductive scream, stopped the movement of her hands, and her body trembled violently again.

	I pretended to be surprised (but the effect was the same, which was to arouse my mother's shame and embarrassment), stared at her, and then leaned over to her ear and said, " Mom, why did you get wet down there ... so quickly ... "

	She pulled my ear in anger, but her voice was very soft, " What nonsense ... How is it possible ..." , and there was like sugar threads sticking to her tone .

	After a while, I started to move down, feeling the flesh between her legs through the fabric, and my fingertips became more and more sticky. The fishy smell, coupled with the heat on her cheeks, like the scent of half-ripe fruit, filled the small office.

	Her feminine scent is like a glass of wine, which becomes more mellow after years of precipitation. It is also watered by the unique customs and habits of the ethnic minority mountainous areas, and the wild, casual and strong character genes. Even if she lives in the countryside, with the hardships of life and family matters, she cannot abandon the feminine tenderness revealed in her every move.

	　　This feminine scent only becomes richer and more multifaceted. I can't grasp it all at once; I just want to savor it slowly. Her entire body feels as soft as cotton wool, her flesh plump and succulent, emitting a mature woman's scent that constantly seeps into my nose and blends into my body through my pores.

	　　This kind of femininity numbs my nerves but gives me comfort and ecstasy, making me feel that I can give up everything and fall into this physical taboo.

	　　" Ah ... your hands are dirty, I warn you ... don't ... don't touch inside ... uh ..." As she spoke , she tilted her head slightly to one side, her hair gently falling, covering half of her cheek, but it couldn't hide the confusion and intoxication in her eyes.

	I teased her mischievously, " Mom is like this even without going in ... why don't you try going in ... without using your hands ... "

	She suddenly touched my cheek with her backhand, from top to bottom to the cervical spine, then back above my chest, panting and saying, " What do you want to use? Is that something you can get into ..." At the same time , the movement of her hand stroking my cock seemed to be much more passionate.

	of her other hand was basically a flirtatious caress. She didn't touch any sensitive parts, but the psychological impact made my cock even more sensitive.

	I rubbed the flesh between her legs , then pressed on the top and rubbed it.

	　　" Hmm ... bastard ..." Her body shuddered again , the words uttered with obvious coquettishness. Then a low moan escaped her lips, the sound like distant waves, trembling and sweet. Her brows furrowed slightly, but then relaxed in an instant, as if she were experiencing an indescribable release.

	At this moment, my mother's eyes are full of affection, her spring tide is overflowing, and she is sweating profusely on this summer night. Her mature face is disheveled, and her plump and soft breasts are swaying on her chest.

	The flesh-colored underwear was stretched over his bulging lower body, and his slender and round legs were mostly hidden in the trouser legs, forming a sharp contrast with the black fabric of the trousers.

	At the junction of the thigh and the crotch , two symmetrical arcs curved inward were stretched out, converging to the slightly raised camel toe in the middle of the leg, which was shaped like two plump lips and had a clear shadow because of being wet.

	The edge of the underwear is oval, dividing the thighs into two symmetrical circles, like a cut full moon. Under the light, the surface of the legs has a faint pink luster, making them look plump and sexy.

	I couldn't help but say, " Mom ... who can stand seeing you like this ... "

	　　" Well ... even if you can't bear it, just hold it in ... haha ... stinky man ..." The mother was speaking critical words with a series of sweet and moving hums.

	　　After he finished speaking, he looked at me as if staring at me from a close distance, but said in a disgusted tone, " If you can't stand it, don't endure it ... Why don't you come out quickly . "

	I suppressed a gasp, my whole body trembling, " I can't stand it anymore ... so I want to go in ... Mom ... "

	Unexpectedly, my mother pushed my face directly, although her hands were soft and weak, " You want to drill into the hole if there is one, Li Yuqing ... don't dream on . "

	　　" Mom ... I am your son ... not a stinky man ..." I said excitedly . Most men would be attracted by this kind of " hard talk " of women, or pretend to be arrogant and superior, and this woman is my mother.

	At this moment, she was holding her son's sexual organ, exposing her sweaty big breasts, and she did not hesitate to show her real and vivid soft and seductive moans.

	Whether it is her status or the majesty of her temperament, at this moment they are just factors that catalyze men's sexual desire. After all, she herself has a physiological reaction to her son's behavior; as a man, I have also touched some of her sensitive points.

	　　" You are the same ... not a good person ..." , my mother replied with a charming and resentful tone, but her upper body and legs seemed to be swaying in response to my movements, as if she was trying to find that more comfortable spot.

	Feeling all this, I became very excited and my glans even grew a little bigger in my mother's hand.

	My mother seemed to realize it and quickened her movements, even with a hint of provocation. She wanted to see me unable to withstand it, or maybe she just wanted me to finish quickly, as she felt her humiliating posture had lasted too long.

	　　At this time I said again, " Mom, please talk more, I love to listen ... Your voice is so nice at this time ... "

	　　" Shut ... shut up ... "

	　　To avoid embarrassment, my mother actually covered her mouth, pressing hard, veins bulging. Perhaps she felt that her body's reactions were uncontrollable, so she had to restrain her voice. She ignored the intense sensation burning in her eyes, which fluttered open and closed. Her body felt like it was constantly pulsing with electricity, a tremor of uneasiness.

	My mother 's eyes grew hazy, as if swept by some irresistible emotion. Her hand continued to work on her son's penis, her movements expertly and precisely, as if she'd already mastered the rhythm. I felt my consciousness begin to blur, my body floating in the clouds, every cell trembling.

	　　At this moment, I noticed a burning gaze falling on me. I looked up and happened to meet my mother's hot gaze at me.

	Her eyes were bright as if they hid stars , making people want to bully her. Her face was red because of the heat from somewhere. She looked at me with a myriad of emotions, but the skin on her face did not move much. After a long time, she whispered, " Are you really not okay yet ? Mom is tired ... "

	I was actually almost there, but her hands were probably really tired, so she stopped at an inopportune time, as if she had given up, and was willing to endure my fingers playing tricks on her private parts.

	She raised her face, but didn't look at me. Her wet lips, breathing hot air, were right in front of my face. After a snort, she returned her blurred gaze to my face and said with a hint of coquettishness, " Didn't you say you couldn't stand it anymore ... why haven't you come yet ?" ; her mature body exuded a feminine scent, her hot panting, and her eyes were full of charm and passion.

	My cock was about to explode, not because of the stroking in her hand, not even because of the way my hand was touching and kneading her soft private parts, which soaked her panties, but because of her expressions, sounds, and voice.

	ejaculated knows that at that critical point, one can do a lot of explosive words and actions, many things that even sages would not dare to think about. Only in this way can one match the physical and mental pleasure and intense excitement; it is also the last effort to tease the female in front of him and make her respond.

	If this person has a special identity or relationship, or a distinct personality, then the man will have even greater potential.

	People say that it can make the abstinent orgasm and the promiscuous beg for mercy. Is there anything more charming than this? My answer is yes, it is everywhere in the incestuous relationship.

	　　Make the mother who scolded you harshly let out a cry of physical pleasure; let her eyes, which were always full of resentment or anger, ripple with spring water; let her breasts that once fed you bear the demands of your desires; let her vagina that gave birth to you accept your reproductive organs; let her who once blamed you for wetting the bed show the same ugly appearance under your efforts.

	Do things that will elicit the most extreme emotional reactions from her. Just like I've tried before, which sounds downright disgusting, like when I kiss her underarms, and then when I go further and not only linger on her vagina with my tongue, but also leave saliva marks on her butt crack and anus.

	Whether it's lust, madness, anger, extreme shame, pain, or deep sorrow, all of humanity's strange sexual fetishes stem from this. Even if there's a long period of regret, a moment of blissful joy is worth it.

	the walking hormone of the literary world, said, "Love what you will never see again, love in flames and screams, and then destroy yourself." People live in this moment.

	　　In short, when this critical point arrived, I suddenly had some very strange demands.

	I continued to finger her honey pot through the cloth, holding one of her big peach-shaped breasts and shaking it, and leaned close to my mother's ear, " Mom ... there is an easier way that can let me cum right away . "

	　　" Hmm? ..." She squeezed out a little doubt from her coquettish look , blinked her eyes, and continued, " What ... "

	I slowly said, " Just make some noise next to my ear , continuously ... "

	　　" You should know better than me what kind of sound it is ... "

	My mother looked at me like I was crazy. Her eyes flickered for a moment, a look of humiliation and helplessness hidden in them. Then her brows furrowed slightly, and her eyes quickly dropped, as if avoiding my gaze. But she quickly raised them again, with a cold and scrutinizing look in them, as if gauging my intentions.

	Then he exhaled, closed his eyes, and said with a little anger, " What's in your head ? "

	She stopped what she was doing and said, " Li Yuqing, you won't give me any face, will you ? "

	　　This request is even more inhumane than any other behavior, and I know my mother cannot accept it.

	　　It's strange. I could obviously make her unable to hide the sound by touching her all over, and my mother herself could not control the sound, but I still asked for it as if I had special ears.

	　　I vaguely feel that this is a kind of discipline, perhaps it is a natural desire of men.

	Even if this kind of voice seems " fake " and even has no sexual connotations, it always sounds like it represents a clearer initiative. If you don't look into the meaning in detail, it's as if this woman is trying her best to cooperate with you, giving you more diverse desires and stimulation, and she even wants to seduce you to sink into her charm.

	And I always feel that my mother wouldn't be so hypocritical. If she really did, she would probably use all her tricks , which would inevitably lead to excessive expectations . Deep down , she knows how to please men .

	Of course, this wasn't due to her feminine limitations (though that was a little bit of her), but more to her knowing how to evoke her alluring charm in front of men, revealing a woman's most intimate side. Even if it was bitter, she was still a mature woman with a lot of experience.

	So I wanted to take the initiative to provoke her into this state.

	But my excuse was respectable . I leaned over to her ear and said seriously, " Mom ... I just think it's charming ... nothing more ..." I tried to convey my admiration .

	　　" I will listen to you from now on ~" .

	But she just rolled her eyes at me, as if she didn't want to pay any attention to me.

	It seemed that because this strange and simple request was not met, she worked much harder with her hands .

	　　" Hurry up ... stop dawdling ... " she growled.

	I was stunned when I heard it . How could it be so fast? Could I control it?

	But my hands continued to rub and knead her vagina and beautiful breasts subconsciously.

	　　" Hmm ..." My mother let out a barely audible groan, as if her body and mind were relaxed. The blush on her cheeks disappeared again, and her breathing became heavy again. Her eyes showed that she was too lazy to argue with me, and she fell into the fog of her own lust.

	my middle finger on the warm slit of flesh, and with a slight bend of my fingertip, with the help of the slippery mucus, I directly separated the labia through the thin cloth and pressed it on the depression. My mother trembled all over and screamed in ecstasy, " Ah ..." and at the same time squeezed her thighs together. The back of my hand was covered with her slippery thigh skin.

	Her plump and round thighs wrapped my hands tightly inside her legs, and it felt like she was not trying to stop me, but to prevent me from escaping.

	But my fingers can still move freely in the gap, and I continue to rub them with my fingertips pressed on the depression. I can clearly feel the soft flesh between my mother's legs moving under my fingertips.

	I noticed my mother seemed to have forgotten to comfort me in her pleasure, so I quickly called out, " Mom ... do n't stop ..." Then I immediately felt her stroking me. Perhaps because it had been going on for a long time, my prostate fluid had soaked through my underwear, and my underwear was being pulled. My mother had almost completely grasped my penis and was stroking it, making a sizzling sound from time to time.

	Of course, I couldn't forget her soft breasts. I licked them, sucked the buds hard, and gently bit them with my teeth.

	Under the attack of my hands and mouth, my mother's breathing became increasingly rapid, and she would occasionally moan uncontrollably. The sound was very low, accompanied by heavy gasps; her body temperature seemed to be getting hotter and hotter, and her gasps could not dissipate the heat, which was reflected back to her skin, making it unevenly red all over.

	I was also at the end of my strength, and the numbness at the nerve level deep in my reproductive system reached my brain directly. I tried to dodge, and my butt kept tilting back, but my cock could not escape from my mother's palm.

	My mother looked like she had been pulled out of the water, her body wet and gleaming in the light. She noticed my deliberate avoidance and looked at me weakly, her breath fragrant but no longer moaning. Strangely, the vitality of her vagina seemed to have paused, allowing me to rub, finger, and dig as hard as I could.

	After a while, he frowned, hummed " hmm ..." , and stroked my forearm back and forth with one hand. Suddenly, he looked at me with a complicated look.

	　　The moment I closed my eyes, I felt warm lips touching my ear.

	　　" Ahh ..." A loud moan exploded in my ears , and my head was buzzing. The strange request just now flashed through my mind, and my excited heart almost jumped up.

	　　" Ah ... ah ... hmm ... Li Yuqing ... are you satisfied ... hmm ... ah ..." Her voice became softer and softer, with a kind of charm, like a low moan, and like a groan, which made me feel itchy.

	Her hot head rested against my neck as if clinging to her will, and the unique screams of pleasure of a woman continued, like notes attacking to break my defense.

	I felt her body gradually go limp, her hips unconsciously rising slightly, as if to meet the movements of my hands. Her breathing became rapid, her voice intermittent, with a sob tone, but her words were charmingly provocative and stubborn: " Oh ... hum ... are you still holding back, Li Yuqing ... "

	Her hands moved faster and the sound coming out of her mouth was even more " professional " , " Don't ... don't force it ... ah ... well ... I ... I don't believe it ... "

	her humming , she rubbed her head against me restlessly. I could feel the wetness in her hair and the sweat on her face, which I didn't know was transmitted from one person to another.

	　　" Hmm ... ah ..." The sound was even more wanton than when I entered her vagina before. As she moaned, I felt like she was going to eat me up.

	Between her legs , my palm felt a great clamping force. My fingers could move, and I scratched upwards to make a small gap, pressing the raised point and rubbing it continuously. My index and middle fingers together sank into her vagina through the cloth. " Um ... don't ..." Women are made of water. After a few diggings, I seemed to feel the sticky and slippery inside of the vagina.

	She stroked my other cheek with her backhand, as if she was using all her seductive power, and continued to moan in my ear, making me tremble with disgust. " Ah ... Mom ... Mom can't take it anymore ... Come out quickly. "

	　　" Can you still bear it ... Li Yuqing ... Ah ... Hum ..." As she said this, her own honey hole began to tremble under the cover of her panties. The fat ball of flesh seemed to be bearing a force from deep inside, causing her panties to be sucked in and tremble.

	　　" Ah ... ah ... don't ... hum ..." My hands that were clasping my mother's lower body suddenly felt a hot flash, and a slippery stain of water wet her panties and seeped into my fingers.

	It felt like my mother had reached the critical point, as if she had given up everything and was overwhelmed. She was shouting in a different way, " Ah ... Li Yuqing ... you ... ah ... do you want to fuck me ... you bastard ... ah ... "

	her voice was tinged with extreme crying, " Woo ... um ...," my mother opened her pink lips slightly in my ear, and it was hard to tell whether the moan was of pain or pleasure. She slapped my arm with shame and weakness. Even though she was lost in lust, she was still angry that I made her lose her composure.

	　　" Um ... ah ... I can't take it anymore ... ah ~" , I felt the temperature of her cheeks reached a new height, burning my scalp numb, " Um ... Li Yuqing ... wum ..." , the moans and sobs accompanied by her panting were more than just the ultimate pleasure.

	She gripped my cock tightly and stroked it very fast without mercy, expressing her feelings.

	She kept crying without me asking, as if she was afraid that I couldn't hear her . Her slippery tongue was almost touching my earlobe, " Uh hum ... Woo ... Li Yuqing ... Woo hum ... How about ... How about you just ... fuck me ... "

	My head buzzed, and I believed my mother's lies. The stimulation of hearing these words seemed to instantly suck out all the oxygen in me, and my body had no function to stop the eruption of semen ...

	　　" Ah , " I roared in a low voice, and all my energy was released ... But my mother seemed to " never get tired of it " and continued to stroke my cock, vowing to drain all my energy.

	　　" Hiss " , my body trembled and I took a breath of cold air. It was the numbness and discomfort caused by the stimulation after ejaculation. " Mom ... stop ... I'm fine ... "

	　　This time she was unmoved.

	I heard a strange sound of water, " puff puff " , as if more water was about to break through the obstacles and gush out, but the road ahead was not smooth, and there was only a tight gap to accommodate it. So with the force of the gush, it leaked out from the clamped flesh slit, making the kind of sound like bursts of explosions.

	My wrists were wet.

	　　" Puchi Puchi " , the sound accompanied her convulsions, and the same was true for the soft flesh from her lower abdomen to under her panties .

	After a while, my mother leaned on me, and her body suddenly shook like sieving chaff. The honey deep in her vagina (or maybe nearby) broke through the obstruction and continued to flow out, making my palms wet.

	the accumulation of wetness stopped, the mother loosened her thighs that were holding my hand as if she had no bones, but she was still shaking; the hand that was holding my arm also loosened her son's still hard sexual organ.

	I hurriedly supported her. She half-closed her dazed eyes and looked at me resentfully without saying a word. Everything seemed so weak and frail.

	After leaning on the edge of the table for a while, she straightened her clothes, zipped up her pants, and hurried to the bathroom ...

	I raised my wet palms, and a fishy smell hit me, emitting an evil light under the light ... This formal international office was littered with documents and stationery, and everything on the desk bore traces of work.

	At this moment, it is filled with the carnal atmosphere of sexual intercourse between men and women.

	　　" Can ... can I still fuck ..." , I muttered to myself in a daze .

	I seem to have opened up a new experience , but I'm not sure whether it's a good thing or a bad thing. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 73

	While I was in a daze, my mother came back.

	She seemed to have washed her face . The fatigue and dullness on her smell-stained face had faded away. Her hair, covered with dew, suddenly became radiant. Her slightly stern expression also had an indelible redness, which became more obvious with her steady breathing. Perhaps, this was not just because of washing her face.

	Her shirt was not completely tucked into her trousers, making her look somewhat casual. The low ponytail could not hold up all her hair, and a few strands always hung down to one side. This woman was like a "careless " person at home . When she passed by me, I could smell a kind of moisture evaporating from her body temperature. From her trousers, there was a mixture of clean water, body sweat, and other indescribable liquids, like grass exposed to the sun all day encountering a sudden downpour, and soon disappeared without a trace.

	After the joy faded, the stuffy air that had been hidden escaped, stirring up a strange smell in the small office, which could be seen from the frown on the mother's face when she came in.

	She looked at me with a strange look, then leaned on the edge of the table with her hands behind her back, as if thinking. After a while, she breathed a sigh of relief and glanced at me again. When she found that there was still burning desire in my eyes, she avoided my gaze and turned away.

	While she was tidying up the documents on the desk, she said that it was time to go home, no, it was time to eat.

	But as a young man full of vigor and vitality, how could a mere handjob relieve her evil fire? In addition, at this moment, she looked even more charming and mature like a married woman in my eyes, as if she was activated by what happened just now, even though she was not wearing any makeup and was dressed in ordinary clothes. With every move she made, her clothes swayed more, and her hips and legs became tighter and fuller. In this most boring and old-fashioned office, she looked even more charming.

	It’s also because I always believe that there are more possibilities here.

	I could think about was my mother's coquettish and almost unfamiliar " obscene words " just now . Her words that were so provocative and tempting were engraved in my heart. I was wondering if I could continue to develop according to those words.

	But looking at the mother 's attitude, it seemed as if nothing had happened.

	touched the sticky and slippery residue on my hands and walked towards my mother without saying a word.

	She noticed my movements, stopped what she was doing, glanced at me, and said casually, " I'll put these materials away and I can leave ... "

	Although I was anxious inside , I couldn't express my thoughts directly due to the changing situation, so I could only hesitate and say, " Mom ... that ... "

	She avoided the question and said, " What ... Nothing happened ... Tonight's mission is completed ... "

	I took a deep breath and said, " You just said ... so ... how should I say it ... "

	She must have understood what I meant without saying it, so she turned around to face me, poked my forehead, looked at me unhappily, and scolded, " Why ... you still want to mess around ... "

	I lowered my head and whispered, " You clearly said ... that thing ... "

	My mother stared at me with a look of control over everything, and smiled disapprovingly, " Look at this place ... I've indulged you enough just now ... considering you've worked hard all night ... "

	" You still want to go further ... "

	I pursed my lips and looked up, " But you said that ... "

	Perhaps the mother also remembered those lewd words, her face turned red with anger, and she could only say in a guilty voice, " That was a special situation ... You ... Don't think of taking advantage of the situation ... "

	" Mom ... just because I helped you a lot tonight ..." I said expectantly, and at the same time pulled her clothes boldly. Of course, the force was small, but it also showed the stubbornness and determination of a child asking for something.

	My mother gave me a dagger-like look, slapped my hand away, and said, " What are you doing, Li Yuqing ... You are really lawless ..." Then she went to organize the documents. It seemed that she didn't take me seriously at all.

	But the lack of widespread education proves that the resistance between each other in this matter has quietly changed ... There is no longer a basis for complete severance.

	She put the documents in a slightly higher locker, muttering, " I just did you a small favor, and you dare to ask for such an outrageous request . "

	" I raised you up, and this is how you repay me ? "

	It doesn't matter whether I'm listening or not, it's more like talking to myself .

	When she finished, she turned around, clapped her hands and said, " Okay, you can go . "

	She saw me standing there in a daze, looking at her with a mess of thoughts in my mind. She should have seen that my evil thoughts were coming up again, but this time my mother was not moved at all. She picked up the cup of water and drank it all, saying as if it was a very common thing, " Why don't you use your hands anymore ... Use this method from now on ... "

	Hearing her say that, I was very nervous and at a loss, even panicked. I was afraid that if I started this, my mother would " take advantage of the situation " and I looked at her with reluctance and confusion. In fact, I was already questioning in my heart, " This ... this is far from enough, right ? "

	My mother put down the water cup and looked at me with a hint of teasing, as if asking, how is it.

	But on second thought, I became optimistic. The taboo barrier was in name only, and I couldn't just listen to what my mother said. If we had close contact again in the future, how much could she resist if I took further action? All verbal rejections seemed so self-deceptive.

	As long as she touched my sensitive parts, I could do whatever she wanted to me. The explicit prohibition in advance was just a piece of blank paper and had little deterrent effect. Of course, it would be another matter if there were special circumstances or moods between us.

	At that moment, I pretended to be deaf and dumb , and said with a little excitement, " So what Mom means is ... if I'm not here ... then it can be more than just like that ? ... "

	Before she could refute me, I quickly said, " I understand, Mom ... let's go back first ... "

	The mother twitched the corner of her mouth and scolded, " It's good that you know ... "

	As I stepped out of the office first , my mother suddenly remembered something and said anxiously and angrily, " Hey, hey ... do n't misinterpret this ... messy things are not allowed anywhere . " Her voice became increasingly softer and more coy in my ears .

	I pretended not to hear.

	passing the bathroom, my mother stopped and patted my shoulder, so I stopped too.

	" Why don't you go wash your hands ..." , she said with a glare.

	I hesitated and said, " Ah ... why ... "

	My mother thought of my evil hands doing those disgusting things, her cheeks flushed, her expression was ashamed and angry, and she said through gritted teeth, " Ah, what ... Can you pay attention to your personal hygiene ?" She said this with a look of disgust.

	Although I don't mind it myself, I still can't disobey my mother in this matter, so I have to do as she says.

	When we arrived at the first floor lobby, we were all dumbfounded. There were also security guards on duty ...

	My mother was startled, a look of fear flashing across her face. She glared at me fiercely before forcing a casual greeting. She'd forgotten that someone was on duty in the lobby 24 hours a day, though they rotated. During the day, there was a woman, and at night, two men took turns. Perhaps because my mother usually left work on time, she wasn't aware of the 24- hour presence.

	I guess she was also glad that she didn't lose in the end.

	Most state-owned enterprises have 24- hour duty stations. This is a system implemented from above. It is said that there must be someone on duty 24 hours a day to answer random inspections from higher-level units, regardless of the nature of the enterprise. Of course, I don’t know what the point of this is.

	It's more of a nominal need to take good care of the archival materials.

	I don't know when the on-duty personnel patrolled, but perhaps they simply saw the lights and came up to take a look. Thinking of this, I became terrified. I was most afraid that, in our ecstasy, we wouldn't notice someone approaching or shouting. Of course, I seemed to be deeply afraid of social ruin, or even if nothing was discovered, leaving my mother with a trauma. Then, whatever she wanted to do in the future would be incredibly difficult, and she would always talk about it.

	Standing next to the motorcycle , my mother patted her chest lightly, feeling a lingering fear; but when she saw that I acted like nothing had happened, she became furious, pulled my ear, and said with gritted teeth, " How dare you mess around ... You almost killed me ... "

	I was already used to this kind of physical pain, so I just dodged it without making a sound. I said nonchalantly, " It's quite a distance away ... If he comes up, we 'll all be able to sense it ... "

	" You bastard, at least consider the occasion before you act recklessly ... You may be shameless, but I still have some dignity ," the mother said angrily.

	Then he realized he was speechless. It sounded like he was tacitly agreeing to something ... He gave me a fierce look, his mind already in a mess.

	She put on her helmet and straddled it.

	the motorcycle started, she leaned over to my ear and, with an undeniable command in her voice, quickly said, " From now on, use your hands ... forever . " To me, it sounded like a childish, vindictive plea. I didn't take it seriously, shaking my head and chuckling softly.

	Then we went looking for food. Our town's late-night food scene is quite good, quite famous even in the county. The nighttime atmosphere is strangely strong. It's simply because there are too many idle people and too many gamblers, supporting the late-night food stall consumer market. What do these people do when they gather at night? They just brag at the food stalls, review their games, and maintain their confidence in the next hand. Well, this is something I learned from my father.

	Despite my mother 's many " dissatisfactions " with me , no matter whether she has an independent source of income or not, she has always given her all to her children's food.

	Eat well and the broken family ties can be mended; when my mother cares about my meals, it means all my mistakes and absurdities will be forgiven.

	Life returned to normal. Maybe it was normal to begin with, and we didn't need to think too much about those things.

	my mother scooped up a bowl of porridge, I was looking at her through the steaming water. She glanced at me without any unusual expression. She just kept commenting on how well the porridge was cooked and how fresh the ingredients were ...

	But whether it tastes good or not, I am always asked to eat more.

	On the way home, the breeze brought by the motorcycle was particularly refreshing on this summer night, calming my restlessness; the sound of the engine replaced our silence, and in comfort, my mother chattered about her parents' home, those people who made her worry, and all of them were heartwarming people, from old to young, mentioned one by one.

	When talking about my mother's family, I always feel that she has another kind of brilliance. The depression caused by the trivialities of life in the past is gone. Her tone and even her mentality are exceptionally light and cheerful. I can't say that she looks younger, but she is definitely much more lively and bright.

	When it comes to the local customs and culture that she loves, my mother always hopes that her son can love them as well; fortunately, in this regard, I make her happy. I don't feel any isolation from that place, and it comes from the bottom of my heart.

	When talking about these topics, it seems that all the " dirtiness " of the past is no longer a concern.

	We always need more normal details of life and more things that bring us a sense of happiness to remove the psychological barriers brought about by some unusual things.

	Life must go on, and the challenges of ethics and taboos are not as heavy as imagined, as long as they are unknown to others.

	I could sense my mother 's rising emotions, and several times I wanted to plead with her not to take seriously what I said when I left her workplace. Because deep down, I was still thinking, what about the future?

	Why don't we just let it go and get away with it?

	But listening to her talk with relish, I resisted the urge to say anything and continued to be an interested listener.

	After returning home and showering, it was almost midnight and nothing special had happened. The next day, nothing special had happened either. Even though we had committed the ultimate incestuous act, and even though I could ignite lustful passion at any moment, I didn't have the mental fortitude and the means to easily reap the fruits of my desire. After all, my mother was also an independent individual.

	It’s not about the right time, the right place , and the right people. From my previous experience, I have never felt that these three elements are complete.

	To put it bluntly, in this kind of situation, " love and hate happen in an instant . "

	On Sunday , I received a call from Yun'er. She must have asked Li Dong for my home landline number. During my days of being disconnected from the internet and isolated from the world, the landline was the only way to contact my classmates and close friends.

	But I don't actually use it much. First, I always find it difficult to have a passionate conversation with people on the phone; second, I have been influenced by the idea since I was a child that this convenient way of communication costs a lot of money, and at least as a child of a non-working class, I have no right to use it.

	When I received Yun'er's call, although I was very surprised and felt a kind of confused excitement in my heart, I still spoke calmly and even shyly to the point of being at a loss.

	At the age of first falling in love , if a girl takes the initiative to talk or communicate with you, how can you not think that she has a good impression of you, and then vaguely feel that a beautiful and anticipated love is sprouting.

	In fact , regardless of age, as long as a woman you think is attractive expresses her affection for you, most men will not resist and can instantly experience the sour smell of love and the ambiguous anticipation of both sides. Although as the novelty fades, it becomes dull and does not develop into love.

	For men, being moved for a period of time is simple, but the conditions for developing into love are very harsh, or even impossible. In fact, it is rare for men to fall in love over time, and men are resentfully convinced that they will not be moved.

	I chatted with Yun'er for a short time, and most of the time she spoke excitedly like a lark ; but taking the initiative to greet you, or even trying to find out about your situation, is better than speaking your mind directly at this age.

	If the journey wasn't so long , I would really like to ride a motorcycle to meet my beloved.

	But thinking that it is late August and school is about to start , the chances are great and the probability of something happening is infinitely high. I even think that the probability is greater than having close contact with my mother who I live with day and night.

	I know my mother is very concerned about this matter. My relationship with Yun'er has become even more sensitive than it was in junior high school. Perhaps it's because this girl is " special ," or perhaps I've changed, or perhaps there are other factors that I don't know.

	On the one hand, I had feelings for my mother and even got what I wanted. On the other hand, I did not give up my thoughts on other women. At that time, I did not think I was a scumbag, and I did not have the concept of " two-timing " . I thought these were two different things. I felt that as long as she didn't find out, it would be fine.

	She was far away in the county town, what could she know?

	Unexpectedly, the entire call was " monitored " by the mother . Of course, she might not have done it on purpose. The mother would not do such a boring thing, but the father would.

	Maybe when the call came in , I answered the phone a little before her. There are landlines like this on the first and second floors.

	My mother was not polite either. When she met me, she asked about this situation. Although her tone and attitude seemed to be a routine question and her attitude was nonchalant, I could hear the vigilance and concern of the wealthy families in the feudal era about their children's social interactions.

	It was quite unreasonable. For example, asking " Does she still plan to study? " was a bit unfriendly. I didn't expect that my open-minded mother would become so old-fashioned. Maybe she was too concerned?

	I answered truthfully and didn't feel that there was anything to hide; mainly because, after all, nothing happened between us and I didn't say any affectionate words, so I could naturally answer my mother's questions calmly.

	But I felt that my communication with the other party was completely normal, and I " violated " my mother 's original wish that she didn't want me to have too much contact with this kind of girl. This made my mother surprised and worried, and her intention to blame her was obvious. She probably didn't say it out loud because she was afraid that I would rebel.

	I had no idea what that meant at the time . I figured at most we hadn't crossed the line, but I still clung to that youthful, ambiguous feeling, as I was at that age when I was particularly hungry for subtle emotions from the opposite sex.

	Unfortunately, after the phone scandal, my mother has been less than sympathetic towards me. She's even too lazy to nag me about daily matters during dinner. Even when I drove her to work early Monday morning, I couldn't bring back that " lively " mother . Was the impact of that phone call so severe? It was all just everyday conversation.

	If I had known this, I would have definitely rejected the call. Undoubtedly, no one can replace the mother as the object of desire. The identity, age difference, and mature charm are all unique.

	August now. Do I really have to spend the rest of my vacation in such a dull manner? I've heard some of my father's movements during this period. He has " summoned " another driver from the village to help. This makes him more like a hands-off boss. With only one car and several people to support, there's no money to be made. What's the point of staying here? I might as well go home and farm.

	The mother just complained a few times and didn't get too emotional. She never obstructed my father's actions. This was an inherent quality of Chinese women in the past.

	limitations . The only resistance is that no one can stop my mother from making decisions, thinking, or doing things. This is already a great progress.

	It wasn't something that touched my bottom line ; I could still make ends meet. Plus, now that my mother had the ability to earn money, she must have felt even stronger.

	I don’t know if it’s because I saw that my mother was less dependent on my father, but I suddenly had a terrible thought: would she feel that this man was dispensable?

	But generally speaking , women who are " disciplined " by traditional concepts will still do many things well.

	I spent the weekend doing nothing .

	However , a subtle incident occurred that night when I sent my mother to work.

	that night , I went upstairs to watch TV. At this time, it should be the time when my mother took a bath, as I could tell from the noises just now.

	Well, women bathing always makes people have many beautiful imaginations, and it is undeniable that I always have fantasies about it. Although it is also a private and secretive thing in life, it is the only scene in our subconscious or daily cognition that can approach the fully naked side of women.

	As for changing clothes, or more private matters like sex, if you don't see it clearly for a long time, you won't even think about it.

	Taking a bath is something that makes people calm down and not be wary of the outside world. Moreover, it is at home, which is absolutely safe. Coupled with the conditions in the countryside and the foundation of sex education in the countryside, there will always be some awkward encounters, or they may be open and natural.

	childhood memories have become a breeding ground for abnormal thoughts.

	This is why I have always had a soft spot for bathroom scenes and women bathing in my fantasies. From the very beginning, it has lost its complete taboo effect.

	In fact , I also touched upon a lot about my mother in the shower room, either explicitly or implicitly.

	Suddenly I heard my mother calling out, her tone was neither anxious nor shy. If it was before my evil intentions were exposed, I wouldn't think there was anything wrong with it, but now it seems different. It shouldn't be so natural anymore.

	she know that it's better not to look at what is inappropriate? In that situation, it's easy to trigger my impulses and even get out of control. I have a criminal record.

	I naturally felt hot inside .

	very old life plot. This time, the shower gel was gone, and she asked me to get her some from the second floor.

	I should have thought about why she never let her younger sister do this potentially embarrassing part from the past to now.

	Perhaps it was because, at that point in time, my mother subconsciously assumed my younger sister was either at a neighbor's or asleep. Or perhaps it was because my son had already taken on the role of running errands for her and was already accustomed to it. After all, over the long years, in the countryside, we, mother and son, had always been like a family, working together as " partners . "

	I didn’t need to be shy about it when I was young. Now, I am still young. In the rural area, everyone under 18 is a child.

	My steps were no longer nervous. In front of the shower room door, I could actually just put it down and shout. I had done that before.

	The door wasn't closed tightly, so I called out, " Mom ... I put it in ..." It was a reminder.

	Without waiting for her response , he pushed the door open and walked straight in. Amidst the steam, his mother's curves in her half-squatting position were particularly delicate. Her buttocks were never on the same level as her upper body, but always protruded backwards in a smooth arc. The hot water poured down and slid across her skin. The water-soaked skin always felt smooth and delicate.

	The scene of the steep slope on the chest is exactly the same . Looking from the side, the breasts are even more upright. With the movement of the arms and the background of the mother freely scooping up the water in the bucket with a towel, the breasts tremble slightly with a bit of pride. After all, they are big and full, not shriveled and drooping. No matter whether the woman is proud of this in her heart, in the eyes of the opposite sex, especially teenagers, she, it, must be aware of its own charm.

	Especially since she was exposed in front of me at this moment, but she still acted as if nothing had happened, and even had a bit of a cold look on her face, which I interpreted as a deliberate, invisible seduction . Of course, I had no idea what she was trying to induce.

	Just a quick glance and my throat felt tight, as if it was also infected by the moisture, and my face became hot.

	My mother glanced at me, turned her head away, and said calmly, " Just put it down and go out. Why are you still standing here ... "

	As he spoke, his hand touched his chest, trembling and heavy, as if he was afraid that I couldn't see his full features.

	I retreated awkwardly.

	It wasn't that I changed myself and gave up on taking advantage of her. It was that I mistakenly believed that my mother's attitude seemed to have completely broken free from the shackles of ethics and morality, and therefore, I would likely be able to have more extensive contact with her.

	I pressed down my hard cock, intending to ferment my desire into a more comfortable situation. What's wrong with being patient and waiting?

	When I saw my mother on the second floor , she was wearing a slightly conservative set of pajamas. Conservative in that she wore a pair of long pants, and the top was loose but not revealing any holes that would reveal her body, nor did it reveal her proud chest outline.

	It doesn't matter, this is more in line with the homely side, and inside is a tempting body, which will surely bring a huge instant impact when it is revealed.

	Then I waited anxiously until it was almost time, when everyone who should have slept had gone to bed and the countryside had almost fallen into silence, leaving the earth to the chirping of insects and frogs.

	My mother , with the clatter of her shoes, slumped out of the room, eyes half-awake. She went to the bathroom, then returned, her eyes clearer. She frowned, glanced at me, and scolded me, " What time is it ... why aren't you going to bed ?" However, in the moment she closed the door, a vivid expression seemed to emerge in her eyes, though I couldn't discern what it was.

	The main thing is that at this moment I was very excited . This must be some kind of hint. Hasn't it been like this in the past?

	Now there is no need for so much psychological activity to construct it, just a simple sentence like this should be enough.

	I hurried to the toilet, and seeing that my cock was already hard, I rinsed it with water ...

	When I excitedly walked to my mother 's door, touched the doorknob and turned it, I was shocked ... it was locked from the inside .

	After trying a few times, it is true.

	I didn't know what my mother meant by this. It was so deliberate because she never had the habit of locking the door before sleeping.

	I told myself not to panic. The more I panicked, the more it proved she knew what she was about to face. Perhaps she needed to " formally " pull back the curtains.

	But I didn't shout, I just fiddled with the door handle to make some noise.

	After a while, I heard my mother's dissatisfied voice, " Li Yuqing, why are you not sleeping and doing something in front of my door ? "

	Of course I can't say that I want to have some intimate contact with you, but today I feel much more " justified " and said without hesitation, " Mom, I want to sleep with you ... "

	" Don't you have your own room and bed ..." , the mother refused.

	" What's wrong with sleeping with your own mother ..." I almost said coquettishly , isn't it just the family card?

	" Do n't bother me ... You sleep so badly and disturb me ..." said the mother .

	I definitely had to pretend and said nicely, " I promise to sleep well ... "

	" Hmph ... your promise is bullshit " (how can it be like promising the author an update), the mother mocked.

	I suddenly felt like my mother had other intentions. I had never promised not to touch her or have any bad intentions towards her. No matter what I did after I got in, she shouldn't be feeling this way.

	But before I could wonder for long, my mother told me the problem directly.

	Her voice sounded like a meditation, but it also contained a serious and judgmental tone, " Li Yuqing ... I told you to have less contact with that girl ... Did you do that ... "

	I suddenly realized that it must be the phone call during the day. Apart from that, I had no other contact with him .

	At that time, I didn't say anything affectionate or ambiguous, I couldn't do that; it was just that Yun'er gave some generous " hints " , I understood them, but didn't respond directly , but there was joy in her tone.

	I later found out that the mother was " eavesdropping " . Even if her son didn't say anything explicitly, she could probably hear my attitude. At least she didn't resist, and she even had a hint of expectation.

	Then, after school started, I was far away from home, without anyone to supervise me, and I was away from home for a long time, so the possibility of something happening was too great. In fact, I felt the same way. If the other party really took the initiative, I would basically not be able to refuse.

	But I absolutely couldn't let my mother accept this feeling. It wasn't because of my past student behavior that worried them, but rather a certain sentiment. I always felt that this would make my mother feel that my attachment and desire were not exclusive. Although she didn't dare to express this woman's inner desires, after all, she was facing her own son, but a woman would not reject this kind of purity.

	Maybe my morbid single-minded desire was one of the factors that made her indulge and compromise with me. Now it seems to have collapsed because I also have desires for other women.

	If that's the case, why ask her for help?

	Of course, there is another more vulgar fact, which is the hidden pain that most Chinese women have experienced, that is, their man is having an affair outside and still dares to come home to propose to her.

	I had any idea of these things, my mother once complained to me about my father with anger and sorrow. Even though I didn't fully understand it at the time, looking back now, I can be sure that my mother hated it deeply. No woman can calmly accept such an unbearable thing.

	So, would Yun'er and I's " movements " cause my mother to have the above subtle thoughts? Otherwise, why would she have this attitude and emotion?

	But now I am breaking out in cold sweats. I am afraid that my mother will see through my “ true nature ” and lock the door on me from now on.

	I said guiltily, " I ... I didn't really interact with her ... She was the one who called ... I didn't expect that . "

	I secretly made up my mind at that time that I would try to avoid communicating with Yun'er in the future, whether it was online or offline. I have always believed that if you don't want others to know, don't do it yourself.

	The mother sneered and said indifferently, " Li Yuqing ... I am suspicious now , " but she paused.

	I felt a surge of nervousness, wondering what my mother was going to say. " Suspicious ... about what ..." I asked.

	" You've done all those messy things ... a long time ago ! " The mother 's voice suddenly became sharp and angry.

	I was horrified and even more panicked. How could I prove that I had not done something and would not do it again in the future, at least before I ended my abnormal love for my mother and entered into a normal marriage?

	I could only bite the bullet and defend myself, " I ... I didn't ... I haven't even touched a girl's hand ... "

	" Do you have any experience ... Mom , can't you see that ..." , and finally my voice became smaller.

	Although I couldn't see or hear my mother's movement, I could always feel that she was stunned for a moment, thought for a moment, and even felt a little ashamed and embarrassed.

	her son had sexual experience with was actually her, his mother. This was such a complicated concept, so complicated that it was hard to even think about it.

	" I really don't believe it ... You can't have suddenly become so bad ..." The mother 's tone seemed to soften a little, and she seemed to have confirmed some facts, although she denied it.

	But my mother 's words inspired me on how to continue to " fool " people and eliminate the negative impact brought by Yun'er .

	I said with a little embarrassment but determination, " Yes ... ever since I entered puberty ... I couldn't control myself ... "

	" I can't control my desire to be as close to my mother as possible ... I only have this kind of thought about you ... I can't see any other women at all . "

	I paused, took a deep breath, and continued, " So ... it's even more impossible for me to tell you what happened to that girl you mentioned ... "

	I am close to expressing the meaning of love between men and women, but in fact there is no such thing, so it makes me feel awkward, and I can only express it this far.

	My mother didn't answer immediately, and there was silence for a moment.

	She said slowly, " I'm not against you making friends ... but you 're still a student ... you should know that some things are wrong ... "

	" I'm your mother ... it's wrong for you to treat me like that ... "

	I sighed inwardly. This " brainwashing ", " deception " and " persuasion " is a long-lasting job. Of course, this is worthy of the most subversive and immoral behavior.

	If it could really be accomplished in one go, would it still be considered a taboo? Furthermore, for a housewife like my mother, who is heavily influenced by traditional values, struggle is the norm. Whether it's out of a desire to maintain the mother-son relationship or out of inner embarrassment.

	I raised my voice, " What's wrong with me ... I 'm studying hard ... I'm doing my best to help mom with the burden ... This is how I treat you ... "

	" Have you ever thought about the consequences ?" the mother said quietly.

	I replied bluntly, " As long as no one finds out, this outcome is better than finding a woman outside . " It was just wishful thinking, but now it seems to be somewhat accurate and effective.

	I continued, striking while the iron was hot, " The current result is that your son is becoming more and more positive in all aspects. This is what I have always told you, and this is what I did . "

	" Mom ... won't this have bad consequences? "

	There was another moment of silence.

	" We ... can we still be a normal mother and son from now on ..." , the mother said worriedly, but this sigh did not seem to be very sad, but rather a little confused.

	" A lot of things have happened ... The normal mother and son you mentioned can never go back ... "

	" But ... you are still my mother ... As long as we want, we can be a normal mother and son. Look at how I treat you ..." I continued.

	" Oh ..." , my mother sighed deeply again. I was surprised that it was so clear. I wondered if she had come to a position very close to the door.

	I don’t know what my mother was thinking, she suddenly said, “ I ’m too lazy to talk to you … You are a stubborn person … Do n’t expect to get anything done … ”

	I was overjoyed. My mother seemed to be " touched " by my words . As I said before, at least she didn't refute me suddenly.

	What I understand by messing around is to do bad things without considering the situation, in other words, it can still happen.

	I agreed , " Well ... I won't mess around ... I'll listen to Mom ... "

	Then I heard my mother humph , but unfortunately, through the door , I couldn’t tell whether she was questioning me or resentful.

	I didn't forget how hard my cock was, and I felt like I'd had enough of the nonsense, so I continued to twist the door handle, deliberately making some noise to express my desire.

	" Ah ..." I said in frustration .

	" What ... You think you can do whatever you want ... Who do you think your mother is ..." said the mother coldly.

	Hearing my mother say this, I was already convinced that tonight was impossible. Of course, the main reason was that I didn't want to ruin the effect of the previous few words. If I insisted now, it would only stimulate my mother's stubborn thoughts.

	I believe that my mother has always had a stubborn mentality. But when there is a door between us and I cannot get close to her, this mentality becomes much tougher.

	As for how so many things could happen before , wasn't it because I was already by her side? Naturally, the " softening " effect was greatly enhanced .

	This is what it means to assess the situation.

	I withdrew from tonight's attempt somewhat reluctantly and went back to my room to sleep.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 74

	in our daily interactions , and I was also very well-behaved.

	But this week, my mother came home a little late from work every day. As for meals, I naturally did all the preparations. She only needed to cook when she came back. Such daily details would definitely make my mother very happy.

	My mother took the initiative to explain why she was coming home late. They were having a party at the state-owned enterprise. We didn't need to get into the specific time or theme, but these kinds of organizations always have these things going for them: praising achievements, expressing loyalty to the organization, and promoting excellent values.

	Since it was a gala, naturally the companies below needed to contribute programs, and my mother was unfortunately " drafted " . Originally, it was not the turn for someone of her age, as they usually found someone slightly younger. However, the female colleague from her company who was originally supposed to perform unfortunately broke her leg on the way to work shortly after the program was prepared.

	This is a political task. My mother's company has to fill this person's position. There are other women, but they are strongly resisting. Social animals all understand this kind of task-based program and will avoid it if possible.

	But my mother may have a more extroverted personality, and since her leader seemed to have " selected " her , she agreed.

	Fortunately, this was just a " supporting role " in a red-themed drama . It didn't require any artistic talent, dancing or singing, and there weren't many lines or actions, right? It was such a simple job, so it was not left to the mother to refuse.

	They 've been " rehearsing " for a while now, but it usually takes place during work hours. Back then, leaders would find ways to make things easier for themselves, and group activities were rarely held after work, with the exception of dinners. Actually, most state-owned enterprises still hold team-building events on weekdays, which is better than most companies.

	Now, because the party is coming soon, I started to use my off-get off work time.

	The party is scheduled for Friday night.

	On Thursday night, my mother asked me if I was free in the evening.

	We, mother and son, share a common destiny. I was also drafted into the army . To put it bluntly, their superiors had issued another order, requiring family members to make up the audience. As for why they didn't just use employees from various units to fill in the gaps, it was probably because they wanted the audience to be more natural and realistic, encompassing all age groups.

	All in all, in my mother's unit, I am one of the family members who can spare time.

	I thought about it and decided that it would be nice to go and watch the show since it didn’t matter.

	Mainly, I am curious about what it would be like if my mother took office.

	On Friday afternoon, my mother came back early and took a shower. I thought I should go there refreshed, so I took a shower and changed into some decent clothes. I couldn't embarrass my mother.

	For my younger sister and grandma’s dinner , she prepared marinated spareribs, which we can just steam with rice and noodles. Grandma can also cook some vegetables.

	at their company before 5 o'clock. All the people who were going to the party venue, including the performers and their families and audiences, arrived neither early nor late, so the women didn't eat much, probably to maintain their figure. Then we waited for them to change clothes and put on makeup, and hired a makeup artist in town.

	Regardless of the importance of the role, makeup is required when going on stage, of course only for women.

	In fact , when we arrived, most people had already changed their clothes. I was surprised why my mother was still in casual clothes. It turned out that she felt awkward and troublesome, so she didn't change her clothes directly at home and set off.

	When I saw my mother getting dressed at work, I finally understood why she couldn't just change at home and leave. Her makeup was done by then, too. It was light and simple, so it didn't take too long.

	My mother at this moment was amazing to me. My heart seemed to be hit by something, and then the blood turned into a warm current that spread throughout my body. It was an evil heartbeat.

	Of course, there were some female colleagues who were genuinely surprised, but they wouldn't dwell on it for too long, having probably seen it before. As for the men, whether intentionally or not, they wouldn't flirt with a married woman of a certain age.

	When it comes to being tempted by beauty, who can compare to me? But I feign composure, yet beneath the surface, a turbulent undercurrent surges. I wish the world would freeze, or everyone else would vanish, leaving only my mother and me, so I could do whatever I wanted. When my heart is agitated, childish fantasies always arise.

	My mother was not too shy or uncomfortable about her makeup or formal attire. Yes, after all, she was not someone who had been isolated in the countryside since childhood. When she was young, she had a lot of experience. I remember seeing photos of her wearing a suit and makeup when she was young.

	Many of the ordinary left-behind women in rural areas may have had the experience of surviving on the forefront of society. However, under the influence of the times, they returned to the countryside for various reasons. It cannot be said that they hid their beautiful dreams. Perhaps in that era, the glamorous world of big cities was not the ultimate desire. Not everyone can capture the vitality and hope of the great era.

	actually not many people who are unwilling to give in .

	Maybe my mother had already tried it on, which meant she was more adapted to it; she had adapted to the fact that the cheongsam looked very natural on her. She was chatting, discussing, and reviewing her performance tonight with her colleagues. Her beautiful smile broke through the elegance, dignity, and melancholy under the cheongsam's undertones, and instead magnified her cheerfulness and generosity, making her graceful and elegant. It was not at all out of place.

	At least her clothes and makeup hide the obvious signs of aging and the image of a gossipy country woman, but her eyes, gestures and movements still give her the air of a wife and mother.

	The foundation is light and delicate, adhering perfectly to the skin, evenly covering every blemish while retaining the skin's natural radiance and texture. Her eyebrows are long and soft, rising slightly along the brow bone, adding a touch of heroism and charm.

	However, no matter how natural my mother was, when her eyes met mine, she paused for a moment, then smiled faintly and returned to her conversation with her colleagues. Her deep eyes were lightly smudged with a layer of light brown eyeshadow, like a lake illuminated by the afterglow of the setting sun in autumn, sparkling and full of endless tenderness and mystery.

	Her long eyelashes fluttered like butterfly wings, adding a touch of spirit to her eyes. Her lips were painted a vibrant yet elegant red, forming a sharp contrast with the dark cheongsam. She looked like a rose blooming in the snow, her lips opening and closing, delicate and charming, exuding a charming fragrance.

	Her hairstyle features retro waves. Curls fall naturally over her shoulders, each strand seemingly carefully designed, creating a relaxed, casual yet elegant look. The ends curl slightly inward, gently resting on her cheeks, perfectly framing her face and making it appear smoother and more refined. A few strands playfully draped across her forehead add a touch of femininity and a laid-back vibe.

	behind her neck and pinned with a crystal white hairpin, revealing her slender neck.

	the deep royal blue cheongsam is the key to my impulse. The overall figure is exquisite and well-proportioned. When wearing the cheongsam, the waist seems to be cut thin, the hip line is round and smooth, and the high slit design will reveal the slender leg line in many actions, such as walking, crossing legs, showing the restrained sexiness of oriental women, while still maintaining a generous and decent demeanor.

	I'm not entirely sure what the material is , but it gleams captivatingly under the light. The waistline tapers sharply three inches below the bust, dramatically accentuating the distinctive gourd-shaped curves of an Oriental woman. Yet, the crisp fabric maintains just the right amount of restraint. The waist-to-hip ratio becomes defined by the twisting and swaying of the figure and the garment. The fullness of the bust, embracing the cheongsam, threatens to reveal itself, yet without a hint of vulgarity, its upright posture reveals a sense of pride.

	I met a few days ago seemed to be the most amazed by my mother's image. She kept bringing the topic back to her, as if she was trying to pester my mother. My mother, on the other hand, remained indifferent and did not feel pleased with her words. She never responded directly, but smiled and declined politely, changing the subject.

	Even if they are secretly happy, they won't show it ; decadent ideas are still prevalent, especially in rural areas. At their age and status, if they are still self-aware and show their happiness without any reservation, they will definitely be criticized and gossiped about.

	I don't know what kind of person is this elder sister's husband, who has influenced her to be so unruly and indecent, but when I see her wavy hair like the Lion King, I think she herself is also a person who is too avant-garde to be decent.

	Being modern means speaking in a surprising way. I was not far from my mother, so I could definitely hear what my female colleagues said.

	" Hey ~ Sister X , I told you that you hid it well enough ..." The golden-haired sister said in an exaggerated yet sincere tone, fiddling with her mother's shoulders, as if she wanted to turn her mother around to look at her back.

	" I haven't worn this kind of clothes in many years , " said the mother with a faint smile.

	The big golden-haired girl took another careful look, her eyes wandering over her mother, her eyes continued to flash with surprise, and then she smiled meaningfully, patted her mother's arm, and said in a strange tone, " Old Li is so lucky ... If people outside saw you like this ... how many people would envy him ... "

	The mother smiled politely again and said, " We are an old married couple, so these are not important ... "

	Most women are also lustful in their hearts, especially towards the same sex, and women know how to appreciate women better; the golden-haired sister seemed to have set her gaze on her mother's chest, her eyes shining, and she shook her head lightly, sighing and admiring, " tsk tsk tsk " .

	down at himself again , feeling a little ashamed, then raised his head and said with a smile, " Comparison is the thief of frustration ~ How did you grow up like this ... and how did you maintain your looks ... "

	The mother finally showed a trace of embarrassment and quickly dodged, " What are you talking about ... Hurry up and recite your lines ... "

	The big golden-haired lady was unyielding and refused to give in, saying, " I am really praising you , Sister X. "

	I felt like she was almost tempted to try it out. " Incredible, incredible! That surging wave ... This figure, young and old, would be bewildered ." For some reason, she glanced at me after she finished. I quickly gazed up at the stars for half a second, then continued to listen to her nonsense without noticing.

	The mother laughed and scolded helplessly, " I was wondering why you are so silly today ~" .

	" No wonder Lao Li doesn't like to hang out anymore ~" This statement made it seem like she was well aware of the activities of her gambling-related friends.

	It can be heard that the mother is not angry. This is already the harshest response to the Golden Retriever sister's improper remarks. Perhaps it is because she knows the Golden Retriever sister's character in their daily interactions, and knows that she is indeed a good person in all aspects, so she has no ill intentions.

	The mother could only laugh and feel helpless.

	Then the golden-haired elder sister touched her mother's shoulder again , grinning mischievously, " Hey ~ Can you let me experience Lao Li's happiness for a moment? Try this feeling ~"

	The mother rolled her eyes, shook her head and said with a smile, " Go away. You don't have it yourself ~" , but her face was already flushed with embarrassment.

	The golden-haired lady was very confident , saying , " Mine aren't this plump and firm ~" . What's speechless is that after she said that, she nodded to me in agreement, " Isn't it, little handsome ~ "

	I was ashamed . How could I answer with so many people around? I quickly turned around and pretended not to hear.

	My mother glanced at me, then patted her lightly and said seriously, " Okay , stop talking nonsense . "

	" My son is here ~" .

	The golden-haired lady disagreed , " What is there to be afraid of ... This is the one who raised him, how dare he have any opinions . "

	Then, looking at me, she beamed, " No wonder your son is so handsome and well-built. He must have had such good food growing up, haha . " (In Guangdong , back then, 170cm+ was considered tall, especially since I was still a student. In fact, even before that, being 175cm+ and a bit thin would have earned you the nickname "Tall Guy").

	The mother kept " tsk " ing to stop him, " What are you talking about? "

	But I have to say that this golden-haired lady hit the mark unexpectedly. Whether it was overt or covert, the connection between my mother's body and this private part was definitely not ordinary.

	I concluded that this golden-haired lady had a kind of evil taste. She seemed to be getting more excited. She pretended to look around, then gestured to me again and said mysteriously, but in a voice that my mother and I could hear clearly, " Little handsome boy ... keep an eye on your mom for your dad ~ hahaha " .

	I just smiled politely and said nothing. Of course, all sorts of images and thoughts were already running through my mind. Yes, I would be optimistic, in a way that would be kept secret from others.

	My mother laughed and scolded again, " What nonsense are you talking about in front of my son ?" But she was trying her best to keep a natural look. When her eyes met mine , her embarrassment became more obvious.

	The golden-haired lady chuckled, and I felt like she had become much more vulgar. She said in a sly voice, " Do n't disbelieve me ... I'm telling you , many young people nowadays actually like people like you, even more than young girls . " Oh, why did she keep her eyes on me for a while?

	Even though I didn't say anything, I pretended to be an outsider.

	The mother said angrily, " You are talking nonsense . Men of all ages like young girls. This is a unique thing . "

	The golden-haired lady smiled mysteriously, as if she had grasped some truth. She didn't care about her mother's denial at all, and raised the corner of her mouth evilly, " Oh ~ If you don't believe me , ask your son ~" .

	Then he turned to look at me and said, " What do you think , handsome boy ? "

	I looked around again and pretended to be confused and said, " Ah ~ I don't know what you are talking about ~ I'm reading the newspaper ~" , then I picked up the newspaper behind me and pretended to read it.

	The mother 's eyes flashed with obvious panic, as if her secret had been exposed. This seemed to be my secret. Then she glanced at the golden-haired sister and said, " Okay, stop saying such things here ... You'll teach my son bad lessons ~ "

	" Okay, okay, then go back and teach your son well , " the golden-haired sister finally decided to let go of the topic, but her tone and expression were very nonsensical at the end.

	But in the end, my mother observed me carefully for a while, as if trying to see through what I had heard and how I would react.

	In fact , I still wanted to listen to the golden-haired sister chattering on about vulgar arguments, but that was it. Maybe she was inspired to do so after seeing my mother's special look, or maybe it was not appropriate to go into details in public.

	Yes, if we go deeper, we won’t know where it ends.

	This time the mother is guilty of possessing a treasure.

	How could it not be eye-catching, with a chest contour completely different from that of the other women present? When the suggestive topic ended, I no longer paid attention to their conversation; I quickly looked at the men present, and was worried in advance about those possible covetous gazes.

	Fortunately, everyone was covering it up well, acting like honest people, solely focused on completing this political task. Why cover it up? My mother might not be youthful and beautiful, but her noticeably taller figure and stature made it impossible for her to conceal her true beauty. Normally, she'd been deliberately ordinary, but now that work was her priority, she'd shed all her charm. How could she not create a certain visual impact in this rural town?

	Never mind. The world is ugly , but it also has certain rules. As long as we don't challenge the rules, we won't be burdened by the ugliness.

	Turning my gaze back to my mother, my heart tightened. This was the first time I had seen her dressed and made up like this. I didn't care what role she was playing; I only cared if I could get close to her.

	It seems out of reach, but I always feel that there is a gap with light, waiting for me to tear it open and release all the scenery.

	I haven't arrived at the venue yet, and the party hasn't started yet, but I'm silently praying to myself, let it end quickly, and let all the outsiders disappear from our space as soon as possible.

	6 o'clock, the contracted minibus arrived and we set off with a group of about 30 people.

	I clenched my fists in regret. I thought I would be able to play out the clichéd plot in erotic novels, with a lot of people and limited parking spaces, and then I would squeeze with my mother, and even have her sit on my lap, and then in the darkness of the car, I would be allowed to take advantage of her in silence, not daring to say anything.

	This time we are going to an auditorium in the city, the whole journey takes about an hour , and the evening party will officially open at 7:30 .

	After being arranged to sit down, the performers went backstage to prepare. Since the mother company's program was scheduled later, they had more time to prepare.

	The program is unremarkable. Those who understand will understand that the art form that was once popular among the people has now lost its immersive flavor and is just a form of entertainment. It is just like a model opera, mediocre and without many highlights.

	Only when I appeared on the show of my mother's company did I feel a little more cheerful.

	At first, I thought it was funny. I never thought that my mother would have to perform on stage one day. It was really difficult for her to do something out of her control.

	But in fact , it is not that bad. As long as you put your heart into it and practice diligently, you won’t see anything clumsy about it.

	Plus, my mother is a bit of a spiritual person. She always takes things seriously and never does them half-heartedly. This is her innate competitive spirit. In life, she always takes good care of all matters.

	Whether it's farm work, housework, or the little games children played with each other when they were young, it's the same.

	This is probably the quality of doing things that our generation and future generations lack.

	We are troubled by reality and easily invaded by negative emotions; they focus on doing well in the things at hand. No matter what the circumstances, life can still be well organized and full of hope.

	Perhaps it is their upbringing and experiences that allow them to compromise with material desires more calmly.

	The mother on the stage was some distance away from me. Due to the limited vision, her figure seemed even more graceful and, of course, more unfamiliar. Who would dare to believe that this was my mother?

	This is a " vase " role, but the mother is devoted to it.

	Although she didn't have many scenes, the mother skillfully incorporated her unique blend of " girlishness " and mature feminine charm into the role, making her on stage not just a beautiful appearance, but also a woman with a rich inner world.

	I don't really want to exaggerate and beautify this girlish feeling. It is more of a wild and restrained beauty that comes from growing up in the mountainous areas of ethnic minorities. But after getting married, all kinds of trivialities and daily necessities of life make it seem as if it has not been fully burned out. It always makes people feel that there are flaws and the beauty has no characteristics.

	But after her mind has been tempered enough, perhaps by giving up her dependence on men and becoming unburdened by the daily grind of life, she exudes an aura of independence and self-confidence. It's like adding a pinch of salt to boiling oil, and her beauty suddenly boils over, so intensely that I can't open my eyes, afraid that if I do, the allure will dazzle my mind. This kind of beauty is unique and soulful, a beauty unique to mountain girls , accompanying them from their prime to their remaining charm, gradually reaching the pinnacle of beauty.

	All the charm in this world comes from pride, and pride is inseparable from resistance.

	My mother is rebellious by nature, and so are all the people from her place; the character at this moment also has this distinct characteristic.

	Perhaps tonight on stage, she was actually showing the side of her heart that best reflected her, and she became her true self when she was completely selfless.

	I deeply regret that she was given such a " supporting role " in this scene .

	However, I had a sense of déjà vu. If I collected the fragments scattered in life and pieced them together, would that be the role of the mother tonight?

	Her charm at this moment lies not only in her gorgeous appearance, but also in the fragility, sadness, tenacity and unwillingness that emanates from within, as well as an indescribable sense of mystery. Through her eyes, micro-expressions, and body language during the plot, I felt the changes in her mood at different stages of her life. The character's charm has become more three-dimensional and profound, making her both heartbreaking and unforgettable.

	What shocked me was her steps. How could she do it so naturally and gracefully? Could it be that she felt that she had external assets, and that was the confidence in her heart? Otherwise, how could she deliver such a performance with such a forced rehearsal?

	Then I can only play myself.

	Just think of me as " beauty in the eyes of the beholder " . This supporting role allowed me to deconstruct so much; but my emotions were complicated. Although I was moved, yearning, and fascinated, I also felt an uncontrollable regret and frustration.

	The evening party ended at 9:30 , and I followed the main group to the minibus to wait; as for the performers, they might need to take photos and say some encouragement and greetings, so they couldn't come out for a while.

	around 10 o'clock , I saw my mother walking towards me while reviewing and discussing with her colleagues.

	It is a special experience and there is always a lot to say and want to talk about.

	A fragrant breeze blew over, and my mother came to me quickly, not caring about her chest that was freed from the restraint of her cheongsam. She was full of excitement and asked, " How did you perform, Mom ?" Her face was sweaty from walking for a while .

	" Great ! Mom, you're suited to be an actor !" I gave her a thumbs up.

	My mother glared at me and said, " Is that so exaggerated ? Just perfunctory ?" Regardless of whether a task held great significance or had any positive consequences, as long as she'd accomplished it well, she'd still be satisfied. That's just the kind of person my mother is. Even if she never had the chance to perform again, she wouldn't be interested in it.

	To be honest, I haven't formally and sincerely evaluated my mother's performance that night, mainly in terms of appearance. I feel that the scene is not suitable yet, which affects my performance and even more affects my ability to go with the flow.

	There were fewer cars at night , so Sang Biao, the driver, drove much faster and arrived back at his mother's company before 11 a.m. Soon, the sound of motorcycles could be heard one after another, as everyone went home.

	The props are placed in the lobby on the first floor, and everyone has to go home and wash and dry their clothes before returning them.

	Of course, my mother couldn't walk so fast. She had to change her clothes, which was inconvenient for riding a motorcycle. Of course, this kind of thing should be done when there is no one around.

	Oh, as for the so-called makeup removal, it is not as detailed as the many products today. Besides, the mother's makeup is temporary, so she can just use facial cleanser when she gets home. After all, it is just light makeup.

	I deliberately fell behind my mother and followed her upstairs. My mother told me that she would be down soon, so why should I follow her? I made an excuse to go to the bathroom.

	My mother looked at me strangely and then left me alone.

	My mother ’s plump figure made the cheongsam fabric fit her body more fitly. Even though the traces of her underwear were visible when she went upstairs, it still felt as if the dress was welded to her body.

	The distant and plump buttocks swayed gently in front of my eyes, and the gourd-like back became more three-dimensional as the waist and hips twisted. The faint fragrance escaping in the air tempted me to follow step by step.

	The restless impulse that had been brewing for most of the day evolved into a funny assumption: if only she wasn't my mother.

	But then I realized how stupid my idea was. If she wasn't my mother, why would I get close to her? If she wasn't my mother, all I would get would be a cheesy physical experience.

	I should be thankful that she is my mother; the relationship is a resistance, but not absolute; the innate relationship always provides the soil for intimacy, even if it does not initially involve shameful sexual awareness.

	Don't demand the right time, place and people , it's better to wait for an exception.

	Tonight, my mother 's appearance was truly unique to me. I was completely captivated by her charm, a charm I had never seen before.

	If I don't do something, I will regret it to death and it will be difficult to make up for it in the future.

	What a coincidence, I was at her company again, and it was a quiet Friday night.

	I also think that the lobby staff will not come to inspect again after seeing us going upstairs, which will invisibly reduce the possibility of accidents.

	After turning on the light, my mother sat in her seat with her legs facing outwards, sitting sideways so that she could cross her legs. If she had placed them under the seat, it would have been a real insult to her long, toned legs.

	The pose is casual and relaxed, but the high slit design makes one side of the skirt open, revealing the smooth and delicate thighs beneath the dark-colored clothing, which shows a seductive side in a casual way. This slit tempts me as a bystander, and if I go up further, I want to peek at more scenery.

	When she turned sideways, the swaying emerald teardrop earrings on her earlobes echoed the luster of her hair, and as the light and shadow flowed, one seemed to hear the sigh of the old times.

	The mother first wanted to take off the earrings. She placed the mirror on the table, tilted her head and groped for the earrings with her hands.

	exceptional seriousness, coupled with the delicate, rosy complexion, fluttering eyelashes, and watery eyes, I felt as if my mother was still in character. It seemed as if her focus, coupled with the reflection of herself in the mirror, had also caused her to slip back into that role.

	She knew how charming she was and how attractive she was to men, although she didn't care much about it; but the more she was like this, the more people wanted to touch her body without any interruption.

	After fiddling with the earrings for a few moments, leaving them untied, the structure was rather intricate. Mother waved her hand away, her brows knitted slightly, a look of reproach on her face . " Why are you staring at me like that? Have you never met me ?" The blush on her face was unclear, whether it was the makeup or the emotion at the moment.

	She hadn't figured out my evil thoughts yet, she just knew that I was fascinated by her.

	Without waiting for my reply , she continued to struggle with the earrings. But then she remembered something and said, " Didn't I say I was going to the bathroom ? "

	I replied, “ I suddenly don’t want to go anymore . ”

	" Boring , " the mother muttered.

	She finally took off one earring.

	I slid my chair closer to her for a closer look.

	She glanced at me and said casually , " What's so good about it ? "

	I don't want to waste time. If I start pulling again, my mother will lose this look. I can accept the earrings leaving, but I can't accept the exquisite bun leaving.

	I moved a little closer, my hands already resting on her desk, unscrupulously sniffing the delicate fragrance on her body, a mixture of clothes, hair wax, and cosmetics, maybe even perfume, and the mature scent lingering beneath her hot body. This scent made me truly feel her unusual charm. This was indeed the mother who filled my daily life.

	her cheongsam skirt were right before my eyes, captivating me. The tight-fitting cheongsam rose and fell with her chest with every breath, making it particularly noticeable.

	It seemed like only her eyelashes were moving, and I couldn't see her eyes. My mother said with a bit of contempt, " Is it necessary to get so close ... You haven't seen the world, Li Yuqing ~" .

	I said frankly , " I have never seen such a mother ... I am so fascinated by her ... "

	The mother stopped what she was doing, her eyes flickered and then dropped, " Little brat ~ What do you know ~" Her tone was gentle and sweet , as if she was angry and happy at the same time, making it hard to guess her true intention.

	When I did this right away, my mother probably realized that this was like being too attentive for no reason, and was either an adulterer or a thief.

	I continued, " It's not my fault . Look at how different you, your colleague, and other women are . "

	The mother spoke next, her eyes wandering as she tried to prevaricate, " Why should I blame you ? What are you talking about ?"

	Finally she finished with the other earring and fiddled with the mirror, as if to take another look at herself and freeze the picture.

	Now, she was going to take off the crystal hairpin behind her hair. I suddenly became anxious and pressed her exposed thigh. It was smooth to the touch and had a higher temperature than the other skin hidden under the cloth. The exposed part was naturally relatively cold. At the same time, I shouted " Wait " .

	My mother put down her hand, frowned and said angrily, she hit me lightly and took my hand away, " What are you doing? Touching me . "

	Then, she turned around and faced me, looking straight at me, her eyes crackling, as if she realized something, " Li Yuqing ... you followed me up with bad intentions, didn't you ... "

	My words were filled with heat, " Mom ... after seeing you wearing this this afternoon, I almost couldn't control myself ~" .

	" And you're wearing makeup ... Oh, I'm going crazy ... "

	The mother twitched her lips in self-mockery, " This is all my fault ..." As if reflecting on the emotions of the character she was playing , a dark flash crossed her eyes before returning to normal.

	I pleaded directly, " Maybe I will never see you like this again ... Mom ... I ..." , but I didn't do anything to my mother. I just lowered my head in pain.

	" It seems you have gone astray, Li Yuqing , " the mother mocked.

	" Who made my mother so beautiful in my eyes ~ and today is so special " , after muttering, I looked up , my eyes glued to her and unwilling to move away, full of burning desire.

	At this time, the mother looked in the mirror, then looked down at herself, and then shook her head slightly, as if talking to herself, " How could this be ? "

	She lowered her crossed legs and stared at me for a long time. I don't know what she was thinking about, and she said in a sad voice, " It 's really hard to be your mother ." But her pupils were clearly filled with a faint smile, which was intoxicating.

	She stood up, her body in front of me, particularly plump and full , with a feeling of looking down on me, with the kind of leer she gave to men, and also the tenderness of a mother towards her son, which combined into a strong sense of resentment.

	She walked towards the door . She was not wearing high heels, but she could feel the sound of her steps on the ground.

	I don't know when the door, now half-closed, was swung back naturally. My mother's hand was on the doorknob. Was she going out? I didn't dare to let any emotion arise in my heart, letting myself be blank and dazed.

	But she didn't go on. She pushed the door a little inward and then stopped. Her curvy back was frozen in place. Between her shiny black bun and the royal blue cheongsam, the sweat marks on the back of her neck and her relatively fair skin told of the woman's fresh breath. My mother turned half of her face, her eyelashes trembling, as if she was looking at me, or as if she was just showing me a certain look.

	At this time, she slowly closed the door from the outside without any sound. My heart finally felt like it heard a loud thump, and then all the blood became hot.

	After just a few steps, my mother walked briskly, bringing with her a fragrance I had never smelled before, and came to me, leaning against the table, continuing to look down at me. I was dumbfounded.

	the cheongsam skirt sways, the skin of the thighs shines brightly.

	My mother looked at me, her eyes full of rage and a rouge-colored glow at the corners of her eyes, her expression suppressing the anger that was about to erupt at any moment.

	She took a deep breath, her voice particularly magnetic, " In the office, what else do you want ? "

	I glanced at the closed door and privately expressed my feelings for her.

	I slowly stood up, a little taller than my mother , my eyes almost filled with tears, showing my true feelings and the emotion of about to embark on an unforgettable and wonderful experience. I said tremblingly, " Mom , you are so beautiful ... I will listen to you from now on ~" .

	Already panting, " I ... I will be better than you expect . "

	These words represent what I am planning to do. How could my mother not understand? At this time, a man can make all kinds of promises; he cannot say other vulgar words.

	slightly sweaty face had no makeup smudged, and under the light, it was a light and translucent pink, hiding all traces of time. From a close distance, the scattered powder that floated up looked like new hair. Only the fine lines at the corners of her eyes outlined the years, and there was a sense of worldly experience in her eyes, suggesting that this woman was no longer in her youth.

	When I lowered my eyes, I could feel the pressure of her breasts with my naked eyes, but this was a presentation of soft, fragrant and warm flesh, and I was willing to melt on this mature mother's body.

	Hearing my words, my mother raised her eyebrows in a hint of sarcasm, but looked away. I felt as if I was facing the very character she was portraying on stage. A few strands of romantic hair fell by her temples, exuding both a classical and tender air and a hint of uninhibited freedom, revealing to me her remaining stubborn coolness.

	Just because one of my hands began to touch the skin of her thigh at the crotch intentionally or unintentionally , after the test was completed, I would boldly make deeper contact.

	Then she moved down and sat on the chair, with a nonchalant smile at the corner of her eyes . She looked up and said, " Do you know where this is ... That's why it happened just like last time ... Don't worry about anything else . "

	I know what she means, but I am not discouraged at all . Can I control the subsequent development? Once the taboo behavior is initiated, everything will be easy.

	But I still pretended to be disappointed and surprised, " Ah ... no ... it's not enough . "

	She shook her head, her fingertips lightly touching the table, and she raised the corners of her eyes and said slowly, " The result is the same ... reluctant? Then forget it ~" .

	I quickly agreed, " Okay then . "

	between her legs seemed to have received a signal, pressing hard against her pants, just in front of her.

	My mother gritted her teeth and glared at me, feeling ashamed and angry at my long-standing evil thoughts. " I really owed you something in my previous life ... and that's why you treat me badly ~ "

	But I also started to worry , so how should I start?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 75

	Now, eyelashes block time, and life knows darkness. My love, close your bright eyes. Everything is empty except your sparkling lips. --- Inscription, Paul Celan

	At that moment , I felt as uncomfortable as if ants were scratching my heart, but I just couldn't do anything. I just wanted to sigh to the sky or burst into tears.

	I looked like I was waiting for my mother to give me instructions.

	Can't escape mother's perception.

	She glanced at me with a look that was filled with hatred, helplessness, and a hint of doting. Perhaps this was a mother's natural dissatisfaction with her son's style of doing things, but she couldn't resist her maternal instinct.

	To put it bluntly, I have lustful thoughts but not enough courage, and I lack the decisiveness and determination. However, I am completely captured by desires and distorted thoughts.

	No matter what it is.

	No matter how much he pretended to obey , he still did something that went against the will of heaven.

	Comrade Li Yuqing never seemed to be magnanimous enough when it came to bad things. If it were a serious matter, she would definitely criticize and educate him.

	However, she has a stance but no intention on the incestuous contact between mother and son. Simply put, she cannot speak out, not only because of shame, but more because she does not have a clear theory.

	Ok, here are the words in the image:

	Plus, there really didn't seem to be any dire consequences. On the contrary, everything about me was getting better and better, and I was becoming more sensible.

	What else can my mother do? She complains, sighs, resents, and hates herself and me.

	She turned her face away and said, " Go wash up , " in a low and clear voice, but it seemed as if her lips had not moved. Only her profile was forced to be cold, and her hair was neatly curled inwards, which was close to her forehead and face, more like a headdress. The dark-toned cheongsam made her look even more refreshing.

	I looked out the window, but there was nothing outside, just a rarely-traveled road outside the factory .

	I was secretly happy, which made me think, is this done and not just separating clothes like last time? Otherwise, why would I need to wash them?

	This " command " brought me back to the rhythm of physical and mental excitement . Without saying a word, I went and came back as quickly as the wind.

	I washed it seriously. I am a person with reverse mysophobia and I care about my image. I don't want people close to me to feel disgusted because of this. Not at all.

	But my impetuous behavior in this matter inexplicably caused my mother's dissatisfaction. When she saw me running for my life and standing in front of her breathlessly, she looked at me speechlessly and said angrily, " Is there any need to be so impatient? I didn't leave . "

	She turned her face away again, and pretended to move her chair slightly, closer to me, and said lightly, " You don't have to sit down, just like this . "

	" Hmm ... Hmm ..." The mother cleared her throat, as if trying to keep herself calm.

	Then one of her hands swung out seemingly unintentionally, hitting my hard penis, and the back of her hand was already touching it.

	My mother couldn't control the force when she swung her hand, " Ah , it hurts !" I almost wanted to jump up, but fortunately the pain was fleeting.

	Her body twitched slightly, she glanced at my painful expression, and then her face turned embarrassed, as if she was moved by shame.

	In this way, the pain I suffered was worth it, because my mother's forced coldness was mostly broken.

	To use an unlucky analogy , when a person is about to die, his words are good. Why bother about right and wrong?

	I was still thinking about whether I should take off my pants or take them off completely. I can't have them separated by two layers of cloth.

	But my mother didn't give me a choice. I saw her biting her lower lip with her pearly teeth exposed, her eyelashes trembling, and then she closed her eyes. She turned her hand over, and my cock and balls were wrapped in her palm.

	Although there was cloth between us, I still felt very happy when I saw my mother 's appearance and the current situation. Just a touch of my hand made my hard cock feel itchy.

	But the mother's action is quite funny. It's like she is grabbing her son's genitals and controlling it, not like masturbating.

	in my crotch , tightening and loosening .

	I had long since adapted to the initial sensitivity, and her movements made me feel even more perfunctory, especially her expression, as she just stared out the window indifferently.

	absent-minded .

	I had no choice but to stare at my mother's chest, the pair of plump and beautiful breasts hidden under her clothes, and my palms were slowly pressing down.

	If it weren't for the raised curve , this cheongsam would seem to be welded to her body, fitting perfectly with her skin. But I can just feel the fullness and softness here, just like her plump but not fat body.

	Little by little, little by little. The distance between my palm and my mother's breasts was slowly shrinking, with only a few millimeters left. I held my breath, not daring to breathe even a little. Inside this office, At this moment, apart from my mother's soft breathing, the only sound was my violent heartbeat.

	My mother seemed to feel my little movement, she turned her head and looked up at me.

	I reflexively thought she was going to attack, so my hands dropped again.

	This was a distraction, and coupled with my mother's superficial teasing, I actually had no sexual response. Reasonably, my cock seemed not to be completely hard due to the restraint of my pants, and the movements of my mother's hands could not stimulate the nerves on the glans at all.

	
She seemed to have the same feeling. She looked at my crotch silently with a hint of surprise on her face.

	Then he turned his face away again, as if he didn't want to think about it any more and was too lazy to explore.

	But her reaction made me want to argue. Was she surprised that I wasn't hard enough? I felt that she was, although she didn't say it explicitly, and it hurt me deeply.

	My mind was no longer focused on anything else. I wanted to untie the restraints and expose my penis. So I quietly untied the elastic band of my pants. My mother, who was not looking at me directly, would not notice my little action.

	I quickly pulled down my pants and underwear, and they fell to the ground at the base of my thighs, even though my legs and feet were still attached. Because the mother's hand was originally pressing on my cock, she now passively released her hand to relieve the force a little. When her son's lower body was naked, the hand was finally able to reattach itself without any obstruction.

	Then her body staggered slightly, her head tilted with her upper body, and her face turned involuntarily.

	The chicken felt the warmth of its mother's palm. It was not tender skin and flesh, but more of a mother's characteristics. It was the proof of her hard work for the family and the proof of raising her children.

	On the contrary, the sexual organ of her son, who was held down by her, was thick , long and hard at the moment, and the whole thing was almost reaching her lower abdomen, but except for the purple and red glans, it was not much different from the skin color of other parts, so it looked immature, and gave people the feeling that he had not had much experience in lovemaking.

	Only relatively thick pubic hair means that the boy is close to sexual maturity and has the ability to have sex.

	The mother seemed to be in a state of shock and had a short pause. His pupils were dilated, his body was motionless, and his eyelids and slightly open lips, which were gasping for breath, were trembling helplessly.

	The distance was much closer , and my lower body could even feel the hot air coming out of her nose and mouth. With this feeling, I stared at my mother's lips, and a bolder idea was emerging. As the thought emerged, my heart began to beat violently.

	The mother's full curves appear soft and gentle, like velvet stained with dew. Her light lipstick isn't a vibrant color, but rather a delicate smudge, with just the right sheen, like a perfectly ripe cherry. The elegant curves of her lips carry the fullness and storytelling of a mature woman.

	the lips are slightly opened and a breath is gently exhaled, the translucent water light is connected, and the red fades slightly, making the exposed lips underneath look more vivid, and the sweetness is about to overflow, reminding people of the flower buds on the branches in spring, which are about to bloom but have not yet opened, attracting people's attention.

	I will also remember that in addition to constantly nagging me, admonishing me, scolding and educating me, these lips also uttered charming sounds that excited my mind and made my consciousness numb and subdued. The motherhood and womanhood were both reflected in them.

	I kept swallowing until my mouth was dry. These lips made me want to take more, but the moist reflection on the inside of the lower lip always made me want to use something to pierce and stir it all up, which showed that I had violent emotions, but it was also a man's nature. Seeing this, I always felt that it should contain something, and then reveal the irresistible temptation of wanting to say something but not being able to.

	The cock was already swollen and hard, but he still wanted to make it worse, so he led me to do Kegel exercises. The scrotum shrank, and the rod seemed to want to break free from the restraint of the mother's hand.

	Just when I was thinking of following my instinct and doing something, Mother " realized it late " With a cry of " Ah " , he let go of his hand in panic, turned his face away in shame and anger , frowned, closed his eyes and bit his lip, or his teeth loosened, She snorted , " Li Yuqing, you're so brave! Who told you to take off your pants? " Her fearlessness in facing the truth shattered the elegance and coolness of her cheongsam and makeup, leaving her looking helpless and fragile.

	Especially since her son's sexual organ was already pointing straight at her and would tilt upward uncontrollably.

	I took this as a tacit agreement and said innocently, " Ah ... weren't you supposed to take off your pants anyway ..." .

	" If you don't take off your pants , how can I do it ..." .

	The mother said in a trembling voice, " Last time ... Last time ... " As she spoke, her head twisted even more, as if she was trying hard to escape and get away from the scene in front of her, and her face was already red as if it was about to bleed.

	I suppressed the urge to chuckle. He continued, " Isn't it different this time ... I feel like it will take a long time to finish like this ... If I still have my pants on, I'm afraid it will take all night . "

	The mother's ears turned red as she muttered, " How ... how is it possible ..." .

	I continued to " persuade " her, " Okay, okay ... I say this will be faster and save everyone time and energy ... Come on . " As I said this, I actually pulled up one of her hands, but before it reached my cock, she shook it off, " What are you doing ... No way. " .

	Then the mother's eyes wandered and she prevaricated, " No ... I can't ... I 'm not used to it ... I can't accept it ." .

	I lowered my hands and said in a gentle voice, " Oh, Mom... Now let's avoid this. Is it still necessary? " .

	" Besides, I'm your child. You don't need to be embarrassed at all ." .

	When I finished saying this, my mother pursed her lips and then opened them again, her eyelids closing even more painfully. Her five fingers turned into fists, clenching them very forcefully to resist the turmoil in her heart.

	After taking a deep breath, she sounded timid when she said it, " Then... then you have to promise to finish quickly... I won't care if it takes too long. " She looked so ashamed and angry that she wanted to bury herself.

	Like a little woman flirting with her lover, she bargains with her mouth, but actually she doesn't have much aversion in her heart. As long as you add some fuel to the fire, she can compromise on everything.

	My mother suddenly straightened up, turned her head and looked up, her eyes wide open, and glanced at me. She pretended to be resolute and said , " This is just the first time, and it won't happen again. " Then she turned back and continued to look ashamed and embarrassed; she was afraid that if she paused for another second, she would see her son's disgusting lower body; as if the upright and intimidating statement would only be repeated for a limited time.

	Seeing this strange transformation of my mother made me very happy, and I felt that her little womanly demeanor was about to overflow.

	She slowly raised her hand and groped over; she had turned her face away, but her eyes were still tightly closed.

	She gnashed her teeth and said, " Why did I create you like this, to bring harm to me ... " In the moment she spoke, her fingers had already touched the base of my cock.

	Then she moved forward, reaching the middle , pinching it with two fingers, and stroking it tentatively. This made it look like she was measuring the size of her son's cock, and the thought of this made my cock jump slightly in triumph.

	Although the psychological stimulation was great, my physical pleasure was not enhanced. My mother 's action was just pulling my foreskin. How pleasurable could it be ?

	But I still deliberately let out a strange cry.

	This made the mother feel ashamed. She immediately got angry and said, " Why are you yelling ... Are you sick? " She pinched the baby's body with her hands more roughly. It seems like revenge.

	The blushing face, the twisted brows, the regular breathing, and the unfamiliar movements of the hands, at first glance, I thought my mother was a virgin.

	Of course I don't really think so, but there are some sour concepts and facts that I don't want to delve into for the time being. For example, hasn't my mother done this kind of thing before? Could it be so lame?

	I have to activate her. Since she didn't want to see anything, I had to say something for her to hear.

	Following up on what she had just said, I said, " Mom ... what you are holding in your hand ... is the same as how you looked when you were born . "

	" Can you please stop talking nonsense ?" the mother replied awkwardly.

	I deliberately remained silent and let my mother do it. In the eerie silence, it seemed a bit mechanical; of course, I was still staring at her plump lips and was distracted.

	I said weakly, " Mom ... just use two fingers like this ... I don't feel anything . "

	The mother was stunned for a moment. Then he spat, " You can still be so hard even though you don't feel anything ..." Then he realized that his language was inappropriate, and his fingers moved even more uncontrollably, revealing his inner shame and confusion.

	I said with a little pride, " That's because my mom is so beautiful ... "

	She retorted , " That's because you're mentally unhealthy ... your thinking is abnormal ..." .

	I sighed from the bottom of my heart, " Mom ... you look really good like this, your colleague Sister Golden Hair is right . "

	My mother's hands paused for a moment, and there was no change in her expression or words. But the more this happened, the more I felt that she was suppressing complex thoughts.

	After a while, Then she scolded me, " Don't shout like that in front of people ... it's impolite ," and didn't respond to my compliments.

	But I still saw the slight curve of her mouth, and her expression changed from annoyance to laughter, and finally turned into satisfaction.

	During this wave of " absence " , my mother 's other fingers began to move up, and finally she held my cock and stroked it.

	Do it quickly for a few times, then slowly for a few times, then it will stop relatively quickly, and then speed up again.

	It was as if she felt that the male organ in her hand was not as hard as she expected, so she changed to a more contact surface action; it was also as if she subconsciously wanted to feel how thick, hard and long it was.

	The glans was finally stimulated, and being held all over made my physical sensations much more sensitive. My cock felt like a red-hot iron rod as my mother stroked it completely.

	what the real professional technique is. Although there is this scene in the Japanese movies I watched, But just like the real experience of sex, it is still strange and vague. The content of the film has never left a deep impression on my real cognition. But it may also be that I focus on the overall picture when watching the film.

	In short, now, looking at my mother's messy expression that is forced to be natural, and her plump figure set off by the royal blue cheongsam, it is obvious that she is a mature woman with five fingers wrapped around a tender and hard boy's penis, with movements that are neither fast nor slow, and with a moderate degree of tension and relaxation. I think this technique is skillful, professional, experienced, and knows how to please men.

	Even if this man is her son, this scene is still very erotic and obscene.

	My mother naturally felt the changes in my cock. She paused and opened her eyes. The less emotion she expressed, the more I felt that she realized that her current actions were effective.

	So, after stroking it evenly for a few times, she would deliberately pull my foreskin to cover most of the glans, and then pull it down again to expose the entire purple-red glans. In this way, I would feel a normal numbness followed by the glans turning out, which was a great stimulation.

	I didn't want to scream , I could control it , only my heavy breathing evolved into a " huh ~ huh " sound, and my lower abdomen and lower body seemed to be trembling on the edge of collapse due to the disordered breathing and physical pleasure .

	I put one hand on the table.

	My mother turned her head and looked up at me with a strange look in her eyes.

	Then he turned back as if nothing had happened.

	However, the movements of his hands became more vigorous. After stroking slowly for a few times until the glans was turned out for the last time, he began a round of rapid stroking; it was like when you give a woman a few rounds of nine shallow and one deep strokes during sex, and then switch to the pounding mode like a small motor.

	My numbness slowly climbed to a certain level, and I stood guard in the middle of my mother's rapid stroking. Can't come down, And continues, The numbing sensation radiates to the nerve endings and deep into the reproductive system.

	Although I knew deep down that my mother was adept at this, and that this was the image of a delicate mother that I had in mind, paradoxically, I was still surprised. It felt like my mother's stroking had hit the spot perfectly, and the level of precision was astonishing. Did she really know how to control a man's feelings to this extent?

	I couldn't help but gasp, " Mom ... you ... you're so good at it ..." .

	She continued to move her hands as she said haughtily, " Shut up ~" Then she pursed her lips and her breathing became heavier .

	Gradually, the cock secreted more and more prostatic fluid, and the mother's hands were already stained with a lot of it. While stroking it, a slight squeaking sound was heard from time to time.

	However, the mother didn't care at all. Perhaps she just wanted to concentrate on completing this " task " .

	But I couldn't stand it, mainly because the psychological stimulation brought by this scene was too great. My mother, who was dressed so elegantly and charmingly at the moment, used such professional methods of dealing with men to serve her son.

	Men have two completely opposite instincts in this regard: one is to follow the pleasure and pursue it to the climax; the other is to not want it to end so quickly, and subconsciously avoid it, trying to delay the pleasure. This has just begun, it's a rare start, how can it end like this?

	So my lower body, trembling, wanted to curl up backwards. get away.

	Because my mother still had a good grasp of the " chicken " , she ignored my dodging actions;

	It seemed like I had nowhere to escape.

	I had no choice but to press down my mother 's hand and pretend to be in pain, saying, " Slow ... it hurts ..." .

	She turned to look at me suspiciously, frowning. Revealing the truth, he said, " You can't bear it ... Is it almost time ..." .

	Regardless of whether it was true or not, I couldn't admit it. I quickly said, " No ... I just really feel uncomfortable ." .

	Hearing this, the mother was half-believing and half-doubting, but she still slowed down her movements and became much gentler.

	After a while, She seemed to be discouraged and asked impatiently , " How long will it take ..." .

	I kept staring at my mother's profile, feeling like something was missing, so I whispered, " It feels like ... it's going to take quite a while ... or ..." .

	" How about you turn around, Mom ? ... Looking at you ... maybe it will be faster ..." .

	But the mother seemed not to hear and continued to be trapped in her own world and her own rhythm.

	I didn't hold out much hope , Thinking, Last a little longer. There will be other ways out.

	Unexpectedly, before I could react at all, my mother suddenly turned around naturally. She was sitting facing me and I was standing, with my dick just at the height of her face.

	The son's erect penis was right in front of her. She was stunned for a moment, then her face flushed red. His eyes drifted and he swallowed nervously .

	Sure enough, when I saw my mother 's face, the cock in her hand seemed to grow a little bigger, and the prostate fluid overflowed like a dam that had been opened.

	I really enjoyed the feeling of " defiled " my mother 's hands with something so private .

	The shaft of my rod felt the warmth of my mother's palm, mixed with the force of her fingertips occasionally touching the glans, and my scalp went numb.

	Maybe it was because it was a summer night, or maybe it was because the " physical labor " lasted too long, or maybe it was because she had to resist the complex and restless mood in her heart, but tiny beads of sweat oozed out of the T- zone of my mother's face and the tip of her nose . One drop of sweat slid down her forehead to the tip of her nose, and then dripped onto her slightly open lips, making her lightly made-up face so bright that it made my heart tremble.

	From my perspective, she lowered her head , her eyelashes drooping nervously, her lips slightly pursed. Her movements were earnest yet deliberately casual. Her breasts were strikingly defined, and her thighs, exposed through the slit, were slender, toned, and full of power yet femininity. 11.2% I deeply realized that she was not just my mother, but a woman — a delicate, mature, and charming woman.

	Her lips were slightly pursed, and her hands were used to masturbate her son. At this moment, her expression was no longer aggressive, but exuded a calm temptation, which made people want to get closer and feel her quiet and charming charm.

	I no longer wanted to curl up my lower body , but instead quietly pushed forward, closing the distance between me and my mother's face and her lips.

	After touching and looking at her son's sexual organs for a long time, the mother 's mental state seemed confused. Her hand was stroking the man's sexual organs for a long time. I think she inevitably entered into a familiar rhythm, and the fact that the man in front of her was her son became less and less binding.

	I guessed this because her stroking movements seemed more " easy " than before , and my reaction even made her want to press on.

	My little action had bad intentions, that is, my dick was close to her face, but she didn't try to stop me.

	She stared at my purple-red glans. Mumbling, " Are you done yet ... Mom's hands are sore ..." .

	But the more she said this, the more excited I became. The heat surged up from my lower abdomen, and I was so hard that I could hardly stand.

	I endured the intense pleasure and stammered, "... still ... still almost feeling it ..." .

	After hearing what I said, it seemed as if her chaotic state was shattered. She stopped moving her hands and just held them quietly. I felt a competitive and stubborn aura rising from her. She looked up, He squinted at me and said: " No feeling ? Why is it so hard ? "

	The mother raised her eyes and continued slowly, " Don't hold on ... it's getting late ... " The movement of his hands continued, as if he was deliberately teasing me, and he spent more time taking care of my glans.

	I took a deep breath, then clenched my teeth and said nothing.

	We fell into a silent contest. She was concentrating on stroking my cock. Her initial shyness was gone and she just wanted it to be over as soon as possible; I was resisting the rising numbness.

	I started cheating by memorizing the chemical table, 300 Tang poems, and mechanics formulas in my mind.

	Fortunately, my mother gave up first because her hands were raised and easily became sore and tired.

	But I looked at her expression, and I didn't see any sign of dissatisfaction or boredom with me. On the contrary, her eyes seemed to be shining like stars, and her face seemed to be red from the heat. She looked up at me resentfully, and after a long while, she stammered, " Hmph ... I don't know what's wrong with you today ... It takes so long ... Why don't we just let it go ..."  .

	From her expression and her words, I could sense a sense of relief, surprise, and finally joy.

	According to the normal process, I should have touched her sensitive parts, but it was not convenient for me to do so because I was standing and she was sitting. Otherwise, I might have come because of the added stimulation. Just like last time.

	I stared at my mother's lips, my cock catching the scent of her breath, from her nose and mouth, and her open mouth when she spoke, giving me an inexplicable sense of fit; that idea popped into my mind, becoming more and more intense, and before I knew it, my body moved forward a little uncontrollably.

	Because the distance between the two was so close, I felt that it would only take a moment to succeed. At this moment, my body was shaking more strongly than when my mother was stroking my cock with her hands. My cock was thrusting in the air like a maniac.

	I swallowed and said in a dry voice, " Mom , how about ... try another way ..." .

	A sudden coldness flashed in her eyes . " Li Yuqing, don't pay attention to that ... This office ... I can't possibly agree to your request ..." As she spoke , she made a gesture of closing her legs and sitting straighter. This gesture told me that she thought I wanted a final union.

	So straight, The height of her mouth was actually more parallel to her son's penis, and the breath from her mouth made me feel it clearly in my lower body.

	" No ... I want to try something I've never tried before ... that is ..." , I spoke.

	She lowered her head and looked straight ahead, and saw that her son's penis was too close to her face. Her eyes widened a little, and then she looked up at me, the look in her eyes that was pulling her own penis to anchor her mouth. She finally discovered where my hot excitement at the moment came from.

	My mother was in shock and shame, a little flustered, and seemed still in disbelief. She trembled and said, " You ... don't even think about it ..." As she spoke, she tilted her head back a little, putting some distance between her and my cock.

	I could only beg, " Mom ... I'm your son ... Can you bear to see me suffer like this ?" .

	She said angrily, " You asked for it ... I was exhausted after using my hands for a long time ..." .

	" Then why don't you let me ... well ..." , I said aggrievedly.

	The tip of one of my mother's fingers, which was gripping the handle of the chair, turned white. Her eyes wandered over me, and it seemed that my idea had given her a great shock. She had forgotten her anger, and her voice was as soft as a spider silk in the wind: " You ... you have no respect for me at all ... you actually ... you actually dared to let me give you something with my mouth ..." But the last syllable dissipated in the shadow of my cock suddenly approaching.

	After she finished speaking, she did not close her mouth. She habitually breathed through her mouth and nose with complicated thoughts, and her slightly moist and silky lips seemed to be constantly teasing my mind, which made me, who was horny, see an opportunity and my cock almost wanted to rush out of my body.

	It was like finding a woman's vagina you'd longed for, and your cock just outside the doorway; who could resist the instinct to thrust forward? My mind was in a tangle, but I couldn't take my eyes off my mother's lips.

	I couldn't feel any control over my body, I felt dizzy, thrusting my cock forward ...

	My hard cock suddenly pushed into her mouth. At that moment, Time seemed to stand still. I stared wide-eyed and looked down at my mother. She also looked up at me, her eyes full of surprise and shame. Her lips were incredibly soft, wrapped around me with moist heat. The tip of her tongue accidentally touched the front, and I shuddered all over. I almost couldn't stand .

	" Hmm ~" she mumbled, staring at me with disbelief in her eyes. The hard, long, tender cock now passed through her rosy, moist lips, the contrasting colors stimulating the eye, and my mother's small mouth was stretched into an O shape.

	Her lips wrapped around me, the heat of her mouth melting me. The feeling was so strange, so exciting, I had never imagined it would be like this. Her tongue accidentally brushed against mine, and I shuddered even more. All I could think about was her face — that bright, beautiful face, her hair wet with sweat plastered to her forehead, her eyes wide as an angry kitten.

	This sudden, newfound ecstasy didn't make me ejaculate immediately, but the psychological stimulation seemed to have consumed all the oxygen in my body. It was a vivid scene of ugliness piercing beauty, the boy's vulgar penis oppressing the mature mother's bright, mature, rosy face and lips. My cock couldn't help but want to jump in my mother's mouth, but I didn't dare to breathe, for fear of shattering the scene.

	The mother recovered from her anger and bit it hard. I hissed in pain and pulled it out reflexively. Of course, my mother also pushed my thighs with both hands.

	" You bastard! How dare you! " She stood up suddenly, her face as red as a ripe apple, pointing at me and cursing: " Are you crazy ... You hooligan, disgusting! How dare you stuff your stinky thing into my mouth . "

	After she finished speaking, she seemed to remember something and said " Pah, pah , pah ~" in disgust . Spitting something.

	Then he looked at me angrily again.

	I took a few steps back in shock, weakly defending myself, " I ... I didn't mean it, Mom ... I just got carried away ..." .

	She looked at me coldly, " Li Yuqing ... you are so disrespectful ... do you know how humiliating this behavior is ... I am your mother ... " The mother clenched her fists and growled.

	She was clearly a woman, but a little plump and graceful, and she was clearly a few inches shorter than me, but I felt like my mother was looking down at me at that moment.

	However , the makeup that had not yet melted concealed the changing skin color on her face due to anger. Her eyes were still as black and shiny as lacquer, making people feel cold, like a rose with thorns.

	she stared at me , she unconsciously lowered her eyes. Of course, she saw my naked lower body and my cock which was no longer as hard as it should be after losing stimulation. She frowned and closed her eyes. He turned his face away and said angrily, " Hurry up and put your pants on and put away your stinky stuff ." .

	I pinched my thigh and whispered, " What's the matter ... Aren't these all born by you ..." .

	But I always felt weird if I stood and talked with my lower body naked, after all, the mother in front of me was in a serious state of acting like a mother.

	So I can't talk about irrelevant nonsense anymore, I have to hit the target directly.

	I curled my lips and continued, " I've already gone in there , so what's the big deal about going in my mouth ?"  .

	The mother turned her face, a gloomy fire suddenly rising in her confused eyes, and her voice seemed to be squeezed out from between her teeth, " How can it be the same ... The mouth is for eating and drinking ... Not for sucking you men ... "

	ending tone failed to maintain volume, and it seemed that there were final words left to be said, but the mother realized that her words were almost out of control, and she made a few more " Pooh, Pooh, Pooh " sounds.

	It was as if he was stopping himself from speaking , and also as if he wanted to distance himself from the shameful accident that had just happened.

	She glanced at him sideways, " Li Yuqing, let me tell you ... this is my bottom line ... you've really pissed me off tonight ." .

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 76 

	A flustered outburst brought the mother, who had held the cheongsam so elegantly, back to the ordinary world. A phenomenon has already taken shape. My mother no longer separates the fact that my penis is entering her vagina from her. She hasn't completely suppressed this behavior.

	I continued to add fuel to the fire , " You did the same to Dad ... but I'm your son ..." .

	I say this with a bittersweet and morbid excitement, like killing a thousand enemies. It's a self- destructive act; however, uncovering the hidden and seductive side of a mother always makes one's hormones surge.

	Another kind of heat was born from the lower abdomen, and the penis regained its peak hardness.

	The mother subconsciously retorted, " Your father is my husband after all ... It's only natural for us as a couple to do this ..." .

	Afterwards, she became even more angry and embarrassed because her private deeds were exposed by her son, and she gritted her teeth and said, " You bastard, when did you peek ... "

	I spread my hands . With a triumphant look , he said, " That's true ..." .

	She once again revealed her sexual affairs, and many of her shameful aspects were really seen by her son, but the mother rarely fell into a huge embarrassing situation.

	I don't know what she remembered, but her bright eyes lost their focus and were filled with shadows. Then she sneered, " Even if it's your father ... there will never be another one ..." .

	he suddenly remembered me, he poked my forehead and scolded me, " My son is even more ... incompetent ... " .

	She let out a long breath, her chest rising to its highest point before slowly sinking from my sight. " Li Yuqing ... I 've already given you enough ... I have no dignity left ... Please don't have any other bad ideas ..." .

	" I just thought it was an accident, please put away your thoughts ." .

	" Why … why …" I asked helplessly and bewilderedly. I was truly confused. What was the theoretical basis for resisting this behavior?

	The mother tied up her hair and said with a half-angry, half-smiling look, " Why ? You ruined my lower body and now you want to ruin my upper body ? Do you still see me as your mother ?" .

	I lowered my head and said timidly, " How can this be considered a waste ? I've seen this kind of behavior in Japanese movies ." .

	The mother's eyes arched sharply as she retorted, " Do n't compare it with those dirty movies ..." .

	After saying that, she was still angry and raised her hand to twist my ear, " I haven't settled the score with you for watching this kind of movie at such a young age ~"

	I don't care that my mother twists my ears. The flesh is thick, so it's not very painful; at this time, my brain got hot, Blurt out, " Watch the morning meeting early, Sooner or later, Sooner or later it will happen .

	Mother slowly lowered her hand, and seemed to glance at the area between us subtly, then she half-closed her eyes, with a faint fire in her eyes, and asked, " What will happen ? Will they come to deal with your mother ? "

	I seemed to have suddenly come to my senses and took credit for it, saying, " It's not just about dealing with it. It’s to serve . ”

	My mother immediately spat at me, " Bah ! Do I need you to serve me ?"

	After saying this, he rolled his eyes, then pouted one corner of his mouth, and seemed to look me up and down. Then he sneered, " Little brat, you are nothing ." .

	Although I felt indignant at seeing my mother's eyes and hearing her words, and my whole body was protesting, I didn't seek to resist at this moment. " How can I not serve you ... Can Dad treat you like I do ..." .

	The mother's voice became a little higher and sharper, " Li Yuqing, do you still have any shame ? You are a disaster to people ... "

	I whispered, " You seemed to be enjoying it before ... "

	Finally, panic flashed across my mother's face, as if she was afraid to touch or recall certain facts and feelings. Then she forced a stern face, crossed her arms over her chest, as if she were wrapping her two forearms around her proud breasts, and taunted her, " If you really know how to serve others ... then go back and help me plow those acres of land ..." .

	I dared not look directly into my mother's eyes. I looked away . Only in this way could I respond to her without any psychological burden, " I'm still cultivating it ... That's the land that gave me life and raised me ..."  .

	The mother was stunned for a moment. Her eyes flickered and then dropped, a raw blush that even makeup couldn't hide emerging on her face, spreading further as her facial muscles slightly twitched. " It's true that a dog can't spit out ivory ..." .

	When I heard my mother say it, I remembered the current topic.

	I gestured with my eyes to my naked lower body, which was now erect, and then I kept swallowing non-existent saliva. I looked at my mother 's lips in fascination, and said tremblingly, " So ... Mom, can you just use ..." .

	I don't need to say it directly, where the eyes are focused speaks volumes.

	My mother became alert instantly, but she didn't dare to take any direct defensive or evasive action. Maybe she felt that she couldn't be afraid of me. She just rolled her throat and swallowed her saliva. Suddenly, she said softly, " Why ... are you still keeping an eye on me ? Don't you want to give up ?" Her eyes were soft but sly.

	But in an instant , she became fierce, " You think I'm just talking ? No way ! "

	My voice almost sounded like I was crying . I wanted to cry out loud because of the " tragic fate " of my penis . It was wronged. It couldn't even try such a normal sexual behavior, and the person who rejected it was my own mother. " Why ~" I asked with a slight sense of frustration.

	Even though I know there will be no tenable argument.

	She responded immediately , as if she didn't think much about it. He said noncommittally, " Why ... how many people can accept putting this dirty thing in their mouths ?" .

	I pretended to be indignant, " Humph ... not fair ..." .

	The mother's eyelids twitched and she said, " What do you mean by unfair ..." .

	I stared at her lower body, that most private part. As my mother glared at me for being so bold and offensive, I murmured, " I only kissed Mom down there ... Have you forgotten ?"

	The mother's face was filled with shame, her eyes wandering, not daring to look at me. Her lips trembled slightly, and she stammered, " I ... forgot ... it didn't happen ."  .

	it looked funny again , He confessed without being asked, pretending to be disgusted and indifferent , " You asked for it ... It's so disgusting ..." .

	I chuckled, " Really ... but you didn't push her much ... this is a good behavior, right ? " .

	The mother's face flushed, and she said guiltily, " What a beautiful place ... Such a dirty place ... No normal person would like it ... "

	" You ... you are just confused. You did something disgusting like that because your mind is muddled ..." .

	" Mom ... Mom can understand too ." .

	I interrupted my mother directly , " No ... I really like it , I don't dislike it at all ... I just think it's clean and sacred, so I want to kiss it ..." .

	" To the one you love most, Everything about her is so beautiful, and it makes people want to kiss her all over. " .

	Finally, I looked at my mother 's face, Continuing, " Plus ... Mom seems to be feeling comfortable too ..." .

	The mother 's eyes wandered for a moment, as if she had thought of something, but it probably didn't comfort her, because her eyes were dim at that moment.

	She looked back at me, her expression clear again, a fleeting glint of joy in her eyes. Then she softly replied, " Stop talking nonsense ... If you like it , that's your business ..." .

	" I can't do it anyway ~" .

	I continued to express my loyalty, " Oh, Mom, I like it even more when you feel good ... I'm willing to kiss you every time . " My cock was already ready to go, wanting to explore something to respond to my physical and mental excitement.

	The mother's ears turned red as she murmured, her breathing heavy and disordered, " It's not comfortable , I don’t have such a perverted hobby … unlike you .” .

	" That's because I really like it, Mom. I really want to be close to everything about you ..." I said this sincerely, and my cock was also sincere, maintaining its best hardness without any physical contact, as if to help me prove my feelings for my mother. Um, The same desire .

	" Come on ... stop talking so nicely ... you're just trying to satisfy your own perverted mind ..." , my mother said with a hint of anger. She seemed expressionless, but because of the sickly tone of her voice, I felt that she somewhat enjoyed it.

	Perhaps she herself was unaware , but before she knew it, her eyes were blinking like wings, smiling, their eyes narrowed into two crescents, but she turned her face away awkwardly, perhaps embarrassed that her smiling face was about to be completely noticed by her son. She whispered, " How could a man like to be kissed there ... Don't you all dislike it ..." .

	After she finished speaking, the mother's face instantly flushed, and the words she spoke sounded like a weak explanation that would shatter in the wind, but her soft and seductive voice had already penetrated into the boy's mind.

	My mother's words gave me some insight; perhaps her cognition was biased, even though she had been through a lot. But if you only experience one person in your life, well, let’s just say two people, it doesn’t matter whether they are right or wrong.

	Looking at my mother's expression which gradually became charming and resentful, I felt her complex but not pungent fragrance with a hot breath wrapping around my whole body. The smell came from the gel water on her head, the fragrance of cosmetics, the fragrance of laundry detergent hidden for a long time under the soft and mature fabric of the cheongsam, and a slight smell of sweat, but these smells were just the soft and mature scent of a woman that set off her plump figure.

	the embodiment of the natural female temptation to males, which will ripple but not dissipate on my mother's body, just like this soft body, plump but not loose.

	At this moment, I felt like I was being showered with hot water in winter . In an instant, my whole body became hot, and my cock was so hard that it caused me to lift my anus.

	My voice was anxious and empty, because it was full of reminders and requests. " Mom , can you kiss me too ... " I swallowed, The Adam's apple slid down, He rubbed his cock with the back of his hand and said tremblingly, " Kiss it ... once. "  .

	My mother turned around and stared at me, not knowing what she was thinking. There was no reaction on her face, only her peach-shaped eyes were shining.

	After only a few seconds, she sat down very simply, her legs intertwined , and her slits parted. The hem slipped to one side, and you could even see a flat-angled black shadow deeper inside, which should be shorts or safety pants; the right leg was fully exposed, with slender and rounded lines, which was the best. Even if it was not the delicate skin that was maintained beyond belief, it would still look smooth and white under the light.

	She crossed her arms in front of her chest and looked up at me. My impression was as reversed as ever, as if she was looking down at me. The anger on her face was hidden, and the curve of her lips was struggling between a scolding and consolation. She just wanted to interrupt my thoughts with angrily scolding, but she didn't know what was bothering her.

	But those rosy, plump lips were just not far in front of my swollen glans, and I felt that there was a chance.

	I couldn't even resist the urge to repeat the same trick, my waist and hips were ready to move, ready to exert force forward.

	When her upper teeth scraped her lower lip, as if it had flicked, I completely believed that it was just as I thought.

	But when I was about to take the initiative , My mother put down her hand and held my cock.

	I was stunned for a moment , and before I could say anything, I was shocked by the numbness caused by my mother's stroking.

	My mother rolled her eyes at me because she knew what I was thinking but she couldn't do what I wanted. He mocked, " You're already so happy just using your hands ... and you're still dreaming of something unrealistic ..." .

	Sure enough, her hand movements became more skillful and vigorous, and her son's purple-red glans appeared and disappeared in her tight grip, bringing unparalleled pleasure to the owner of the male organ.

	I felt so good that my scalp was tingling and my head was dizzy, I couldn't show it too obviously. I seemed to be forcing myself to stay awake, " I've just proven ... using my hands might not be enough . "

	She looked at me angrily, but her eyes were like water, spreading faint ripples, and the corners of her mouth raised a subtle and complex smile, and she said calmly , " Oh "  .

	Then she suddenly increased the speed, and the stroking became particularly smooth due to the infiltration of prostate fluid . Her hand did not reach the root, but mainly worked on the glans and the area below.

	She pursed her lips tightly, hiding her panting, concentrating completely, not looking at my face or the thing in her hand.

	I felt like I was being pinched . The tingling sensation was like running wildly all the way, and then he tried to avoid it.

	Following her son's reaction , the mother slowed down her stimulation of me, as if to let me breathe a sigh of relief. The curve of her mouth only showed a little pride. Why did this woman look so proud? She raised her chin and said in a long tone, " Look ... can I reach it with my hands ..." .

	Then he shook his head and changed the subject, " Tsk tsk tsk tsk ... look at your character "  .

	I should have been intoxicated by the pleasure, not caring about my image, and then asked that complicated question again, " Mom ... how are you so skilled at this ..." I asked even though I knew the answer .

	Sure enough, the atmosphere became tense, and my mother's eyes swept across me like a knife, " Why are you talking so much nonsense ... Stop interfering in the affairs of adults ."  .

	Then she turned her attention back to my cock, and now she seemed to be looking straight at it, while concentrating on stroking it. While saying calmly, " Li Yuqing ... I know what you are trying to find out ... If I hadn't been through this, how could I have given birth to you ?" .

	" This is not something you, as a son, should be concerned about ..." .

	After hearing what my mother said, I realized that I had indeed gotten what I wanted and ended up feeling sour.

	This is indeed a contradiction. If she had no experience in this, her charm and seduction in my eyes would not be so three-dimensional and multifaceted.

	a woman with a plump figure and charming temperament to be unfamiliar with sex.

	Unfortunately, the person who made her learn all this was not me; I seemed to be back to the strong feeling when I first heard my parents’ intimate conversation, and I wished my soul could be transferred to my father’s body; that’s right, I didn’t want to kick my father away and replace him, because at that time I never dared to imagine that such a day would come.

	I replied awkwardly, " Then use your mouth. Mom should also ..." .

	When my mother pinched my penis, My high pleasure was immediately dampened, and the words came out like a nasal hum, " No ... No one else can do that ..." .

	She stopped what she was doing and let go. Look up at me, After staring for a long while, Fang Youyou muttered, " Li Yuqing ... Actually, any method I use is the same to you ... Because of my identity and our relationship ..." .

	Then, her eyes glued to it and suddenly tore it apart. He said directly , " To put it bluntly ... you're mentally twisted ... you just want to see your mother do these shameless things ..." .

	I was shocked. She was right. They are not completely right. Although they are both shameless, men know how shameless they have to be to make women feel.

	Now I have nothing to hide, Ling Ran said, " There is indeed a special kind of excitement, so I think so ... "

	My mother slapped my thigh angrily and cursed , " You're seriously ill ..." .

	With a bewitching look, I just wanted to avoid the tingling and rising of my cock, so I leaned in slightly and whispered, " Mom, don't you think ..." .

	My mother defended herself with disordered breathing, " I'm not you ... I just feel ashamed ... disgusted ..." , and her eyes wandered, not daring to look me in the eye.

	Seeing my mother 's reaction, I didn't need to dissect her and argue with her, but I was secretly happy.

	I continued to whisper seductively, " So ... using your hands can't satisfy the psychological stimulation ... "

	My mother tried her best to keep calm, but her hand seemed to slip away while stroking my cock. Maybe the secretion made it too slippery.

	The corners of her eyes were rouge-colored, and she said angrily, " What kind of psychological stimulation do you want from your mother ... the more you talk , the more excessive it is ... "

	I stopped and said, " I'm just kidding ... but I just want to experience something different ... it will feel very comfortable ..." , then I looked at my mother pitifully.

	Her eyelids were half closed, covering her eyes, but her hand was rubbing my cock again as if in revenge. The feeling was so strong and heavy that it seemed to avoid all the points that made me comfortable. I just had a strange feeling as if someone was holding my lifeblood.

	" Do n't even think about touching my mouth with this thing ... " She spoke like a little girl venting her frustrations.

	At this time, I felt that I had an opportunity, and I moved my hips forward silently until I felt the hot breath of my mother's mouth and nose. However, she soon noticed it and turned her face away quickly, filled with shame and anger. He shouted, " What are you doing! I'm warning you not to move ..." His hands didn't stop serving me.

	" Mom ... this is all the flesh that fell from your body ... " I said sadly.

	The mother snorted teasingly, " Hmph ... I 'll let you try kissing me down there ... Can you touch these parts with your mouth? ... I don't know how disgusting it is ..."  .

	In fact , I know that the psychology supporting my mother's anger is already confused, which means that if I insist on doing it, the probability of success is very high.

	But, to be honest , I have always been greedy for my mother's private parts, literally; when facing a fascinating woman, the desire for her mouth and tongue is never weaker than the desire for her crotch.

	When I heard my mother say this, the restlessness in my heart seemed to break out of my body and control my other thoughts.

	Staring at my mother's thighs, and then at the dark and mysterious depths, I was swallowing my saliva; the obscene scene was already unfolding in my mind.

	This is an impulsive thought.

	A more tactful consideration would be that if I kissed her down there, letting her feel a wave of pleasure mixed with shame, excitement and embarrassment, then see how she could still refuse my request; she would have to do something reciprocal.

	So I quickly squatted down before my mother could react at all.

	" Hey ... what are you doing ~ " While his mother was stunned, he moved forward again, essentially kneeling down at her crotch.

	I moved her right leg and lifted the hem of her cheongsam . The slit design gave me convenience and allowed me to spread her legs apart without taking off her clothes. My whole body was between her legs, or to be exact, my head was between her thighs. Half of her smooth thigh skin, which was as warm as ice, was pressed against the side of my face.

	With her arms on the edge of the chair she sat in , Therefore, the knees do not need to be subjected to the reaction force of the ground and will not feel uncomfortable .

	The mother 's eyes were wide open, and she didn't forget to move her butt backwards, but she was already leaning against the back of the chair and had nowhere to go.

	Seeing that my mother " couldn't escape " , I looked up at her and said excitedly , " Mom ... since you refused to kiss me first ... then I 'll kiss you. "  .

	She placed her hand on my forehead and said in a soothing tone, " Stop it, Li Yuqing ..." , His face showed unconcealable panic and shame.

	I said, " It's not like I haven't kissed her before ..." and then lowered my head and moved to the bottom of my mother's thigh.

	What caught my eye was a pair of black shorts . There is also the bulging mound of flesh under my mother's crotch. Even though there are two layers of cloth, I can still feel the tempting heat there, it is plump and soft, waiting for me to touch it with all my body and mind; it is also like steamed buns covered with gauze, already out of the oven, waiting for people to untie the cloth and taste it.

	" No ... get up quickly ..." said the mother uncomfortably , and at the same time subconsciously wanted to close her legs to seal the door, but my head was in between, which only made me feel closer to the mother's lower body.

	her legs closing together even pushed my head forward. It was strange at times. Even though there were two layers of fabric, I could clearly smell the fishy smell of my mother's crotch, along with a faint ammonia scent mixed with sweat and the fragrance of laundry detergent. Of course, I didn't find it offensive, especially since I remembered that my mother had showered before leaving. This place felt even more sacred to me. Taking a deep sniff, I felt even more aroused, as if my blood vessels and pores were dilated.

	With sperm gushing through my mind, I didn't think about taking off the two layers of cloth at first. I just knew that I was extremely hungry and thirsty, and I had to feel some real presence with my mouth and tongue.

	deliberately spread his mother's legs and growled with a trembling voice, " Mom ... just let me kiss you ... I really like it ..." , this is not a solicitation, but an announcement.

	" You will feel comfortable too ~" .

	I threw my whole face forward. Since there were two layers of cloth between us, there was no need for any rules. Only full sensory contact could ease the frenzy.

	The mother struggled in vain to get up, " Don't do this, Li Yuqing ... What kind of perverted hobby do you have ..." She put her hands on the chair handles, Naturally, I can't put it past my head.

	My nose touched the softness of the thighs, and the fragrance of the healthy woman's lower body was also strong. But it seemed more real, like a forbidden fruit fermenting, and my whole face felt hot.

	I arched my body a few times and then stopped in surprise, as if the moisture had already penetrated the fabric. I naturally thought that my mother had already been physically aroused, and when she was masturbating for me, I was very happy and my cock was excited.

	My mother paused her futile attempt to stand up, as if she understood my malicious guess and paused. A huge shame enveloped her.

	She trembled slightly and said shyly, " Li ... Li Yuqing ... stop doing this ..." .

	But I buried my head in my mother's crotch, and my whole senses were surrounded by the moist and hot breath of her lower body. Her voice became light and gentle in my perception, and every word was inspiring.

	I felt that the kiss was not comfortable enough, so I held my mother's plump legs, pulled her lower body back, and deliberately lifted it up, so that the bulge in her private area became more prominent. I exclaimed in my heart and moved my mouth closer, holding and gently biting a piece of soft flesh through the cloth.

	I also licked it with my tongue . The fabric had no taste, but I just wanted to use my saliva to connect with the wetness released by this fat hole.

	The mother cried out " Ah! " While pushing my head, she subconsciously clamped her legs together, as if she thought this would seal her private parts.

	" No ... Li Yuqing ... why are you kissing there ..." , the mother stopped him again and again.

	" Be obedient ... what 's the point of doing this ... Mom will help you get it out with her hands ... "

	Yes, what's the point of doing it through pants? I raised my head and lifted my body a little. It was like I was holding her legs with my neck . My mouth leaving her private area also made my mother relax her guard.

	He reached out and grabbed the edge of her shorts and panties without hesitation . He gritted his teeth and quickly pulled them down. When the two thin and soft strips of fabric slid over her buttocks, she moaned softly, as if she was being tickled.

	Dense grass came into view, and the private area was exposed in front of me. I could only see a mass of tender and soft flesh with a different skin color from the thigh root. It was wet, not just with water, but also with other things. The mons pubis was full, and the pubic hair was thick and neat, as if it had been carefully trimmed. It has a black luster.

	Looking at this hair always makes people think that this is a healthy and sexually active woman. Pubic hair itself also gives people a strong sense of feminine characteristics.

	The two labia majora are slightly opened, revealing the pink labia minora inside, like a bud about to bloom, with an irresistible attraction.

	But I didn't have time to appreciate it.

	The shorts and panties slid over her round and white thighs. The light pink panties had a little lace on the edge, and the gray crotch of the panties had a sticky and wet reflection. In the process of being taken off, it passed over my chest, but no smell was released, and then slid to her feet.

	My face felt hot as fire and my hands shook uncontrollably even more violently.

	The whole process actually took only a moment, because the pants were elastic and the mother's buttocks were not completely sitting on the chair, but were slightly raised, which was equivalent to the tip of her buttocks supporting the chair, and could not provide much resistance at all.

	" You ... what are you going to do by taking off my pants ..." , the mother said in a panic. I was a little confused because of this sudden change.

	" Mom ... I ... I just want a kiss ... " My voice was hoarse .

	" Kiss your head! stand up! " , As my mother was about to close her thighs and close the country, the plump flesh mound in front of me was about to turn into a flesh slit. I had no time to talk nonsense, so I leaned forward with my upper body and moved towards my mother's private parts. His mouth, nose and face rubbed against the slippery and soft vagina of the mature mother.

	My arms were against my mother's thighs, as if to lift her entire buttocks upwards. Her calves and feet were now hanging in the air, and she was now sitting on the back of the chair, in an M shape in front of me.

	A faint fishy, sour and astringent smell, a taste, seemed to burst out in my nose and mouth, but it dissipated in an instant. The smell is indeed intoxicating, but the sensory confusion caused by the huge stimulation makes it enjoyable even if it has no taste.

	" Ah ~ No, It's dirty there ~ " The mother just said shyly, without hearing too much anger from her. Her private parts had been kissed and even penetrated by her son's genitals. When such a thing happened again, it was reasonable for her to feel shame, anger and embarrassment at first, because the dam of taboos was already riddled with holes and anger took a back seat.

	She stretched out a hand and pushed my forehead, but the strength of any part of the man at this moment was amazing, and my mother failed.

	After failing in the first battle, the mother tried another approach.

	Immersed in the excitement, I suddenly felt something lying between my face and my mother's vagina. I saw the purple-brown, wrinkled outer layer of the vagina in front of me turned into five relatively white fingers.

	My mother actually covered her vagina with her hands ...

	But my mouth and tongue were already hungry and thirsty, so I licked it directly. My fingers were indeed not so innocent, and they tasted salty in my mouth.

	" Ah ... isn't that disgusting ... you're biting your fingers too ." The mother's defense broke down instantly, and she quickly took the hand away, her tone becoming full of disgust.

	I have to say that licking fingers is an action with subtle eroticism. If my mother hadn't let go so quickly, I would have put her fingers in my mouth and looked at her face.

	Since I let go, I will not be polite. I will directly stick out my tongue , and the entire tongue coating is almost stuck to the flesh hole. From bottom to top, he vigorously scraped the labia and mound of the mother's vagina, and used his tongue to press open the flesh slit, scraping the tender red flesh inside.

	" snort ……" , As the mother's legs trembled, She groaned.

	" Li Yuqing ~ Why are you so disgusting ... Don't you mind the dirt ~ " The mother was discouraged. Xu called out.

	In just a few strokes, the crack between my mother 's buttocks was already flooded with water, and my tongue felt that her vagina was hot and wet.

	I gnawed like a hungry man, He mobilized all the organs of his face to closely contact the complex fleshy mound under his mother's crotch, so he mumbled, " It's not dirty at all ... I like it ..." .

	The mother hummed softly , Then he said coyly, " Ah ... I ... I don't like ... I ca n't ... accept it ..." But this coyness was inevitably entangled with physiological reactions.

	But I think of the sex scene I once saw between my parents. She was eager to enjoy it, but her father did not seem keen on the pleasure of oral sex. He did not like or accept it, but his son did it to himself. It makes sense too.

	I raised my head and looked at my mother. I guess my mouth and nose were all wet at this moment. My mother saw everything. These were all wet with her estrus liquid. The liquid oozing from her private parts represented a woman's pleasure. These liquids were stained on her son's face. In mouth.

	My mother looked at me, a look of shock flashed across her face, and then she didn't dare to look at my face as usual. His eyebrows were trembling in pain, as if he was tortured by the shameful fact in his eyes, but he didn't know what to say.

	I said with a wicked smile, " You'll like it soon ... I don't believe you won't feel comfortable . "

	" How is it possible ... just using your mouth ..." , the mother retorted. But she realized that she was habitually saying the wrong thing, so she quickly pursed her lips and turned her face away, her cheeks as red as if blood was dripping.

	I tried to persuade her , " Mom ... just let me kiss you ... no need to do anything else ... I'll be satisfied soon ..." Of course, I was just trying to fool her, how could I not do anything else?

	The hard cock is still waiting.

	Mother bent her index finger and placed it on her lips, her eyelashes trembling slightly, but she lowered her eyes to avoid my gaze, and said shyly, " You are the pervert ... What's good to kiss ... You never do anything serious ... "

	This sounds like whispering by the window, seemingly revealing some of the inner thoughts.

	It's intriguing , but I'm not in a hurry to savor it.

	Because my chest was resting on the edge of the chair and my center of gravity was almost entirely underneath, it was very difficult for me to look up at my mother. My neck became sore and I lowered my head again.

	A lush meadow reappeared before my eyes, and the grass was covered with crystal spring dew. Because I licked and kissed it all over, it must have brought more than just my saliva.

	Under the fragrant grass, two plump, blood-filled clam shells were tightly closed together, with crystal clear liquid flowing out of the gap between the shells. The clam shells were tender, plump and fleshy, and the sight of them made people want to rush up and take a big bite.

	" You ... don't stare at me like that ..." said the mother in a trembling voice, nervous. The labia closed instantly without a gap, and the labia minora pressed together, but the abundant spring water in the delicate red flesh hole was squeezed out just like that. The obscene liquid was sticky like glue, stubbornly hanging on the labia, tempting those who wanted to taste her. .

	It seemed as if my mother's vagina came alive under my gaze and became spontaneously tense.

	My Adam's apple rolled as I spoke, " So ... so much water ..." .

	" Hmm " , My mother's lower abdomen twitched and she suddenly let out a charming sound; I just exclaimed from the bottom of my heart, but she seemed unable to bear her son's opinions and comments on this kind of thing.

	But her body seemed to be unable to hold up , and her vagina was even more fragile as if it had no way to escape. She had to endure the boy's gaze and reacted spontaneously, as if her sadness had reached its end and turned into silent sobs. The slit of her flesh opened slightly, revealing the tender red vaginal flesh inside, and the mucus from the egg-like side oozed out again.

	Gulp ... I swallowed my saliva in a very useless way. I actually forgot about the important matter for a moment .

	The mother said stubbornly, " No ... isn't it all your saliva ... it's all dirty down there ." .

	I felt funny inside, and now I no longer pretended to complain that my private parts were dirty and I wouldn't let anyone kiss me.

	Hearing my mother speak, Naturally, I had to rack my brains to reply, " I saw it ... who wouldn't drool ..." .

	The mother said with a hint of disdain, " Look at what you've done ..."  .

	" I won't let you kiss me anymore ... you 'll make a lot of saliva come out ... I'm so disgusted. " Even as she said this , the mother showed no signs of getting up or closing her legs.

	I just like her pretending to be arrogant attitude, which can stimulate her shame to emerge and her twisted sinking, and it gives me great psychological satisfaction.

	I smiled in a slutty way and said, " It's saliva, I even kissed you until you were wet down there ... I don't mind ... "

	The mother moved her buttocks and spat, " Okay ... then don't kiss me ... otherwise it will dirty your mouth ... "

	I didn't care what my mother said. I just felt excited by what she said, and when I was excited, I wanted to lick something. Then I put my face close to her and licked the wet and soft flesh of her vagina. My face was pressed tightly against her private parts, and the vaginal fluid between her legs immediately wet my face and nose.

	The mother 's butt settled down, " Oh ... well ..." She let out a comfortable moan. I couldn't help but look up again when I heard it. I saw my mother's slender neck raised high, with a very complicated expression on her face, as if in pain. It seems comfortable.

	My inner thought was, I can’t just let my mother go like this. My language talent sprouted again, and I said, “ Actually, what I dislike … dislike has no taste .” .

	my mother would at least be angry if I said something like this.

	But her most private parts were exposed in front of her son , and at this moment, the physiological feeling was the dominant consciousness of the body. She actually looked down at me with seductive eyes, and then spoke in a sweet voice, like honey, " What ? You are not happy because it has no taste ... I'm cooking ... weird ~" , and rolled her eyes at me. I felt a kind of sweetness and temptation in her words, as sticky and tempting as honey.

	Since my mother reacted like this, I began to think seriously and decided to take good care of her.

	The refreshing fragrance drifts into the nose, I let out a soft sigh of satisfaction and immediately began to sniff it greedily. The alluring body fragrance, comparable to an aphrodisiac, made me feel dazed and my rationality was gradually eroded by the surging tide of desire. I stretched out my tongue and pressed it against the mound of flesh before me again.

	" Hmm ... ah ... " The sudden stimulation made the mother moan with pleasure.

	The tip of my tongue can clearly feel the softness and warmth of my mother's vagina. I can't help but stretch out my tongue harder and lick it along the labia a few more times. My whole body trembles with joy in excitement. My tongue is covered with sticky saliva, and I stick to my mother's fertile private area and flick it left and right, as if mapping the shape of my mother's mons pubis and labia.

	In fact, my current consciousness has no idea about the shape and structure of this place. I just know to kiss and lick all parts of it as a way to vent my emotions.

	" Um ... uh ... Li Yuqing ... don't ... do n't do this ... you can't kiss like this ..." My mother , who was obsessed with desire , was stimulated and murmured weakly and confusedly. Her flower path wriggled out strands of love fluid comfortably, merging with my saliva.

	She gripped the handles of the chair with both hands , her knuckles turning white. Although her body did not tremble, I felt that she was struggling, as if she wanted to get up, or as if she was suppressing her waist and abdomen that wanted to move uncontrollably.

	And as things go , the more a mature, physically healthy and feminine woman has to endure this kind of torture, the more sensitive her lower body will become.

	When my mouth, tongue and nose left this vagina, my mother suddenly became deflated and stopped resisting.

	I asked knowing the answer but still replied , " Mom ... are you feeling bad ... there's no reason ... "

	The mother pursed her lips in anger, her pupils like a pool of spring water dancing with tiny starlight, but she said angrily, " Yes ... it hurts ... what do you know ... you only know how to kiss randomly . "

	I didn't answer and licked the skin of the thigh on the edge of the labia with my tongue. I immediately felt the moisture and smoothness of my mother's skin. My mother was stimulated by me and seemed to feel unbearable itching in her lower body. " Ah ..." , she moaned softly from her red lips, and her head tilted to the right. Her long legs almost wanted to clamp my head tightly.

	My mother 's reaction made me nervous. Are these parts sensitive? I was stunned for a moment and stopped the oral action.

	" Why are you kissing those places ..."

	The mother grumbled as if blaming me.

	My hands also reached up to support my mother's soft and smooth buttocks. I felt a soft and warm texture in my palms. I spread my ten fingers and pressed on the plump buttocks with a perfect arc shape. The buttocks were big and smooth. My hands gently stroked the surface of the buttocks, as if caressing a beloved baby. My warm tongue took care of the skin around the vagina, and stuck to the smooth intersection of the buttocks and legs, licking and kissing it back and forth.

	" Okay ... stop spitting your saliva all over my vagina ..." Mother put her hand on my forehead and said , but I always felt that she meant for me to kiss back to the right path.

	I looked up and said, " Should we continue ..." .

	My mother bit her left index finger lightly, her face turned red and she turned her face away slightly, just not looking directly at me.

	The hair ends are bent and stick to the forehead, making the face more oval. Her middle and upper face is long, and her low forehead makes her look more charming. Her contours are soft, and her jawline is clear and distinct, which makes her watery peach eyes even more charming. The pomegranate red eyeshadow on her eyebrows and her slender and lightly blinking eyelashes make her look like a person who is out of the world, a bit stubborn and full of worries.

	She opened her red lips and said, " I don't want to bother with you ... you're a hopeless little pervert ..." But the words she used to scold me sounded so gentle and tender.

	This look made me want to get close to my mother. It was worth me to lower my head again and lick the slightly closed and thin gap in the middle of her vagina. A slightly fishy smell came to my nose, but I didn't care. I held my mother's buttocks with both hands and licked all the soft flesh and tender lips around her vagina with my mouth.

	The tongue pushed open her labia, came to the middle of her flesh, and from bottom to top, scraped a lot of honey, touched a soybean-sized bulge on the top, and then stopped moving, and licked the clitoris that was already engorged and hard, and the tip of the tongue touched it. Deliberately one .

	Through half practice, half books and the influence of light and shadow, I have long known the importance of this.

	" Ah ... here ... ah ... ah ... be gentle ... " The most sensitive point was attacked suddenly, and my mother was caught off guard. She twisted her body in unbearable pain, and her buttocks seemed to be fucked. She seemed to want to fly into the air, and pushed forward with all her strength, as if she wanted to send her mature, plump, soft and tender pussy into my mouth, and stuff it all into my mouth.

	I don't care even if I suffocate to death.

	To be precise , it is to calibrate the position so that the bulge under her labia minora has more contact with the tip of my tongue.

	I immediately used all my strength and my tongue moved tirelessly, teasing the clitoris with the tip of my tongue, moving it left and right, up and down, and then sucking it hard, holding it with my lips, but I felt like it could escape at any time, after all, it was too small.

	" Ah ... Li Yuqing ... don't ... don't do it here ... " , the mother moaned charmingly, and her hips seemed to cooperate with the movement.

	The clitoris was being taken care of , and the response of the vagina was very strong. The entrance of the vagina kept contracting and trembling, as if being driven by something, making it uneasy and messy. The tender red inner flesh kept leaking moisture. Although it was a bit fishy, the feeling at the entrance made me unable to stop. I couldn't help but stick my tongue into the hole, stirring it back and forth, and my mouth also increased the strength of the sucking, sucking mouthfuls of vaginal fluid into my mouth, and inevitably swallowing it.

	But my sucking sound was too harsh, and my mother noticed it. She stopped " cooperating " with the thrusting and reached out to push my face with a panicked hand , her eyes trembling . " Ah ... um ... no ... don't eat it ... it 's dirty ..." .

	" It's not dirty ... everything about my mom is clean and beautiful ... " I spoke vaguely , feeling my mother's reaction. The hardness of my cock turned into the violence of my hands. I pinched my mother's buttocks with both hands, and my ten fingers dug deeply into her buttocks, with a slightly rough force.

	Then continue focusing on the clitoris.

	" Ah hum ... you ... why are you getting more and more perverted ... ah ... are you not afraid of getting a stomachache ..." , the mother gasped in shock and shame. But the pleasure disrupted the idea of stopping .

	I started to have a bad taste in my mouth and sucked hard on purpose to clean up all the honey that was overflowing from her body. But it was in vain and she was immediately flooded again.

	" Uh ... you ... are crazy ... and still eating ... uh hum ..." , my mother panted, but her palm was just touching my forehead.

	I raised my head, I needed to breathe some fresh air. I had been stuck in this honey hole for too long. By the way, I said, " Who told you to produce so much water ..." .

	" Hmm ... isn't it good to have too much fluid ... Don't you men all like it ..." For some reason, my mother's voice was as smooth as silk, lingering deep into my bones. It was as smooth as silk, yet it had the power to entwine my heart, and it evoked a certain smugness and superiority. But if I thought about it more deeply, I could understand why a mature woman would be ashamed of her excess fluid. She was facing her own son, so perhaps she would, but at that moment, lust overwhelmed her common sense.

	Every word my mother said was like a beating note striking my heartstrings. I shuddered inexplicably. I had no doubt that if I listened to a few more of them, I would have a brain orgasm.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 77

	Following the sound, I greedily admired my mother's face at the moment. The night was as dark as ink. Under the light of the guest lamp, the plump and mature mother was panting, and her charming crescent eyes were rippling with misty water. Her reason was gradually lost and collapsed in the fiery desire, as if she had fallen into a swamp of debauchery, and her body was gradually falling ...

	Sweat drenched her temples, strands of hair clinging to her rosy cheeks. Her nose was slightly open, her lips half-closed. Beads of sweat trickled down her slender neck and into her tight-fitting cheongsam. The dampness at the collar gave the impression of a woman imbued with femininity.

	Maybe she noticed my gaze, maybe it was because her vagina and clitoris no longer had the rough stimulation of a young boy, or maybe she realized how unbecoming of a mother she had just spoken ...

	The mother 's charming look was instantly shattered. Her pupils suddenly shrank and her body seemed to stagger backwards. She shouted , " Ah, you ! ... "

	 

	But she couldn't say anything else. The huge shame turned into a blush that covered her face, brighter than the effect of makeup.

	He had no choice but to frown and say, " What's the use of water or not ... Don't talk about your mother like that! " .

	I smiled maliciously and said, " It feels like there could be more ... "

	After hearing this , my mother just stared at me with a gaze as clear as autumn water soaked in smoke, her upper teeth pulling at her lower lip, without making a sound. There was a strong sense of resentment in her expression.

	But feeling the cock swelling for a long time, it was also hungry and thirsty. I thought of my request at an inopportune time, with a look of desire and temptation, I sighed and said, " If only my mother could give me a kiss too. " .

	" Impossible ... you wish . " My mother blurted out very quickly, as if she knew my intention without me saying anything. Or maybe she still had some goals that had not been achieved and would not easily give in to me.

	 

	I begged, " Mom ... just for the sake of all the help I've given you ..." This help refers to both serious matters and matters between men and women.

	She turned away and snorted, " I can't ..." .

	I definitely don't believe it, not to mention I've seen it before. Judging from her performance in bed, how could she not do such a routine thing ?

	" What should I do so that my mother will give me a kiss ? " I lowered my head, Looks very lost.

	Her eyes lingered on my lips, as if she wanted to say something but stopped herself.

	But my loss was only for a moment . The entrance of my mother's vagina was in front of me. I lifted my anus and my cock showed its peak hardness. I had a bolder idea. My heart was beating hard, and I pretended to get up ...

	 

	Almost at the same time , for some reason, my mother called out, " Why do you want to remember this ? " I felt a bit anxious; I tried to twist my body and legs, but there was so little space on the chair that my left leg pushed my head down!

	I don't know if it was an accident or on purpose! My mouth just happened to stick to her wet pussy.

	I thought, I am satisfied with the kiss, so let's continue. He subconsciously licked it with his tongue.

	“ Ah … ” , The mother let out a long moan, as if expressing the satisfaction she had felt for a long time . The roots of her thighs also exerted pressure on both sides of her son's head.

	This subtle emergency made my heart tighten, and made licking the pussy my current central task, so I just had to work hard.

	Quickly enter the working state.

	I buried my head in my mother's crotch, and my head almost stretched out those slender, graceful and round thighs to make licking more convenient. I greedily and madly sucked and licked my mother's charming and beautiful pussy.

	I enjoyed sucking the sweet love juice secreted from the vagina. The pink vagina had a light salty taste, was smooth and tender, making me feel like I was tasting fresh oysters.

	" Well ... ah ... you bastard ... you haven't kissed me enough ... Li Yuqing ..." , was it a rhetorical question or a statement ? I only knew that my mother was shaking her head unconsciously, her long legs clamped around my head, but her palms were pressing on my head, as if to stop or encourage me, and she was making waves of charming moans.

	I sucked my mother's labia softly, and my tongue penetrated into her wet and tender vagina, shaking it for a while. The tip of my tongue would occasionally gently tease my mother's soybean-sized clitoris. The intense pleasure made her tremble uncontrollably all over, and her face was flushed.

	 

	“ Ah … Li Yuqing … where did you learn that … uh … ah … ” She kept making seductive sounds and even grabbed my hair.

	The tongue aroused the mother's sexual desire to the extreme. One hand pressed tightly against her mouth, and she let out " Hmm ... ah ..." continuously . " Ah hum ... I don't want it anymore ... stop ... Li Yuqing ... Mom is uncomfortable ..." .

	I could feel my mother 's labia slowly but forcefully stretching, as if something was trying to pry open this fertile soil. The clitoris, under my tongue's licking, seemed to swell considerably. I vaguely sensed something was about to happen. The man's perverse taste should have stopped.

	But sometimes, it is tempting to seize the opportunity to catch a strange phenomenon. Now I have no time to reply to my mother.

	" Ah ... um ... don't ... hum ... no ... get up quickly ... ah " . As I held my mother 's clitoris in my mouth and teased her rapidly, her face had turned red, her whole body was trembling with excitement, and she moaned loudly as if in pain. The sweet and charming moans echoed in my ears.

	“ Um … hum … don’t … stop now … Li Yuqing … Mommy can’t control it anymore …” My mother ’s legs were trembling as she clamped my head, her face was full of lust, she twisted her body as if in pain or comfort, and one hand pressed my head tightly.

	But my mother's charming hum is a stimulant to me. Getting worse.

	I used my tongue to suck on my mother's clitoris. The red little bean had already bulged out of excitement. I moved my tongue quickly and bit it with my teeth from time to time. This went on for more than a minute ...

	My mother 's body was shaking constantly, her brain was almost unable to think, but she was still a little panicked. Therefore, she moaned even louder, " Ah ... stop ... don't lick there ... no ... Mom wants that ..." .

	 

	Noticing my mother's excitement, my blood began to boil and I increased the frequency of my tongue stirring.

	An unprecedented tingling sensation spread from my mother's lower body and rushed straight to her brain. Her body began to shake violently. My mother had an orgasm, and it was an orgasm. After the first wave of liquid spurted out of her vagina, she could no longer stop, " Ah ... ah ... ah ... ah ..."

	" Wuhuu ... get out of the way ... ahhh ... don't ..." My mother twisted my head harder, and I held her thighs tightly to resist the force, so her familiar crying voice came late.

	I sucked and bit my mother 's clitoris hard , then fiddled with it hard.

	“ Wuwu … Ah … Li Yuqing … I can’t take it anymore … Go away … ah ” , my mother ’s body trembled, her hips thrust forward, the entire entrance of her vagina pressed more precisely against my mouth, her left hand almost biting into my mouth, and she made an extremely hoarse and seductive sound.

	" Um ……" , A short, muffled groan of ecstasy came out, and a stream of hot liquid rushed into my naughty mouth, tasteless as always, soaking my entire chin.

	I didn't have time to dodge, and was hit on the cheek by the gushing water again. However, I didn't dodge or feel disgusted in my heart. This only made me more satisfied and excited. But I wanted to watch, so I moved my head away.

	The mother on the chair maintained an M -shape, her beautiful vagina wide open, the blood- red flesh inside turned out, then contracted, and then turned out more, as if accumulating strength to expel the water in her body, " Ah hum ... " As my mother groaned again, a stream of water rushed to my chest and wet my clothes.

	I was stunned by the great excitement and involuntarily licked the liquid splashing from my mother's body at my lips.

	 

	But this squirting didn't seem to last too long. My mother's body just heaved violently, panting, and so did her vagina. Her face was as soulless as a spring tide, her breathing mechanical, yet still as red as the rain, the scent of lust emanating from her face. She was satisfied, but also confused and messy.

	But after a while, she covered her face. For your own reaction, I was extremely ashamed of what I saw.

	I fell into a strange reverie.

	Outside the window, the call of an unknown bird grew closer, I couldn't tell if it was perched on a telephone pole or perched on a branch in the forest, darting around. Then, the scene before my eyes seemed to be twisted and pulled, revealing a familiar yet distant light and shadow.

	I saw, on a waning summer evening, the river flowing beneath my feet , a small boat carrying the fragmented memories of my childhood, drifting aimlessly into the distance. The afterglow in the sky was fragmented, like a pierced virginity. The boy was at the bow, the light slanting across his back, but it was so weak it was barely perceptible, so pale it couldn't even cast a shadow.

	At this moment , it is similar to the popular book review of "I and the Earthen Altar": A man picked up a real gun in the summer when he was thirteen or fourteen years old. Because of his youth and ignorance, he pulled the trigger. Later, When he was thirty or older, walking on the street, He heard the faint sound of wind behind him. He stopped and He turned around and the bullet hit him right between the eyebrows.

	Around the summer of his thirteenth or fourteenth year , the boy saw a strange splash of water emanating from beneath his mother, to whom he depended for survival. The light was dim and fleeting, and he turned away in wonder. But he didn't dismiss it. He remembered it vividly, without pain. His heart felt like it had been struck, a surge of blood boiling, as if a poison had been planted. After many nights of turmoil, the boy looked up and clearly saw the water spraying toward his face.

	It was hot and smelly, just like the secret yet vital moments of the boy over the years.

	Just like in the fetal stage, the boy still felt another kind of blood connection and was nourished again through the fusion with the water in his mother's body ...

	The woman's lazy and weak moans brought me back to reality.

	 

	The water drops slide down the skin, causing a slight itchy feeling. I wiped it subconsciously .

	My mother was in a trance, and seemed to be thinking about something. Her eyes moved around and just happened to reflect my appearance and the wiping action.

	This reminded her of the shameful, obscene, and unbearable fact that had just happened. The liquid that splashed out of her private parts, which represented the peak of a woman's physiological orgasm and her sexual desire being beyond the norm, and sounded so dirty, hit her son's mouth, face, and chest. Give him a head full of semen.

	The mother could not bear this scene at all. It was enough to crush all her toughness. No reason could comfort her and help her to gain a little peace of mind.

	In particular, she misunderstood the meaning of my little gesture, thinking that I finally realized that I was uncomfortable and disgusted, both physically and psychologically.

	Her face trembled, it was her last stubbornness.

	 

	She was so ashamed and angry that she wanted to cry but didn't. Instead, she pretended to be calm, turned around, pulled out a few tissues, and threw them in front of me, saying in a vague tone, " Wipe ... wipe it ..." .

	" You deserve it ... You know you're wrong, right ?... I told you to leave ... But you refused to listen and didn't believe me ... You insisted ... " Her eyelashes fluttered as she spoke, and her sentences scattered uncontrollably like a broken pearl necklace, as if to defend herself, as if to dispel the shame.

	After experiencing this scene, I was actually full of dirty talk, especially since my own sexual desire was high, but I was still thinking in my heart that I should leave it for another time, as there would probably be more feedback that would appeal to my sexual quirks.

	Looking at my mother 's expression, I felt that forbidden feelings were about to slip out.

	He quickly said with an expression of great excitement, satisfaction, surprise, and a tone of voice that seemed to be lingering, " Mom ... that just now ... was the most pleasurable and exciting moment I've experienced in over a decade ..." .

	And he acted nicely, " Mom ... you are so nice ~ I will listen to you in everything from now on ~" .

	My mother was stunned and shocked, her eyes wide open, she looked at me with shock and suspicion, as if I were a psychopath. I guess she was also secretly complaining that this bastard was having fun. It's so beautiful.

	Her throat rolled.

	She turned her face away and tried to comfort him, " Taking everything as an excitement will only harm you ~" .

	I looked at her with clear and sincere eyes, " Auntie, were you feeling unwell just now ..." .

	She bit the knuckles of her index finger and ignored what I said.

	After a moment, she lowered her legs, and before I could take a closer look at her vagina, it was covered by the hanging cheongsam skirt.

	The mother bent over, clutching her shorts and panties.

	My heart skipped a beat. This is ... pulling out the plank after crossing the bridge, and abandoning the donkey after it has done its work.

	I held her wrist. My mother paused and looked at me with disbelief. Her apple cheeks lifted slightly. His eyelids wrinkled, as if asking, what are you doing.

	In her confusion, I lifted her feet and took off her shorts and underwear. She sat up straight. His eyes darkened and he looked at me with displeasure.

	I looked at her seriously and said, " Mom ... you haven't kissed me yet ..."  .

	" Then can't I put on pants ~" she said unhappily.

	Then her ears turned red , " Pooh, pooh , pooh ~ I didn't promise you ~ I'm still thinking about it ~" .

	 

	I curled my lips and said, " I've been kissing you for so long ~" .

	She choked, " You asked for it ..." , narrowing her eyes and scrutinizing him, her voice carrying a certain magic, " And ... I think you're enjoying it ... You think I don't know , you little pervert ?" .

	I almost choked up and said, " Are you not feeling well ?!... You sprayed me in the face ..." .

	My mother's eyes shrank, her expression extremely unnatural. Finally, she forced herself to look at me and, through gritted teeth, said, " Can you speak more politely? You're still in high school . Besides , I just had to pee !" My mother didn't realize she had made even more inappropriate remarks.

	Urine ~ the filthiness of a higher level of sexual intercourse, but I was so excited that I couldn't breathe. This was the first time I encountered such a concept.

	I pretended to come back to my senses and complained , " Oh ~ look, look ... you've peed ~" , but I really couldn't say anything else.

	Then he added, " Then you have to give me a kiss too ~" .

	The mother finally came to her senses and her face turned extremely ugly. Even though it's crimson, Even though her makeup was delicate and delicate, she tried to make amends by saying, " It's not ... that's not it ... it's ... it's " , but the mother still hesitated.

	" Can you please stop talking about this ~ ? There was nothing I could do but spit.

	But when I thought about it, it really didn't look like urine, because the smell and color were not like it. More importantly, the shape of it was an irregular splash, not a stream of water as we know it when we urinate.

	But if it wasn't urine , how could a woman spray out so much water? Although the Japanese films were more exaggerated, I just treated them as fake editing.

	 

	If we really want to explore it from a practical point of view, we can only carefully stare at which hole it came out from; but such moments are difficult to capture. Even if there are signs, they are instantaneous, and we may not have the desire to explore in that situation.

	If it’s true ... Thinking of this, my cock stood up hard.

	" Then give me a kiss too ~ " I refused to give in .

	Without waiting for her response , I pounced on her again and flipped the slit open. He pushed her legs with his shoulders . He put his head close to her legs again, raised his hips slightly, and exposed his muddy pussy completely upwards.

	The mother pushed and shouted in panic, " Hey ~ What's wrong with you ~ "

	I complained, " If you don't kiss me , I'll keep kissing you ... until you spray all over my face again ..." .

	 

	But the mother did not struggle, she just lowered her head, her eyes full of waves, she was speechless with shame and anger, " You ... you pervert ... you are addicted to kissing, right ~" As she spoke , the mother's honey hole contracted, as if she was nervous about the upcoming battle.

	This made me want to use my tongue to stop it from contracting, and I immediately swept my tongue over the muddy and fishy slit.

	Just a little lick, " Hmm ~ " The mother snorted softly. The two forces were fighting.

	I didn't continue and looked up, but happened to meet my mother's eyes. She ... seemed absent-minded and curious, with other complicated emotions, watching me doing something naughty with my head under her crotch.

	Her pupils flashed with shock and shame, and she quickly twisted her face.

	I continued to plead, " Mom ~ what do you think ... just help me ~ otherwise I don't know how long I'll have to kiss you before you stop . "

	 

	Her breathing was heavy and rapid, and she gritted her teeth . Even if she turned her face away , she could feel that she was facing a man who had defiled her. Although this man was her closest relative, she would compromise or even sink at some point, but it was still unpleasant and aggrieved to have large-scale communication before the psychological construction was completed.

	But she couldn't bear to hurt this man, either with words or actions.

	Sometimes , there is room for compromise; if you start a fight, the relationship will completely break down.

	My mother has been struggling to maintain a certain balance.

	She pretended to be angry and said, " Whatever you want ~ I can't do it anyway " .

	I know it’s not that easy, but being so “ favorable ” all the time is not a solution.

	I looked back at my position, which was my mother's vagina.

	 

	The perverted nature surfaced again. It seemed that such intimate vaginal kissing could not bring the mother to the point of shame and surrender. Looking at her reaction, although still " restrained and reserved " , it was clear that she was used to it and enjoyed it. It was beautiful for her.

	Although this is what a son should do, and it can give me great psychological satisfaction, I also have to get actual physical satisfaction.

	In the last " intimate " scene, my mother's vagina was oozing with water, but not long after, her buttocks, legs, arms, and anus were still " yellow flooded areas . " (Is this a draft? When I write this word, I want to curse Jiang Guangtou fiercely.)

	with the tender red and reddish brown of the labia and flesh of the vagina, the skin around the anus is brown. As the honey spreads, the original lines and wrinkles disappear. Now it looks like there is only a mark of pigmentation. Who can see that there is a small hole?

	It's not that I have a special liking for this, but it's too close to the vagina and too far from normal sexual concepts.

	Whether it is your mouth or tongue or the penis entering the vagina, the anus will always be exposed in front of you and will be touched by your organs.

	The most normal thing is that when a woman's private area sucks your sexual organs, you really can't help but want to fiddle with this shy anus. Moreover, there is a kind of excitement of satisfying your evil taste, because teasing this place is enough to make women of all personalities feel ashamed and uneasy.

	I realized that this was a breakthrough, and of course it was also the part I had wanted to tease for a long time.

	I properly used my tongue to touch my mother's clitoris and then withdrew it.

	" Hmm ..." , the mother moaned softly. No other words were needed. This seductive voice could urge a man to move forward. It was the best encouragement.

	The next time I licked it, the tip of my tongue touched the anus, and my tongue felt astringent. When people's sexual desire is high, they are violent by nature. Of course, violence does not mean that they will do violent behavior, but they will definitely say and do abnormal things, and they will not associate it with anything that makes them uncomfortable. It is all instinctive and there is no elegance.

	" ah ……" , The mother probably only felt a tingling sensation and her buttocks wiggled slightly. It was a natural avoidance reaction, and the anus bud tightened like a mimosa being touched.

	She seems not to realize the seriousness of the problem .

	Continuing, I pressed my tongue up, scraped the folds of my mother's small anus, and moved my tongue, and the anus patterns were imprinted on my tongue.

	I also felt a strange stimulation, and my lower abdomen became even hotter.

	A healthy anus is small and cute , and feels like a little girl pretending to be reserved. It is hard not to be missed and bullied. It can arouse the mother's greatest anxiety, shame and embarrassment.

	" Oh! My God! Li Yuqing ~ where are you kissing ?" My mother woke up from a dream, her voice suddenly rang out, sharp and surprised, like a bird that was awakened. She suddenly grabbed my head and lifted my head a little, her eyes full of shock and disbelief, and her cheeks turned red instantly.

	I am like a condemned man who has given up the thought of life. He lowered his head stubbornly , and the tip of his tongue not only swept across his mother's anus, but also deliberately drilled inside. Although he could not push open the small hole, it caused an uneasy contraction here, causing his mother's buttocks to tremble.

	" Ah ~ Don't ... Don't do it here ... Are you crazy ? This is really dirty ~ " She exclaimed repeatedly, pushing my head and trying to move her butt backwards, but there was not much space, and I caught up seamlessly. The tongue ravages the charming anus.

	" No ... Li Yuqing ~ let this place go ~ ah ~ " But while struggling to speak , the mother actually hummed a strange sound.

	I felt it was about time, so I looked up and said, " Mom ... I don't mind anything about you ... I know you 've taken a shower ~ It's okay not to kiss here ... Then it's your turn ~" .

	In addition to shock and anger, an indescribable shame slowly emerged on the mother 's face. The shame spread like a ball of fire across her rosy and fair face, burning from her neck to her ears, making her originally charming face look a little distorted.

	She was trembling all over and squeezed out a sentence from between her teeth, " You! You ’ve gone too far ! ”

	" How is that too much ? It seems like Mom, you can feel it when you're kissed here ... right? " I asked, eager to peek into some secret. My heart was pounding like it was about to burst out of my chest, and blood was rushing through my veins, carrying with it an inexplicable excitement and a slight sense of guilt.

	Now even the demands have been put aside, it seems that teasing here is indeed extremely interesting.

	I pressed my mother's hips and legs, and right under her nose, greedily licked her anus. I was so excited that I wanted to smooth out the lines and wrinkles on it, and I wanted the tip of my tongue to turn into the head of a penis and drill into my mother's most embarrassing private part.

	" Ah ~ you pervert ..." " Stop ... stop, Li Yuqing ... how can you kiss that place ..." She finally couldn't help it, her voice almost screaming, like a wounded female animal.

	But in the end, she would hum " Hmm ... Hmm ..." , and even her vagina would join in the fun, overflowing with slippery and clear love juice.

	Finally, my mother's other hand came down and grabbed my arm, her nails almost digging into my flesh. Her strength was so great that it hurt a little, but the pain was more like a stimulation, making my nerves even more excited.

	 

	The head will never retreat.

	" Stop ... ah ... don't go on ... Mom, please . " I turned a deaf ear to her cries.

	The tip of the tongue even licks the anus .

	" Ah ... I can't do this ... This place ... I'm so embarrassed ... Oh my God ... Ah ..." She screamed in panic , and began to support herself with her hands on the chair handles, trying to straighten her body so that she could escape.

	But unless she breaks my arm, I'll be stuck with her.

	Escape was fruitless.

	" Uh ... be obedient Li Yuqing ... kiss somewhere else and mom won't say anything ... but not here " .

	In fact , I have touched and kissed her before, but today it was so obvious to her and lasted for so long. No wonder it aroused her great shame and extreme embarrassment.

	" Stop now ~ Mom promised you ... Mom will help you " .

	reaction was even faster than the machine. I looked up immediately, concealing the joy of success, and asked with a touch of emotion, " Really ? "

	The mother blinked as if trying to blink out tears, and breathed through her lips. The look in her eyes was no longer one of simple shame and anger, but a complex mixture of humiliation, pain, and a hint of disbelief.

	Taking a deep breath, her lips, Then he pursed his lips tightly into a straight line, as if to suppress all the emotions that were about to burst out.

	I comforted her in time , " Mom ... I really don't mind ... If you can't accept it ... at most I won't do it again in the future . "

	" I will never do anything that makes you uncomfortable ! " The scumbag promise is here again.

	I finished speaking, my mother's eyes flickered in the light of the fire, and it took her a long time to adapt. I felt that all her ferocity and persistence disappeared like boiling water on snow, but I also felt that she couldn't let me get away so easily.

	" How many perverted hobbies do you have ? How could you give birth to someone like you ?" the mother cursed.

	" You gave birth to a good student who is good at studying and diligent at housework ~ " I'm a joke teller.

	The mother's eyes narrowed. He spat, " Stop smiling at me . Look at what you have done . "

	Then she pushed me and ordered, " Get up! "

	I did as I was told, and my mother put down her feet and stood up. The fallen hem of her skirt covered the view below her crotch.

	 

	At this moment, I am in a state of excitement and anticipation.

	But I am curious about how my mother will start it, and whether she will keep her word.

	I'm like forcing a legendary master who has been in retirement for many years to take action again.

	Since it was forced, I can foresee that she won't be in a good mood. But this is at most a light twist of the melon, still sweet and thirst-quenching.

	She walked past me . He snorted at me. Look at me with gouged eyes.

	But I watched her swaying her body, twisting her round hips, and walking towards the door.

	My excited expression froze, and I felt like a cooked duck was about to leave. Mr. Inner cried out.

	" Hey ~ Mom, where are you going ... Aren't you going to do that ? " .

	 

	She stopped at the door and gave me a side profile, her expression still resentful.

	After a while, She turned off the light, and it turned out that the switch was by the door.

	Oh, she was probably embarrassed to let me clearly see her coquettish look that was about to be embarrassed.

	But it doesn't make much difference if the light is turned off, because the corridor lights are still on, and the walls are almost entirely made of frosted glass, with transparent tops. In this way, light cannot enter the room, but the view is not affected at all.

	At most, it wasn't that bright. If there was anything black, it was only her royal blue cheongsam and her hair.

	The mother was also surprised, thinking that turning off the lights was not very effective and the reality was not as she wished.

	She gritted her teeth. He glanced at me. He placed one hand on the door, as if he was struggling internally.

	The hallway light switch should be some distance away, but she didn't want to take another step.

	She stamped her foot lightly. She looked at me with a look of anger, sorrow and shyness , and I only felt that she was charming and gentle.

	This feeling started to move, and I walked back. My black round-toed leather shoes made no sound on the ground, but my heart started to beat violently ...

	A fragrant breeze came towards me, and my mother turned her body sideways smoothly, as if she didn't dare to look at me. She lowered her head and then raised it again, supporting the table with one hand and clutching her clothes with the other, pulling them nervously.

	It's still difficult to open it calmly.

	I looked around and looked at the height of my mother's lower body above the ground. I saw that her shorts with her underwear were still hanging on the ground. I bent down to pick them up, put them casually on the chair, and sat down too.

	Hey, it feels a little damp and cool. It seemed like water had poured here, and of course I knew that this was my mother's " masterpiece " just now .

	The chair is cold, but my heart is hot .

	Leaning against the back of the chair, legs spread open, stretched forward, the posture is comfortable, and the cock is erect and hard.

	There was no condition for her to lie down, but this was a deliberate choice on my part. I felt that in this position, with my mother squatting with her head resting on my crotch, I could see all the details of her movements and expressions clearly and easily, and the picture was very impactful.

	At this moment, my mother was like a slightly embarrassed young girl waiting for the opposite sex to take off and change clothes behind her. She pretended to be calm, looking here and there, but refusing to turn around to look at me, and her whole body was making little movements to cover up her shyness.

	It doesn't match her clothes and hairstyle at all, nor does it match her plump and well-proportioned body that stands upright, her slender calves that have a solid sense of strength, and her long neck supporting her charming head and face. It should be an aloof and strong temperament.

	I didn't say anything, but just gently pulled her clothes.

	She twisted slightly, grabbed my hand and shook it off, as if she wasn't ready yet and was reluctant.

	I shouted , " Mom ~" .

	She shuddered as if frightened .

	She asked weakly , " Really ... do you really want Mom to do this ~" .

	I casually replied, " It's not like you haven't done this before ..." In this situation, people's emotions and psychology are complex and diverse, so what they say is disorganized.

	The mother argued with a disordered breath and a bit of anger, " It's been so long since I ... " Then he changed the subject, " If you bring this up on me again, Just don’t think about anything ~ ”

	Men are mean and have this kind of voyeurism in their hearts. When facing a woman who has given herself to you, you still want to point out her past intimate behaviors with other opposite sexes, knowing that it will make you feel uncomfortable. Most women will be disgusted by this kind of peeping, as if they are not respected and as if they are being objectified.

	Of course, a small number of men and women would think that this is also a kind of interest; but if it is too much, or if you accidentally say something wrong, there will still be conflicts.

	My mother hasn't felt the worst aspects of my words, such as objectification, disrespect, and unhealthy comparisons. It's simply because I'm her son, not a romantic couple, and because the person involved in that experience is my father, her husband. She has no right to blame herself or feel ashamed about it, and I have no right to blame her either.

	 

	But I still can't control the bitterness, jealousy and hatred.

	The mother would just feel ashamed and angry, but would not feel disgusted or disgusted.

	Plus, in a mother's eyes, I just have the mind of a child.

	I noticed my mother's displeasure and realized that what I said was inappropriate. I tried to save her, " I didn't mean anything else ... Mom , you see, I've been kissing you so hard for so long . You're facing the thing you gave birth to, What's there to resist ~ "

	I watched my mother 's body slowly rise and fall. She raised her head and said, as if relieved, " Yes ... I am your mother ... Every piece of flesh on you came from me ..." .

	It also sounds like a way to justify yourself.

	Feeling the time was right, he tugged at her finger this time, like a child begging for help from her mother.

	 

	, my mother didn't shake off my hand, but she still scolded me with gritted teeth, " Okay ... I get it ... Why are you so anxious! You 're so annoying! "

	It seemed that I needed to push , so I held my mother's waist and hips with both hands, turned her to face me, and applied downward force at the same time.

	The mother seems to be resigned to her fate and at the mercy of others, but isn't this also a way of facing the cruel reality?

	I think she needs a kind of heroism , to recognize the nature of things and still love them.

	She just followed my force and squatted down between my legs, in front of my erect penis.

	From my perspective, between reality and illusion , my son's sexual organ is like a ruler. It stood in the center of her soft oval face, covering her nose and dividing her face into two.

	 

	Only the stunned, confused, and shy eyes are bright, Eyelashes trembled slightly.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 78 

	How bright the late summer evening is

	when you pass by me

	You give me the feeling of a rain shower coming

	I carry this feeling into the dark night of autumn

	 

	We both fell into a state of temporary unconsciousness.

	She was squatting , with the hem of her cheongsam hanging to the ground, revealing her plump thighs and calves folded over, revealing her entire body. Her legs were longer than any woman's I had ever seen, extending upwards, revealing the curve of her full buttocks. Her mature face, with both maternal tenderness and feminine charm, and her cherry lips were just inches away from her son's cock.

	Although I know what is going to happen, I still " borrow " my imagination. I imagine, The slightly open mouth will soon be stretched into an "O" shape.

	This scene had a huge impact on me. At that moment, I felt as if something was sucking my blood and the air in my body. My chest was trying its best to breathe and maintain my life.

	My mother's throat also rolled, swallowing all the complex emotions, as if something was ignited, and I began to feel the hot breath from my mother's mouth and nose, whistling on my cock.

	My mother was the first one to lose control, I mean to pull herself out of this chaotic state.

	She tilted her face slightly to the side, lowered her head and drooped her brows, her eyelashes obscuring the color of her eyes, leaving only her lightly bitten lower lip rosy and bright. She said shyly, " Have you ... have you washed it ~ "

	I was always tracking my mother 's facial reactions, and she didn't show any frown, disgust, or strange expression.

	I did wash it, and it's no exaggeration to say it's spotless.

	in the first grade of junior high school , I was studying "Zhiyin" with my classmates. There was a case in it about a man who didn't pay attention to the hygiene of his private parts. There was too much dirt, which led to infection over the years. In the end, he had to give up his private parts with great pain. We male classmates were scared and no one spoke. From then on, we paid more attention to our private parts when taking a shower. When we go to the toilet, I will shake it off if there is no condition. If it is convenient, I will wipe it with a wet tissue.

	Now there should only be pure, primitive masculine smell, without any disgusting foul smell.

	Truly speaking , I can proudly hold my dick up in front of a woman.

	I replied as if to take credit, " I've washed it ~ "

	My mother had no doubts. Facts speak louder than words. I felt that she was just asking as a routine question to lighten the atmosphere.

	She began to reach out her hand, and her warm fingers held the base of my cock, pulling it towards herself, and her lips moved closer.

	I dared not breathe, fearing I would miss even a tiny bit. This historic moment.

	The mother's eyes seemed to be deliberately not focused on her son's penis. Her expression was deep, and she seemed to be deliberately thinking about other things, so that she could perform this shameful act. The purple-red glans had already touched her velvety lips, which were painted with lipstick. This contact was both beautiful and ridiculous.

	Her initial behavior seemed to be testing something.

	It felt like my cock was at the entrance of her vagina, poking at her wet labia, and about to squeeze in ...

	" ah! " , Before I could feel any more stimulation, my mother suddenly cried out, as if she had touched something hot. Her lips left my glans in a flash, and her whole body swayed slightly unbalanced. More hair fell out of her bun and hung down on her forehead and the sides of her face, making her feel a little broken and embarrassed.

	But the charm of mature and good wives is stronger .

	asked with concern , " What's wrong, Mom ?"  .

	 

	Her eyes were wandering and her expression was flustered , but she still said, " It's nothing ~ It's just been too long ~" .

	Suddenly she frowned and looked at me again, her expression and tone carrying a hint of resentment and humiliation, like a prelude to a sad cry, " No ... Can you please stop looking at me ..." , her face turned red, and the physiological blush broke away from the pink and white created by her makeup, making people see at a glance that her face was burning.

	Of course, the mother is not unfamiliar with this, but everything is difficult at the beginning. After all, this is the first time she has done this to her son, and it is another breakthrough. The main reason was that this bastard saw through it clearly.

	Procrastination is the only way forward .

	" Okay, okay ... I won't watch it ."

	my mother 's suspicious look and angry eyelashes, I pretended to raise my head and look away. Close your eyes; but everyone knows that this reaction is too fake, it's almost like saying "I can't help but look", but usually the other party is helpless and can't expose it.

	my mother's eyes moved to my cock, I immediately resumed my observation.

	The mother took a deep breath, as if to cheer herself up. Well, the contact between this breath and my cock is more concrete.

	They are clearly intertwined , so what is the difference in nature from actually putting it in your mouth, as long as you don't feel disgusted.

	I was looking forward to the moment when my mother's lips would attack my cock.

	She also wrapped her other fingers around it, like a high-speed train starting up, then slowly and then quickly, she started stroking my cock up and down.

	I hissed . Numb and tingling sensation .

	 

	Mother Ru bit her red lips tightly, breathing rapidly and disorderly, She would randomly grab her hair from time to time, trying to control her complicated emotions while working hard to stroke her son's hard rod up and down quickly.

	I was very perceptive and felt that this was not inconsistent; I did not feel it was inconsistent that my mother had said to use her mouth but now she was using her hands.

	The penis seemed to be much thicker, longer and harder in my mother's hand. The purple-red color of the glans was deeper and it was hotter and hotter, almost steaming.

	I feel like my mother is still adapting. After all, she had already used her hands before, so she could continue with this and naturally transition to the next step. Her son's penis, which had reached its extreme physiological reaction, could also draw her into a state of forbidden lust. In short, as she stroked it, she might become distracted and confused ...

	Although my body trembled slightly, I didn't make any sound for fear of breaking my mother's " spell " .

	deeper level of awareness is more subtle, and it makes me even hotter; that is, it seems that my mother is more accustomed to giving a cock that is extremely hard, strongest and longest a blowjob, and only this kind of cock is worthy of her oral skills.

	This is a mature woman's natural threshold to this matter.

	So she masturbated me ... The prostate fluid that oozed out was like a new high-quality engine oil, making me move more vigorously ...

	But the funny thing is, she covered her eyes.

	As time went by, the mother's rationality was gradually overwhelmed. Her cheeks flushed, and her left hand, which was covering her eyes, gradually slid down to her lips. She unconsciously opened her lips and bit two fingers. Her peach-shaped eyes could no longer be controlled, gradually becoming blurred and empty, staring blankly at the big cock in front of her. Her right hand was still tightly holding my cock and stroking it, but the speed was getting slower and slower.

	first she avoided his gaze, At this moment, she stared at the hot, hard cock in her hand without blinking. Silently, after releasing her fingers, her cheek was moving closer and closer to the cock, and her throat was swallowing uncontrollably, as if her mouth was dry.

	I couldn't speak , feeling that this was a mother's moment, and the initial silence was a sign of respect for this experienced mother.

	I also gripped the armrests of the chair tightly, and felt the urge to thrust my hips forward ...

	I saw my mother 's legs move slightly, as if releasing a signal of desire. At this time, facing the thick and hard penis so close to her, the glans was purple and hot, which made the woman's mind confused, her eyes tangled into silk threads, and spring water welled up in her eyes.

	She could no longer control herself, and she opened her red lips slightly, taking the entire glans into her mouth.

	" Hiss ... Ah ... Mom! " I was pleasantly surprised when I felt my cock being wrapped in the warm touch. I was going to pretend to touch my mother's cheeks and lips accidentally and then make a request, but I didn't expect that as soon as I pushed forward, my aunt actually took the initiative to suck my cock.

	The brain is numb and the physical and psychological stimulation go hand in hand, giving you a dreamlike feeling of happiness.

	" Shut up! What are you shouting ..." , When my mother heard my comfortable moans and surprised calls, her cheeks turned red with shame and indignation. He spat out the dick in his mouth and shouted in a timid voice, " I ... I am helping you this because you have been behaving well recently ! Close your eyes and don't look at your mother ! "

	But I didn't listen, and she didn't seem to expect me to listen. She just shouted as usual to show off her motherly attitude, which made her even more obvious.

	My mother still held my cock in her hand, gently stroking it a few times until the glans was completely free of the foreskin. A glint of light flashed in her eyes, as if she was satisfied with this state. Then I felt a warm and slippery sensation on the top of the oval, and the tip instantly began to numb. It was as if an electric current flowed from my spine to the back of my head. The glans pushed open her red lips and completely disappeared into her mouth. My mother once again took my glans into her mouth.

	" Mom ... ~ " The indescribable pleasure made me open my mouth, my voice trembling, but I wanted to say something, but I didn't know how to express it.

	Despite my profound cries, my mother didn't respond. She simply slapped my thigh to show her dissatisfaction. Then I felt my penis gradually enter a warm, moist place, and the sensation made my body float like a leaf. Then, my mother's tongue swirled around it, sucking on the shaft and beginning to move it.

	It seems that the psychological stimulation is the main reason why my scalp is tingling. My head is extremely hot, so hot that there is moisture in my eyes.

	Please forgive me for enjoying this kind of happiness for the first time. How many people of my age can enjoy this kind of happiness? The sense of taboo, the pure physical pleasure, the contrast of a mature woman using her most coquettish and skilled side to serve a teenager, are all incomparable satisfactions, hard to describe, I just know that it really makes people burst into tears.

	Then I was overwhelmed with surprise . It seemed that my mother got into the mood so quickly ? Her actions were so professional and dedicated ? Although I had never experienced service from other women.

	But looking at my mother 's appearance, this is how I feel.

	I almost cried out again, " Mom "  .

	It seemed that the mother could also hear the tenderness in her son's voice without any evil thoughts.

	She spit out her son's cock, holding her son 's hard cock in her hand, her face was helpless, doting and reproachful, her eyes were as melted as honey, but she said angrily, " Are you satisfied ? Hurry up ... I can't squat that long ~" .

	 

	After that, without any other eye contact or emotion, the mother naturally clamped her lips together and took her son's glans into her mouth again, with a sense of urgency to finish the job quickly. The way she gently pulled up her drooping hair was full of charm in my eyes.

	I held on to the armrests of the chair with both hands, savoring the feeling as my mother began to swallow more of the rod along the shaft. My huge cock was eroded by her little mouth bit by bit, and I could feel the increasingly moist and hot atmosphere on the inner wall of her mouth.

	Since the root was not supported by the mother's fingers, it was not completely in her mouth, but there was no difference in the feeling.

	When her red lips touched my fingers, her mouth began to slowly retreat, and the rod covered with her saliva began to appear little by little. I have never felt that saliva is so obscene as it is now.

	The penis was wet and shiny under the light, which was all moistened by the mother 's mouth.

	 

	It's not a man's bad habit, but looking at my mother's charming and mature black hair, I was at a loss at that time. I finally couldn't help but raise one hand and support my mother's head. I just wanted to touch her hair.

	His lower body also slowly moved forward as she swallowed it again, wanting to take more of the penis in, wanting to be completely immersed in her comfortable little mouth.

	For some unknown reason, my men pressed down.

	My mother let out a few " hmm " sounds and slapped my hand away.

	Her royal blue cheongsam and elegant bun made her charming yet strong, like a blooming peony, noble yet with a certain inviolable arrogance. But at this moment, she was lowering herself to serve her son, her red lips sucking my cock, and I felt like I had found climax in abstinence.

	 

	In the office, the wife squatted under his crotch. How could this scene be so much like a hidden rule plot? I laughed inwardly. It seems that at such a young age, I have already achieved the achievement of being a superior. At this moment, it really does look like that.

	From my later experiences, I don't know why I couldn't come that quickly after oral sex. The pleasure stopped growing after a certain point. Plus, The woman opened her mouth, It won't be constantly thrusting and stroking, so there will always be a buffer.

	After being sucked for quite a while, my mother didn't even " urge me to hurry up " . It seemed like she was stuck in her comfort zone .

	the psychological shock , I began to feel more details from my mother's mouth.

	There was more and more moisture on my balls, which was secreted from my mother's mouth and had been seeping for a long time.

	When you drool a lot, People naturally want to slow down and take a break.

	With a " pop " sound, The glans left the mother's red lips, but she continued to stroke it with her hand, as if it was a habitual action, keeping the man's cock hard.

	Her forehead was already covered in sweat, her hair was matted, and beads of sweat oozed from the tip of her highlighted nose. I saw her Adam's apple rolling, and the hollow of her collarbone was covered in a pool of sweat, which looked like gold dust under the light. The soft and familiar fabric of her cheongsam clung to her heaving chest, revealing the outline of her bra underneath.

	The erect penis seemed to be consciously pointing straight at my mother, and couldn't wait to return to that warm mouth. I pointed at my penis with my finger, signaling to my mother that she could continue.

	never mind, I should just speak up, " Mom ... continue ... .

	The mother was stunned for a moment, then she felt embarrassed and angry. Eyelashes drooped rapidly, " Pah ! " The mother spat softly, " You actually let your mother do this kind of thing, you bastard, you're lucky again ~ If you don't obey me in the future, you'll die ~ "

	After saying that, my mother suddenly slapped my glans playfully. It felt a little painful and numb, and I unconsciously pushed my hips up.

	" Don't move, Be more serious , My mother scolded me with a slight breath. Then I felt a moist and inclusive feeling again. When the penis is one-third wrapped , A nimble little creature began to stir along the glans.

	“ Hiss ~ Ahaha …” , I couldn't help but moan, it was so stimulating, every time the little tongue stirred it was accompanied by a suction force. My body began to tremble.

	My reaction was sudden and violent.

	My mother stopped sucking and looked up at me. Her hair, which seemed to be struggling to hold up, was resting on the back of her neck, with a small wisp of hair hanging playfully on the left side of her face. As her mouth opened slightly in surprise, a trace of saliva from the corner of her mouth flowed all the way to the tip of my glans.

	His left hand rested on my right leg, and he just stared into my eyes. This was an unforgettable, lustful scene.

	I felt the initial confusion of taboos again. I really couldn't imagine that the woman wearing cheongsam, showing her long and agile legs, squatting under my crotch, was the housewife who always urged me to be a serious person and advised me on every detail of life.

	The chicken felt angry and restless inside , and wanted to jump up in its mother's mouth.

	My mother seemed very satisfied with my reaction, mainly because she felt that her efforts were effective. Perhaps she also felt that my reaction confirmed her own charm, and her eyes turned into cunning and complacency.

	Then she started sucking more deeply. When the penis was two-thirds covered , she found that there was no way in front of the glans, so she had to give up. In this way, the mother's small tongue was placed under the penis, and her mouth sucked up and down from slow to fast, and from time to time she would lick the groove of the glans.

	I was breathing heavily , and the room was filled with the slurping sound of my mother's sucking and her long sighs due to shortness of breath. It seemed that we were both immersed in it.

	So I had a bolder idea, and I pretended to stroke my mother's hair.

	Well, this behavior is just like when you can't help but tease a woman's anus when you are having sex from behind.

	I pressed hard!

	I felt the glans suddenly squeezed from a suitable environment into a tube-like place gushing out hot air, like a puff, and it felt tight, blocked, stuffy, and made me eager to pull it out.

	" Hmm ... " My mother slapped my thigh in annoyance, and her throat seemed to spasm with a few " gurgling " sounds. She quickly spat out my cock and started coughing violently, with mist swirling in her eyes.

	I covered my throat , pulled my cock with my right hand, and shouted in a low voice, " You bastard ... are you looking for death ... putting it in so deep ... are you trying to choke your mother to death ~ cough cough ~" My voice was very low, and the ending tone was trembling like a knife blade.

	It seemed that I wasn’t that angry … It seemed that this wasn’t the first time … It was just the first time for my son … My emotions became complicated again .

	She glared at him and warned, " If you dare to do anything again , you'll be screwed! "

	Then she became very patient and said, " Hurry up ! I'm getting cramps from squatting so hard. " After saying that , the mother didn't care about anything else and sat down with her butt sideways.

	 

	I wanted to neutralize the atmosphere. Sighing, " Mom ... I didn't expect your mouth to be so comfortable ." .

	She rolled her eyes at me and retorted, " You've been enjoying it for so long and you're still not coming out ~" .

	I smiled meaningfully , " Mom ... you didn't expect your son to be born so soon, did you? " .

	My mother's expression froze, and she avoided my gaze, as if she was muttering in dissatisfaction, " It's none of my business ... It'd better be done quickly in my place ..." It sounded to me that she was saying one thing and thinking another.

	Then he looked at me again, his eyes crackling, " Let's see how long you can last ... You'll be so happy ~ " But his ears were red , His shoulders trembled slightly .

	As if she was angry , she pulled my dick over. Her mouth slowly opened, and she first gently bit the glans with her teeth, as if to test its hardness. The penis was dissatisfied with her teasing and jumped twice. She gave me a complicated look, " You are playing tricks. " , The voice was so soft that it seemed like a whisper in the ear.

	My cock is so hard that I want to jump even more.

	She swallowed her saliva, revealing her white teeth . Her two rosy lips gently licked the glans of the penis, and her tongue pressed against it. In an instant, the glans disappeared into her mouth. suck, Once, twice, I don't know who the overflowing water belongs to .

	" Hiss ~ ha ~ slow down ... Mom " , I paused for a moment, then continued, feeling a bit overwhelmed. My mother seemed to sense my feelings, but she pressed her other hand firmly on my thigh, as if to stop me from escaping ? Or moving around ? Did she mean to stop me from ruining her homework ?

	I felt my mother 's tongue moving flexibly and actively, softly and slipperily over my glans, the glans, and even my balls, invading all the sensitive areas of my penis. When my mother extended her wet, red tongue and licked my scrotum, I felt like I was struck by lightning.

	I felt a kind of greedy tension, as if I was about to witness my mother's big move; no longer focusing on sucking and stroking ...

	The mother 's head also began to move back and forth, her lips tightly wrapped around the entire penis, sucking vigorously in tandem with the back-and-forth movement. " Slurp ... Gulp ... Slurp ... Gulp ... " The only sound in the small space was the mother's mouth sucking the penis, a sound that confirmed her familiarity ...

	From inside to outside, from top to bottom, the glans is pressed against the soft flesh of the inner wall of the mouth. The most important thing is that when the glans is sandwiched between the cheek and the teeth, a clearly convex circular outline will appear on the outside of the cheek, just like when you hold a whole candy in your mouth. After poking the left side of the face, he poked the right side. Go deep and spit out.

	People will curse a woman who is willing to sleep with anyone for being so involved in this matter; but if she is a decent woman with a clean record, people will feel itchy just thinking about it.

	My mother's familiarity with this matter makes me tremble, which is itself a characteristic of the charm of mature women. Whether it is mother love or mature love, in addition to the taboo stimulation, what we love is the charm shaped by experience.

	I was mesmerized by it . I was almost drooling, and my cock was so hard in my mother's mouth that it was about to explode.

	It was such a huge shock, and since I couldn't do anything with my hands, I had to talk. Otherwise, I would feel as uncomfortable as if ants were gnawing at my heart.

	" Mom ... you are so good ... I have never felt so comfortable ~" , I didn't realize that I was risking digging my own grave by saying this .

	she touched my glans with her soft red tongue, her lips were shining with water, and she raised her eyes. She looked at me with her eyes raised, bright and charming, and started to make a sound, and streams of hot air sprayed on my cock, " Oh ... really ... Then from now on ..." Before she finished speaking , I could feel the soft and lingering feeling, wrapped in a faint smile and a slight teasing, which made people unable to help but fall into the ethereal rhythm and get lost in her sound as soft as water.

	But I shook my head and thought this looked like a trap.

	" What I mean is ... I didn't expect kissing could be so comfortable ~ Of course, doing that is more fascinating ..." I said a long sentence while panting .

	When she heard this , a complex expression crossed her face, a mixture of shyness and a hint of longing. Like a misty sea, it seemed to be waiting for an instant of eruption. Could a mother be aroused simply by sucking her son's penis? I was skeptical.

	" Don't think about anything else for now ~" , as soon as the words fell, the penis returned to the mother's mouth.

	 

	soft and warm tongue slid across my glans, circling flexibly and licking every inch of skin. Her saliva mixed with my prostate fluid, making a slight " tsk tsk " sound that made my scalp tingle.

	" Mom ... you ... you are ... good ... good ..." I gritted my teeth, the pleasure almost made me collapse. I want to " scold " people.

	The mother paused, then used two fingers to pull her son's cock out of her mouth, not the kind of slow spitting it out from her mouth.

	On the hard male organ, blue veins coiled around the sides, and the mother also tilted her face slightly, but I felt that the originally soft jawline burst out with a cold sharpness; her fingers " supported " the boy's hard root, and the tip of her tongue licked the side of the cock from the root from bottom to top, professionally , more like feeling those blue veins with the tip of her tongue, and finally she kissed the glans, the process was natural and efficient.

	With a " pop " sound, Gave my glans a strong numbing stimulation, the mother raised her face, Eyes dipped in honey, He said, " What's good ?" with a very confusing smile in the corner of his eyes .

	" work " at hand before she takes the time to look up and talk to you; it is like a hungry person talking to you while eating. In fact, instinctively, food is her focus.

	Then I felt that her voice was like the tongue of a snake brushing against the hairs on the back of my neck, but the tone was like a crochet hook dipped in honey, drilling straight into the depths of my cochlea.

	she said this, her left hand was about to pull up my thigh flesh, and the fingers of her right hand holding her son's penis looked more like pinching; her eyes were not dipped in honey, but arsenic dipped in honey.

	I had to force a smile and said, " It means you are the best mother ..." .

	 

	" Hmph ~ Then you should be content ~ Help your mother more in the future ~" She was arrogant at first , but there seemed to be a piece of silk hidden in her throat. The words she murmured were so suggestive, like a little honey dripping on the taste buds, which made people feel excited, and seemed to have a little teasing flame rising quietly.

	" Stop talking ... " Then she said in a low voice, with a hint of command, " Hold on tight ..." .

	What should we seize ? Time ? Opportunity ? I have all kinds of guesses.

	With that, my mother opened her mouth and took my cock in, her tongue swirling around my penis. Her teeth scraped against my foreskin, causing a slight sting. Her lips tightened, sucking on the glans as if savoring something delicious. My hips lifted uncontrollably, pleasure pulsing through my body like an electric current.

	" Mom ... so ... so comfortable ... " I gasped, One hand gripped the handle tightly.

	She raised her head, a trace of crystal liquid hanging from the corner of her mouth, and a hint of unintentional pride in her eyes: " You are useless ~ I told you to stop talking ..." .

	Then the soft, hot and slippery tip of my tongue seemed to be dancing, giving me a wonderful feeling that I still remember vividly. I couldn't help but let out a " uh " sound in my throat. It was so beautiful that it almost made me lose my soul. My calves began to tremble like sieves to express my comfort.

	This seemed to be an encouragement to the mother. She thought the battle was coming to an end and worked much harder.

	I felt the base of my mother's warm tongue. She twisted her head uncomfortably for a few times, but finally gave up and began to suck vigorously. My cock was infected by the extreme heat in her mouth. I enjoyed the wonderful feeling of her warm mouth sucking deeply and squirming for a while, and then suddenly she spit out my wet cock.

	Sweating profusely, panting, she frowned in reproach, " Why aren't you healed yet ? How much longer will you take ?" I could sense her resentment, her head nearly falling against my thighs. But her reproach was also tinged with reluctance, as if she understood that this wasn't such a bad thing ...

	My mother might be tired. She seemed bored and just fiddled with my cock. She didn't put it in her mouth, but just stretched out her red tongue and licked it. After scanning it, Then suck the glans.

	Seeing this scene, I felt like my body and mind were about to explode ... Although she was touching the delicate whole body without an oral cavity, this posture was more vivid and seductive, as if she was licking a lollipop, tasting its sweetness, as if her son's cock was a treasure that she couldn't let go.

	My eyes might have been trembling as I looked at her in surprise and excitement.

	 

	My mother glanced at me and licked my rod again ... Her eyes were innocent and puzzled, and then she took the whole rod into her mouth . She tilted her head even more, tucked a few strands of hair behind her ears, and then spit them out, leaving only her tongue teasing the coronal sulcus.

	she pinched and licked the cock , her eyes were blurred and intoxicated.

	He looked at me, blinked his eyes, and seemed to be saying " Hmm ?" , as if to ask, is this comfortable?, is this right?

	I was so excited that I couldn't help but speak out, " Mom ... you ..." .

	" Do n't talk " She said, Then he took the whole thing in his mouth ...

	She seemed to have grasped the trick. I couldn't stand her eyes, couldn't stand her looking at me, even if the gaze was indifferent, the calmer it was, the more I could feel a flame flickering.

	 

	What was even more unbearable was seeing the details of her tongue movements. You couldn't see the whole thing when you took it in your mouth, you could only feel it.

	My throat was so tight that I could barely speak, " Mom ... thank you ... Mom ..."  .

	She didn't look at me, as if the cock was her treasure and I was no longer her treasure.

	just uttered an indistinct " hmm " .

	I was going crazy, but unfortunately I couldn't reach her pussy, otherwise I would have licked it all over. Oh, 69 is really a great invention.

	groped around with my right hand and touched something . I was overjoyed because it was my mother's shorts and underwear.

	Feeling the softness and lightness, I slowly brought it to my nose and took a deep breath. The familiar, layered scent of her shorts, with its fragrance, laundry detergent, and a faint hint of sweat, instantly filled my senses.

	underwear , Crotch of underwear , That taste, It was so private, so rich, as if my mother's vagina was right in front of me, close contact with me.

	The cock enjoyed the mother's service, and numbness spread throughout the body.

	The intoxication was also felt through my nose and mouth . I closed my eyes and sniffed greedily, wishing the scent could be woven into my very being. My nose was filled with the unique, mature, feminine fragrance. It wasn't the scent of deliberately sprayed perfume, but the natural musk of her body, carrying a scent of warmth and vitality. I felt a strange dizziness, as if I had fallen into a soft vortex, enveloping and swallowing me.

	When my mother saw my obscene behavior, her rosy face flushed under her makeup, and her originally round jaw line became as tight as a blade.

	 

	She reached out to grab it shyly and weakly, but she couldn't reach it, so she gave up ...

	Because her condition was not right, her eyes were blurred, although her eyes were dazed, she still held my cock carefully and looked at it. Smell it, He licked it first, then slowly put it into his mouth, but he was very " distracted " while eating , and often stopped to make eye contact with me.

	Every time I see my young, hard cock disappearing halfway between her sexy red lips, my throat gets a little itchy. My mother becomes more and more beautiful and natural in my eyes. This is how she should be. Her usual stern, arrogant, and superior demeanor is all a facade.

	She continued the same process as before, without any scruples, licking my cock with her tongue, her head leading the way. When she looked at me, fine lines appeared at the corners of her eyes, and a barely noticeable curve appeared at the corners of her mouth, and then she completely swallowed my cock ...

	 

	In fact, I seem to be a little bit worldly-wise. My mother must be laughing and scolding me in her heart, looking at how useless I am.

	My mother always slowly spits out my cock, like a charming banshee sucking essence and spitting out the body of her prey. The thought makes me extremely excited, and just like when I was in her vagina, I am willing to fall here forever.

	she pulled her mouth back , she pursed her lips and sucked the glans with a charming "hmm". That joyful moan made every cell in my body explode. Would she have a physiological reaction just by sucking her son's penis, or was she adding some ingredients to give me more stimulation?

	Anyway, this is the charm of womanhood, just like my cock is a delicious lollipop, which makes my mother happy physically and mentally. Her coquettish look stimulates my passion. I even forget to sniff my mother's private clothes.

	Her sweet lips held my glans, her soft tongue scraping back and forth on it, the warm inner wall of her mouth gave me a wave of sucking and slurping wet heat, and then her head moved up and down quickly. Perhaps she wanted me to confess quickly, she seemed to be working very hard.

	Somehow , women just know when you've reached your breaking point. .

	My mother's head was no longer tilted. She lay under me, her head shaking up and down, as if she was " serious " . She eagerly sucked my cock, her cheeks sunken in, giving the front part of her lower body an extremely wonderful sucking sensation.

	When she looked at him with a smile, and this happened repeatedly, the tingling sensation finally reached another level, and the reproductive nerves were brewing to explode.

	Finally, the situation turned around again. When I put my hand on my mother's forehead, she did stop, raised her eyes, and sweat dripped down her cheeks. Her face was flushed , with strands of wet hair sticking to her temples. When I was in a daze from the orgasm, I thought it was a seductive face.

	" No ? " As her eyes moved , her voice came over like a wisp of sweet smoke, " Asshole ... Stop holding it in ... I'm trying to tire your mother to death ... Come out quickly ..." Her tone was a little drawn out, and the ending tone was slightly raised, with a subtle, tempting itch.

	This itch is deadly.

	For some reason, she let out a charming and satisfying " ah hum " . Take my cock in your mouth again, The mouth wrapped around it, stroking it softly and quickly. The pleasure occupied all my consciousness, and I could not feel more details.

	Even the crotch of my mother's underwear that was touching my nose seemed to have no smell.

	Since it was futile to put my mother off , I remembered the method of transferring the feelings. I pinched the flesh on the side of my thigh fiercely, but the pain and the rising tingling in my cock were not contradictory.

	Men at this time also have two extremes: one is to be so sweet-talking that he would say he wants to give his life to you; the other is to express his secret desire. I am the latter at the moment.

	The words were filled with passion, " Mom ... please ... I don't want to come out so soon ... I ... I want to go inside you ..." .

	A simple word " fuck " , but I feel that I don't have the authority to say it yet, so I should be more subtle . Mother can understand too.

	My mother didn't say anything, but stroked faster, as if she had lost her image. She didn't care that a lot of saliva was spreading out. At the same time, her other hand firmly and forcefully broke my little " self-harm " action on my thigh. It seemed that she was already familiar with men's little thoughts and tricks.

	It’s a pity that my mother ’s mouth is always busy, otherwise I really want to hear how she would respond to my final request.

	I made a final effort and said with difficulty , " Mom ... stop ... spit it out ... it ... will go into your mouth ..." For some reason, I couldn't bear to let my mother accept this.

	It was my turn to push her forehead.

	Things change over time, and this moment is just like that moment.

	deep inside my reproductive organs finally washed over my cock, which became harder than ever before in my mother's mouth.

	Perhaps realizing that I was going to ejaculate, my mother relaxed her stubbornness, which allowed me to push her face away, and my cock left her red lips during the ejaculation.

	Her face was like a peach blossom brushed by the spring breeze, with a blush spreading from her cheeks to her ears, and her eyes were full of resentment, shame and annoyance. She said in a delicate voice, " What's the point of holding on ... What do you want to do? " The ending tone always had a little bit of an upward and frivolous arc, like a feather gently brushing against the earlobe, making people feel itchy inside.

	But I had clearly already ejaculated, and I felt a small stream of liquid entering her mouth. While she was talking, I saw a small stream of white liquid appear, and then it seemed as if her mouth and throat could not move.

	Her last words were the gunpowder that charged the cannon, and as soon as she finished speaking, the real spray finally caught up.

	The mother's pupils shrank slightly as she watched the white turbid liquid splash on her face, which rarely wore makeup.

	Like a backseat old gun, The cock twitches and shoots, Mother's brows were furrowed ... She seemed to have completely lost the consciousness to dodge.

	Her eyelids, nose , and T- zone were all covered with the evil liquid sprayed from her son's penis.

	 

	It slowly crawled across her face, leaving a long trail.

	Her clothes were so elegant and bright, her hairstyle and makeup were so charming and dignified, but now it was stained with something that was ejected from the man's reproductive organ.

	Like an untouchable painting, A few incongruous strokes were forcibly added to shatter the beautiful cruelty, but cruelty is sometimes also a kind of beauty.

	Breathtakingly beautiful .

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 79

	Lost my mind for a while, A huge amount of shame and anger rushed into my heart. My mother looked at me, suppressing her anger, but her eyelashes trembled slightly. She quickly covered her mouth and stood up, pulling the thing from my hand. She threw her own private clothes aside, then turned her face away, with lines of forbearance stretched out on the sides of her neck. She pulled several tissues in disorder, bent down slightly, and spit a few times into the trash can.

	What else can I say? She asked for it. I can say the same thing to her. No, she didn't intend to spit out my cock in the end. I pushed it away myself ...

	The mother wiped it carefully on her face.

	And in my complex psychological state, I was savoring the new taboo stimulation, feeling the impact brought by the pure and extremely coquettish side of a woman, feeling the gratitude for the tenderness of motherhood, and feeling the uneasiness about how my mother would face me.

	I also stood up quickly and hugged my mother tightly from behind, feeling the warmth and scent of her body, with my face against her back.

	 

	He didn't care if his slightly limp cock touched her clothes.

	My mother was still wiping, as if completely ignoring my sudden behavior.

	Women are much more emotional, and if you don't show resistance, they will be unable to do anything to you most of the time.

	She threw away a few more used wet wipes. Such a delicate thing might belong to the young female colleague next to her.

	My mother 's hands hung naturally, but she let me hold her like this.

	The air was filled with the lingering scent of damp heat , the chirping of insects outside the window gradually faded, and the evening breeze, carrying the fragrance of unknown plants, came into the room, bringing a hint of coolness, but this coolness dissipated under the body temperature of my mother that I felt.

	Perhaps there is also psychological heat flowing.

	 

	The boy recovered very quickly, even faster under the blessing of the forbidden temptation. It was a very straightforward fact. In a sense, Speaking of it can better show psychological acceptance than actually doing it; besides, it’s not like you haven’t done it before .

	When I thought of my mother 's expression and tone when she was doing that forbidden sucking, I felt that the last step was natural and without difficulty.

	The penis gradually swelled and pressed hard against the mother's buttocks.

	There is no " expected " angry reaction , My mother suddenly held my hand, patted it a few times, and comforted me with warmth.

	She gave me a side profile, and I could see her eyes were slightly narrowed, as if covered by a layer of mist. Her eyelashes trembled slightly like the wings of a butterfly, and her breathing became increasingly rapid.

	When my cock deliberately pushed hard against the crack of my mother's buttocks covered by the cheongsam, " Uh ..." , A low hum escaped from his lips , like a sigh from the depths of his heart, with a hint of helplessness. And expectations.

	But she said, " Why ~ you still want to come ... don't rely on your youth to be unrestrained ~ " The voice is faint and ethereal.

	My head was still resting on her back, my voice trembling with excitement, " Mom ... I was so happy just now ... Let me kiss you again ... "  .

	Of course I knew that I wanted to actually enter her body at this moment, but I habitually wanted to use my mouth to say hello.

	" Kissing ... it's already so late ... " The mother shouted, But before I could grasp the true meaning of this, he squatted down quickly.

	He lifted the hem of her robe , like a groom lifting the bride's veil, and leaned his head forward.

	Her butt is plump and plump . If I put my face close to it, I won’t be able to see it clearly.

	He only knew to grab his mother's buttocks and legs on both sides and kiss the blurry reddish-brown and purple-brown areas.

	Unexpectedly but not surprisingly, the side of the leg and the soft mass were all wet, as if a thin layer of egg white was smeared on it, or as if a mass of tender flesh was covered with cornstarch. It was smoother and tenderer, and the taste was stronger , with a hint of fishy sweetness, like some kind of primitive breath, rushing straight into my brain, making my consciousness chaotic.

	Compared with the weak strength of my tongue, the flesh of my mother's buttocks and legs is firm and elastic, and the plump area under the buttock groove is so soft that it melts at the touch.

	I just licked it a few times casually without going into details about the specific parts.

	“ Ah … um …” , The mother let out a low, trembling moan, the sound was soft and sticky, and her upper body seemed to bend slightly.

	 

	You see, now there is no refusal at all, no pretense at all.

	My heart moved, I stepped back, stood up, put my arms around my mother's waist, moved close to her neck, and the moisture around my mouth was imprinted on her slightly sweaty and fragrant skin. I said as if I was asking for a debt, " Mom ... do you still remember what you said in this office a few days ago ~ "

	My mother twisted half of her face, her warm skin, pink and greasy from the makeup, pressed faintly against my lips. She said in a sweet voice, " What did I say ..." .

	She ignored my actions of grabbing the hem of her cheongsam skirt and pushing it up through the slit. She even seemed to be swaying calmly. Under the guise of " cooperation " .

	But the buttocks are too full, and it has been stuck at the tip of the buttocks. I dare not move too much, for fear of tearing it. I’m afraid that being “ rude ” will disturb the atmosphere at the moment.

	 

	After much effort, it pushes up, but it still falls down. Because my mother was almost standing upright, I couldn't see her entire buttocks. Fortunately, it didn't prevent me from pressing my flesh against hers, and my cock could touch the uncovered buttock groove.

	But my mother immediately realized that my mouth had just kissed her below, and she gently pushed my head, moving her cheek away, and pretended to be disgusted and said, " Hey ... where did you kiss your mouth just now ... and you touched my face ?" .

	I think it's funny that you are disgusted with your own stuff. The spray from my crotch is slapping your face nakedly ...

	I said, " I dare not repeat it ~ " At the same time, holding her waist and pulling her back, With her hips raised, the mother lowered her upper body and supported herself with her hands on the table.

	" Well ... I dare not say ... Then what are you doing ... now ..." Mother paused deliberately. The unfinished words were like fine electric currents, crackling in the air. Every vibration of her vocal cords seemed to be sending me a silent invitation, but made me have to take the initiative to explore.

	My cock has been stirred to some extent and become slippery and tender, but I can feel the plump buttocks pressing against my waist and abdomen. If my mother's waist is no longer concave, I seem to be a little out of reach of the authentic bull's eye.

	The long-lost feeling made me almost unable to stand steadily. I said, " Let me feel it again ..." .

	The mother panted, " Uh ... what else do you want to feel, Li Yuqing ... you 've ruined your mother's mouth ... do you know how embarrassing it is ..." .

	The red-hot steel-like penis poked and thrust randomly between her buttocks, crushing firmly on the soft mound of flesh. " Ah ..." , With a charming moan, my mother's shaky bun shook a little, her legs seemed to be unstable, and her waist lowered a little.

	 

	When the glans passed over the anus above, it stayed there, as if it was about to go in, but the touch here was like a wall. If you didn't look at it, you wouldn't feel that there was a delicate hole here.

	My mother, like a frightened bird, immediately pressed her hand on my thigh, and said in a disgusted tone, " Well ... don't move ... okay ... it's time to go home. " .

	I felt hot all over. He hesitated, " Go back ... go back to what home ..." .

	My mother concentrated for a moment, took a deep breath, and adjusted her mood, which I was not aware of, but her body still showed signs of trembling.

	Suddenly, she shook her head back and turned her head simply, resting her chin on her slightly trembling shoulder. I saw a large part of her face. At the first moment, it was as if she was looking at a fool who didn't understand romance with resentment; after a while, her seductive eyes were like silk, binding my heart and soul, " Why ... which home do you want to go back to ~" Her voice was soft and high-pitched, and my whole body began to itch when I heard it.

	His eyes concealed the flames of desire and struggle, silently burning with an indescribable attraction. I felt even more restless, as if the air had become thicker, and every second was anticipating the moment of breakthrough.

	How could I bear it no longer? I anxiously pressed my mother's lumbar spine, and her body leaned forward a little bit. I saw it, and in time lifted the hem of my mother's cheongsam skirt, lifted it up and let it hang in front of her, her big buttocks were no longer covered, and the sapphire blue upper body and the whiteness of the buttocks formed a huge contrast, which was breathtaking to watch.

	At this moment, the arc of the buttock seam is more curved, and the division of the two buttocks is more vivid. This is the sweet buttocks posture of upward lifting. At least when I lower my head, I can basically see the brown anus and the concave flesh vortex of the flesh structure.

	The position is almost right, and the cock can be pushed forward into the crater that is ready to erupt lava at any time.

	 

	I can't tell the exact time, but my glans has already penetrated the first line of defense formed by the labia majora and come into contact with the tender red inner flesh soaked in sticky honey.

	" uh-huh ……" , The mother pursed her lips tightly. Frowning , He vented this little excitement with a snort .

	Although I know that it is moist enough and that this fat mature mother's flesh hole can accommodate her son's treasure, it is not a teasing, but it is natural. I always feel that I should try it slowly a few times. From shallow to deep.

	The head of my penis penetrated into my mother's vagina less than half, and I withdrew naturally as if following a rhythm.

	The mother lowered her head, one hand clenched into a trembling fist, and it looked like she was ready to take a blow. She seemed to feel that she had anticipated this rhythm.

	Although my cock was hard , I couldn't say that I felt another dimension of comfort just for that moment.

	I didn't pause intentionally , and my glans immediately poked in again. This time, the entire glans penetrated into the slippery entrance of the vagina. I could feel a more exaggerated wetness and heat, and the soft and floating flesh wrapping around it.

	Finally, I felt a different kind of comfortable and itchy feeling.

	" Well ……" , A sound came out of my mother's mouth, and her body seemed to be about to pounce forward. At the same time, I felt an even more charming and sticky moan about to come out.

	But I didn't thrust it all the way in. I retracted my hips and waist, and the glans retreated. My mother's aborted moan turned into a " Hmm ..." and her body, which was falling forward, stopped in time .

	The honey hole seemed to be ready , The flesh slit was originally separated by my glans. More of the tender flesh inside was revealed , and as I pulled back, without waiting for the visitor to go deeper, it seemed to shrink and close back reluctantly.

	My mother 's body, mind, and vagina all suffered a feint.

	I don't know if my son was doing it on purpose or for some other reason, but he was actually feinting.

	My mother didn't say anything, but her breathing was rapid and heavy, as if anxiety was brewing.

	my pace, I pushed forward several times. With every thrust, the glans went completely in, and even half of the penis disappeared in the crack of my mother's buttocks. I could already feel the inner wall of her vagina fitting tighter, but I never inserted it all the way in.

	Her son 's hot cock was wandering between the fertile labia and in the wet passage under her crotch, and it was gently pushing against her anus from time to time, which made her feel embarrassed. However, another kind of tingling and unbearable emptiness was slowly coming from the fertile soil of her crotch, and the mother had an urge to cry.

	The boy's penis repeatedly poked the mother's charming crotch mound lightly, just like stepping into a water-filled swamp. When he pulled his foot out, the hole that was originally stretched to form a matching shape instantly returned to its original shape, with only water floating on it.

	going back and forth like this, I became quite adept at inserting a feint.

	During this time, my hands slid to my mother's arm petals and arm grooves, kneading them gently. My mother's breathing became rapid again, " Um ... hum ... uh ..." , and tiny moans and nasal breath sounds came out of her mouth alternately.

	" Ah ... hum ..." The mother moaned very hard. It seemed that her honey pot was ready to receive the comfort of the cock. She also felt the hardness scraping against her. There were already signs of pleasure rising. But the boy's sexual organ always went in halfway and then withdrew again. The pleasure rose halfway and then turned into a long-awaited commotion and torture.

	 

	The slightly shaking hips never brought any corresponding physical comfort, and even actively thrusting back did not bring any sufficient comfort. After several times, she raised her head and straightened her neck.

	If you hadn't seen it with your own eyes, it would have sounded like a woman doing something physically demanding, breathing normally, and you wouldn't have thought it was sexual.

	Especially the last one, which was exceptionally slow. When the glans swept across the stretched labia minora, breaking through the soft and creamy flesh, the shaft of the rod gradually disappeared in the crack of the mother's buttocks as it felt increasingly tight and hot.

	" Ah ... hum ... so hard ... ah ah ah hum ..." The sound made by the mother was like a micro-electricity, her moans were trembling and becoming more and more charming, like the sound of the dripping rain in the summer night. Lingering and touching.

	It was as if she was making one last “ effort ” , anticipating the sincere entry of her son’s penis , and the alluring “ hard ” that made me dizzy . It sounds like her true feelings. It is also an encouragement to me .

	As for the more straightforward initiative , how could a mother possibly do that?

	You have to say that I was still immature. At this time, most people only cared about their own pace, so I still withdrew.

	" Hmm ? Li ... Li Yuqing " , The mother tilted her face slightly, and her voice was finally shrouded in shame. Although her voice was extremely low, the ending tone trembled with anxiety like a knife. When she bit her lips, the veins on the side of her neck were slightly visible, and the fingertips of her left hand had already pinched into the palm of her hand.

	But I was addicted to feinting, and I said in a very doting tone, " Mom ... don't worry ... I'm not in a hurry ... I'll give you some time to get used to it ..." .

	" routine " remains the same, Still self - considerate , Show your own " experience " The penis was like teasing an active and vital flesh hole. It went in halfway, but before it could feel the details inside, it withdrew ...

	My mother stomped on my foot in anger and deliberately crushed it a few times. Her anger and resentment were so strong that I felt a piercing pain.

	She tried to sound as fierce as possible when speaking, " Li Yuqing, you're doing this on purpose, aren't you? If you don't know how to fix it , go home! "

	I realized that something was wrong, but the fact that my mother had such an undeniable desire made me extremely excited, and my cock needed to be extinguished urgently.

	In fact , even if my mother didn't say it, I would have almost gone for it. I really didn't intend to continue this unintentional " teasing " . Why couldn't she be more reserved?

	Thinking of this, my breathing became so rapid that it seemed like it was about to burst out of my chest.

	With one hand I held her tall, snow- white buttocks, and with the other hand I held the swollen cock under my crotch and pressed it against the wet entrance of her vagina. I held my cock and pressed the top of the glans into the hole. With my left hand I held the shaft and coordinated with my waist, slowly twisting the huge glans into the tight and sensitive vagina.

	of my body and mind prevented me from thrusting all the way in at once.

	" hiss ……" , Feel the details. It was more sensitive than before, and the huge pleasure made me gasp.

	" Uh ... um uh uh uh ~" .

	My mother couldn't control herself, and her sweet moans never stopped. As if she was connected to something, a series of trembling moans came from the depths of her throat.

	Listening to my mother 's voice, I stopped hesitating. When it was almost time, I inserted the whole root into my mother 's plump and slippery honey hole with a " swish " . The hard and long giant was unstoppable. It instantly tore open her soft slit, scraped across the long cavity wall, and hit the tender flower heart heavily. There was a " pop " sound at the junction .

	The mother leaned forward, supporting her entire forearm on the table, her entire back almost parallel to the table, exposing the largest area of her buttocks so that her buttocks would not hinder the boy's sexual organs from entering her vagina as much as possible.

	With this pounce, the crystal hairpin could hardly hold the bun in place. Then it flashed.

	An intense feeling of fulfillment made my mother, whose bright and mature skin was emitting desire, breathe out a sweet breath and couldn't help but say, " Ah ... hum ... Li Yuqing ... bastard ..." She cursed in between humming , and her tone contained infinite satisfaction, comfort and enjoyment. The curse, which had no deterrent power at all, was clearly her dissatisfaction with my procrastination for a long time.

	The crisscrossing folds of flesh in the walls of my mother's vagina instantly twisted around my glans. A strong feeling of suffocation came over me, and I almost wanted to pull it out, but a fold of flesh was embedded in the coronal sulcus, and I couldn't pull it out. I wanted to insert it into a deeper cavity, but I couldn't go any further. He felt that his mother's vagina was tighter, and now he could only look forward to what his mother would do next.

	I felt like I had entered a warm abyss, the tight flesh walls wrapped around my cock, squeezing it so hard I was almost suffocating. Her vagina was wet and hot, the layers of folds rubbing against my cock, bringing me incomparable pleasure.

	" Ahem ... why can't you be gentler ..." , The mother spat. Her tone was full of reproach, but the blush on her cheeks and neck betrayed her shyness. After hesitating for a while, her forearms seemed to move forward, and her waist and head lowered even more, fully revealing the roundness of her buttocks, as if to facilitate the whipping of the young man behind her.

	I felt like I had rested for a while, and slowly felt the warm and tight comfort in the tight, narrow and small pussy. When the sudden sensitivity subsided, I pinched my mother's smooth and elastic two round-moon-like buttocks, which made my eyes hot and my mouth dry. The cock under my crotch seemed to want to break free from the pressure of her honey flesh, and it kept beating.

	I put a lot of effort into enduring the amazing pleasure, and moaned in amazement , " Mom ... it's still ... it's still comfortable here ..." .

	" Pah ... Pah ... Pah " , I started to thrust hard and strong instinctively while speaking. The entire penis was inserted, leaving no room for movement. Only the two testicles were blocked outside the labia, hitting my mother's portal as I thrusted.

	The buttocks were round and full, and they trembled slightly when hit, like jelly, with a hint of sweat. Every time I hit her, the skin would tremble like ripples on the water, framing the boy's moral reason.

	" Ah ... um ... just ... who said that the mouth is more comfortable ... ah ?~" Seeing me speak, my mother was surrounded by the fulfilling pleasure again. She subconsciously turned her head with difficulty, her eyes full of spring water. I saw her gritting her teeth and piecing together a sentence. Her beautiful nose, which looked straight and upturned due to makeup, hummed, and the ending tone was lingering, making the tone that was originally intended to question and tease become a coquettish tone held hostage by pleasure.

	It didn't sound like she was making the noise voluntarily , but rather the force of my impact and the penetration of my cock, which cleared her private passage, broke the tender folds of her honey pot, and crushed the soft and elastic flower heart deep inside, making it unbearable for her and forcing her body to vent instinctively.

	Soon, tiny beads of sweat appeared on my mother's buttocks, especially the water on her waist, which made her body look like it exuded a strong scent of woman's flesh, making her look as crystal clear as jade, and more seductively beautiful.

	I gripped my mother's buttocks tightly. The flesh was soft and elastic, my fingers sinking into it like a piece of tender tofu, so smooth it made my heart tremble. My thrusts seemed effortless. " Ah ... hum ... ah ..." Her elegant bun seemed to be drawn into the moment, swaying gracefully, a symbol of decadence, gradually coinciding with the rhythm of her dizzyingly alluring moan.

	When I thought of the way she gave me oral sex , I knew that I wouldn't think about being reserved anymore. I wouldn't wait to slowly cultivate my " temperament " . I was so excited that I spoke whatever I wanted. However, the questions before I even uttered them were like pouring oil on my cock and my heart.

	I opened my mouth and said, " What about Mom ... is it more comfortable when I kiss you ... or is it more comfortable when you bump into me like this ? " When I said the last sentence, my strength and voice became a little higher.

	She turned her head, but her gaze wasn't meeting mine. A warm, fishy wind blew her dark hair, some strands tangling around her creamy neck, others clinging to her rosy cheeks. She was breathtakingly beautiful, yet naturally alluring. " Ah ... well ... it's hard to tell now ... ahh ... can't I ... can't I check the time ... umm ..." Mother's moans were soft, sticky, and sweet, almost sickening and shuddering.

	But even so, these moans still encouraged me. I held back my breath and increased the frequency of my thrusting. My hands even roughly pulled at the buttock groove, making the small holes on the brown wrinkles more obvious, and finally it became a deep and charming little hole.

	Look at the mating area between the young man and the mature mother . The hard cock keeps going in and out of the mother's vagina. Every time the cock is withdrawn, you can clearly see that the hard object becomes shiny.

	My mother 's cherry-red waist and hips were covered in a dense layer of sweat, and the crotch between her buttocks was filled with a thick white paste formed by the thickening of mucus. " Ah ... hum ... uh ... um... " The pink flesh of the vagina was pulled out by the glans sulcus, and then squeezed back into the fat vagina as it penetrated deeper. The engorged reddish - brown flesh rolled up and the tender red flesh at the entrance of the vagina kept separating and intertwining. Almost integrated .

	This situation makes people feel that the young man is thrusting without mercy, without caring about the softness and fragility of the mature mother's crotch. " Well ... you are gentle ... uh ... be gentle. " The mother's face is flushed. Her eyes and eyebrows were rippling, and she endured the low moans, which were so soft and gentle that my whole body trembled when I heard them.

	The updo swayed before my eyes, but I noticed the graceful curls against my profile, winding from the crown to the sides of my face, perfectly framing my face. A few loose strands added a touch of casual playfulness. Her earlobes flushed faintly, like the first trembling crabapple blossom on a branch in early spring, and even the veins on her neck took on a rouge hue.

	But this woman, who is absolutely beautiful and pure in the town, was enjoying herself under my crotch. Her sensitive, wet and narrow vagina betrayed herself first. Not only did she respond to the thrusts of her son's penis, but she also made a series of seductive moans that were difficult to conceal. Her mind also fell into the dense web of lust, which gave me an inexplicable sense of accomplishment and satisfaction that made me feel superior.

	When one does not pay special attention to her face, the only thing in one's field of vision is the swaying white buttocks. The lower the mother's waist is, the more obvious it is that the span at both ends of the buttocks exceeds any part of the upper body. Although the boy's height is not bad, compared with the mother's plump and elastic buttocks, he always feels thin, and the more he wants to use his youthful strength to make up for the generation gap.

	The cock, which is not much darker than the skin color, pierces the brown flesh mound, stirring the tender red vaginal flesh of the mature woman. It originally looks immature, but fortunately, the hardness like steel bars appears angular, and it is covered with a layer of slippery water, which is enough to make the woman feel the heart-pounding sense of vigorous power.

	" Hmm ... uh ..." The mother raised her nose and hummed rhythmically. Eyes slightly narrowed, There was a layer of red mist in her eyes . I thought she was receptive enough, but when she actually did this taboo thing in the office, the shame on her face never left. It was not because she was afraid of social failure, but simply because she felt that she fell too easily. Her head was dizzy, and her whole body was comfortable and she couldn't help herself.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 80

	and I could hear a sticky " gurgling " sound, like someone stepping in a puddle.

	The boy was panting heavily , his cock hitting the deep water curtain cave mechanically and ruthlessly like a pile driver, causing waves of water to splash, and the anus was covered with water. But this posture was on top, which must be because the boy's cock was afraid of being hit, and the already wet dark cement floor was stained with another color.

	A low moan came from my mother's mouth, like the hum of the wind blowing through the treetops on a summer night. It didn't need to be loud, but it was real, moving, alluring and suppressive.

	I raised my head, my mind was in chaos, the pleasure was like a wildfire, burning me to the point of losing all reason. One hand slowly rose, and I could hardly help but pat the charming buttocks slowly, because under the heavy and powerful impact of the boy, I could see that it was actively moving in pursuit of more pleasure, causing the tender flesh in the passage to open and close. The vagina was actually slightly sunken, and the tender folds wrapped around the boy's penis from all sides. I felt obviously tight and suffocated.

	The upper body with clothes still on and the charming bun were shaking slightly like snakes, light and coquettish; but in the end, I raised my hands high and put them down gently, just forcefully grabbing the beautiful arms of the mature mother in front of me. In the area under my control, there was no way for the arms to wave, but it also proved the toughness and strength of the woman's arms. The trembling on the surface, and the tenderness and softness in some cases, were just the inevitable modification of time.

	I whispered, and the noise was like picking up a shameful and exciting secret, " Mom ... your butt ... is so big ~" When I said this, I wanted to moan in pleasure .

	" Well ... ah ... you ... what did you say ..." , mother 's voice was as low as a mosquito's hum, but there was a hint of charm in her tone, as if she was suppressing something. Her voice, which was usually soft at this moment, sounded more like melted water, sticky and drilling into my ears.

	For some reason, she bent down a little, and her buttocks became even more plump in the boy's view, filling the entire area. This made my heart beat as if it was about to burst out of my chest, and my blood rushed.

	Seeing my mother 's reaction, I continued to ask, " Mom ... has Sister Golden Hair ever teased me ... here ~" , pinching my buttocks with much greater force.

	My mother angrily slapped my thighs repeatedly, " Ah ... be gentle ... " The voice and body twisted in unison, as if dissatisfied with the casual and rough treatment of her secret treasure. It's not embarrassing anymore .

	" Well ... uh ... women ... women's butts ... aren't they all like this ? "

	My mother 's temper made me thrust faster and faster, as if I wanted to ignite the fire in my heart into her. Her vagina was as slippery as if coated with oil. Every time I thrust into her, I could feel her flesh walls trembling and sucking my cock. My waist and abdomen had to fight against her buttocks, gaining an overwhelming advantage so that my glans could ram against her flesh deep inside, causing her body to tremble. My mother's breathing was as chaotic as a kite with a broken string . " Uh ... hum ... um... " .

	After several consecutive hits, then a single heavy blow, The mother 's body trembled violently. She let out a suppressed moan, as if struck by something, and began to tremble violently. Her breathing became more rapid, almost uncontrollable.

	By this, I took a break to breathe, and now there was no grinding and forcing, and I felt more clearly that the plump buttocks had certain requirements for men's things when entering from behind, and the tight buttocks always acted as a buffer. I looked down and saw The base of the penis was exposed a lot, and the glans was soaked in the tight and sticky flesh and got a moment to breathe.

	I didn't forget to continue looking for stimulation through words.

	" Oh mom ... I'm not blind ... I can see at a glance that yours is firmer, bigger and stronger ... " .

	After saying that, I continued to fuck her monotonously, " Ah ..." , After a comfortable moan, the mother's body, which wanted to raise and twist, " became obedient " . Willing to " lie flat " I saw it all and felt regretful. If I hadn't acted so quickly, she might have taken the initiative more blatantly.

	silent mother possessed a captivating charm, a captivating presence. Like a cold machine, I silently performed my continuous movements. My mother's fiery body surged like a surging tide, layer upon layer, her soft, elastic flesh gripping me tightly and contracting evenly, powerfully.

	“ Ahem …” , Accompanied by a soul-stirring groan, She raised and lowered her neck . After shaking her bun, a warm current gushed out from her depths, enveloping me and soaking me. All of a sudden, my mother and I were immersed in the warm water. .

	She freed one hand, looking even more shaky. Stretch back, A grab at the void.

	It is said that mother and son have telepathic connection. I knew what she meant. As she lifted her upper body, I tried to stick my upper body close to this hot body, with my head resting on her shoulder and neck. From close range, I could see her beautiful face flushed, her brows slightly wrinkled, her lips slightly parted, her eyes slightly closed, and an expression on her pretty face that was hard to describe in words, whether it was pain or pleasure. If I kept watching, I, a newbie, couldn't bear it anymore.

	Smelling the sweet aroma of fermented fruits and fine wine , " Hmm ... hum ... ah uh ..." , panting and humming intertwined , like a wisp of smoke, carrying an ambiguous breath, slowly drifting in the air, making the young man's desire burn.

	A mother's hand, She rubbed my cheek in a disorderly and weak manner . Perhaps knowing that I couldn't see her butt at the moment, her waist and hips began to move seductively, full of demands and also full of soothing to her son's sexual organs.

	Under the physical pleasure, she finally managed to finish a sentence, " Hmm ... uh ... Li Yuqing ... you bastard ... you are not allowed to look ... and you are not allowed to ... ah hum ... talk ... talk about my ass ... " Breathing like orchid, Every word is enchanting and every word is intoxicating.

	After saying that, she once again supported herself on the table with her forearms, and bent her upper body flat. Her round buttocks, like a white jade sculpture, were raised high, proud and tough, but her subconscious movement like a snake made her look like she was on the verge of collapse.

	When my mother raised her buttocks, my cock could penetrate all the way in. I felt the tender flesh inside her vagina moving in the direction of the cock. The inner wall was tight and slippery, and the muddy and soft feeling was like rain-soaked soil, sticky and warm. I didn't need to intensify my thrusts, my mother's moans gradually became louder under her own thrusts. It is even more melodious and moving than the humming of a nightingale on a summer night .

	The pair of proud breasts, still wrapped in underwear and clothes, seemed to be a heavy burden on the mother under the action of gravity. When I stuck my head out, I saw a small hill swaying back and forth with clothes, showing its amazing size and weight.

	It's time to take care of this place, but because the cheongsam is slim-fitting, I have no room to move when I put my hand into the clothes. I also don't want her to take off the clothes, which will make the feeling less. So I grabbed one of the playfully shaking big white rabbits through the clothes, and the other hand had to hold the mother's butt; the bra was thin and soft, and I could still feel the softness of the breasts through two layers of cloth.

	" Ah hum ... Li Yuqing ... stop touching me ..." , The mother said in a sweet voice, One hand also covered the back of my hand that was grabbing her breast. I couldn't tell whether it was to reduce my strength or to encourage me.

	Kneading my mother's breasts, I excitedly said, " Mom ... here ... you 've got to admit it's bigger than most ..." My inner world was in a state of extreme excitement, and my body movements became increasingly violent, ups and downs, constantly giving my own mother a powerful impact, both psychologically and physically.

	of her son , the mother seemed to be about to lose her balance and had to put down her hand to help support her body.

	" Well ... hum ... I told you that you are a bad guy ... at such a young age ... you're still staring at women's parts ... all these years ... ah hum ... what kind of books have you read, Li Yuqing ?" The mother took several breaths before spitting out a long curse.

	I argued , " I was just staring at you, damn it ... I'm just a normal guy ... how can I control myself ..." .

	As I said this, I gathered my strength and pulled out the whole thing, sliding it across the soft and slippery entrance of the vagina, and then I gave it a hard hit, with the glans roughly hitting the fleshy core deep inside the vagina.

	 

	The mother's waist arched, as if she couldn't bear it, but she moaned generously, " Ugh ... so ... big ... ah ..." , The feelings are sincere and the voice is filled with all the spring tides.

	The heat almost penetrated my chest. I tried to keep my tone calm, " Mom, what big are you talking about ..." Now I really had the look of a child asking for praise, eagerly expecting it.

	My mother turned her head with difficulty, because it was difficult for her to meet my gaze. She suppressed her charming voice, bit her lower lip lightly, her misty peach eyes were full of moving tears, her nose was shining with pearly light, she was breathing hard, and looked very tired. She asked weakly, " What do you think ?" , and then covered my hand that was grabbing her breast with her hand again.

	My mother's look made me stunned for a while, and I even forgot about fucking. Her eyes were mischievous and playful, " Do you like the younger one ? Li Yuqing ... Mom doesn't like the younger one ..." I'm not sure if her voice contained a coquettish teasing sound, which was the charm and allure that only mature women have, but this voice was so tempting that it scratched my heart gently.

	Her words planted a poison in my heart, and I had doubts that I dared not explore.

	It doesn’t matter . She is enjoying herself under my crotch, and all her reactions are real.

	She seemed to have the ability to predict the future. When I was about to become violent , she turned her head back, but her face and voice had already penetrated into my heart.

	I didn't dare to say those words, but when she was helping me, I wanted to express my feelings. opportunity, Not yet.

	I installed a clockwork under my crotch and fucked the cunt in front of me hard. Maybe it was the same as usual, but my mentality was different. I felt that I was on the road to conquest, didn't I? The mother's fingertips were white from pinching, her arms were shaking, her hair and head were messy, and she twisted and swayed in a disorderly manner.

	 

	The cum at the entrance of her vagina had now become cum, and due to the constant impact of the cock, it had been beaten into white foam, accumulating at the entrance of her vagina, forming a circle that looked lewd and unbearable, like a puff of cream. As I continued to thrust in and out, I could only feel the passage of my mother's vagina tightening, the tightness seemed to strangle my penis.

	Her waist and arms seemed to have absorbed the force of my impact, and then they began to move spontaneously, like a beautiful snake with its seven inches nailed, unable to escape, but her body was still floating in the air, " Ah ... hum ... be gentle ... don't ... Li Yuqing ... don't be so rough ... it's numb ... hum uh ..." , her moans were like tears and complaints , accusing the forbidden behavior, but also succumbing to the young man's power.

	Hearing her reaction , my fury subsided, but I still roared excitedly, " Mom ... your children are already so grown ... why is it still so tight ..." We tend to assume that mature women, especially those who have given birth, don't experience this kind of tightness, but I've never felt anything like it before, and this is coming from the bottom of my heart.

	Of course, what I said blurred a lot of things, such as the meaning of being old, and age means ... having experienced a lot ... but it doesn't sound good.

	As I said this, I leaned against my mother's neck again. I really want to feel this charm up close, so I can only express it more directly through my voice and expression.

	My mother also straightened her body and held my head with one hand; in this position, I could no longer penetrate deeply and forcefully, and could only move slowly.

	Mother's hot and wet lips touched my right ear, and the moans that went straight into my ear made my scalp tingle , " Uh ... hum ..." , her lower body moved a few times, as if she wanted to continue some kind of pleasure, her hot breath swirled around my ear, with a sense of moisture, after her moans, she spoke softly with a trembling voice, a true mosquito moan, " Is it really tight ? Do you feel comfortable ~" .

	 

	I overestimated myself. How could a young man like me, who was in love with his mother and mature women, withstand the attitude of a mature mother? I felt like I was hit by a bullet and was stunned. Although my mother couldn't see my whole appearance, she could feel my dull " ang " and the mechanical nod .

	When the mother spoke again, her voice was thick with a sticky nasal sound. " Uh-huh ... then you have to be good and obedient from now on ... and help me ..."

	I nodded again . Isn't it that kind of situation now? I would even give you my life. Originally, my life was given to me by this woman.

	I couldn't move anymore , but the feeling of my cock being stroked and wrapped by the tender flesh of the vagina was still so strong. What else could it be but my mother's subtle movements ?

	" Ah ... ah ... hmm ..." Because the movements were small, my mother's voice was mostly panting and moaning. The lips on her earlobe parted again, and my mother said quietly, " Then why don't you still associate with those frivolous girls ... "

	 

	It carries the connotation of judgment.

	Are you talking about Yun'er ? Are you here to settle the score with me now ? I could only shake my head like a rattle against my will.

	But it felt not enough, so I added, " Those girls don't have such big butts and ..." , I paused, " Chest "  .

	" Ang hum ..." , The mother vented her feelings with satisfaction. Then he said, " I'm glad to know ~ " The voice hides a seductive magnetism, deep yet warm.

	" Can a little girl make you so comfortable ~ " The next sentence, I wanted every word to penetrate my mind through my ears. After she finished, she seemed to chuckle softly, pushed my head away, and lowered her body. The sound was not real, but the feeling was real enough. For a moment, the office was filled with moans, seductive laughter, and the sound of a penis stirring the water.

	 

	So, I started the primitive movements mechanically . My mother turned her head from time to time, and seemed to show me her face and eyes deliberately to increase my stimulation. This is the experience of a mature woman. She knows that men like this.

	The mother bit her lower lip lightly, her beautiful eyes half-open and half-closed, her brows slightly furrowed, enduring wave after wave of endless thrusts from her son, and she hummed and moaned in ecstasy, the tremolo with a drawn-out ending sounding like both pain and joy, or perhaps pain and happiness.

	The moans were like complaints and sobs, like songs but not songs, and like the voices of fairies, constantly stirring the fragile " string " in my heart . Her eyes became redder and redder, the desire in her heart became stronger and stronger, and her cock became so hard that it seemed like it would explode at any time.

	We both fell into the rhythm of ecstasy, and the water secreted by my mother's vagina became more and more, which made it easier for me to go in and out. At first glance, There is no more strangeness and childishness.

	Maybe it was because I had ejaculated orally before, or maybe it was because I was simply in a good mood, but as the fucking lasted longer, I gradually felt that something was missing.

	I lasted longer, and it seemed that my mother lasted longer even longer. The smoother the in and out, the more ordinary it seemed, even though she moaned passionately and her face was charming; but I never pushed her to a higher level.

	I couldn't help but look around this office. Everyone's desk was cluttered with a lot of stuff, and there were boxes of documents piled up just a few steps down the floor.

	Looking at the mother 's posture, it seems that she is not affected by the office ...

	this office PLAY for me ?

	Perhaps noticing my change in state, my mother turned around and gave me a puzzled look.

	Seeing that I was indifferent, she lowered her head again, lowered her waist even lower, and expanded her shoulders outward, matching my impact with a more rhythmic feel.

	After a while , she said in a tone that seemed to be both angry and coquettish, " Well ... hum ... hurry up ... it's already so late ~" .

	I reached up and controlled the shaking of one of my mother's breasts. " How can it be so fast like this ?" .

	" Stop touching me ... Um ... Pay attention ..." My mother grabbed my hand, half-heartedly, biting her red lips. Her expression was even more shy and charming. " Then what do you want ... " She looked like a little woman hiding in a man's arms, secretly shy and charming, but she couldn't help but feel a little angry.

	I took a deep breath and really started fucking her hard, just to arouse her. Then I said, " I ... I want to make Mom squirt like she did just now ... "

	" Uh-huh ..." , Sudden, My mother 's body suddenly stiffened, her automatic movements stopped, she raised her head and looked at me. His eyes were filled with confusion and bewilderment.

	" Ah hum ... you ... don't even think about it ... it 's not that easy ..." She murmured, her voice hoarse and sexy. Eyes narrowed into slits , Her eyelashes were wet and stuck together like petals hit by rain, but with a sense of pride and superiority.

	I felt like a loser and discouraged, and I seemed to be less passionate about moving.

	I just shouted hesitantly, " Mom ... Is it really not possible ..." Although my desire had already overflowed, my crotch had lost its sharpness, and I didn't know why I opened my mouth to speak.

	The mother's soft, red face was once again filled with a confused and hesitant expression. Her eyes were red and the skin at the corners of her eyes seemed to be dripping with tears. She bit her lower lip as if it was bleeding. The intense sense of shame was visible to the naked eye , and I felt embarrassed and humiliated, but the stimulation of the immorality also became extremely strong under my gaze.

	 

	Finally, she mustered up all her courage and suddenly cried out, " Then hurry up ..." , Another hand pressed on my thigh, " Don't ... stop ... " The sound is like a mosquito , Judging from her last words, if there was a hole, she would have drilled it without hesitation.

	But I had been fucking her continuously for a long time and there were no special signs.

	However, my mother's proactive words still ignited my passion. My waist and abdomen slammed into her buttocks mercilessly and continuously, and my penis continued to fight with the smelly flesh in her vagina.

	" Ah ... well ... that's right ... do it ... don't dawdle ..." , the mother's beautiful hair was still held in a mess by the crystal hairpin, her breathing was heavy, her whole body was trembling, her body exuded waves of aphrodisiac body fragrance, and she moaned and moaned in ecstasy.

	It’s said that when you feel sleepy, there’s a pillow.

	When this mother-son taboo in the office was in full swing, suddenly, a shout was heard, " Is anyone there ... Sister X , are you still in the office ..."

	My mother's body stiffened, and she turned her head towards the door. Her charming rosy face turned pale with panic, and she subconsciously pressed against my thigh again, this time really trying to stop me from continuing.

	But because of her nervousness, her buttocks were slightly raised, and I felt the glans was tightly clamped by the mucous membrane, and the tight and oppressive feeling was even stronger than before.

	My penis has become much more difficult to move in and out, like it is deep in the mud. When it comes out, it hooks out a lot of tender red flesh, and it seems that they are tightly attached to the penis. The more it contracts and narrows, The feeling of contact between the penis and the inner wall of the mother's vagina is stronger, and under the tension, it will become more sensitive.

	Mother's legs were already trembling, and she turned her head again. Gritting teeth and frowning, With a troubled look on his face , He shook his head at me.

	 

	But I was not willing to give up. With a " pop " , the mother's arms rolled, and her son's penis broke through her tense defense, poking through the tightly wrapped walls of her vagina, like a passage running through a ball of soft flesh, and hitting the flesh deep inside.

	As the footsteps of the security guard on duty approached.

	The mother opened her peach-shaped eyes wide, gasped, and did not even utter the word " don't " . As if struck by lightning, her whole body trembled violently. A soft moan of " ah " came out of her mouth . She quickly covered her mouth tightly, squeezed her legs together, and a small stream of warm current slowly seeped out of her beautiful vagina ... Her legs were shaking as if they were electrified. The amplitude was not large, but the trembling was exaggerated.

	" Ah ... hum ..." Covering her mouth couldn't completely hide the continuous low moan, but the voice seemed to be hanging under her endurance, and she never dared to fall to the ground; the mother frowned, opened her charming eyes, parted her beautiful red lips, and gnashed her silver teeth . Her expression seemed to be in great pain.

	I could savor the reaction in her honey hole and the situation at the entrance to her honey hole, she stood up straight with a trembling body and pushed me away. With a " pop " , the penis slipped out of the tight flesh hole, bringing out a lot of liquid, which dripped onto the ground. Mother walked towards the door ... As she walked , a lot of honey flowed down her legs ...

	My mother glared at me with gritted teeth.

	My intuition told me it wasn't over yet ... I followed ...

	Mother turned on the light ... and stood to the right of the door ... That 's very wise. You have to answer. Since you are here, what's the big deal about not turning on the light?

	To the right of the door is a wall. To the left is a glass wall, although it is frosted and opaque. What if someone sees something? The bottom and top of the glass wall are transparent in other seats or far away. If someone wants to peek, they just lower their head or jump ...

	My mother adjusted her hair as usual and looked at me closely with a frown.

	Under the incandescent light , the exposed skin on her face and body was no longer of uniform color, and with the traces of time, blood vessels, blue veins, small blemishes and blood spots were visible in the gaps; but this plump body that had experienced sex was sweaty, reflecting the faint light, mixed with sweat and some indescribable smell, which went straight into my nose, hot and strong.

	And her flushed face. Everything makes me feel real and vivid, with a healthy and mature feeling of a woman, exuding the ultimate charm of this age.

	" Dong Dong Dong " The security guard knocked on the door, " Ms. X ... are you in the office ..." the security guard outside the door shouted.

	Just as my mother was about to answer, I had already lifted her waist and pulled her round buttocks close to me. Caught off guard, she supported herself on the wall with her hands.

	She immediately turned around, kept shaking her head, and grabbed my arm with one hand. Her nails almost dug into my flesh. She was so strong that it hurt a little, but the pain was more like a stimulation, making my nerves even more excited.

	I could clearly feel the violent ups and downs of my mother's body, and the heat was transmitted directly to my skin through the thin clothes.

	Her eyes were twisted to the point of tears, and besides shock and anger, an indescribable shame slowly emerged on her face; that shame spread across her face like a ball of fire, burning from her neck to her ears, making her originally charming face appear a little distorted.

	This scene seems familiar and makes people excited. The person outside the door has changed. But another kind of taboo stimulation was even stronger ... The meaning of the office finally became concrete ...

	special scene. It only took a moment for my cock to squeeze into the bottom of her arm, and the glans was pressed against the entrance of her vagina in the muddy and soft flesh.

	" Is anyone there ..." , the security guard knocked on the door again and asked ...

	The mother subconsciously turned back towards the door ...

	I pushed all the way in, and the vagina seemed to be narrower and tighter than before, and for a moment I almost couldn't hold back my semen.

	" Well ... I ... I was sorting out some meeting materials ..." , my mother gasped and replied, her voice shaking violently, as if she was trying to hide something, but also as if she was collapsing.

	I slowly pulled out my cock, and the folds of flesh at the entrance of the vagina were stuck to it, looking bright red and tempting.

	 

	I don’t know what’s wrong with this security guard. I don’t know if he noticed something was wrong. Maybe because my mother’s response through the door was a bit disrespectful, he insisted on saying a few words to her .

	" Oh ... I just finished patrolling the third floor ... and saw that the lights in the corridor on the second floor were still on ... I wasn't sure if you had left, so I came to check , " the man said.

	" Oh ~ I'm almost there too ." , Mother gritted her teeth and said, every word seemed to be squeezed out from her throat. Her face was full of panic, her eyes flashed with fear, and her legs clamped tighter, but I felt her inside tightening and burning. Every time he wants to squeeze me dry.

	" It's so late ... you are a woman after all ... you'd better go back early ..." The security guard obviously had some more nonsense to say.

	" Yeah ... " , This time, my mother turned around and looked at me, her face flushed, her forehead covered with sweat, and a few streams of sweat running down her slender neck. I could feel that she was angry and her voice was filled with tears.

	I thrust in and out a few times shallowly, without making any other strange sounds, and deliberately avoided hitting her buttocks too hard. When the cock went back out, her mother's brows relaxed, but when I pushed it back in, her brows tightened again, her delicate body trembled, she covered her lips, and looked at me with a look of resentment and sorrow.

	She didn't dare to struggle, right ? She was afraid that her fierce resistance would arouse suspicion.

	thought . The wicked scene made me want to indulge myself. After a few shallow thrusts, I thrust hard. My mother's unprotected pistil collided with the iron-hard cock, a force so powerful it was like a mantis trying to stop a chariot. Both of them felt a strong tingling sensation that went from the soft flesh along the spine to the cerebral cortex, transforming into a full-body comfort.

	" ah ……" , The mother closed her beautiful eyes and actually let go of her hand. Her delicate body could not bear it and spasmed. A weak moan came from the depths of her throat.

	But her body honestly knew the possible consequences of this sound, and the entrance of her vagina trembled a few times.

	The security guard must have heard it, and he asked anxiously , " What's wrong! Sister X ... "

	My mother pinched my arm tightly, wanting to vent her anger but also to gain some strength to cope with the current situation. She tried her best to hide the abnormality in her voice and said with difficulty, " No ... nothing ... a cockroach just ran out ... "

	The security guard mused, " Oh oh . "

	" conversation " between my mother and the security guard , I saw that my cock had made my mother's body twisted and uneasy, and her vagina continued to contract violently, like a deep pool suddenly tightening on a summer night, so tight that I could hardly move.

	I moved faster and faster, as if drilling into a spring, hooking out little by little white liquid and mucus. I held her arms with both hands, feeling the soft and full touch, like peeling lychees on a summer night, smooth and sweet; the sweat beads on her buttocks shone in the light.

	I simply lowered my head and licked the back of her neck, inhaling a rich and real scent of sweat and body fragrance. My mother let out a quiet moan and pushed me away, her expression becoming more complex, filled with shame, shock, and an emotion I couldn't interpret.

	I fucked my mother's hole without stopping. My mother began to twitch, and her pussy became hotter and hotter. It's getting tighter and tighter, Sucking my cock again and again.

	I didn't care anymore and started whipping her violently. The " pa pa pa " sound of flesh hitting each other rang out unscrupulously, and the white foam from my mother's vagina splashed all over the ground.

	" Ah ... it's coming ..." She raised her head. A sharp scream escaped her throat , completely ignoring the presence of someone outside the door. It was as if she was screaming her soul out. Her face seemed to explode with pleasure, tears streaming down her eyes. Her hands gripped my arm tightly, her nails almost digging into it until it bled.

	" What's coming ~ " The security guard did show some concern.

	I don't know how my mother endured this physiological reaction. Every word she spoke seemed to drain her vitality. " Hmm ... that cockroach flew over again ... and almost got on me ..."

	After saying this, the mother was completely discouraged. But the tender flesh inside her vagina seemed to come alive , surging along with a huge stream of water, squeezing my cock out. It was probably because my mother used up her last bit of strength to push her away from me.

	She had something to let out, and my cock couldn't stand in the way.

	" Drip, drip, drip " , several clear streams of water hung at the entrance of mother's vagina like waterfalls , flowing down and hitting the ground, splashing water everywhere; then the entrance of the vagina seemed to be electrocuted, twitching and contracting, and the bright red tender flesh seemed to be spit out and turned over by something.

	Just looking at this scene, even though my cock was no longer in this sperm-sucking mother hole, I still felt as if the oxygen in the room was sucked out, and waves of ecstasy came from under my body, which almost suffocated me to death.

	I really felt like I was going to die. If I didn't do something, I would suddenly lie down, hug her tightly, penetrate the still twitching honey hole, and thrust deeply a few times in a hurry. I concentrated all my strength at the top, and finally ejaculated freely, releasing the last of my strength.

	I ejaculated deep into my mother's vagina. I didn't know what this meant. My mother was so weak at the moment that she couldn't make any movement to resist, and the scene was special.

	My semen, however , felt like something charged and hot. With each spurt, my mother covered her mouth tightly, her body arching and twitching in time with my ejaculation. Still, a sobbing, choking sound seeped out from between my fingers, a short, sharp moan, like a spring about to burst forth but obstructed. Yet, the love emanating from that gap moved me deeply.

	Until my son's cock stops ejaculating.

	Why do I feel like the security guard outside the door is paying close attention to the situation inside the room?

	My mother's eyes were filled with tears, red and hot, and she seemed to be about to cry. Her eyes were broken and full of resentment. She looked at me and collapsed on the ground. Ignoring the puddle of water below.

	She pulled out her shoes and slammed them on the ground.

	" Pa pa pa " .

	I don't know if I can get away with it.

	She pretended to be strong and shouted loudly, I was afraid that the person outside the door wouldn’t understand, “ It’s a cockroach again … I didn’t even take a picture of it when I picked up my shoes just now ~ ”

	Chapter 81

	It felt like before I had completely erupted, my mother collapsed limply and sat on the ground. Before I could

	his sinful semen being slowly " squeezed " out from his mother's most private part.

	After saying this, my mother raised her flushed and panting face and glared at me fiercely.

	more sensitive to the " dangers " in the outside world after I had released my desire , and I had no time to savor the shocking impact that had just been brought to me.

	But what cannot be controlled is the frenzied excitement that comes from having some kind of evil taste succeed.

	The mother seemed unable to face my smug scrutiny. She had never thought that one day her son, who seemed quite honest and immature, would

	The most abominable thing is that I, the instigator, have no sense of shame at all.

	The son may be attracted by his mother's feminine side, but the mother feels more taboo when facing her son's masculine side.

	Don't dare to approach or touch.

	Perhaps it wasn't painful in the usual sense, I guess. Otherwise, how could she " accept " so many of my abnormal thoughts? But paradoxically, the " torture " that my mother endured was definitely very full.

	She shook her head and looked towards the door. After driving away the ridiculous " noise " , it was time to face reality. Could the words "kill cockroaches" scare the security guard outside the door?

	The mother supported herself on the ground with one hand and gently pressed the knuckles of the other hand against her lips.

	The security guard asked in a friendly manner , " Do you want me to come in and help you drive it away? " From the tone of his voice, it seemed that he had no doubts and believed my mother's humble words.

	Make up for the inferior .

	Interestingly , my mother turned around, removed her hand, looked at me, and said thoughtfully, " No need , I can handle him myself ... "

	He gave me a faint smile that made me feel so majestic that I dared not resist at all.

	I looked so smug, but my heart skipped a beat, feeling that there was something else behind this.

	" Oh ... then remember to turn off the lights and close the windows when you leave ..." , the security guard's words came along with the footsteps, without any inquiring tone.

	My mother put down her hand from her mouth, and her slightly tense body relaxed. Without turning her head, she twisted her waist and put her hand towards me.

	There was something of a carefree arrogance in her manner; I didn't know how to give her the correct feedback.

	Three seconds later, I was still indifferent. My mother turned her head and gracefully broke the spell. She made a " tsk " sound, her eyebrows downcast, and said in a choking voice, " Help me! "

	I'm getting up.

	I woke up , took a step forward, and put my hand over. My mother staggered to her feet, patted her body and shook it, but I couldn't see it.

	The dust was gone , and the cheongsam skirt fluttered, without the restraint of underwear, and her hips swayed, showing her plumpness.

	Mother's face was still filled with the aftermath of the spring tide. After holding it in for a long time, her brows were covered with sweat, and beads of sweat were visible on her nose.

	Several strands of long hair fell on her face, making her look rather embarrassed. She first frowned, then seemed to

	The scene and facts flooded her mind, and she glared at me again. For some reason, her anger could not be condensed, and finally turned into

	gave a relatively harmless reprimand , " I am really crazy for letting you do this in this situation ~" .

	I took a few small steps back in embarrassment.

	Where the mother stood and sat, there was a pool of white liquid; there was also a strangely clear water mark, which would have been

	There is a fishy and lewd smell floating around, and no one would have thought that this is the moisture that carries the extreme physiological reaction of a mature woman.

	I stared at these seemingly ordinary water marks. Although I didn't look at my mother's face, there was something meaningful in her expression.

	It is imprinted in my mind, such as the redness that will not dissipate at all, not entirely the sweat mark caused by the heat, but the anger revealed

	Pale and weak, my mother's expression seemed to tell me that she still had desires, but also was twisted and depressed.

	My heart was beating wildly, and my sixth sense told me that the puddle of water could get bigger.

	Of course, I would not think that this is because the mother has excessive desires and has an unignorable desire for sex in her heart; this is just an involuntary

	former or the latter that benefits me more, or a combination of the two.

	Tonight, it seems that everything has been experienced . Even the mother's noble mouth has been invaded by her son's penis. She did not hesitate to do so during most of the process.

	Stingy and shy, even a little bit of enjoyment.

	The obstacles have disappeared, and the feeling of unfinished work is stronger than the feeling of wanting more. Yes, for the young and energetic with a fast recovery ability,

	For a teenager , this is not something that is left unsatisfied, nor can it be stopped at the end. It is just something that is unfinished.

	The brain shows no sign of stopping.

	I don't know when the pants were in my hand, but I grabbed them tightly and was reluctant to put them on.

	The mother also bent down and reached for the shorts and underwear on the chair, revealing the white thighs at the slit, making the round buttocks

	The arc is very vivid . At this moment, it is more like two hip balls dividing the fabric of the lower body, rather than the cheongsam fabric that is slightly concave into the hip groove.

	the woman's buttocks symmetrically.

	Not only in terms of emotions , but also in terms of my mother, I feel that she has not yet cut off the hotbed of desire, and her body and mind are still hanging.

	I feel like she is like a sponge soaked in water, and I have to squeeze out the water, otherwise she will die.

	disease.

	She and I both have some kind of obsessive-compulsive disorder.

	My voice was shaking like my body , " Mom , the security guard has left. He probably ... won't come up again . "

	The mother's body paused, but she was not frightened or scared. She put down the private clothes in her hands, but continued to bend over.

	I sensed that she knew without looking back that I was not wearing any clothes at the moment, and that she could " see through " the aura of unwillingness to give up and the youthful energy that belonged to me.

	She " hesitated " for a few seconds, then stood up straight and turned around, crossing her arms over her chest, showing off the soft and plump outline of her chest without hesitation , with a leisurely and playful look, " What's wrong with you, Li Yuqing ... You still don't want to calm down ... "

	" I ..." I couldn't utter anything else. My expression was filled with longing and struggle, but this was a tacit acknowledgement of something. I quietly moved closer to my mother.

	Seeing me like this, my mother held her hair, as if to hide the flicker in her eyes and tone, " Did n't it all ... come out just now ... " As she said this , she calmly placed her palm on her lower abdomen, then turned it into a fist and dropped it.

	With a sincere and passionate expression, I looked at my mother and said, " I ... I've never seen my mother dressed like this, so ... I'm particularly fascinated and impulsive . " This was indeed my first thought. It wasn't just another shameless confession of feeling uncomfortable, or that I hadn't yet fully released my burning desire.

	It is an eternal phenomenon that women please themselves. A hint of joy flashed across the mother's face; but she immediately put on a serious face and said, " For you,

	"Boss, I'm your mother ... you're really crazy, you have no respect for your parents and don't care about the occasion . "

	But the more she listened to her mother 's words, the more she felt that this scene had loosened the shackles of taboo on her.

	Information is a constant reminder that there are some natural resistances in family settings.

	The " strange " scene actually dilutes the ethical judgment.

	Simply put, at some level, the unfamiliar environment leads to being a little more " relaxed " .

	When my mother saw that I didn't respond, she stole a glance at me and then pretended to be contemptuous and said, " Why ... have you never seen a woman wearing a cheongsam ... have you ever seen a woman wearing a cheongsam ?"

	Women wearing makeup? What a fuss ~" .

	As she spoke, the mother leaned back tactically , with her butt resting on the edge of the table. She looked at me with raised eyebrows, as if she was in control of everything, with the sense of self-control and superiority that a mature woman has when looking at a young boy.

	Anyway, it's her son who is having trouble staying calm.

	I tried to test it out, " Mom ... it might be hard to see you dressed like this in the future ... it's already happened ... why not?

	Just … ” As we spoke, the distance between me and my mother became infinitely close, and I could even see the tiny flaws on her face that were covered by foundation .

	If a man and a woman who do not dislike each other get too close, it will disrupt their normal thinking, and the intersection of their breathing and body scent will be even more confusing.

	My mother did not dodge my approach and my unbridled gaze filled with desire. She glared at me and her face changed.

	Her eyes became misty, and she spoke softly with a bewitching magic, " So what if I dress like this ... does it mean I want you to do something bad ... can you think of something good ... "

	I suppressed the excitement that was about to burst out and said, " Isn't it good to think about it ... I like my mother so much and want to be with you more.

	close …" .

	My mother lowered her head to look at my lower body, but I was about to put on my pants, and at this time I was holding clothes to cover my erect penis.

	organ.

	She mocked, " Don't talk so nicely ... Who told you to use your ugly thing to get close to me? ... You are also a stinky man ... "

	I put my hand on her shoulder, but I didn't dare look her in the face, and shouted, " Mom . "

	She moved back involuntarily, her butt almost sitting on the table, her cheongsam skirt was messed up, exposing her white legs.

	I only heard her speak quickly, " What are you doing ... It's already so late, are you planning to sleep here tonight? " Her tone was vague and erratic.

	Certainly.

	Then, in some kind of distorted haze, I felt my mother looking around.

	" Well, since you can help me ~" the mother's tone softened.

	" Li Yuqing ~ I know you won't give up ... What else do you want to do ? Hurry up ~" The mother suddenly turned to a sharp and rapid shout.

	It was as if she hadn't even spoken out about what I was going to do, but she'd already taken the initiative . I had a vague inkling that this wasn't that simple. Why did she seem anxious, not me? Was she really just anxious to get home and deal with her son's persistent desires?

	│My eyes became shocked and excited, and I stared at her blankly, as if waiting for her to say something " explosive " again .

	the conversation was always so " ordinary " before it started , it might be because for a mother and son who are normal most of the time,

	Only “ ordinary ” words can promote extraordinary things.

	Only when we are in perfect harmony with each other will we " split " into a second personality and say something abrupt compared to usual.

	" Excessive " language even focused on the lewdness , immorality, and unbearable nature of the current behavior. Regardless of the tone, emotion, or mentality, it only fueled the original desire. At that time, no matter what my mother said, I felt that she was full of unconcealed lust and coquettishness .

	A mother lover never desires a completely loose woman.

	I stammered, " Mom , what are you doing ~ "

	The mother's cheeks flushed, her eyebrows and lips moved in disorder, she was embarrassed and angry but she suppressed her voice and said, " Aren't you still struggling?

	Are you suffering ... Aren't you still thinking about me ? What else do you want from me ? "

	" Mom ~ I never thought it would be like this ~ Thank you ~ Thank you ," I said, looking flattered .

	The mother gnashed her teeth in anger, looking at the side of her face. " I 've completely lost face tonight . Come on, stop pretending to be timid because you've done something wrong. "

	It’s like that . ”

	Then he turned his head again, looking straight at me with eyes that seemed to see through everything, and every word he said was thoughtful and touched my heart. " I want you to come tonight.

	That 's it ~ Are you willing to ... You can't hold back your evil thoughts, can you ? Do you think I can forgive you if you pretend to be slow?

	What?

	I was stunned for a moment, feeling very embarrassed. She made me feel awkward, and I felt that the pants in my hand were still covering my dick and not falling off.

	I felt myself being attracted by her words, and my lower body " squeezed " between her legs , and the tension of the fabric under the cheongsam was fully stretched.

	But this isolation is ultimately ineffective and cannot stop the trend.

	Obviously , there is no real obstacle. Compared with the strong resistance in other novels, although the mother in front of me has not yet warmly accepted it,

	I can say that the road ahead is smooth sailing for me, and I can do whatever I want.

	But I really don’t know how to start, and my ambition hasn’t “ grown up ” yet . Maybe one day I will grow up with my mother’s “ cooperation ” and encouragement .

	The excitement of the impending relief from my restlessness made me lose my mind and the words I uttered seemed to have been unprepared. " Mom , I am now ..."

	I can ... that ... Mom, no matter what I do, it's because I want to be close to you, because you are a beautiful woman in my heart.

	Woman " , just talking nonsense.

	Although I often say that I am not good at expressing myself, after all, I have been " experienced " for so long that I can still say something occasionally.

	After listening to my nonsense , my mother's eyes stayed on my headband for three seconds, and a slight light flashed in the depths of her pupils.

	Secretly happy.

	When my mother pushed my upper body which was approaching quietly, I felt that this was not a sign of resistance, but a habitual behavior. Now was not the time to " get to know me ".

	" It's the awakening stage, it's getting unnatural. "

	" It's annoying ... How could I give birth to such a bad kid like you? What kind of things have you done ? You have to embarrass me ~" The mother pretended to scold,

	just a hint of anger in her tone, and at the same time her butt seemed to be twisting slightly, and she was already sitting on the table with her hands supporting her

	Because the feet have left the ground.

	There is no doubt that only in this posture and on this " carrier " can a brace be scored.

	At this moment, I will not wait for any " instructions " . At this time, I have no time to experience the parent-child taboos. On the contrary, I have a sense of mediocrity after being broken. It is so mediocrity that the boy only wants to stuff the mature penis under his crotch back into his mother's body. No, he just wants to find a gentle place to soothe his restlessness.

	At least not as good as the first time, on that young night, in the dim living room , when I first heard the sound of my mother's mouth.

	The faint and seductive humming, with the impact of the forbidden temptation like sweet poison, makes people willing to fall into destruction and

	The bliss room is torn apart.

	To put it simply, after scoring twice in one night, all that remains is the carnal instinct. As for the process after entering, this ordinary

	a Chinese mother react? It will be a surprise for her son . I know she will have such a reaction because for a long time,

	The mother did not show any naked demands, nor did she completely indulge in the debauchery of desire.

	She may have some words and some uncontrollable physical reactions, but she will never completely abandon her identity as a mother.

	The contradictions and irregularities in the game are the more fascinating freedom and spontaneity.

	sex that retains its " individuality " is the kind that never tires of it. What is individuality? It stems from character, identity, established values, and deeply ingrained beliefs.

	" active " words and actions during the journey , I can also actively seek some behavioral breakthroughs.

	Since my mother has opened the " restriction " , why not make some other breakthroughs? In the current situation, everything can be negotiated.

	My left hand was already on my mother's thigh, which was exposed from the slit. I was about to rely on my instinct to continue to move closer to this mature and beautiful woman.

	concrete movements, it seemed as if my mother's original grumbling scolding was instantly repelled.

	Then I remembered that I should be shy and reserved and quiet.

	forced transformation made his expression look somewhat unnatural.

	My mother seemed to be " reluctantly " biting her lips, without saying a word, but she subconsciously moved her buttocks. In fact, her position did not change at all, only her upper body tilted back slightly, and her chin was slightly raised. The second button on the knitted cotton cheongsam had been loosened at some point, revealing more of the fair skin under her neck. A thin layer of sweat accumulated in the depression of her collarbone, which shone with the luster of mother-of-pearl in the bright white light.

	And her lips were right in my sight when I raised my eyes, and it was hard not to pay attention to them.

	I temporarily put aside the idea of opening my mother's vagina and going straight in.

	The mother 's mouth has accepted even her son's penis, so it's time to set things right and accept her son's mouth and tongue.

	Kissing is an instinct under multiple senses.

	When the most taboo step does not seem so insurmountable, it is time to bring up other small considerations.

	For most people, kissing is the beginning of our sexual consciousness. We already know in our hearts that this is not a

	It is not just a ceremonial behavior, but a prelude to the fermentation of lust.

	I did not do this because of other ultimate desires, as well as the constraints of posture and the atmosphere between us.

	Now that everything is clear, it's time to take care of this instinct.

	Of course, I haven't really experienced the feeling of kissing. In fact, just from the appearance of lips, it is not enough to make people want to stick to them.

	not the impulse , but the other aspects of a woman's face and the area around her lips that create this impulse.

	For example, the spring tide on my mother's face is so bright and hot that it will never become empty or numb because of life or her own circumstances.

	Wood's eyes, though usually sharp, contain complex and intense emotions, which may be stained with a lingering haziness by the stimulation of lust.

	Or the irrepressible seductive eyes that deeply hooked the boy's heartstrings. When a woman's eyes express her inner thoughts,

	As a footnote to her physical feelings, even if there are some traces of time on her face, it will only reveal the charm of a young age.

	I returned to my mother's lips, only to see the corners of her lips were tense and reserved, but the tip of her tongue was always looming between her teeth, moistening her lower lip.

	important thing is that pair of eyes, which are clearly filled with two spring messages, but they pretend to look out the window, and their eyelashes are covered with ripples of emotion.

	Ripple, but it was dark outside the window, with only the rustling of leaves in the breeze, which was the breath of summer.

	Not until her son, who had been staring at her , heard his Adam's apple roll and swallowed with a " gulp " sound did the mother turn back, and her eyes moved, bringing with them the misty rain of March.

	At this moment, the mother 's facial features brewed a different mature atmosphere from her lower body. How to embrace this woman's taste? The only way is to use

	Your own mouth.

	Staring at my mother's face, I licked my lips, feeling extremely hungry.

	Maybe it was because I didn't know when I dropped the clothes covering my penis, and the young boy's sexual organs were showing off proudly.

	Lu struggled fiercely, raised his hand straight up, and pointed it at his mother's body.

	The mother avoided it, and seeing this clearly, she confirmed her son's thoughts.

	But she was not as timid as imagined. She just looked at her , blinked her eyebrows slightly, and muttered a little " impatiently", " How long do you want to waste time ? "

	As her slightly moist and glowing red lips opened and closed, and as she spoke these " insincere " words , the blush on her face that had escaped from the foundation became even more intense.

	I gasped with heat and said, " Mom , I suddenly want to ... kiss you . " At the same time , I closed my eyes and moved closer clumsily.

	I leaned forward. As soon as I said " ~ Kiss ~" my mother turned back to me, and our lips touched. Then my eyes opened again, but my mind was a mess. My lips touched a soft, moist spot, and I could clearly feel the lines on it.

	The mother's eyes widened, and her long eyelashes cast a faint shadow under the light. Her lips parted slightly in surprise.

	painted with lipstick exuded a sweet fruity fragrance. But that was all. Her eyes did not show any shame, anger or disbelief.

	letter.

	Although time seemed to have stopped, I could feel my mother's breathing, which was also steady and gentle, with only a slight tremor at times.

	This is reasonable, after all, we have done things that are bigger in size; and this kind of light kiss or kiss itself is not too excessive.

	Ju's relatives.

	Besides, for my mother, who 's been through a lot, it's unrealistic to expect her to be inexperienced and shocked by this. Even if it's unpleasant, we have to admit that they haven't long separated their sexual rights and obligations. My mother knows , understands , and has experienced far more than I have ever experienced with her.

	was being fooled . The physical stimulation was actually normal, but this behavior could arouse the suffocating chaos in the young man's heart.

	Our lips just touched lightly, like a feather brushing against skin, soft and cool, but I felt more of my mother.

	The panting and mature face gave off a special smell. My mother patted my shoulder and she was the first to retreat.

	face was still burning hot after I separated my lips from Zi's . It was not shyness, but a feeling that made me lose consciousness.

	Success.

	My mother pursed her lips, lifted her hair, glanced at me, and said calmly, " What's so good about kissing the mouth ? "

	I shook my head vigorously, my eyes shining with desire, my lips trembling, and looked at my mother, " I ... I really want to try it . "

	The mother raised her eyebrows and said with a half smile, " Can you do it ? I won't try it with you . It's unhygienic . "

	Seeing my mother's attitude, it seemed like she really had no interest, so I got anxious. This time, her face turned red, and she said unwillingly, " You kissed me down there ... "

	I kissed you down there again ~ What’s wrong with kissing you now?べ”

	The mother was stunned for a moment, then her face was filled with shame and anger, and she spat, " What are you talking about ? You don't even know how to make noise.

	I pretended to touch my mother's thighs with one hand, but stopped there. I put my other hand on her other leg and shook it gently.

	Like begging , " Isn't it ? I 've done everything , except this . "

	heard me say this, she became angry and was about to explode, but then she relaxed, pursed her lips and closed her eyes, trying to calm down.

	Then she opened her eyes, looked at me with complicated eyes, and whispered, " You ~ you really want to do this . "

	" I ~ I'm not really good at it ~ Your dad and I both ..." However , when it comes to their father's intimate behavior, my mother always stops herself in time and never finishes the sentence. I don't find it strange.

	Just hearing her mention her father , there are always some fragments in my mind; in the mother-emotional life, the role of the father is a

	A double-edged sword , he can bring out the boy's very negative and absurd thoughts, but he can also bring a different kind of excitement. After all, this role can eventually develop

	caused the young man to sink .

	I blurted out, " That's great ~ let's practice together . "

	My mother looked at me like a monster, full of suspicion but not too strong. " I'm so annoying ~ You just keep making trouble for me , " she said with a tone of anger.

	She was angry, her eyes no longer calm, and she was embarrassed and confused. Her mother also swallowed.

	I knew my mother agreed, and I was so excited that I just stared at her face and lips for a moment without thinking about what I should do.

	Who will start it?

	My mother's face was as red as blood, her eyelashes cast fine shadows on her cheeks, and every tremor seemed to be pulled by some hidden throbbing.

	When our eyes meet, there will be a very light swallowing sound in the throat, as if it were strangled by a suddenly tightened silk thread, and then quickly lowered my eyes.

	cover up .

	For some reason, the two legs hanging in the air swayed a few times imperceptibly.

	After a while , the mother snorted, closed her eyes, tilted her face slightly, and said in a commanding tone, " Why ~ do you still need me to serve you with this ? "

	Although I have no experience in this, it's not like fucking, this position is not difficult.

	I put my mouth on her neck and kissed her, like an animal, back and forth, kissing her snowy neck and cheeks.

	Then he kissed his mother on the lips.

	My mother's tender little mouth was red and her thin lips were so charming. I looked at her infatuatedly, so I moved closer and sniffed her.

	The charming breath of my mother , with my arms around her, her plump body immediately pressed tightly against me, her soft chest

	Constantly transmitted to my chest.

	" control " my mother with both hands can I feel calm and feel that things are easier to do. Suddenly, my mother reflexively let out a cry of " ah " , turned her head , opened her eyes, and looked like she was about to scold me. But before she could say anything, my dry, hot lips suddenly blocked her wet, hot lips.

	This time, the touch was clearer — her lips were soft and warm, with a hint of moisture, like a ripe peach.

	His head buzzed as if struck by an electric current, and his whole body froze.

	is no sensitive point in talking , and there is no rule to speak of. The so-called skills are just the appearance of being emotionally involved. In fact,

	random kiss can also arouse each other's sexual desire.

	But my movements still look clumsy.

	But it didn't matter. My tongue and mouth moved against my mother's lips, and a strange numbness began to spread from the swelling under my crotch.

	Under the unfamiliarity, there was a strong sense of demand, but the mother kept her lips tightly closed, without making any sound, and her hot breath hit me.

	She held onto the edge of the table tightly, trying not to be pushed down by my chaotic movements.

	I kissed my mother 's sweet lips for a while, and regardless of her closed mouth, I opened my mouth and rubbed her lips.

	I rubbed it, as if to rub off the little bit of lipstick left on her. My mother was breathing rapidly and dodging, but I held her back.

	You can't escape even if you want to.

	After a while, I just wanted to better understand her face, so I temporarily left her lips and smacked my lips; her lip beads were

	I moistened it repeatedly, and now it was shining with the luster of a ripe cherry, but after I paused, her eyes were a little confused, and she subconsciously

	He bit a corner so hard that his own teeth turned pale with blood.

	Feeling uncomfortable with my stare, my mother forced herself to stay calm and said in a tone that sounded like a reproach, " As expected , you can't do anything wrong.

	" Then mom, please teach me ~," I requested.

	" Oh , I don't know either," said the mother , raising her head.

	I couldn't help but doubt it. Could it be that my mother really couldn't do it? My brows knitted together. I wasn't really worried that she couldn't do it.

	There's nothing difficult about this, but the charm exuded by a woman who " can " do it and one who " can't " do it is different. To be honest, do you think a mature woman who is inexperienced is more exciting, or a woman who can quickly and easily handle sexual intercourse with every move?

	ask you suspiciously " what are you doing " , while some women will turn around seductively , looking back at you with charming eyes, while stretching their curves and crawling on all fours, with their buttocks raised.

	mother saw my " contemplative " look.

	But I was brought back to reality by my mother's " call " , " Hey ~ It's okay if you can't kiss ~ It's not interesting ~ Let's do something serious ~" , after she said that, her face was stained with another layer of blush, and her voice became soft and seductive in the last sentence. She leaned back a little, without laughing, and her peach eyes showed a smile, narrowed into two crescents, blinking at me.

	She looked at him like a fool , but her expression made people feel that she would not let him go easily. She had pursuits but also

	Threshold requirements.

	I feel that if it weren't for my entire lower body blocking her way, my mother would subconsciously cross her legs at this moment.

	My head buzzed as if struck by lightning. I couldn't think anymore and just rushed out without saying anything.

	I held my mother's waist and back tightly, and put my head close to her. " Ah! " My mother cried out again, but as if to cooperate, her soft body moved naturally.

	She swung it over, as if she had shortened the distance between them, and the woman's fragrance slowly dissipated.

	I immediately opened my mouth and held my mother's lips, kissing and licking them with my tongue. After sucking for a while, I planned to push them open roughly without any instruction.

	Her thin lips were eager to put her tongue in.

	" Hmm ~ Hmm," my mother frowned slightly. Feeling my " bullying " and my attempt to stick my tongue into her mouth, she freed one hand and

	He pushed me gently, as if to calm my excitement.

	To no avail, my mother's face flushed. " Ugh ~ Why are you sticking out your tongue ? Where did you learn that? " She pushed me hard, panting.

	Letting my mouth leave her lips temporarily, she stared at me with pity, her expression nervous and shy, " What is this ~" .

	" Isn't it so ~" Feeling the growing charm of my mother , I said restlessly, while pressing her upper body towards

	My chest was pressing against her soft and beautiful body. At the same time, my mother's hair swayed and her hands, which were tightly clasped on the edge of the table, showed signs of loosening.

	She hummed, " Who told you it was like this ~ mm ~ mm " , from clear to vague, because I swallowed my saliva while she was talking.

	He opened his big mouth and immediately took his mother's red lips completely into his mouth, sucking gently.

	My mother forgot to be on guard and started talking. Before I could react, I realized it was so easy to enter her mouth.

	After sucking for a few times, I stretched out my tongue and licked her teeth gently until I broke through my mother's teeth and entered her vagina.

	The tongue raged in her mouth, turning all the impulses in her heart into her mouth. The mother's pupils shrank, totally unexpected.

	I was so bold and succeeded easily. A pair of hands raised and grabbed my shoulders, trying to push me away. But the more I pushed, the more useless it became.

	It makes me more excited.

	She had to let her tongue escape my pursuit, but after the operation, it seemed as if she was cooperating, and there was nowhere to escape in her mouth; the touch of my tongue was like

	Soft, slippery and hot like a loach .

	" Well ~ Li Yuqing ... ..don't do this ~ Mom is not used to it ~ " , my mother said incoherently, and in addition to chasing her sweet tongue, my mouth kept sucking on her rosy lips. My mother wanted to speak out to resist, but she didn't dare to open her mouth, and the sound was almost squeezed out from between her teeth.

	Finally, my tongue entered my mother's mouth. After taking this step, I felt as if the oxygen in my brain was instantly sucked away.

	There is no physiological stimulation point, but the numbness in the lower body is extremely strong. This numbness seems to be absorbing my essence and rising.

	There was a vortex deep inside , making me fall into lust. I felt that if it continued like this, I would completely ejaculate.

	Fall down completely.

	Hey, this feeling is wrong. Although the hard rod under my crotch does not care what is in front of it, I just want to push it and get the actual touch.

	The endless stream of prostate fluid slid onto the hem of my mother 's cheongsam skirt.

	There is contact between the upper and lower parts, as well as the mother's soft body and the intoxicating female body fragrance. I feel that the closer I get, the more spiritual I feel.

	of having my soul lifted up , but I’m afraid of falling.

	Before I could really experience the mother's mouth and soft tongue for a long time, I couldn't help but twitch, and my buttocks shrank back, letting my cock

	My son broke away from his mother's contact. It seemed that my little actions, or rather my " little thoughts , " were completely " understood " by my mother . She opened her eyes wide and looked at me. There was no shame or confused lust in her eyes, but instead a flicker of curiosity and surprise.

	In a sense , the slight twitch I just had was a big movement, as if I had suddenly become extremely sensitive, but sensitive is fine.

	It also transmits to the body reaction, generally boys rarely have such sensitive reactions. The feeling of a virgin is vivid.

	In the eyes of my mother , a mature woman, it was somewhat unexpected.

	At the same time , I raised my head, and my tongue came out of my mother's mouth, bringing with it a lewd silver thread that went straight to the corner of her lips, and her pearly beads were licked.

	Lips shine.

	" As expected " , my mother didn't have time to be shocked or embarrassed, she was still looking at me suspiciously, her eyes moving rapidly.

	Speculating about something.

	I was a little embarrassed by her reaction and smiled bitterly. This bitter smile completely exposed me. I lowered my head and didn't dare to talk to her.

	Look at each other.

	But my mother misunderstood. She probably thought that I couldn’t resist such a “ tongue kiss ” . I was just embarrassed by myself .

	was surprised by her exaggerated physical reaction , as kissing is a relatively simple act. As someone who always wanted to appear passionate yet sophisticated in front of my mother, this was a minor setback.

	This just reveals my youthful nature.

	She glanced at me sideways, and the corners of her mouth twitched slightly, as if she was laughing, or mocking me. Finally, she seemed to have figured something out.

	It's like I've captured something interesting and satisfying .

	The mother laughed softly. It was not an unbridled laugh, but a kind of magnetic whisper that came from the depths of her throat.

	Like water flowing over pebbles, it is both round and rough.

	I'm not sure, she seemed to rub my waist with the back of her foot , the slightest scratch of a cat, I looked at my mother again, her hands also

	She supported herself and leaned back , leaning lazily in the air, with her hair and makeup done precisely and a new cheongsam on, making her look

	The posture is like a withered rose, but it is more charming than when it is in full bloom.

	There was an awkward smile on her face, her pupils glowed with a cat-like light, and her red lips, which were stained with water, parted slightly. " What 's wrong ? Are you afraid to kiss me ? You can't stand it? " Her voice was as low as a mosquito's hum, but her tone was filled with a bit of coquettishness, and teasing. My mother's voice was soft to begin with, and now it sounded more like melted water, sticky and drilling into my ears.

	Out of the corner of my eye I saw Muqi's red, plump lips right above my face, and when she spoke I saw her white teeth, and when she spoke she saw her lips

	she exhaled sprayed on my nose, and her voice was soft and crisp, like a mother talking to her baby, but I

	I clearly felt that he was going to kiss me!

	I barely came to my senses and felt my lower body and head were filled with hot blood, I felt dizzy, and my lower body was swollen and unbearable.

	All this not only made me hotter, but also made me feel a little bit of the deepest feedback in sex, which made women's psychology

	There is also great satisfaction, satisfying her temperament.

	I suddenly felt that I had done something remarkable. To put it bluntly, I had " pleased " my mother from another dimension.

	Because her eyes, her voice, in addition to that coquettishness, also revealed a special joy and relief, as if she had grasped a

	Interesting things, things that make her feel relaxed and happy , are in line with her inner pursuits and core, making her feel extremely comfortable both physically and mentally.

	Chapter 82

	Chapter 82

	——

	Being a good child will certainly make my mother happy, and using the passion of youth can also make her enjoy physical pleasure, but I am so embarrassed.

	I didn’t expect that the reaction would also bring great satisfaction to the mother’s heart.

	I was thinking about these subtle things in my heart, so I didn't reply to my mother.

	She must have thought that I " acquiesced " . This misunderstanding is actually no different in nature, but the result is completely different.

	After looking at me eagerly for a few seconds, my mother put away her teasing charm, with a complex expression of sadness between her eyebrows, both shy and

	It was bitter, but also full of longing, like a sea shrouded in mist, waiting for an explosion at some point.

	Her skin exudes an irresistible charm, and the rise and fall of her chest with her gentle breathing makes your heart beat faster.

	She let out a long sigh, as if she had let go of something.

	" Well ... if you don't want to kiss me , then don't kiss me~ I've kissed enough ~ just ..." This time she blatantly rubbed my waist with the instep of her foot, but the tenderness and concern in her expression made this action seem not so frivolous.

	Then my movements were a little stiff. In fact, I still wanted to kiss her. I just didn’t make the breakthrough at all: and my mother,

	I guess they thought I had given up on this request.

	Although I still leaned towards her lips, there was no hot feeling. The hand on her thigh sank harder, and it seemed that

	I'm getting down to business.

	My face was getting closer and about to collide, the doctor saw that the mother seemed to show a sly smile, and the moment our lips collided

	In an instant , it was more like she took the initiative to come forward. This offensive and defensive situation changed too suddenly, and my mind was in chaos. Shame, curiosity,

	Fear, confusion, and all kinds of emotions surged up like a tide.

	Suddenly I felt my mother's lips move slightly, and a flexible, hot and wet tongue was on my lips, as if testing and guiding.

	It seemed as if I was trying to pry open the restriction. I responded clumsily , my movements were as awkward as a child who had just learned to walk. The sudden change,

	I subconsciously wanted to stop, but her hand gently held me down, preventing me from moving away.

	I was the most confused, my mouth was slightly open in astonishment, and the tongue with the scent of a mature woman kept moving on my lips.

	I couldn't help but stick out my tongue . In a short time, my mother's clove tongue seemed to tremble with my tongue inadvertently, but

	It slides flexibly , delivering sweet and fragrant saliva.

	The entanglement of tongues made me lose consciousness. I felt like I was stuck, my back arched as if I had just taken it off, and my body's reaction was to separate

	cock is touched, although it is the mouth that is really working at this moment.

	's relatively wild tongue gradually quieted, leaving my lips. Sensing my nervousness, she chuckled softly, her breath tickling my face with warmth. Her soft, lingering voice echoed in my ears, " So you can't handle this ? Then I 'll know how to handle you from now on . " With a touch of intoxicating warmth , each word seemed crafted from sweet honey, laced with a faint smile and a subtle tease, drawing me inwardly into the ethereal rhythm of her voice.

	Lust is lust, but my mother's train of thought still confuses me, so I look at her with a big question mark, trying to understand her active

	kernel.

	" No ~ Mom , you ... "

	My mother stared at me, making me feel that she was full of tenderness and patience, but in reality, she didn't wait for me to

	After she finished speaking, her expression remained unchanged. She placed one hand on my shoulder, and I was "controlled" by her . "Hmm~ This is good... ahem... it saves trouble . " It seemed as if she had n't said " Shut up" yet.

	Our mouths and tongues met again, and I could clearly hear the seductive humming coming from my mother's mouth and nose while I was shaking a few times. It seemed so good.

	French kissing is my most sensitive point .

	I couldn't help but detach myself a little, squinting my eyes to see my mother's lips shining, small and lovely, but the fatal thing was that her tongue seemed not to notice

	Lost the prey, panting slightly, but still maintaining the charm of swimming and licking, this time I had no time to think about it, I couldn't help but take a big bite

	One , and kissed him.

	" Well ... don't be nervous , " her little mouth was attacked , but she said something to comfort me.

	" Sizzle ~ As I sucked, my mother couldn't help but loosen her tightly clenched teeth, and then a wet and soft thing came in.

	" Hmm~ "

	I saw my mother slowly raise one hand and put it around my head. Her peach blossom eyes, which were originally sparkling with tears, were full of spring. Her cheeks were swollen.

	She actually took my rough tongue into her mouth and started entwining her lips and tongue with it .

	" Hmm ~ Bear with me, Li Yuqing ~" As I trembled uncontrollably , my mother gave me a quick, honey-colored glance before returning to the active kiss. Her words and actions suggested she was lost in her own world.

	Now, like a girl who loves summer, she dives into the sea, wishing she could swim until the water turns blue.

	Unconsciously , our bodies twisted and rubbed against each other, our tongues touched, we demanded each other, and we would always close our eyes and immerse ourselves in the feeling.

	They were like a pair of lovers deeply in love. " Zizizi" they exchanged saliva with each other , and their tongues chased each other. I gradually realized

	Realizing something was wrong, he slowly opened his eyes, his pupils gradually shrinking. He looked at the charming woman in front of him in disbelief.

	A mother who has given in to carnal desires.

	we separated , my mother looked at me with a look of triumph. She held my shoulder blade with one hand and let her center of gravity lean back, which made me look very proud.

	Her chest was lifted up, and it seemed that I was supporting her body, but the pressure was pulling me towards her.

	mean.

	This mature mother's charm has ignited my passion and made me more sensitive both physically and mentally.

	She no longer had any doubts or annoyance about my always stopping for no apparent reason. She snorted and said, " How come you're out of breath so quickly? "

	I’m so angry ~ My mom is so much older but she’s still no worse than you . ”

	I shook my head slightly, feeling it was difficult to judge at the moment. I decided to follow her self-righteous thoughts and see what happens.

	As my mother looked at me leisurely, her eyelashes fluttering as she stared at me, I took a deep breath, pretending to encourage myself, and greeted her with my mouth.

	His facial muscles were almost trembling, but he actually pressed his lips easily against his mother's two rosy red lips.

	I kept kissing my mother's teeth and lips with my tongue , and soon pushed open her tightly closed teeth .

	"Hmm ... " After her soft moan, my tongue smoothly entered my mother's mouth and began to suck the sweet saliva inside. My blood seemed to be boiling, and the hand pressing on her thigh could not help but tighten her slippery skin.

	Kissing is indeed a way to quickly arouse sexual desire, sometimes even better than one-way foreplay, because the senses of each other are at zero distance.

	Intersection , so restraint and forbearance are meaningless, and one will fall into the trap of lust if not careful. Another surprise in my heart is, dear

	The mother in my mouth is more relaxed and spontaneous. Maybe it is the first time I feel her behavior like this. Of course, whether I can run to the finish line,

	It depends on the behavior of the assistant ...

	My mother has always had the habit of brushing her teeth every morning and evening, and she doesn’t make any messes, so her mouth is always very fresh.

	My mother 's red lips, her tongue constantly conquering her.

	At this time, the mother began to pretend to avoid it, because she snorted softly, " Huh ..." , more like a joke, and the fine lines at the corners of her eyes were

	She was full of alluring passion, and when she saw me chasing her desperately and her trembling body, she was awkward but stubborn in wanting to show off her kissing skills.

	She seemed very satisfied with my performance, pretending to close her eyes, and the hand on my shoulder opened up with five fingers, rubbing them casually, with a more

	The obvious caress matched the meaning, and with a sticky nasal sound, " Hmm ~" was released, with infinite pleasure and tempting itch.

	Then, she " fell " and dodged my tongue. After a while of chasing and blocking, she finally gave in and let me wrap my tongue around her. But in this chase, it was impossible to tell who was the hunter and who was the prey.

	Because after I licked and sucked for a while, I felt that my mother was more emotional and began to become passionate. Her lips opened slightly and a

	The wet and smooth tongue came over and kissed me actively. I almost instinctively reacted by putting my tongue to meet hers.

	Then they kept swirling their tongues around each other, not caring at all until some saliva flowed down their chins.

	The natural changes of my mother and her delicate moans made me savor them for a long time. My cock naturally wanted to find some stimulation.

	The top of her head rubbed against her thigh which was still covered by the cloth. The glans was naturally numb and I followed the numbness.

	I shuddered, and shrank back a bit, as if I couldn't bear it. Of course, I wasn't that sensitive. I was acting.

	traces.

	I uttered a trembling " hiss ha べ" .

	My mother's slippery tongue slipped into my mouth and tongue. " Hmm ~ Such a big reaction to a kiss? " She moaned and gasped.

	She leaned against my shoulder slowly , raised her charming red face that fascinated me, her lips were stained with water, and her hair was naughty.

	Sweat and heat entangled on her face, which was full of the charm of time. Her eyebrows expressed silent questions on her behalf, and one eyebrow raised very slightly.

	upward movement , a momentary loss of control and a swift return to control.

	This means that there is subconscious surprise, but it is not much and does not last long, and it quickly returns to normal.

	I replied, looking embarrassed, " Hmm ~ I've never tried this before. It's half true, half false, right?

	After biting her lower lip, my mother showed a mischievous look that was not in line with her age. She glanced at me with her long eyelashes fluttering, " It's so hard to hold it in like this.

	There is no need to do that . "

	I couldn't tell who took the initiative or if it was a " two-way rush " . Without any interaction between us , she was breathing hot and humid air, slightly opening her cherry lips.

	His palms clasped my shoulder blades, and the insteps seemed to make the same small movements. Then, unexpectedly, when our lips touched again, " Ah

	~ Hmph ~" and let out an unusually seductive hum.

	It truly is a striking first impression. Just that numbing tone of voice gives me an electric-like tingling sensation, which is very alluring.

	I say but to scream out, " Mom !" with excitement trembling like crazy .

	Before I could finish my words, they were drowned out by my mother 's comfortable breathing, " Hmm " .

	Instinctively , I held the back of my mother's head, tilted my face sideways, and kept stirring her mouth, sucking her small tongue.

	The kiss was soft and lingering. She panted and kept responding to me, and moaned from time to time, which made me even more excited.

	He tried to eat her saliva, and soon, with the sound of kissing , the saliva covered the lips of both mother and son.

	" Hmm ... Li Yuqing ~ You kiss me randomly like this ~" After her lips slid across my lips, she looked me straight in the eyes and said softly with a hint of anger.

	The breath hit me in the face.

	At this time, I rubbed my mother's soft hair and the fluffy feeling under her bun, which was wet and droopy. So in this breathing space,

	I took a deep breath of my mother 's hair, tucked the few strands of hair around her ears behind her ears, then stretched out my left hand and hugged my mother's waist.

	I looked into my mother 's eyes. Her big eyes were full of affection. She was looking at me with a blushing face and panting.

	Looking at my mother 's eyes, it was hard for me to control myself. I pressed my mouth against her lips and kissed her. She seemed to be at my mercy.

	She raised her head and let me attack her with my tongue.

	But the mother's smile spread across her face, fine lines appeared at the corners of her eyes, a blush appeared on her cheeks, and she uttered a sound with a hint of

	kind of meaningful " chuckle " sound, and then we reached a tacit understanding. She stroked my back in a small area with her palm and said " hmm"

	"Hmm ..." She moaned as if she had felt pleasure.

	That made my heart tremble. The numbness in my crotch was stronger than ever before without any contact, as if my consciousness was drained away.

	holding my mother's soft lips for a while, I used my tongue to sweep her teeth, then gently pushed open her red lips and went in, licking the whole

	Warm and soft mouth.

	My mother closed her eyes and let me stir her tongue wantonly. Her breathing was very rapid and soon she began to move lightly.

	She responded to me softly, and our two tongues kept entwining. My mother went from passively letting me suck her lips to actively kissing me with her tongue.

	The time was blurry, as if she had immersed herself in it early on.

	Intentionally or unintentionally, I was not very determined to dodge and shrink, but this little action and little thought could still make the mother, who was confused and infatuated,

	" stopped " me quickly . She retracted her tongue , tilted her cheek slightly and pressed it against me, panting. I could feel her lips opening and closing as she whispered, " Ah ha ~ Why are you hiding ? Do you still want to go home ? "

	I said embarrassedly, " I ... I can't stand it ~" , but the position was right, and then my tongue was wet and salty on my mother's earlobe.

	" Ah ~ why are you kissing here ~" The mother's body trembled, she hummed suddenly, and then

	Suddenly she turned her face back , as if she had lost her mind, raised her neck and suddenly bit my tongue with her little mouth, intertwining her lips and teeth with mine.

	Come.

	" Well, um ~ don't hide ~ can't stand it, isn't it just right ~ ," the mother's breath was accompanied by heavy gasps, such passionate words and actions,

	I was also stunned . I was ecstatic and kissed my mother. Her eyes were hazy and her face was full of spring. She seemed to be unconscious.

	The murmuring moans seemed like the greatest compliment to my passive hard work.

	“ Sizzle …”

	It was completely effortless, and as their lips and tongues intertwined, their tongues chased each other, playing back and forth in each other's mouths, exchanging each other's

	This saliva. " Chi Liu Bei " , mother 's saliva seems to be the best aphrodisiac for me. The enthusiasm in her eyes gradually showed

	My sexual excitement.

	my mother was stroking on my back moved up and hugged the back of my head, her fingers wrapped around my scalp very close, and my shoes fell off.

	Even under the boat socks, you can see the ten toes of the feet are curled up . One leg is hooked around my thigh, and the other leg is hooked around my waist. The whole person seems to be hanging on me.

	Just like before , he kept asking for it.

	I cooperated and held her back with my other hand. She seemed to be lying in my arms, her heavy and soft chest was

	It weighs on my heart.

	My mother was so dizzy from my kiss that her face flushed and her body twisted in my arms. I kissed the corner of her lips.

	As she was about to leave, my mother knocked my lips off with her pearly teeth and moaned coquettishly, " Hmm ... just wait a little longer ~

	" Why are you running ~ ahhh " The moment the voice came out, I lost my soul.

	At the same time, the hand that she supported on the table immediately hooked my neck and pressed the weight of her body into my arms.

	My dear, your response aroused our sexual desires, and she was actually very hot and restless inside.

	But she still subconsciously held back a bit, " Well , Li Yuqing ... I just want you to come out like this ... Don't think about anything else ..."

	panted between kisses , her voice was thin and trembling, as if she knew how to make amends, with a strong sense of shame and contradiction, for her

	" Strong " control, showing such initiative as a mother. One of her hands grasped my scalp helplessly, her nails almost digging into my skin, causing a slight sting, but it aroused my desire even more, thoroughly.

	With such convenient communication, how can I be content with just keeping my hands in those ordinary positions? Since she responded to this, I should release more

	How instinctive.

	I continued to kiss my mother's cherry lips sweetly, and her breathing became stronger, exuding a sweet breath.

	I couldn't help but use one hand to wander all over my mother's body, caressing her waist, and gradually climbing up to

	Her chest.

	The knitted cotton material and the soft bra did not restrain the soft shape of the breasts, and I could feel the flesh balls on my mother's chest.

	The breasts were bulging, and they were stretched high into the sky . My Lushan claws could not help but stretch out in front of her, with five fingers spread out, through the cheongsam fabric

	He took off his bra and suddenly held the two unusually plump breasts on his mother's chest in his hands.

	" Hmm ..." , the mother's face flushed, and she whispered, " Ah ~ stop scratching . "

	The mother half-closed her eyes, her words and actions clumsily and naturally showing a discrepancy between them. After she finished speaking, her eyebrows curled into a smile that was difficult to read for a moment.

	But who cares? It's all intoxicating and makes people willing to give up everything just to taste this body, even if it's only for a moment of pleasure.

	The sexual cognition of a newborn calf is so immature.

	She placed one hand lightly on my wrist that was grabbing her breast, as if to prevent me from doing so, but also as if to guide and encourage me.

	Two continuous mountain peaks occupied the cross section of the woman's upper body. The fullness of her breasts and the pull caused by the various changes in her upper body postures made me

	I felt that one or more of the bra straps must have fallen off. Now I can gently pull it off and it will come out even without the clothes blocking it.

	Try to have more real contact with your mother 's breasts.

	But I took a quick look and found that there was no incision in the upper body that would allow me to touch the mature mother's beautiful breasts with my flesh.

	The kiss made me forget myself more and I could feel the plump flesh of my mother's body more. From time to time, I could hear the " hmm ~ hmm ~" moan of desire .

	The rhythm of the body twisting in a rhythmic way is something that only a mature woman can control. It feels like a mother has developed a certain level of experience.

	" instinct " that comes from this .

	I let my breasts rise and fall with my breathing, deforming the bra in my hands , and the messy folds of my cheongsam were torn between indulgence and struggle.

	When I kneaded my mother's breasts firmly through the two layers of cloth, the breasts were pushed on her chest by me, and my mother held them tightly.

	My wrist, and then I can't tell whether her moaning words are ringing in my ears or directly into my mouth, my mother's wet

	The hot lips scraped against my mouth, and the sound became very magical, saying something that seemed to resist, " Um ~ Don't grab me like that ~"

	Like a gangster ~ I am your mother, don’t you know ” , every sound he uttered would resonate in every cell and pore of my body, making my heart ache.

	tremble.

	I glanced casually and could see her charming face with a blush, her eyes blurred, and the breast that slipped away from my hand.

	Her breasts, plump buttocks, and smooth waist, that mature charm can arouse my desire more than the young girls in school.

	Whispering , gushing breath, hot cheeks, and that obviously more skillful and flexible tongue, all have only one characteristic at this moment: soft

	Soft and fragrant, full of the sexiness and sensuality of a middle-aged woman.

	Kissing her small tongue and rubbing her breasts, her mother's cheongsam and the elegance of the cloud-made clothes made her easily compromise.

	As for the footnote of physiological stimulation, this is not what a traditional wife and mother should do, but when she has experienced the

	Pleasure, when the body reaches the mature stage, the vivid stimulation of ethical taboos being crushed may not respond according to common sense.

	I kept my hands busy, but I still found a moment to spare and mumble something ordinary, " Mom, don't you want me to kiss you?"

	Is it the end ... almost there ... just let me touch it ~" As he spoke, his hands moved more wildly, but it felt like he was only rubbing her bra. This allowed me to be bold and rough in my movements. There was no actual contact stimulation, but this look could add a lot of lewd and ambiguous meaning to this incestuous interaction.

	My mother stretched her neck, and in order to get our mouths apart so we could speak, I kissed her chin.

	There is no difference . The main purpose is to feel the mature mother's facial features under the raging spring tide at close range. The mother feels this uncomfortable itch.

	The feeling was unbearable, but she couldn't escape it. She could only express her discomfort through moans. She panted and groaned, " Hmm ... you bastard ...

	So rude ... "

	I took a deep breath of my mother's beautiful, sweaty flesh, which was emitting a faint smell of sweat. Coupled with my mother's embarrassed look, the atmosphere was very tense.

	I looked at my mother who seemed to be in control of everything before , and now she let me play with her breasts.

	The pleasure of conquest made me unable to bear it any longer. I endured the numbness and rubbed my cock against her body. In order to relieve the discomfort,

	And to avoid the possible defeat, I always curled up at the right time, and the trembling of my other hand was transmitted to my mother.

	The mother then lowered her gaze to meet mine. I stared at her lips and I realized she was also looking at my mouth, hot and

	The breaths communicated with each other's desire. Her eyelashes stopped trembling and she spoke in a swirling voice, " Are you coming? " I pretended to be

	Qiang said, " No ... it 's not that fast ~ it's just that the friction is not very comfortable . "

	My mother glanced at my cock which was extremely hard, the glans was red, and the water was visible to the naked eye.

	my mother overflowed. Then , she chuckled softly, a hint of seeing through me . Her eyes flickered , and her voice drifted towards me like a wisp of sweet smoke. " Then ... do you dare to kiss me again ... " This woman was deeply immersed in a certain psychological satisfaction and pride, making her expression and voice even more seductive than if she were simply under physical stimulation.

	I was completely captivated by it.

	For a moment , I really wished I could not hold back and cum ... I wanted to arouse my mother 's pleasure to the extreme and see her

	Like a prey that knows its fate, but is still willing to be captured by beauty and sacrifice itself to please her.

	However, exposing the mother 's true face at this moment is also a very conquering feeling, no, it should be a matter of satisfying evil tastes.

	Looking at my mother 's raised face, looking at her with a half-smile, her hot lips were right in front of me, and I immediately put my mouth on them.

	My mother 's reaction was not abrupt at all, it was seamless, she made a nasal sound, and her soft lips were pried open by my tongue.

	Open, I rubbed her tongue , so soft! Smelling her strong woman's scent, I couldn't believe all this was

	Real !

	" fix " herself to me . I was not worried that her body would fall backwards. One hand was still on her thigh, while the other hand was like holding her plump breasts, grabbing her soft and fleshy breasts and squeezing them. " Hmm ! "

	The mother groaned again, raised her neck, and panted in ecstasy, just like a newlywed woman entangled with her husband.

	cotton.

	She looked at me coquettishly, but her body twisted slightly in arousal when I grabbed her breasts, without any breath or movement.

	Strength, " Well ~ Can you be more serious ~ Ang ~"

	I collapsed , I pressed my body tightly against her, wishing I could melt into this body that haunted my dreams.

	The rich fragrance of women, the feeling of being full of soft and boneless flesh, and the soft and tender moans stimulate the man's desire to conquer.

	Every word spoken is just nourishment for enriching interest.

	Kissing makes my brain blurry, and the numbness of my reproductive nerves makes me irritable. It is mainly because of my mother's attitude that easily ignites the young man.

	Lighten the destructive factors in your bones.

	I pinched her bra roughly, and it was almost crushed into a ball by me through the barrier . " Well ~ bastard ~ Do n't scratch it

	~ This is the new square meter I bought.

	The mother didn't look at the situation on her chest, but just used her hands to tidy it up randomly based on her feeling. She clenched her teeth lightly, with a spark in her eyes.

	She looked at me and said in a delicate voice, " Be careful, if you break it, I'll make you pay for it . It's very expensive and I rarely wear it.

	This little episode, which seemed very minor in the long " interaction " process, gave me another kind of excitement. I tasted another kind of charming posture that belongs to a woman and that was revealed in my mother.

	I thought that my mother might have picked out a new bra that is both revealing and relatively bare-chested for tonight's performance.

	A slim-fitting cheongsam is indeed a bit expensive to achieve. I really like the " twisted " side of women in this aspect.

	She was too shy to show her full erotic feelings, and she knew that it would attract men's gazes. In fact, she did not want to please any of them.

	Although she cannot catch a man's eye, she still wants to present a state that satisfies her, and is unwilling to let the beautiful side of women be covered up.

	" territorial nature " over her intimate possessions always possesses a kind of unwavering independence. She's spending her own money, pleasing herself, and presenting it with great satisfaction, so naturally she cherishes it with all her heart. She'll even yield to my caressing and twisting her breasts, but it's difficult for her to accept such sacred treasures being trampled upon. The more this happens, the more her image of independence and individuality becomes magnified before my eyes. While it can feel a little strange, like not seeing my mother for a moment, the deep allure of a woman is easily captivating.

	Although I know that I am a young boy and her son, the more I perceive her tsundere charm, the more I know that this kind of woman is in a certain way.

	" grasp " the degree , you will want to take a bite and steal a bite of the fragrance.

	It's not a desire to conquer, but the idea of taking a bite of this mature woman makes me excited and hot, keeping the evil

	thought.

	I chuckled and pulled again, " Ah ~ You ~ don't want to listen, right ~ If it breaks, use your food money to compensate for it ~" The mother scolded again.

	I replied, " If it 's broken ... I 'll compensate you in other ways . " However, I didn't continue to resist her, but consciously pulled the bra off.

	Mother's breasts.

	our tongues entangled for a few times, my mother blinked in confusion and panted, " Hmph ~ What can you use to compensate me?

	I didn't reply to her. After a while , I felt her bra loose, so I groped it, pushed it up and saw it on her neck.

	below , it no longer covers the proud chest of the mature mother, and the pair of D milk is freed from a layer of restraint, and is exposed under the cheongsam.

	protruding outline is more rounded and fits better.

	I didn't stop at all, and I grabbed my mother's heavy breasts and squeezed them in my hands.

	turns to take care of the mature mother's breasts. The softness and fluidity were very strong. Soon I felt a little chewy bulge in the palm of my hand.

	" Hmm ~ You are too strong ~ Ah , ho, my mother's eyes and eyebrows were half closed, she was panting and moaning, her little mouth was closely pressed against my mouth,

	Her breasts also rolled under my hands .

	I lowered my mother 's defenses and panted, " It will be fine in a moment. " Then I thrust my mouth into her mouth again and followed my physiological sensation.

	I could no longer suppress the trembling in my body. But there was one more thing I had to say. After biting the corner of my mother's lips, I said, " Mom , you feel so good here."

	Soft ~ I can't help but use force.

	My mother 's hands stopped groping around and she gently grabbed my hair at the back of my head, as if she was going to lift me up and teach me a lesson in a second.

	The posture was that of a scold, but in reality, I whispered in my ear with a soft voice, " Ang ~ Ho ... You bad boy ~ You know it's soft but you still use so much force . "

	Because we were " talking " , our mouths were not kept in contact, and my tongue was not always chasing her sweet tongue in my mother's mouth. Sometimes, she would spit out a little bit of it, which was extremely tender and red, and pressed it against her lips that were shining with water. It would also press against her white teeth that were sticky with saliva, and the panting sound and breath came out of her mouth irregularly.

	I would kiss her chin, around her mouth, and on her cheeks. We were already used to the widening of the kissing area. My mother seemed to be avoiding it, but my cheeks were always

	Finally, she was close to me, and my lips were all over her body. It was like a mother offering it to me, like being touched and feeling comfortable.

	A cat turned over on its own initiative , fearing that my " caress " would be left somewhere.

	When my mother's mouth was no longer blocked, she hummed with special ease and emotion. When my mouth was about to touch her earlobe, I replied excitedly, " But

	quite firm and elastic. " When I said this, I deliberately pinched her protruding nipples and twisted and crushed them with great force.

	I rubbed it a bit,

	" Ah ... hum ... be gentle there ." The mother opened her mouth and took a breath, gasping like crying, her whole body was limp and she wanted to collapse.

	go.

	I stared at her flushed face and asked, " Why should you be gentle ? Will it hurt ? "

	My mother also looked at me. Even though her brows were furrowed, her eyes were full of passion. But I felt that the more passion she had, the more furrowed her brows.

	It stretched out and turned into a seductive smile. She raised one hand to my ear , but hesitated to twist it cruelly. It seemed that she wanted to

	Keeps me alert and nervous.

	The mother's teeth were entangled on her lips for a long time. " Asshole ~ Why are you so rude ~" she said angrily and resentfully.

	I've been planning this for a long time, and now it's just like that. This makes me even more unscrupulous. I pressed my lips against hers and said, " What's wrong with that~ " while pinching her nipples.

	The action became more intense, and she suddenly lifted and shook it upwards, and the force seemed to spread throughout her breasts, swaying inside her clothes.

	It's been " torturing " me for a long time, so I really can't help but be really rude for once.

	" Ah ... come again ... God ... what are you doing ..." Mother 's breasts were suddenly stretched, and she cried out in pain, her body trembling as if her vitals were pinched.

	She glared at me angrily. No matter how hard she tried to show her anger, it was all disturbed by the passion in her eyes.

	The mist in the eyes looks like pitiful tears, which makes people not afraid at all.

	I thought I really couldn't go on like this, so I admitted my mistake and said, " I'm sorry , Mom ... I was almost there ... I got excited ~" .

	His hands also changed to gently caressing her breasts, only feeling the surface without grabbing or kneading.

	She pouted, her eyes revealing a sense of inquiry as if something was wrong. She glanced at my crotch covertly, with a hint of helplessness.

	And complained, " How long will it take ? I'm still waiting to go home . "

	I greedily rubbed my mother's thigh with one hand, and said, " Maybe ... it's almost there ..." At the same time , when my hand wanted to reach deeper into her crotch, my mother slowly moved my hand away. It seemed that she chose to believe her original judgment again. After one more deep kiss, I was almost there.

	My mother looked at me coquettishly, came over and put her arms around my neck. I was stunned by her sudden and proactive action.

	soft breasts pressed against me, the fragrant and soft lips were printed on my lips, and the slippery tongue came over and turned around in my mouth.

	shyly : " Then let's kiss like this for a while ~ Don't think about anything else ~ I won't care about you anymore ~ "

	I gently teased my mother's waist, and faced her face to face, almost touching her lips, feeling her sweet breath, I

	Said: " Well , just a kiss. Don't worry, Mom, I will be obedient and will never ... "

	I was just saying, " You're talking too much nonsense ! We 've been kissing for a long time . " My mother muttered, raised her chin slightly, and our lips touched.

	After we got on, she breathed hot air into my mouth and murmured, " Just be obedient ... Don't go too far ... Hmm ..."

	I " performed " the trembling before erupting again . Mother's eyes became brighter because of me. Then she closed her eyes.

	The soft and slippery tongue shyly passed to my lips, and I also slightly extended my tongue and pressed the tip of my tongue against each other. I felt my mother's

	The tongue slides against mine, so soft and smooth! With a gentle suck, the soft and fragrant tongue is sucked into my mouth for me to taste ...

	My mother gasped softly in her nose and her body went limp. I hugged her soft and fragrant body and was so excited that I couldn't stand it.

	my hand around her back, hugged her soft and plump big ass and pressed it hard against me, then sat on the table and leaned forward on my chest.

	The chest makes the mother's honey buttocks tight and fleshy, and the arc of the two buttocks highlights her waist a lot. Through the clothes, I feel like I am touching

	Part of a sphere.

	I was so excited that I was rubbing circles on it, and I couldn't bear to grab and pinch it and ruin the roundness.

	But the other hand, like breaking the fork of her cheongsam, went all the way forward from the knees and directly sank into the fabric.

	Touched a wet , felt a warm liquid sticking to the fingertips, no doubt, in the son's young kiss, the mother

	The private areas of the kiss were also aroused.

	However, one can draw this conclusion without even detecting the wetness in her legs; all the reactions in her body have proven it.

	She did want her son to quickly become unable to resist the kiss, but she herself also had a greed and desire for kisses from young boys.

	 

	
 

	Chapter 83
 

	Seeing that my mother didn't stop me from going straight for the heart of the matter, I had a sudden inspiration. I first sucked on my mother's lips and tongue with even more effort, and the "sizzling" sounds of our tongues intertwining were unrestrained and unrestrained.
 

	My fingers resolutely explored the top, and I could feel the soft, smooth labia of the mature woman below, like rice cakes. When my fingertips brushed against her, I could feel her body's instinctive reaction—a slight contraction and moistness.
 

	"Ah~ Don't touch Mom here," my mother groaned "as usual" before "scolding" me. But this time she didn't stop me from doing what I was doing.
 

	She said one thing, but her body said another. This made me suck on her tongue even harder!
 

	"Mmm~ Mmm~", my mother pulled away from my lips, staring at me with a seemingly expressionless face. She even freed her hands from me and placed them on the table, but her eyelids and eyelashes were filled with a seductive charm. She lifted her upper body, and the heaving peaks of her chest were tempting one to violate her, turning her expressionless face into one full of rich emotions. She muttered with her ears red, "Isn't a serious kiss enough~ You have to touch such a shameful place."
 

	I used my hands to separate her trembling legs. She kept trying to clench her legs, thinking that this would prevent my fingers from going deeper, but the soft flesh between her legs overflowed, and I could touch that soft mound with just a light touch.
 

	"Hmm~ Don't touch here," my mother's warning had no effect whatsoever; naturally, I began to stroke upwards along the cleft between her legs, aiming directly at the slightly protruding clitoris, and she didn't stop me. That place was wet, hot like a ball of fire, soft and bouncy to the touch. My fingers pressed lightly, and "Ahhh~ Uhhh... Hmph," a long, soft moan escaped my mother's throat, her legs clamping together, her body trembling violently. "Why won't you listen~ It hurts so much~"
 

	I whispered, "Mom, isn't this what you wanted? You're already soaking wet."
 

	She pulled away from my mouth, suppressing the trembling in her voice, and gritted her teeth in shame and anger, cursing, "Want what?! I'm your mother! You have no respect for elders and your mouth is full of vulgarity!" But there was a hint of panic in her voice, she didn't dare to look at me, and her face was as red as if it were about to bleed.
 

	I continued to rub against my mother's labia a couple more times, until her inner thighs were wet, as if they had been soaked. My mother's sensitivity and arousal, along with my desire, reached their peak. But she suddenly recoiled and let out a soft cry, "Hmm~ Don't do that~ Mom will feel uncomfortable later~" But her legs weren't clamped tightly enough, as if she had run out of strength.
 

	What does "feeling uncomfortable" mean? As I tried to guess, my heart started pounding inexplicably.
 

	Perhaps, after the initial stage of kissing, I was always the one who felt uncomfortable. Now, hearing my mother reveal that she felt uncomfortable, no matter what her reasons were, it all made me regain the pride and passion of a vibrant young man.
 

	Immediately, I continued to use my fingers to pry open my mother's flesh and enter her actual entrance, and I kneaded the semi-protruding part of the mound of flesh a few times with the pad of my index finger.
 

	"Hmm... Uh-huh... Li Yuqing, what are you doing...?"
 

	The mother let out a soft moan of extreme pleasure, her voice trembling and limp, the tone rapidly dropping from high to low, like she was reaching an orgasm! The skin of her thighs tightened and closed as if a spring had snapped.
 

	"Hmm..." Mother groaned again, as if she had been given a muscle relaxant, and then she leaned all her weight on me, her head against my neck, breathing heavily.
 

	That seductive, weak moan sent a chill down my spine, especially after I heard my mother call out my name. It felt like every note was a hammer blow to my heart.
 

	After a few breaths, realizing that my fingers were still trying to grope her vulva, she hurriedly freed one hand and pressed it against my wrist, but she was too weak to stop me.
 

	I'm not in a hurry to "force" her. Even though I know my mother will eventually compromise after all we've been through, I want to bring out her initiative and shame, even to the deepest level, so that she can show her proud and assertive side in sex, making her feel that she is getting pleasure and that it is only natural. Even if it's out of her twisted desire to take care of her son and the turmoil of adolescence, she is the one in control.
 

	I lowered my head, pressed my forehead against my mother's, and said with fervor and anxiety, "Mom... don't block me~ I'm almost there~ I want you to kiss me~".
 

	Mother slowly raised her head, her lips pursed and pursed, her eyes about to well up with tears, as if she were feeling frustrated and resentful. Perhaps she was thinking of something. My brat is almost here. I'm just fooling her, aren't I?
 

	My mother looked at me like that, and although she didn't say anything, I felt that she had given me a response. I continued to cup her soft breasts with one hand and continued to play with the fleshy mound between her legs with the other hand. However, in this position, it was not so easy to accurately catch the clitoris. I could only stroke it in the general area. There was always some stimulation, but the stimulation was not sustained.
 

	"Ah~ Hmph~", Mother's face flushed, and the strands of hair that had escaped the constraints of her bun and clung to her reddened skin seemed to have become even more soaked with sweat. The teeth that had been biting her lower lip loosened, "You bastard~ Don't touch Mom down there~ Uh... Heh~", Mother said angrily and shyly, followed by another soft moan. The arms that had been on my shoulders and neck and the hands that had been stopping me came together, hooking around my neck. She tilted her head back, closed her eyes, and breathed heavily as she tenderly stirred her soft tongue in my mouth...
 

	Looking at her trembling, long eyelashes and feeling her like this, even though she had her reasons and wasn't completely wanton, the nature of a mature woman was real, and my heart and penis were about to pound wildly.
 

	"Why do you have to touch there... Can't we just kiss properly? Hmph~" As she spoke, my mother wrapped her arms around my neck tighter and tighter. Although her legs seemed restless and wanted to twist, they remained tightly closed, not opening their doors to her son. I could feel the immense pressure from my mother's legs with my fingers. Just as my fingers touched something even wetter and smoother, they suddenly closed up again. The contact surface was always her two plump labia, rubbing against some soft pubic hair.
 

	Sometimes, I can't really consider whether the details of my fingertips will bring my mother pleasure, but as long as these actions, the implicit challenge to taboos, can give people psychological stimulation, that's enough, and the boy can get great satisfaction too.
 

	With my mother sitting with her legs together, the only actions I could take were digging and prying—the crudest words. My fingers pressed against the crevice, hooked downwards, and touched even more moist and tender flesh.
 

	"Ugh~" Before I could think it through, I frowned and let out a groan of pain, "Ugh~ It hurts~", my mother also let out a soft cry and bit my tongue. I quickly pulled my mouth away from my mother's fragrant lips.
 

	My mother's eyes were filled with anger, her cheeks puffed out, and she slapped my arm several times. I vaguely understood what was going on. She frowned and scolded, "If you don't know how to touch, don't touch..."
 

	Seeing my mother's angry pout, I didn't lean in for her lips again. Instead of messing around in her private area, I reached behind her and pinched her firm buttocks. Even just a small part of her buttocks, separated by the cleft, made me realize that her buttocks must be very round and full. My mother's buttocks can be soft and plump at times, but they never sag or collapse.
 

	With his other hand, he touched her back, pulling her close and kissing and licking her jawline, chin, and earlobes. These places were probably not sensitive spots, but his mother seemed to be dutifully caught up in some kind of emotion and cooperated, still letting out alluring breaths or moans. "~Hmm~ Li Yuqing, are you a dog~" Her face seemed to turn away in disgust, and as she looked up, wet hickeys were left on his mother's slender neck, looking both erotic and decadent under the light.
 

	The forbidden area remained undisturbed, and the kneading of her buttocks was no big deal; her mother showed no intention of stopping her.
 

	After grabbing a handful of my mother's plump buttocks, I was satisfied. So I slowly inserted my middle finger into the cleft of her buttocks, pressing down and squeezing inward, only to feel a dry, hot sensation.
 

	"Mmm..." Amidst her soft moans, feeling uneasy from my kisses, my mother leaned more and more against me, her buttocks naturally rising higher and higher, her cleft as if it had been split open by my fingers, unable to maintain its tightness, the cleavage becoming deeper and wider, and I could vaguely feel the heat.
 

	Looking down at my mother's face, I could see her buttocks seemed to want to sway and lift, as if to make it easier for my fingers to penetrate her.
 

	A surge of heat rushed to my brain, and I abandoned my leisurely pace, pressing my fingers forcefully against her buttocks. It felt like I'd hit the bottom, and my fingertips felt the intricate and vivid lines. I instinctively began to rub and knead them. In my excitement, my hand also returned to my mother's chest.
 

	Once again, I pressed my hand against my mother's trembling, large breasts. Touching her breasts, even through the obstructive cheongsam, sent a surge of intense pleasure through me. I kneaded and caressed them with such peace of mind, such comfort. My mother's breasts seemed alive; when I grasped one breast and squeezed it, they would simply slip to either side. Her large, firm breasts were elastic and vibrant; no matter how I kneaded or squeezed them, they remained proudly erect and steep.
 

	I felt a competitive urge to conquer those impressive breasts, and my fingers moved quickly, as if I wanted to knead those breasts until they were deformed beyond repair.
 

	Without the protection of a bra, breasts have no ability to resist. A lump of breast becomes a deformed ball, trying to escape from every corner of my palm, but eventually it will return to a full shape.
 

	"Ah...you pervert...don't touch there..." My mother probably didn't mind my harassment of her breasts, but when her son's fingers touched her private, shameful cleft, she couldn't help but let out a soft cry. She leaned less against my chest and tried to get off me, but her nipples were being rubbed and her sensitive skin in her cleft was being pressed from time to time. That electric-like wonderful feeling quickly spread throughout her body, leaving her body only able to twist weakly a few times, unable to squeeze my fingers off, but also losing that pink and tender touch.
 

	Now my focus is no longer on kissing. It's obviously more important to spare my mother's mouth and let her make some nice sounds. That's just how children are.
 

	Limited touching still has an effect; the important thing is the psychological torment. "Mmm..." Every movement I make can stimulate my mother's cherry lips to emit those enchanting and seductive moans. Those happy notes combine under my rhythm, gradually converging into a melody of rubbing my mother's buttocks and breastfeeding.
 

	At one point, I felt more excited by her alluring moans than by touching my mother's private parts. Every breath she took resonated with my heartstrings, making me tremble involuntarily and feel breathless, but I was completely absorbed in the feeling.
 

	Before I could even begin my actual conquest of the final, vital spot, my erect penis was still rubbing against my mother's clothes. My penis wasn't being properly soothed, which affected the movements of my hands; they were about to explore the woman's core area first. But my mother immediately understood my intention; her buttocks remained firmly planted on the table, as if welded there, refusing to open her vulva.
 

	I could only pry open her buttocks with my fingers, feeling their soft, full texture, smooth and sweet. The form-fitting cheongsam allowed her to still show off the beautiful curve of her back in this position, with her shoulder blades slightly raised, like hills on a summer night.
 

	The beads of sweat on my mother's neck glistened under the light. I couldn't help but lower my head and greedily lick the back of her neck, inhaling a scent that was a mixture of sweat and natural fragrance—a rich and authentic mature woman's aroma that drove me wild. I couldn't help but ask, "Mom... could you lift your butt a little?"
 

	"Mmm...uh-huh..." Even after hearing me speak, my mother still let out a few soft moans before lifting my head. Now she sat even more upright, and the cleft between her buttocks that I could feel with my fingers was pitifully small, almost invisible. My mother sensed my frustration, and she felt a sense of security in her own buttocks.
 

	So that flushed, well-proportioned face carried a hint of frivolity, and her voice was somewhat ethereal and dreamlike, "What do you want to do~ A kiss would be too good for you~", as she spoke, her raised eyebrows and the corners of her lips seemed to be smiling, yet there was no intimacy or peace, drawing a chasm between her and everyone—a distance that seemed very close but was actually not so close.
 

	She's really getting me all excited. Okay then, let's kiss again.
 

	Thinking of this, I held her plump and soft body tightly. When she suddenly let out an "Ah...", I sucked on her tongue. It was so smooth. I held it in my mouth and savored it. In an instant, my mother's fragrant tongue also softly stirred between my lips. The hot breath in my nose was full of desire, and I made a low "hmm" sound, "Hmm... hum...". Coupled with her sudden touch on my back, it was so alluring.
 

	The hand on her inner thighs wasn't just poking at forbidden areas; sometimes it would gently scratch her thighs like an itch, sometimes it would stroke the hair on her mons pubis, while one thumb would rub the tip of the mound, trying to reach the clitoris. Even though her mother didn't open her legs to expose her vulva, the sticky, wetness on her vulva was already very obvious, as if it was about to ooze out.
 

	With these little gestures and a long kiss, my mother was already limp, as if she would collapse to the ground if I let go. However, I was even more "unbearable" than her. Whenever my mother took the initiative to suck my tongue, I would shudder and return to the extreme sensitivity that seemed unbearable at the beginning, ready to give up at any moment.
 

	The more I resisted the tingling sensation in my lower body, the more frequently my body trembled. I pulled away from my mother's mouth, panting heavily, "Mom...ha...ha...I can't hold back anymore..." In fact, I hadn't finished speaking...
 

	Seeing that I didn't insist on further stimulating her private parts, and given my "final" performance, my mother felt we were back on track. She said, panting softly, "Hmm... is this better now... you can't even handle a kiss... why are you thinking about anything else..."
 

	I said, "Mom, didn't you say you didn't know how to kiss? How come you're so good at it... You've completely captivated me... I can't take it... I want to... I want to do that."
 

	To be honest, I'm actually a little worried about being kissed to death by my mother. How can I accept that, especially now that even touching her genitals with my fingers isn't thorough? There's a sense of unease in my heart.
 

	My mother gently pulled away from my mouth. Hearing my question, she didn't immediately refuse or say anything. Instead, she smiled, her eyes lingering on me with a seductive, tender gaze that left me completely mesmerized. I didn't understand what my mother meant, and just as I was wondering what was going on...
 

	A hint of amusement flashed in my mother's eyes. Then, she tiptoed and leaned close to my ear with a touch of mystery. The weight of her head rested on my shoulder, and her warm, moist breath enveloped my ear. My mother spoke softly, "We're almost there... What's the point of thinking about that now... Just give your mother a few kisses and that'll be enough..."
 

	As if it were her, she softly hummed, a hum that wasn't a complaint, more like a cat's satisfied purr, yet carrying a subtle sense of superiority, as if saying you'd wasted her precious time. After she finished speaking, I deeply felt the mature body emanating a feminine fragrance, accompanied by her warm, soft breaths.
 

	Unable to bear his mother's attitude, how could the boy calmly face his mother's frivolous and flirtatious behavior in front of him? Was it because she had no psychological barriers after leaving the home environment, or did she feel that it was almost over and there was nothing wrong with going along with it?
 

	I feel like I'm about to break apart and collapse. Of course, it's not because of any setbacks, but because of a strong urge to wreak havoc on the forbidden zone of mature women, which may be a bit presumptuous.
 

	So I kissed her again, and my mother immediately responded with her tongue, moaning and enjoying my French kiss. Her body seemed to burst like a bucket full of water, flowing softly and slowly, letting me kiss her until her muscles went limp and she kept moaning. A gentle breeze blew in from outside, but it couldn't extinguish their desire at all; both mother and son were covered in sweat.
 

	Slightly frenzied, I kissed my mother's face after kissing her, not caring about the remaining makeup. I licked the sweat from her nose and then went to eat her fleshy ears. Although there was a lot of sweat, it mixed with the aroma of my mother's flesh, which made me lick wildly. I licked all the way to her chin, and then once again, without any hesitation, I took my mother's red lips into my mouth.
 

	"Mmm...uh...hum..." My mother's breathing was rapid and disordered, and she seemed very emotional. She quickly became proactive and responded to my kisses, even offering her sweet tongue for me to lick and swirl around, letting me taste it.
 

	My mother lowered her head and kissed me boldly and passionately. Her soft, fragrant tongue wrapped around mine, responding to my kiss. Soon, our lips were covered in each other's saliva.
 

	After a passionate kiss, I figured my mother was almost done, so I put one hand around her buttocks again and firmly pried open her tight cleft with my fingers. However, my mother remained alert and held on tightly.
 

	In a moment of desperation, I squeezed and kneaded my mother's nipples like a piece of chewing gum, especially cruelly, kneading the hard protrusions into thin, round strips. "Ah... you bastard..." my mother groaned sharply with a hint of panic, as if struck by an electric current. Her whole body twitched and trembled, her upper body lifted up, and she collapsed onto my chest.
 

	Taking advantage of this moment, as if my fingers were hooking into her buttocks, I lifted her buttocks up a little. With my other hand having accomplished its mission, I placed it on my mother's cervical spine and back to help her keep her buttocks slightly upturned and perky.
 

	At this moment, my fingers had already brushed against the dry, pink folds of my mother's buttocks, causing her to stir again and let out a soft moan. She tried anxiously to speak up and stop me, but I kissed her tightly, not letting go of an inch of her skin.
 

	My fingers had already reached those areas, and now that my mother was sitting down with her buttocks pressed against the table, it was no use. At most, her buttocks would sit on my fingers, making the fit even smoother.
 

	I felt my fingertips touching a tender, moist opening. It wasn't easy to penetrate from this position, but I was already quite satisfied. In this situation, I had already teased my mother's forbidden area to the greatest extent possible, which was more than enough to give the mother and son a rich and stimulating kissing experience.
 

	I tapped my fingers on the opening a few times, hoping to remove the moisture. With each tap, a magical force of light touch caused my mother's body to tremble violently. "Ah... don't do this, Li Yuqing..." my mother moaned.
 

	My mother naturally stopped kissing me while we were talking, but I could still tease her with my words.
 

	Now that I had made initial contact with my mother's intimate core, I began to reveal the truth, "Mom... actually I haven't gotten there yet... I'm still thinking about this part of you..." As I spoke, my fingers continued to tap on my mother's vulva, the fluid on it even more obvious than before.
 

	"Mmm..." Caught off guard, my mother let out a seductive moan. Realizing her loss of composure, she quickly buried her face in my neck, not daring to let me see her alluring state.
 

	I spoke boldly, rubbing my mother's vulva, "Mom... here... is it okay...?" It sounded like a primary school student's courtship speech.
 

	"Hmm...Wh...what..." My mother groaned softly, looking up at me with a complicated expression, her voice trembling. I think she was originally going to be surprised, but the shock dissipated under the physiological stimulation.
 

	Seeing my mother's posture, I knew I would succeed sooner or later, without any changes. I rested my head on my mother's neck, inhaling her rich, womanly scent, and while gently rubbing the entrance to her buttocks, I excitedly said, "Mom... I want it here... you know... otherwise... otherwise I can't release..." At the same time, my penis deliberately poked against my mother's body, showing its current erect state.
 

	"Hmm... Heh... You bastard... I thought you could really get it just by kissing me... But... Now that I've already touched you... Aren't you satisfied yet...?" the mother said breathlessly.
 

	I expressed my adoration and infatuation to the fullest, "Mom...you're so charming...who can resist just kissing you...I want all of you..." As I said this, I also affectionately stroked her breasts, letting her feel my weight on her breasts, indicating my fascination with her entire body.
 

	My mother blinked her eyes rapidly at me, but only for a moment before shifting her gaze and gritting her teeth, saying, "Haven't you already experienced it all... and you still want to torment me..."
 

	I continued, "You were so special tonight... so incredibly alluring... once wasn't enough... I wanted to die on top of you."
 

	My mother's face flushed instantly, and she looked embarrassed. She glared at me and spat, "What nonsense are you talking about... How can you say such things to your mother..."
 

	I said, "What I mean is, I really like you, Mom... I want to do the most intimate things with you..." As I said this, I deliberately patted, pressed, and tapped my mother's wet and tender vulva. I could feel the moisture overflowing from there as soon as my fingers squeezed it.
 

	"Hmm... why do you always think about your mom... you've tried it several times already..."
 

	"Ugh...you bastard...don't touch me..." Although my mother was "cursing," my sudden stimulation made her neck feel like the bones had been removed. She went limp and swayed, her head falling onto my shoulder. At this moment, she even showed signs of actively lifting her buttocks. It's possible that my fervent affection touched her somewhat, softening her already limited resistance.
 

	I remained unmoved, kissing her mouth and lips indiscriminately, making a "sizzling" sound. My middle finger, as if wound up, tapped at the entrance of her honey pot, making a soft "plop plop" sound.
 

	"Ah...uh..." My mother let out a soft moan, which turned into heavy, intermittent gasps, still carrying a hint of desire. I said, "Mom...please...I'll listen to you from now on...I'll help you with everything," I used my charm, though it was a cliché, as the saying goes, old bridges don't need to be worn out, the most important thing is the receiver. I didn't even put much effort into teasing her entrance while saying this.
 

	The movements of massaging the breasts became much gentler.
 

	My mother's entire weight was tied around my neck, her arms wrapped tightly around me, and we were both swaying precariously because of the movement.
 

	I smelled the delicate fragrance of her hair, which was infused with the scent of hairspray. This fragrance added a touch of sophistication to this woman from the small town. Although life and the years had given her face a hint of weariness, clothes and makeup can make a person more attractive. The voluptuous figure of a mature woman was also on display, making her whole image much brighter. This further accentuated the strong sensual aura emanating from her body, which was covered in light sweat.
 

	There's also an inherent stubbornness. Perhaps all Chinese mothers possess this strong quality; isn't it true that motherhood makes one strong? It's just that everyone expresses it in a different way.
 

	Yet, this woman, in the office at this very moment, is being violated by her own son's devilish hands, his buttocks being teased and his cleft extended to the most private area of a woman. She is even making sounds that represent pleasure, sounds that represent a female stimulating a male's instinctive desires. The scene is incongruous and disjointed, but the entire air is filled with the hidden charm of a woman that I, as a young man, want to absorb.
 

	Hearing her son's words and witnessing his seemingly endless erotic acts, the mother appeared to relax completely. She could only gasp, "Uh...ha...you...you're trying to coax your mother with these kinds of words again..."
 

	I stuck out my tongue and stroked her ear. I wouldn't say I've mastered many techniques; it was purely instinct. The tongue is the most active and versatile organ in humans. It can express everything and do many things for people, not just through language.
 

	"Ah... why are you licking everywhere..." My ears are always sensitive, and my mother's trembling grew more and more violent as she was attacked. Her panting was like a melody, echoing in my ears. Then came another sentence, "Hmm... have you touched enough..." Her voice was full of seductive charm, with a slight tremor, like an invisible knife gently slicing through my nerves. After saying that, she pressed her hand against my head, her knuckles turning white from the pressure, but she didn't push me away.
 

	I continued to rub in circles at my mother's vulva, as if that would bring out more fluid. Her entire buttocks were already cool and wet, while the two openings were as hot as volcanoes. At this moment, the damp heat was even more attractive to go in. At the same time, I replied mischievously, "Have you touched enough... can I go in for a bit..." When I said "go in," I hooked my finger and sank it into my mother's honeyed vulva. There was no pressure here, just slippery and tender, so much so that it felt like I hadn't touched anything at all.
 

	"Ah... um... don't go in..." I felt my mother's buttocks tremble and close slightly. I dug around with my fingertip, and my mother let out a soft and weak moan, "Ouch... no..." She raised her fair neck, her sexy lips parted, her alluring eyes closed, looking like she was unable to resist, feeling incredibly ashamed yet also experiencing ecstasy.
 

	I was about to have a brain orgasm just watching, so I continued to plead, "Mom... just a little bit inside, please..." Damn, what a classic scumbag line. But after I said that, he started kissing her face and around her mouth, which I could reach, without any rhyme or reason, just his desire rising, his penis so hard it felt like it was going to explode, and he kept poking at his mother.
 

	My mother was still not very effective at dodging my questions. Her rationality was once again malfunctioning under the influence of physical stimulation, and she actually groaned, "Hmm... just a little... that's even worse..."
 

	These words almost made my chest explode. Young men are most fascinated by women's open displays of desire and lust. After all, it's their first experience, and given their youth and strength, they are most receptive to this side of women.
 

	I immediately declared excitedly, "No...it definitely wasn't just for one moment..." I was even unafraid of self-destruction.
 

	The glint in my mother's eyes was somewhat unfamiliar yet incredibly alluring; looking into those eyes made me want to devour her. Indeed, when my mother said those words, it shattered her image as a mother.
 

	Her eyes sparkled, and she immediately said, "Didn't we just say that...?"
 

	I was immediately stumped by the question and stammered, "Then...how many times?" Well, it was a very childish conversation, and I suddenly found it a little funny.
 

	My mother gave me a sly smile, brought her face close, and whispered in my ear, her voice seemingly generated without her vocal cords, "It didn't work... It's too late..."
 

	"What should I do... I feel so uncomfortable..." I replied.
 

	The mother said smugly, "Serves you right... for always thinking about your mother... about this kind of thing..."
 

	Stimulated by my mother's words, my hand slid to the side, flicking against her vulva a few times before moving to her anus. It was wet there too, a special passage that could evoke the greatest sense of shame in humans, and I couldn't help but press down...
 

	"Ah...don't touch there..." the mother cried out softly, her buttocks trembling. It wasn't painful, but rather embarrassing and sensitive.
 

	I didn't linger there for long. I went back to circling around her vulva, and with my other hand, I vigorously fondled my mother's breasts, even shaking them in a lewd way to show off their amazing destructive power.
 

	"Hmm... Li Yuqing... stop messing around... stop doing this to your mother..." the mother said with a hint of helplessness.
 

	I was already on the verge of exploding from the stimulation of the soft, warm body in my arms, how could I let her off the hook? Perhaps simply poking her honey hole with my finger wasn't enough to release my pent-up desire, so I stopped stimulating there altogether. Instead, I withdrew my finger and forcefully pinched her plump, upturned buttocks. The edges were firm, but the core was soft. I gripped her with extra force, making the soft flesh of her buttocks almost deform in my hand.
 

	Even without stimulation, my mother's reaction remained sensitive. "Ah..." she let out a soft cry, her buttocks swaying shyly as she moaned softly in my ear, "You naughty boy who teases his mother... what do you want?"
 

	I gasped, trembling, "Mom... I really can't take it anymore... Let me do it... How long is this going to go on..."
 

	I used one hand to almost lift her plump buttocks and forcefully moved her body closer. Her two calves rubbed against my waist, and her thighs tried to spread open to clamp my waist. Her arms wrapped around my neck even more unrestrainedly. My penis pressed against one of her bare thighs, and the hot, red glans made her feel it clearly.
 

	My mother moaned softly, her voice hot and wet: "What are you doing, Li Yuqing... Do you really have to torment your mother one more time...?" As she spoke, her buttocks seemed to sink down, as if searching for my fingers.
 

	"Just one more touch..." the mother whispered, but immediately realized she had gone too far, as if she had made a shameless request. Feeling incredibly embarrassed, she tried to make amends, "No... just one more kiss..."
 

	I couldn't stay calm anymore. Judging from her proactive attitude, her words had two meanings. Either she wanted me to touch her again for more "foreplay" before going deeper, or she enjoyed me kissing and touching her honey pot, and hoped that I would also release my pent-up desires in the process, so that everyone would be happy.
 

	Regardless, my mother's invitation was the most motivating thing, so I smoothly slid into her buttocks, rubbed my fingertips on her wet vulva, and patted it a few times.
 

	"Ah...uh..." Mother groaned softly, as if relieved by rain after a long drought. She let out a long, drawn-out nasal sound, her lips curving into a smile of pure enjoyment. With her eyes closed, she lifted her plump, soft thighs and intertwined them against my buttocks. Before I could even kiss her, she leaned in herself, her fragrant tongue slipping into my mouth as she softly murmured, "Hmm...isn't this enough to make you ecstatic...a few kisses...isn't it nice...there's no need to do *that*~ uh..."
 

	After speaking haltingly, my mother closed her eyes and obediently endured my advances. I easily pried open her teeth, my tongue delving into her mouth to find her hidden tongue, sucking on it tirelessly. My mother's saliva was incredibly sweet; though that might be an exaggeration, the lingering sensation was like taking an aphrodisiac. I continued to swirl my tongue around in my mother's mouth, then enveloped her delicate tongue in a passionate kiss.
 

	Although my body's reaction was incredibly "beautiful," and my penis remained erect, with wave after wave of pre-ejaculate leaking out, leaving marks on my mother's inner thighs, it wasn't just because of kissing. It was the excitement of wanting to fully experience the body of my long-desired mature mother once again.
 

	Although my mother was aroused, my fingers caressed her honeyed vulva and it gushed out honeyed fluid. Her body became softer and softer with each moan. Her body's twisting movements seemed irregular, but upon closer inspection, they did not deviate from the rhythm of desire. The temperature also seemed to be gradually rising, constantly evaporating and dispersing that mature womanly charm.
 

	But if that's all there is to it, then it's rather "unremarkable".
 

	Chapter 84
 

	At this moment, I entered another extreme state in sex, truly multitasking. Whether it was touching my mother's full breasts or kneading and tapping her honey hole under her buttocks, I felt that I was particularly engaged and serious, which meant that the force and degree were just right. I felt my mother's reaction and followed that reaction to act, with a touch of firmness in gentleness, and a few unexpected breakthroughs in the rhythm of teasing.
 

	More and more hair escaped its restraint, clinging messily to my mother's face and forehead. Fine beads of sweat appeared on her forehead. "Uh...ho...um...um," she moaned softly, her lips slightly parted. Sometimes she lost the instinct to respond to my passionate kisses, like a fish struggling to come ashore, desperately needing a little oxygen. Her breath was hot and humid, with a slightly sweet taste, hitting my face directly. I was too close to her, close enough to feel the temperature of each of her breaths.
 

	I put all my skill into my hands, and I also worked exceptionally hard with my words. I stopped focusing on verbal "entanglement" and, without any technique, became extra passionate, wandering over my mother's lips, the area around her mouth, her cheeks, and her ears, depending on which part of her body brushed against my mouth when she tried to dodge.
 

	To more vividly convey my emotions, passion, enjoyment, fervor, and obsession to my mother, I naturally relied on my panting, my trembling body, and my erect penis pressing hard against her thigh, regardless of the intense, somewhat uncomfortable numbness.
 

	By exerting effort both physically and mentally, I aimed to arouse my mother's desires to the highest level. While physical stimulation might break a mature woman's defenses, the "heartfelt intentions" I expressed would move her, showing her that this was not just physical intercourse, but a harmonious convergence of desires, which would elicit a response from her.
 

	When it is her son who conveys these lustful thoughts to her, she may experience even more stimulation, and in a sense, she may be "unable to resist," thus becoming more sensitive and amplifying her feelings.
 

	This is also a belief I have always held: taboo behavior, maybe the other person also feels the positive stimulation in it. When the positive stimulation outweighs the obstacle, both parties completely slide into the abyss of desire.
 

	At that moment, it seemed as if my tongue lifted my mother's chin. "Hmm...hmm..." she murmured, her neck arching back in a half-closed embrace. Amidst the irregular blush and the sweet moans, the faint wrinkles on her neck accentuated her charm. I took the opportunity to kiss her. Her skin, which had been touched by countless heats, was slightly salty, but the smell and taste were not unpleasant at all. They only made me feel real, and there was no sense of distance between us.
 

	Of course, the mischief with the fingers never stopped.
 

	Perhaps my physical and mental efforts were working, because my mother's warm, soft moans rose above my head. "Hmm... Li Yuqing... how much longer are you going to touch me... are you going to come or not~" I guess it was my lustful thoughts, but I felt that my mother's words had a special meaning. She was telling me to stop touching her and do what I wanted to do; and that coming out meant that I should come out in the ultimate way?
 

	As she spoke, my right hand, which was touching her breasts, seemed to feel her body lift up, a very subtle movement.
 

	The fingers that were teasing the entrance of the mother's honey hole moved more easily, as if they were using a traditional typewriter, typing on it rapidly at an exaggerated frequency.
 

	The knocking caused the mother's body and soft breathing to become extremely turbulent, and she trembled with suppressed pain.
 

	I said, "Mom... let me... do it again..." I emphasized the word "do," and my fingers went down, half of my finger embedded in my mother's honey hole, scraping the tender flesh at the entrance.
 

	"Ah... I don't want to... Li Yuqing... stop messing with your mother..." The words and emotions were completely at odds, which clearly aroused the mature mother to let out a pitiful and sweet moan.
 

	Even after a prolonged period of heightened lust, I would "relax," even though my mother's voice had given me a jolt. The angle of my finger prevented me from penetrating deeply, so after this brief, tentative thrust, I withdrew from her entrance, leaving only my fingers on her buttocks, my middle finger resting against the cleft, feeling the contractions of her anus.
 

	I showed no signs of teasing her there, and my mother didn't object. The kissing and licking also decreased considerably. It could be seen as me needing a break; the "high-intensity" work had gone on long enough.
 

	I closed my eyes, and my movements seemed somewhat listless.
 

	"Hmm... Hah..." I heard my mother let out some labored breathing, from her mouth and nose, as if she was gritting her teeth and holding her breath to complete an action, and then she let out a breath.
 

	So I opened my eyes and saw my mother's brows furrow slightly, her lower lip bitten lightly, and she only released it when she gasped; seemingly unintentionally but actually unable to resist, she would always look down at her lower body, over and over again, afraid of being noticed, as if she were stealing glances at her son's thick, hard penis, and the slight irregular thrusting of her buttocks made me think she wanted to see her son's hands behind her...
 

	It seemed as if she was actively using her vaginal opening to "search" for her son's fingers. When there was contact, the mother's breath was deliberately suppressed into a long, thin sachet, but it cracked slightly at the end. She bit her lip, her eyes filled with struggle, and her furrowed brows revealed deep resentment in her silence.
 

	I vaguely realized something and sensed the unsatisfied desire my mother was expressing, but she couldn't make it public. The only thing she did was move her buttocks more and more as if she wanted to rub my fingers down and press them back against her vulva. My hand was behind her, and she couldn't see my fingers when she looked down, nor could she guide herself. It was just a habitual behavior, as if as long as she glanced at them from time to time, her buttocks would be in the right position.
 

	Such a mother makes me incredibly aroused; my heart almost leaps out of my chest. Of course, I have to cooperate, and my fingers slide back to the entrance of my mature mother's vagina, and I consciously start to rub it.
 

	"Ah..." The mother's lips parted slightly, letting out a low hum, the sound like the melodious strains of a distant piano. Her furrowed brows relaxed in an instant, as if experiencing an indescribable release. But the relief wasn't complete; perhaps the mother felt it was better than nothing, so she greedily clung to the beautiful moment.
 

	She pretended to casually move her cheek and chin towards my mouth, but I sensed her intention; she was just short of saying, "Kiss me...". I complied with my mother's wishes, kissing and cuddling her, creating a rather passionate and intimate atmosphere.
 

	Only then did I realize that my mother's thoughts had undergone a qualitative change, though I don't know exactly when it happened. It doesn't matter; the intense longing at this moment is enough. And what about me? I always have been.
 

	I asked, pretending to be very quiet, "Mom... I feel like it'll be a long time before I can come out... maybe..."
 

	My fingers continued to roam over her private area; her buttocks were already overflowing with moisture. My fingers were warm and wet inside, occasionally slipping inside her vaginal opening. I don't know if my mother was listening, but she made a soft "hmm..." sound, a hazy response to my words and actions.
 

	The mother gasped with a hint of resentment, "Ah...hmph...you touched me again...you kissed me for so long...you...uh...that's enough, Li Yuqing..."
 

	I replied, "Mom... let me do that... how long will this go on..." As I spoke, my movements of rubbing my breasts and vulva became much wilder.
 

	"Mmm...please be gentle...oh...be gentle," my mother let out a soft moan, her voice soft and yielding, and she held me even tighter with her hands.
 

	I simply confessed, "Mom... I misjudged... I couldn't actually kiss her..."
 

	"At this rate... it will really take a long time."
 

	"Ah...uh..." After a few soft moans, my mother's face flushed crimson. She glanced at me shyly, her eyes brimming with a lustful allure, almost dripping with moisture, utterly captivating. Besides that alluring charm, there was an enigmatic smile in her eyes. "Hmm...really...is it still so long...you won't...lie to your mother again...hmm..."
 

	My mother's softly drawn-out words were evocative, each syllable carrying a subtle sweetness that stirred the heart and soul, yet also seemed to hold a flicker of teasing passion. After her drawn-out words, I understood one emotion in her smiling eyes: was it anticipation?
 

	I think that's fine, the psychological stimulation and excitement are my own. I was momentarily captivated by the rare look in my mother's eyes, and I didn't respond immediately. In a moment of surprise, she actually gently protested and nudged me.
 

	Sometimes, stopping the current action is a way of urging the next action. Savoring my mother's alluring and seductive posture, I felt my adrenaline surge, and I was excited about the impending deeper union.
 

	As I savored the sensation of my fingers, I could imagine my mother's slightly parted vulva constantly contracting and opening, with glistening nectar flowing gently from the writhing opening. Clothes covered the lewd scene of a woman's forbidden territory, but they could not stop the transmission of heat.
 

	I felt my mother's legs tremble and go weak, her buttocks clearly sinking lower involuntarily! "Ah..." Her moan was abruptly cut off before it could be fully released, as if the pleasure had been abruptly pulled away. Because my fingers had changed to prying open her buttocks.
 

	My mother's eyes showed a moment of confusion. She glanced at me furtively, her face flushed with unspoken dissatisfaction and annoyance. Afraid that I would notice her emotions, she quickly "returned to normal."
 

	I was overjoyed, thinking that if it were my penis at the entrance of her vagina, she might have already pretended to sit down unintentionally. This thought made my blood boil, and my penis bounced up and down stiffly, like the kinetic inertia of a taut spring after it broke.
 

	Now we need to keep adding fuel to the fire. First, we need to go all out as we just did, using both hands and mouth to show our mother the mixture of forbidden excitement and the boy's uncontrollable infatuation with the mature woman.
 

	I don't know if my mother sensed my state. "Hmm... Ah... Heh~", my mother responded "naturally". Back and forth, she pretended to refuse the touch on my face, stroking my cheeks, the back of my head, and my shoulder blades. Her other hand slid back to the table. At this moment, she was supporting herself on the edge of the table with one hand, trying to lift her body up. She was panting and moaning. A light pink tinge appeared on the skin of her fair and slender neck, and fine beads of sweat, like morning dew, evenly and densely covered her pointed nose.
 

	When I turned my face slightly to give my tongue a "rest," my mother murmured weakly and incoherently, "Hmm... how long are you going to keep doing this..." Her flower path wriggled comfortably, releasing strands of love fluid that stained my fingers. My fingers were almost melting from being immersed in the sticky nectar for so long that I could only keep rubbing them around my mother's buttocks.
 

	Then she quickly rubbed the entrance of my vagina, as if she could wipe away the fluid there. As the movements became faster, my mother became stingy with her soft moans, gritting her teeth and making weak groans of "hmm... hum..." One of her hands was like gripping the back of my neck, applying a lot of force.
 

	Her faint moans couldn't match the rapid stimulation she was receiving, and she couldn't help but cry out, "Ah...no...you bastard...don't do this, Mom..."
 

	I said excitedly, "Mom...can I get started now...you know it'll be a long time before I can..."
 

	She buried her face in my neck and shoulder, giving me a sensation like a hunter eyeing the carotid artery of its prey. "Ah...it's already like this...what more do you want from me..." Her hot breaths were in sync with my pulse. With just a light bite, I would completely lose the strength to resist. I felt a sense of utter depravity, yet falling on such a mature and feminine body was a sweet pleasure.
 

	I have to say that my mother's words always need to be interpreted. It sounded like she tacitly approved of my thoughts, and also implied that I could "do whatever I wanted"?
 

	I calmed my surging restlessness and decided to take a few more glances.
 

	My mother's voice was barely audible, but her breath brushed past my ear as she said, "Li Yuqing...do...do it a little..." Her restraint could not overcome her shame, and her voice trembled even though it was very soft. There was also a sense of relief and calm as she waited for a good result.
 

	When I heard my mother say that, my pupils dilated. I almost doubted whether I was hallucinating. My penis was so hard that I couldn't even perceive its "consciousness".
 

	I asked, "How...how do I do it...?"
 

	However, I didn't intend to play dumb. My hands moved gently as I kissed my mother's earlobe, stimulating her sensitive spot and prolonging the trembling and weakness in her body. I said, "Mom...do you approve...?"
 

	I could feel her glare at me: "Alright...you're so annoying...oh ho...how long are you going to keep dawdling like this...um..." Her voice was tinged with urgency and coquettishness, and her open mouth was almost biting down on my clothes, full of the frustration and anger that followed the collapse of her composure.
 

	I pressed my advantage, provoking her with my words, "Mom...do you allow me to put my penis inside you?" As I spoke, I deliberately inserted my fingers into her vaginal opening, feeling its hot, smooth texture. This was quite a breakthrough, seemingly the first time I had used a euphemism for a private organ.
 

	I thought to myself, one day, there will be an even bigger breakthrough.
 

	"Hmph..." Her seductive hum made her scolding sound sweet and coquettish, "Hmm... How dare you swear at your mother..."
 

	"I...I saw you've been stuck here for so long...I was too lazy to keep putting you through this...it's so annoying..." The mother's "explanation" was so weak. Annoyance, perhaps, stems from the fact that the body's desires always fall short of being satisfied.
 

	A young and vigorous newborn calf was right in front of her. Although he was so inexperienced, he was so fascinated by his body. The youthful vitality of the male high school students gave this traditional housewife a chance to revitalize herself. She probably wanted to try it out herself. Everyone craves youth to some extent.
 

	My breath hot against my skin, I licked my mother's chin and earlobe, excitedly asking, "Mom... is this how it is... do you want me to put my penis inside...?"
 

	"You..." My mother twisted my ear, speechless with embarrassment and anger, "Shut up... If you say that again..."
 

	Enraged by the enemy's anger, I provoked him, using my hands and mouth to knead and squeeze my mother's full breasts.
 

	She seemed to have intended to scold him, but instead softened into a coquettish snort, "Ugh...you bastard...don't talk like that...I'm your mother..."
 

	Continuing to feel the wetness beneath my fingers, I exclaimed, "Mom...you're so wet...I really want to go inside..."
 

	My mother let out an "Ah," as if she had been touched on something, and her voice trembled with embarrassment: "You... don't say these things, it's so embarrassing..." But her body didn't stop, she slightly arched her back, as if welcoming the exploration of my fingers.
 

	But a moment later, seemingly overwhelmed by an even stronger desire, he was no longer satisfied with just that. Yet, this damned brat only talked the talk but never walked the walk. Indeed, from the perspective of a woman consumed by desire, the boy in front of her kept saying he wanted to go in, but never took any action. He was truly deserving of a beating; she wanted nothing more than to strangle him. I sensed a similar emotion arising in my mother.
 

	"Mom...please help me..." I pleaded.
 

	My mother was furious. She closed her eyes, exhaled a puff of air through her nose, then opened them again, her eyes blazing with anger. She wrapped her arms around my neck, straightened her upper body, and lowered her weight to her buttocks, pressing down on my fingers. This action was to bring our bodies closer together, or more precisely, to make it easier for her to reach her son's penis.
 

	Sure enough, my mother reached for my penis with one hand, muttering angrily, "You bastard... why are you talking so much nonsense~", but touching my penis, which had been hard all night, still made me uneasy and uncomfortable, even though I had already masturbated.
 

	As if it were a conditioned reflex to touching a branding iron, before her mother's fingers had even fully wrapped around it, she cried out, "Ah...it's so hot..." and flinched away. Perhaps it was only after her hand touched it that she realized she was being too forward.
 

	I looked up and saw my mother staring intently at me, her eyes misty with tears, her lips slightly parted. I didn't intensify my hand and mouth stimulation, but she was still breathing heavily, her eyelashes fluttering rhythmically with each breath. At that moment, she wasn't the proud and domineering mother I knew.
 

	"Mom...I..." Before I could finish speaking, my mother immediately fell softly into my arms like a butterfly. She might have wanted to stop me from talking nonsense, or she might have been expressing her feelings through a kiss. Even a mother has to have limits when she takes the initiative.
 

	Her soft, fragrant body, her sensual lips slightly parted as she turned over, her tongue barely protruding, was sealed by my mother's kiss, preventing me from uttering the words I wanted to say. But I could also feel my mother's sudden shift from anxiety, helplessness, shame, and anger to intense desire; the kiss was so passionate that I could only "cooperate."
 

	I stopped grabbing her breasts and instead stroked her back, feeling more of the warmth and maturity of her body, gaining a greater sense of control and fulfillment.
 

	"Um……"
 

	My mother let out a soft moan, her smooth tongue slowly swirling in my mouth. With my other hand, I caressed her plump, soft buttocks. She gently turned her head, letting her soft lips rub against mine, her warm breath accompanied by occasional low moans. I kissed her passionately, and it was a long time before our lips finally parted.
 

	With that sudden separation, my mother braced her hands on the table, leaning back slightly. I felt she was waiting to see my next move. One leg tried to meet the other, but my body blocked it, forcing her to give up. The movement was subtle, but I noticed it. I have to say, these small actions and details betrayed the seductive side of her heart.
 

	My mother looked up at me, her eyes dreamy, her alluring demeanor captivating.
 

	I gasped for breath and said, "Mom, you're such a good kisser, it felt so good... You almost kissed me to death just now... Ugh, I can't keep kissing you... I have to go in now..."
 

	The mother's eyes held a hint of resentment, her murmurs soft and laced with hidden sarcasm, "Trying to fool your mother again... I don't know which part is true..."
 

	I said, "No matter what... Mom... I still want you..."
 

	When my mother heard me say that, she leaned in close again and bit my lip, biting me so hard it hurt! It was probably a bit of a personal grudge, but she was most likely "accusing" me of being slow.
 

	I exclaimed, "Mom, what are you doing? I'm your own son! I've helped you so much, why are you being so cruel?"
 

	My mother nestled in my arms, panting softly, which made her sound like she was being coquettish as she said, "I'll bite you to death, you beast who's always thinking about your mother! What can you do besides torment people? You're so annoying!"
 

	I teased her, rubbing her buttocks and breasts, saying, "Mom... I didn't do anything to you... Didn't it feel good just now when I touched you? It'll feel even better now..."
 

	My mother gently shook her head, her lips lightly brushing against mine, and she murmured, "Mmm...shut up...you're...only you feel comfortable...you're nothing..."
 

	Although it wasn't exactly a compliment, it only fueled my passion.
 

	The mother continued, "You think it's not late enough already...?"
 

	I said excitedly, "It'll be quick... I'll just do it a little more and I'll be satisfied..."
 

	"Hmm... I'll let you off the hook one more time, you bastard... Heh heh~ What can I do, I'm your mother~", my mother's voice was soft and sweet, with a seductive quality, like a low moan or a groan, making my heart itch unbearably. This kind of behavior, which was clearly proactive but always trying to cover it up, was a relatively weak form of stubbornness under the mother's identity...
 

	That's all. My mother's way of doing things never quite escaped the limitations of traditional women. Except for dealing with some matters concerning my grandmother... Sigh, I don't know what my grandmother did when my mother was young that made her harbor such resentment and hatred. Well, thinking about this, it seems that my mother's domineering, unapproachable, and always-right side is the most prominent in my heart.
 

	In my distant fantasy, I confronted her, at times, the image of my grandmother in my mind by shattering her physical and mental reserve and trampling on her sense of morality.
 

	In reality, I was timid; I used to only feel indignant in my heart; when my mother resentfully accused my father or grandmother of some excessive behavior, never try to comfort her or speak well of the person she was accusing, otherwise her violence will be terrifying.
 

	It's laughable that my inner monologue felt like a different version of Guan Yu versus Qin Qiong.
 

	In short, being able to make such a mature mother display her seductive charm, moan alluringly, and display a captivating expression brings me greater emotional value and psychological pleasure. Having always been like this, my desires are more pathological and demanding than simply having a mother fixation or a taboo addiction.
 

	Back to the present. I realized that what I said earlier was too pessimistic. I had to dispel my mother's misunderstanding, so I confidently said, "Mom... actually, one time isn't enough... it will take a long time to get inside."
 

	My mother seemed not to have heard me completely, only breathing softly, "Hmm...it's late...you should hurry up...Mom's tired..."
 

	When my burning hot penis, like a red-hot iron rod, brushed against her thigh, she shuddered, then seemed to remember something, muttering to herself, a mixture of confusion, doubt, hesitation, and even anticipation of cooling down, "Oh~ just for a moment~ it will take a long time to go in... is that possible...?" Her voice was like a wisp of smoke, carrying an ambiguous atmosphere, slowly dissipating in the air.
 

	I couldn't guarantee what would happen, given the long period of stimulation and the mature mother's demeanor; it wasn't impossible for the little boy to succumb. I could only hope this wasn't the first time, nor the first time she'd ventured into her mother's forbidden territory. I immediately and sincerely reassured her, "Mom... don't worry... it'll definitely last a long time... I want you to feel good enough..."
 

	"What nonsense are you talking about... You'd better hurry up... Hmm... Save time and effort..." she murmured softly, her voice hoarse and sexy, with a slight, almost imperceptible tremor.
 

	"I'm a young man, after all..."
 

	A spring-like glint appeared in my mother's eyes as her gaze lingered on my lips. Then, with a hint of teasing, she said, "You... you're just too young... what do you know, you little brat?" I didn't know if my mother meant that I was ignorant or lacking in this area, or that I didn't understand women's thoughts.
 

	My face was firm, stubborn, and unconvinced. I wanted to vindicate young people. No, I should say I couldn't let young people down. Young people should be high-spirited, full of energy and vitality, unafraid of difficulties, brave enough to take on challenges, and happy to take on challenges.
 

	"Mom...don't you trust your son...? I'll make sure it takes a long time...I'll definitely make you feel comfortable..."
 

	Perhaps in my mother's eyes, my childlike nature was completely revealed on my face.
 

	Before I could say anything more, my mother lifted her toes, revealing her shapely, well-muscled thigh. As she looked at me, she gently moved her hands closer, closing the already small distance between us, and a sensual, sweet aroma wafted through the air.
 

	My mother's eyes were hazy and unfocused at that moment, yet they possessed a clear and captivating allure. Looking at the smile on her brows, I could almost hear her letting out a heart-stirring laugh.
 

	Her face seemed to be drawing ever closer, glistening with sweat, flushed, and streaks of damp hair clinging to her temples. Her alluring face held a half-smile, and she spoke softly in a dreamlike, ethereal voice, "Is that so... then let's see if you have the ability..."
 

	Hearing my mother's words nearly drove me mad; my penis yearned to rush into battle and teach this woman a lesson. However, this strange state of mind and emotion was actually positive. The more positive it was, the richer the physical and mental stimulation of sex became.
 

	Damn, it's a very simple principle. Isn't it what men dream of when women have desires? It's when she has desires that she's passionate and experiences the true pleasure of sex.
 

	I immediately moved my hands under my mother's buttocks and legs, lifted her legs, and moved them a little off the table. "Ah..." my mother exclaimed, without any resistance or shame or anger. It was just a conditioned reflex to be "manipulated" by me so quickly.
 

	Although I was very aroused, my hands were messy but focused. It was as if my penis was guiding my actions, with the ultimate goal of calmly touching my mother's honey hole. It would give "guidance" on how to arrange it. I pulled on the hem of my mother's cheongsam skirt, which was pressed down by her buttocks, and pushed it up from the slit. When her other plump thigh gradually appeared, I grabbed her thigh near the knee and bent her leg so that her feet were almost flat on the table, forming an M shape.
 

	All of this would have been impossible without my mother's "cooperation." Although she cried out again, "Hey... slow down... you're in such a hurry..." she kept moving her hands to support the position I was trying to create. My buttocks were half-suspended, slightly upward, and my legs were spread apart, like deliberately protruding mounds of flesh, reaching the most suitable position. Wouldn't a young person be impatient?
 

	I must extinguish my own fire, and I must extinguish my mother's fire as well. It's an extremely urgent matter.
 

	I moved forward a little during that time, and now that her cheongsam skirt was no longer an obstacle, I squeezed my lower body into the space between my mother's legs; my hard penis was almost touching the edge of the table, which meant that it was jumping right above her vaginal opening.
 

	The mature, sweet vagina I had longed for was now completely exposed to my view, and also within the range of my son's penis... Before I could even clearly see what this alluring vagina looked like, I felt dizzy, a result of excitement and arousal...
 

	The mysterious area, with its slightly parted brown labia, a few drops of glistening liquid still clinging to it, filled the air with a faint, musky fragrance, mingled with the scent of a mature woman's body, making my mind go blank. That rich, feminine aroma ignited within me, as if I were on fire.
 

	I gasped for breath, almost unconscious, and trembled as I called out, "Mom~" I grabbed my mother's plump thighs and thrust my penis into her fertile, forbidden area.
 

	The process was lengthy, but the distance closed was limited. In her mother's eyes, this was nothing short of foolishly remaining inactive.
 

	She glared at me and said irritably, "What are you yelling about? Do you expect your mother to serve you for doing such a shameless thing?" Then she turned her face away, pressing her cheek against her collarbone.
 

	Like a woman stripped naked onto an operating table, her legs spread wide like a frog's, revealing her private parts to be observed and manipulated by those around her, yet she herself dares not look at this scene.
 

	My mother's honeypot was so plump and alluring, I swallowed hard, feeling a bit parched. I licked my dry lips with my tongue. That damned urge to taste my mouth was rising again. There wasn't a clear opening or passageway; only the engorged, brown flesh with its rich, intricate folds and layers of tender folds. The pinkish walls were glistening with a honey-like fluid, their delicate contractions less pronounced than those of a chrysanthemum bud.
 

	It's so close, it's like there's a ridge separating two private areas. The fertile land above is hot and humid, messy and watery, with a complex structure; the chrysanthemum buds below have regular patterns, and although the liquid has spread over them, you can still feel that this place was originally dry.
 

	Even though I lack experience, and the visual representation of my mother's vulva is not concrete, it may be clearly different from the surrounding tender pink, and it is the source of the oozing nectar. I know that if I thrust my penis in there, I can reach the place I've been dreaming of.
 

	The current position is contradictory. I feel that when I'm upright, the height of my penis, although above my vagina, doesn't align with the direction of my mother's vaginal opening. If I just thrust in directly, it probably won't go very deep. My intuition tells me that I need to raise my heels a little, pull my buttocks back a bit, and thrust in and out at an angle upwards.
 

	Therefore, contradictions first escalate and then subside.
 

	Practice has validated my understanding.
 

	As the penis touched the mother's vulva, it aroused her to tremble slightly. She raised her right fist and pressed it against her lips, trying to disperse her labored breathing. Her other hand braced against the table, supporting her body with difficulty, the veins on her hand bulging. Her delicate nose was covered in fragrant sweat, her nostrils opening and closing, the flush slowly eroding the calm yet alluring face of this mature mother.
 

	Sitting on the table in an M-shape, her upper body, or more precisely, her belly, was slightly bent and folded. Her wet neck was stretched out, and her breasts, no longer restrained by a bra, were spread out, almost falling to her navel under their own weight. From a certain perspective, it might seem that the woman's upper body was completely covered by her breasts.
 

	Her two thighs clamped around her vulva, the tight leg muscles squeezing her soft, plump vulva, making it very prominent and outlining a ninety-degree angled oval shape. The accumulated love fluid was as thick as paste, oozing out from the red crack, flowing through her thighs, and onto the cheongsam fabric she was still pressing down on.
 

	Without further ado, he pressed his glans against his mother's plump vulva and pushed forward. As expected, it slipped, and his glans, covered in wetness, poked the tip of his mother's labia minora, thus completing this failed attempt to penetrate.
 

	The mother tensed, as if caught off guard. Her brows furrowed, and a trembling sound, unable to resist the temptation, escaped her lips as she cried out, "Ah...it's hot!"
 

	If one attempt fails, try again. My mother still didn't dare to observe the process. Now it really wasn't intentional; I slid my erect penis along the rounded mound of flesh, sweating profusely with impatience. I wanted to go in faster than my mother.
 

	But it looked like my glans was rubbing back and forth at the entrance of her vagina, slippery and sticky, like it was coated with honey. Her body trembled violently, and she moaned softly, as if she wanted to hold back but couldn't. It was a bit like I was deliberately rubbing slowly, and after a few strokes, my glans slid between her labia, occasionally touching her clitoris, and my mother would shudder violently, letting out a muffled groan.
 

	Listening to and watching my mother's reaction, I couldn't help but chuckle and say, "Mom, you seem to be more sensitive than I am."
 

	She turned around, glared at me, and her face instantly flushed red—not from shyness, but from burning anger. A vein throbbed slightly on her forehead, and her eyes seemed to burn me through. I could sense that this anger wasn't just because of what I'd said, nor was it vulgar.
 

	As soon as she turned her face, her son's penis came into view. In this position, the distance was close enough, there were no blind spots, and the light was on, making it the best possible situation for a mother to see clearly the male organ she had given birth to, carrying the fierce desire of a young boy, violating her most sacred and private forbidden zone.
 

	The mother tried her best to hide her complicated and strange expression, pretending not to notice my penis, but her heavy breathing and wandering eyes revealed her inner turmoil because of the appearance of her son's penis.
 

	Even though the plump and beautiful pussy was within the range of my penis's invasion, what I saw was not necessarily what I got. It seemed that the position and angle were not quite right, so I made various minor adjustments, such as standing on tiptoe, pulling my buttocks back and lifting my hips.
 

	My mother, having just caught a glimpse of my penis, seemed to have completely shut her gaze, keeping her head down as much as possible, as if she didn't want to easily meet my eyes; though her face was flushed and her eyes were glazed, it gave the impression that she was staring intently at her crotch, with a hint of curiosity.
 

	Whether she was looking at her son's penis or waiting to see how it would enter her vagina, witnessing the ultimate breaking of this taboo was a thrill that made her want to experience it herself.
 

	As I fine-tuned my position, although my glans was still rubbing against my mother's entire vaginal opening and labia, I felt I hadn't found a suitable spot to ejaculate.
 

	I was breathless with excitement and drenched in sweat. I couldn't say I was in this state on purpose; in my mother's eyes, I was relentlessly trying. Surprisingly, she stopped moaning and panting; instead, there was an eerie silence.
 

	My mother's long, thin eyelashes obscured much of her gaze. She was gently biting her lower lip, and with such focus, I could vaguely sense that she was shouting in her heart, encouraging me.
 

	The atmosphere was infectious, as if inspired by the boy's resilience, anticipating his eventual success after numerous setbacks. Humans are inherently drawn to tales of triumph over adversity, sometimes even regardless of their own perspective.
 

	I could naturally sense my mother's gaze, and the thought of my penis being observed by her in this situation filled me with a surge of heat in my lower body and mind.
 

	Ignoring my mother's "serious" gaze, I looked up at her, and "tacitly," she also looked up and met my eyes.
 

	A few loose, slightly curled strands of hair at her temples shimmered softly in the lamplight. A flicker of panic crossed her eyes, as if her secret of "spying" had been exposed. Yet, her stubbornly pursed lips seemed to convey anticipation—was she waiting for my words or actions? In the twilight, there was a lingering, sweet atmosphere, like a thin layer of honey, coating the entire room with a cloying, ambiguous sweetness.
 

	I whispered, "Mom... do you think my thing is long...?" Although it was a bit presumptuous, the boy was so excited that he didn't need to consider reality; his voice was so hoarse that even he felt like a stranger to himself.
 

	What an absurd scene! The high school son was pressing his immature yet unusually hard and swollen penis against his mature mother's wet labia. The mature woman beneath him was completely different from the boy in terms of clothing, figure, face, and charm, yet her beautiful flesh trembled more violently than the boy's.
 

	The mother gave a soft hum, turned her face away, closed her starry eyes, and said languidly and noncommittally, "Hmm~ It's just so-so~"
 

	The mother's words were infuriating. So what if you're a mature woman? Right now, you're under a boy's penis, about to be whipped. Perhaps the boy's genitals aren't exaggeratedly thick or long, but their unique hardness and recklessness can still stir your mind and body. Coupled with the influence of his status, your body or mind will inevitably break down. Let's see if you can still maintain your proud demeanor then.
 

	I chuckled, feeling I'd captured the perfect moment, and was filled with anticipation—for my mother to be completely unprepared, without any warning. I slightly raised my hips, like a boy drawing a bow, and my glans touched the tender, red flesh of my mother's vulva, where sticky fluid was welling up. My large glans, like a knife, sawed open the naturally closed, plump bud, the tip wedged into the entrance. It was indistinguishable whether my mother's or my love fluids were mixed together, a small portion sinking into the glans.
 

	I took a deep breath and suddenly lowered my buttocks. My penis slid in vertically, and with a "plop," my still-shaking testicles were caught between my mother's large and small buttocks, gently patting her thighs. It seemed as if tiny specks of honey-like fluid splashed onto my clothes and my mother's elegant slit cheongsam.
 

	While it seemed like I had the advantage of striking directly at the heart of the matter, I felt myself being swallowed by a moist and tight cavity. The burning and squeezing sensation made my scalp tingle, as if it were about to explode. The alluring flesh inside the honeyed cave tightly enveloped my penis, as if it had come alive in an instant. The folds of the inner walls writhed, as if sucking on my cock, making me feel intoxicated.
 

	I'm still too inexperienced; a mature woman's acupoints aren't easy to withstand.
 

	


Chapter 85
 

	He got into the zone faster than his mother, even in her forbidden territory.
 

	"Ah..." The mother raised her head, hurriedly returning the hand that had been pressing against her lips to the table. Her other hand clenched into a fist to resist the impact that followed. Her face showed pain, and before she could even moan, her voice turned into a broken, mournful cry, "Ah~ It's so swollen~ You little beast... You did this on purpose, didn't you..." Her voice trembled uncontrollably, just like her body.
 

	The boy's penis, penetrating deep into my body, seemed to reach a depth I had never experienced before. The innermost part was particularly wet and narrow, with the glans pressing against a lump of fat, which felt even more solid and real than before. A morbid pleasure surged up my spine, rushing back and forth through my limbs and bones. My muscles twitched, but I felt very strained.
 

	I suspect that perhaps it was this position that compressed the physical sensation, making the already short vagina appear even shorter, and the flesh squeezed together even more tightly. I'm also fortunate that my mother's vagina is relatively short, which is why she was able to reach orgasm with her son during each act of intercourse, a shameful yet harmonious union. This laid the foundation for "subduing" my charming, mature mother.
 

	The boy's penis was immature, mainly because it wasn't very thick and was dark. Visually, it wasn't very aggressive. But fortunately, my penis was long and hard enough that it could still touch the tender flesh at the bottom of the mature mother's vagina in certain situations.
 

	In this position, I had even more energy, and when I thrust all the way in, it felt like I had forcefully smoothed out the folds of her honeyed vagina, penetrating the entire passage. Seeing that her lower abdomen was pulled closer, I exaggeratedly imagined that it was like I had pierced through my mother's lower abdomen. I carefully savored the feeling of being enveloped by her honeyed vagina, warm and slippery, the tender flesh of the vaginal walls surging like gentle waves, layer upon layer tightly gripping my penis.
 

	So she was trembling with immense "discomfort." The feeling of being probed so deeply and so thoroughly by her son, with nowhere to escape, must have been a unique physical and mental experience.
 

	Having already experienced such intense physical and mental stimulation right from the start, I couldn't possibly have any rationality left. I blurted out, "Mom... I need to tell you... I'm going to do it again..."
 

	As I spoke, I slowly withdrew my penis, as if wading through mud, the withdrawal was not easy, and in the process, it pulled at the tender flesh of my mother's honey hole. My mother released the stimulation with her breath, "Uh...ah...", her body trembling slightly. And this was only the beginning, when I heard the sound of water between her legs, wet and sticky, as if someone was stirring a puddle of water.
 

	The son's penis entered so briefly, yet it was already covered in a lot of slightly cloudy, sticky fluid. This made me realize that my mother's body was perfectly mature, as if even a gentle pinch could release her lustful juices. This matched my stereotypical image of a voluptuous, mature woman.
 

	When the head of my penis pressed against the entrance of my vagina again, my mother thought I was really going to use the same trick again. "You bastard... don't be so rough at the beginning... you almost hurt me..." my mother turned her face and scolded, but there was not much real anger in her voice. To me, it sounded a bit coquettish.
 

	Sure enough, I was clearly about to do it again, but she didn't stop me. There was a strange feeling that she was "focused" on herself, as if she was preparing to resist, and she even held back her breathing.
 

	As the entire glans penetrated the tender, sucking opening, "Uh...ah...no...Li Yuqing," my mother exhaled, letting out a long-held breath. But the sensation on my body was sweet and hot. The few words she uttered were tinged with panic and pleading. My mother braced her forearms on the table, but instinctively gripped my wrist, offering a pitiful buffer, as if I had already penetrated her core.
 

	Holding my mother's thighs, I lowered my hips and continued to push deeper. "Mmm...hmm...yes...gently..." my mother murmured dazedly, then, as if remembering something, she glanced up at me. I sensed she was "unexpected"—this time, my thrusts were very gentle...it wasn't as rough as it had been at the beginning...
 

	But it can't be said that she breathed a sigh of relief... Humans are so contradictory, often fighting against themselves. Ultimately, most humans crave momentary pleasure and instant gratification or stimulation; we are all such mediocre people.
 

	I felt like I was just feinting, and now I'm slowly entering. The slow process makes me feel my penis being enveloped by the incredibly slippery vaginal flesh, which is both tight and lubricated, and feels incredibly comfortable.
 

	"Uh... hum... uh um..." But Mother still looked troubled, her pearly teeth biting and releasing her lip repeatedly, her humming and holding her breath were not giving way to each other, and Mother looked at me with resentment and grievance, as if the thing inside her was so thick and long, and I was so ungentlemanly.
 

	Even though she looked uncomfortable, I didn't think my mother was feeling particularly comfortable at that moment, but I was certain it wasn't pain or discomfort either. It was just strange, and this strangeness was reflected in her complex expression. Yet, it also seemed like an adaptation process, giving her vagina time to secrete lubricant.
 

	The mother quietly turned her face away slightly, gently closed her eyes, and said, "Ah... hum... slower... it's... a little swollen and uncomfortable..." Her words were trembling with fear.
 

	Although I have some self-awareness, hearing my mother say such things filled me with boundless confidence and a surge of excited self-satisfaction. Perhaps I am the one born to fuck my mother's sacred body, always able to seize the advantages of timing, location, and circumstances. The "circumstances" included my mother's coy nature and her own "extraordinary talent"—even in middle age and with years of experience, she remained tight. The length of her vagina was a perfect match for the length of my penis. That's why they say mother and son are connected at heart; their physiology is also in harmony.
 

	The process actually lasted less than ten seconds, but the mother's expression changed in countless ways, as if she had been subjected to a sharp stimulation... There was not much of the male organ left outside the honey hole. The mature mother's hot and tight honey hole was about to completely swallow her son's penis. I pinched her smooth thighs harder, as if I wanted to pull the mother's buttocks and legs towards me and press them close to me.
 

	She can say what she wants, I can do what I want; it's perfectly reasonable for us to be unrelated. The bottom is just around the corner.
 

	I stared intently at my mother's honey pot with burning eyes. My penis couldn't stop the copious amounts of love juice secreted from within, radiating a faint sheen, soaking her labia and my pubic hair. Although the scene was lewd, my mature mother's honey pot still looked incredibly clean and tender. My mouth was watering, and I had an urge to pull out my penis and frantically lick and suck it. I had to constantly restrain this urge throughout.
 

	"Hmm... Hmph... Is there anything else...?" Not knowing what my mother meant by that, I looked up and saw her delicate red lips, which were moving with her panting breaths, gently closing as if they could hum seductive melodies at any moment.
 

	Needless to say, my mother's words made my penis swell even more, and I wanted to thrust violently as I rubbed against her tender flesh. The key point was that the stimulation of adrenaline made the edges of the boy's penis even more defined. As a mother, with her honey hole devouring this thing, she should be able to sense this change.
 

	"Ah... Hmph... Why are you still..." My mother groaned as if she had encountered an additional stimulus, giving me a suspicious look, as if she were looking at a monster...
 

	But upon seeing my smug expression, my mother reproachfully averted her gaze. Then, her eyes continued to flicker in the shadows cast by her eyelashes, seemingly open yet closed, her lips parted in a half-open, half-closed manner, her brows furrowed—like the size and size of my member inside her. In today's internet slang, it was incredibly emotionally charged…
 

	This was an exhilarating sight, a moment that intoxicated me. Then, gently, I thrust deeper, until fully penetrated, the overwhelming heat enveloping me, the elasticity of the flesh at the base, warming my heart from our joined bodies. I naively thought I was willing to forever succumb to this feeling, even at the cost of eternal damnation. Inside, it was warm and soft as a tide, tight and hot yet perfectly balanced, as if specially prepared just for me.
 

	My mother hissed, as if gasping for breath, then released her bitten lip. "Ah..." She exerted all the strength she had been holding back, but I didn't know where to direct it. My wrist was gripped so tightly it hurt, but I could feel her body trembling. "It's so numb..." she murmured, her voice trembling, which seemed to cause her body to shake.
 

	The mother's body trembled incessantly. These three words made one feel that this mature woman was on the verge of collapse but was instantly relieved. It was like a pleasant groan, a sob, a warm moan, and it had an indescribable charm and allure.
 

	She was completely absorbed in her own world, forgetting that her son was right in front of her.
 

	I pulled open the slipping hem of her skirt, revealing a bit of her lower abdomen. As she bent over, several folds of flesh appeared, and the plumpness of her abdomen only made people feel that this woman's body was soft, mature, and had a unique charm.
 

	Several folds of flesh trembled slightly, the stimulation from her son's glans pressing hard against her vulva seemed to travel upwards. I still had that absurd illusion, as if my penis was pressing against my mother's lower abdomen from her vulva.
 

	Seeing my mother like this, I gripped her thighs tightly, my body trembling with excitement. I deliberately pressed against her vulva, my hips pressed tightly against her genitals, as if I wanted to squeeze my testicles into her forbidden territory. My entire weight was concentrated on my penis, the glans grinding against it relentlessly, the elasticity becoming increasingly real. It seemed that with just one more thrust, I could break through to a new realm…
 

	But I was both afraid and eager... I was afraid that I might damage my mother's vagina...
 

	"Ah...don't move..." my mother cried out in alarm, her voice trembling, as she reached out to block my lower abdomen.
 

	The mother's breathing quickened, her chest rising and falling slightly, as if she were enduring an indescribable shock. A soft sigh escaped her lips, the sound like morning dew. Her eyes were half-closed, her eyelashes trembling slightly, as if concealing the turmoil in her heart and mind. Her other hand unconsciously clenched into a fist, the fingertips turning slightly white, only to relax in an instant, accompanied by heavy breathing, as if she were enjoying an irresistible pleasure and wanting to preserve this feeling forever.
 

	I gave a wicked smile and spoke "skillfully," meaning that at this point, the psychological resistance to spouting nonsense was not so great.
 

	Quite smug, he said, "Mom... what's wrong... is it because mine is too long... going in too deep...?"
 

	My mother had clearly recovered by now. She gave me a sharp glare, raised an eyebrow, and said, "What are you so smug about, Li Yuqing... That was just me... I..." But in the end, she found herself unable to say anything coherent, or perhaps she was too ashamed to speak... Her face, already flushed from the physical stimulation, became even more flushed...
 

	The lesson is that stubborn women are a man's nature.
 

	"Smack..." A crisp sound of flesh colliding rang out. In a split second, I pulled out my penis, and the old horse, knowing its way back, returned to the depths of the vagina, completing a powerful thrust. I didn't have time to feel it, only the last sensation of the flower bud at the bottom. My mother closed her eyes tightly and frowned, "Ugh... no, Li Yuqing..." She let out a painful groan, and her charming, resentful, shameful, and angry expression instantly turned into a delicate and tearful look.
 

	I no longer needed to worry about the consequences. Once is never enough, twice is enough. In my mother's slightly frightened eyes, I immediately thrust in and out twice more, making her body freeze as if she had lost all reaction. Her mouth and nose expressed her feelings first.
 

	"Oh my god... Li Yuqing... don't be so rough..." the mother could only exclaim in surprise.
 

	But my thrusting is two consecutive strokes.
 

	"Ah...no...it hurts..." A sob escaped from deep in her throat. The twisting in her expression shattered the dignity of her motherly status. She gripped my wrist tightly, her whole body seemingly about to leap up, but she was crushed by my body.
 

	I feel like I've accomplished a mission. A montage of memories unfolds. I once heard my mother cry out in pain during such a thing. The weakness conveyed by that sound after experiencing pleasure was like surrendering to a man. It was deeply imprinted in my mind as a boy, and I fantasized that one day I could do it too. That would be another kind of success for a man.
 

	It was the feeling of satisfaction that made me stop; I was completely still, but my mother seemed to still be recovering from those two movements.
 

	She seemed unable to control her body; her face was flushed, her emotions were deathly pale, and her carefully styled hair had become disheveled due to the violent movements, with more strands sticking to her face. Her eyes were blurred with tears, her pride and sharpness completely shattered, making her appear weak and pitiful. Yet, her pupils flickered with a hazy light, and she was still sobbing and saying "No... no... uh..." in a twitching voice, the nasal sound fading away like the end of a sob.
 

	Did my mother climax just now? But in my understanding, it doesn't seem like it. Although her reaction was very intense, I guess it was because her sensitivity and discomfort were amplified countless times after I poked her twice.
 

	Everything should be done in moderation. I stopped while I was ahead and didn't go any further. I let my penis remain deep inside my mother's vagina, then I stroked her thighs and rubbed the sensitive flesh above where my penis was joined. I knew that the clitoris was probably located in these areas.
 

	As I caressed her, kneading her labia was like unfolding flower petals that had been soaked and curled by the rain, seemingly unable to withstand any more ravages. "Ah..." my mother groaned reflexively, her body trembling again.
 

	Seemingly, the discomfort had completely passed, and I showed no signs of misbehaving. She finally raised her eyelids again, her moist pupils shimmering with fragmented light, like crumpled and then smoothed-out letter paper, each fold concealing unspoken words, as she looked at her vigorous young son.
 

	Her brows furrowed, and she saw the wicked thing still inside her delicate honeypot. Her eyes gradually awoke from their dazed state, gathering a cold glint, like moonlight slowly tracing the edge of a blade. Her body trembled with pent-up anger; her face and lips twitched, her breath tinged with frost, yet she spoke with restrained intensity, each word a carefully chosen syllable, "Li Yuqing…you bastard…oh…"
 

	A sudden surge of physical pleasure made her furrow her brow, which quickly turned into a soft moan of pleasure. A hint of allure crept in, instantly dispelling her anger. Her mother's unspoken reprimand was interrupted by my relatively slow and gentle thrusts. Before she could even twist the few fingers that had been pinching the fleshy part of my waist, she released it…
 

	I didn't use any big, sweeping movements, and I didn't even reach her core. I just used about two-thirds of my length to penetrate her wet and slippery vagina, making soft, squelching sounds. When I pulled out most of my shaft, there was obvious white fluid on it.
 

	So radiant, this woman who gave me life and raised me, is nearly forty years old.
 

	Such thrusting is just right at times, never causing discomfort, and even tickling the woman's heart, a kind of gentle pleasure. In any case, the tender flesh inside the cavity is being rubbed solidly, and the sensitive clitoris will be pressed and rubbed from time to time. This is a process of accumulating pleasure. "Hmm...uh...hum...bastard...get out..." the mother's pleasant and not exaggerated moans rang out one after another.
 

	She told me to leave, but her legs swayed rhythmically, and she made no attempt to stop me. It sounded more like a captivating scolding.
 

	I gasped, "Mom... what just happened?"
 

	"Ah...you...you little beast..." She glared at me, her face a mixture of shame and anger, and cursed mercilessly. As her body swayed, my mother seemed not to have given up on "settling the score," but it all turned into flirtatious moans. "Uh...ah...you...you almost...ah..." Even though she couldn't resist the pleasure she felt in her lower body, she couldn't finish her sentence.
 

	The violent heaving of her breasts was visible to the naked eye, their soft and large size revealed through the soft fabric of her clothes.
 

	The mother's flushed face, glistening with fine sweat, revealed an expression of near collapse—a struggle between wanting to scold and resisting the pleasure, making her originally alluring face appear somewhat distorted. "Ugh...you're going to die...doing this to your mother...oh~," she said, a nameless shame rising on her face, a shame that burned like a fire from her neck to her ears.
 

	Seeing that I showed no remorse, and knowing that her anger was always extinguished by her son's penis, she couldn't seem to show the expected attitude. "Ah... Li Yuqing... wait until I get back... um... how I'll deal with you... ah... ah... so itchy..." Her defiant reprimand turned into seductive moans that only added fuel to the fire...
 

	I said, "Mom...you're comfortable now, aren't you?" After a while of smooth in-and-out movements, I no longer avoided bumping against the deepest part of her honey pot. Each contact caused my mother's delicate body to tremble.
 

	After I finished speaking, my mother snorted, as if she wanted to refute me, but before she could speak, I pressed her again, turning it into a suppressed groan: "Uh... no... no..."
 

	"Ah..." A few seconds later, she let out a high-pitched groan, realizing that she had lost her motherly demeanor, and clenched her fist and slammed it heavily on the table.
 

	I had to tiptoe from time to time to continue penetrating deeper, which was quite strenuous, but I was captivated by the pleasure and gritted my teeth to persevere. I am, after all, a dutiful son, and the thought of making my mother comfortable filled my mind again. After I touched her round thighs, I reached for her buttocks, my palms wide open, my bones taut like claws, gripping tightly. "Oh... don't pinch so hard..." my mother scolded softly. Her buttocks were wide enough that even with most of her plump bottom pressed against the table, the remaining part from her thighs to her buttocks was still beyond my grasp.
 

	His palms lewdly circled, the fleshy mounds, plump and jelly-like, their elasticity and the way his fingers pushed against each other, were hard to describe. If touching breasts was driven by childhood psychology, then touching buttocks was purely lust, so pure that it was devoid of any trace of innocence.
 

	Now I am more loyal and dedicated than when I was serving the people. All my strength and focus are on my penis. I feel the feedback from my mother's honey hole through my penis, and I work even harder to serve my mature mother's moist hole and cultivate the fertile land. Now I can calmly and without any scruples quickly thrust into her flower core, and my mother has unknowingly "got used to" it.
 

	The young man dismounted, lowered his waist, and forcefully thrust into the soft, pink flesh, stirring it a few times before withdrawing his strength. The defenseless flower core colliding with the iron-hard penis under the added force was like a mantis trying to stop a chariot. Instantly, a strong tingling and numb sensation shot from the soft flesh along the spine to the cerebral cortex, transforming into a feeling of complete comfort throughout the body.
 

	"Oh...it's killing me, why are you being so rough?" The mother's delicate body convulsed, and a long moan escaped from deep in her throat, but there was no discomfort left; the words of her reprimand were all filled with lust.
 

	The more she talked, the more excited I became, while my mother became more and more ashamed and indignant. It was not only because her son was so fanatical about his mother, but also because she was so sensitive to her son's crotch. Soon she was in a state of near dazedness from being fucked, but her body and mind still wanted to grasp the impact of the boy's penis.
 

	In gratitude for this, it's somewhat the other way around; I was influenced by my mother.
 

	I exclaimed from the bottom of my heart, expressing the bliss of having tasted the forbidden territory of my mother and my endless fascination with her body, "Mom...it feels so good...you're so tight and hot here...I wish I could stay inside forever..."
 

	As the mother gradually became aroused, her remaining maternal resistance to the taboo act crumbled under the thrusting of her son's penis. Her mind and body were no longer governed by maternal instincts or the traditional shame and morality of a woman. In her ecstasy, she naturally uttered, "Ah...you know how good Mom is now...uh..."
 

	"Hmm... From now on... you're not allowed to associate with any disreputable girls... you hear me... hmph..." A lazy voice accompanied by a coquettish response came from her mouth.
 

	After taking a deep breath of relief, I said, "Then, Mom... I'll do it like this from now on..."
 

	"Ah... No way... You wish... Oh..." The mother's voice had a seductive magnetism, deep yet warm.
 

	Regardless of whether my mother agreed or not, whatever her response was, it made my heart tremble; the seductive charm she exuded was truly pleasing to a young man.
 

	"Ugh... Can you shut up... If you keep talking nonsense, I won't let you in..." Realizing that she had gone too far and was even moaning and panting so much in response to this brat, the mother seemed to want to tone it down, but that was all.
 

	The mother pretended to resist to demonstrate her authority over her son, but her hips and legs were restricted and she couldn't exert any force. She had to support her body with her hands, and with her son's rough thrusts, she had to be even more careful. She could only twist her waist, trying to give the foreign object that had invaded her body some insignificant resistance. As a result, the tender flesh inside her vagina wrapped around the penis, and the twisting motion greatly increased the scraping sensation. Instead of making things difficult for the hard foreign object, it fueled its violent temper.
 

	"Hmph... Gently... You always cause trouble for your mother... I must have owed you something in my past life," my mother said, looking at my face with a hint of helplessness.
 

	I seemed not to hear my mother's words, my focus returning to my crotch. The young man panted like an old ox, striving so hard for my mother's pleasure that he looked as if he were about to exhaust himself. If it meant sacrificing myself to bring my mother ultimate ecstasy, I wouldn't hesitate. My mother just watched me, my focused expression as I intently violated her forbidden territory. They say a serious man is the most handsome, and I suppose my mother felt that way too.
 

	Because I saw that her eyes were shining brightly and her eyes were smiling, as if she was very satisfied with her son. As for why she was satisfied, that's interesting.
 

	The boy's unwavering determination was all for his mother's pleasure. Soon, the constant surge of stimulation overwhelmed his brain, and the mother's eyes became red and lifeless again. She stared blankly at the rosy, joined bodies, unable to react effectively, only letting out two high-pitched moans when her heart was struck. Her legs trembled, her lower abdomen trembled, and her whole body trembled violently. In a daze, she felt a ticklish sensation in her heart again.
 

	Suddenly, the mother giggled, but the giggles ended with a delicate, seductive "hmm." For a moment, soft moans, giggles, and the sounds of splashing objects mingled together.
 

	I almost broke down. What does laughter mean in the middle of something like this? Coupled with my natural fear of my mother, I couldn't help but feel conflicted. Was it a mocking laugh or a satisfied and content laugh? But to be fair, in a way, it touched my heart.
 

	"Plop," a bead of sweat from my arduous work dripped onto my mother's thigh.
 

	"Hehe~ Hmm..." The mother saw this scene, stopped laughing, but her face was still radiant, and then she "Hmm..." returned to the line of lust.
 

	She suddenly looked up at me, reached out a hand to my cheek as if to wipe away my sweat, and then stroked her son's face while fine lines appeared at the corners of her eyes, her eyelashes casting gentle shadows as she looked at me. This time, she truly showed maternal tenderness and affection, heartache, encouragement, and a lingering, alluring charm from physical pleasure, as well as gratitude for her son's fervent fascination with her body.
 

	My mother's actions stunned me. I slowed my movements and said in a trembling voice, "Mom..."
 

	Hearing my call, my mother smiled gently, her eyes melting with sweetness; to be honest, I almost let the tenderness of motherhood overshadow the forbidden thrill...
 

	But then, my mother's eyes filled with lust, a decadent satisfaction in them, and she let out a soft moan, "Oh~". It sent shivers down my spine, and desire once again took over my mind.
 

	The transition was so natural; I didn't find it abrupt at all. I felt that this was how a mother should be, even when doing something so unacceptable to the world.
 

	Perhaps it was a moment when the mother realized that her alluring and sensual reaction was the best reward for her son. His hard work and dedication were precisely because he wanted to see his mother's incredibly beautiful reaction during sex.
 

	After my mother's soft moans, I felt the suffocating sucking from her honeypot. I took a deep breath and thrust forward a few more times, my iron rod continuing to pump in and out at high speed and force, like a blazing cylinder. My pubic bone and buttocks collided repeatedly, and my mother's honeypot made lewd "plop plop plop" sounds. Each time I touched her clitoris, my mother would grope my face haphazardly, accompanied by high-pitched moans. "Uh... ah... hmm... Li Yuqing... are you tired...?"
 

	I quickly shook my head.
 

	After a giggle, the mother scolded playfully, "Little brat... showing off~ Oh, hmph~." But the mother was actually letting out a truly blissful groan.
 

	But since my mother had spoken so "provocatively," how could I not be eager to perform? It was like doing a plank in a strange position, with my hands on the table, vigorously pounding my mother's honey pot.
 

	"Hmph...don't be in such a hurry...ah..." the mother grumbled.
 

	The fleshy folds made a slapping sound as my son's penis pushed the mother further up, as if I were about to pry her up. Her buttocks and legs were being squeezed and slapped, making a slapping sound. Each thrust splashed water droplets or white foam, and each thrust penetrated her clitoris, making the mature mother tremble both physically and mentally.
 

	Suddenly, I was worried that my glans would ravage the soft flesh beneath my mother. When I reached my climax, she would always let out a long, wanton "Ah!" She would gasp for breath, then immediately bite her lip, but the trembling moans could no longer be suppressed. In an instant, her brows furrowed, her face flushed, her neck stiffened, her lower abdomen protruded, and her plump buttocks and full thighs rippled with flesh.
 

	Her full breasts were also swaying powerfully. Although she was half-bent over and her soft breasts were piled up together, the area of swaying was not wide. But it was no longer a bra that normally covered her mother's large breasts. With my thrusting, her soft breasts were pushed upwards, and the edge of the bra would always push out of her neckline where a few buttons had been undone. The impact brought by the swaying of her breasts was obvious.
 

	Unfortunately, I either had to hold onto her thighs or prop myself up on the table, so I couldn't free my hands to take care of those ample breasts, unless my mother could put her arms around my neck and support her weight. But now, she only had both hands on the table, with her right elbow supporting her, and her forearm and palm dangling beside her chest.
 

	Several times, I noticed my mother wanted to open her palms and cover her breasts, but under my gaze, she ultimately didn't. I knew that if she did, it would be a complete abandonment of her last shred of restraint, perhaps even bordering on excessive seduction.
 

	That's a common behavior for women during sex. It's an action to control the violent shaking of their breasts, a way to enhance erotic pleasure when they're in a state of frenzy and passion, and also an action to stimulate men.
 

	I could feel my mother becoming increasingly limp with each thrust, like a lump of dough I was kneading in my hands. My hands supported half of her buttocks as I thrust my hips, each stroke hitting her deepest point, as if trying to nail her to the table. Her love juices flowed down my penis, soaking it like a rain shower, some dripping onto the floor, some spreading across the tabletop, the air filled with her sticky, clinging scent. My movements became smoother, as if I had mastered a dance routine on her body, each thrust making her tremble even more violently.
 

	Seeing that she still didn't dare to rub her breasts, I figured it was because although my mother had been brought to a certain state by me, she hadn't reached the "special" point. Men don't have a sense of time when they're doing this. When that tingling sensation that would make me panic started to appear from the nerves of my genitals, I started to feel "pressure"—that is, why hasn't my mother had an orgasm yet? Can I hold on until then?
 

	Instead of her mother's resentful question, "Why am I still not better?", she didn't respond.
 

	Now, with mixed feelings, I couldn't help but ask, "Mom...you...why aren't you at your climax yet..." It seems that the time it takes for a woman to reach orgasm is not fixed; many factors influence it.
 

	My mother's eyes were already glazed over, her face as still as water. Hearing my call, I saw her eyes half-open, as if struggling to regain some clarity. She looked at me blankly, her face flushed as if painted with rouge, her lips slightly parted, her breathing rapid. Her breasts, no longer bound by a bra, clung tightly to her cheongsam, outlining their full contours. Sweat soaked her arms and neckline, where the fabric met her skin, leaving visible lines that made her look as if she had been soaked in water. The reaction of the sweat and clothing made the rich scent of her body even more intense, the aroma of desire enveloping both the woman and her son.
 

	"Hmm...what...Mom doesn't know...what are you talking about...humph...uh-huh," the mother said breathlessly, her emotions shattered by the physical stimulation and her son's thrusts.
 

	Perhaps caught up in her own rhythm, my mother forgot about propriety. As if suddenly realizing something, she chuckled softly, a laugh that sent shivers down my spine. Then, with a sweet, lingering "Ah..." she groaned before calmly saying, "Uh...you think...like you men...always...ah...so easily...ah..."
 

	After saying this, my mother's expression suddenly softened. She raised her hand and gently stroked my temple, saying in a slow voice that seemed to have completely detached itself from the rhythm of passion, "You don't need to worry about Mom... Just come out quickly... It's too late~".
 

	Hearing such words, how could a child feel comfortable? I consciously increased the intensity and speed, and the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh were particularly crisp and pleasant in the office...
 

	Caught off guard, my mother's gentle voice broke, her delicate body trembling violently. "Ah... be gentle... no need to do that... ah..." she moaned again, her voice lingering, shy and alluring, with a seductive and provocative tone that made my heart itch.
 

	"Is Mom uncomfortable?" I asked.
 

	The mother turned her face away, her cheeks flushed, her teeth grinding against her lips, as if she wanted to say something but couldn't. "Hmm... uh..." her panting continued.
 

	But in my attacks, my mother still responded indirectly, "Hmm... So noisy... If someone hears us... Ah... You... We're doomed... Humph..."
 

	At this point, the tension of being discovered for his immoral behavior, combined with the influence of the environment, finally overwhelmed him. His penis felt the tender flesh inside his mother's honey hole suddenly tremble and squeeze, as if it had been bitten by a toothless mouth, and the tingling sensation was irresistible.
 

	"Hiss..." I gasped for breath.
 

	My "overreaction" made my mother look at me suspiciously, perhaps thinking I was almost there?
 

	I exclaimed in surprise, "Mom...you just bit me inside...it felt so good..."
 

	My mother's face immediately flushed with shame and anger, and she slapped my arm in an annoyed manner. I immediately focused on stroking my penis, turning my mother's angry rebuke into a soft moan of reproach, "Ah... um... what nonsense are you talking about... annoying... ahh..."
 

	Now I should be grinning lewdly.
 

	I didn't notice the vengeful ruthlessness that flashed in her eyes.
 

	Suddenly, a hand gripped the back of my neck, and my head sank. My mother then leaned in, her face close to mine. I felt a sudden darkness before my eyes, a double blow of pain. My mother had dealt me a double blow; besides the neck injury, she had bitten my lip. I cried out in pain and quickly pulled my lips away, saying pitifully, "Mom, what are you doing...it hurts..."
 

	At the same time, in this position, my mother's buttocks were raised higher, and her legs were almost up to my shoulders. I could grab her buttocks and pound them hard with just one hand. It was as if her penis had awakened before me and obtained a better position, making the thrusting smoother and more silky.
 

	To be honest, at this point, there's no concept of tightness or narrowness anymore; all that's left is the burning heat in my brain that desperately needs to be released.
 

	My touch made my mother's head sway slightly, and she breathed heavily in my ear, her voice filled with shame and indignation, "Mmm...too deep...ah...it hurts so much...shameless...oh...you little beast..."
 

	I cleverly replied, "Mom... don't blame me... I'm young and vigorous... your body is too alluring to me..."
 

	"Ugh...you bastard...don't say things like that...uh..."
 

	The more silky the thrusting, the more frequent the tingling sensation; "Oh oh~", the mother also felt all the strength of her body gathering in her honey hole, and a cry came from deep in her throat. The tingling sensation surged into her brain. This was the feeling of being filled by a penis and having it continuously grind against her flower bud, rub against her clitoris, and rub against the wet and slippery inner walls of her vagina.
 

	The mother's moans became much more varied, containing a more obvious seductive and alluring quality. This was because, in this position, the shaft could press against her clitoris, making her body much more sensitive.
 

	When the usual whimpering could no longer express the stimulation of the body, it "collapsed" into a sobbing cry. This sobbing "infected" me. As a teenager, when I heard it, it was like facing an unbearable gift in life. I was both terrified and, more than anything, longing and greedy.
 

	With one hand supporting his mother's hips and legs, and the other supporting her soft waist, he frantically thrust in response to the upward movement of her honeyed buttocks. The woman cried out that it was too deep, but her actions clearly showed that she was greedy for that deep touch and kiss.
 

	I felt that my mother was about to pass away, and I myself seemed unlikely to last much longer, so I "boldly" made many requests.
 

	I cried out anxiously, "Mom... I... I think I'm almost there... Can you bite me like you did before...?"
 

	After a pause, I added, "I also want to hear your cries that sound like weeping."
 

	For a few seconds, it seemed the mother didn't respond...
 

	Her body writhed beneath me, initially calmly, then suddenly arched like a trapped fish, as if trying to escape or meet me. One hand gripped my back, her nails digging almost into my flesh through my clothes, making me gasp again. But that wasn't all; her mouth had already lightly nibbled at my ear. I had no doubt that in her arousal, she might bite down hard.
 

	But her voice was like a reward, moist, delicate and sweet, drilling into my ear, making me feel that I would be willing to be bitten to death. "Hmm... I'll bite you to death, you little beast... Ah... You dare to do shameless things to your mother... and swear... Ah... be gentle..." Her voice sounded like it had been crushed, with a sob in it, but full of intoxication, like an endless love song.
 

	As the rhythm of the thrusting continued, I lowered my body slightly again and said, "Mom...should I try harder and go faster...?"
 

	She didn't respond immediately, but I felt she heard me clearly. At this moment, the beautiful mature mother was completely limp, yet I could feel her body and her honeyed orifice wanting to cling tightly to me, softness and tightness going hand in hand; her starry eyes were slightly closed, and her mouth was filled with sobbing moans, the initial tone deadly, as if sucking the young man's life force, and when the sobbing tone swept over my heart, it had a soul-snatching feeling.
 

	I simply cannot resist my mother's mature, womanly charm.
 

	She opened her alluring, slightly hazy eyes, glanced at me shyly, and let out a soft "oh" before wrapping her arms around my neck. The position and distance between us were enough to make anyone's mouth water.
 

	My mother's soft, tight vagina was now gripping my penis, contracting beautifully with each thrust. Her watery eyes revealed a shy, blissful pleasure from being fucked so intensely. I was incredibly excited; it felt so fucking good! I followed her rapid, sweet breaths and tried to kiss her lips, but she let out a weak, feigned moan and turned her face away.
 

	But as I slowly withdrew my penis and inserted it again, my mother let out a shy and intoxicating moan, "Mmm...no...concentrate..." Her sexy lips parted slightly, surrendering before my face as if expectant...
 

	I pressed my lips to hers and said, "Mom... I want a kiss... that will get me there faster..." As I said that, I deliberately trembled my body, and my face looked like that of a drug addict who had taken some kind of drug.
 

	My mother gave me a flirtatious glare, then gasped disdainfully, "Oh... look at you, so pathetic... you've even learned to kiss your mother's lips..."
 

	Just when I thought it wouldn't be that easy, and she was playing hard to get again.
 

	My mother suddenly let out a soft "hmm," and her smooth, fragrant tongue was thrust into my mouth, stirring it with desire. It was so smooth! I greedily savored the taste of my mature mother's tongue. After so long, her mouth was no longer as fragrant and fresh as usual, but it was that primal taste combined with the stirring of lust that stimulated me so much!
 

	While I was kissing my mother passionately, my movements below didn't stop. I thrust my engorged penis deep into her honey pot, the force of the thrusts so intense that I could hear the squelching sound of her juices with every entry. I fucked her wildly and relentlessly, the two tender labia of her vagina pitifully turned open, glistening with her juices flowing out like a stream.
 

	My penis felt the soft folds of my mother's honey hole enveloping me from all sides, tight and suffocating. "Ah~", the air in my mother's lungs surged out, passed through her throat, and spewed out from her small mouth and nose, making a charming moan, "Hmm... Li Yuqing... no... too hard...", her voice was soft and coquettish, she never thought she would make such a sound.
 

	She wanted to kiss me and moan softly, but my mother seemed to be struggling and needed some breathing space, so she temporarily pulled away from my lips.
 

	"Ugh... Damn it... Why isn't it done yet... Waaah..."
 

	But before my mother could even open her mouth, I kissed her again. She was breathing rapidly, her small mouth slightly open. Taking advantage of her open mouth, I pried open her teeth with my tongue and slipped inside. I kissed the charming and mature woman in my arms passionately, pushing open her teeth, and teasing my mother's delicate tongue, letting it flow freely and explore wantonly.
 

	My mother's delicate eyebrows furrowed slightly, her emotions fluctuating wildly. When I captured her tongue again, she gasped for breath, gradually losing her composure.
 

	They were both quietly enjoying their intimate moments and kisses.
 

	I knew I had used every trick in the book, and the tingling sensation in my penis was becoming more and more pronounced.
 

	As I vigorously thrust into her, each contact with my mother's plump, white buttocks created a wave of movement, and most importantly, her moist slit was rapidly expanded, only to close tightly again with the contraction of her own muscles. In no time, I had thrust dozens of times, making a constant slapping sound. Her delicate labia majora, due to the continuous impact, gradually turned a deep crimson.
 

	I stuck out my mother's tongue, a little hasty. How could I not be? If my mother were to touch me... whether she minds it or not, I certainly would.
 

	I asked, "Mom... why aren't you there yet... are you feeling unwell... but your vagina is so wet..."
 

	To be honest, I'm using delaying tactics again. Those who know, know.
 

	Seemingly still basking in the afterglow of pleasure, the mother whimpered, "Shut up...don't talk about Mom like that..."
 

	But after saying that, my mother felt she had to continue to deflate my arrogance. She twisted my ear but not hard. My mother blushed and panted, "What are you so proud of, Li Yuqing... It's just that Mom is a normal woman..." My mother's eyes were seductive, and with those words, they made me sweat profusely.
 

	After my mother finished speaking, I couldn't help but quickly free my hand and grab a handful from where we were joined. My fingers immediately became wet. At the same time, after quickly thrusting in and out and striking the clitoris of her honey hole a few times, I slowed down the speed of thrusting and rubbing until it almost stopped. I could clearly see my penis going in and out, unlike before when it was so fast that there was no shadow.
 

	"Ah...no..." the mother cried out urgently, her voice trembling with a hint of panic, as if she were about to cry. Seeing her precious treasure slipping away from her, and unable to hold on to anything, she futilely squeezed her legs around my waist, her buttocks thrusting upwards in astonishing motion.
 

	I don't know if it was because of what I just said, or because I held my hand up to my eyes with her vaginal fluid on it, or because of something else... After a soft moan, she raised her head. Her beautiful, flushed face had a confused and hesitant expression. Sweat soaked her temples, and a few strands of hair clung to her bright red cheeks. Her delicate nose was slightly open, and her red lips were half-closed.
 

	Her eyes were red and misty, as if the intense shame made her feel ashamed, but the temptation of the immoral pleasure also became extremely strong under her son's burning gaze, and because of her "demanding" posture, she didn't know if her son felt it.
 

	Perhaps seeing the lewdness on my hands and recalling her words, her face gradually became angry and resentful, yet she seemed to be suppressing something. I stopped moving, and the lustful cries and wanton entanglements only intensified on her face.
 

	She reached out and hastily and roughly wiped the water off my hands, rubbing them haphazardly. Her eyelashes trembled slightly, her expression full of resentment, and she muttered, "Stop dawdling... Is it fun to force yourself like this... Be careful not to hurt yourself if you hold it in too long..."
 

	No confirmation is needed; I already understand the source of the mature mother's resentment... and at the same time, I find it amusing—why don't you just say it out loud...?
 

	Chapter 86
 

	However, as a filial son who is only making a limited-time return, I certainly can't wait for my mother to angrily say, "Are you coming or not?"
 

	The sound of water splashing rang out, and my penis started twitching again, like a tractor starting up, from slow to fast... I had already adjusted and suppressed that intense tingling sensation.
 

	"Ah," my mother let out another satisfied moan, her expression still showing some resentment, but she didn't seem to care about me anymore. I lowered myself further, hugging my mother's fleshy buttocks tightly, making our lower bodies even closer together. I had just "neglected" my mature mother for a while, so now I had to give her plenty of full contact.
 

	Looking at her expression.
 

	I leaned over and whispered in my mother's ear, "Mom... are you satisfied now...?"
 

	"Hmm~ Shut up, Li Yuqing, can you please stop talking?"
 

	The mother's face was so red it was almost bleeding. The fullness coming from her lower body made her feel like a greedy child who had swallowed too many snacks at once, unable to swallow them all, yet unable to spit them out. The "long-lost" continuous pleasure made her concentrate all her senses down there, and it was already a struggle for her to speak.
 

	I continued my mischievous act, which was also what I was hoping for: "Mom...you're leaking so much...can you still spray like that? I love to see it..."
 

	After I finished speaking, I vigorously stirred my mature mother's honeyed vulva and clitoris, using physical pleasure to disturb her and prevent her from having a chance to properly criticize me. Perhaps my mother wouldn't be exaggeratedly promiscuous, but this woman had never resisted physical pleasure and enjoyed it as much as possible.
 

	She gave me a strange look, then her gaze turned seductive yet contemptuous. "Hmm... that was an accident... you think you're so great..." she said, letting out a barely perceptible giggle. "Ah... uh..." she groaned a few times, then spoke in a seductive tone that tickled my heart, like a bewitching spell, "Ah... I wish... um... you had that ability..."
 

	Only swearing can vent my emotions; the boy encountered the "provocation" of his mature mother.
 

	I felt I was beginning my final frenzy. I hugged my mother's big buttocks, my upper body almost flattening her soft breasts, using all my strength. She let out a soft "ahh," and her head fell to my shoulder and neck.
 

	Under the forceful thrusts, the mother couldn't help but let out moans and cries of pleasure, her unrestrained enjoyment quite evident. Perhaps unable to withstand such a relentless onslaught, her face contorted in a mixture of pain and ecstasy. Her elegant attire and makeup amplified the allure of her passionate embrace a thousandfold.
 

	Seeing my mother's contrasting expression and her snow-white, plump buttocks, I was filled with intense love. My lower body thrust rapidly, and my mother's fleshy buttocks were being pounded so hard that they made a loud slapping sound. Her voluptuous body was being pounded so hard that it felt like it was about to fall apart.
 

	The boy's still-immature penis, glistening with moisture, and the mature woman beneath him moaning and groaning, her face flushed with sweat, her hair flying wildly, her breathing heavy, her body trembling, her body exuding an aphrodisiac fragrance, her small mouth panting wildly, all these contrasts gave me a huge sense of victory and satisfaction, fulfilling my absurd desire to conquer. Using tenderness to subdue maturity is a dream many boys have had.
 

	"Hmm... Mom... Mom's tired... How much longer do you want to go?" The mother's voice trembled, filled with anxiety about the unknown and agonizing over her absurd behavior.
 

	I was still using my penis to quickly pry open the tight, forbidden passage of the mature mother, constantly piercing her tender stamen, feeling the flower chamber continuously secreting honey even before climaxing, mixing with the semen overflowing from my penis.
 

	Most of the mixture flowed from her vaginal opening, dripping onto her lower body. I imagine it was mostly her internal secretions. Her anus, slapped against by the scrotum, shimmered with a lascivious sheen. The moisture seeped through, making the narrow, tender opening even more clearly visible, giving the impression that this woman was very healthy. A small portion, due to the violent collision, splashed in all directions at the point of their union, constantly soaking the surrounding clothing.
 

	My heart skipped a beat, and I blurted out, "Mom...did you drink a lot of water...?"
 

	The voluptuous, ripe woman was panting heavily. She was facing me, her alluring crescent-shaped eyes shimmering with a misty haze. It wasn't hard to sense that her reason was gradually being lost and collapsing in the heat of passion, as if she had fallen into a swamp of debauchery, her body slowly sinking... submerged...
 

	She then looked away, seemingly too lazy to pay me any attention, and hummed coquettishly, "Hmm... what an idiot... what are you talking about... how can they be the same..."
 

	Seeing that I hadn't managed to provoke my mother, I suddenly thought of something exciting that would make my violent temper even stronger, but I also had a masochistic urge to bring it along. I said, "Did you used to... wash the bedding every time...?" The implication was obvious, but I still couldn't be too direct.
 

	After a soft moan, my mother paused, her face flushed with shame and anger. Whether it was from the overwhelming passion or to stop me from continuing my teasing, she turned my head, pulled me closer, and seemed to cling to me, pressing me tightly into her arms. She then kissed me, letting out a captivating moan that melted my bones and made me lose all sense of touch.
 

	With a soft "uh... hum" of breath, and amidst the smacking and smacking sounds of their tongues entwined, my mother seemed to have found an opportunity. Her hot breath swirled around my cheeks and earlobes. "Before? No... Only with you, this bastard who even dared to sleep with your own mother... only then... hum... only then... so strange... um..." Her voice was first flirtatious, then shy, striking my heartstrings and making me feel an irresistible heat amidst the sweetness.
 

	Hearing this, I felt as if I had been struck by lightning. My whole body trembled suddenly, and my thrusting motion froze. My mother's words gave me intense psychological satisfaction, and an unprecedented sense of pleasure spread to every pore of my body, raising goosebumps all over.
 

	As soon as I stopped moving, I felt a clear, sucking sensation coming from my penis.
 

	My mother seemed to be able to sense my emotions. She chuckled softly, "A childish man... Oh~", the laughter was not unrestrained, but rather the kind that overflowed from the depths of her throat.
 

	"Hmm...don't stop all the time...it's so annoying..." She just hummed softly, a simple nasal sound, but she made it into a wonderful tone, like a question, or a seduction, with a hint of haughty impatience, yet it felt sweet to the bone. As she spoke, she swayed her honey-sweet buttocks, shaking my body, continuing her own sensations, and also reminding me in some way.
 

	She seemed to think that the "firepower" of this reminder wasn't strong enough. Her eyes were bright and beautiful, and then she whispered in my ear with a sly smile, "Hmm... do you want to see Mom's... then... don't stop..." Her tone was flat, but with a hot, magnetic quality that was simply irresistible.
 

	"Don't...don't overthink it...um...I just want you to finish quickly...it's not good to hold it in for too long..." This attempt to cover up her misunderstanding only made things worse. As she spoke, her body tightened around me, and I felt as if my penis was being clamped, every inch of it tightly enveloped by the soft flesh inside her vagina. Waves of pleasure washed over me, making me almost want to scream out loud.
 

	How could I possibly control myself? My hands gripped my mother's soft, plump buttocks and thighs, and I began to thrust wildly, my penis pumping rapidly in and out of her smooth, silky vagina. My mother, humiliated, tried to resist, but with each thrust, she clung tightly to me, her tongue slightly splayed, her shy submission utterly alluring! "Oh, oh, oh, uh-huh…" Her head, throbbing against my shoulder, moaned softly, her vagina overflowing with fluid, the sounds of my thrusts filling the air…
 

	But soon, my mother suddenly patted my back and called out timidly, "Hmm... Li Yuqing... Stop... Stop for a moment... Don't move..." as if she was worried about something.
 

	At this point, the man was bound to rebel. He had just been telling me not to stop... I shouted back, "No, I can't hold back anymore. You told me not to stop!"
 

	At this moment, I felt the peristalsis of the flower cave intensify in my lower body. I felt as if thousands of tiny tentacles were caressing and squeezing my penis, causing an unbearable tingling and itching sensation. I had no time to care about my mother's feelings. I moved my hips and began to gently thrust.
 

	However, I did feel a strange sensation I had never experienced before. It came from my mother's honey hole, the entire honey hole, including the labia, moved softly and suddenly, and the temperature seemed to rise abruptly.
 

	"Hmm...stop for a second...did you hear me...?" The mother's patting became increasingly urgent.
 

	I noticed that my mother's plump lower abdomen and the inside of her fair thighs were spasming rhythmically, though not very violently. However, what affected me the most was the sudden tightening and squeezing of her plump, ripe vagina, and the abrupt increase in temperature; for a moment, I almost ejaculated completely.
 

	Therefore, I fucked her even more excitedly, and in a short while, her fair, honeyed buttocks were turned bright red from the impact. With each intense thrust, more strands of white fluid oozed from her honeyed hole.
 

	"Ugh...no..." A familiar sob rose, with a trembling, electric-like trailing sound that hadn't fully escaped, captivating the heart. The woman's voice sounded weaker, which ironically gave the boy a sharp psychological shock.
 

	I noticed something was wrong with my mother's eyes. They looked as if she had taken drugs, her gaze was unfocused and lifeless, and her delicate body would occasionally twitch.
 

	Suddenly, the mother's body began to writhe wildly, as if caused by her son's penis. Her face looked even more anxious.
 

	"Stop...kick that file box away..."
 

	My mother's words puzzled me. But the thrusting continued; I had indeed been holding back for too long, and I should come. At this critical point, my penis seemed to become much thicker and harder.
 

	The subtle changes in her son's penis as it was inside her body made the mother frown and hum.
 

	Then a hint of panic flashed in the mother's eyes, and her voice was tense: "Hmm...be good...or...move...move your position."
 

	"Hmm...stop." When patting my back didn't work, my mother grabbed my wrist and pulled hard.
 

	"What's wrong?" I was having a great time fucking him, how could I possibly stop?
 

	"Don't ask! Stop it~ Waaah..." The mother was so anxious that she looked like she could cry at any moment. Her eyebrows and eyes were thick with tears, and her eyes were red in her daze. Her face seemed to be enduring great pain.
 

	"Ugh... I... you bastard... Mom doesn't want it anymore." She could no longer control her emotions, and tears welled up in her beautiful eyes. "Waaah..." she sobbed softly, covering her flushed face, her beautiful, round body trembling pitifully.
 

	My feelings were complicated in this situation. My penis tugged gently between my mother's trembling, alluring flesh, as if to stop.
 

	"Ugh~ Hmm~", seeing that I finally obeyed, my mother forced a smile of relief and a hint of relief in her tearful eyes.
 

	However, during the experience, as my mother's vaginal muscles trembled and contracted, how could I possibly listen? In a flash, a devilish smile appeared on my face. At that moment, I felt like I was the one who had so ruthlessly rebelled, causing my mother to elicit such a shameful and indecent reaction. Yet, for both men and women, this was the highest praise.
 

	The frequency and range of my thrusts were exaggerated. I was like a peerless swordsman who, without anyone watching closely, had already thrust out countless swords. I pounded my penis, poking my mother's honey hole countless times, so many times that my memory couldn't hold it all.
 

	"Ugh...no..." A look of disbelief and panic flashed in the mother's eyes, but it was quickly overwhelmed by the intense physical stimulation. The thick, hard penis, as if barbed, relentlessly scraped against the sensitive inner walls of her vagina. It nearly drove her to madness, the intense pleasure making her feel like she was going insane.
 

	"Ah...ah...you're killing Mom...Li Yuqing..." Her body went numb, her delicate frame went limp, and her attempts to push him away became a mere interlude, utterly unable to stop her son's madness. Her face, previously pale with fear and anger, suddenly flushed with a sickly red, and her peach-blossom eyes rolled back, all emotion in them instantly replaced by confusion and emptiness. She let out panting, whimpering sounds, a mixture of pleasure and a hint of pain, her lips parted wide, like a fish leaping onto the shore, gasping for breath.
 

	"Ugh...no...Mom can't take it anymore...ugh..." she cried out, trembling, but her hands stopped pushing me away and instead wrapped around my neck. Her shapely thighs hooked tightly around my lower back, her little feet curled up, and she clung to me like an octopus.
 

	The mother let out a nasal sound, "Hmm... Ugh...", gasped for breath, and let out another soft, tearful gasp. Just as her body went limp and was about to collapse, it suddenly tensed up and began to tremble violently, like a branch being blown by a gale. A series of moans escaped her throat, like beads from a broken string, rapid and fragmented, sometimes low like a murmur, sometimes high like a cry, all filled with a sense of ecstasy.
 

	Seeing my mother's reaction beneath me, a sense of conquest welled up within me, like a general who had finally conquered this fortified city. But I didn't want to just win; I wanted to give her even more pleasure. I adjusted my angle, thrusting harder, each stroke feeling like a deliberate attack on her soft spot. I had transformed from an awkward child into her master, a feeling that filled me with both excitement and pride, as if, in this moment, I had finally grown into the man she saw.
 

	The rapid contractions of her vagina felt like a warm hand tightly gripping my penis, each contraction seeming to push me out, yet also reluctant to let go. I felt as if the succubus was draining my life force, wanting to escape, yet losing all consciousness.
 

	At this point, I probably stopped thrusting, but my mother was still sobbing and moaning, "Uh... hum... woo... no." The trembling of my mother's vagina had been building up for a long time and finally reached its peak. Her labia began to contract violently, and the walls of her vagina squeezed her son's penis tightly.
 

	Her jade-like neck stiffened into a line, her waist jerked violently upwards again, and her proud breasts swayed wildly. After the intense spasms subsided, the mother's body trembled uncontrollably, and a sobbing moan seemed to be squeezed from her throat, like a long-frozen spring breaking through ice. At the same time, he thrust all the way in, and inside her honeyed cave, her son's penis reveled in the boundless pleasure of the hot flow.
 

	I don't know how much time passed, but we seemed to wake up from the storm at the same time; the storm really only lasted 10 or 8 seconds. Mother must have reached her climax.
 

	Don't be surprised or doubtful, I haven't ejaculated yet, though I've been holding back. I feel things aren't that simple. Just now, I couldn't bear to pull out my penis, letting the active contractions of my mother's vagina squeeze me until I felt incredibly numb, using all my willpower to resist the intense physical and mental stimulation. It was like I was holding my penis up for a breath.
 

	My mother patted my back lightly, signaling me to pull out. I wasn't sure if she knew whether I had ejaculated or not.
 

	I did make a pulling motion, but I just wanted to change positions to finish; the sharp, hard, and fierce edge of my penis had just tugged at the flesh inside my mother's body, which was especially sensitive after her orgasm. It was as if the fish that had come ashore had found water and come back to life, and it began to tremble slightly again.
 

	My mother let out a soft "ah-huh," a sound that still sent shivers down my spine. She looked at me with a strange expression, a mixture of shock, helplessness, frustration, and even defeat. She was in this state, yet her son still hadn't ejaculated. Was this a good thing, or a good thing?
 

	Before my mother could express her surprise, I whispered, "Mom... I'm still a little short..."
 

	Seemingly stimulated by my hardness, my mother frowned in pain, and strangely, she used one hand to soothe her lower abdomen.
 

	Paradoxically, she "awoke" from the blissful state of climax, her face slowly contorting with a struggle, as if she were enduring something, or perhaps an unspeakable secret.
 

	"Hiss...you come out first..." My mother gasped, placing a hand on my waist. Her body was trembling with tension, even more so than before.
 

	Rebellion, defiance against authority, and a perverse sense of humor—these emotions surged within me, and with a few hard thrusts, I pounded into the flower's core.
 

	"Ah... God... no... don't do this," my mother whimpered, glancing at the file box on the floor as if she had seen something terrible, and her hand gripped my flesh tightly.
 

	I rubbed it hard a few times, and she felt my penis, which was deep inside her, suddenly grow larger and embed itself into the flesh of her lower body. The entire penis became as hard and hot as a branding iron.
 

	"Hmm...don't come...Mom feels so bad...sob~", despite her disheveled appearance, the mother let out a soft moan that went straight to her bones, her sobs were sweet.
 

	"Then I really pulled it out..." For some reason, as if guided by fate, I pretended to pull it out.
 

	"No... Hmph... Ugh..." Her body arched violently again, her legs spasming as she gripped my waist, her little feet twisted into a bizarre shape. My mother's voice was tinged with a sob and despair, her eyes misty as she looked at me, biting her lower lip, shaking her head, "Change... change positions..." her voice filled with pity and weakness.
 

	I seemed to realize something. At that moment, my penis also felt the liquid soaking in it, hot and burning. The sensual flesh of my mother's vagina seemed to be much more active, wriggling. I didn't pull out, and just thrust hard a few more times.
 

	The mother pursed her lips and frowned deeply. Apart from her body trembling, she made no sound.
 

	I don't know why I'm doing this, but a voice in my head tells me I have to. I take a deep breath, pressing against that soft, ripe, mature flower, and suddenly pull my wet penis out!
 

	I pulled it out, but my mother, with a sob in her voice, reached out with one hand to grab at the air, unable to stop her son's sudden "attack," and wailed and moaned, "No... hum... hum... ooh... hum..." At that moment, her upper body collapsed onto the table, ignoring the pain of falling.
 

	My penis, pulling at the fleshy flesh of her honey pot, pressed upwards against the clitoris at the entrance of her honey pot, and completely detached from her body as she lay completely on the table.
 

	The mother seemed to have given up resisting something, as if she had resigned herself to her fate. Her eyes were as red as her face, and she kept sobbing, "Hmm... Waaah... Hmm... No..." At this moment, a series of water droplets, much larger than soybeans, were continuously gushing from the mature woman's honey hole. The water was flying out in a series of spurts, not as a splashing jet of water, nor as a slow and messy oozing.
 

	Drip, drip, drip. The files in the filing box beneath me were soaked through by the continuous stream of water. I gasped in shock; this didn't look like the liquid from a squirt. The pure white edges of the A4 paper seemed stained yellow... My mother's beautiful, sweaty body exuded a faint scent of perspiration, and now, there was also a not-so-pungent smell of urine, making me dizzy.
 

	As the mother's mature, plump vulva gushed forth droplets of fluid, its spasms continuing. Her labia were slightly turned outwards, revealing the deep red flesh inside, glistening with a crystalline sheen. Her mons pubis looked as if it had been washed by a torrent of water; the once-messy pubic hair now lay neatly down, as if combed. Upon closer inspection, the plump labia resembled a greedy mouth, still gently pursing. Lustful fluid continued to seep from her vulva, creating an exceptionally erotic scene.
 

	As if possessed, I reached out and rubbed my mother's vulva haphazardly, not caring about her labia or clitoris. "Hmph... Ugh... I'm going to die, Li Yuqing... Ugh," I ignored my mother's sobbing accusations and rubbed quickly for a long time. Only after feeling the tremor transmitted from her vulva to her labia did I remove my hand.
 

	"Hmph...hmph...hmph," the woman's vagina twitched with the rhythm of her sobs, and another stream of water gushed out, yellowish and warm, with a pungent heat. I could almost see the squelching sound of the water coming out; yes, it was a hallucination.
 

	In this situation, an immense heat resonated within me, my heart almost bursting out of my throat. I had actually made my mother urinate! No, my mother had actually been made to lose control of her bladder. This concept seemed to excite and shock me even more. What an amazing woman she was! This woman was actually my mother.
 

	"Hmph...Hmph..." The immense shame and indignation could not outweigh the soft sobs that came from the physical stimulation. The mother's eyes were misty with tears. She glanced desperately at the file box before staring blankly at the ceiling.
 

	In the aftershocks of her vagina, her lower abdomen continued to twitch, and the sounds from her mouth, squeezed, trembling, and rolling, resembled the vibrations of her vocal cords crying out—once started, they couldn't stop. Like an avalanche scene in a movie, it poured out in all directions, overwhelming everything. Her mother's voice was already clear and soft, but this cry had a hint of hoarseness, like the monsoon wind blowing through a tower in the Gobi Desert in July.
 

	After a long while, she mustered a hint of stubbornness from her delicate state and stared blankly at the culprit's son, her eyes hardening as if she had made up her mind.

 

	Chapter 87
 

	I twitched my nose; a slightly sour, pungent smell, not offensive to my senses, prevailed over the sweltering heat and sweat, reminding me how real and unbelievable the past scenes were. This fueled the fierce restlessness within the still-unresolved boy's heart, adding fuel to the fire.
 

	The mature mother's sobbing, which sounded like a cry, was completely unable to resist the natural incontinence of a child—or, to put it more crudely, and more arousingly so. Ignoring the filth, an ordinary, respectable woman from a rural town was made to urinate by her skinny high school son.
 

	Who is the child, and who is the adult? This moment is disorienting, as shocking as the first encounter with a forbidden world. This shock cannot be dispelled in a short time, nor do I know how to dispel it; it only transforms into endless demands to vent my desires.
 

	Overwhelmed by disbelief, my thoughts were jumbled, my heart pounded wildly, and the whole world seemed to be drifting, losing all concrete form. I wanted to make a sarcastic remark, but seeing the sharp, unwavering glint of shame and anger in my mother's eyes, I swallowed my words. I knew in my heart that I wasn't yet at the point where I could recklessly dominate everything, and when that day came, it wouldn't be such a pathetic beginning.
 

	My twitching nose seemed to agitate my mother. She suddenly sprang up, her skirt fluttering and carrying a hot breath. I couldn't predict how my mother would react to me; that chaotic, out-of-control feeling, coupled with her voluptuous and alluring body suddenly approaching, made me stumble and fall back into a chair.
 

	My mother's expression was almost blank; perhaps I couldn't decipher it, or perhaps her heart was too conflicted. But her eyes remained sharp, and she said coldly, "This time, you've got me killed."
 

	As she spoke, she turned her head and looked down again, her face filled with tension and fear, her concern for the "victims" evident. My mother bent down and reached out to touch the soaked documents, her body trembling in response. She paused for a moment, then straightened up, holding the top few sheets of paper, and looked at me, the instigator. As if without saying a word, she tossed the wet papers at my chest, and it seemed that tiny droplets of water splashed onto my skin.
 

	I didn't smell anything unpleasant. It's not that I'm blinded by lust and think everything about a woman I want to sleep with smells good; it's just that a healthy woman's body is so amazing. The fluids she releases during sex, or the sweat seeping from her skin, those strange smells quickly disappear, leaving only a damp trace.
 

	Almost simultaneously, the mother retorted, "You bastard, what are we going to do with these documents? How am I going to explain this to my superiors?"
 

	My inner voice screamed, "It's not entirely my fault. If you had told me honestly what might happen, I probably wouldn't have gone my own way." What man can bear a woman's seductive sobs beneath him, her ambiguous moans of "No~," let alone stop there? Of course, it's understandable that my mother couldn't bring herself to admit such a shameful act; after all, how could she say it? If there's any fault, it's that condoning the touching from the very beginning was wrong. But my mother never seemed to investigate the root of the problem; what she couldn't control was simply my distorted desires, regardless of the situation.
 

	I nervously whispered an explanation, "I...I didn't know it would turn out like this...but you didn't say anything..."
 

	"I thought... you were just a disobedient bastard~" The mother probably knew that her positive stance wasn't so solid. She wanted to be angry and righteous, but she was disturbed by her own lack of restraint and shyness, which eventually evolved into a state of near collapse. Her expression changed as erratically as her breathing, and her sharp eyes were uncontrollably tinged with resentment.
 

	"I am..." If she had looked at me for another second, she would have said this as if she were about to cry. So, before she could finish speaking, she bent down and "plunged" into the file box, as if she was "saving" it, or as if she was "gazing" at the mess, her hands futilely fiddling with it.
 

	In my field of vision, I only saw a mature woman with exquisitely styled hair, wearing a cheongsam in a cool and alluring color, swaying her shapely buttocks. Her face was hidden beneath her body, and her clothes concealed her tempting depths. The erotic atmosphere became light and cold, like cedar trees in winter, mixed with sweat, exuding a distant yet alluring fragrance.
 

	I sat in the chair, watching her back, my heart pounding, desire surging again like a tide. Although I didn't know what my mother's last look meant, she hadn't declared it over after my "misdeeds." I hadn't ejaculated yet, so it wasn't over.
 

	I wanted to test it out, not wanting to drag things out like before, and see how my mother would react after I "spoke my mind." I jumped up abruptly, my manhood already prepared, aimed directly at my mother's ample buttocks. Without a word, I pulled up her cheongsam through the slit.
 

	With her bent-over posture, her plump, round buttocks, like a white cloud, were completely exposed, their rounded shape even overshadowing the outline of her waist and shoulders.
 

	"Frozen!" The mother's body stiffened abruptly, the documents in her hand falling back into the box. She turned her face, her cold expression filled with shock and disgust, her thin lips pressed tightly together, her eyes icy: "What are you doing?"
 

	Her voice was low and cold, carrying a sense of detachment, like she was commanding a stranger, yet it excited me even more. I remembered that clichéd response, my heart screaming "Yes!" But my penis could only reach the top of her buttocks unless I squatted down. What good would such a show of authority do?
 

	My mother's firm buttocks were covered in hot sweat, her legs slightly parted, numb from my sudden attack, and she had forgotten to close them. Her usually well-protected and inviolable secret place was now somewhat disheveled, a reminder of the intensity that had just occurred.
 

	Once a woman's forbidden zone is penetrated, from the entrance to the inside, it is thoroughly explored, and all pretense is lost, becoming utterly obvious. At that moment, a glance at my mother's buttocks and the image of that fertile, abundant flesh was etched into my memory. Her two ravaged labia, red and limp, lay spread out to the sides, forming an "8". Her tight vaginal opening was more than a circle larger than usual, the steaming, lustful fluid not yet completely dried, the hairs scattered and disheveled from being soaked in various liquids for so long. The gushing spray had even sharpened some of the hairs, leaving them wet and clinging, a truly erotic sight.
 

	I said gruffly, "I'm not ready yet, Mom."
 

	As I spoke, I lowered my buttocks, and the head of my penis slid down the cleft and poked into the soft, tender, reddish-brown flesh. But because the position wasn't very comfortable, I pulled back.
 

	My mother clicked her tongue, her impatience evident, and then made a move to straighten up. Her buttocks, which had been parted as she bent over, suddenly tightened as she tried to stand. Afraid that her beautiful buttocks would break free, I immediately reached down and forcefully pried open my mother's tightened buttocks, keeping my painfully hard penis pressed against them. My mother's elastic buttocks immediately clamped down firmly on my penis, and I groaned in pleasure.
 

	"Li Yuqing, be gentle, you're hurting me!" the mother cried out in pain.
 

	Her soft, elastic buttocks formed mounds between my fingers, her cleft tightly gripping my penis. With a push from my mother's pert, honeyed buttocks, my waist and abdomen recoiled slightly, my hard penis already rubbing against her smooth, fleshy lips, the stimulation exploding in my brain. My ten fingers sank deep into my mother's soft, tender buttocks.
 

	In a mere instant, my mother was half-standing, half-leaning, her upper body arched, but her buttocks pressed against me. The faint dimples at her waist seemed to deliberately expose a touch of fragility, as if telling the story of the natural softness of a woman's physiology, but I glimpsed in them a fatal attraction for men.
 

	She lost her balance, instinctively using one hand to shove at my cheek and the other to press against my thigh for support, also seemingly to restrain my impulse. But beneath this disorder, there was a certain intoxicating, lingering caress. Beads of sweat trickled down her slender neck and onto her chest, the sweat like oil, making her body feel smooth, moist, and supple. And those round, high breasts were not something the soft, flowing cheongsam could restrain; even without a bra, they stood proudly erect.
 

	"How long are you going to keep making a scene..." Her tone and emotions were as chaotic as her hand movements, and one hand gradually climbed up to the back of my neck.
 

	At that moment, I couldn't see the condition of my mother's lower body, so I could only channel all my feelings into my penis, thrusting it into that warm, soft flesh, impatiently wanting to return to the warmth of my old home. I whispered in her hot ear, "Mom... I'm not done yet..."
 

	"You ejaculated..." Burning with desire, I could no longer distinguish the details of the movements, only the sensations becoming clearer and clearer. My glans touched a moist depression, warm liquid clinging to it, enticing me to thrust in.
 

	After hearing my words, my mother seemed a little angry: "You've ruined all my documents... and you still want to continue?!" The grip on my neck tightened, as if she was venting her anger, or perhaps trying to close the distance between us.
 

	In fact, it would have been incredibly easy for the mother to escape. I didn't use too much force, and she didn't resist too fiercely. Of course, it couldn't be said that she was willing, much less that she was compromising; it was more like she was confused and helpless. From the outside, it seemed as if this mature woman was being controlled by the boy, with no way to escape. The boy held down her bare, smooth waist and hips, almost completely controlling her.
 

	I increasingly felt that my mother's firm buttocks were like a millstone, circling my waist and abdomen. I couldn't tell if it was an escape or an acceptance, but it also made it impossible for me to aim at her vulva. My hands gripped the tight flesh of her buttocks, wanting to control it, yet unable to bear doing so. Fine, let's go through the "procedure." I asked, panting, "Mom...didn't you already guess? It's not over yet."
 

	She didn't respond immediately, but turned her head slightly to look at me. Her charming peach-blossom eyes flashed with a sharp edge amidst her indignation, and she said in a hoarse voice, "Li Yuqing, you're such a bastard."
 

	I deliberately thrust my penis against her, letting her feel that outside the forbidden zone, her son's thing was eyeing her covetously, ready to invade at any moment.
 

	"Isn't that right, Mom?" the claim was made with unusually loud voice.
 

	She spat and cursed, "I'm your mother~", her tone filled with resentment, helplessness, and shame and anger. At the same time, she seemed to press down on the back of my neck and deliberately thrust her buttocks back.
 

	We were of one mind, moving in tandem. Maybe it was my imagination, or maybe I was the one thrusting my hips forward... To be honest, it was sudden, I was completely bewildered, truly "bewildered by being forced." I didn't experience the sensations clearly; I only felt a tingling sensation in my penis, followed by a scalding, wet heat, like being trapped in soft, boiled meat. My brain felt like it had been hit by a flashbang, a blinding white light.
 

	The words of her mother's urgent anger still echoed in her ears: "Hey! Don't come in so fast!"
 

	But she didn't stop what she was doing. Her son's penis returned to his mother's vagina, his buttocks pressed perfectly against my waist and abdomen, the connection was seamless.
 

	I didn't hold my mother tightly with my hands, but instead stroked her buttocks back and forth, enjoying the soft, springy feel, and said, "Don't hold me back, Mom, we still have to go home."
 

	The mother suddenly became furious: "You!"
 

	Then, I moved slightly, feeling a slippery sensation enveloping my penis. My mother's buttocks had just been parted a little when they immediately recoiled, as if equipped with an automatic rebound mechanism, or like a sudden counterattack, my half-pulled penis thrust back in. The force, neither too strong nor too weak, struck her tender vulva, transmitting the heat of my glans to my mature mother's forbidden zone…
 

	Caught off guard, the mother's delicate body trembled violently, and she let out a soft moan: "Mmm..."
 

	She let out an extremely comfortable moan, the sound limp and trembling, the tone going from high to low, like she was having an orgasm! With this sickeningly sweet moan, the mother seemed to lose all her strength, her upper body weakly leaning forward, her hands supporting her on the table, but her round buttocks didn't adjust, letting her son's penis be buried deep inside her.
 

	This was another standard rear-entry position, and it stirred my heart. My mother's buttocks were completely exposed, round and full, like two freshly baked white buns. Under the light, her skin was so smooth that you could hardly see any pores, and a dark shadow was faintly visible between her buttocks. I swallowed hard, and my fingers trembled as I touched her buttocks. The touch was soft and elastic, like kneading a warm cream cake.
 

	A woman's natural fall always results in her waist bending just right. At this moment, she clearly has her buttocks raised, her legs slightly open, revealing the deep cleft of her buttocks. A glimpse of wet pubic hair reveals engorged labia turning outwards, exuding a strong, pungent odor.
 

	The mother also felt ashamed of her posture, especially since her son had seen everything. She lowered her head and whispered, "This time you'd better be serious..."
 

	In the rear-entry position, the labia didn't appear as thick; it looked more like I was using my penis to create a small oval opening. The shaft was covered in a kind of honeyed fluid that seemed to convey resistance. Since I couldn't refuse, I tried to make both of us comfortable—this was another kind of resistance.
 

	At that moment, I felt my penis sinking deep into a warm, soft, moist opening. I could feel how tight and wet my mother's private parts were, like a warm swamp enveloping me. Her body trembled slightly, as if she were enduring pain, or perhaps enjoying pleasure. Even without moving, this immense physical and mental pleasure was overwhelming.
 

	Sensing my movement, my mother turned her head to the side, her expression ambiguous, but I sensed that her initial delicate fragility had faded considerably. It's impossible for a woman not to feel a touch of pride, knowing that her body could still so captivate her son. She assumed a posture, ready to embrace the youthful vigor.
 

	As a mother, and an experienced woman, she had no reason to be submissive. Moreover, I discovered that although my mother would cry out in distress and "resist" during the final stages, once she got past that hurdle, she would "return to normal," showing no inability to endure multiple repetitions. As the saying goes, there's no such thing as a badly tilled field. I felt a challenge, and I was also extremely agitated because my mother's physical needs had reached their peak.
 

	I know that as a mother, if she resists, it must be out of love for her son's body. But my youthful exuberance and passion are enough to dispel her worries.
 

	I took a deep breath, suppressing the tingling sensation from the burning sensation. To intensify the experience, I needed to move. I gently withdrew, slowly retreating from the alluring forbidden zone.
 

	"Hmm..." Mother hummed, then braced herself on the table with her forearms, seemingly preparing for the big, sweeping movements to come.
 

	"Hiss... Ah... You can pull it out again~" Mother teased, but we all knew that this was not the end.
 

	My mother's waist swayed softly, like a swimming fish. More and more strands of hair fell on either side of her face, swaying gently with her movements. I was so excited I was almost going crazy, my fingers digging roughly into my mother's buttocks, leaving faint red marks. Her round buttocks were as full as ripe peaches, trembling slightly with her movements, gleaming with a delicate sheen; I really wanted to take a bite.
 

	"Hmm...do you really have to pinch me so hard..." the mother said, displeased.
 

	Hearing this, I slowly thrust a few times, neither pulling out completely nor striking the flower's core with the root. My mother trembled, as if enduring intense sensory stimulation: "You bastard, how can it still be so hard?"
 

	Hearing this "praise," I felt incredibly proud, and my penis seemed to become even more vigorous. My mother's vagina spasmed a few times as I thrust in and out; this body seemed much more sensitive, and the moist inner walls tightly gripped me, like countless tiny hands grasping and preventing me from withdrawing.
 

	After the penis was fully withdrawn, it trembled a few times in the air, ridiculously hard, as if it had been soaked in a special liquid, the shaft glistening with clear, slippery moisture. The mother's full, tender vulva shimmered with a pearly light, her inner labia slightly parted in a small, regular pattern, revealing the writhing vaginal opening inside. With each breath, the opening and closing revealed glimpses of the tender flesh inside, and occasionally a trickle of vaginal fluid would seep out.
 

	I swallowed hard, feeling a bit parched. I stuck out my tongue and licked my dry lips, then opened my mouth to fully inhale the aroma emanating from them. Especially after the recent loss of control and orgasm, the taste was even more intoxicating.
 

	At this moment, I pressed the head of my penis against her soaked labia minora, making circular motions repeatedly. Several times, I poked her anus, causing her mature legs to tremble and she almost couldn't hold on. I saw that my mother's head was about to turn around, but she ultimately endured it.
 

	Did she think I was having some kind of perverted thought? But my mother turned her head slightly, looking bewildered and surprised, her hair falling down and obscuring most of her expression. After the initial confusion, I could sense an indescribable urging, even a silent resentment and irritation.
 

	She finally blurted it out: "I'm done. I'll get dressed and go home." She spoke quickly and clearly, yet it was as if she was afraid of being overheard, full of a secretive and contradictory feeling.
 

	I was also taken aback, carefully considering the urgency in her voice. My mother finally managed to turn her head, her disheveled hair unable to conceal her emotions. I looked up and saw her face turned to the side, her eyes wet, as if veiled by a mist, her lips slightly parted, her breathing rapid. At that moment, she was no longer the proud and domineering mother, but a shy and helpless woman. My heart pounded even harder, and my glans instinctively slid to her entrance, gently caressing it. She shuddered suddenly and grabbed my wrist.
 

	Seeing this, I was suddenly filled with a surge of exhilarating freedom. She bit her lip, her barely concealed resentment touching, as if saying, "What are you doing playing foreplay at such a young age? Hurry up!"
 

	She gripped my hand tightly; anyone would think she was pulling me, telling me to stop fooling around and be serious. My mother's voice suddenly rang out, hoarse and trembling, like a plea or a scolding.
 

	I placed my hand on my mother's buttocks, tracing its curves and wiping away the beads of sweat. It felt so soft and smooth. My mother trembled slightly, turned her head, and let out a soft moan. Her buttocks tensed instantly, and her hands gripped the edge of the table tightly, the bluish veins bulging beneath her skin.
 

	Her vulva was glistening with love juice, as if eagerly awaiting the man's arrival. Seeing such a voluptuous, mature woman with her buttocks raised, half-lying in front of me, was irresistible; I couldn't help but swallow hard again.
 

	My mother must have heard me. She turned back and glanced at me, who was still in a daze. Her eyes were filled with even more doubt and resentment, as if to say that I was so aroused, yet I could still control myself. These looks only made my mother seem more charming and alluring; even a vixen couldn't be more seductive.
 

	My head buzzed, I broke free from her hand, and frantically grabbed my mother's buttocks, pulling her two fleshy mounds apart. She let out a moan of intense shame, her buttocks trembled violently, and the tender flesh of her pink vulva twitched.
 

	The moist pink folds seemed like a silent invitation. I gritted my teeth, and my glans tentatively squeezed in, touching a warm, wet sensation. Then, with a soft "plop," my hard penis plunged deep into my mother's vagina once more.
 

	"Ah..." With a sigh of relief, my mother let out a soft moan before frowning, as if my sudden action had overwhelmed her.
 

	I knew my thrusting would sustain her voice, so I quickly thrust in and out again.
 

	"Mmm...ah...it feels so full..." My mother let out a soft moan, her voice tinged with both pain and pleasure. Her brows were furrowed, and she bit her lower lip tightly, seemingly trying to adjust to my intrusion. She both disliked my dawdling and was unaccustomed to my suddenness; women are always so contradictory.
 

	My mother gave me an embarrassed look, but her alluring expression only intensified, making me feel aroused. The large glans and the rugged surface of the penis scraped against the slippery, folded flesh, slowly being pulled out, along with a large patch of pink flesh... A wave of tingling pleasure instantly washed over me.
 

	"Uh... Huff~" Mother couldn't help but close her eyes and murmur, her delicate body instantly going limp. Her two plump, long legs instinctively spread wider, and she buried her head between her arms. In this way, her peach-shaped buttocks were lifted up as much as possible, looking as if she was reluctant to let my penis out, hoping to penetrate even deeper next time.
 

	With a "smack," my penis slammed into my mother's buttocks, causing them to ripple and swell. My penis was fully inside her again, pressing and churning the flesh that wrapped around her from all sides. The head of my penis reached deep into her vagina, where I felt waves of contracting pressure.
 

	"Ah... um... don't be in such a hurry~" the mother exclaimed softly.
 

	My mother's forbidden area was moist and tight, like a warm net, tightly enveloping me. Her hips swayed slightly with my thrusts, the flesh rubbing against my hands, bringing a tingling sensation. At some point, my mother raised her head, shifting her position to support herself on the table with her palms, subtly adjusting her posture, so that neither of us had to compromise our positions. The forbidden connection between the mature mother and her high school son was seamlessly intertwined.
 

	In just a short while, juices splattered, creating a rich aroma mixed with the scent of a mature woman.
 

	"Ah...so hard..." I heard my mother's heartfelt trembling moan, which also stirred my heartstrings. After saying that, her moist buttocks responded to my thrusts, becoming more and more open. It felt like a dream, and if it weren't for the warm, tight grip on my penis, I would have started to doubt whether I was dreaming.
 

	I deliberately said, "Mom, you're too tight inside, I can't move too fast~"
 

	And the truth was pretty much the same. Perhaps because of the pressure from her buttocks, her vagina was as tight as an iron clamp, making me feel like I was being drained dry every time. At that moment, any woman would feel a sense of pride upon hearing such words.
 

	She suddenly turned around, her expression revealing an undisguised smugness. Her watery eyes gleamed with a cunning light, as if she were interrogating or teasing, and she said in a drawn-out tone, "You... how do you know if it's tight or not, huh? You little rascal, you haven't really done anything bad to anyone else, have you? Hmph..."
 

	Her seductive moans mingled with my desire, fueling my lust even more. Before I could escalate the situation, her movements quickened, her hips slapping against my thighs with soft slapping sounds.
 

	I decided to offer emotional support and express my devotion by saying, "Mom... don't talk nonsense... you were my first time... and every time in the future, it will only be you."
 

	The fact that a woman nearing forty had taken her son's virginity was still quite shocking. Even though I had been incredibly audacious and orchestrated everything, my mother still felt guilty. She avoided my gaze, lowering her eyes to avert her eyes, her eyelashes trembling slightly, and whispered in a low voice, "What are you saying? You're the one who ruined me. I couldn't control your thoughts even when I was in junior high."
 

	"Who gave you the right to indulge me..."
 

	Having said that, I gritted my teeth, thrusting my hips upwards to match her rhythm. The inner walls of her vagina undulated like waves, squeezing my penis and bringing indescribable pleasure. My fingers sometimes pinched her buttocks, kneading her plump flesh, and sometimes slid across them, feeling the softness and elasticity of her skin.
 

	"Hmm...don't pinch it too hard." My mother wiggled her buttocks in dissatisfaction, which seemed to me like a coy refusal.
 

	"Phew, it's so tight here too." I meant to say my mother's buttocks.
 

	She misunderstood, letting out a high-pitched moan before saying in a coquettish voice, "Ah...you're getting off easy, you bastard...you should be secretly happy."
 

	It was clear that the mother's emotions were primarily joyful, devoid of complex struggles and concerns. Because of her son's words, she felt a value as a woman unlike any she had ever experienced before. Pleasing the young man was not objectification; rather, it highlighted her physical superiority, and even more so because of that so-called "first time"...
 

	Chapter 88
 

	This physical and mental pleasure was projected onto the details of her movements; her moans, though not loud, were tinged with a captivating allure, penetrating my very being. I could feel her body aroused by me, completely unable to control itself… This was my mother's praise, something I deserved.
 

	Her firm, fair legs supported her body, slightly raised yet lowered, exposing her soft, large buttocks to me. Her plump, wet vagina was fully stretched open by me, eliciting a spasmodic response from her. Her thighs trembled occasionally, each time tightening her vaginal muscles and squeezing my penetrating penis.
 

	The hard penis rapidly moved in and out of the mother's vaginal opening, turning her thin, droopy labia inside out and bringing out streams of white foam. With each collision of flesh, their pubic hair became wet with vaginal fluid.
 

	My mother seemed to be finding it hard to contain herself either, having already uttered so many lewd words unbecoming of her status. She tried to keep her mouth shut, to stop herself from making any embarrassing sounds, but I was always mischievous, deliberately using the head of my penis to press against her clitoris and rub against the soft flesh there, causing my mother to quickly break down, panting and moaning, "Mmm...it feels so numb...you bastard...don't push against me like that..."
 

	"Mom, aren't you happy? Look how wet you are down there..." I growled without restraint, pleasure melting away all inhibitions.
 

	"Mmm...no...you can be gentle...please be gentle..." my mother murmured, her voice soft and lingering, making my whole body itch.
 

	I ignored her and began thrusting relentlessly, my scrotum slapping against the very edge of her sensitive area. I held my mother's plump waist with one hand and massaged her lumbar spine with the other, circling her lower back, while my hips thrust forward with all their might. My penis penetrated her entire length into her soft passage; my mother's vulva was wide open, and every moment, a feeling of fullness and satisfaction spread throughout her vagina.
 

	The forbidden thrill of motherhood, coupled with the psychological guilt, gave the mother unparalleled pleasure. I could only feel her wetness and heat down there, gripping my penis with incredible ecstasy.
 

	"Mom, perhaps you don't like this..." As I spoke, I mustered all my strength and slammed my glans against her clitoris, the sounds of flesh colliding echoing as rough as my words. The pleasure of my penis rubbing against her tender vaginal walls was indescribable, especially the taboo of making love with my mother, which gave me an unprecedented feeling.
 

	I gripped my mother's buttocks tightly, slamming my penis into her vagina. The head of my penis struck her clitoris, then I quickly withdrew and thrust it in again. The fierce young man's penis rubbed against the tender, sensitive walls of her vagina, the large head of my penis driving my mother into a deep, panting groan, her legs trembling and turning inward.
 

	"Ugh...it's too deep, you bastard...how did you get in so deep..." The mother seemed unaware of the absurdity of her words. It was as if, as a young boy, her son was supposed to be innocent and easily handled by her.
 

	A pang of sadness welled up inside me; I wasn't the first… However, the twisted thrill of this stolen love only intensified. I pinched her buttocks with even more force, leaving a dense network of red marks—patches and streaks, both from my pinching and from the constant impact—a brutal beauty of sex. But even the reddest marks couldn't compare to the alluring flesh of her mature vagina that I'd exposed with my penis, clinging tightly to the base of my shaft.
 

	I savored the inner walls of her private parts with my penis; they were soft and elastic, like countless tiny suction cups gently sucking at me. With each penetration, I could feel her body tremble slightly, and her breathing became more rapid.
 

	"Hmm...why is it taking so long this time...ah...Li Yuqing...Mom can't take it anymore, this is too much...waaah..." The mother's groans gradually went off-key from being like commands, finally turning into sobbing, bubbly sounds. Hearing this, I felt at that moment that even as a ghost, I would be romantic.
 

	Actually, I had no idea how long it would take. I had already ejaculated a few times, so it wouldn't make sense for me to ejaculate so quickly from deep inside with that tingling, pre-ejaculation sensation.
 

	"Mom...you must prefer it to last longer, right..."
 

	"Um...no...what do you know..." The mother did not give a direct answer.
 

	My desire to conquer was incredibly strong, but my mother's pretty face was flushed, and she was embarrassed by my question. But her body was very honest; her flower path, constantly secreting lustful fluid, was muddy and slippery, allowing my penis to slide in unimpeded, all the way to the end. The glans repeatedly struck the tender flesh at the end, causing the layered passage to tremble repeatedly, making my penis throb violently, and I barely managed to suppress the urge to ejaculate.
 

	Every time my penis hits the very end, my mother's wet and hot vagina contracts violently. The wrinkled vaginal walls grip my penis with intense writhing and squeezing, making me feel like I'm ascending to heaven.
 

	"Hiss... Mom... I told you it would bite inside."
 

	The mother whimpered angrily, "Hmm... I'll bite you to death... Are you scared yet... You little beast who dares to sleep with even your own mother." Her soft cursing, mixed with carnal pleasure, seemed utterly intimidating.
 

	Hearing my mother's words, I felt a spiritual climax materialize, rushing straight to my head, and my thrusting paused. I thought, my mother must have been unable to face me directly to utter such vulgar and cathartic words. I was stunned, my movements slowing down, which only made my mother's mature, fleshy buttocks, which aroused a man's criminal impulses, seem to be moving on their own. Beneath her tight cleft, her tender, narrow opening was swallowing my penis with each thrust, drawing out all of my energy.
 

	My mother was a healthy woman, a woman with a strong presence. In traditional narratives of sex, it seems that only when a man makes a woman beg for mercy can we experience the ultimate spiritual satisfaction. But for me, my mother's unintentional initiative, her innate charm, and even her domineering attitude were more pleasing to me. After all, my illicit desires were born from glimpsing this side of her.
 

	As the number of forbidden unions increased, this kind of mother gradually appeared before me. She could always sense my subtle reactions; after all, he was her son, and she cared about everything I did.
 

	My mother turned her head to the side, her expression calm yet slightly puzzled. But in her current position, her broad hips, extending past her shoulders, swayed like a water snake, her movements never ceasing, giving me the sensation of sinking into a hot, muddy pool. I suspected she was deliberately pretending not to know how alluring her figure was to her son.
 

	After a while, she noticed that I was paying special attention to her words and actions, and she knew that her casual remark was unbecoming. She wanted to retort but had no way to do so, so she could only bite her lower lip tightly, her flushed cheeks looking like they were about to boil over.
 

	Suppressing the turmoil in my heart, I couldn't help but ask, "Mom... what did you just say? What did I do to my own mother?" My words were tinged with pride. Although I hadn't fully explored my mother's charm, I had ultimately won over this woman who was otherwise unattainable. In my youth, still wearing my high school uniform, this was a case of early success, and I couldn't help but feel a little smug.
 

	She seemed to turn her head back as much as possible so that I could see her face more clearly, intending to warn me with that insignificant expression of anger. I freely stroked her buttocks with both hands, feeling their contours, and the caress of my fingertips brought her a unique tactile stimulation.
 

	"Mmm..." A soft moan escaped her lips unintentionally, accompanied by her lowering her waist and thrusting her full buttocks even more, as if trying to escape, yet also as if to entice. After that groan, she seemed to be resisting, refusing to respond to my words or make any more arousing sounds.
 

	But I still looked at her expectantly, waiting for her reply. My mother's face was already flushed with desire, her temples and brows were covered in sweat, and beads of sweat appeared on her delicate nose. A few strands of long hair fell across her face, making her look rather disheveled. Yet, her brows were tightly furrowed, and in the midst of forbidden intercourse, her glance back at her son made it seem as if she was trying her best to widen her misty peach-blossom eyes, staring intently at me, who was beaming with pride behind her.
 

	Unable to resist any longer, she angrily cursed, "You're sick..."
 

	I've come to realize that sometimes insults can be so beautiful and pleasant, especially when a woman is actually "pleasing" you with her lower body. The insult released my restraints, and I immediately thrust in with quick, powerful strokes, the "slap slap" sounds ringing out crisply. No matter how bouncy and tight your buttocks are, they still ripple and sway.
 

	The sudden increase in speed sent a tingling sensation through her heart, her honeyed orifice both sore and itchy. She frowned at first, then couldn't help but whimper, "Ah...no...it's so numb...uh..." She bent her waist even lower, her forearms trembling as she braced herself on the table, her fists clenched, as if preparing to withstand a new round of attacks.
 

	I felt my blood boiling. I felt that forceful thrusting was not enough to release my overwhelming urge. My mother's vagina became increasingly silky, and the hair on my genitals became covered with more and more white fluid, which turned from egg white to white semen and piled up on her buttocks and labia.
 

	I was unwilling to let my mother enjoy physical pleasure so openly, so I kneaded her buttocks and spread her buttocks apart. Her small anus was fully revealed, like a bud about to bloom, and seemed to shrink back in shame because of my peeping.
 

	My mother's anus would twitch slightly as my penis moved in and out of her vagina. It wasn't that I had any particular fetish; it's just that this place was too close to the forbidden zone of my mother, whom I wanted to violate day and night, and I simply couldn't help but pay attention. Besides, the more shameful something was for a woman, the more excited I became, and this woman was my own mother.
 

	My sinful thumb pressed and rubbed against her. Unlike the softness of her honeypot, it had a slightly dry texture, but this excited me even more, and my movements became more aroused, making my mother's body tremble like a flower.
 

	My touch made my mother tense up, her vagina tightening slightly, making it difficult for my penis to move in and out. Fortunately, my penis was hard and strong enough to relentlessly penetrate her, which probably made her even more sensitive. The conflict between shame and pleasure intensified the physiological stimulation.
 

	She let out a seductive, bone-chilling cry: "Ah...hum...woo...what are you doing..." Her moan trembled with a sob, and she frantically reached behind her to stop my shameless behavior. "Li Yuqing, are you sick...uh...ah...don't keep touching me there..."
 

	Actually, I didn't intend to continue; it was just a little incident. But my two thumbs kept prying open her buttocks, exposing her shy anus. Afraid I would do something inappropriate, my mother suddenly turned her head again, glaring at me with eyes full of shame and anger, as if she wanted to devour me, but the tears in her eyes were undeniable. I froze, captivated by my mature mother's face.
 

	Seeing that I wasn't being naughty anymore, she watched as my hips began to thrust vigorously into her buttocks. I don't know what she was thinking, but the curses that were about to come out of her mouth were suppressed. My mother bit her lip, her eyes full of struggle, as if she was afraid that no matter what she said to me, I would stop my rhythmic thrusting.
 

	After a few seconds, the mother, panting heavily, whispered, "Don't touch that place... I don't know where you learned such disgusting habits..."
 

	It wasn't exactly an insult, but she still glared at me with her watery eyes. Actually, the harsher her insults, the more excited I became, since her body was constantly responding, and her inner juices were flowing freely.
 

	Seeing that I seemed to be ignoring her, my mother appeared somewhat angry. I focused on directing my penis in and out, and with the lubrication of my mother's secretions, the movements became increasingly smooth. The young boy, with his relatively small penis, manipulated her voluptuous body, causing it to writhe in a restless yet alluring manner, which in turn aroused her physical desire.
 

	"Mmm...uh...mmm..." My mother's seductive moans continued to stir my heart. Perhaps to hide something, she kept her eyes closed, but uttered other words, "Mmm...if you dare to make a move on me again...you can forget about doing anything else in the future..." Her voice was soft and tender, delicate as silk.
 

	I froze for a second. To put it cliché, this was incredibly revealing and mind-blowing. Was my mother tacitly approving of this continuing? That alone was maddening. What could I do besides mechanically and rapidly soothe my mother's sensitive spot?
 

	I desperately wanted to say something, like, "Mom...you mean I can keep doing this to you?" But I couldn't bring myself to say anything truly crude or vulgar. It was just that the supple, entwining sensation of my mother's vagina sent waves of intense, pleasurable, tingling pleasure through me, and I blurted out, my words laced with heavy breathing, "Mom...then I'll keep doing...doing this to you...okay..."
 

	My mother didn't respond directly, as if she couldn't hear what I said. But her body and voice trembled, and the tender flesh inside her honeypot contracted, yet remained perpetually wet and slippery.
 

	"Mmm... Ahh..." The mother whimpered softly, her upper body seemingly about to slump forward. In her son's eyes, her buttocks appeared even whiter, rounder, and larger, like a delicious white steamed bun, making anyone who saw it want to take a bite.
 

	"Mmm...mmm...ah..." The disordered and erotic moans, whether a physiological reaction or a response to me, are no longer important. We can't escape it.
 

	I don't know if it's a good thing or a bad thing. Many times, I can hardly see my mother anymore; all I see is the image of a lustful woman mutually pleasing men. Yet, her appearance, even the marks etched by time, possesses a unique quality that only I, her son, can sense—the unique charm of a mother. After all, we've been family for over a decade, living under the same roof.
 

	With a series of "squeaking" sounds, the mother's mature body gradually reached its peak under her son's thrusting, her honeyed orifice and his penis fitting together as if they were one. Her labia minora would be pulled out by the shaft each time, only to be firmly stuck back on, creating a strong sense of stickiness, changing from bright red to purplish-brown. Deep inside, her clitoris responded to the impact of the glans with a soft, elastic feel.
 

	The elegant cheongsam still covered most of her upper body, and sweat seeped from her skin, soaking the edges of the garment. With her thighs and groin wet with vaginal fluid, the young man learned a profound lesson: women are made of water.
 

	To be honest, at this point, the intense tightness is gone. But with each pleasurable thrust that sends waves of vaginal fluid flying in and out, I still experience another kind of stimulation—my mother's honeypot is naturally suited to my penis. I did indeed come from my mother's body, including these two ounces of flesh between my legs.
 

	I seem to have everything, haven't I? But I won't be satisfied. There's still so much more to discover in my mother, things that can intensify my excitement. The key is to maintain the "main focus," to consistently provide my mother with accumulating pleasure, making her accustomed to it, even greedy for it.
 

	I felt waves of intense pleasure coursing through my body like electric currents, and I couldn't help but let out a low growl as my body trembled violently. I could feel my heart racing, my blood boiling, and my consciousness gradually being consumed by desire.
 

	It seemed my mother was the same. She started muttering incessantly, seemingly resisting, "Li Yuqing, slow down... Mom, Mom can't take it anymore..." But throughout, her hips unconsciously moved in rhythm with mine, emitting low moans. The sound was so seductive, like some kind of spell, that I completely lost control.
 

	My movements faltered at my mother's words. I hastily kneaded her buttocks, gasping for breath, but her honeyed orifice wouldn't let me go. The mature passage completely held my penis captive, maximizing the pleasure.
 

	In my delirium, I blurted out, "Mom... I can't take it either... You're so tight inside, it scares me..."
 

	"Mmm...uh...then pull it out..." My mother couldn't help but let out a soft, sweet moan. After saying that, she turned her head, her face flushed, and glanced at me shyly. Her eyes were filled with a lustful look that seemed to be about to drip water, extremely alluring. This wasn't asking me to pull it out; it was clearly asking me to ravage it without restraint.
 

	I was momentarily captivated by the rare look on my mother's face. In that moment of distraction, her buttocks were still moving backward in a welcoming motion.
 

	Suddenly, my mother's body stiffened, her movements stopped, and her eyes were filled with confusion as she looked at me. "Um...you...can you stop daydreaming...ah..." she murmured, her disappointment tinged with reproach, before finally letting out a soft, husky, and sexy moan.
 

	I then realized that I had been daydreaming and felt embarrassed and ashamed. So I resumed my ramming motion, but before I could even complete one cycle, my mother took the initiative, raising her head high and then lowering it again.
 

	"Mmm...be gentle...be gentle...do you know how to do it..." My mother let out a soft moan, every word she uttered was soft and lingering, making my whole body itch.
 

	"Ugh...you bastard...why are you so disobedient..." The sobs gradually turned into warm moans. At this moment, the crying was because she couldn't resist the immense pleasure.
 

	My mother's body moved rhythmically, both disjointed and harmonious, as I thrust into her. Her buttocks rose and fell, swaying from side to side, making it hard for me to find my bearings. I tried my best to pry open her tight buttocks, but I still couldn't resist the "acceptance" of my mature mother, who was dominated by desire.
 

	"Hmm... what are you doing, can't you do it properly..." my mother grumbled, anxiously slapping my hand behind her back. But she was still panting softly, her body covered in sweat, seemingly unable to withstand the onslaught, yet her delicate body, like a serpent, guided her private passage to devour my penis, constantly twisting her waist and thrusting her hips.
 

	Finally, she turned around, a faint smile playing on her lips and brows, her peach-blossom eyes sparkling with a captivating allure.
 

	Still basking in the afterglow of pleasure, the mother gradually realized her loss of composure. She no longer had the courage to look me in the eye, only glancing at the boy behind her out of the corner of her eye. Catching my burning gaze, and feeling the young penis penetrating her lower body, her sensitive passage involuntarily began to writhe again, secreting even more lustful fluid.
 

	I felt as if thousands of tiny tentacles were caressing and squeezing my penis, causing an unbearable tingling and itching sensation. I had no time to care about my mother's feelings and began to thrust quickly and powerfully, raising my hips.
 

	"Mmm... be gentle... oh... ho..." the mother pleaded seductively.
 

	Her son's hard penis, as if barbed, kept scraping against the sensitive inner walls of her vagina, making her consciousness almost collapse, and the intense pleasure almost drove her crazy.
 

	"Ah...you're going to die...Li Yuqing..." With each thrust, my mother trembled and moaned uncontrollably. Whether she admitted it or not, her sensitive body at this moment was like a net, filtering out all negative emotions such as shame and anger, leaving only that unspeakable pleasure on it.
 

	"Mmm... slow down..." The continuous pleasure made my mother completely unaware of what was happening to her. She kept moaning softly, and her firm buttocks pressed against my lower abdomen several times, making it almost unbearable.
 

	I couldn't call a halt, nor could I stop my mother's silent compliance, so I dared not look at her face anymore. My gaze was fixed on her crotch, watching a long spear pry open the two doors and squeeze into that narrow passage, squeezing the clear liquid into a murky white paste, hanging at the entrance, hanging on my mother's pubic hair.
 

	Feeling completely satisfied, I couldn't help but let out a low growl: "Mom... I feel so good... I wish it had been like this sooner..." That's when I blurted out without thinking.
 

	As expected, the mother blurted out in shame and indignation, "Ugh...shut up!"
 

	If it had been earlier, I would have been even younger, and the sense of taboo would undoubtedly have been doubled. The folds within my mother's honeypot seemed to become disordered and uneasy because of these absurd words, the temperature rising, the wetness closing in, as if punishing the wicked thing that had committed the boy's evil deeds. However, it was ultimately the woman who first perceived the strange pleasure.
 

	"Oh..." Shu Wan's moan escaped from between her mother's teeth.
 

	Her cheeks were almost touching the table, her buttocks raised high, shifting slightly like a cat finding a comfortable angle, as if trying to expose her sensitive organs as much as possible. I watched clearly as my penis slid out of my mother's vagina, a thin layer of fluid coating it, acting as a natural lubricant. Just as my penis was about to slip out, I would thrust my hips forward, slapping it against my mother's broad buttocks.
 

	White foam seeped out little by little, adhering to the genitals, looking so lewd. "Flooding Jinshan," fluids flowed freely, leaving the crotch a mess.
 

	If it weren't for my penis sticking to and drawing out the pink, tender flesh at the shallow entrance of the woman's vagina, the fertile soil between my mother's legs would have been indistinguishable, a hazy brown blur. This is a man's pride, and a woman's pride as well.
 

	Once the rhythm is set, the mature mother's passage rarely utters any lewd words; instead, muffled panting becomes the main melody, with ethereal moans escaping between them, which, instead of being amplified, stimulate my swollen hardness like drumbeats.
 

	In the midst of our vigorous movements, the hem of my mother's cheongsam, which had been draped over her lumbar spine, slipped down, obstructing my view. But before I could free my hand to lift it, the velvet hem slowly rose from my mother's smooth, glossy buttocks, as if pulled by a silk thread, until it reached her sunken lumbar spine. I looked over and saw that my mother had subtly achieved this effect by tightly gripping the fabric around her waist and abdomen.
 

	Under the light, the fair, mature woman's skin reappeared, shining like a blinding light bulb in the boy's eyes. It was clearly the mother's deliberate exposure of this alluring weapon. This sense of "deliberateness" was even more pronounced than the sheer movement of her buttocks themselves.
 

	Inspired by this, my "courage and passion" surged instantly, transforming into a frantic thrusting of my hips, penetrating the mature woman's honey hole at high speed until I was "numb."
 

	"Ah... um... deep~" Under her son's vigorous lashing, the mother's hair and head thrashed wildly, seemingly unable to bear the torment. She frantically reached back with one hand, as if trying to grasp something, but I took it as her trying to slow my movements and ignored it. But then I thought, it was more like a "call." I grabbed her hand and endured this illicit and violent torment together.
 

	Seeing that I remained unmoved, she let out a "humph" and lowered her hand with a hint of helplessness. However, her upper body continued to thrust back and forth in sync with her son's movements, and she kept moaning softly, seemingly enjoying her son's violation completely willingly.
 

	"Too fast... um... Li Yuqing... oh..." The moaning cries seemed to drift from afar, but the familiar way of addressing her son no longer felt the same. Instead, it carried an endless sense of depravity, an inexplicable sorrow shrouded in lust.
 

	I continued to increase the rhythm and force of my thrusts, the sharp, crisp sounds of flesh colliding echoed, followed by the mature mother's high-pitched trembling, short and sharp, highlighting her sensitivity to the impact.
 

	I habitually act like a fool and pretend to be surprised, saying, "Mom... there's so much water down there..." At the end, I even added a panicked tone, completely like a naive child encountering an unknown situation.
 

	After I finished speaking, my mother paused, then turned and gave me a resentful look. Her tightly pursed lower lips remained motionless, only her eyebrows blinked slightly. After a few moments, I suddenly couldn't sense the emotion in her eyes anymore, but that fleeting gesture contained endless resentment. It was because of my son's "innocent words," and even more so because, when I was distracted by talking, my movements inevitably slowed down.
 

	Before I could resume my vigorous thrusting, my mother suddenly let out a seductive "humph," closed her eyes, and then her vagina tightened, accompanied by a squeezing and releasing of her buttocks. "Ah...ah..." The electric-like trembling moans gradually subsided.

 

	Chapter 89
 

	As her emotions reached their peak, she suddenly stiffened, her vaginal opening contracted sharply, and the inner walls spasmed again, as if completely consumed by pleasure. She instinctively squeezed her legs together, her delicate brows furrowing, revealing a hint of pain, yet uttering only an incomparably seductive moan.
 

	Steam rose from the hem of the cheongsam, carrying a strong, fishy odor, like chestnut blossoms in full bloom in summer, lingering between my mother and me, making the atmosphere in the room even more forbidden and decadent.
 

	She murmured softly, her head tilted back slightly, and I could vaguely see her thin lips parted, emitting suppressed breaths. My mother's honey pot trembled slightly with my thrusts, its moist inner walls tightly gripping my penis, like hands grasping it. I continued thrusting, feeling her increasingly wet honey pot, the slippery touch irresistible.
 

	The mature woman's honey hole seemed to be draining my life force, and a tingling sensation was about to burst out of my glans, so I dared not immediately resume vigorous thrusting. Taking a tactical break is one of the earliest "bad habits" men learn.
 

	However, at this moment, my mother was sensitive to another dimension. Perhaps it was just a mini-orgasmic reaction? Now, the nerves in her vagina were perfectly in sync with my slow movements, allowing her to feel the pleasure intensify. The lingering aftershocks of her vaginal muscles still rippled with pleasure.
 

	"Hoo... Mom..." I cried out from the bottom of my heart, feeling as if my soul had flown to heaven. I wanted to stop and savor this unprecedented pleasure, but I was afraid that the feeling would end abruptly. I continued to push forward inch by inch, guided by my senses, until my entire penis was embedded in my mother's sensitive clitoris. Our lower bodies intertwined, our pubic hairs intertwined in a messy way, becoming indistinguishable, then slowly withdrawing, repeating this back and forth.
 

	"Mmm~" Whether it was the feeling of fullness from her son's now harder penis, or the influence of my embarrassing words, my mother shuddered again, her body tensing abruptly, her long neck arching back as she exhaled. I, too, craned my neck, my large glans pressed against her soft flesh. With each breath, my mother's excited trembling kissed my glans, nearly causing me to ejaculate. I could only desperately try to regulate my breathing to avoid looking too embarrassed.
 

	This unprecedented experience gave me a new understanding of my mother's body. I never expected her body to be so sensitive after an orgasm. I couldn't afford to let my mind wander; my penis clearly felt my mother's vagina involuntarily begin to throb again, secreting even more fluid.
 

	I swallowed hard. I was moving so slowly that my mother was shaking her head erratically, making soft, trembling moans that sounded like sobs. The sound almost choked the boy's soul. Her voice grew softer and softer, with a seductive quality, like a low moan or a groan, making my heart itch unbearably.
 

	I naturally maintained the rhythm, my hands roaming over her sensitive buttocks, feeling her body gradually go limp, her buttocks involuntarily lifting slightly, as if responding to my movements.
 

	The mother's breathing became rapid, her voice broken and tearful: "Li Yuqing, stop... stop... Mom can't take it anymore... um... woo... hmph..." The sobbing was filled with the complex emotions of swallowing, the sound of someone who had suffered a huge shock to her body and mind trying to suppress those shameful thoughts.
 

	However, I was moving very slowly now, or even not moving at all. My mother was using her buttocks to stimulate my penis. The slower I moved, the louder the sound my penis made in her wet, mature vaginal canal became, "squeak, squeak."
 

	I lowered my head, watching my penis thrust in and out of my mother's wet vagina, glistening with her sticky, lustful fluids. I watched as her firm, white buttocks rippled with dense white waves as I pounded into her lower abdomen. My eyes burned with desire, my reason seemingly shattered by the waves of flesh.
 

	I circled back to my earlier words, my mouth agape—only in this way could I match the overwhelming mental and physical excitement of my mind being crushed. Like a rioter trapped in a deep prison, finally freed from his shackles and granted the long-awaited freedom, I asked with surging emotion, "How can there be so much water...?"
 

	My mother turned her face, gave me a complicated look, and her groan broke free from her sobbing, as if she understood certain words. In that instant, as I thrust deeper and deeper with increasing excitement, especially as the head of my penis pressed against the tender, flower-like flesh deep inside, she fell even deeper into a state of confusion.
 

	Her flushed face was almost pressed softly against the table, and her plump buttocks came towards my lower abdomen. A lazy voice with a coquettish response came from her mouth: "Ah, focus... don't worry about it... focus... hmph..." The woman was different at times, switching between coy resistance and indulgent compliance with ease, and never making me feel abrupt.
 

	I watched as my mother, unable to deny her eagerness to be soothed by a penis, still managed to maintain a facade of propriety, speaking in a lustful voice that wasn't actually lewd.
 

	So, after a few thrusts, the red glans pressed against the tender flesh of her opening, his hips no longer moving, and he continued to ask, "...Do all women do this?" I played on the wickedness inherent in men very well. My mother, thinking she was being discreet, swayed her buttocks a few times, a sense of disgust brewing in the trembling of her body.
 

	This time, she didn't need to vent with words; she simply thrust her honeyed buttocks against my lower abdomen with great force, her fertile vagina easily swallowing my son's penis whole. "Ah...hum...oh hum...yes...yes..." Her hostility vanished instantly, and she even responded to my words, seemingly nonchalant. Physical satisfaction was what this woman was focused on at that moment.
 

	The mature mother used all her charms, at least to the highest intensity I could feel; of course, what else followed remained to be explored. Not to be outdone, I displayed youthful vigor, resuming my thrusting movements, filling my mother's honeyed orifice completely. My hard penis plunged into her flower core, making her tender, slippery vagina irresistibly wet. I withdrew completely, then quickly thrust back into the deepest part of her vagina, causing white foam to flow from the entrance. Seeing my mother's round, plump buttocks flushed red from my thrusts, I quickened my pace, causing her body to bounce.
 

	"Ah...uh...ah..." The mother seemed very comfortable.
 

	"No...no what...not all women are this wet..." I asked excitedly.
 

	My mother didn't reply. I could feel her clenching her teeth, and the rise and fall of her hips and buttocks increased, the arc of her hip movements far more intense than before. With each withdrawal of my penis, only the hot glans remained at the entrance of her fertile forbidden land. With each thrust, her tight, moist, mature mother's honey hole instantly swallowed the entire thick, long root of my penis, allowing the hard, fiery glans to frantically pound against the tender, soft flesh deep within her flower cave.
 

	I realized what that meant and gasped, "Mom...you mean you just have more fluid coming out?" This is something that can't be verified, and it doesn't matter whether it's scientific or logical; it's just nonsense uttered under the influence of lust.
 

	My mother didn't reply immediately. Instead, streams of nectar gushed from the small opening between our perfectly joined genitals. As my penis struck the tender flesh at the tip, my mother's moist, hot vagina contracted violently. The folded walls of her vagina gripped my penis with intense undulation and squeezing, sending me into a state of ecstasy.
 

	"Is it good or not..." My mother was probably more aware of my reaction than I was, but I was too caught up in it to notice. Under the "cover" of forbidden pleasure, my mother was able to continue talking. She slowly raised her head and turned her face, a few strands of wet, black hair sticking to her sweaty neck and flushed cheeks.
 

	The mother opened her hazy eyes, her shimmering pupils like misty, deep pools, and gazed at the "man" behind her who had given her an intense, soul-stirring pleasure—her own son, Li Yuqing, in his youthful exuberance. As the tears welled in her eyes and her cheeks flushed, she spoke with a mixture of reproach and resentment, yet her gentle, alluring voice remained: "Hmm…don't talk about your mother like that…do you hear me…hmph…"
 

	It was as if her son's penis ravaging her forbidden zone was the switch that controlled her voice and the movement of her brow. Every thrust and every inch of the flesh intertwining made the mature mother's brow furrow slightly, and made her moan and tremble continuously. The mother's face grew redder and redder, tender and sweet, making her irresistibly lovable.
 

	I felt waves of intense tingling sensation emanating from our point of contact, which further fueled my lust, making my movements increasingly vigorous. I calmly asked, "So much water... is it good or bad...?" I continued to play dumb.
 

	My mother ignored me, too lazy to bother with my laughter or tears. She simply gave me a dismissive glance and turned away. She only wanted to immerse herself in this intoxicating, ecstatic, and almost unbearable pleasure, feeling waves of intense, pleasurable, and sweet sensations wash over her.
 

	"Hmph... Hmph..." The speed of her buttocks rising and falling increased, in a final frenzy. Her undulating, honeyed buttocks were like a pile driver, frantically pounding backward, greedily devouring her son's flesh, creating a wave of white, fleshy waves. "Slap slap slap slap..." The sounds of impact were incessant. My mother's full, round, beautiful buttocks slammed heavily against my lower abdomen.
 

	Each thrust of the penis brought forth a large amount of nectar, and because we were both working so hard, the speed and force were too intense. The nectar overflowing from my mother's honey hole at our point of union splashed everywhere, like rain hitting banana leaves, spreading rapidly.
 

	Perhaps the mother was in the mood, becoming much bolder and more assertive, displaying the responsiveness of a mother who always gives a response. "Hmm...isn't that obvious...uh-huh..." the mother said, accompanied by suppressed groans.
 

	I wasn't sure what I really wanted to hear; I only knew that no matter how my mother responded, I became excited, and each time I felt a sense of anticipation. "Mom... what do you mean... I don't understand..." I shouted, using all my strength to fuck her, my words instinctively sounding like a roar, but I still managed to blurt out the gist: "You mean lots of juice is a good thing, right!"
 

	It was as if, amidst the smoke of battle, I was searching for some reassuring answers. My mother slowed her teasing and turned around; presumably, she needed to reduce the stimulation to speak in a normal tone and expression. But I didn't stop. Before she could even put on a proper expression, I unleashed all my strength, wanting to give her my share as well. Even the tightest honeypot couldn't stop me from passing through at high speed.
 

	My mother naturally assumed I would follow her lead, but she didn't expect this sneak attack. She frowned and suddenly let out a suppressed, delicate groan, biting down with her upper teeth just in time—not to try and suppress her alluring moan, but simply a natural reaction. Then she gave me a flirtatious glare and said, "Annoying."
 

	I wouldn't let my mother adopt a lecturing posture so easily. My crotch was naturally at full power, thrusting deep inside, flesh against flesh, forcing my mother to try to dodge, but she couldn't escape in time. My son's penis had hardly left her forbidden zone, and it hadn't slowed down during this phase either.
 

	She seemed to have given up, simply closing her eyes lightly, clearly enduring, no, enjoying, "Ah, um," alternating between nasal and oral sounds, her moans struggling between release and release, her hums being a sweet, seductive release.
 

	"Hmm... Li Yuqing... Ah..." You, what are you pretending to be ignorant in front of your mother? The words uttered between moans seemed to follow the rhythm of lust, lingering and tender. Every casual sound was enough to plunge the naive son, who was just beginning to experience the allure of women, into an abyss of ecstasy.
 

	"Ah... umm... the more water... you stinky men... ah... won't you get more excited... ahh..." My mother tried to say this quickly and softly, but it was obviously ineffective. This seductive shout was so obvious that she was afraid I wouldn't hear it clearly, and what made me even more excited and almost dizzy was that I could also hear the arrogance and superiority in my mother's voice.
 

	To be honest, I really appreciate a woman who is fully aware of her own charm and believes in showcasing it to men. Especially when that woman is my own mother. What really got me emotionally involved, making me feel like my penis had been hard for a long time, was that term "stinky man." This playful nickname was so delightful; in my teenage mind, it was practically a glorious affirmation from my mother.
 

	In the parent-child relationship, this title means that I am a man in my mother's eyes. It not only signifies my "maturity" and sexual maturity, but also that I am capable of engaging in sexual acts with my mother, possessing a capacity for giving. Of course, it is the act of sexual intercourse that proves I am a man. These two aspects are complementary. Since I am a man in my mother's eyes, it also means that she is capable of serving me with her beauty and satisfying me with her body.
 

	These whimsical thoughts fermented within me, allowing me to experience a rare psychological activity, emotion, and the forbidden sweetness of addiction. Maintaining a parent-child relationship while also being a man—the joy and happiness are indescribable, since there's no precedent to follow. This kind of topic doesn't exist in real society; I believe it resides in hidden places. When you realize you possess a secret happiness, how grateful and fortunate you should be.
 

	Hearing my mother's words spurred me on. With each thrust, I felt my penis rubbing against every inch of my mother's beautiful flesh, then penetrating her not-so-long but tight honeyed passage, slamming hard against her tender clitoris. My large glans pressed firmly into the depths of my mature mother's flesh.
 

	Amidst her continuous moans, my mother raised her body, swaying with the rhythm of my thrusts, silently conveying her desire. I felt her body tighten and heat more intensely, her muscles gripping and urging me to speed up my attacks. Overwhelmed with excitement, I couldn't help but let out a muffled roar, increasing the speed of my thrusts. Deeper penetration, then shallower friction. Before long, my mother, lost in pleasure, arched her head and cried out.
 

	With my heavy thrust, "Ah, ah, ah, hum," my mother groaned, her thighs trembling, arching her back to meet me. The pleasure I felt as a man easily drove a woman to ecstasy, filling her with immense satisfaction and excitement. Beyond the ultimate comfort, this was the added emotional pleasure.
 

	However, after the recent climax, the mother's heart-wrenching sobs and moans were gone; now it felt like returning to the sweet spot, only this time with a touch of seductive allure. But for a young man experiencing a woman's charm for the first time, regardless of the expression, the presence of his mother would always fill him with a thrilling, exhilarating feeling. I had endless anticipation and longing for a woman's reactions. But what was more important was always the real physical touch.
 

	I wanted to touch every part of this woman's body that had feeling. The desire for touch and pleasure is always a byproduct of sex. The ordinary kneading of her buttocks was no longer enough to elicit my mother's "disgust." Under her spontaneous movements, I even felt a sense of provocation.
 

	The clash of their private parts was intense; the pull of the penis against the vagina left the man's glans purplish-red, while the woman's vaginal flesh glowed a vibrant, blood-red. The mature mother's forbidden zone was burning hot. In stark contrast, beneath the smears of blood, the mother's once smooth, white buttocks were faintly visible, yet felt icy cold to the touch. This coolness was invigorating, signifying that the son's sensory nerves had become one with the alluring flesh. More unrestrained than simple, light touches.
 

	Although I could have increased the force, become even rougher, and released my inner rage by using my hands on my mother's ample buttocks, aside from the possibility of it backfiring and causing her resentment, I always preferred the more ordinary "flirtatious" touch, which evoked a woman's shame and unspoken anger. A gentle pinch, a light touch, followed by a gentle caress and stroke, elicited a more genuine and alluring reaction from my mother. She had no choice but to "resist" her son's full contact with her private parts.
 

	The brutal penetration between my legs contrasted with the tender caresses in my hands, a harmonious interplay. My mother bit her lip and turned back, her disheveled hair revealing a complex expression, yet I clearly sensed encouragement. Overwhelmed with passion, I worked with both my legs and hands with vigor, though my hands remained gentle, my excited manipulation of her buttocks making her anus quite prominent.
 

	My perverse sense of humor resurfaced. Limited by my exposure to adult films and novels, I didn't have much knowledge or desire regarding penetration of that area; I even felt a sense of awe and apprehension. But ultimately, it was an extraordinary place. It was the most sordid place, yet it was closest to a woman's most ecstatic cave, imbuing it with a special significance.
 

	I know that any level of touch will evoke the strongest physical and mental reaction in a woman. This is especially true when the woman is my own mother. It's only natural for her vagina to accommodate a man's genitals; my mother probably has even more excuses to justify herself. Right now, her anus is probably the most shameful area; a few light touches, and I believe the forbidden stimulation will be even more intense. I still remember my previous, tentative experiences.
 

	Having penetrated my mother to this point, I've thoroughly explored her honeyed depths, yet my strange urge to possess her remains inexhaustible. It's not that I have any particular fetish; it's just that it's too close to a man's paradise and too far from a woman's defenses. Although I often express my mischief about it, most of the time, my mother doesn't guard up or worry.
 

	I kneaded my mother's round, firm buttocks with both hands, occasionally spreading her buttocks apart. The muscles in her buttocks pulled on her vagina, and each time I spread her buttocks apart, her vagina would open slightly as well. The entry and exit of my penis was visibly smooth, but what I actually felt was the unparalleled wetness and heat inside my mother's vagina.
 

	The layers upon layers of folds and alluring flesh constantly tried to resist any external force from penetrating deeper, but of course, it was futile. From the outside, it was a fertile forbidden zone, a mature and intoxicating cave. Yet, I could always feel myself entering a narrow cave below, filled with man-eating monsters and sticky nectar, the temperature terrifyingly high. For a moment, I seemed unable to feel its presence, perhaps melted by the heat. My penis felt as if it were melting too, almost reaching a state of numbness. Only by continuing to thrust, exerting all my strength, could I maintain a sense of control.
 

	So I quickly proceeded with another "strategy." Spreading my mother's buttocks, I carefully admired her clean anus. Cleanliness meant the absence of any unwanted growth, and it was precisely this cleanliness that aroused my desire. Round and plump, pink and delicate, surrounded by tiny folds radiating outwards. It looked exactly like a chrysanthemum bud, utterly alluring.
 

	Whether it was the intense gaze that made her immediately aware of it or not, it immediately aroused her to squirm in embarrassment. As if because she had been stared at for a few seconds, the mature woman's anus bud shrank shyly.
 

	Sure enough, amidst the intermittent, seductive moans, my mother, not forgetting to bury her head in the sand, subtly thrust her hips in response. She also reached behind her, trying to conceal her rear, but I ruthlessly moved it away. To be honest, if I hadn't deliberately avoided it, my two thumbs would have inevitably touched her.
 

	Following this thought, I repeated my old trick, deliberately caressing it. With each other's movements, my thumb touched another kind of tender, pink flesh, though I didn't make it obvious yet. This little chrysanthemum only naturally and frequently contracted and opened, while its owner was still "dominated" by the pleasure of the vaginal opening.
 

	Seeing this, driven by a surge of physical and mental pleasure, I firmly rubbed this chrysanthemum a few times with my thumb. Stimulated by this "external force," it contracted briefly, then bloomed even more brilliantly. The radiating folds seemed to bulge out, and the deep red inner walls were faintly visible. It seemed that after this rubbing, my mother's anus began to heat up, becoming less tight and more relaxed.
 

	"Ah~ Li Yuqing, you bastard, don't touch there!" my mother cried out, arching her back like a cat whose tail had been stepped on. This sensitivity wasn't just physical, but also psychological. Immediately, my penis clearly felt deep within my mother's beautiful vagina, countless wet and sensitive vaginal muscles contracting wildly, the honeyed passage tight. It bit and gnawed at my penis root buried deep inside her, swallowing and pulling inward, as if trying to keep my penis inside her honeyed passage forever.
 

	At the same time, deep within her tender orifice, her flower bud opened wide, and a torrent of hot, slippery, sticky spring water gushed out, spraying onto the glans of her son, who was pressing firmly against her flower bud. I was somewhat surprised; the woman's emotional "breakdown" actually made her honeypot more sensitive, more fully receiving the friction of the male organ. Moreover, I vaguely sensed that my mother seemed less resistant than usual, because of this reaction. I felt a sense of "the army's morale is usable."
 

	Actually, I didn't continue to be naughty. In that instant, after sensing the difference in my mother's vagina, my penis began to focus on thrusting into her forcefully. The thrusts against her buttocks were muffled and silent. Therefore, my mother didn't turn around to continue scolding me. The repeated, fierce thrusts almost left my mother breathless. She trembled violently, drenched in sweat. Intense pleasure washed over her body like waves, slowly drawing her into a state of blissful surrender.
 

	I suppressed my pleasure and smoothly said, "Mom... what are you saying? Where can't I touch you... I can touch your whole body..."
 

	"Oh... um... can you please stop being so disgusting..." I moved, thrusting my penis quickly and intently a few times. I felt the softness of my mother's vaginal walls, felt her vagina being stretched wider by me. The inside enveloped my penis even tighter, more intimately. "Ouch~", my mother cried out softly, her eyebrows furrowing. The grief and indignation in her eyes intensified, yet there was also a hint of self-reproach and anger.
 

	Then, she opened her eyes in anger, her pupils misty like the surface of a lake after a spring rain. The "man" behind her, the one who had given her such intense, out-of-body pleasure, was her own son, Li Yuqing, a young and vigorous boy. In that moment of near-hysterical excitement, he was also kneading his mature mother's buttocks as if using external force to make that bud bloom. But it reacted quickly, hastily contracting and closing the passage under the boy's gaze.
 

	My mother suddenly felt a chill and whimpered, "No..." her voice trembling with a hint of a sob. She braced one hand against my thigh, but didn't turn around, only gently shaking her head. Her buttocks automatically swayed, but to me it felt more like a natural, accommodating reaction, without any sign of resistance.
 

	My sudden, earnest, yet persistently lewd, "borderline" actions constantly caught my mother off guard. My thumb was at least harassing the brown area at the bottom of her buttocks, rubbing against the edge of her anus. This made my mother's wide hips and waist seem to be struggling, unable to maintain synchronized thrusting. It seemed like an escape, but there was also a certain reluctance inside. Perhaps what she was more reluctant to part with was the constant filling and friction of my penis into her honeypot, a sweet feeling of being tightly enveloped lingering in her heart.
 

	My mother could only hum along with my rhythm, then let the pleasure disrupt her voice, letting out a lyrical sigh, "Hmm, Li Yuqing, don't move... okay... uh-huh..." The owner of this mature and beautiful body returned to the rhythm of seductive moans, each tremor long and drawn out, slowly rising in pitch. But just before reaching a climax, she brought it to a halt with a dreamlike sob.
 

	This cycle repeated itself, echoing and enticing within my mind, stimulating me to savagely defile the passage of my birth with my penis. That was a passage of ecstasy that should never have been opened to my own son. No matter how much she feigned restraint, how much she tried to stop my strange behavior, this body was now intimately familiar enough to embrace everything, its flower path constantly secreting lustful fluids, muddy and slippery. It welcomed and encouraged the boy's recklessness, allowing my penis to thrust unimpeded all the way in, the glans repeatedly striking the tender flesh at the end.
 

	The tremors of the layered passage seemed to spread to my body and soul, uncontrollably shattering them, causing me to moan "mournfully." The way my mother writhed also stirred something within me, making my penis throb violently; I had to forcefully suppress the tingling sensation deep within my nerves to keep it from escaping. Her voluptuous figure possessed the alluring charm of a serpent. When her spine sank to its lowest point, her captivating buttocks rose to their roundest, firmest peak.
 

	My mother turned her head with difficulty. "Uh... ah... don't do anything weird... okay... be serious...!" Her voice was low and trembling, trying to mask her inner panic with a cold tone. But each time I penetrated deeper, her body trembled slightly. So did my thumb, which was roaming at the bottom of her buttocks. Her trembling, seductive moans betrayed her physical reaction.
 

	My mother's cheeks flushed crimson, as if forcibly set ablaze, her eyes filled with both disgust and helplessness. Her thin lips were pressed tightly together, trying to suppress the sounds in her throat, but soft, gasping breaths still escaped, like shameful sounds forced out by pleasure. Her vagina was so tight it felt like it would snap me in two. The slippery inner walls enveloped me, burning hot.
 

	My mind went blank, and my lower body felt like it was about to explode. I was as excited as a wild beast. At this moment, it's a man's nature to do the most vulgar things, as if he can't stand seeing the woman beneath him enjoying herself so "freely," and he wants to break this beautiful moment.
 

	So I pressed my thumb against that chrysanthemum bud, warm and slightly astringent. "Ah...no...don't touch me here...uh-huh..." Her words trailed off, turning into a low, confused, and sensitive moan. She reached out a hand and scratched at the air, but before she could gather her strength, I slightly adjusted my position and thrust forward, my entire body like an arrow released from a bow, directing my rock-hard penis to rapidly pound against my mother's flower core. And that thumb never left her most shameful spot.
 

	The boy's ferocity shattered her resistance. "Hmm...you're crazy...don't do this, Li Yuqing, ahhh." "You...you little beast...", the mother's voice carried a hint of humiliation, her face buried in her arms, her shoulders trembling slightly. I leaned forward, her ears were as red as blood, and her neck was covered in fine beads of sweat, clearly she was extremely ashamed.
 

	A wave of guilt washed over me, but the forbidden thrill was like a poison, making it impossible to stop—I was referring to the wickedness of my thumb. I gasped for breath and whispered, "Mom…I…I won't do anything reckless…"
 

	"Ah...ah...be careful..." my mother moaned tremulously, her voluptuous figure appearing even smaller, shaking beneath me like a submissive wife yielding to her burly husband, her cries bordering on wanton. "Slap slap slap!"
 

	"Ah... um," I asked excitedly, "Mom... how come... you seem to be more... you know... emotional..." As I spoke, I pointed my finger at the chrysanthemum bud. The shy bud was at a loss, unable to escape or open, just like its owner, "heart dead..."
 

	"You little beast..." she retorted defiantly, but her body was already involuntarily becoming more accommodating, her hips arching slightly back as if annoyed by my slow movements. My mind went blank; I was going crazy with excitement. I thrust my hips forward and slammed into her a few times. She groaned softly, lowering her head even further, then seemed to remember something, her voice becoming a little hoarse: "Hmm... don't get any other ideas... hmph."
 

	I knew when to stop, avoiding further stimulating her sensitive spots. My mother's response was incredibly arousing; my mind was filled with images of her body—her smooth, white back, her full hips, and the warmth mingled with her fragrance. My mouth was dry, and my desire for oral sex had reached its peak. Although it wasn't convenient, I still lowered my head and kissed her back, pulling her clothes up slightly with one hand. The movement of the clothes intensified the complex aromas, making it impossible not to want to kiss her—literally.
 

	The smooth skin of her back was hot and damp. Her tongue licked the sweat, which tasted salty, with a hint of her mother's unique flavor, like a sweet, intoxicating aroma. Her mother shifted her shoulder slightly. "Hmm... what are you doing now? It's so annoying..."
 

	I stood up, moved away from my mother's back, and returned to the rhythm of my vagina, panting, "Mom...you feel so good down there...I like it so much...I can't hold back anymore." This trick of "changing the subject" always works, so that my mother won't get annoyed or disgusted by my intrusion into the shameful area at the bottom of her buttocks.
 

	My movements were intense, the force of my penis thrusting in and out causing my mother's vulva to churn and turn a deep red, which vanished almost instantly. The resulting fluids slid down her buttocks, making her sweaty thighs glow white. "Hmm...aren't you satisfied yet...ah...hmm...ah...don't touch anywhere else...uh...did you hear me~?"
 

	The mother turned her head, her face trying to maintain a calm expression, but the overwhelming pleasure lingered above her, making her cheeks visibly flushed and glistening with fine beads of sweat. This rural woman, whose son was already in high school, seemed to have escaped the sculpting of time on her face at this moment, becoming alluringly beautiful. Only her eyebrows and eyes held the mature charm of a woman and the dust of life.
 

	She parted her lips, gazing at me with hazy, alluring eyes, her voice a tearful lament, as if trying to warn me against going too far, yet the pleasure surging from her private parts rendered her speechless. Seeing my mother like this, a silent resistance flowed within me. I no longer cared about the consequences; my mind was filled with the image of her bending over, her buttocks high in the air, her wet vulva glistening, her anus slightly contracting, as if teasing me.
 

	I tried to speed up the pace, each thrust making her body tremble, her delicate brows furrow, her breathing becoming increasingly erratic, her mouth uttering seductive moans: "Ah...uh...what are you doing...oh...oh gently...um..."
 

	Long Ting was agitated, his forbidden desire burning like fire. One hand pinched her buttocks, the other roamed the cleft without striking, his hips thrusting violently, as if trying to ignite all the pent-up lust he had never felt in his life. His mother's legs were spread wide, revealing a garden of spring between her plump hips, her thick labia forming a wanton shape. Everything about her displayed the maternal instincts and desires of a woman's lower body to the fullest extent.
 

	But what could I do? My mother was a mature woman, and her private parts were mature sexual organs, seemingly capable of absorbing the most brutal male power in the world. I wished my penis could grow ten centimeters longer and thicker, so I could penetrate the area that terrified her.
 

	"Mom...can I keep going hard on you here...?" This was, as usual, a double entendre; I meant, can we still do this in the future? Although I knew that at this point I might not be able to "resist," I still wanted to hear a definite answer, which is part of the fun in sex.
 

	My mother turned her face slightly back, but through her wet hair, I could see that she was panting and occasionally letting out suppressed moans through her teeth, her pearly teeth biting her lower lip, "Hmm... Hmph... Don't ask such questions..."
 

	"I am...your mother...um..." She almost bit her entire red lip into her mouth. Her eyelashes drooped slightly, and her starry eyes were filled with mist, but I didn't know if the humming from her mouth counted as consent. It was already exciting enough.
 

	I quickly replied, of course, my efforts in my crotch never diminished, as if everything was based on pleasure.
 

	


Chapter 90
 

	As I watched my tender yet erect, wet penis slide in and out of my mother's vagina, I asked, "Mom...do you agree...I...I can still put it in here in the future..."
 

	"Mmm...mmm..." The response I received was still a charming moan, along with the swaying of her plump buttocks.
 

	Suddenly she remembered something, and slapped my thigh a few times, scolding, "Don't talk so rudely... and... um... do you even see me as your mother anymore... ah~" Her words were harsh, but her voice was very soft, with a hint of husky charm. Her profile was as red as fire, her eyes were half closed, her eyelashes trembled like butterfly wings, but her lips were clenched tightly, as if she was desperately holding on to the last bit of her composure.
 

	Lost in the pleasure, I unconsciously moved my thumb to her anus, saying, "What about here?" Fueled by excitement, I pressed my fingertip directly against it. The lines on it seemed to be imprinted on my fingerprints, a precise focus. My delicate touch couldn't penetrate this shameful area, nor did it cause the woman any pain, but my mother felt it clearly, instantly overwhelmed by discomfort and unease.
 

	"Ah...you beast...I told you not to touch here..." My mother shuddered violently, letting out a low moan, as if in pain or something else. At that moment, her secret place was so tight that it made my scalp tingle, and every twitch felt like dancing on a knife's edge, stimulating me so much that my whole body trembled.
 

	My mother suddenly slapped my hand away, her anus bursting open like a blooming flower, then her buttocks trembled and contracted. Her defense mechanism made her want to shrink back into her body, completely sealing this shameful opening to avoid the unease of being coveted. My mother's buttocks tightened, her waist arching upwards, like the instinctive reaction of a beautiful snake struck at its vital point, her firm buttocks thrusting forward as if in escape, almost completely expelling my penis.
 

	"Are you looking for death... Li Yuqing!" Mother shouted angrily, then turned around and glared at me with eyes that looked like they wanted to kill. But beneath the anger in her eyes, there was a hint of weakness, as if she was struggling with something. This was because I had not actually suffered any physical pain, and my actions were not intended to be violent or humiliating; it seemed that I was leaving room for maneuver.
 

	What was there for me to fear at this point? I felt I was within my "bottom line" when she attacked, and the ecstasy I felt had already numbed my perception of my mother's emotional displeasure. Now I even felt a strange sense of accomplishment, as if I had done something I was proud of. That was seeing my mother, who had been the embodiment of authority in my past life, in such a moment of fear and helplessness, forcibly maintaining her composure while her entire being had already been desecrated by her son.
 

	Crushing authority, taboos, and beauty—while the consequences may not be good, that moment is undeniably intoxicating. Thinking about this, I couldn't help but feel a chill run down my spine. No wonder some people have sadistic tendencies…
 

	This time, I stopped pretending. I didn't apologize, respond, or admit my mistake. Seeing my mother trying to stand up straight, my penis could only penetrate halfway into her vagina. I gently pushed her back, a gentle movement that made her eyes look confused, mixed with shock.
 

	I gritted my teeth and thrust forward, my penis disappearing into my mother's tender, fertile vulva, like a red-hot iron rod cutting into cheese, finally regaining the feeling of complete penetration. "Ah... you bastard... I haven't said anything yet... um..." My mother's words were cut short by a long moan, her body shuddered violently, and her vagina contracted sharply, almost making me ejaculate on the spot.
 

	I gritted my teeth, stubbornly holding back from ejaculating, and gasped, "Mom... is this not okay... isn't it supposed to be comfortable for everyone...?"
 

	"Um...no...you little beast...ah...how disgusting you are...ah...even your dad isn't as bastard as you..." She was panting, her voice broken and intermittent. The last half of her sentence was spoken in a very low voice, but I heard it all. It had a hint of gritted teeth.
 

	I paused for a moment, the image of my father flashing through my mind. I have to say, mentioning him intensified the satisfaction and indescribable pleasure. Mentioning my father amplified all the concepts—besides the incestuous relationship, his status as a wife and mother, his age—making the taboo intensify and amplifying all my physical and mental feelings. I also felt a desire to continue pursuing this, and a competitive and ambitious mentality was spreading.
 

	My hands unconsciously gripped her buttocks tightly, kneading them forcefully. The two mounds of flesh deformed slightly in my hands, so soft they seemed about to melt, yet so bouncy I couldn't hold them; only her buttocks swayed as I thrust into them.
 

	I asked in a low, halting voice, "How...how have I been a jerk? How many times have we...and how many times have you and Dad done it...?"
 

	"Ah, oh..." Perhaps stimulated by my words, my mother suddenly let out a high-pitched, unrestrained moan. Her crotch and her son's penis seemed to be drawn together, no matter how she moved, they remained intertwined, making her posture more and more skillful. The amplitude of her body's rise and fall increased, her round, beautiful buttocks and soft waist twisting in an astonishingly lewd arc, her uncovered body like glowing white jade.
 

	"Ouch, it's so numb... be gentle... um... what nonsense are you talking about... how can they be the same... um..."
 

	"Mmm...you're so thick..." A moan escaped the mother's lips, her alluring profile filled with intoxicating pleasure, her peach-blossom eyes glazed over, her small mouth slightly open, emitting seductive breaths. This seductive demeanor was simply captivating, enough to drive anyone mad.
 

	Ignoring my own foolishness, I continued, "Hmm...it's definitely different...Mom...I'm a young person..."
 

	"Mmm, young...but...bad...uh-huh..." The mother let out a moan unexpectedly, both soft and numb, a different kind of seductive moan, not just a pure groan of succumbing to lust.
 

	"Slap slap slap," "Squeak squelch squelch..." The sounds of splashing water, interspersed with the occasional loud and crisp thuds of flesh colliding, echoed through the office, stirring up endless, sensual desires. Each time such sounds were heard, they elicited a moan from my mother, her soft, sweet voice, like a plaintive weeping, devoid of its usual authority, filled with boundless lust. Without a doubt, listening to these sounds and watching my mother's round buttocks swaying seductively, my penis, even without stimulation from her vagina, would probably ejaculate prematurely after a while.
 

	"Mom...actually, you're the one who's really lucky...to have such a young man serving you..." I said, my penis wanting to use the last of my strength to thrust deeper and deeper, pounding against her flower bud. My mother's moans grew louder and louder, her mouth unconsciously calling out, "Mmm...ah...pah! Shameless bastard...mmm...young man...maybe he's not very good at it..."
 

	These words, spoken in a coquettish tone, not only highlighted the mother's dominant posture as a mature woman in matters of sex, but also unabashedly revealed her physical desires. Looking at my mother, who had given birth to me and raised me for over ten years, that typical virtuous wife and loving mother, beneath me, exuding a seductive charm and radiating femininity, the stark contrast enveloped me tightly. I was so excited that I could hardly breathe, feeling my chest stubbornly heating up and swelling in a suffocating state.
 

	I grinned mischievously and said, "Really? But I feel like you're feeling pretty comfortable right now, Mom..."
 

	"Pah~ Uh-huh... No... It's all... It's all just to satisfy you, you stinky thing... Ahh..." The mother slowly let out a seductive moan.
 

	But her body betrayed her; her vagina grew increasingly wet, the suction of the inner walls making me feel drained with every movement. In contrast, after those few words, I truly felt my youthful image becoming more and more apparent. Although my thrusting was vigorous, it felt incredibly clumsy, my movements chaotic. But my mother was an experienced woman; her hips always moved rhythmically backward, as if deliberately teaching me the rhythm, or softening my inexperience, striving to give herself the best and most suitable experience.
 

	I could only feel the tender flesh inside my mother's honeypot wrapping around my penis in rings, rhythmically contracting and undulating. This position is inherently man-dominated, which is already highly stimulating for men, especially when the object of their sexual encounter is their own mother. This is enough to turn any gentleman into a beast. Yet, there's always that illusion of the woman taking the lead…
 

	A tingling, itchy sensation surged from deep within my penis, so pleasurable it made me squint, yet at other times it filled me with apprehension. My mind went blank, and I gripped her buttocks tightly, unable to control her irresistibly seductive writhing. I growled, "Mom...don't do this...I can't take it..."
 

	My mother remained silent, turning her head slightly to the side as if to give me a look, before naturally lowering her head again. Her shoulder blades were prominently protruding, her delicate body as limp as a puddle of mud, ready to collapse onto the table at any moment. Yet, her buttocks seemed to be heaving even more vigorously. Her womanly body, as soft as water, released its resilience and strength, carrying a hint of deliberate provocation.
 

	"Hmm...what's wrong...uh...no...didn't you say you're young...are young people really so lacking in stamina..." my mother said softly. Her voice was like a whisper in the hazy night, delicate and affectionate, intoxicating and lingering in the air. It carried a slight, soft chuckle, both reserved and captivating, as if silently pulling me into a mesmerizing dream, making me want to drown in it without hesitation.
 

	I trembled to the very depths of my soul. I let out a long breath…
 

	I straightened up, and with a spirited movement, began to thrust forcefully, one stroke at a time. I was actually giving it my all, but I was more focused, feeling every detail of the penis penetrating my vagina, fully experiencing the tingling sensation from the folds of the vaginal walls scraping against the coronal sulcus, each time reaching deep into my honey hole.
 

	"Ah," the mother groaned contentedly, tilting her head back. Her rounded buttocks seemed to come alive, taut and relaxing with each thrust, tracing alluring curves. At the same time, the young male organ, like a battering ram, penetrated deeply and forcefully into her deepest recesses with each stroke, the glans slamming fiercely against her delicate and sensitive clitoris, bringing waves of tingling pleasure straight to her brain.
 

	Each thrust from her son felt like a blow to her heart. Her slippery love juices increased with each thrust, gradually transforming from a few drops into a flowing stream of spring water—a common occurrence.
 

	My mother turned to look at me, seemingly unable to resist saying something, but unable to bring herself to speak. I could almost feel the warm breath from her panting on me. Her eyes grew increasingly unfocused, and finally she closed them tightly, biting her lip in a daze, and lowered her head again.
 

	"Then let Mom see the stamina of a young man. I'll keep going until dawn..." Overwhelmed by pleasure, what wouldn't I say? This also reveals my childish nature. "That's impossible." Actually, I firmly believed it, and at that moment, I truly had such a plan...
 

	"Ah...don't brag, uh...um...I'm not going to go crazy with you...ah..." My mother let out a breath that was almost unexpected. It sounded like she really would risk her life for him. That image of a mature mother's desire was simply irresistible. Shouldn't she be responding with a sense of evasion, instead, it sounded like she was going along with it.
 

	At this point, to create a different experience, you always have to say or do something extra.
 

	I said, "Mom... I have a lot of stamina... You don't believe me... After I'm done here... I can do this here too..." As I spoke, my wicked thumb swept over my mother's anus again.
 

	She let out a soft moan, her body arching, "Get out! I'll beat you to death... Ugh... If you touch me again..." She angrily slapped my hand away, but I didn't persist and slid back to her buttocks.
 

	I hissed and exclaimed in surprise and excitement, "Mom, your lower part is so much tighter...it's squeezing me really hard..."
 

	"You bastard, it's none of your business... um... ah..." Although I felt she hadn't finished speaking, I could also sense the smugness in her words.
 

	I'm delighted. A mature woman should have the demeanor of a mature woman. She should know that, compared to an inexperienced high school student, she can say some big things and has characteristics that can make the other person fall in love with her, from her appearance to her private parts.
 

	Suddenly, the mother paused, finally coming to her senses. Her wicked son's perverse amusement had not disappeared; in fact, an even more terrifying thought was brewing in her mind.
 

	My mother spoke up, "Tsk... Can you please stop doing disgusting things to your mother..." Her voice was angry, yet hoarse and low, like wisps of cloud scattered by the wind, carrying a hint of trembling and uncertainty. She turned her head, and I couldn't see her expression through her messy hair, but I could feel her peach-colored eyes staring straight at me, as if trying to see through my soul.
 

	I dared not utter a sound, my heart pounding like a drum, afraid that her next words would be a scolding, or a rational remark to calm us both down. I quickly "shifted my gaze," terrified that I would lose even my core right to happiness.
 

	I held her buttocks, thrusting into her. "Hoo...you're so hot...so tight inside..." Whether it was tight or not, I didn't really have a reference point; it's a man's natural talent for saying things, so it's just how it is, whether it's fact or just for fun. Anyway, my penis felt the wet, hot flesh around my mother's vagina like countless tiny mouths greedily massaging, squeezing, and sucking every inch of my penis, especially the coronal sulcus and the head of my penis deep inside. I felt so good I almost melted into this boundless pleasure, my soul floating away.
 

	I don't know what her mother was thinking, but she couldn't help but frown. "Hmm... be gentle... isn't this enough for you to do?" Her tone was quite helpless.
 

	I thrust harder and harder, each time leaving only a small portion of my glans exposed at the entrance of her plump, fish-like mouth before violently inserting my entire male organ to the root, wantonly lashing out at the mature, beautiful woman before me, the woman destined to be called "mother" in my life. Putting aside her lewd words and actions, one could still see the air of a virtuous wife and loving mother in her eyes.
 

	"Mmm... Ahh... You're just tormenting your mother... Ah... Li Yuqing, how could you be so bad... Mmm..." My mother could clearly feel that every time I charged forward, it was like a hot knife through butter, hitting her hardest spot. The hard shaft, covered with blue veins, stretched open her valley, constantly rubbing against her tight flesh, and the huge glans violently pounded against her tender and supple flower core deep inside.
 

	I continued my emotional outpouring, "Mom...hearing your voice...I can hardly bear it..."
 

	"Mmm...ah...shut up...be gentle...be gentle...mmm..." The alluring moans gradually filled the room. At first, my mother tried to suppress them, but as I fiercely lashed her, she could no longer restrain herself. In the end, she even began to sob softly with a mournful and plaintive tone.
 

	However, their reactions to each other prove that all that talk about being gentle or slow was just empty words.
 

	But I still said, "Mom...did I hurt you...?" I quickly reduced the intensity of my thrusting and slowly stopped, saying with apology and tenderness, "I'm sorry, Mom, I was just holding it in so much, and you're so alluring to me...I couldn't control my strength...did I hurt you?"
 

	I was being too hasty in saying this. I recalled the first immersive "voyeurism" that sparked my twisted thoughts: my mother beneath my father, her delicate, pitiful cries of pain—not just pure pain, but the image of her as a submissive woman, completely surrendered—was imprinted on my young mind. I captured the embodiment of male virility and female allure. At that time, I thought I wanted to become that kind of man, and that woman, my mother, would also strike that pose under my virility. Yes, because she was my mother, the difference in our age and status would bring a more intense experience to the same scene.
 

	Now I'm "anxious," eager to realize that twisted idea as soon as possible, hence this naive question. In reality, I can sense that my mother didn't experience any physical pain from beginning to end.
 

	Of course, I am not discouraged. Even if the hardware is not up to par, I can increase the time spent and the intensity. Young people always feel that their passion and strength are abundant and that they can achieve anything that can be accomplished by strength alone.
 

	"Hmm...uh..." After a slight hesitation, I sensed that my mother was stunned and confused, but she didn't answer. Instead, her pert, round buttocks pushed back very slightly, making me feel a little embarrassed.
 

	Seeing this, I understood and continued thrusting, but with much smaller movements and a slower pace. As a result, my mother became even more silent, her body seemingly calming down suddenly.
 

	"Mom, would this be a better pressure..." We both knew it wasn't right. What's this called? I'm supposed to play along, but I'm pretending not to see. We're both knowing the truth but acting dumb. I could feel her vagina relax, leaving my penis with only a slippery sensation. Even if she wanted to thrust in response, the range of motion was limited, and she didn't dare to be so unrestrained for the time being.
 

	"Ah... um... whatever..." My mother seemed a little taken aback, and her tone sounded somewhat reluctant. The implication behind it gave me a novel experience. Sometimes I really admire my mother's "words." The word "whatever" carried a certain implication, and the resentful tone intensified the implication.
 

	Looking down, his mother's moist lips, like a greedy mouth, constantly overflowed with glistening, lustful fluid. The folds of her lips, facing the hard yet gently moving boy's penis, seemed to consciously and autonomously suck and lick, the layers of tender red flesh surging rhythmically before his eyes, as if impatiently wanting to swallow the huge object before him. Then quickly spitting it out, then swallowing it again, forming a restless, fleshy mass.
 

	"Hmm... Li... Hmm..." the mother murmured as if in a daze, the sound seeming to be squeezed out from between her teeth, as if she wanted to say something but couldn't.
 

	I have a knack for being "clueless about romance," remaining unhurried and leisurely. Little did I know that my mother-in-law was already restless and about to unleash her pent-up desire.
 

	But though the child remained silent, there were other paths. I could only feel my mother's flower path gradually gaining rhythm; as her alluring flesh kissed and nibbled at my penis, it felt as if she were gently massaging it with her small hands. This extreme experience quickly gave me a tingling, itchy feeling, and I longed to immediately unleash my power with full force.
 

	This slow, deliberate savoring of the sensation amplified my mother's senses more than tenfold. Her vagina, already exceptionally sensitive from the previous night's orgasm, felt like a million ants were gnawing at the walls of her vagina with this gentle penetration. The intense pleasure caused her entire vagina to convulse repeatedly, her labia like a greedy mouth enveloping and biting my son's tender yet erect penis.
 

	Honey-like fluid betrayed me, seeping from the entrance of her vagina, which was tightly blocked by my penis, the entrance pulsating. I could feel that this mature woman's private parts were already very greedy and impatient. I was so turned on by the pleasure that I couldn't stop breathing heavily.
 

	"Hmm... Huff..." He placed his hands on his mother's buttocks, leaving clear marks.
 

	I let out another satisfied "hiss," filled with contentment, praise, and the irresistible charm of a young boy facing his mature mother: "Mom, your pussy really bites..."
 

	Noticing my exaggerated movements, my mother, who had been supporting herself on the table with her forearms, switched to supporting herself with her palms. As a result, her upper body was slightly raised along with her forearms, making her shoulders appear as if they were about to burst through her clothes, giving her a very imposing and towering appearance. Her clothes slipped down around her waist, covering part of her buttocks.
 

	She turned her head, glanced at me, and then seemed more focused on her clothes and hair. Standing so gracefully, with a deep lumbar spine and a perfectly rounded bottom, she casually tugged at her clothes again with one hand, as if she would only be satisfied when she saw her buttocks completely exposed.
 

	These actions were incredibly arousing, and the slow thrusting stopped abruptly in my dazed, dumbfounded state, but the woman before me wasn't angry. Only after these little gestures did my mother look at me.
 

	She smiled slightly, her eyes seemingly holding alluring little hooks, her lips slightly pursed, and with a flick of her eye, her gaze was filled with love. Every smile and frown was captivating, and that familiar, alluring face carried a hint of flirtatiousness. Her raised eyebrows and the corners of her lips seemed to be smiling, but it lacked the unique intimacy and peace that my mother possessed. It drew a chasm between us—a distance that seemed very close but was actually not so close.
 

	Then I felt that this was always how she was, and that she would eventually act this way in front of me. Her eyelids blinked, and the spring-like allure in her eyes was almost dripping with moisture, incredibly seductive. Beads of sweat covered her forehead and the tip of her nose, her red lips were slightly parted, and her whole being exuded a languid satisfaction and contentment after being completely conquered and filled—wait, no, it was more like the achievement and superiority of her subduing the little boy.
 

	The more dazed I became, the more my mother laughed; the more I trembled from the pleasure of the penis, the more alluring she became. I could even hear her sickening giggles echoing in my mind just by looking at her.
 

	My mother glanced again at our intertwined bodies, though of course she couldn't turn around completely and couldn't see anything; it was merely symbolic. My mother spoke softly, without any seductive tone, but rather as naturally and calmly as possible, though ultimately tinged with a hint of shyness.
 

	"Is Mom's lower body that tight... so you can't even move?" Our faces were a little distance apart, not intimately close, but I could feel the faint hiss of her breath as she spoke, like a snake's tongue brushing against the hair on the back of your neck. Her seemingly ordinary words were like honey-soaked hooks, drilling straight into the depths of your ear. I felt my blood boiling. As my mother spoke, her lower body seemed to be actively tightening around my penis.
 

	When his mother spoke again, her voice was nasal and sticky, "Fool, do you still want to go home...? My back aches all night..."
 

	I was momentarily captivated by the rare look on my mother's face. On the surface, I remained unmoved by her words, but inside, I was surging with emotion. In a moment of surprise, she gently protested by pushing me away—yes, using her ample buttocks, a very alluring part of her body.
 

	I couldn't hold back any longer. I pressed down on my mother's buttocks and used my lower abdomen to push her waist down, then began to thrust rapidly. Her beautiful hole was caught off guard and flipped inside out, with her juices splashing out from time to time.
 

	"Ugh...annoying...uh..." my mother exclaimed, yet it was filled with pleasure. In that instant, I saw my mother smiling with her eyes closed, letting out soft moans and gasps, her disheveled hair fluttering in front of her beautiful face. Her eyes were tightly shut, her brows slightly furrowed, and her hands clenched into fists again; anyone who didn't know better would think she was suddenly in pain. Her two long, beautiful legs involuntarily bent inwards, but her round, plump buttocks unconsciously and precisely matched the thrusting of her son's penis.
 

	"Mom, have you been wanting me to speed up and increase the intensity for a while now?"
 

	She lifted her head from her shoulders, her hair swaying, an air of elegance tinged with a sensual, almost physical, indulgence. Then she lowered it again, her body stretching gracefully.
 

	"Oh...uh...slower..." she said, her legs trembling as she could only stick her buttocks out higher, as if afraid of making it difficult for her son to enter and exit. Her breasts were almost touching the table, and the slow process of her lowering revealed how unrestrained this woman was, her proud breasts swaying back and forth on the table with her clothes on.
 

	Her body trembled violently, her face buried in her arms, emitting intermittent moans that were indistinguishable between pain and pleasure. Her brows were furrowed, the fine lines at the corners of her eyes deepening with her contorted expression, yet at a moment they suddenly relaxed, as if filled with some kind of ecstasy. Her shoulders heaved with each sob, but her legs curled gently, her toes pointed, as if resisting yet yielding to something. Her head tilted back, her neck forming a graceful arc, a gesture that resembled both weeping and a bewildered sigh.
 

	"Mmm...no...ah..." The seductive moans only served to ignite my boundless energy.
 

	Suddenly, the alluring flesh of my mother's honeypot gripped me tightly. Her plump buttocks trembled uncontrollably, and her fragrant, tender buttocks lifted up with a whoosh. Her tight, moist honeypot spasmed, gripping my penis tightly.
 

	I thrust my penis rapidly in and out of her vagina, feeling a surge of pleasure and like a mighty general. Each thrust was accompanied by the scent of my mother's lovely brown labia and the lustful fluids secreted from her body. My mother truly exemplified the saying that women are made of water. Copious amounts of vaginal fluid seeped from our tightly joined bodies, soaking her buttocks and inner thighs, reflecting a glistening, erotic light as she trembled.
 

	My heart skipped a beat, and I asked directly, "Mom... how come you still have so much water?"
 

	"Uh... Ah... Shut up..." My mother slapped my thigh a few times in embarrassment and anger, but I could only watch helplessly as she tried to pinch me.
 

	My mother's shame and anger made me retaliate by thrusting even harder. Each time I passed through that tight passage, scraped against those fleshy rings and folds, and pressed heavily against the flower bud, the fleshy walls almost couldn't withstand the pressure and sank in. After reaching the bottom, I rubbed against the flower bud a couple of times before pulling out.
 

	With each thrust of the boy's fierce penis, the mother's heart pounded in her throat. The usually dignified and mature mother went limp under her son's rod, her beautiful legs trembling and unable to relax, only held up by my grip on her buttocks. Her full, mature body slid before my eyes with each thrust, her high breasts heaving despite the clothes binding them, her dark hair breaking free and cascading down her cheeks.
 

	Looking at my mother, her hair disheveled, her face flushed, and her juices flowing freely, I felt a sense of satisfaction. The penis that had grown from her body was making my mother, who gave birth to me, moan incessantly, giving me a rebellious pleasure that I could never get from any other woman.
 

	At the same time, the mother suddenly twisted her body violently and struggled to say, "It's so numb... Ugh... Hmph... I won't do it anymore... Ah... Get up... Hmm... Yuqing, be gentle..." The mother's voice was trembling, with a hint of crying and a touch of coquettishness.
 

	In the heat of the moment, I could no longer perceive the details inside her vagina; hearing that familiar, trembling, sobbing moan was the key to sustaining my erection. Unless you're consciously savoring it, a woman's pre-orgasm state is something a penis can't truly feel. Because I was also thrusting rapidly, I was blocking out the changes inside my mother's vagina.
 

	Of course, I could feel that the woman in front of me was getting hotter and redder, with fine beads of sweat on her buttocks and lumbar spine, and glistening, oily sweat seeping out of her cheeks and lingering there.
 

	The moans weren't loud, but they were sharp and high-pitched, filled with a sense of utter depravity. "Ah...uh...um...no...no...Li Yuqing...hmmhh..." they rose higher and higher, before finally fading into silence. The sounds couldn't match the immense pleasure below. When the climax came, she was almost dizzy with ecstasy. The sensitivity that had overwhelmed all defenses returned to the depths of her honeyed cave as the moans subsided.
 

	"Hmm...uh...uh-huh." The mother was trembling and shaking her head in a daze, but she was still able to free her hands to press against my thighs, while her honey buttocks greedily devoured her son's penis.
 

	I felt like I was about to jump up. As I penetrated to the very end, the head of my penis pressed tightly against her moist, juicy core, and I swayed my hips, kneading and rubbing it as if I wanted to pierce through that tender flesh. Deep inside, I could feel the hot, gushing nectar pouring over my head. My mother's tender flesh clung tightly to my penis, convulsing spasmodically, so beautiful that my legs went weak and my bones felt like they were melting.
 

	So, taking advantage of the moment when everyone was caught up in the ecstasy of pleasure, I recklessly said, panting, "Should we take a break...?" My hips, however, were moving wildly, my hard penis thrusting deep into my mother's honey pot and then quickly withdrawing, greedily enjoying this forbidden pleasure.
 

	"Mmm...uh...no," the mother sobbed. In fact, as I pulled my penis out halfway, her vagina gripped and sucked my penis even tighter than usual. The intense pleasure from the friction between the mother and son's genitals sent shivers down my spine, as if my soul was about to leave my body.
 

	Then I saw her buttocks suddenly contract and close together; I could feel the pressure on the edge of my fingers. After they pressed tightly together, the alluring curve was gone, but with my mother's moans, the area around her buttocks seemed to ignite, trembling noticeably. In my eyes, it looked as if her buttocks were clapping, and I could even hear a clapping sound. I could sense a small, intense turmoil brewing in that area.
 

	With this reaction, my mother's honey pot gripped my penis even more frantically, trembling but with unwavering strength, though her own buttocks had stopped moving. I felt my essence rapidly draining away, being drawn away by my mother's private opening.
 

	In a moment of utter irrationality, I desperately pried open my mother's already closed buttocks, revealing her chrysanthemum bud at the bottom of her cleft. I rubbed it wantonly with my thumb, and brazenly cried out, "Mom... let me touch this, okay..." My penis still dutifully ravaged my mother's vagina.
 

	"Hmph...no..." My mother's sobs were filled with a desperate panic, yet also with an unusual sensitivity; she was unable to do anything to stop it. Only the tight grip of her vaginal walls on my penis was so intense, as if the trembling from her buttocks was transmitted back to her private parts, the entrance of her vagina, the passage—I could feel every inch of her vaginal flesh trembling wildly.
 

	Next, we had a tacit understanding of "mutual attraction." This was an inspiration I received from Japanese adult films; it seemed that suddenly withdrawing my penis at this moment would allow her to experience the full extent of her orgasm. Of course, the underlying thought was that I really wanted to take a break. Coupled with the intense trembling and contractions of her vagina, which almost squeezed me out, I felt something about to gush out, naturally picturing that dreamlike squirting scene. A voice told me that I had to pull out, not to block the passage. But with my mother, perhaps she was afraid that I would really be reckless and had to try to escape; or perhaps, on the verge of orgasm, she needed my penis to be withdrawn, to give her vagina one last all-around stimulation, leading to release.
 

	Just like that, she suddenly stopped panting and moaning, and thrust her buttocks forward without hesitation. Of course, I also took the opportunity to pull out.
 

	A barely audible "pop" sound, like a bottle cap being popped open. My wet penis bounced in mid-air, as if I would ejaculate if it sank deeper into my mother's vagina for another second; and to my astonishment, my mother's legs and thighs trembled and shook, slowly at first, then faster.
 

	She braced herself against the table with one hand to keep from collapsing, while her other hand tightly covered her mouth. But the seductive sobs that seemed to shatter the boy's chest, "Mmm...uh...hum...uh," escaped her mouth with the trembling of her body, sounding even more vivid. The mother's voice trembled like a snapping string, jarring yet alluring.
 

	Her body convulsed, her waist arched, her buttocks tightened, her muscles rippled like waves, and her private parts spasmed, spurting out a lot of liquid, but not in one splash or continuous spray, but in a few small splashes the size of peanuts, splashing onto the ground and forming strange watermarks, like puddles after rain, crystal clear and lewd.
 

	This, ironically, excited me. I breathed heavily, my eyes wide, not daring to miss a single detail. I felt it was more real, truly feeling the honey-like fluid brewing from a woman's private parts after experiencing immense pleasure. Like my mother, it wasn't overly flamboyant, but always felt genuine and profound. It splashed out, perfectly complementing the woman's pleasure. That strong feminine scent, mixed with a salty aroma, filled the office, leaving my mind blank.
 

	As the liquid splashed, the mother seemed unable to suppress the sounds coming from her mouth any longer, or I felt she would die from the repression. She needed an outlet for her emotions. "Hmm...uh...woo...uh...uh...hum...hum...hum..." She kept sobbing as if she was enduring great grievances.
 

	Seeing and hearing this, I no longer cared about the shock of the mature mother's orgasm reaction, and quickly thrust my still somewhat viable penis towards her buttocks. But because she was half-standing, her vagina was no longer clearly visible, and not by my intention, my penis ended up pressing against her anus.
 

	Now there's no way to clear this up, no matter what. The contraction and resistance above instantly activated, as if this little chrysanthemum bud could feel the uninvited guest pressing against it, which was more aggressive than the thumb from before and more likely to bring a terrible feeling.
 

	"Waaah... Hmph... No..." The mother's sobs intensified, perhaps due to panic. She shook her head desperately, her body trembling even more violently. Her trembling vulva bloomed brightly with a red hue, gushing forth its tenderness as if it too had been stimulated, as if it were telling me, "Come in here, this is my home."
 

	The mother finally turned around, her hair and face even wetter than before, as if tears were as well as sweat, making her look incredibly delicate.
 

	"Ugh... Li Yuqing... what more do you want... isn't that enough for you down there... ugh..." Her voice became hoarse, with a sob squeezed from deep in her throat. She pressed her hand against my thigh, her eyes swollen and red with tears, staring at me blankly. In those eyes, besides an incomprehensible frustration, there was a subtle emotion I couldn't decipher. It wasn't simple disgust, nor utter despair, but a mixture of shock, shame, anger, helplessness, and even a hint of unspeakable... pity? Or perhaps, a deeper, more taboo subject that had been touched?
 

	An even more wicked and forbidden temptation arose within me. I don't know if it was because my glans had been soaking in her wet vagina for too long and was too slippery, or if it was because my mother's anus was contracting and creating a suction force. As if possessed, I gripped my mother's buttocks and thrust my glans forward, inserting it a tiny bit... It would be a lie to say that I felt any physical pleasure; it was just that my wicked sense of pleasure was greatly satisfied... To be honest, this was just a small accident. I didn't have any intention of going all the way in yet, but I thought that just a little taste would still arouse my mature mother's embarrassment and shame.
 

	"Hiss~ Ah! You're asking for it..." Mother frowned, her voice sharp as she hissed, her buttocks clenching tightly. "Get out! You bastard!" Mother finally couldn't hold back any longer, her voice almost a shrill scream, the seductive allure of her orgasm completely gone. Like a wounded female beast, she quickly turned around, grabbing my arm, her nails almost digging into my flesh. She was very strong, so strong that it hurt me a little.
 

	I quickly admitted defeat, "Mom... I didn't... I didn't mean it... I just bumped into it by accident..."
 

	The light in my mother's eyes shone, but her eyelashes trembled slightly. "You've gone too far...you've really gone too far...Li Yuqing..." my mother murmured as she looked at me.
 

	After speaking, she turned back to me, letting her cheongsam fall freely, concealing the source of all taboos. My mother, looking exhausted, leaned weakly on the table, lost in thought.

 

	Chapter 91

	You guys seem to have forgotten something: I haven't ejaculated yet! I haven't ejaculated !
 

	Before my mother could see my pleading expression, she turned around, biting her finger, and looked at me with a thoughtful expression.
 

	Then she closed her eyes, took a deep breath until her whole body trembled slightly, and after exhaling through her nose, the mother opened her eyes.
 

	"Sit down..." she said, her words coming out too fast to be heard, and she even shook her head to indicate it.
 

	"Ah!" I exclaimed in surprise, then realized what was about to happen, and my chest swelled.
 

	My mother stole a glance at my genitals and said impatiently, "You're not done yet... If you're not going to do it, get dressed and go home..." But after she finished speaking, her face turned an exaggerated red.
 

	Overwhelmed by happiness, I eagerly sat down in my office chair, looking at my mother with longing and anticipation.
 

	My mother glared at me, wanting to say something but holding back.
 

	I could feel her swaying gracefully as she took those two steps, and my consciousness was almost blurred. I was already on the verge of ejaculation, and now this happened.
 

	My mother's tall, voluptuous figure loomed towards me, her fleshy body exuding a fragrant aroma, carrying the scent of a woman after pleasure. My thigh touched the smooth, soft flesh of her legs.
 

	The process of her straddling my lap was actually very quick. She even deliberately raised her head to avoid meeting my gaze and dared not look directly at my face.
 

	After my penis felt the wet heat between her legs, it was then grasped by a warm hand, while my mother's other hand held my shoulder; I hissed in pleasure, after all, it was someone else stimulating me, which made me sensitive.
 

	My mother couldn't help but look down and give me a reproachful glance, as if she was speechless at my overreaction.
 

	When the glans of his penis brushed against the wet and soft texture, his mother's expression remained serious, as if she were adjusting a precision instrument and had finally found the key point.
 

	"Don't move..." the mother said, but her tone didn't yet suggest sex.
 

	I recalled that perhaps the look in my mother's eyes and the determination she showed last time meant she dared to take the lead (in the world of this book, this is not considered taking the initiative; true initiative is taking the initiative to come over and ask for pleasure (of course, not too directly), but that would be when the book is about to end).
 

	Later I understood my mother's thoughts. Since she couldn't resist, she chose a quick way to end it, which was good for both of them; at the same time, she wanted to regain that sense of control instead of letting her son take liberties with her.
 

	I leaned back a little so I could see my mother's face and get a better look at the details of her crotch. At the same time, I was about to reach out and lift up my mother's skirt, which covered everything.
 

	My mother sensed my intention and moved closer to me, so that all I could see was the outline of her large, towering breasts; she also pushed my hand away.
 

	The only way is to truly experience the sensations in your lower body.
 

	I could see and feel my mother's face and her grip on my penis; she seemed so calm and composed, which showed her skill in this matter.
 

	Whenever I realize that my mother is very experienced in sex, I feel a mix of emotions, but mostly a desire to desecrate that mature excitement.
 

	I couldn't help but ask, even though I already knew the answer, "Mom...you're so skilled at this..."
 

	These words nearly made my mother stumble, and the head of my penis slipped right at the entrance of her vagina. Like a woman enraged by having her secret exposed, her gaze towards me was sharp and intense.
 

	The mother puffed out her chest in a smug, half-arrogant and half-rebellious sarcasm, "What? You're not happy about it?"
 

	I nodded quickly, "Yes, yes... thank you, Mom..." with a fawning expression.
 

	The mother scoffed, then her expression became "serious" again. She couldn't see it; she was just going by gut feeling …
 

	I think I heard her mutter something like a venting rant: "Let's see how long you can keep this up this time."
 

	As I felt a warm, humid pull, my mother suddenly frowned and gave a soft "hmm."
 

	Taking a final deep breath, she completely relaxed her body, no longer resisting the dual pull of gravity and the surging emotions within her. The hand that had guided her son's penis back to her vagina was withdrawn, resting on my other shoulder, both for support and as a connection.
 

	I watched her waist, bearing all her weight and my expectations, begin to slowly and steadily sink. I couldn't see anything; all I could see was my mother's royal blue cheongsam, and at most, her breasts. So, the sensation in my penis was magnified infinitely. I didn't know what pleasure was yet; I felt that even if I opened my eyes, even if my mother's breasts were in front of me, all I would see was a blank whiteness.
 

	My consciousness was unclear, but I felt a tingling, numbing sensation in my groin, as if my life force was being drained. The sensation flowed from deep within my reproductive system, past my glans, and towards the depths of my mother's vagina.
 

	The woman who is the best to me in the world has, in my imagination, become that life-sucking enchantress, but she is still kind enough to give me an unprecedented and ecstatic experience.
 

	I'll obediently accept it then, so I buried my face in my mother's chest, rubbing against its softness, smelling the milk and the scent of her sweat.
 

	A soft yet incredibly clear "plop" sound, carrying the sensation of breaking through a thin membrane and the sticky sound of water, was followed by a muffled "hmm" from the mother, which suddenly rang out in the room, where only the two of them were breathing heavily !
 

	Like a pebble thrown into a calm lake, it stirred up forbidden ripples.
 

	My mother's already muddy, warm, and moist opening, like the most docile and soft yet incredibly suction-filled quicksand or swamp, slowly and tightly enveloped and swallowed my hot, hard glans. The more I struggled, the deeper I sank, the tighter I was bound; indeed, the most dangerous things often have the most beautiful exteriors.
 

	Women, this intoxicating abyss, bury so many heroes; aren't they the most dangerous things?
 

	Acting in a positive direction, with a close physical and mental connection, or perhaps due to posture, allows for a more delicate and specific perception of entering the mother's vagina.
 

	With continued downward thrusting of her waist, she allowed that scalding hot, massive member, a symbol of her son's vibrant life force, to inch by inch, firmly and domineeringly expand into her tight, slippery passage.
 

	Although the mother's furrowed brows suggested she was in great pain, the deep penetration, accompanied by continuous, sticky "gurgling" sounds, was her body's most honest welcome.
 

	The full labia were forcibly stretched open, tightly gripping the edge of the thick glans, and the wet, hot flesh inside instantly adhered to it.
 

	The ultimate pleasure of my glans being instantly and completely enveloped and sucked by those unimaginably tight, warm, and slippery flesh walls was like a high-voltage current exploding from my tailbone, instantly sweeping through my entire body and rushing straight to the top of my head! I kept hissing and groaning.
 

	"Mmm...uh...ah...Li Yuqing," a long, seductive moan, so full of satisfaction that it made one's soul tremble, escaped from the mother's tightly clenched lips, carrying an undisguised tremor.
 

	She stopped her sacred yet blasphemous descent only when her round, full, and alluring buttocks finally sank completely, her firm and smooth inner thighs pressed tightly against my thighs without any gaps.
 

	As if she had just finished a strenuous task, my mother's neck went limp, and she groaned as she leaned against my shoulder, her mouth trembling as her legs and buttocks shook, "Ah...it's so full...don't move." I hadn't moved at all, okay?
 

	With the woman on top, the son's penis was fully inserted, penetrating deep into the mother's body !
 

	I could feel the shaft roughly ironing and stretching open the delicate folds of my mother's honey hole. The sensitive flesh walls were like countless tiny mouths, greedily sucking and absorbing every inch of my skin, the intruder, and secreting more slippery love juice.
 

	The scalding hot glans pressed firmly against her soft and elastic clitoris.
 

	It seems everyone is adapting and tacitly refraining from taking any action.
 

	A moment later, my mother opened her alluring, dreamy eyes and looked at me calmly.
 

	Of course I understood the implication, which was telling me to move.
 

	But I dared not. Under her encouragement, the nerve endurance of my reproductive system was on the verge of collapse.
 

	I was almost done for, and then my mother took me in so readily. The muscularity of her thighs and the pressure inside my vagina made me even more close to collapse.
 

	I can only try to alleviate the situation by remaining still.
 

	Seeing that I didn't move, my mother bit her lip and had no choice but to take matters into her own hands. She started to use her legs to lift her buttocks slightly, but the tender flesh inside her honey hole was pulling on my penis with her movement, so I quickly reached out and pressed her buttocks down.
 

	My mother gave me a strange look, but she let me do as I pleased, assuming I was going to do it myself.
 

	Seeing that I was still pretending to be panting, but my expression showed a dazed look as if my energy was about to dissipate, my mother finally realized what was going on.
 

	She suddenly smiled, her eyebrows and eyes relaxed, looking so gentle and tender, and she seemed to be in a very relaxed mood.
 

	Then she leaned close to my ear, her hot breath hitting my ear, "Are you about to cum~ Do you want to…", she paused deliberately, the unfinished words like a fine electric current crackling in the air, every vibration of her vocal cords like a silent invitation to you, yet you had to actively explore.
 

	I suppressed my trembling and didn't answer my mother's questions. I neither admitted nor denied anything.
 

	"Then... how much longer..." My mother looked at me, chuckled, and laughed even harder. I could tell that there was no contempt or sarcasm in her words, because she had already experienced enough pleasure, and my fighting power was still pretty good. Everyone has to ejaculate eventually, it's not like I couldn't handle it from the beginning.
 

	She simply joked casually; her eyes held a mother's concern for her son's health, and satisfaction that the outcome under her guidance met her initial expectations.
 

	She wasn't sexually frustrated that night, so naturally she wouldn't mock me for not lasting long.
 

	"Don't hold back, come on... You've already done a great job..." my mother said softly and gently. Her red lips drew close to my ear again, and after exhaling a soft breath, she let out a long, delicate moan, "Ah..." which echoed around me. With that sound, my mother gently lifted her hips and then lowered them, swaying back and forth, moving on her own. The tender flesh inside her honeyed cave pulled at my somewhat reluctant penis, massaging it, tightly stroking it.
 

	I couldn't stop her in time, but the pleasure was so overwhelming that I didn't want to resist anymore.
 

	I gritted my teeth, seemingly still trying to hold on, but I couldn't suppress my groans and moans any longer.
 

	Seeing this, the mother seemed to be greatly "encouraged," shaking her hips even more vigorously, practically a gender-swapped version of a man pounding a pile.
 

	Her body swayed violently with the intense movements, her heavy, alluring breasts, like ripe fruit, seemed to create dazzling waves even under her clothes. "Mmm... Hmph..." Her red lips parted uncontrollably, and a high-pitched, long, and unrestrained moan escaped from between her pearly teeth.
 

	I also began to reciprocate, my penis regaining its fighting spirit, with the recklessness and strength unique to young men, thrusting hard into the deepest part of my mother's body from bottom to top.
 

	He roared, "Ugh... Mom... your pussy is so tight... I... I want to cum inside."
 

	"Go..." The pleasure of being tightly wrapped and rubbed in my lower body felt like a high-voltage current converging and exploding inside me !
 

	"Ah..." My mother looked up, a sliver of clarity appearing in her eyes, her gaze seemingly reproachful for my crude shout. But seeing my state, she gave me a reproachful, alluring glare.
 

	Then she rested her head on my shoulder, "Hmm... Hmph... You little beast... Then come on... Just this once... Uh-huh... Next time... This is the last time... Ah..." My mother moaned softly, her voice barely audible, her hair cascading over half my face, exuding a faint fragrance. Combined with her sparkling eyes, she possessed an indescribable allure and charm.
 

	It was as if my semen was drawn out by my mother's seductive moans; I gripped her buttocks tightly, my glans already acting as the outlet for ejaculation.
 

	"Mmm... Li Yuqing..." my mother called out sweetly, but I felt her honey hole biting my penis fiercely.
 

	A high-pitched "uh-uh" sound came out of my throat uncontrollably. I felt my mother's humming gradually receding into the distance, and then my mind went blank.
 

	When my senses returned and I regained some consciousness, my penis was still being bitten. Although I was still indulging in this unprecedented feeling, the waves of tingling numbness were becoming unbearable. With each sucking from my mother's honey hole, I felt my body weaken a little. The feeling of soaring pleasure and the fear of falling into the abyss coexisting was strange. At this moment, I understood what the ancients meant when they said that lust was like a steel knife that scrapes the bones.
 

	I lifted my mother's buttocks and spread her thighs. I was pulling out my penis, which had violated my mother's forbidden territory time and time again, but my mother's honey hole seemed to be alive, resisting desperately. The unprecedented suction sucked away the last drop of semen that I couldn't ejaculate from my urethra.
 

	With a "pop," it was finally pulled out. A wave of intense pleasure jolted me awake, and my heart felt like it was about to burst out of my chest.
 

	After the absurd pleasure, the unavoidable mess on the ground and the strange smell swirling in from the window were undeniable.
 

	My mother looked around, at the pile of documents, her brows furrowed, revealing a look of disgust and annoyance. Her annoyance turned into a sharp knife, and she glanced at me sideways. I swallowed hard and timidly turned my head away.
 

	Yu Guangzhong: I felt my mother glare at me angrily, all traces of her gentle tenderness from just moments before gone.
 

	Then, straightening her back and exhaling a breath of stale air, my mother dragged the box containing the damaged documents out the door, leaving behind a very ordinary instruction, "Remember to clean up...don't let anyone find it's so dirty." But I felt a pang of unease, shame, or awkwardness in her tone, and in my confusion, I mistook it for a routine instruction. Suddenly, I breathed a sigh of relief ...
 

	This is just an ordinary day, and it will happen again for many years to come. If we don't have a balanced mindset, we can't live like normal people. This is the only way, this is necessary, and this is probably what my mother and I both think.
 

	Of course, the unconventional passion of the process doesn't mean anything; living a good life is the fundamental aspiration of Chinese people; as long as there's a glimmer of hope, people will want to cling to life. Besides, the situation isn't that serious right now; there are no obstacles, or at least none, from the inside out.
 

	The factors that allow us to live peacefully.
 

	Although the moral judgment was once very heavy, the mother was clearly not the type to succumb to it; it's not that she was shameless, but she was more focused on looking forward and backward.
 

	I naturally took on the important task of "cleaning," which was what I should do; and since I'm usually a meticulous cleaner at home, my mother certainly wouldn't worry that I would do a perfunctory job.
 

	As passion and desire faded, and the effects of hormones and adrenaline subsided, I felt no lingering fondness for those traces. I focused solely on my work, repeatedly washing the mop and rags, mopping the floor and wiping the tables and chairs several times, ensuring that at least the odor was barely noticeable. After a night of evaporation, I figured there shouldn't be any hidden dangers.
 

	My mother brought back a clean, obviously washed, empty box, and a little while later she brought back a pile of documents that were even wetter.
 

	She didn't comment on my hygiene work; she absolutely trusts me in that regard.
 

	After the documents were spread out a bit, it was time for us to leave. My mother stood at the door, watching the scene inside, motionless, seemingly lost in thought. After a while, she turned off the lights and closed the door.
 

	I lowered my head and sniffed my sleeve; the strange smell still seemed to linger, and my heart tightened involuntarily. My mother also noticed something, slightly turning her head as if to signal me with her eyes not to worry too much and to stay calm, before quickening her pace.
 

	However, there was an NPC in the lobby on the first floor. The thought of facing him brought back shameful memories. Let's just say it was a guilty conscience. Even though he probably didn't know about our "filthy" actions, the secret incident hadn't been over for long, and it's only natural to feel some psychological pressure. So we split up, one in front of the other, making sure we didn't pass by the NPC together.
 

	There are traces and lingering scents on our clothes.
 

	I went around from the back door back to the main door and parked my motorcycle.
 

	The mother glanced at herself in the car mirror.
 

	It was a very down-to-earth scene, like a woman doing an ordinary job, or perhaps picking up her child from school or going grocery shopping. Her hair, which had been styled in a bun, was loose, and she naturally shook her head to let the strands fall down. Then, tilting her head to fasten the helmet strap, she glanced at me casually. Although her face was blurry, her eyes were bright, and her fitted cheongsam accentuated her slender yet voluptuous figure, easily making my heart flutter.
 

	However, it was fleeting, perhaps because the will was willing but the strength was insufficient.
 

	My mother was about to straddle the seat, but after thinking for a moment, she gestured for me to drive.
 

	We were supposed to stop by a small market for a late-night snack, but given our current state, we had to give up.
 

	Even though the wind and earth were left behind, on the speeding road, whenever we opened our mouths, we could always smell some indescribable scents. It might also be our psychological effect. To avoid inappropriately bringing up those heavy experiences in a "close" and "enclosed" space, we tacitly kept silent.
 

	Reason and lingering fear always take over the mind, making the beautiful process feel heavy.
 

	Fortunately, the gentle breeze by the river and the bright moon in the mountains dispelled much of my melancholy.
 

	I'm not completely inexperienced in this, so to say my thoughts could be any more chaotic is simply impossible.
 

	The even bleaker years of my second year of high school have finally arrived.
 

	Don't be fooled by the fact that choosing between arts and sciences in the second year of high school means fewer courses and fewer tests. But once you choose your major, the ultimate challenge that torments countless young people on their academic journey becomes clear.
 

	Having clear goals doesn't necessarily make people act more systematically; rather, it makes the pressure more tangible and clear.
 

	Thinking back to my first year of high school, although I studied nine subjects, the choice between arts and sciences was still undecided, which made the learning environment relatively relaxed and balanced. In class, I didn't feel like I was focused on academics or exams; instead, I was diligently acquiring knowledge, broadening my horizons, and continuously building a foundation for thinking and understanding.
 

	I naturally chose science, just like most people, so our class basically retained 80% of the original students from the first year of high school.
 

	The idea that humanities was a dead end was deeply ingrained in rural students of that era. If they weren't so bad at math, physics, chemistry, and biology, who would have thought of studying humanities? Even in our county's century-old prestigious school, a hundred top-performing classes of humanities students couldn't produce a single student who could get into a 985 university.
 

	Whether considering academic pursuits or future careers, the humanities are generally looked down upon. Nowadays, the humanities are becoming increasingly notorious, and societal awareness has awakened. Indeed, most humanities majors fail to create social value.
 

	Don't give examples of people who studied humanities and did very well, because ultimately, their value creation doesn't rely on the knowledge system of humanities.
 

	We don't yet have the same level of education and refinement as top students from well-off families in developed regions. They do plan ahead early and have the confidence to choose what they like.
 

	From now on, most of us will be called science students, not high school students.
 

	Moving dorms and classrooms wasn't a major upheaval, nor was it particularly exciting; it just meant moving to a larger dorm with more people. Those who were meant to be friends would remain friends, and those who weren't meant to be wouldn't develop a strong bond even if they slept in the same room every day.
 

	Most people, even those from the same county or even the same town, will never cross paths again after rushing into the world of university.
 

	However, now that they were in their second year of high school, the tasks became more urgent, and those teenagers who used to pontificate and discuss academic matters in their dormitories became much quieter. People seized every opportunity to rest so they could better pick up their pens and draft paper. Step by step, they immersed themselves in everything related to the exams, like monks in deep meditation. It's hard to say whether this was a numb, mechanical process or a firm belief in ideals, nurturing the flower of youth with youthful vigor, striving with all their might to leave no regrets.
 

	It was heartbreaking that several busty female students went to the humanities class, greatly reducing the "scenery" in the classroom. Even more regrettable was that I drifted away from my politics teacher, who had the air of a typical small-town woman; while I felt no attachment whatsoever to my vibrant, fresh-faced language arts teacher who had just graduated from teachers' college.
 

	Although young students disdain rote learning and are constantly oppressed by its stifling effect on creativity, they are forced to submit to the rules of the game, making most of them live a very conflicted life.
 

	Of course, there are also honest and hardworking people who cling to this path of advancement with utmost devotion. With such devotion, they are full of fighting spirit, and learning is not difficult for them.
 

	Today, we have certainly restored the reputation of the college entrance examination system and even Chinese-style education, and normal people would no longer criticize it.
 

	As for myself at the time, I can't say for sure what my mindset was. Although I despised the process, the illusion of a good university as a paradise still motivated me to work hard. In addition, grades and exams were important bargaining chips for me to achieve other goals ...
 

	If you study well, you'll have more say.
 

	After attending each subject, my second-year high school teachers "disappointed" me. Their bitter and resentful faces perfectly reflected what I then perceived as a huge prison—the educational arena.
 

	The school places particular emphasis on the second-year high school students, assigning a group of experienced and skilled teachers to them.
 

	Only when I was truly driven by lust did I secretly indulge in a lewd act with my English teacher; young men, full of vigor, would be indiscriminate in their desires.
 

	The English teacher didn't look that old, mainly because she was very plump and tall, with breasts and hips larger than her mother's, but her waist was also very thick, similar to a slightly taller version of Kazama Yumi. Of course, her teeth and mouth ruined a lot of her image.
 

	This English teacher always wears tops that are too tight around the chest, or styles that deliberately accentuate her figure. I really like this kind of woman who doesn't hide her age. I don't know if it's intentional or if she simply doesn't care.
 

	I finally understand. In addition to being attracted to mature women, I'm more like a body image enthusiast. I don't care if someone is plump or thin, but they need to look normal overall and not be too out of shape, so that their mature face can be better complemented.
 

	Without a relatively normal figure, no face will arouse my interest.
 

	I often fantasize about being pressed down by this body, or about using a tiny penis to pry open this enormous body.
 

	After regaining my energy, my primary concern was naturally my mother, but that was only in times or spaces when no one was around. When another woman was in front of me, I would settle for less and direct my fantasies towards the woman in front of me. For a hot-blooded young man, this was understandable. Of course, what was even more exciting was that I would always imagine her as having a frail old man as her husband, even though I had never met him. I would imagine the old man being exploited by this fat, wild horse, the old man's groans and complaints at the sight of his wife, and the English teacher's unfulfilled desires being vented entirely in the classroom.
 

	The high school campus still seemed vibrant and full of life. Besides the determined test-takers who were able to put their goals into action, there was no shortage of students sweating it out on the sports field and track, nor of bright young people expanding their horizons and enhancing their humanistic qualities with extracurricular books in the reading corner, and even more so, of young boys and girls experiencing their first stirrings of love, leaving behind innocent and ambiguous feelings in the elegant campus ...
 

	Yes, how wonderful! In the prime of youth, a group of people are burning with youthful passion for the same goal. The future is bright and promising, giving us anticipation and hope.
 

	But if you conduct a survey several years later, you'll find that over 90% of people wouldn't want to go back to their pre-high school student life.
 

	It seems that the vibrant atmosphere and thriving spirit of the campus back then was just an illusion.
 

	We are willing to recall and talk about it, but we will not fantasize about going back to that day.
 

	My trajectory and process seemed to be going very smoothly. I did what a high school student should do, and I did what I shouldn't have done. After "getting the hang of things" in my first year of high school, I was now even more adept at studying. Of course, this was limited. In a poor county town, no matter how talented or capable you are, the basic conditions for getting into a good university are just so-so. Based on my good feeling at the time, I conservatively estimated that I could at least get into a 211 university. I took turns hanging out with Liu Er and Li Liang. In addition to dealing with traditional studies and social interactions with classmates, I could also do some unconventional things outside of school, such as sneaking into internet cafes and stealing late-night snacks.
 

	However, after entering the second year of high school, Liu Er and I both lost our enthusiasm for that online game, and our previous ideas for building it were shelved. Certainly, its greedy practices—constantly updating and introducing new money-grabbing gimmicks—had become too much for us. We were exhausted; no matter how hard we tried, we couldn't keep up. The gap between us and other players was too large; what was left to play? On the other hand, it was purely a strange shift in our mindset, perhaps related to the fact that the environment in the second year of high school was no longer as relaxed and free as in the first. The pressure of college entrance exams was already very intense.
 

	We would still try to find time to go to internet cafes, logging in as if it were a task, only to find ourselves bored and tacitly agreeing that we had lost interest.
 

	Then I kept wanting to ask Liu Er some tricks for winning over mature women. I just thought he was a cunning strategist with many tricks up his sleeve, so I held back in the end to avoid giving myself away and being questioned or maliciously spied on.
 

	Moreover, what was going to happen has already happened; the step from 0 to 1 has been completed.
 

	During this period, apart from my English teacher, any woman I could come into contact with or frequently saw, anyone I wasn't psychologically averse to, became the object of my fantasies. Although I was neither mentally nor physically healthy, I could only convince myself that this was a way to release the pressure of studying.
 

	Although I give most of my energy to my mother, I am absolutely certain that if another woman were to throw herself at me, I would respond with passionate fervor, regardless of the consequences, just for that one moment of ecstasy.
 

	Okay, this seems like a lack of loyalty to one's mother, pure scumbag behavior; one's values haven't been fully formed yet, how can a young man be loyal? Besides, this is my first time dealing with matters between men and women, I was clueless, it's normal to follow my lower body; in addition, my feelings for my mother have never been romantic love, to be honest, it's more of a physical urge, a forbidden thrill, which cannot breed loyalty.
 

	However, if I had to choose, my mother would definitely be my final destination; she is also what I truly desire.
 

	Besides, even though I've fantasized about most of the opposite sex both on and off campus who could excite me, nothing's actually happened; it's just wishful thinking.
 

	In essence, I didn't actually "cuckold" my mother.
 

	In the years that followed, although I was able to have intimate relationships with many women, none of them were the ones who aroused me at first sight, nor were they those separated by the great web of ethics. I found it difficult to win over ordinary women my own age, let alone those who were different from me in terms of status, age, and understanding.
 

	This is not a regret, but the premature development of sexual awareness makes those mature figures with some charm in the streets, alleys, or village corners a source of regret and lament in the hearts of young people.
 

	What else can it be besides spiritual intimacy? Reality isn't a fantasy novel; I don't have such sophisticated methods or enough resources to conquer those women's hearts and minds. Besides, their very roles have already firmly secured their defenses. While there might be exceptions—for example, a truly gifted and charming young man who can seduce a married woman step by step—it still requires the woman herself to harbor resentment, unwillingness, and inherently promiscuous nature, willing to defy all societal norms for a forbidden affair.
 

	Come on, don't expect someone like that to come from a mountainous county or town. His character is simply unacceptable.
 

	The more impossible something is, the more stimulating it becomes, making one's heart itch unbearably and fantasizing about it with particular satisfaction, thus creating a closed loop.
 

	In this respect, the closest relationship is undoubtedly the most likely, but the possibility of this happening is smaller. However, he received everything from his mother, which is a paradox. The environment, the convenience, and the soil that supports taboos between mother and son need not be elaborated on. However, it is not a fair strategy in essence. It is still about using "force" and then using blood ties to resolve the negative effects of using force.
 

	Theoretically, I could also use force on other women, but without the "protection" of a relationship, the backlash would be endless; my own mother might also give me severe punishment, but those are all uncertain. When the temptation is strong enough, don't think about things that haven't happened yet.
 

	I hoped my mother would give me a soft-sailing response, clinging to a sliver of hope; if her character, her heart, her temperament, her attitude towards things, and the hardships she had endured had clouded her judgment and understanding of ethics, then the heinous act would be even easier to handle. Judging from the events that have unfolded so far, there are some similarities.
 

	If you happen to win her favor, or take advantage of her when she's most vulnerable, then everything will be fine.
 

	The taboo surrounding mothers and children is destined to be unsystematic. As for its occurrence, you can't say it's unreal. Real things are often unsystematic, chaotic and entangled, and in the end, everything becomes a matter of impulsiveness.
 

	As long as there's no bloodshed, human stubbornness will allow them to do anything.
 

	Chapter 92
 

	Okay, to sum it all up, damn it, aside from my mother, I only have fantasies about other women.
 

	This is youth—no, this is life. Youth releases pent-up emotions through fantasy; life sustains its spirit through fantasy.
 

	The seemingly exciting but actually dull second year of high school flowed by in idle daydreams and in diligent study during class time. There were beautiful scenes along the way, but no exciting stories.
 

	My mother's image still haunts my dreams every day. The image of her radiant face "pressing" me head-on, the way she deliberately hides her allure by bending over and turning her head back, her shapely buttocks, and the thought of her abandoning my penis at the last moment, so that the watery stream could splash freely onto my belly and navel, the overflowing juices, brings my fantasies to a fever pitch.
 

	I can still vividly recall the intense pleasure she gave me, the tight embrace, the warm embrace, the endless sucking from her vulva that gave men such great pleasure; the sound and smell are still fresh in my memory.
 

	Finally, my thoughts returned to my mother's ambiguous smile, a mixture of reproach and resentment. Before I could even visualize how she would retort, I could already see her eyes brimming with spring tides, her cheeks flushed with alluring red, and her hair damp with sweat, as she desperately tried to grit her teeth.
 

	Regardless, this was the familiar face of the woman with whom I had the closest relationship. She occupied every corner of my life so far, so the maternal tenderness and kind eyes were indelible. I was also very familiar with this feeling, so I, with astonishment and excitement, seemed to let her approach me at my mercy. Gradually, I...
 

	I saw a familiar face with an unfamiliar expression; it was someone I       had seen before.
 

	A seductive demeanor, the mature desire of a woman driven by pleasure, and a complex mix of shame, indignation, and anger.
 

	As her buttocks sank down, the warm, wet touch assaulted me like a planet crashing into Earth. Fear, excitement, and helplessness surged through me. The more chaotic my thoughts became, the more sensitive my body became. I mentally prepared myself for the abyss of liberation.
 

	It might have started with a slight hissing sound, or it might have been an instant, intense heat and envelopment, but my mother's face, all expressions, were shattered by a muffled groan and a furrowed brow. Then, her upper body and head rested weakly on my shoulder, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she tried to remain calm.
 

	The sensation in my hearing was even more intense than the sensation in my body. All my mental energy was shattered by the muffled groan from my mother, giving me a profound and uplifting experience.
 

	My mother's frown and muffled groan replaced everything else; the violent collision of Mars and Earth didn't happen, but I felt it made sense. As Eliot said, this is how the world ends—not with a loud bang, but with a sob.
 

	This is often the main scene I envision and the subject of my memories.
 

	When conditions "allow" it, I'll masturbate, and afterwards I feel refreshed and focused, which helps me concentrate better when I get back to studying; after all, I'm still young and exercise regularly. My sleep schedule is also regular, so masturbating a couple of times doesn't seriously affect my memory or thinking ability.
 

	Although campus life occupied more than 70% of my adolescence, it was not the main theme of my recounting of past memories. In addition, nothing strange or exciting happened, so I'm too lazy to reflect on it.
 

	My heart is filled with nothing but studying and my mother. Of course, I can't reveal such sordid thoughts. My life trajectory, which is like a copy and paste, covers everything up.
 

	Distance and time both create beauty, and my immoral longing for my mother grew stronger with each fantasy; I desperately wanted to fly home immediately, especially after several indulgences. In fact, I did consider finding an excuse to surprise my mother with a day trip home. Even if it didn't guarantee anything would happen, only by truly getting close could there be a chance.
 

	I've also considered that if our intimacy is severed because of our studies, it will be very difficult to rekindle it later. Perhaps my mother will suddenly realize her mistake and pull back from the brink; or perhaps she'll simply consider what happened a ridiculous accident and not intend to let it escalate. Because everything that happened didn't follow a conventional process, there was no emotional progression, or a process of breaking through ethical constraints.
 

	Everything is in a state of confusion; I've said this feeling many times.
 

	There is another possibility: my brief absence allowed my mother to return to a normal life. A regular and orderly life can stabilize everything, and thus the previous psychological torment faded away.
 

	To be honest, it doesn't seem like there are any major or serious consequences...
 

	Her son's grades and other aspects were good, and her independent life as a leading lady was fulfilling. Therefore, even if the mother didn't "shamelessly" entice her son to relive forbidden passions, she was too lazy to be overly wary.
 

	Moreover, the more you overreact to being cautious, the easier it is to expose flaws and vulnerabilities.
 

	A man and a woman who have been deeply connected more than once cannot easily sever their ties. Even if some people are separated by reality, we are bound together as mother and child, living and coexisting for a lifetime.
 

	Finally, I didn't consider the possibility that my mother might develop a taste for it; that shouldn't be possible, right ?
 

	The point of my wild imagination is that I sometimes look forward to the days passing quickly, to the point where I can go home for the first time; at other times, I wish the days would slow down so that I can take care of my studies, lay a solid foundation in a short time, and find true physical and mental satisfaction without any worries. I know that the day I go home will always come, and sometimes the time I look forward to is also a time of happiness.
 

	When expectations are at their peak, and even wild fantasies are at their peak, the feeling of getting what you want is all the richer and more exciting.
 

	This year, the National Day and Mid-Autumn Festival fall on the same day, so there will definitely be more than just two days off. Also, it's the start of the new school term, so people need a transitional holiday.
 

	To match the festive atmosphere and to ensure that students from rural towns could return home smoothly, I was released after two classes that afternoon. I didn't wait for Liu Er and other classmates from the same town, letting them settle scores later. I packed up early, rushed from the classroom to the school gate, took a motorcycle taxi to the station, and avoided the impending traffic jam.
 

	During holidays, unlicensed buses run a few more times, and although they're crowded, at least we're on our way home. Back in the town, we take motorcycles to shuttle us back to the village.
 

	There was a phone call I avoided making—it was to my father. Students usually have their relatives come down to pick them up when they return to town. I knew my father would definitely be home for the Mid-Autumn Festival, but I had a sliver of hope that he wouldn't be home so soon. So I buried my head in the sand and decided not to verify it immediately. I'd just wait and see what happened when I got home.
 

	Thinking of my father... my feelings are quite complicated. Those absurd experiences have ultimately disrupted family ties. I can only tell myself that I still respect my father and am willing to be a good son in his eyes. I also sincerely want to do something for my father. It's just that I'm starting to feel that the timing of his return is not good. I don't like it... When should he return? I can't say for sure.
 

	My moral compass and self-consistent sophistry prevent me from feeling truly guilty. I had previously fantasized that I was his most valued and cared-for son, and that aside from doing some bad things in society that would disappoint and anger him, maybe he would actually compromise or agree to many things.
 

	This is related to my frequent checking of his phone and discovering that he was an improper person; from my mother's occasional remarks, I also knew that she actually knew; but coming from that era, what kind of unforgivable crime was this? So many men brought their mistresses, sons, and even their wives to live happily ever after, but my father hadn't even entered the household yet, and appeared to be innocent. Furthermore, my mother had also seen how much he cared for his family and how much he loved and cared for his children.
 

	When he was younger, his father was quite successful in shady dealings, which helped his mother's family a lot.
 

	Because of these factors, coupled with her mother's traditional upbringing, she tolerated certain things. Perhaps, those were all mistakes made by men in the past.
 

	As long as one doesn't abandon their wife and children, or empty their savings to support "outsiders," nothing else really matters.
 

	Of course, I can use these messy situations to some extent; my mother is the victim, and I'm the beneficiary; however, that's not the decisive factor. Now, I'm no longer that naive newbie who desperately wants what I want. I've started pursuing my mother in a different way, setting aside ethics and morality, instead of resignedly giving up, seeking revenge, or demanding reciprocal feedback…
 

	The undeniable truth is that, given my father's character, he would have come home many days earlier than expected... As for the more unsettling speculations, well, there are many other unchangeable facts that I've kept buried deep in my heart.
 

	Unfortunately, halfway along the path between the rice paddies in our village, both the motorcycle and I stumbled; I signaled to the driver to stop. My father and another person were not far away. By this time, the path had been leveled and widened considerably, laying the foundation for paving.
 

	My father arrived home "as I expected"; judging by his manner of driving, he must have been back for several days.
 

	In the countryside, my father's figure appeared rather tall; the person he was talking to was someone I knew, or perhaps not. He had never appeared in the social circles of our extended family; he was a notorious scoundrel whom the neighbors avoided and looked at with suspicion—in today's terms, a member of the rural underworld. He was a figure feared by everyone in our town, from delinquent students to ordinary folks.
 

	No one objected, because it was said that the person was involved with "fans," so naturally they couldn't be compared to other thugs and hooligans.
 

	He was someone my second uncle warned my father not to associate with too much. Although my father's dealings weren't entirely righteous, in a small town, it's a case of the pot calling the kettle black. Being a fan or not makes a world of difference.
 

	The pink one is definitely at the top of the pyramid.
 

	However, I've never heard of them bullying their neighbors. Their reputation outside the village has cleared many obstacles for rural "governance." This has been a phenomenon throughout history; such people often act as enthusiastic local gentry and elders. Of course, under the rule of our Party, the so-called gentry have long lost their function of governing rural political life, except for those who benefit from village cadres.
 

	There are genuinely people who are purely enthusiastic about "public welfare," and this is one of them. Because these things have no connection to personal gain, and they don't try to get involved in politics. For example, protecting the graves of ancestors or organizing the villagers to spontaneously open up a "highway" through the fields. There will always be those who are uncooperative and think it's none of their business, and there will also be those who are arrogant outsiders who want to make exorbitant demands. That's exactly the kind of tough character that is needed to keep things in check.
 

	My father was also a very shrewd and sociable person, so I wasn't surprised at all that he got involved in the affairs of this rural road; it was probably the only time the two of them had a relatively deep interaction.
 

	I greeted my father without thinking much, and didn't say anything more; I didn't greet the guy, which was only the second time I had run into him.
 

	Although my father knew him, and his home wasn't actually that far from mine, the rumors and the way people in our small town had always avoided such people made me feel very uncomfortable and uneasy, even though his face wasn't fierce and he was fair-skinned.
 

	It's not about being high-minded; we're just ordinary people. How can we not feel apprehensive about associating with these kinds of people? I hope to keep everything about myself away from them.
 

	The motorcycle continued on its way, and I glanced back. My father's figure grew taller and more unfamiliar; when I realized he was chatting familiarly with someone our ordinary family feared, my father's tall figure seemed to sway precariously.
 

	It's like encountering something indescribable and terrifying; once you're tainted by it, both the righteous and the evil, good and bad, may bring misfortune to an innocent family.
 

	To me, this kind of person is an ominous sign.
 

	When I got home, I found that my mother hadn't returned yet. It was almost six o'clock, and I guessed that she had some work to finish.
 

	I greeted my grandma.
 

	I "patrolled" the area in front of and behind the house, by the fishpond, and in the vegetable garden, greeting the familiar flowers, plants, and the seemingly unchanging sunset in the distance.
 

	Although I haven't gone far, and although I haven't been away for long, I know this is the beginning of something I can't turn back from. I already feel the longing of a wanderer from my homeland. One day, the sunrise of my childhood and the setting sun will become unfamiliar, the flowers and grass will change, and the paths will become overgrown or rerouted ...
 

	I cannot watch them change; change creates unfamiliarity.
 

	I don't know how much time passed, and after smoking a few cigarettes, I headed home.
 

	In that brief moment, my mother had already returned home, while I was the one who had just arrived. I ran into her at the door, where she was carrying a basket of vegetables. She seemed to be in a good mood, humming an unknown tune.
 

	This is how a typical ordinary woman feels about her current situation; at least she doesn't have any major worries.
 

	Oh no, maybe because of what happened between us, now that we haven't seen each other for several days, she seems awkward and reserved. My mother's cheerful and carefree expression vanished when she saw me; she looked inexplicably surprised for a moment, then brushed aside her loose hair to hide her panic. She asked when I got back and how many days off I had.
 

	A woman who has something to do and is fulfilled remains capable. Wearing a pearlescent cotton polo shirt and jeans, with her hair simply tied up, she doesn't exude youthful vitality, but the cleanliness of her clothes and her own sense of independence and self-reliance make her seem like a middle-aged woman with some charm and basic requirements for her appearance. At least in the countryside, she looks radiant.
 

	The clothes weren't tight-fitting, and polo shirts are never transparent, but on my mother, the collar buttons were undone, her neck and collarbone glistening with sweat, and her breasts, clearly showing the outline of her bra, stood proudly erect. My mother wasn't deliberately being pretentious; it was simply her natural, confident display of her assets. The fabric of polo shirts always accentuates the outline of underwear, and after a few glances, it's hard not to have all sorts of fantasies.
 

	The jeans were slightly loose and wide-legged, but under my mother's body, they suddenly tightened at the hips and thighs, fitting snugly against her buttocks. This was true whether she was standing or walking. They felt slightly perky and plump, with a swaying, tender feel. They looked firm, but if I patted them lightly, they would be soft and bouncy to the touch.
 

	It reminds me of Wang Ming's aunt, the mature woman who works as a cashier at the internet cafe. She always dresses like this; maybe that polo shirt is part of the cafe's promotional attire. A mother in this state also makes me restless. What a joke! What mother wouldn't make me restless? Each has her own charm, her own unique qualities; mature men are all greedy.
 

	Since I started working and started having my own money, my mother's face no longer shows the faint, lingering sadness I used to see. Even though the evenings I return from work don't have the "work smell" that people talk about today, the dust and grime of the journey are nothing compared to the weathering I experienced in the yellow earth. It's almost negligible.
 

	Although it wasn't a highly educated job that would lead to great wealth and luxury, it was already extremely satisfying for rural women who had lived through that era. They didn't have to depend on their small plot of land, the work wasn't actually that hard, the income was much higher than the local average, and it was close to home. Any other rural woman would have been content.
 

	You might point to their limitations, but the vast majority of people in China don't ask for much, and this has always been the case; even if a mother thinks a lot, it's actually all very simple aspirations.
 

	My mother was "radiant," which was partly because I hadn't seen her for a long time; in my distant imagination, and in my fantasies that always stirred up the desire to see her around, I would subconsciously "beautify" her.
 

	Strong desires help us accept everything.
 

	The mother also felt that there shouldn't be any awkwardness or discomfort between mother and son. Wouldn't that be like protesting too much? Yes, they should be open and honest. She "forced herself to be cheerful," put on her motherly airs, and scolded, "You don't even know how to cook rice when you get back... Do you really have to wait for me to cook it?"
 

	So I happily helped prepare the meal, doing all sorts of odd jobs. During this time, I also chatted with my mother, mostly about my studies and life in my second year of high school. I actually enjoyed this process. Looking at my mother's face and her figure in her everyday, relatable state, I thought of those lewd images and sounds, and felt that I could have them again without so much difficulty. After all, she was so close, under the same roof, and we were inseparable. My heart would occasionally pound in my chest.
 

	There was no groping, but voyeurism and lustful thoughts abounded; this was the first thought of an energetic young man who had tasted the forbidden fruit of his mother's love. Lust was the norm; everything else was secondary. However, I don't know if my mother noticed my gaze and my inappropriate fantasies. She hadn't pointed it out, acting as if nothing was amiss, perhaps deliberately avoiding the topic.
 

	Shortly after, my father returned. The three of us didn't have any meaningful conversation, but we were certain that the other two were within each other's line of sight, in the same space.
 

	My mother was instructing me to bring in the vegetables from the doorway and put them in the pot; we both glanced at my father, who was walking into the kitchen with his hands behind his back and glancing at us.
 

	The father, of course, wouldn't help; he would just habitually check what they were having for dinner and how much time was left.
 

	My mother's hand trembled inexplicably again, an inappropriate panic. My attention had been on my mother the whole time, so it wasn't hard to notice. I thought that because of our absurd affair, she, as a "traditional" woman, was naturally both surprised and ashamed, and this was involuntarily revealed in the presence of the three of us.
 

	I noticed that she lowered her eyes and pursed her lips. She first glanced at her father, then looked at me without making a sound. Her expression was full of struggle and conflict. I didn't "see through" her gaze.
 

	Suddenly, I felt a chill run down my spine. It felt like some kind of guilt, as if it were directed at me. Looking at my father's tall, imposing back as he turned away, I realized something, but I couldn't quite form those images in my mind. Perhaps it was a psychological resistance to piecing together certain scenes. I could only look at my mother with a distorted and complicated gaze. At first, my mother ignored me, but then she deliberately put on a stern face. As if realizing that she had no reason to be intimidated, she gave me a cold glare.
 

	I sat down with a bitter feeling in my heart, absentmindedly adding straw and stalks to the wood-burning stove; my mother, on the other hand, returned to her usual self, becoming the skilled cook she always was. There's always a kind of charm in focused people, no matter what they're doing.
 

	The weather in Lingnan was still quite hot during the National Day holiday, let alone in the bustling kitchen. Steam and oil fumes rose, and my mother's skin shimmered with a pearly sheen under the filtered night light, dazzlingly white. Beads of sweat slid down her neck, forming small streams that flowed over her collarbone and into her full breasts.
 

	Her breasts were full, like two ripe melons, trembling gently as she stir-fried the vegetables, causing her top to sway slightly in the air. Watching them made me swallow hard, and a slight heat and swelling rose in my lower body.
 

	The intense physical intimacy had happened more than once, and with my return from school and my mother's strange reaction just now, I felt that I should have the right to exercise certain "rights," so my gaze became less veiled.
 

	How could my mother not notice? She just gritted her teeth, seemingly swaying with shame and indignation, giving me a disgruntled glance before looking away. Her cheeks were flushed as if she were drunk, whether from the heat of the stove or some other factor, I couldn't tell. Her ample figure, barely concealed by her thin clothes, rippled with her movements. The way she looked up to wipe her sweat made the lamplight pool like a golden spring in the hollow of her collarbone.
 

	Thinking about it, I can't let this brat be so presumptuous. Does he even respect his mother? He just got back and he's already having all sorts of wild thoughts. Is this how a normal son should behave? With a "thump," the mother deliberately slammed the pot against the side with the spatula and scolded, "Can't you keep an eye on the fire? It's been burning for ages and it still won't boil!"
 

	I quickly lowered my head, but heard my mother mutter, "You're a high school sophomore and you're still acting like this. Who would believe you have the heart to study?"
 

	I was about to explain myself, but then I realized it would be pointless to do so now, so I gave up. Let her say whatever she wants, I'll just have to accept it.
 

	Seeing my stubborn and unyielding nature, my mother, exasperated and furious, roared, "Bring me a plate!"
 

	At the beginning of the meal, my mother was unusually quiet and didn't nag. My father asked about my studies as usual and offered some encouragement. Gradually, my mother joined in with a few words. After all, he was her own son entering a new stage, and it would be a lie to say she didn't care. My mother's role began to return to normal.
 

	When she heard that my studies were going well, even though I hadn't taken any major exams yet, my mother first looked at me in surprise, then seemed to realize something and felt relieved. Her face softened as she ate her rice.
 

	This is the scene in most rural Chinese families. The family atmosphere of introverted Chinese people is not usually characterized by obvious warmth and liveliness, but being in such a family makes one feel exceptionally at ease.
 

	I feel at ease that I can forget all my worries and continue to hold onto my vision, and I hope my mother can see things the same way.
 

	Not long after the meal, lust took hold of me. After all, we had been "separated" for many days and were now back in close proximity. Shouldn't I want something to happen?
 

	There are just too many things to think about and do; one's mind and body simply can't keep up.
 

	As for how to get started on this crucial question, I didn't have time to think about it at all.
 

	My mother and I are in this house. More or less, all five senses can reach my mother and feel her mature body. Even if the ultimate pursuit cannot be fulfilled tonight, the small satisfactions in between are within reach, enough to support my excitement all night and bear the desire that is about to erupt like a volcano.
 

	I could catch a fleeting glimpse of her while she showered; I could greedily take her undergarments and savor her raw, mature womanly scent; I could keep my gaze fixed on her body, always seeing enough alluring sights, features that could seduce a man, even the sounds of real pleasure. Although it might feel frustrating inside, the twisted excitement would bring me an even more overwhelming physical reaction. I couldn't help it; firstly, my body was honest, unable to resist succumbing to her utmost femininity.
 

	At times I ignored the obstruction of that authority, and at other times I involved his influence ...
 

	But I really didn't have the courage to face the storm that came from both my father and mother, or rather, I felt powerless at that time.
 

	What kind of activities could a rural student of that age possibly have at night? What stories could a mundane village possibly have at night? My top priority, besides indulging in the pleasures of lust, was nothing else.
 

	For many days afterward, I waited for time to slip away, for the opportunity to arise, letting that fire build me up, never imagining I would fall.
 

	Because my father was at home, my mother didn't have the opportunity to "lecture" me about those immoral things. Of course, I don't know if she intended to or thought it was necessary.
 

	But my burning gaze will surely trigger some memories in her, and then we'll "know each other without saying a word."
 

	After 9 o'clock, the awards ceremony for the rural prosperity event was about to be held, and some close uncles and brothers arrived one after another, a gathering of distinguished guests; the nights when my father was at home were always so noisy. When I was a child, I actually liked it because listening to the people talking outside and knowing that there was a group of men outside the room gave me a sense of security, and I could fall asleep peacefully.
 

	My father got along well with all sorts of people from afar, and the men in the village loved chatting with him. They always had something to say, and since our living room was spacious enough for enjoying cigarettes, alcohol, and tea, it quickly became the men's gathering place; true to their nature, they'd chat until at least two or three in the morning …
 

	Realizing this reality, I suddenly felt gloomy.
 

	My mother and I sat down in the living room, mostly watching TV. I occasionally answered their questions, but my mother could chatter on and on about their topics. After all, most of it was about the people and things in this village, so we all knew something about it to some extent.
 

	I felt futile and anxious; I felt that some of my plans had fallen through, but I was powerless to change anything ...
 

	We can't just forcibly take Mother elsewhere... It seems impossible for us to do that tonight, since we didn't even touch on that unspeakable area in the first place.
 

	The parent-child relationship is currently in a normal state.
 

	I sat in the living room until around 11 o'clock, while my mother had gone to her room to sleep before me. I had no choice but to stay until now, because with so many guests, if you don't sit down and talk to them, and instead hide away in your little room, people will definitely talk.
 

	My dad, who can stay up all night, and my mom, who goes to bed early, along with a house full of chattering uncles and brothers, made me feel extremely bitter; I was very annoyed by the factors that prevented me from doing bad things.
 

	As a second-best option, I tiptoed down to the bathroom, only to find, to my dismay, that my mother's clean clothes had been disposed of by her at some point.
 

	Having no other choice but to accept that nothing would happen tonight, I went back to my room to sleep... I consoled myself by telling myself to conserve my energy and find a better opportunity. There needed to be some foreshadowing; to break the rules like this felt rather abrupt.
 

	Although the journey wasn't far, after changing buses several times, my brain was still tired, and I drifted off to sleep on a cool early autumn night.
 

	Perhaps it was the middle of the night when I was awakened by a thirst; it was as if I had entered a new world, my brain not having time to figure out where I was or what I was thinking; the noisy crowd had dispersed, the autumn chill of the deep night was beginning to carry a hint of cold, and there was no sound of insects chirping.
 

	Tonight, I was a little reserved in dealing with the large group of people and forgot to drink water. As an inherently introverted and people-pleasing person, I felt like I was being watched all the time and didn't dare to move around in the group, even for normal tasks. If I went to pour tea, I would have to pour it for everyone, which I found quite awkward. Not doing so would seem impolite, so I simply refrained from drinking it myself to avoid taking on the responsibility.
 

	Ultimately, it was my body protesting; I woke up thirsty.
 

	Following my instincts, I found my way to the door. My mind cleared considerably, and I noticed a faint light reflecting off the floor by the door. Someone was in the bathroom! And the light was on.
 

	My room is the closest to the second-floor bathroom, where there is light, so the darkness in front of my door is no longer pure, and I can clearly see everything in front of me.
 

	On nights when desire is unfulfilled, the heart beats faster than the mind.
 

	It took me a few seconds to identify the person by their voice. If it were my father, a heavy smoker would usually cough once, but he didn't seem to. In fact, since the person inside didn't come out smoothly, I concluded that it wasn't my father. Men who go to the toilet at night probably don't flush properly and come and go in a hurry.
 

	That was my mother! My heart pumped violently, sending scalding blood through my body. The drowsy state after sleep turned into an excited daze filled with unknown but overwhelming joy.
 

	But then I cooled down a bit. My father was home... So, was my mother just waking up to go to the bathroom as usual, or was it something I dared not even imagine, yet it had an alluring magic that drew me in—that was the post-coital washing up.
 

	A child's unique sense of grievance wells up inside, and this grievance can turn into irrational anger. However, no matter what, I must not create any trouble.
 

	After thinking about this for a while, the person inside (my mother) still hadn't come out. I heard the sound of water several times, and now I'm 100% sure it's my mother inside.
 

	In desperation, I even hoped it was just post-coital cleaning. At least, I could witness the mature mother's alluring side after being moistened, approaching her body before she had fully exuded the decadent and seductive aura of indulgence.
 

	Witness firsthand how this virtuous wife and loving mother, who manages the daily life of her family and takes care of her two children, this rural woman who chats with the villagers about vulgar gossip and expresses disdain for some of them, will react when her son catches her fulfilling her wifely duties and, not long ago, displaying a mature and charming side that ignites the most masculine urges in men. Especially since she knows that her son has always coveted her body and has indeed committed adultery.
 

	These thoughts made me so excited that I trembled, and without any process, my penis rose to its most ferocious state.
 

	Although I understand that she has her obligations and her autonomy, the desire for her confinement after our physical intimacy only intensifies my childlike anguish. This anguish can escalate into madness, and this madness fuels even more ferocious desires, a burning urge to destroy this peaceful existence.
 

	You can't expect me to be more mature and independent; I just crave my mother's body. I just crave this ordinary woman who gave birth to me, raised me, teased me, scolded me, protected me, loved me, and worried about me, showing me a side that is not accepted by the world. In the dead of night, a woman so ripe that she'd drip with moisture if you pinched her—how could I, strong and vigorous, resist such a woman?
 

	As long as I can experience her feminine side, what more could I ask for?
 

	So I forgot about my father and took a step, a step heavy with arousal. Life is a constant repetition, and I instantly thought of that summer night when my Oedipus complex was developing. I was beside my mother, who exuded a mature and alluring aura, in this bathroom. Her face was flushed like she was drunk, and the rest of her exposed skin had scattered, irregular engorgement, a testament to the intensity of our routine marital activities.
 

	I'm certain that after she had sex that night, she washed up and habitually looked at herself in the mirror. Women have mixed feelings about their appearance. At that time, she didn't know what kind of impact her appearance would have on her son, or what kind of psychological impact it would have; she was even quite natural about it, without any qualms, and didn't think that her son could see anything or have any strange thoughts about it.
 

	In short, that night, even though she was dressed lightly and the afterglow of her climax hadn't faded, my mother felt no embarrassment or awkwardness in front of me. The most lethal temptation is the invisible one.
 

	Today, a huge change has occurred between us. The bathroom nights that once inspired my self-discovery should be reenacted. I feel I have gained certain advantages and conveniences, and it's time to put an end to my past fantasies.
 

	I can't figure out what I'm trying to achieve in the middle of the night, and I don't even care that my father is home. I just keep heading towards the bathroom.
 

	At that moment, I really didn't want to do anything; I just longed for that "alone man and woman" in a room, and even if my father got up again in the middle of the night, what could he possibly think of?
 

	I pushed open the slightly ajar door; the habit of many years had not changed. Women in the countryside really don't like to close doors, perhaps because they feel that in a private space, with close friends and family, there's nothing to guard against.
 

	When my mother's figure came into view, she was hanging up a wet towel that had been wrung out. Of course, I didn't imagine what she was doing.
 

	After wiping the water off her clothes, she habitually looked in the mirror, immediately touching and pinching her face with a serious and solemn gaze. This is something women often do; even if they feel uncomfortable, they still need to check if the signs of aging have deepened. Of course, they may also feel satisfied and proud of a certain aspect, and their expression will become relaxed and cheerful.
 

	My mother was facing me sideways, so there was no way I could be seen in the mirror. But as she touched the corner of her eye, she immediately noticed someone had entered the bathroom.
 

	My mother jumped up as if facing a major threat, exclaiming "Ah!" and after turning around completely and seeing that it was me, she scolded me angrily, "You idiot! You scared me to death!"
 

	It was probably late at night, and my mother's reaction was a bit slow—I was referring to the current situation. Then, as if nothing had happened, she turned around and looked in the mirror again, her expression focused solely on her appearance.
 

	However, a second later she realized that something was wrong. She turned around, frowned, and said in a tired but cold voice, with a hint of wariness, "Could you wait until I go out before you go to the bathroom?"
 

	I strategically took a few steps closer. Although the maternal glow was bright and my desire was surging, I tried my best to appear somewhat playful and said, "I've missed Mom so much since I started school~".
 

	Having experienced those unbearable things and knowing that I harbored evil intentions, my mother's expression became somewhat flustered and unnatural upon hearing my words.
 

	Her words were evasive, and she replied haphazardly, saying, "Thinking about studying hard is the real thing~".
 

	During this time, I had already finished observing my mother. Her eyes lacked the drowsy look of someone going to the bathroom after waking up; instead, they were warm and clear. Her disheveled hair couldn't hide the lingering blush on her face, and the damp strands looked like they were from sweat. Even from a distance, I could sense she had just finished a vigorous sweating session, her whole body exuding the warmth of a mature woman.
 

	She wore thin cotton shorts, her shapely legs appearing ivory white under the light, seemingly reflecting a shimmering, glossy sheen. When she turned to the side, her slightly upturned, plump buttocks created gaps in the hem of her shorts, as if deliberately letting people see their shapely curves.
 

	The light pink floral print long-sleeved cardigan pajamas was a "mistake in the rush"—the buttons weren't fastened properly, let alone fully. It's easy to imagine that she hurriedly threw on the clothes and casually fastened a few buttons. As a result, her otherwise casual upper body was now almost open at her high breasts, clearly revealing the lace and jagged edges of her black bra. The color contrast was strong, and I think this style and color of bra is sexy.
 

	In her languid state, an alluring side was revealed beneath her ordinary pajamas, making me swallow hard.
 

	Seeing this, my first thought was that she was a woman, a woman who could bring men unparalleled pleasure.
 

	All of the above seems to confirm my guess; this is indeed what happened afterward! Seeing her wearing such sexy and alluring lingerie again, I was filled with boundless anger and jealousy.
 

	Chapter 93
 

	My mother's figure attracted me, and this was mixed with other emotions.
 

	But I don't have the right to make blatant attacks from the bottom of my head .
 

	Perhaps I was daydreaming for too long, because my mother, with a hint of suspicion, tentatively said, "What are you doing, standing there like an idiot? Go outside first."
 

	The shock left my head spinning. I trembled, my voice trembling, and I was babbling incoherently, "Mom~ did you just take a shower now? You look so wet~".
 

	My mother clicked her tongue, about to say something, but I interrupted her; by then I had already approached again, my voice trembling, trying to sound calm, "Mom, why is your face so red? Like you've been exercising and sweating, especially so late at night." I smiled bitterly.
 

	My words were incoherent and illogical. But the muscles in my face were trembling, and my eyes were flashing with a strange light, a prelude to an unknown outburst. My expression contained pain, helpless resentment, frustration, and a lust more morbid than a simple Oedipus complex.
 

	Such a rich inner world was displayed on my face, and my whole body's reaction confirmed how my mother could not see that something was wrong with me, and how I had an almost imperceptible competitive spirit.
 

	"I don't know what you're talking about~ Go to the bathroom, I'm leaving~", the mother said, her tone and gaze evasive.
 

	Then she said helplessly and irritably, "Your dad went out with his cronies a long time ago." Then she tentatively looked up at me.
 

	My mother probably couldn't believe she said those words... It's like she's trying to explain something, to make me feel better. She knows exactly what I'm thinking.
 

	At least, nothing like that happened while I was home; that was her best effort and the basic condition for me to bury my head in the sand.
 

	So from now on, if I can't hear or see it, does that mean it doesn't exist? We won't investigate the truth for now.
 

	Hearing my mother's words, I hesitated for a moment, then widened my eyes, which had suddenly become clear, and looked at my mother as if asking for a definite answer.
 

	The mother stopped yelling and went outside. She bit her lip, her face even redder than before. She looked at her son with a hint of disappointment, slightly annoyed by my bizarre and immoral thoughts.
 

	My mother's seemingly unnecessary explanation was quite intriguing. I felt a surge of joy, and though I couldn't quite put my finger on it, I said, "I was so looking forward to seeing you, Mom, back at school!"
 

	Seeing that I had put aside my mental distress because of her "explanation" and started another kind of "nonsense," my desire was written all over my face again. But my mother couldn't confront or criticize me directly. She just bit her lower lip and exhaled rapidly through her nose. Her alluring eyes shot out a strange resentment that she really couldn't do anything about me.
 

	What can be done? This bastard is her own son, and his twisted ideas are the result of her mishandling of the situation. Who can really blame her? Women may be born to be good wives and mothers and may be taught traditional etiquette, but incestuous relationships with the closest blood relatives are considered out of line for people in this era and in this region.
 

	Many things happen without us even realizing it, as we are being pushed along.
 

	My mother habitually brushed her hair back, glancing at me sideways and letting out a soft hum. Her mature, domestic womanly charm was even more evident in these ordinary gestures, and her face, though not stunningly beautiful, was incredibly alluring. She possessed a woman's emotions and a mother's authority. Her face bore the marks of time, but paired with her voluptuous figure and a rosy complexion that seemed to have been nourished by something, she exuded a languid yet alluring charm, like a fine vintage wine hidden in the air, its aroma impossible to conceal.
 

	All of this completely captivated my mind and body, this immature boy with a strong attachment to his mother. Even though I was much taller and heavier than my mother, under the magic of proportion, I felt that she was incredibly tall and voluptuous. Perhaps just one part of her body was enough to make a boy feel like he was in heaven. This mature mother's body didn't even need to exert itself to subdue a boy.
 

	I feel a sense of awe, but even more so, a strong sense of conquest. Having seen many mountains, I yearn to climb one of them.
 

	My agitated heart felt like my breath was turning into white mist.
 

	After racking my brains for a month, the alluring, soft, and beautiful flesh was right in front of me. What was there to do? My penis was already aroused faster than my consciousness could process.
 

	By the way, since Father had already left and Mother gave this "explanation," it means she had never been intimate with a man. So where did she get this "attitude" from? It makes one curious and full of voyeuristic desire.
 

	My mother naturally knew that my barging in like this meant I was emboldened by lust and planning something indecent; besides, every detail of my actions from head to toe irrefutably confirmed it. But she couldn't very well say directly, "You're thinking about me, aren't you? You're thinking about *that* thing," or "Why are you always thinking about your mother?" or "You left here in the middle of the night, were you planning to do something to your mother again ?"...
 

	Her gaze sharpened slightly, but she couldn't help but say with a hint of teasing amusement, "I never realized you were so clingy ~~"
 

	I pretended not to hear her. At that moment, I started focusing on her chest. I don't know when, but her cardigan-style nightgown had slipped down a little over her right shoulder, revealing most of her rounded, fragrant shoulder. It truly lived up to the idiom, "old shoulders, incredibly smooth"; "old" doesn't refer to age, but to maturity and charm. The black bra that covered her high, firm breasts revealed even more of her figure. I couldn't be bothered to find out why my mother would wear this tonight, especially since she was wearing it to bed.
 

	However, I must "defend" myself here. It's not that rural women are so forward-thinking, understanding what's attractive and sexy, or even knowing anything about brands. Most of them have no concept of these things and are actually ashamed of posing provocatively. Their purchasing logic is basically: if the fabric feels nice and the price is good, they buy it, which leads to a wide variety of choices...
 

	Besides this, many of them are quite concerned about the support and lift of their breasts. This is a basic understanding, especially for those with impressive breasts... it's not about making their breasts more attractive or drawing more attention to men.
 

	In short, under this purchasing logic, it's not surprising or unreasonable that some breast-lifting bodysuits are effective, and that they come in so-called sexy, glamorous, or even tighter styles.
 

	Returning to my mother, although she had lived in a small town for a long time, she was never an ignorant or unsophisticated woman. Plus, with a "respectable and comfortable" job... when the granaries are full, people learn etiquette. It's not surprising that she developed some basic knowledge about dressing.
 

	My explanation can actually completely explain all the clothes I've seen and described from the beginning until now, whether they were appropriate, bright, elegant, or sexy... To reiterate, if you go to an ordinary town, you'll see that the town's civil servants, teachers, and small shop owners don't dress like typical middle-aged women at all.
 

	What my mother presents to me now is the casualness of her top and the allure of her lingerie, along with the vibrant contrast of colors. Her bra can never fully cover her breasts, and you can vaguely see the faint bluish veins on her breasts under the light. This has the feel of time, but not aging. It highlights the softness, plumpness, and whiteness of her breasts, as if telling me that this woman is fully ripe and just right.
 

	When these things happen to a mother who's pretending to scold me, I just want to immediately pounce on her, tear her apart, rip off that facade of a respectable woman, and reveal that seductive charm that clung to men ...
 

	I look no different from a drooling idiot now.
 

	As if my "response" was not on the same wavelength as my mother's, I blankly asked, "Mom... are you going back to sleep...?"
 

	Sometimes, this kind of "silliness" is quite enjoyable. First, it shows how charming a woman is, and although she is surprised, she feels an inexplicable sense of pride. Second, it makes her speechless yet amused, and I essentially provide a lot of emotional value. Third, it might make a woman feel a little vulnerable and tender.
 

	So my mother didn't switch to scolding me. Instead, her eyes crinkled with a smile, and even the faint crow's feet seemed to ripple with charm. After all, most of her facial skin was still delicate. Although it wasn't the flawless, fair complexion of a young girl, it possessed a woman's firm and alluring beauty. Just like her independent and strong personality, her private parts also had moments of tightness and attraction ...
 

	She raised an eyebrow and said softly, "Not sleeping? Or am I supposed to stay here and act crazy with you?"
 

	I mentally simulated tugging at her clothes, but didn't actually do it. I just replied, "I'm a freshman in high school now... I really want to go home... I really want to see Mom..." My eyes never stopped scrutinizing that mature, voluptuous body; the state of my penis and the restlessness in my body and mind were always present.
 

	The mother replied noncommittally, "It's not like I'm not letting you come home... Now you've seen me, haven't you?"
 

	I said with difficulty, "But..."
 

	"But what~", my mother noticed my gaze fixed on her chest. She glanced down casually and realized she'd accidentally revealed a bit of skin. She quickly pulled her clothes tighter, but the glimpse of black only fueled my curiosity. My mother hadn't buttoned her clothes up. It must have looked strange, right? Buttoning her clothes in front of her son felt like she'd openly done something embarrassing and was now cleaning up the mess.
 

	My mother glared at me, poked my forehead, and said, "You're in your second year of high school now, so don't think about all those weird and crooked things~".
 

	Seeing my mother about to leave the bathroom, my anxious and violent desire almost made me blurt out, but my tongue caught in my throat, "Mom...it's been so long...I...I...can I...?"
 

	"Have you seen enough? What are you thinking about?" My mother looked at my disheveled and anxious state, which was filled with unfulfilled desire, and chuckled twice. Her tone was slightly coquettish as she spoke. Even though the allure of black was still evident, she still hadn't straightened her top.
 

	Then, with a mixture of resentment, anger, and a touch of maternal affection in her eyes, she said in a drawn-out tone, "You..." At the same time, she pressed her finger against my forehead, as if to push me away, or to distance herself from me, implying that she was not going to cater to my thoughts.
 

	Many times, I can sense every subtle shift in my mother's emotions, but piecing it all together, I can't fully understand her thoughts; perhaps, she herself doesn't know either. The breaking of the taboo between mother and son, regardless of the considerations, can never be truly understood. It's a fusion of helplessness, compromise, desire, confusion, and ignorance.
 

	Seeing my stunned and dejected expression, my mother's demeanor shifted to a calm indifference that I couldn't discern, though her eyes remained bright and her smile continued. She turned away, seemingly no longer paying attention to me, and a waft of her rich, feminine scent wafted from her. Because of the washbasin in front of her, she leaned slightly forward to get her face closer to the mirror, one hand resting on the sink.
 

	I don't know what she wanted to look at or what details she wanted to tidy up, but it was like she wanted to take a final look in the mirror. Her fingers were fiddling with things.
 

	Then he said, "You're such a grown woman... do you think you can just do whatever you want... I'm your mother~." To be honest, this declaration emphasizing his status had no deterrent effect whatsoever, nor did it evoke any sense of morality in me; it only made me more excited.
 

	A few seconds later, the mother lowered her hand from in front of her; she seemed completely indifferent and was about to leave.
 

	Then, seeing my "unmoved" reflection in the mirror, she still supported me with one hand, her body leaning forward. The dappled mirror blurred her gaze, as if she were preparing to say something, or perhaps waiting for something she herself wasn't sure she could accept. The cool, early autumn night always easily stirs up intense emotions. Yet, I heard a hint of reproach in my mother's voice, a voice both soft and alluring, like hot oil poured onto my burning body.
 

	Even the autumn wind can't blow it away.
 

	The intriguing tone of her voice was one thing, but it was the allure of my mother in that position that truly broke me down. Her round, plump buttocks, peeking through the thin fabric, revealed a smooth, glossy, rounded shape, pert and firm before me. Below, her shorts barely covered her upper thighs, and through the gaps, I could see the distinction between her legs and buttocks. Her thighs bulged upwards with flesh, giving the impression that even a gentle pat could send my mind into a frenzy.
 

	Unable to distinguish whether my body or mind acted first, I pulled her into my arms, embracing her soft, fragrant body. My hands circled her lower abdomen to prevent her from struggling. My head rested against her back, and through her clothes, I inhaled deeply, a rich and intoxicating fragrance filling my nostrils—deep yet not overpowering, mature yet not cloying—definitely the mature woman's scent I was captivated by.
 

	Unexpectedly, my mother did not show any surprise. She simply tilted her head slightly and placed her warm hands on mine again, without trying to pry them off. Instead, she said in a slightly magnetic, comforting tone, "What are you doing, Li Yuqing... are you still a child?"
 

	I was greedily savoring the scent, warmth, and fullness of my mother's body, as well as her firm, erect muscles, and I murmured, "Mom... I just want to be close to you~ It's been so long since I've felt this way... I really want to..."
 

	But my crotch was right in front of my mother's hard and unruly buttocks, and I had already been thrusting into her without restraint. Through the layers of fabric, I gently swayed and twisted, rubbing my penis from hardening to numbness. In this situation, it was purely psychological stimulation. I even felt that my mother's buttocks were tight and hard at this moment, as if I was hitting a wall of flesh.
 

	How could my mother not realize something? I straightened my head and saw in the mirror that her face had changed slightly and her body was trembling a little. She started to grab my fingers one by one, without moving her buttocks, otherwise wouldn't that have looked like a seductive gesture?
 

	As if only now seeing through her, the mother said resentfully, "Look, look~ what wicked thoughts you've been plotting now, haven't you...?"
 

	I pleaded, "But it's been over a month... I'm in so much pain... Mom."
 

	My mother lowered one hand and continued to support herself on the washbasin. With her other hand, she didn't use much force to pry me off, and spat out, "You're really sick... What's wrong with you... What does it have to do with me... You deal with it yourself..."
 

	I blurted out, "Anyway, we've all tried it... and it hasn't had any bad effects..."
 

	The mother's face flushed red, and her stiff buttocks began to soften, as if she were gradually breaking down under the stimulation of her young son's penis. She seemed to be losing her balance, and her waist seemed to sag, whether intentionally or unintentionally.
 

	Suddenly she broke free from my "restraints," turned around, stood up straight, and faced me.
 

	Before I could even take a good look at her face and body, she gave me a light tap on the head, making me wince in pain.
 

	It was clear that the mother was trying to build up her anger, but her flushed face, flustered expression, and gentle yet brimming eyes caused her to lose her composure, staring blankly at something.
 

	"What happened in the past doesn't mean anything~ I hope you'll be more sensible and quieter when you're in your second year of high school~".
 

	I replied enthusiastically, "I promise I'll be sensible...you'll see next time you take the exam." I don't know if my mother listened or not.
 

	After saying that, my mother's gaze suddenly sharpened, and she twisted my ear, angrily scolding, "Who knew you, you bastard, would think of..." She suddenly stopped, "Just thought of..." This time, I completely ignored the pain in my ear and waited expectantly for her to continue.
 

	She had no one to blame but herself for being stuck. Her mother's fierce and persistent stubbornness was like boiling water poured on snow. The muscles on her face trembled slightly as she bit her lip. I heard her mutter softly, "Your mother..."
 

	I stared at my mother's high, firm breasts, her black allure almost in a daze, feeling a wave of heat emanating from her body, a sensation that overwhelmed my mouth, throat, and my erect penis, creating a myriad of reactions.
 

	Even though I'm taller than my mother, even if I'm not standing up straight, I feel like I'm looking up at a mountain of flesh, looking up at those towering breasts, like a fanatical believer saying, "Is it wrong to miss my mom...? Aren't you happy that your son misses you...?"
 

	I don't know if my mother saw that my undisguised tent was now pressing against her mons pubis.
 

	Whether it was her son's words that softened her, or the unique hormonal scent of a young man, especially the feeling that her own erection was about to invade her most private area, this mature woman was confused. For her, experiencing a young body at this age was an irresistible physical and mental stimulation.
 

	My mother's eyes curved into crescent shapes, her eyelashes trembled slightly, and she lowered her hand from twisting my ear. "Look at you, so pathetic... all you ever think about are those things..." she hummed softly. It wasn't a complaint, but more like a cat's satisfied purr, yet it carried a subtle sense of superiority.
 

	Then my mother simply put her hands up on the sink, half seriously and half amused, letting me stare at her chest. She clicked her tongue again and said, "You're so interested in women my age... do you think you're mentally ill?"
 

	I noticed that her raised face suddenly appeared somewhat blurry in the light, but her slightly trembling eyelashes, her half-closed and narrowed eyes, and her slightly parted lips all conveyed an extreme sensuality that I had never seen before, belonging to a mature woman.
 

	I replied, "I only miss my mother..."
 

	My mother was surprised to see me so naked, and blushed with embarrassment and panic.
 

	But her mother quickly composed herself, her expression suddenly turning serious, her gaze sharp, and her tone stern as she said, "You dare to act recklessly on your very first night home... You have no choice..." As she spoke, she slightly turned her head, glancing elsewhere, almost tapping her leg lightly, making it seem as if this was an unquestionable matter.
 

	Hearing this, I slumped down like a wilted eggplant.
 

	My mother glanced at my deadpan expression and suddenly her serious demeanor vanished. She chuckled sweetly and said gently, "Was that really necessary, Li Yuqing?" This sudden change almost caught me off guard. I could only conclude that she was faking it before; it was almost like she was teasing me, as if she had found some kind of amusement in it.
 

	Such a mother is somewhere between light-hearted and frivolous, and either way, I'm captivated. I feel the space before me brighten as if it were daytime.
 

	Inadvertently, I "accidentally" raised my erect penis and pressed it against my mother's mons pubis.
 

	My mother exclaimed softly, looking at me with a hint of annoyance, and scolded, "What are you doing? Get your stinky thing away, don't you even know how ugly you are?" She pretended to be disgusted.
 

	She shifted her position, avoiding this absurd contact.
 

	"I can't be bothered with you," the mother said irritably.
 

	Then he lowered his head and placed his hands on the buttons, as if to seal up the exposed, alluring black opening.
 

	But when she saw what was on her chest, she stopped moving her hands. Her pupils gleamed with a cat-like light as she glanced at me and muttered a soft curse, "Bastard~", but with a hint of coquettishness.
 

	I had a feeling that once she buttoned that button, it would all be over.
 

	Without a second thought, he pounced on her, crashing into her arms and burying his face in her chest. It felt like being caught by a soft, elastic force. And his lower body thrust even more fiercely against his mother.
 

	"Hey hey hey~ What's wrong with you~", my mother exclaimed helplessly. She was about to open her arms to push me away, but then realized she had lost her balance and had to lean on the sink.
 

	The milky and feminine scents were more pronounced on the front. I felt that my mother's body and breath were soft and cuddly, especially when she wore ordinary home clothes, revealing her plump and charming figure. It was as if she could produce moisture if you pinched her, which made my lower body and mind full of heat, dizzy, and unbearably swollen.
 

	Although a mature woman's body is not as bright as a young girl's, it is like a field after the autumn harvest, heavy and full, carrying a vibrant life force that remains strong even after weathering many storms, making one want to merge into it.
 

	I said, panting, "I just want a hug... Mom... I won't do anything inappropriate~".
 

	"Pah, I don't trust you, you've already bumped into me..."
 

	"Don't you even know when and where this is... You really have no self-control, young man..." I rubbed against my mother's chest like I was rooting for cabbage, sniffing wildly, pressing my face against her magnificent, full breasts. My mother, on the other hand, held her head high, occasionally twisting her neck because she was uncomfortable with my head pressing against her, and said in a low voice, "This is too outrageous, Li Yuqing... I'm your mother... Don't touch me here~".
 

	I was secretly pleased, thinking to myself, "So what? Your fertilized chicken is right there on top of your sacred forbidden zone."
 

	Unexpectedly, my mother immediately continued, but was interrupted by the movement of my head, saying intermittently, "You...you're even more outrageous down there...move away a bit..."
 

	Half of what I saw was black and half was white, but both of them excited me. The black thing was my mother's bra, and the white thing was the soft, exposed part of her breasts. I looked up and gazed at her face between her breasts. The heat from my breath and my words touched the skin of her chest.
 

	When I looked up, I met my mother's gaze as she looked down. She seemed a little dazed and stunned.
 

	Her gently blinking eyelashes suggested she wasn't particularly angry; instead, her eyes always held a pool of spring water that seemed to draw my soul in.
 

	I put my arms around her back.
 

	I said, "Mom... just let me hug you... is that not allowed?"
 

	But just now, the boy's body was pressed against hers, and her full breasts, encased in his arms, were already burning hot. His frenzied infatuation with everything about her, the vitality of his groin, the youthful energy—all of this had somehow affected her. Her clarity wavered, her face flushed a testament to the overflowing pleasure, her eyes brimming with desire, her lips curved in a smile, and her hair disheveled—it seemed that in some moment, she had yielded. Then her mother said softly, "Be good, okay? Let Mom go to sleep."
 

	After saying that, she actually reached down with one hand and pressed down on my erect tent, but of course it was in vain; it was just a symbolic gesture of reassurance.
 

	It felt different when it wasn't my own hand. Just from that touch, the tingling sensation felt like it was about to explode, and I shuddered.
 

	"You're always thinking about all sorts of nonsense~ This thing, you shouldn't treat your mother like that~", the mother scolded.
 

	I don't care what my mother is thinking now. I think she looks a little aroused. When I think about how she "touched" my penis, my first thought is to return the favor.
 

	My mother was still looking at me with a half-smile, a half-serious look on her face. I went straight for the kill and reached down, pinching her between her legs through her clothes. It wasn't rough, but the action was just like pinching. I used all my fingers, and the touch was soft and tender like cream.
 

	"Hmm~ No," she quickly grabbed my hand away. Before biting her lip, my mother let out a sweet and alluring moan that I had been longing for, and at the same time, she frowned and closed her eyes.
 

	Her head swayed forward slightly, as if she were very sensitive and had been greatly stimulated.
 

	For some reason, even though I didn't feel any real dampness, my mother's groan made me feel that she was even wetter. Perhaps it was because she had sweated? Or perhaps it was because she had just washed something and there was still moisture left on her body.
 

	Or perhaps she was already on the verge of collapse, and I was like someone who had just grabbed a clam that had opened its shell and was already soaking in its own moisture.
 

	Before my mother could object, I leaned my head back against her chest. Stimulated by the touch, my agitation intensified. I almost wanted to bite open my mother's nightgown and her black bra to reveal her full, white breasts.
 

	In the illusory dampness, I felt my mother was even more like a plant brimming with sap. Her maturity was thorough; from her voluptuous figure to her alluring eyes, she exuded a fertile aura that moved even the earth.
 

	"You jerk~ Didn't you say it was just a hug~?" my mother said with a hint of annoyance, but she was already a little flustered by my chest being pressed against hers, so her tone was a mix of reluctance and acceptance.
 

	This was outrageous! I immediately squatted down. That's right, desire at certain times brutally becomes "the desire for the mouth and tongue." For this woman who still possessed maternal authority and the temperament of a domestic woman, yet appeared delicate and peach-like, my first instinct was to use the most sensitive parts of my body to touch, embrace, and experience her.
 

	This all starts with the most crucial part, naturally the fertile, moist, and lush forbidden area of the mother's lower body.
 

	However, when you squat down, what you see in front of you is the soft, fleshy bulge between her legs.
 

	In my impatience, I didn't care anymore and leaned forward to kiss her round thigh, almost like I was biting it...
 

	It was, after all, a woman's skin, straight and shapely, the texture perfectly proportioned. My lips and face brushed against it, half cool, half warm, silky smooth like velvet. Driven by desire, the man's fascination with feminine scents was fully unleashed. Despite the lingering fragrance of shower gel and laundry detergent, I was certain this body, this woman's skin, had its own scent—indescribable, but certainly not unpleasant. I slowly raised myself, my head moving between my mother's thighs. The closer I got to her legs, the more I seemed to smell a faint, pungent odor, and a damp warmth, but it was all trapped by the fabric of her shorts and underwear.
 

	It then mixed with the fresh scent of detergents, reaching its most intoxicating state.
 

	Rather than kissing this warm, soft flesh, I felt more like absorbing all its scents; my sense of smell was racing, afraid of missing a single aroma.
 

	I held my mother's legs tightly, preventing her from moving them. She was probably stunned by this "sudden" situation and my "perverted" behavior, feeling utterly ashamed and helpless.
 

	"Hey~ stop being so disgusting~", my mother pushed my head and shouted urgently.
 

	Thighs are not a place to linger. I looked at the bulge in her thigh, swallowed hard, and felt my blood rushing to my head. While holding her thigh, I climbed up with the other hand and precisely grabbed her mother's waistband, intending to pull it down completely.
 

	I firmly believe that as long as I conquer her forbidden zone with my mouth, even without any skill, can a woman of this age resist the reckless and stimulating oral skills of a young man? The part of her body that her son is eating is touching her complex, alluring, and desire-filled private parts—this is the most unconventional intimate touch, the most contrary to traditional values. My mother will surely suffer both physical pleasure and extreme psychological torment, her senses will be heightened, and in the end, she will inevitably succumb to a flood of fluids and let out seductive moans. My mother knew my intention. She patted my shoulder, not my head, and therefore quite forcefully; then her voice was like a struggle, yet very resolute, "No~ Don't take off my pants~", and at the same time, she quickly and decisively pulled up her shorts herself, the force causing them to deviate from their normal position.
 

	I looked up and met my mother's gaze as she looked down at me. She was also a little out of breath, her face was flushed, and her hair was disheveled. My earlier groping of her thigh had made her feel ashamed and angry, but her eyes were bright and sparkling, and beneath her complex expression, there was a hint of a bright smile.
 

	Maybe I was just laughing out of anger, but I always tend to think of things in a "positive" way.
 

	Since I started boarding at school, my mother has stopped being so fierce with me. Now she doesn't confront me with sharp physical force. She just says, "Have you had enough? Get up now."
 

	"Don't even think about causing trouble tonight~ I'm not kidding you, Li Yuqing," my mother said calmly, then stared at me intently, as if to tell me to accept reality and accept her discipline.
 

	I lowered my hands, shifted my weight, squatted down again, and pretended to stand up.
 

	A hint of pride flashed in the mother's eyes, as if she felt that her maternal authority was still effective.
 

	However, I was fixated on the area between her legs. I had been watching her closely. After my mother pulled up her pants, the fabric of her lower body clung to and tightened around her thighs. At that moment, the plump, beautiful vulva of my mother's thighs became even more vivid and three-dimensional. That must be what people call a camel's toe. It was fertile, soft, and concrete, as if there was a delicious treasure hidden inside. It made my mouth water.
 

	I sprang up, grabbed my mother's buttocks and legs with both hands, used the leverage to get up, and leaned my head in, closing my eyes and "biting" at that soft, plump mound.
 

	"Ah...you bastard~", the mother cried out in a mix of panic and allure as her vulva was suddenly attacked.
 

	Her legs trembled, and she instinctively bent them inwards, as if to close her alluring entrance, just like in movies where girls' short skirts flutter in the wind, and they close their legs tightly, using their hands to cover their crotch to prevent any exposure. My mother also pressed my head down with both hands, but the action looked more like pressing my head against her thighs, "helping" me press even closer, as if her legs were trying to clamp my head shut, preventing me from escaping.
 

	Even though there was fabric between us, that "bite" made me extremely excited. To sneak up on a woman's shy parts, who wasn't yet "accepting" me physically or mentally, and see her real reaction in that instant, my own adrenaline would surge to its peak.
 

	My mouth could fully feel this plump, soft mass that made me fall into depravity. It was right between my mother's legs. It felt like I was biting into a soft, vibrant creature, melting in my mouth. A wave of mature female scent wafted into my nose. It was also like biting into a freshly baked, plump white steamed bun.
 

	Before my mother could escape my "pounce," I sucked a portion of her soft flesh, along with her shorts and underwear, into my mouth. The wet heat made me lick it with my tongue; it felt astringent and slightly salty.
 

	"Mmm~", my mother groaned, her legs trembled slightly, and then her pushing of my head became much more firm.
 

	"Ah...this won't do...don't do this, Li Yuqing~ listen to me~", but when she said this, her voice was ethereal and gentle, like water, and it could make me lose myself.
 

	Since I caught her off guard, I won't be able to take advantage of her for long. It wasn't difficult for my mother to break this absurd scene. She started by lifting me up by my arms.
 

	At this very last moment, I frantically tore and gnawed at that soft flesh with my teeth, the movements were so hurried, and I was barely suppressing the urge to bite down hard.
 

	My mother's beautiful vulva was finally subjected to even greater stimulation. "Ah... God... Ah... No..." My mother moaned softly, the sounds of her body stimulating her were so seductive and intoxicating that they sent shivers down my spine. After I felt this, her legs went weak, and the tender flesh inside seemed to want to shrink back into the second layer of fabric. The moment my tongue touched it, it contracted, releasing a warm, wet sensation. The dampness and slipperiness of that soft flesh became even more real, as if something "gushed" out, penetrating the thin fabric and reaching my mouth and tongue, the fresh, fishy, and sensual taste even stronger.
 

	It was like a delicious burst of flavor in my mouth, the savory taste flowing to every nerve on my tongue; it was like truly biting into a plump, juicy abalone, forcing out its juices. At the same time, I had no doubt that I didn't need to use any force, just a gentle touch of my teeth, and my mother's fertile forbidden land would open up to me to its most sexually charged degree—moist and warm, with a rich, womanly scent. To put it bluntly, this "experience" combined with the imagination was so pleasurable and moving that I almost burst into tears.
 

	This wonderful experience lasted only a moment. Under my mother's murderous gaze, I was pulled up like a chick by her. I couldn't wait to glance at the forbidden area of my mature mother that had just touched my face. There was a large patch of mottled water there, which looked like my mother herself was unable to hold back her wetness and was a little sticky. It could also just be my saliva.
 

	My mother's face was flushed, a mixture of physiological and anger caused by my audacious and disregard for her wishes. However, the damp heat from her groin seemed to spread throughout her body, making her even more drenched in sweat. Her face was flushed, and strands of loose, damp hair clung to her head and cheeks, but she ignored them. Her teeth were clenched so tightly they were almost grinding. In this state, however, her anger only made her mature womanly charm even more striking. The more intense her emotions were, the more alluring and seductive she became, despite her displeasure.
 

	Moreover, there were her firm, full breasts, barely concealed, with the exposed flesh resembling soft tofu or steamed eggs, giving a trembling sensation. The black lace bra with its serrated edges seemed to be teasing any man who could see her cleavage. This only accentuated her femininity when she was angry, leaving me bewildered. I forgot all my fear as she continued her attacks.
 

	The mother subtly adjusted her shorts.
 

	Then the mother's peach-blossom eyes widened, filled with shame and anger, and she whispered, "Look what you're doing! You're not behaving like a human being!" "You really think you can do whatever you want to your mother, don't you?"
 

	"Instead of studying properly, you spend all your time thinking about these disgusting things~"
 

	My heart skipped a beat. Was Mother really going to do this? Was I going to miss out on treating my little brother tonight ?
 

	"I'm sorry, Mom... I... I just haven't... I couldn't help myself for too long," I said without any shame. What I was really thinking was what else I could do now.
 

	The mother retorted, "Stop talking nonsense~ Can't you just treat me like your mother? What do I have to do for you to shut up?"
 

	“There’s no conflict, Mom~ Aren’t I still the son who’s good at studying and can help you?” “Besides…we’ve already…several times before…” I lowered my voice for the last sentence to avoid escalating her “rebellious” mentality.
 

	"Shut up, don't talk about that nonsense~", the mother interrupted.
 

	Unless absolutely necessary, my mother currently avoids bringing up the behaviors we've experienced.
 

	My mother's "interruption" also caught me off guard, and I could only glare at her for a while, then look around, my angry breathing clearly audible.
 

	She could have just left, but I can't explain why she's "standing up" with me. She's not even bothering to straighten her pajamas anymore, as if she's accepted her appearance that makes men uneasy. After all, she's at home, so why be so reserved?
 

	I stood frozen in front of my mother, the intense, tantalizing scent of her body lingering around me. My nostrils twitched, and I became like a cat eyeing her crotch. The soft mass inside the fabric was nothing less than a timid little lab rat. Then, I "accidentally" smacked my lips.
 

	The mother clearly immediately connected the shameless scene to what had just transpired, and sure enough, she quickly glanced down at her crotch and frowned. "You're sick!"—her voice trembled as she suppressed her anger, turning her face away, her neck taut with suppressed rage. After a moment, she turned back and spat out, "Are you a dog? You lick and bite everything!"
 

	I shrugged smugly and said, "Yeah...you haven't even forgotten what your son's zodiac sign is, have you?" I am indeed a dog, and my mother wouldn't forget, but that idiom, in that particular context, implicitly assumed the other person wasn't.
 

	The mother paused for a moment, then realized it was true, and couldn't help but laugh, but immediately her face hardened with anger.
 

	"Stop joking with me. I'm serious now, and you're not allowed to mess around," my mother said sternly, absentmindedly smoothing her hair as she spoke. Instead, she thrust her breasts forward in a display, then leaned back against the table with her hands behind her, tilting her head slightly and blinking at me.
 

	Her legs crossed briefly before separating again. It was as if she was deliberately indicating that even in this alluring pose, she wouldn't open up to me any further. It was her business if her figure attracted me, and it was my business if my addictive lust and illicit thoughts grew wildly.
 

	I almost drooled, and weakly said, "Mom...you can't do this..."
 

	The mother's eyes narrowed. "Then what should I do—indulge you shamelessly?"
 

	I took a deep breath, my mind racing as I struggled with the problem. This was troublesome; was I about to have to use another set of theoretical strategies?
 

	"But I think you're beautiful~ I just can't help wanting to...want to...do that to you," I said emotionally, expressing my feelings of impending desire.
 

	They completely ignored my flattery and praise.
 

	Then I lowered my head, but spoke clearly, "You...you can help me alleviate some of the issues I'm going through during puberty...that's not a bad thing..."
 

	The mother rolled her eyes, suppressing her anger as she laughed, "Not bad? Your thoughts are all wrong, and your body will be ruined too~ You'll be useless sooner or later."
 

	"Am I useless... ever since that... have I become a better student... and more physically fit?" I asked confidently. Because it's truly a positive change, regardless of the motivation.
 

	“I’ve told you so many times… it’s not as bad as you think, it will actually make me a better person… don’t you want your son to stay this way…?” “You have no reason to refuse, Mom,” I fired my final shot.
 

	After finishing the whole thing, my mother didn't look at me. Her tightly pursed lips suggested she couldn't refute me. Her fingertips unconsciously traced the patterns on the tiles, a mixture of conflict and unease in them. My words weren't clever sophistry; they were even quite naive and full of flaws. But what new insights could a small woman like my mother possibly offer in response?
 

	She turned her gaze back to me. "No... we can't do this... no matter what, if someone finds out... we're both finished... this family is finished too." Her voice trailed off, almost like a murmur, and her full lower lip was bitten with her teeth, leaving a crescent-shaped white mark.
 

	My eyes lit up. The fact that she muttered this to herself suggests that she had already accepted some of the situation beforehand.
 

	I stubbornly insisted, "It's something that happens in our own home, behind closed doors, who would find out... I won't tell anyone, and you certainly won't..."
 

	Seemingly triggering her mother's memories of the past, her face turned pale and then frosty, glaring at her fiercely as she gritted her teeth and said, "How dare you say that? When wasn't it all reckless? When wasn't there always the risk of being discovered?"
 

	“You say you’re at home? Last time you…” I knew she meant the time in the office, and my mother continued, “Putting everything else aside, this alone was bound to cause trouble sooner or later!”
 

	This is something I can't deny, but I don't think it's a big deal, because no one would expect something so absurd. The risk is actually quite small; after all, I wouldn't be so reckless as to indulge in public debauchery. Besides, such a forbidden union is very rare, happening only once in a lifetime. In this bustling world, it's as if it never happened.
 

	I do know how to maintain boundaries.
 

	But I still have to say, "I...I will be more careful in the future~".
 

	The mother scoffed, "Can I believe your words? I didn't say anything wrong, did I, Li Yuqing?" "Like tonight, yes, at home, you know your father is here, but you still dare to be so arrogant."
 

	"Not to mention that you've always treated your little sister like your grandma doesn't exist."
 

	Whether it works out tonight or not, my mother has taken another big step in relenting on this matter. Her practical concerns outweigh her inner sense of shame, which is wonderful news for me.
 

	But I know that there is still a long way to go. It is not enough to withstand the moral dilemmas. What I want is for her to indulge in it and be fond of it, for her to have a physical attachment to me, or at least to occupy an important place in my life.
 

	As for emotions, I think it's just normal mother-son feelings; don't make it like in novels where it's all about love. To be frank, as a young man just experiencing the charm of a mature mother, can you expect me to have such high-level emotions? I'm just attracted to her body, I want the stimulation of this perverse desire, to break taboos, and to enjoy the duet of motherhood and womanhood. That's perfectly reasonable, isn't it?
 

	"Then...then I'll follow Mother's wishes from now on..." These words were regrettable yet unavoidable. Regretful because it meant losing control, but unavoidable because it preserved hope and prevented it from being completely severed.
 

	Besides, what I say about sex today has nothing to do with what I do in the future.
 

	When passion reaches its peak, desire burns fiercely, and principles become irrelevant.
 

	The mother snorted coldly, then raised her eyebrows, pleased with herself for seizing the initiative.
 

	However, seeing that I seemed unwilling to give up and had even more expectations, my mother's eyes flickered and she said, "You...you don't have to be like this...as long as you really listen to me..." The last word gradually faded into her voice.
 

	These words sounded like celestial music in my mind. That soft, sweet voice at the end sounded like a comforting word, an unexpected hope, or even a wonderful temptation. My mind immediately started to imagine that my mother was saying, "As long as you are good, Mom will give you a chance to satisfy your desires."
 

	Seeing how quickly I was indulging in such fantasies, my mother coughed and said, "Besides... if you really thought you could do whatever you wanted... what do you think your mother is... do you even have any respect for me...?"
 

	“I feel disgusted… disgusted… my son is a scoundrel… a stinky man…” she said, looking up, her eyes blinking erratically, as if sighing, then fixing her gaze on me, her eyes gentle as water, her voice becoming warm, “Do you understand… son…”
 

	This seems like a persuasive tactic. I thought about it carefully and it's true. I was indeed reckless before, not in terms of timing or occasion, but in terms of how I started.
 

	Although my mother eventually succumbed to physical pleasure, the factors were complex; if I continued to act this way, I might mess things up sooner or later... Hoping that my mother would be driven by physical desire and then voluntarily violate human ethics to have sex is currently unlikely.
 

	I need to accumulate more leverage over the long term to win her heart; emotions are also acceptable. I can live without romantic feelings, but a woman will be moved by a young man's infatuation, which will make her feel young again, that she still has great charm, and that her life is still vibrant and full of life.
 

	A confrontational event that is "forced" to happen is bound to be short-lived. It seems we should pay more attention to this in the future. As for the scene or time period, I didn't care at all. I believe that specific problems should be analyzed specifically, and specific situations should be considered.
 

	Chapter 94
 

	I had mixed feelings and replied with an "Mmm~".
 

	The mother breathed a sigh of relief.
 

	But when she caught a glimpse of the tent in my genitals, she looked at me with a kind of "unbearable" dissatisfaction, as if all she had said was no match for her momentary physical urges; it seemed like my mother had secretly glanced at me, then pulled her exposed nightgown together to cover up the black temptation.
 

	I glanced at the half-open door, and knowing my father wasn't home, and having spent most of the night on the verge of action, I still wanted to try; I figured that if I used some simple methods, it wouldn't cause too much of a commotion.
 

	I swallowed hard, tightened my anus, and felt my penis was so hard it was about to burst out of my pants. Although I wasn't sure if I was still hard when I was talking to my mother, it's easy for a young man to get aroused.
 

	I whispered, "Um... Mom... I promise I'll go along with whatever you say from now on... but tonight... since Dad's not here... could you..." "You don't want me to get sick from holding it in, do you?"
 

	~".
 

	"Serves you right. You're always up to no good... What I just said was all for nothing... You'd better figure it out yourself," the mother mocked.
 

	After saying that, she put on an aloof and unapproachable air, shook her hair, and said, "I'm your mother... not your wife... I have no obligation to do this..."
 

	This kind of rejection—knowing my thoughts yet clarifying her identity—always gives me a sense of pleasure that I discover myself. The loyalty of a traditional wife arises spontaneously, and the more she says this, the more my heart itches.
 

	“I don’t want to do that… other ways… are fine too,” I said, expressing my desire for compromise.
 

	I don't know if she understood what I meant, but my mother said, "I don't care about this or that... I won't agree to anything you say tonight... Otherwise, what will you do in the future..." Before I could even process the "wonderful" meaning of her words, my mother simply turned around and looked in the mirror.
 

	With a hiss, the mother let out a surprised and frightened sound, as if she had seen a fact she did not want to see.
 

	"Oh no... I found two more gray hairs~", she said, then leaned forward and got closer to the mirror to see more clearly and carefully examined the roots of her hair.
 

	In this way, the mother's plump buttocks were slightly upturned, round, fleshy, and full of elasticity, and the mature woman's carnal desire exploded out.
 

	My mother didn't seem to care. She wasn't afraid of a little glimpse of her chest, so why would she be afraid of what others might think? She tilted her head, searching for that white hair that might not even exist, her gaze occasionally glancing at me through the mirror.
 

	Her straight legs made her skin appear even more radiant. Looking further up, the shorts were actually loose, but the fabric around her buttocks was stretched so tightly by the mature woman's flesh that it almost blended into her skin, the fabric so shiny that it made you want to press your face against it.
 

	"Offering a warm face to a cold backside" is actually a good thing.
 

	At this moment, her mother said again, "Could you be mistaken? You can't do anything reckless! Go back to sleep, you hear me? Sigh... I'm getting old." Her words jumped from one point to another, clearly, that single white hair also touched her heart.
 

	Women may say they're not afraid of getting old, but when signs of aging appear, do you see how panicked they become?
 

	But speaking in such everyday language, it was clear that she had relaxed quite a bit about our absurd behavior, because she had revealed a little bit of her true feelings, and it seemed that she could persuade me to behave myself in the future.
 

	My mood also lightened. I like my mother's behavior of breaking away from taboos and shame and returning to the daily routine. It makes me feel that doing things is also part of the daily routine, and there are fewer obstacles in all aspects. It also amplifies her femininity and charm in the contrast.
 

	I let my desire rise, without taking any action yet, though my penis was already throbbing even though it was restrained.
 

	Seeing that I neither left nor did anything reckless, my mother seemed surprised. She stopped what she was doing and looked at herself and me in the mirror; then she turned her head away, her posture unchanged. She couldn't see my full appearance, and I couldn't see the meaning in her eyes either.
 

	She glanced down, probably seeing the tent my penis was pitching, but probably not her own buttocks. However, through my aroused gaze, she could sense how her buttocks appeared in her son's eyes ...
 

	I tried my best to remain calm. My mother had actually been watching me with her face turned to the side for a long time. Suddenly, she said calmly, "Haven't you ever seen a woman's buttocks before...? No need to stare like that..." She tried to ignore the sexual symbolism of a woman's buttocks in her tone, but I could still detect a hint of satisfaction and pride in her own buttocks ...
 

	Her eyelashes seemed to be searching for my thoughts, their inner charm shimmering with a captivating allure.
 

	Who could tolerate this? Imagine a mature, alluring woman, fully aware of your wicked intentions, still slightly protruding her shapely buttocks in front of you, her hands resting on the sink, turning her head to look at you, her chin almost touching her shoulder blades, seemingly with a hint of seductive surprise and questioning. No other emotions need to be conveyed; that's the feeling I get. I'll just pretend I'm overthinking it, but those eyes, shaped like peach blossom petals, with a dreamy gaze and an unmistakable allure, that's an objective fact.
 

	In addition, her body always exudes an alluring charm.
 

	Having already endured for so long, the sight before me further aroused me, and I felt the burning desire within me reach its peak, causing my penis to become even more erect.
 

	I spread my arms, dangling them in mid-air. After hesitating for a moment, I used the same trick again, grabbing my mother's slender waist. At the same time, my erection pressed against her buttocks. My mother's body trembled violently, and she cried out in surprise and shame, "How can you still be so wicked?" But her face immediately "returned" to its bright red.
 

	I embraced my mother, pressed her against the washbasin, and gently kissed her long neck, inhaling the delicate fragrance emanating from her dark hair and the unique rich scent of a mature woman. At the same time, I thrust my hips forward, sliding through her thin shorts into the crevice of her plump buttocks. The soft, bouncy, fleshy feel sent shivers of pleasure through my body.
 

	I had already touched her buttocks. I slipped my hands under the hem of her pajamas and quickly moved them up to grasp her heavy, full lower half of her breasts, along with her slightly tight, stiff bra. I kneaded them hard, but thankfully I could still feel the soft flesh. I was extremely satisfied, both physically and mentally.
 

	The loss of my upper body was even more severe than the harassment of my lower body. Before I could even process it, my mother gripped my wrist tightly and pulled away resolutely. As she turned around, she didn't bother to push me away or make any attempt to protect my private parts. Instead, she frowned and stared at me with eyes as sharp as knives. Yes, she wanted to "dissuade" me from going away like that.
 

	It all depends on whether I still accept this mother's authority.
 

	She scoffed, "I told you it wouldn't work tonight~ Go ahead and try again~ What other good things can you do in the future? I'll change my surname to yours~"
 

	His speech was delivered at a calm pace and in a gentle tone, yet it carried an undeniable air of authority.
 

	I was so anxious I wanted to stomp my feet. "Mom... I didn't mean to do anything bad..."
 

	"Hugs and rubs would have been enough~".
 

	The mother's expression softened considerably, but her face immediately flushed again. "What's the difference... isn't it still taking liberties with your mother...?"
 

	I continued to express my willingness to compromise and have everyone give in, but it still took a lot of courage to say that. I stammered, "How about... we really don't do that... Mom... you... you can help me with your hands... or..." Before I could even say the word "mouth," my mother interrupted me in a low voice, "You wish! It's impossible."
 

	Sigh, I thought this wasn't the first time for either of these, so the resistance wouldn't be that strong.
 

	Forget it, let's not lose sight of the bigger picture. Let's switch back to that humblest request.
 

	"Alright then... I can handle it myself... but... I want to lean on Mom... that should be okay, right..."
 

	"I promise I won't touch you up there, or down there, and I definitely won't kiss you randomly..."
 

	My mother was a little surprised by what I said, then looked at me intently without responding.
 

	The mother closed her eyes, exhaled, then opened them, her lips moving as if she were making a murmur.
 

	"Is this not allowed either...? Just think of it as getting closer to my mother~".
 

	My mother gave me a deep look, and still somewhat unwillingly said, "Annoying... Remember your promise." She was still unwilling to be taken advantage of.
 

	My mother opened her eyes wide, as if she were "monitoring" my every move. I leaned forward, put one arm around her waist, and rested my head on her chest as before. My other hand was definitely inside my pants, taking matters into my own hands. My mother was about to instinctively break free, but then gave up and put her hands down.
 

	My lewd behavior was right under her nose, but my mother pretended to be disgusted and closed her eyes, not wanting to pay attention, and issued a warning, "That's all. You know the consequences if you dare to do anything reckless."
 

	Although my mother's body did not provide me with any real physical stimulation, I could feel her soft breasts in front of my eyes and face, smell the fragrance of her ripe flesh, and feel that her alluring body was within my grasp. These psychological stimuli were enough to amuse me.
 

	This scene was very strange. My mother's head kept trying to escape something, releasing her unease and shame. Her whole body was being "knocked" by me, and she wouldn't groan. I could only take her heavy breathing as a "meal substitute".
 

	In fact, if I operate normally, after a whole night of tingling sensation, it won't take long for me to ejaculate on my own.
 

	But I want to experience it more, so I don't touch the sensitive spots at all, or I deliberately slow down from time to time.
 

	"How long...how long...can you hurry up..." My mother's voice rang out above me, as I inhaled the scent of milk.
 

	Upon hearing his mother's "urging," the hand that was on her waist moved down a little, as if sliding towards a plump protrusion, and touched his mother's buttocks, which felt soft and firm to the touch.
 

	"Hey... you're starting to move around, aren't you... where are you putting your hands...?" the mother quickly interrupted.
 

	I spoke into my mouth right on my mother's chest, my warm breath falling on her fair breasts, "It's not in the front... This is the only way to speed things up..."
 

	Hearing me say that, and before I could even make any gentle kneading motions, my mother said in a clear, ethereal voice, "That's all we can do~ No pinching, no squeezing~" My mother seemed embarrassed by her own words, and her body tensed up even more, her temperature seemed to be rising.
 

	Is this all there is to it? We're missing one crucial ingredient: a mother's sweet humming or seductive voice.
 

	Instead of simply nuzzling her breasts, I pressed my face against her neck, trying to infect her with my youthful energy.
 

	As he almost kissed her sticky, sweaty skin that exuded the scent of a mature woman, the mother groaned softly, trying to escape, though it was probably just a reaction to discomfort.
 

	Finally, I felt more and more aroused, almost to the point of being addicted. So the hand that was touching my butt started to work together with the fingers to better feel the tightness and elasticity of the mature mother's beautiful buttocks.
 

	The mother subconsciously swayed her hips slightly, exclaiming, "Tsk~ Don't lick my saliva~ It's disgusting~", as the skin from her neck to her chest began to become uneven in color due to the rise in body temperature.
 

	Even now, I still can't get enough of her shapely buttocks.
 

	I then held her waist and turned her around so that her back was to me. My mother was a little flustered and didn't resist.
 

	But he muttered softly, "Hey... what do you want to do..."
 

	Looking at my mother's beautiful buttocks made my head spin with excitement; I said, "I didn't mean to do anything inappropriate... I just wanted to see this... it would be faster...", while gently pressing down on her waist with my hand, making my mother's buttocks appear fuller and more upturned.
 

	That way I don't have to lick her neck anymore, and my mother thinks it's good too, since she only has to look at her buttocks, so she doesn't have to suffer as much.
 

	This posture is the same as the one where the mother stands and enters from behind, especially since she doesn't say a word, lowers her head, and supports herself with her hands on the washbasin, as if she is welcoming her, even in front of the mirror.
 

	With one hand firmly placed on her waist, it looked as if I was the one controlling this mature and alluring woman, penetrating her from behind and thrusting my sinful male organ into her fertile forbidden zone.
 

	In this state of fantasy, a surge of heat rushed through my mind again, my blood boiled, and I masturbated even more vigorously ...
 

	When you see her with her head down, playing with a few strands of hair in her hand, the sense of her deference becomes even more vivid.
 

	I almost wanted to pull down her shorts and underwear and force myself on her vagina ...
 

	Sigh, whatever, it's pretty much over anyway, might as well just figure it out myself ...
 

	My mother looked up, turned back to give me a side profile and a glance, and asked, "Are you done yet?"
 

	This is like a mature woman who has been ravaged by me for too long, unable to resist anymore, too delicate to bear, and is waiting for me to finish quickly.
 

	So I increased the intensity of my masturbation, and as my hand moved back and forth, it touched my mother's round buttocks through her pants. With my mother's taut, honey-like buttocks, I felt her buttocks were as firm and bouncy as a basketball, as if they were trying to bounce my hand away.
 

	I don't know when it started, but seemingly to give me more vivid room for imagination, my mother would lower her waist even further, raising her rounder, more upturned buttocks to directly face the "scrutiny" of my hard penis. I looked in the mirror, but my mother didn't look in the mirror; perhaps she was embarrassed.
 

	I was truly impressed with my own ability to fantasize. I stopped deliberately slowing down my hand movements and just let the tingling sensation build up.
 

	Perhaps I misheard in my excitement. My mother's sweet, soft "Is it okay?" tickled my ears.
 

	I don't know if she was asking me "Is it okay now?" or if she was asking if her "cooperation" was acceptable.
 

	Everything else is unnecessary tonight, but hearing my mother's alluring voice still makes me yearn for it, and yes, for her face right now.
 

	The bathroom, the mirror, the posture that looked like her son was penetrating her from behind and teasing her honey hole—what an obscene scene! I didn't give her any physical stimulation in that position, so her expression couldn't be natural, could it?
 

	Whether my mother was intentionally or unintentionally avoiding the mirror, my hand reached up to her shoulder from her waist, and I pulled her up. My mother then looked up at the mirror.
 

	She saw my gaze and blushed deeply; I, on the other hand, stared intently at her face, the dusty, water-stained mirror only making my mother's beautiful face appear even more radiant.
 

	It seemed she was truly enduring a powerful impact; her red lips were tightly pressed together, her face flushed, and her messy black hair fell to either side. Fine beads of sweat glistened on her forehead and temples, which were partially exposed. My movements struck her buttocks, and her red lips parted slightly, emitting intermittent soft breaths, as if she were responding to my actions and merging into desire. Her eyes held both shame and resentment, unwilling yet forced to accept her son's "indecent advances."
 

	Seeing this made me feel dizzy, and my lower body swelled up even more.
 

	When the mother looked at her own seductive posture again, she let out an "Ah!" as if she was even more ashamed. She wondered if she had put on such a lewd pose in front of her son, and whether it was really for him to release his pent-up desires or related to sex.
 

	"Bastard...no...don't look at Mom's face...I can't take it~", the mother's trembling voice was captivating, yet seemed to carry a hint of provocative flame rising quietly. To the uninitiated, it would sound like she was moaning and panting from being overly stimulated.
 

	I continued to look after her without fail, and as a result, the resentment in my mother's eyes deepened when she looked at me in the mirror.
 

	I felt completely relaxed and at ease, looking at the middle-aged woman "below" me. Her figure was not only mature and graceful, but also exuded a skillful charm.
 

	Now she's in a position as if I'm manipulating her from behind, her buttocks swaying as my hands collide with them. Her expression seems to reflect physiological stimulation, yet her familiar face is filled with shame and resentment, as if she's struggling or switching back and forth between maternal instincts and the wanton desires of a woman. The visual impact on me is enormous, filling me with a strong sense of transgression.
 

	She was just short of swaying her round buttocks a few times to please me. If that were to happen, I think if I just took off all her clothes and defenses, her crotch would definitely be wet and sticky.
 

	The process seemed quite long, and both my mother and I were sweating profusely again. My mother really wanted me to finish quickly; she couldn't stand me staring at her face and plump buttocks like that anymore.
 

	She asked with a hint of dissatisfaction, "Why is it taking so long... You're not tired, but I am!"
 

	"You'd better hurry up... by the time your dad gets back, you'll be all gone~".
 

	I thought about it and realized it made sense, so I stopped suppressing the tingling, itchy feeling. As my emotions rose, many desires and demands arose within me. I also became more daring.
 

	I hummed contentedly, "Mom... there's actually a very simple way... without having to go through all that... you can help me~." Perhaps I'm getting too cocky and ruining my own future. What if, in the future, they really do stick to the methods I've tried—using my hands and mouth—or methods similar to what I'm doing now? Then I'll be devastated.
 

	It doesn't matter; different situations call for different approaches. I let go of this little worry.
 

	My mother straightened her back, which had slumped considerably, and looked back at me, asking in a questioning tone, "Hmm? What?" Her voice was filled with nonchalance.
 

	Seeing my mother straighten up and get closer to me, I leaned close to her neck and said seductively, "I can handle this myself... but I need your little cooperation~".
 

	As I spoke, I pinched her buttocks a little harder, while my mother was replying.
 

	"I'm already cooperating with you... Hey, Li Yuqing, you're going too far! I told you not to pinch me there..."
 

	The mother's ears turned bright red, and her shoulders trembled slightly as she looked back, a mixture of shame and anger on her face.
 

	When my hands stopped acting up, she seemed to "calm down" as well.
 

	I mustered up my courage and said, "Mom... I mentioned it before... how about you give me some of those kinds of sounds? I think they sound really good, really evocative... and it'll be over quickly~".
 

	"Get lost~ I don't know what you're talking about~ How can something like this just appear out of nowhere~", the mother snapped angrily, "Do you only stop when your mother becomes this indecent~?"
 

	I took a deep breath of the sweaty scent emanating from her flushed neck and face, and then projected my own breath, my own morbidly infatuated state, onto my mother's eyes. Under her features, our breaths almost met in a passionate embrace.
 

	Unable to dodge, the mother felt very uncomfortable and accidentally let out a soft "hmm~", like a cat's meow, which was very endearing.
 

	"Yes, yes, that's it!" I exclaimed excitedly.
 

	My mother's face was flushed, and although she looked somewhat disheveled, she glared at me fiercely in the mirror.
 

	"Li Yuqing~ Can't you have any shame~?"
 

	It's clear that in this situation, the mother wouldn't put up a violent resistance. Perhaps it was the son's unabashedly wicked behavior, his burning desire to devour his own mother, his youthful yet energetic aura, and most importantly, the fact that this brat had fallen so deeply for his mother's body that she was speechless. All of this left her bewildered.
 

	They also wanted me to finish quickly and try not to interrupt my feelings.
 

	Then, I built up an even stronger sense of allure, and in a low voice, I whispered in my mother's ear, "How about... you let me in for a bit, just for a little while~".
 

	"You dare!" The mother's voice suddenly rose, trembling noticeably, like the taut string supporting her body, as if it might snap at any moment. It seemed to be suppressing violence, or struggling against something.
 

	This "challenge" thrilled me, and I recklessly continued, "This way, Mom, you can feel better too, right? I want you to experience happiness as well."
 

	"Comfortable my foot! If you bring this up again... I'm going back to my room right now. You can eat by yourself!" My mother said sternly, her smile cold and aloof, with a hint of disdain. She just looked straight at the mirror, where we would "communicate" in the reflection.
 

	I nuzzled against her neck, my expression passionate and lustful, completely infatuated, but I said, "Please, Mom... I really can't take it anymore, I can't hold back anymore... I'm about to burst!"
 

	My mother bit her lip and stole glances at my "dead" look, her eyes opening and closing repeatedly.
 

	After a long silence, she sighed, her eyes deepening with resentment, and said in a low but gentle voice, "That's absolutely impossible tonight~ At most... I'll let you have your way with your thieving eyes..." The turn of events was too abrupt; I didn't have time to react. From her expression to her words, I realized I had truly given in and agreed.
 

	The mother bit her lip again, touched the buttons of her nightgown with one hand, slowly unbuttoned two, and tugged at the cardigan. The black lace serrated bra, covering her proud breasts, was fully displayed in the mirror.
 

	This alluring scene made my blood boil, as did the process of undressing.
 

	The contrast between the plain clothes and the sudden exposure of extreme allure is enough to make any young man lose his composure and have a nosebleed.
 

	At this point, my mother pretended to remain unmoved, unfazed by her own resources or my pathetic, infatuated expression, as if she were simply doing something ordinary, displaying something unremarkable. I swallowed hard, again and again ...
 

	My mother seemed unable to resist confirming my reaction. Even looking in the mirror wasn't enough; she turned her head to the side, trying to meet my gaze. Her expression shifted from disdain to a hint of smugness, to helplessness, to bewilderment. Her final look seemed to say, "He's already like this, what's the point of putting him on the opposite side? What's the need?"
 

	In this world, it's hard to blame someone who's truly head over heels in love with you; that's generally the case. You might not be able to completely move her, but there will always be some moment that touches her. If not, then that moment means your infatuation wasn't sincere, genuine, or intense enough.
 

	After my mother displayed a bit more of her beauty, my self-amusement became much more vivid. The enormous black bra was incredibly oppressive, seemingly born for tall, voluptuous, and mature women. It didn't completely cover the white, smooth flesh under the light, as if waiting to be kneaded and licked, ready to tremble and deform at any moment.
 

	Watching this scene, I continued to stimulate my penis. I suspected that the breath I exhaled onto my mother's neck, ears, and cheeks was filled with blood and was even hotter, so hot that my mother's skin responded uneasily to the rising temperature and humidity.
 

	The mother's heavy breathing became more frequent, as if she was no longer suppressing some feeling and was releasing it in her breath.
 

	"Mmm... Ah ha..." until a soft, alluring moan rang out.
 

	The penis I was holding immediately swelled up as a sign of respect.
 

	I exclaimed from the bottom of my heart, "Wow, it's so big!" right next to my mother's ear.
 

	My mother (in the mirror image) glanced at me, her eyes suddenly becoming somewhat hazy. She tried to clear them again but failed, and then spoke with a languid tremor, "Hmm~ What's so big~."
 

	"Uh...can you hurry up?" The mother said in a slightly anxious tone, but her voice was soft and sweet.
 

	The force with which I "bumped" my mother's buttocks with the back of my hand grew stronger and stronger, and the rebound was very firm. It felt as if I was beating a drum, persisting until she made a sound.
 

	“I told you…no other woman has a mother like that, so big and firm,” I continued.
 

	My mother lightly slapped me, "Get out! Don't say such vulgar things to your mother! Can't you show some respect?" Her smugness was finally showing.
 

	I said, "I really want to touch and rub it !"
 

	The mother smoothed her hair, generously displaying her impressive chest, deliberately whetting her appetite, and said in an unquestionable tone, "You said you wouldn't touch the top or the bottom~ It's already a favor to let you see it~".
 

	I enjoyed the conversation and wasn't annoyed by my mother's response. I said, "What's wrong with giving our son a break?"
 

	“Because you are disobedient, you are also a stinky man,” my mother’s voice was delicate and smooth, like silk, gently brushing past my ear, leaving a sweet trace that made me shudder.
 

	“Mom has such great assets, they need to be appreciated,” I said.
 

	My mother's eyes seemed half-drunk, or perhaps we were all drunk. She parted her lips slightly and said, "What? You want me to admire you? All you do is act like a hooligan~", her voice trailing off in a lingering tone.
 

	I whispered, as if telling some secret, "Can I kiss you like when we were little?"
 

	"Dream on~ You're in high school now, how can I let you touch me~ Don't you know any shame~", the mother said softly.
 

	It felt like we were all immersed in this conversation.
 

	“I am the closest person to you, Mom…”
 

	My mother may have been confused. When she said, "If you want to touch someone, touch someone else," she probably meant to suggest that I should go find someone else.
 

	"Okay," I replied readily.
 

	"Hmm?" My mother was surprised that I was being so "cooperative".
 

	But one of my hands quietly slipped inside her pants, the back of my fingers touching her smooth buttocks. I pretended to pull down those annoying pants and calmly said, "Then I'll touch your genitals~".
 

	My mother quickly grabbed my wrist and exclaimed, "No! How many times have I told you? You won't listen, will you?" As she spoke, she bent her legs down and swayed her buttocks slightly, which was her subconscious attempt to escape after I had already "inserted" inside her.
 

	We're far from that point, but the mother's actions are already incredibly alluring, arousing intense desire in men.
 

	Actually, I was almost at my limit. Because of the invisible stimulation from my mother's words, I was driven by lust and dared to at least take a look, or get more out of her. At the very least, at this critical point, I just wanted to see my mother's various reactions.
 

	Behaviors at the tipping point, to put it simply and bluntly, involve doing anything, like a last-ditch effort before death; it's either inserting a penis into her buttocks or penetrating her vagina and ejaculating, or licking her buttocks and even shamelessly licking her cleft and groin. The release of desire always makes people forget discomfort and filth or arouse fetishes, just as the adrenaline rush before an accidental death makes a person forget the pain and persevere for a little longer.
 

	So I shouted again, "Mom... I'm not going in... I was just kidding... But we're almost there, all that's left is your shout~".
 

	The mother was extremely ashamed and indignant, "You bastard! All you do is humiliate your mother!"
 

	To me, even swearing sounds pleasant.
 

	Now it's stiff. She hasn't received any physiological stimulation, so what kind of moaning could she possibly make? It's like a woman's most brilliant moment in her acting career.
 

	Let her die, it's only a couple of hits anyway, let's give her a little shock.
 

	So, I slipped my hand under her pants and reached down to her inner thigh, but in my haste, I didn't slip it inside her underwear yet.
 

	My fingers first felt a more moist and sticky sensation before realizing I had touched her panties. They were so fertile and covered that I couldn't tell what the structure was. I could only feel that they were soft, full, and a whole mass, with a hidden, fuzzy texture.
 

	"Ah... um... you bastard, take your hand away... didn't we agree not to touch down there?" the mother groaned, while squeezing her legs together to try and close the door.
 

	Then I quickly rubbed my four fingers against that soft flesh, and I felt that in just a few strokes, a sticky fluid gushed out. My fingers were really wet and slippery, covered with the honey-like fluid from the mother's vagina that seeped through the pores of the fabric.
 

	My mother groaned, "Ah...don't do this...Li Yuqing~", her body seemed to be about to fall, her cheeks flushed as if she were drunk, her lips slightly parted, emitting low breaths: "Hmm...you little beast...that's not where you can touch...ah uh...", but ultimately there was physical pleasure involved, so her voice was soft and charming, with a suppressed tremor, sounding like the shimmering sound of silk being torn, drilling into my ears, making me masturbate my erect penis faster and faster.
 

	My mother was almost squatting down, which was the best way to avoid it. It was becoming increasingly difficult for me to reach her inner thighs. The soft, alluring flesh formed by her honey lips was getting smaller and smaller under my fingers, while the flow of juices was becoming more and more exaggerated. My mother's thighs were sticky and wet.
 

	I followed my mother's squatting motion, and as her round, full buttocks appeared before me in this "chaotic" chase, they seemed like a full moon rising before my eyes. One last time, I dared to withdraw my hand from her genitals, and with a surge of hormonal excitement, I ripped down my mother's shorts and underwear, rolling them up to her thighs. To be honest, the shorts and underwear clung tightly to my mother's buttocks like a layer of skin, likely due to the sweat.
 

	When her crotch parted from her honeypot, a stringy, egg-white-like fluid lingered for a long time. My mother's panties were already soaked through, the crotch area a viscous, lewd mess, a strong, fishy odor wafting towards me. I took another deep breath, not missing a single sliver of this long-hidden, fully ripe, middle-aged feminine fragrance. Her womanhood was tangible at that moment. That salty-sweet womanly scent mixed with the smell of sweat was so intense it made me dizzy.
 

	I didn't have time to admire her big white buttocks. I was looking at her brown cleft and the bulging flesh between her legs, the wetness reflecting off it clearly. The slit of flesh was not yet open, still like a hot dog bun, revealing little tender pink. But the brown color also represented maturity, the charm of someone who had been through many things, which seemed to excite me even more. There were also wet and sticky pubic hairs on it, adding to the eroticism. I stared at this gate that gave me birth, my mouth open, as if I had forgotten to breathe.
 

	My mother was even more shocked. "Ah... what do you want to do?" she exclaimed, trying to stand up in a panic, but I stopped her.
 

	"Mom... just one more look... I really have to finish... just a few seconds~", I said urgently, quickly stroking my hard penis, trying to calm her down.
 

	The raging lust seemed to be drying me out completely, and my breathing became inaudible. I stared intently at that mother's honeyed orifice, which gave me intoxicating pleasure and buried a man's life force.
 

	I don't know what my mother was thinking. She remained silent and didn't stop it. She swayed her hips slightly. Was it a struggle?
 

	But when she turned around, besides shock and anger, an indescribable shame slowly surfaced on her mother's face. That shame was like a fire, spreading across her bright face, burning from her neck all the way to her ears, making her originally alluring face appear somewhat distorted. When her seductive eyes met mine, I groaned, "Ah... ah uh...", and grabbed my mother's buttocks, not even caring about the direction of my penis, which seemed to be embedded in the cleft of my mother's buttocks.
 

	"Ah...you bastard...don't touch my lower body...ah...um..." The mother's legs trembled, like a helpless white rabbit with nowhere to escape, locked up by a beast. However, this beast looked weaker than her, but he was male and had some kind of fluid and weapon that was just right to deal with a middle-aged woman with mature sexual organs.
 

	As my mother cried out, the last wave of tingling sensation drained all my desire, and streams of semen gushed out.
 

	When I weakly released my mother's buttocks and sat back, I saw a white, cloudy liquid slowly flowing from her anus to her vagina. The private fluids of a man and a woman were converging. My small, delicate anus seemed to have been splashed with liquid unexpectedly, constantly contracting to resist the penetration of this semen. As it contracted, the semen flowed down more rapidly, leaving behind lewd, glistening traces.
 

	My mother, however, was able to get up immediately, as if she hadn't expended any energy. Ignoring the fact that I had "shot" all over her buttocks, she quickly pulled up all her lower garments, probably because she was going to change them all anyway, and hiding her private parts was the top priority.
 

	She turned around and looked at me, her eyes filled with suppressed anger, her eyelashes trembling slightly. In fact, my mother was also somewhat disheveled, her hair was a mess, and her breasts were exposed despite wearing underwear.
 

	Before she could retaliate, I spoke first, "I... I didn't end up going in, did I... Mom, please don't be angry..."
 

	The mother's eyes widened in anger, her eyebrows shot up, and she spat out a harsh voice, "You bastard..." Her face, flushed red like a ripe tomato, snarled in a low voice, "Who told you to put that stuff on my butt!"
 

	Do you know what the consequences will be?
 

	"What are the consequences?" I asked.
 

	My mother suddenly stopped talking about this. I thought of a scene from a novel—perhaps it was about what if she got pregnant? But my mother has a tubal ligation, something she's talked about with me since I was little, though I don't know why she brought it up. Oh. It means she's already had enough of raising two children, and won't have any more…
 

	Chinese mothers always bring this up when educating their children.
 

	But if she thought I was still ignorant, she could scare me by saying I might get pregnant; but in reality, she pretended to resist my ejaculation later on, and she didn't even openly use the reason of being afraid of getting pregnant, because it wouldn't hold water.
 

	Perhaps the symbolic meaning of this behavior is that the taboo of incest is completely closed. That is to say, if the son did not ejaculate inside the mother, but only penetrated her a few times as if to help her, would the sense of moral judgment be less heavy?
 

	These psychological states will need to be addressed gradually in the future.
 

	Now, my mother quietly touched her bottom, which I noticed. She glared at me and gritted her teeth, saying, "You're so dirty! Now I have to take a shower and change clothes again!..."
 

	My anger turned into resentment. When my mother yelled at me to get out of there so she could clean up her mess, I promptly made my escape.
 

	After we all tidied up, I went back to bed to calm myself down. While comforting my son, I suddenly remembered that I had forgotten to inquire about my mother's tired yet alluring appearance earlier that night, as if she had just experienced sex. I had a vague guess in my mind, and an even more exciting further guess, which I would find out someday.
 

	The next day, the day before the Mid-Autumn Festival, my cousin moved into her new house, and our family went to the banquet.
 

	My second uncle's family also came back.
 

	We each had a car. My second uncle was quite successful. I didn't research the brand of his car back then, but I knew it cost around 200,000 yuan, which was rare in the whole village. Whenever he drove by, people would stare at him for a long time.
 

	Every time he came back, his father would take it for a spin around the town, showing it off as if it were his own, full of vanity; in fact, those who didn't know the inside story would secretly marvel at it and start gossiping about it.
 

	There wasn't much to say at the family gathering that day. My second uncle, however, had to return to the city after the meal due to work commitments.
 

	As we drove out of the village, a minor accident occurred: the right rear wheel of my second uncle's car got stuck in a small ditch on the side of the mountainside. In those days, the roads were narrow and winding, and such incidents were common. You wouldn't believe it, there were even cases of people deliberately overturning their cars in their own fields to attract the attention of the whole village. Back then, there was no concept of cranes or tow trucks; it was all about various folk engineering masters who used their skills to escape, adapting to the terrain.
 

	That afternoon, my father helped gather a lot of people to come and try to find a solution. He was even proud of himself, shouting on the phone, "My older brother's car, worth hundreds of thousands of yuan, is stuck in a ditch!"
 

	People, both acquaintances and strangers, gathered around, offering various suggestions and using all available tools and objects to test the methods, but none of them worked.
 

	Although they weren't able to help, the uncles and brothers' helpful nature was pure.
 

	Speaking of which, I was wondering today why they didn't just lift it up with so many people around. Maybe I missed some details.
 

	In short, a distinguished-looking stranger came along, got out of his car, gave directions, and began the rescue operation. Step by step, link by link, they dug, filled, and pried, as if they were undertaking a major project. I don't remember the details clearly, but in the end, they successfully got my uncle's car out of danger.
 

	That evening, my second uncle, who had returned to the city, called and reminded my father to treat the people who had come to help that day to a meal or a late-night snack. This seemed to be a local custom; even without my uncle's reminder, my father already had this in mind.
 

	That evening, my father invited the people who had helped out that afternoon to go to town for a late-night snack; they were mostly familiar uncles and brothers, and those he didn't know were contacted through others.
 

	I was incredibly excited to have a late-night snack. Back then, student life was different. Food was scarce, and school meals were even more bland. So, a plate of rice noodle rolls or a plate of stir-fried noodles with a strong wok hei (wok aroma) would still make people sigh years later that they were the most delicious things they had ever eaten.
 

	The late-night snacks in town are the epitome of wok hei (wok aroma) and heavy oil and salt, always something to look forward to.
 

	My father drove his van, which he used to transport workers—at least it had more seats than a taxi (not counting the cargo bed). My mother sat in the front passenger seat, and I sat in the second row behind her. My grandmother and younger sister didn't join in the fun. He also picked up a few uncles, some of the men my father knew best. The others had their own ways of attending the banquet.
 

	Almost everyone arrived in the afternoon. A late-night snack was a rare treat back then. It was not only a rare treat but also represented a rich nightlife. Rural life was dull, and late-night snacks were the most common activity. But for people in remote areas, the journey was long and they didn't have the means. So tonight was a rare opportunity to eat for free, which explains why everyone came. Everyone was happy, the atmosphere was lively, and everyone was chatting and joking. My mother could also chime in with a few words, while I quietly ate my rice.
 

	After we had a good meal, my father drove us home. As the car drove away from the bridge, the headlights shone on the small square in front of the small hotel next to the mobile building.
 

	We saw two heavily made-up women walking past with modern strides; they were undoubtedly beautiful women.
 

	My father's "bastard friends" were the first to get agitated and start gossiping... They forgot that my mother was in the car... They also treated me like a complete little kid who wouldn't understand anything.
 

	The details of those two women's appearances are unrecognizable at night, and the passage of time makes them impossible to recall. What I do remember is that at the time, I also thought they were beautiful.
 

	Soon after, several more men caught up with the two women, walking alongside them in a frivolous and intimate manner.
 

	After turning the car around, the father continued his journey home.
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