Slowly, her eyes opened. She was lying on her back, the stained black sheet pulled up below her bare breasts. The bedroom was still dark, since no sunlight could penetrate the thick Nektulos forest. Chains jingled lazily as she turned onto her side. The beautiful chiseled face of her son glowed faintly in the dim light of the nearly dead candle on the bedside table. Her dark elven eyes amplified the light, allowing her to see as well as if she were outside the forest at dusk.

She placed a hand lovingly on his bare, smooth chest. His breathing was deep and steady. The sheet was only pulled up to his waist. Looking down, she noticed the large tent over his crotch. A devious smile appeared on her lips as her heart began to flutter. “Drev,” she whispered lightly. He didn’t flinch. “Drev,” she said a little louder. Still no response from him. She slowly slid her hand down, underneath the edge of the sheet, and brushed her fingernails along his half-erect cock. Just that light touch was enough to make her wet.  The massive organ flinched in response, but Drevlaj remaind fast asleep. Her grin broadened, and she lifted the sheet up as she ducked underneath it. She wrapped her hand around his cock and gently began to stroke.  She watched her hand move slowly up and down the shaft, thick veins bringing the blood that would harden him momentarily.  Surely the Gods achieved perfection when they sculpted this magnificent length of flesh.  Now fully erect, he still lay motionless.  She gripped him more tightly, feeling the taut layer of skin move up and down the solid muscle beneath it.  Her breaths were quick and shallow now, excitement flooding her own blood.  Her other hand slid down her body and found the swollen clit hidden in her folds of sensitive flesh.
Not caring whether he woke now or not, she hungrily licked and sucked on the head of her son’s cock. She could still taste her own dried cum from their frenzied sex only a few hours before. Holding his erection up against his rippled stomach, she licked the underside of his dick from the base to the head, flattening her tongue against the thick vein. She swirled her tongue around the head once, then plunged the organ deep into her throat. She loved giving head, especially when the cock was as big as her son’s. She let his dick tickle the back of her throat for a few seconds, then took it back out of her mouth. She gripped the lower half tightly in her hand, and started fucking him with her mouth. The hand on his shaft matched her oral thrusts, while her other hand circled her clit more quickly.

It still surprised her how horny Drevlaj made her. Whether it was his lean, muscular body, his scent, his viciousness, the fact that he’s her own son... she didn’t care. She just knew that when he was around her, she could barely keep her hands and lips off him. She took those lips of hers off his cock and threw the sheets back. She continued stroking his rigid member, now lubricated by her saliva, and admired it. It was quite simply the biggest and most satisfying cock she’d ever had. She was still masturbating as she stroked him, and decided it wasn’t going to be enough.

Holding his organ, she straddled him just below it so she could keep up her strokes. She looked up at him and was unsurprised to find his crimson eyes open and watching her. With a wordless smile, she rose and put the shining head of his cock against her smooth, moist folds.  With her other hand, she spread her swollen, sensitive pussy lips and pressed that beautiful helm more firmly against her tight opening.  She looked down just in time to see her glistening cleft open and stretch around his massive organ.  She let out the breath she was holding in a long sigh as she pulled Drevlaj’s cock further into the center of her spreading fire.  His hands came out from behind his head to hold her by her narrow waist. He helped guide his mother down his throbbing shaft until her ass was resting on his balls. She sat motionless for a moment, letting his cock fill her. His hands moved up to her breasts as she waited and kneeded her big, round tits and pinched her hard nipples.

“I thought you were going to sleep through the whole thing,” she said in a husky voice.  Slowly, she began moving her hips in a circular motion; up, forward, down, back. Up, forward, down, back. 
“And let you have all the fun?”  His voice was gravelly with the remnants of sleep.  There was nothing about her son that wasn’t incredibly sexy.  The pads of his calloused thumbs rasped over her swelling nipples.  She leaned into his strong hands, wanting to feel them envelope her heavy breasts, to squeeze them tightly.  There was just something about that slow blossoming of pain in her tits that always drove her mad with lust.  She could feel him throbbing and flexing inside her, arousing her more and more.
She smiled at him as she leaned further forward, bringing her breasts down into his face.  She gasped when his warm mouth closed on her left breast, causing her pussy to clench his shaft.  Her breasts were incredibly sensitive; she’d been driven to orgasm several times in the past by nothing more than careful stimulation of her nipples.   With her son filling her so completely and her swollen clit grinding against his pelvic bone, the tickle of his tongue over her nipple was nearly maddening.
She took her breasts in her own hands, pulling them away from him as she leaned back to sit on his pole.  His hands returned to her hips as she began to move them in small circles again.  She fondled her own breasts for a moment, then leaned forward, placing her hands to either side of his head.  She brought her feet up onto the bed, squatting now on his cock.  With this freedom of movement, she lifted herself halfway up his shaft and resumed her circles.  She looked down her body again to watch as his dick moved in her pussy.

“Gods, I love watching you inside me,” she said in barely more than a whisper.  Her teeth were clenched with the intensity of the moment.  She lifted her hips until only the head remained inside her, then lowered herself with agonizing patience.  She could feel every square millimeter of his veined shaft stretching her pussy, driving her closer to the brink of madness and pleasure.  She rose again, looking down at her son, and moved her hips in rhythm with a song that only she could hear.  “Take me,” she growled, her eyes reflecting the flash of his crimson gaze as she drove her hips down the full twelve inches of his cock.
With a low snarl, Drevlaj pushed his mother off his member and onto the bed next to him. Grabbing one of her arms, he pulled her up and fastened one of the shackles attached to the wall above the bed around her wrist. The other shackle closed on her other wrist, and she found herself kneeling on the bed, facing the wall. Her arms were held up in front of her by strong chains. A sudden bolt of sharp pain stung her ass when Drevlaj slapped it sharply. He moved up behind her, his cock sliding underneath her along her belly. She arched her back, grinding her sopping wet cunt against his lower abdomen.  He leaned forward and yanked her head back by a handful of her long hair.  Gods, she loved it when he was like this.  His mouth close to her ear, he hissed, “Be careful what you wish for, Mother.”
Incredibly aroused and excited, her breath came in heavy pants. “Yes, please....”  She sucked in a breath when his hand came down on the raw flesh of her ass. He drew his cock back, and shoved it into her dripping cleft. She screamed in pain and pleasure as he hit bottom hard, and immediately set a furious pace. He pounded her brutally, causing her to climax immediately and almost painfully from the primal savagery of his lust.

He continued to fuck her mercilessly despite the shuddering of her body. She rose quickly from the depths of fatigue to the brink of another orgasm when he suddenly stopped and pulled his organ from her hyper-sensitive pussy. With strong hands, he spun her over onto her back, crossing her arms above her head. He moved up quickly, straddling her chest. He sat back a bit, resting the length of his shaft on her sweat-slicked breasts.  As much as she loved being the dominant one, she needed moments like these to reset her tastes, lest she grow tired of fucking.  Gods forbid that from happening.
“Is this what you want, you fucking slut?” he asked, stroking his massive shaft inches from her face.  There was hot lust in his eyes, but also genuine anger.  "Is this what you want so bad that you can't wait for me to wake?"
“Yes, Gods! Yes, I want to taste your cum, I want to feel your cum on my tits, please!”  She was nearly panicking with the need to see her son orgasm.  She lifted her head and flicked her tongue over the tip of his cock.  He was too far away to pull into her mouth.

“No no no,” he said as he pulled the teasing organ up and away from her hungry mouth.  “You’ll get it when I deem you’re ready.  And not a moment sooner.”  He leaned forward again, but instead of letting her take him into her mouth, he slapped her with his thick member.  It wasn’t the actual touch of his penis that turned her on, but the simple idea that he just used that mass of muscle as a tool to reprimand her.  It had felt heavy, hard, and none too gentle.  Gods, she was wet!
“I’m sorry, son.  But you know how fucking horny your cock makes me.”  Her eyes were burning up into his, and she could see her words affecting him.  His eyes were beginning to take on that vacant glaze and his hand was stroking faster and faster.  Her grin broadened.  “Oh gods, I love to watch you beat off.  Cum for me, sweety.  Cum for Momma!”  His eyes rolled back in his head and she opened her mouth just as he grunted loudly.  She watched in enraptured bliss as his organ seemed to tense up like a snake getting ready to strike.  A half second later the glistening helm leaped forward, spraying a thick rope of cum at her face.  Her mouth was there just in time to catch most of it. Some of it sprayed onto her face, but he was able to unload a huge amount of cum into his mother’s hungry mouth.  She was growing more aroused with every thick rope of semen he shot onto her face and tits.
When the last drop fell onto her chest, he ran a finger along the underside of his shaft from base to tip, milking a few more drops.  They clung to the tip and she had to lift her head to lick it off.  He rose from the bed and almost annoyedly released his mother’s hands. She wiped the vagrant drops of his semen from around her mouth, and licked her fingers clean. “Something wrong, hun?”

“No,” he said as he started  to get dressed.

She rose from the bed and wrapped her arms around his waist. She kissed and licked his neck and said in a seductive voice, “I’m sorry I woke you up, but I couldn’t resist myself when I saw this,” she reached into his pants and grabbed his flaccid cock, “nice and hard under those sheets.” She let his organ go and turned him around. Their lips met in a deep, passionate kiss. His cock stiffened slightly in response, but he pushed her away. 
“Not now.” He held her eyes a moment.  His gaze was hard and hot, his jaw clenched.  Something was angering him.
“What’s wrong with you?” she asked again.  She planted her fists on her hips and fixed him with her own glare.  She was still naked, and still had drops of his cum glistening on her breasts.

“Nothing is wrong with me.”  There was just a little too much venom in his voice for her tastes.  The insolent tone sparked annoyance in her that quickly blossomed into full-blown anger.  Her eyes flashed dangerously an instant before she drove a fist into her son’s gut.
“Don’t you ever fucking lie to me, you little shit.”  She was advancing on him as he retreated, forcing him back, bent over from the force of her punch.  She was anything but a weak, flabby-armed woman.  An inch taller than Drevlaj, she could stand toe-to-toe with the best tavern brawlers.  When the back of his knees struck the bed, she shoved him back onto the mattress.  Before he had a chance to slip away, she was on top of him, straddling his waist and pinning his wrists to the bed.  Her breasts hung just above his face.  “And unless you tell me what put the rabid rat up your ass, we’re not going to need to find a pet tonight.  Do you understand me?”

His eyes burned with fury at being manhandled so easily.  He stared up at her defiantly, but when he saw the shadow of insanity in her gaze, he didn’t doubt it.  The fire in his crimson orbs cooled a degree and he nearly growled, “fine.”
“Well?” she asked after a few moments of silence.

“Let me up.”

Her laugh was dark and velvety in the dimness of their bedroom.  “Oh Drev, I know you better than that.”  He sighed, and she could feel his body relax beneath her.  It made her pussy ache with a strong desire to fuck him, but she pushed the thought away.  For now.

“I had a dream,” he said quietly, almost shamefully.  He didn’t meet her eyes.
Her delicate eyebrows rose in surprise.  “A dream?  You lied and mouthed off to me because of a dream?  Tell me, dear son of mine, what could cause such a lapse in your judgement?”

His eyes darted back and forth nervously, trying to find the words and the nerve to speak them.  Finally he took a deep breath and met his mother’s gaze.  A spear of ice sliced down her spine when she saw the sparkle of unshed tears.  “I had a dream that you were killed out in the Nektulos forest and there was nothing I could do to stop it.”  She looked down at him, her anger slowly dissolving into unease.  Normally she didn’t take dreams seriously.  Most of the time they were just a bunch of garbled images and sounds.  But the worry and obvious fear in her son’s eyes unsettled her.  Drevlaj wasn’t easily upset.
“You think it’s a premonition,” she said, not quite a question.  Her grip on his wrists eased then let go, and she leaned back sitting on her son’s pelvis.  She could feel the thickness of his flaccid organ nestled between the cheeks of her backside.  Just that simple touch got her blood hot.
“My dreams are never as vivid as that one was.”  He brought his freed hands down to absently caress the smooth skin of her calves.   “It felt so real... I could even smell the blood.”

“And it was my blood?” she asked though she already knew the answer.  Drevlaj nodded.  She looked down at him silently for a moment.  “Well it can’t happen if I don’t go into the forest, so we’ll just have to stay here and pass the time somehow,” she suggested with a little wiggle of her ass.  That ridge of muscle beneath her was making it very hard to hold onto the gravity of the situation.
“It’s not that easy,” he said almost annoyedly, though the flex of his organ into the cleavage of her ass belied his temper.
“Sure it is,” she replied with a smile and another wiggle of her ass.  “If I don’t go into the forest, I can’t be attacked in the forest.”  Not that she even feared being attacked.  She leaned forward again, bracing her hands to either side of his head.  Her breasts hung heavily above him.  “So if we stay at home, together, then we’ll be fine.”  Her voice dropped to a low tone of seduction.  She lifted herself briefly to pull his half-erect cock up and lay it flat against his rippled abdomen.  Even flaccid the beast was nearly seven inches long; bigger than most men at their hardest.  And no one was that <i>thick</i>.  Not even barbarians.  Her hands were just as big as Drev’s, though more slender, and she couldn’t even wrap them all the way around his <i>soft</i> prick.  He was simply massive.  
She lowered herself again, settling the moist folds of her pussy on that thick, twitching shaft.  These thoughts of her son’s penis had driven his dream from her mind.  That wasn’t much of a surprise, considering it’s difficult for her to <i>not</i> think about sex every waking hour.  Her breasts swayed gently as if in a breeze while she ground her now aching pussy onto his cock.  “What do you think we could do to pass the time?”
His eyes burned up into hers; he hadn’t forgotten the dream.  But those smooth, velvety lips caressing the underside of his shaft were making it awfully hard to concentrate.  Her round tits and tight nipples hanging in the lower half of his vision weren’t helping either.  After some time, the hot desire burning in her eyes melted the urgency of his vision.  Maybe she was right.  It certainly made sense.  He became suddenly ashamed of doubting his Mother.  He shouldn’t have been so damned foolish.  His eyes softened and his cock hardened just as quickly.  She was moving her hips back and forth in short, slow strokes, bringing him back to life.  His hands clamped suddenly down on her ass, lifting her off his member.  She sucked in a quick breath at the twitch of power that had coursed through his body.
“We could finish what we started,” he said with a sly grin.  Seeing her son no longer upset excited her.  She wanted him buried inside her more than anything.  She wanted to feel him reaching inside her for places untouched by a man’s penis.  She wanted to overflow with his cock.  Still holding her ass up with both hands, he lifted his hips.  She looked down between her hanging breasts and saw that tower of flesh reaching up for her.  The intrepid head of his cock looked enormous beneath her cleft, and she wondered for probably the thousandth time how such a huge erection could fit inside her.  Hells, how was it possible that she could take all of it in?  Of course it was possible to become loose enough to allow such girth, but twelve inches of it?!  It didn’t matter.  What mattered was the incredible feeling of... completion that he invoked in her with his magic wand of skin and blood and muscle.  She felt complete when he was buried to the hilt within her, a feeling she’d never had with another man.  She had plenty of wood and metal toys, some even larger than Drevlaj’s cock.  But none of them could compare to the feeling of warm, hard flesh.  Even when Drev sat perfectly still, not thrusting, he felt infinitely better than the best toy.  Maybe it was the way the rest of his body felt against her, maybe it was the pulse of his heartbeat she could feel in his dick.  Who knows?  It didn’t matter.  She loved to fuck her son.  That’s what mattered.
As if on cue, she felt her passage stretched painfully around the head of that monstrous battering ram.  “Oh yes!” she screamed.  Her pussy clenched reflexively, momentarily denying him entrance.  His blood was burning now with thick lust, and he wasn’t going to be turned away.  He pulled her hips down while he thrust up, trying to force her pussy open.  Still she clenched, wanting to make him work for her.  She felt the head push in a tiny bit then draw away.  A half second later, she felt a finger slip easily enough into her cleft.  In her puckered pussy, it felt deliciously huge.  Her screams filled the small bedroom again as the finger thrust further into her.  
Just as quickly as it had entered her, the finger was gone.  She had just enough time to take in a deep breath and look down into her son’s burning red eyes.  She felt a surge of love for him, more than she could remember in his life.  She loved him both as a son and as a lover.  Then that massive cock was pressing against her still clenched opening again, and all coherent thought left her mind.  She became an animal then, a feral beast hells-bent on fucking this being beneath her to death if that’s what it took to reach her own climax.
She realized, deep in the corner of her mind where her sentient self had retreated, that she was growling when Drev’s own growls echoed hers.  His fingers were digging into the flesh of her ass, his fingernails probably drawing tiny crescents of blood, pulling her down onto his impossibly hard cock.  His hips pushed up, the head of his dick slowly, very slowly driving into her.  She was fighting him, but not because she didn’t want him inside her; quite the opposite, actually.  She wanted him more than she could ever remember, but she wanted him to earn it this time.  She was dripping wet, coating his long shaft with her arousal, but still she held tight.
“Come on, fuck me!”  She was grinding her hips down onto his pole now, but still he couldn’t penetrate her.  She could see the fury in his eyes, the frustration boiling just beneath the surface.  “Fuck me, you piece of shit!  You’ve got the cock, now fucking stick it in my cunt!”  Her voice was loud and ragged, nearly hysterical.
His eyes nearly boiling with rage now, Drevlaj screamed a primal, incoherent scream and thrust viciously upward.  The battering ram finally broke through her barriers.  She screamed as well, partly at the pain, partly at the orgasm that was ravaging her body, but mostly at the memories that flooded her mind.  As he drove into her, she felt like she was ripping apart, like she was being raped again as she had been those many years ago.  As Drevlaj filled her still clenching pussy, his face seemed to melt and shift, to become the face of that stinking human that had taken her maidenhead on the deck of his boat in front of all his shipmates.  Her vision clouded momentarily and she was no longer in her home, riding her son’s beautiful cock.  The walls around her dissolved and she found herself
---
lying on her back now, legs spread and tied painfully behind her head, exposing her virginal pussy.  Her arms were pulled roughly above her head as well, each wrist bound by the ends of a rope looped around the mast of the ship.  She was really <i>on</i> the deck of that ship.  She wasn’t just remembering this anymore.  She could smell the salt in the air, mingling with the sweat and lust of the men leering at her.  Luckily they were mostly humans.  There may have been a couple half-elves among them, but she couldn’t tell.  It didn’t matter anyway.  They were laughing and cheering as their captain paraded in front of them with his little prick sticking out before him.  She didn’t know what he was saying, because she didn’t know their language.  Her terrified mind guessed that he must have been boasting about how he was going to fuck the slutty little inkie until she passed out.
She was only ten years old and she was crying.  Tears cut clean tracks through the dirt on her face and it made the men around her laugh even more.  They fed off her fear.  Her bottom was red and angry from the slaps they’d rained down on her exposed body.  She was very afraid that they were going to kill her.  They would have their fun with her, then when she passed out, she’d never wake.  Her eyes were wide and white, almost glowing in contrast with her dirty, dark indigo skin.
Then the captain had turned his own eyes on her.  She whimpered when she saw the hate and disgust in that gaze.  But beneath all that was a hunger; a need to teach this little whore a lesson.  Stroking his almost three inches of erection (even at the age of ten, she was aware of just how small his penis was) he dropped to his knees in front of her.  She would have screamed, but the cloth stuffed in her mouth and tied around her head prevented more than a moan.

When he leaned forward, she felt the tip of his member touch her incredibly sensitive cleft.  The stinging slaps had drawn her nerve endings to the surface of her skin, and she could feel even the slightest draft of air across her exposed flesh.  When she felt that light touch, a veil seemed to lift from her mind.  She suddenly understood what they were shouting at her and why they were doing this to her.   Some of the reason was that she was different.  She was a dark elf, and that automatically made her worthless.  She was something to take their anger and frustration out on.  Some of it was also that she was so young and vulnerable.  She wouldn’t put up much of a fight.  
But the biggest reason why they were doing this was much more simple than that; she had a vagina.  These men had been out to sea for months and the only sexual release they’d had came from their hands and each other’s portholes.  Now here was a pussy, a sweet <i>virginal</i> pussy, and by all the gods that may be, they were going to fuck that little cunt until... well, she didn’t really know when they might stop.  Maybe they wouldn’t.  She was able to take a small comfort in the hope that she would go numb after an hour or so.
The terror rolled through her mind.  If she hadn’t been tied up, she would have run panicking off the side of the ship.  She wouldn’t have cared if there’d been sharks or krackens or anything in the waters.  At least her death would have come more quickly than at the hands of these men.  But she couldn’t run.  She couldn’t even scream.  She was certain she would go insane when he put his penis inside her.  She could already feel her mind slipping away on the greasy wheels of panic.

The fat, sweating captain thrust viciously into her then, tearing her maidenhead.  A pain that was both sharp and dull spread from her vagina all throughout her body.  His penis, while not much bigger than a thumb, felt huge inside her as it began pumping in and out.  He was grunting loudly, stinking rotten spittle flying into her face.  The pain intensified with every thrust until she thought she might pass out.  The pain became red streaks in her mind, slashing at her thoughts until there was nothing but the pain.
Then something inexplicable happened.  She felt laughter rise in her throat as pleasure began to soak into the pain like a sponge taking in water.  Bright white flashes exploded in her mind, and a moment later, the pain was gone.  No... it was still there, but it had been transformed.  It had changed into something from which she could derive pleasure.  The pain filled her mind, but all she had to do was turn her mind a little bit and....

“Yes!  Fuck yes!  Oh my <i>gods!</i>”  All the men around her froze.  Even the captain looming above her stopped his thrusts and stared down at her aghast.  She looked into his eyes and saw surprise, but somewhere deep down, she could see fear.  She’d somehow gotten the gag out of her mouth and was sucking in air in deep breaths.  That outburst had come from somewhere deep inside her that she hadn’t known existed.  But she knew now how to turn pain into pleasure.  Oh dear sweet gods, she knew how to turn pain into pleasure.  A bright rush of adrenaline flooded her body as the first orgasm of her life tore through her body.  She shuddered violently once and just as quickly the pain was gone.  Replacing it was a deep, terrible need.
“Come on, fuck me you piece of shit!  You want pussy so bad you’d rape a ten-year old girl, and when you finally have it, you don’t know what to do with it?”  Her voice was the high-pitched timbre of a little girl, but there was also the ring of command – and perhaps a little madness.  The men all stared at her, mouths hanging open.  “You make me sick!  Is there someone here with a big enough dick to fuck me like the slut I am?”  She gave her hips a violent twist, tearing the captains flaccid penis from her cleft.  “You there.”  She cocked her head toward a lean, muscular man who was shorter than his shipmates.  “I can see that nice bulge you got there in your pants.  Get your prick over here and show your captain how a real man fucks.”
Either all those men were dumbstruck by her sudden command of the situation, or she was weaving a spell over them, or some crazy thing was going on.  But whatever it was, the lean, almost handsome man came to stand over her and the captain fell back to sit on his fat ass, eyes glazed and stupid.
“Let me see that baby,” she said to the man standing before her.  With numb hands, he unlaced the front of his leggings and pulled them open.  The cock that spilled out was long and thick, already almost solid.  It was only the third penis she’d seen in her life, but she was sure it was beautiful.  She felt her pussy begin to ache, but it wasn’t a sore or unpleasant sensation.  It felt good.  “Now that’s a nice one,” she said as he stared down at her.  “Why don’t you untie me and I’ll show you a good fuck.”  She had no idea at that time where the nymphomania was coming from – it was like she was another woman.  All she was aware of then was that she wanted to have that man’s cock buried in her cunt.
One of the other men standing around them stepped forward and quickly cut the ropes with a long knife that had been tucked into his sash then stepped back to watch.  The muscles in her legs screamed when she lowered them, but quieted quickly.  She wasn’t sure she’d be able to stand, so she only rose to her knees and beckoned the man closer.  “What’s your name?” she asked.

“Malvar,” he said simply and took a step toward her.
“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Malvar.”  She reached up and grasped his cock in her hands.  At first it felt like a tough piece of meat.  She squeezed it experimentally, and he groaned.  She could feel his pulse in the length of flesh as it grew harder.

Being a ten year-old meant that she was short.  But being a ten year-old <i>elf</i> meant that she was really short.  Luckily Malvar was as well.  She looked up at him again, more closely, and grinned when she recognized the outline of a pointed ear beneath the tight bandana on his head.  She wondered if all elves had cocks this nice.

He was fully erect now and instinctively began thrusting his hips forward, trying to fuck her hand.  She felt a little give between skin and muscle, and gave it a quick stroke.  Malvar moaned in response.  Grinning, she pumped the shaft repeatedly and was rewarded with a throb of the organ, making it grow even harder.  Then she got the strangest urge; she wanted to put his penis in her mouth, to taste it, to feel it on her tongue.  She looked up at him with the grin still on her lips and saw his eyes glazed over.  She looked back down at his member and saw a little drop of moisture at the very tip.  She flicked out her tongue to lap it up, causing him to shudder violently.  It tasted... good.  She couldn’t quite describe it to herself, other than it was weird.  But good.  She could probably get to like that taste very much.
She opened her mouth wide and stretched her lips around the slightly purple head of his penis.  She sucked on it hard once, then suddenly found her mouth filled with gallons of that liquid she’d tasted seconds before. It had caught her by surprise, causing her to cough it out all over Malvar’s groin.  She watched as a thick white ooze shot from his dick and landed on her left cheek.  It was warm and slippery.  Another glob of the stuff shot out a second later, then another and another, splattering on her lips, neck, and chest.  It felt surprisingly good to have his spray running down her body, but when she aimed him back at her face, no more came out.
“Mmm, that tastes good,” she said, licking her lips.  Malvar was panting heavily and his legs were shaking.  She looked up at him and saw that his eyes were clear now.  There was a hunger in them, but not the frightening hunger she’d seen in the captain before.  The look in Malvar’s eyes made her feel wanted, important.  He reached a hand down and helped her stand.  Her chest hadn't blossomed yet, but her nipples stood out in the salty air.  He looked down at her for a long moment, then gave her a sharp shove toward the side railing.  She barely caught herself before the thick rail slammed into her midsection, forcing the air from her lungs.  Malvar’s hands were on her again, forcing her to face away from him, to look out over the ocean.  She felt his calloused hand between her shoulderblades and pushed her forward.  Then she knew what he wanted.
“Oh yes, I need you.  Yes, please fuck me,” she begged as she arched her back, giving him full access to her pussy.  He was hard again already.  Where the captain’s tiny cock had been a painful intruder, Malvar’s dick was a soothing, comforting guest.  He filled her immediately, her buttocks pressed tightly against his pelvis.  She felt him flex inside her and it tore a scream of ecstacy from her throat.  Then he was pounding, reaching deeper and deeper into her.  Her body rocked with the thrusts.

Then whatever spell had fallen over the other men changed somehow and they all crowded around her.  She remembered being pulled away from the railing by more than two pairs of rough hands, a cock shoved in her mouth, and her hair being pulled sharply.  More dicks were waved in front of her, all different shapes and sizes.  She took two more in her hands and stroked them while she was fucked in her pussy and mouth.  The rest of that afternoon was a blur of cocks and cum.

She had at least three men every night after that, usually seven or eight.  Often all at the same time.  She’d found herself to be insatiable, and that all her waking thoughts now centered on sex.  She couldn’t get enough from them.  During the daylight hours, she kept her legs closed and let the men tend to the ship.  She would have fucked them nonstop, night and day, but her body needed to recover from the poundings she got during the night.  Besides, she was beginning to enjoy the sea, and cherished the sunny days when she could gaze out over that endless ocean.

Sometimes she watched the men as they worked, admiring the tight, corded muscles in their arms, shoulders, chests, legs.  When the day was warm and clear, she would wear nothing on deck, though usually she wore a long, tattered shirt.  Often, when she was nude on a clear day, she would catch the eyes of a sailor and there would be hunger in them.  She would flash him a smile when she saw the bulge in his pants before turning away.  
At least once a day a fight would break out among the seamen over whose turn it was to have her.  She would promise them that they’d all get their turn, but it rarely doused the fires of jealousy.  But the threat of <i>no one</i> getting pussy always made them shut up.
These men had kidnapped her to release their sexual desires, she reflected one night while a sailor named Bjaren grunted and thrust down into her.  She’d been terrified that they’d never stop once they started raping her; that she’d be literally fucked to death.  But now that she’d gotten a taste of it, she couldn’t get enough.  There were fifteen men on that ship, and she felt sexually deprived.  A ten-year old girl alone with more than a dozen grown men, and she couldn’t get enough of their cocks.  She started laughing, her childish voice rising up to the rafters of the captain’s small cabin and 
---
deepened into the rich, dangerous laugh of a woman who’s killed enough men to make up a small army because they couldn’t please her.

“What’s so funny?”  Drevlaj’s voice cut sharply through her reverie.  She opened her eyes and saw him looking down at her.  A sheen of sweat coated his face.  How long had they been having sex while she relived her first experience?  A second?  An hour?  Hadn’t she been on top?
“Nothing,” she replied with a grin and squeezed the muscles of her pussy around her son's luscious cock.  “Just shut up and fuck me.”

----

After hours of passionate, savage sex, Drevlaj and his mother fell into an exhausted sleep.  Drevlaj woke first the next morning, having to actually unwrap himself from his mother's arms and legs in order to rise from the bed.  The contact of their slumbering bodies had given him a rather uncomfortable erection upon waking.  He stretched the sleep from his muscles, a chill breeze floating in through the window.  Although his organ was stiff, he felt no desire for sex; it usually took him an hour after waking to feel any lust for the female form.  Right now, the erection was merely an annoyance.
He started stroking himself as he gazed out the window.  A huge kodiak bear ambled lazily through the woods.  Other than that, the dark forest was still.  His attention was drawn to his growing cock as his hand pumped silently.  He thought about his mother, the way she looked impaled on his cock, the way her tits bounced when she rode him.  His breathing quickened, and a moment later he came.  His orgasm was small and weak, but it served its purpose.  He used the black curtain to wipe the bit of cum off his penis and finger, then turned to leave the room.  He stopped next to the bed and looked down on his mother for a moment.  She lay on her back, nipples standing swollen atop her cum-dried breasts.  Her hair was thrown wildly around her.  She looked beautiful in the dim light.  He left the room still naked.  He and his mother rarely wore clothes in the privacy of their home.  Mostly they just got in the way.  

Drevlaj walked silently into the kitchen, where blood stained every surface.  His mother kept the house impeccably clean, but over decades, the stone countertops, walls, and wooden table had absorbed too much blood to be wiped away.  Dozens of knives and devices of torture hung on hooks driven into one wall.  Drevlaj no longer saw any of this.  It was just the kitchen.  It's where they cleaned and cooked their food.  There was a pot already filled with water sitting on the table.  It looked clear enough, so he made a small fire in the fireplace tucked in the corner of the room.  He hung the pot of water over the flames and sat on a cushioned chair to wait for it to boil.
The quiet crackle and dance of the flames calmed his mind.  His thoughts turned to the dream he'd had that night and the night before.  The nightmare that had invaded his slumber had been even more vivid last night.  He and his mother had been walking through the forest, on their way to the Commonlands in search of a toy.  From behind a tree, a trio of men had stepped out and blocked their path.  Their words had been blurry and incoherent.  But Drev knew their intentions in that strange way of the dream.  The dream wavered then, and next he remembered being bound to a tree.  He couldn't feel the rope on his skin, or even the bark of the tree against his back.  The dream told him he was bound.  His mother was in front of him, on her back with legs and arms held by two of the men.  The third was thrusting into her.  The dream tried to tell him that she was being raped, but he knew better.  That tone in her screams was one of pleasure; she was enjoying these men.  But they didn't know it.  Again the dream wavered, and Drev suddenly found himself cradling the limp body of his mother in his arms.  Her eyes were still open, somehow retaining the sparkle of her last orgasm.  Then the dream faded and he'd woken.
Drevlaj sat motionless in the chair as the water heated.  A sheen of sweat had formed on his indigo skin, glowing orange in the light of the small fire.  The flames danced before his eyes, almost hypnotizing him.  They were sedutive the way they moved and shifted, the way they reached up and licked the bottom of the pot.  The dream replayed in his mind as the water grew hotter, particularly the vision of his mother spread open for the rogue men.  There'd been no fear in her eyes through the whole thing.  He kept thinking about her laying prone like that, open for the taking.

The sound of the water boiling over the fire brought him out of the reverie.  He was growing hard again, with thoughts of what he'd do to his mother in such an inviting position.  His hand closed around the girth of his arousal and began pumping slowly. 
"Don't you get any of that on the table," his mother's voice said from the doorway.  She'd been watching him for a moment, a grin on her face.  He was facing away from her, but she knew very well what he was doing.  She walked around him as he continued to masturbate, his rhythm unfaltered.  Using a thick towel, she lifted the pot of water off the flames and set it on the hearth.  

"Come here then," he said.  With a smile she stepped in front of him and dropped to her knees.  His breaths came more ragged.  A few seconds later, his breathing stopped all together.  His mother leaned forward and held her mouth open less than an inch above the tip of his cock.  Drev grunted, and once the first shot of his seed struck the roof of her mouth, she closed around him and sucked the spasming head.  He kept stroking, sending his satisfaction down her throat.  When the orgasm faded, he released his shaft, breathing heavily.  She sucked him a moment longer to make sure she got it all.  Slurping loudly, she released him and stood. 
"Good morning to you too," Drev's mother said, licking her lips.  With a wink she turned and went about making tea.  "How did you sleep, babe?"  She glanced back at him, the fire making the smooth skin of her breasts and stomach glow in the warm orange light.
"Didn't," he said simply.
"Nightmare again?"  She turned back around with two heavy, steaming mugs.  She handed one to Drev and sat down next to him.

"Yeah."

"I'm sorry I couldn't relax you enough last night to keep you from unpleasant dreams."  The hand not holding her mug slipped between her legs and began rubbing her cleft.  Swallowing her son's seed always turned her on.
"I don't think it would have helped," Drev said as he watched her hand over the lip of his cup.  He sat watching her a moment as her breathing quickened, then set his tea down and slipped out of the chair to kneel before her.  He pulled her legs open roughly.  She had just enough time to pull her hand away before her son's warm mouth closed on her mound.

"Yes, that's a good boy."  Her voice was heavy and thick with lust as she tangled her fingers in his hair.  A moment later his tongue forced its way into her.  She gasped and lifted one leg to put it up on the table.  He fucked her with his tongue - his long, rigid tongue - causing her to buck her hips against his mouth.  Gods he was just as good with his tongue as he was with his cock.  She felt that masterful muscle slip out of her cleft and circle her long, erect clit.  Drev's tongue slid along the two-inch length of her center, then drew it into his mouth like he was sucking a tiny cock.  She writhed and twisted on the chair, letting herself be overcome by the trembling sensations flowing through her body.  He knew just what to do to her to get her off, and he was doing it now.  Her mind was a jumble of sensation, riding just below the ridge of her climax.  So close....  A thick finger pressed against her asshole and popped in, shattering the rest of her lust.  She came heavily, screaming even more loudly as a clear fluid erupted from her quivering pussy.  It coated Drevlaj's face, but he didn't notice, or care.  He kept sucking her clit as she moaned and nearly fell off the chair; had his strong hands not been wrapped around her thighs, she would have.
As the orgasm began to fade, her son's mouth slowed its attentions until finally stopping all together.  He looked up at her smiling face, then back down to her dripping crotch.

"Your asshole is drenched," he said casually, circling a finger around the puckered hole.  When he leaned back, she saw that he was fully erect and ready to go.

"Then fuck it," she growled back to him.

That was all the encouragement he needed. He rose up on his knees and leaned forward to press the violet head of his cock to her tightest of holes.   It retreated a little from the pressure of his cock, but the slippery fluids of her own orgasm allowed him to finally slip in.  Drev could almost hear the <i>pop!</i> in his mind when she clenched around his massive girth.  His mother was moaning and gasping as he tried to penetrate her, and when he did, another scream burst from her throat.  She didn't let him fuck her ass very often; she wanted to keep it tight so she could remind herself just how huge her son's dick was.  It felt like she was tearing, like his cock was ripping her open.  The pain was sharp and clear for just a second before she turned her mind just so....
"Oh, <b>fuck</b>!!  Yes, harder!  Fuck me like you mean it, you godsdamned monster!"  She had her legs pulled up to her chest with her arms wrapped around them to allow her son access to her dark passage.  Consequently, she couldn't do much more than wiggle in the chair.  So she remained still and let Drevlaj do all the work.  She could see everything.  The flesh around his thrusting shaft was an angry red.  His cock looked so big buried in her ass, like if he angled his thrusts just so, he could rip right through to her pussy.  One of her hands made its way down to her clit and at the first touch, her body shattered again.
She didn't scream this time; she had no breath left in her lungs.  She just shuddered violently as her pussy flooded with the moisture of her climax.  Watching his mother writhe and cum twice for him within moments was enough for Drev.  The tight channel of his mother's ass stroked him as he began to cum, milking every thick drop of semen from his massive balls.  His thrusts slowed, then stopped as he poured his seed into her.  When he was done, he slid out of her ass and stood.

"It's been too long since you pounded my ass," she said as she dropped her legs and leaned forward.  She sucked her son's still half-erect cock into her mouth and licked him clean.

"I know," he said between shudders.  "It's nice to have a tight hole for a change."

He realized too late that that was not the wisest thing to say while his mother held his genitalia between her teeth.  She clamped down on his member with enough force to make him cry out.  "Fuck you," she said as she spit him out.  She took pride in remaining almost virginally tight, and didn't like it when it was said otherwise.  Even in jest.  "Is that why you couldn't get your little prick inside me last night?"
Drevlaj saw that dangerous glint in her eyes and wisely averted his eyes without answering.  She watched him for a moment, waiting for him to wag his tongue and trip on it.  When it was clear he wasn't going to respond, she dropped it.

"Get dressed.  We're going to the Freeport market."
"No!" Drevlaj's eyes locked on his mother's, burning brightly.  Had she been anybody else, he would have struck her for thinking something so foolish.  But the hard gaze she bore down into her son stilled his fists at his sides.

"Yes," she said in a cool tone that would tolerate no objections.  "I've decided that I will not cower in my home, afraid to go out into my own forest because my bratty, impudent son had a bad dream.  Now get dressed."  She stood and stepped around the still fuming boy and went into the bedroom.
There were only seven articles of clothing in their home - two white linen shirts and two pairs of wide-legged black pants for Drevlaj; a Robe of Enshroudment, a pair of soft leather pants, and a matching leather vest for his mother.  She threw one of Drev's shirts and a pair of pants onto the bed, then took out the black robe.  She pulled the silky garment on, relishing the feeling of it on her bare skin.  The robe supported and displayed her breasts deliciously.  It clung to her upper body, accentuating the curve of her waist, and molded to her hips before spilling to the floor in a waterfall of the blackest midnight.  She liked wearing this robe almost as much as being naked.
The material of the Robe of Enshroudment was most peculiar.  It felt like silk, but was not.  She had no idea what it was made of, nor did she care.  It was black - not the black of dye, but true black.  It reflected no light.  It made her feel like she was clothed in shadow.

When she turned around, Drevlaj stood in the doorway.  His flaccid cock stirred and began to rise when he looked upon his mother.  She could feel that ribbon of excitement begin to pull deep in her belly, as though his penis were directly tied to her lust.  She sauntered across the room to him, swaying her hips seductively.  Many men had been reduced to simpering piles of goo by the way she walked.  Her son had a little bit more resistance.
She stopped just out of reach of his rising length of arousal and stared into his eyes.  There was anger and defiance burning in those crimson orbs, but also something she didn't recognize at first because it was utterly foreign to her son's countenance; he was afraid.  Was he afraid for her well-being, or that he might lose his only lover.  Did Drevlaj truly care for his mother?  How far would he go to keep her safe?  Or was she just a body to him; just something to fuck?

She searched his eyes for a long time, trying to discern his thoughts.  So many things swirled through his mind.  She never would have thought her son capable of such complex emotions and feelings.  She wasn't entirely sure she liked it.

"What is the matter with you?"  Her voice was cold as she glared down at him.
"I don't want you to die," he said weakly, but kept his eyes on hers.  They were shiny now, moist with emotion.

She looked down at him, studying his face.  A smile slowly thawed her countenance.  "Drevlaj, dear.  Do you really think I would have anything to fear from three rogue humans?"  She nearly spat the last word.  Her dislike of humans was well known to her son.  "Besides," she continued, her smile turning devious.  She reached between then and took his cock in her hand.  He'd relaxed in the last few seconds, but she could feel his pulse intensify under her firm grip.  "I'd have you there to protect me if anything got too close."  Her voice was warm now, seductive.  She leaned into him, pressing her breasts against his muscled chest.  Her lips were close to his, her breath caressing his sensuous lips.  She smiled to herself; Drevlaj enjoyed having his pride stroked almost as much as his cock.
Before her son could do anything, she dropped to her knees before him.  His organ thickened and grew as she watched her hand move slowly up and down its length.  She sucked it half-erect into her mouth, causing Drev to moan.  Her hand pumped his shaft faster, filling her mouth with his cock.  She used her tongue to tickle the underside of the head, right where it meets the shaft.  In just a few seconds he was rock hard, his hips swaying back and forth, fucking her sucking mouth.  While one hand stroked the huge length of the shaft, her other fondled and cupped his balls.  She could feel all that semen in there, warm and slippery.
She felt his hand slip into her long hair and grip the back of her skull.  His hips stopped moving and her hand released his shaft.  She felt pressure on the back of her head and knew what he wanted.  With an inward grin, she adjusted her position and leaned forward, taking his enormous cock further into her mouth.  She relaxed as the head reached the back of her throat and kept going, sucking her son's dick deeper and deeper into her mouth.  That her mouth was even big enough to take the head in was amazing.  But Drev wouldn't realize until much later in his life, when he had some basis for comparison, just how amazing his mother's mouth was.

When she felt the soft, hairless skin of her son's sack touch her chin, she moaned, causing the cock to vibrate with her pleasure.  She could hear Drev's moans above her becoming quicker and more shallow.  She eased him out of her mouth just as carefully as she'd taken him in.  Her hand resumed stroking, now lubricated with her own saliva.  She swallowed a few times and spat onto the mammoth cock before her, making it even more slippery.  Her eyes lifted and met his.  Gods, she loved this cock!
"Did that feel good, Darling?"

"Yes," he breathed heavily, both hands now tangled in her hair.  She sucked his head back into her mouth and went to work.  She fucked his huge dick with her mouth, matching the rhythm with her hand.  A moment later, her son grunted and tightened his grip in her hair as her mouth suddenly filled with warm seed.  She swallowed that first explosion, but held the next few in her mouth, savoring the taste of his climax.  She pulled him out of her mouth and spit the cum back onto his shaft, further lubricating her rapid strokes while he kept shooting ropes of white ecstacy onto her face and breasts.  She pumped him as he came, milking every bit of semen from those wondrous balls of his.  As his orgasm began to fade, she licked and sucked him clean, pausing a few times to drink a fresh spurt of cum straight from the tap.

"Now," she said, rising from the floor.  "Will you please get dressed?"  She pressed her lips to his, forcing her tongue into his mouth.  She let him taste his own satisfaction, to remind him that his mother always had his best interests at heart.  Most of the time at least.  She smiled and left the room before he had a chance to argue.
She went into the kitchen and wiped her son's cum off her breasts and face.  He'd gotten some on her robe, but the beauty of the fabric was that it couldn't be stained.  Just a light brush of the wash cloth and it was good as new.  When she was satisfied, she went back into the bedroom just as Drev was tying the laces of his pants.  He looked so sexy in that shirt and pants, the bulge of his flaccid cock clearly evident between his legs.  Oh how she enjoyed watching women gawk at her son's member.  She had to force her own eyes away from him before they were delayed again.  She swept out of the room, leaving her beautiful son to catch up.
----

Besides coming across a pissed off kodiak, their trip through the Nektulos forest was uneventful.  Watching Drev make short work of the huge bear, his mother became aroused by her son's agility and prowess.  She'd tried to tackle him to the ground and fuck him right in the middle of the path, but he was adamant about moving on.  He didn't want to spend any more time than was absolutely necessary in the forest.
Once they passed through the break in the steep hills marking the border of the Teir'Dal lands, she grabbed Drevlaj by the wrist and nearly dragged him to a small, abandoned building just outside the forest.  The little shack only had room for one bed, but they didn't even need that.  She had his pants open and pulled down his hips before the door was closed.  She threw him to the floor, pulled the skirt of her robe up around her hips, and proceeded to ride her son with all the lust and savage desire that was coursing through her veins.  It only took either of them a few moments to reach the climax of their sensitive bodies, and once the spasming of their organs subsided, she pulled herself off Drevlaj's glistening pole and straightened her robes.
"There.  Now I think we can make it the rest of the way without interruption, don't you think?"  She smiled down at him, at his softening dick, then turned to leave the shed.  The instant her hand touched the worn doorknob, she was driven into the rough wood of the door by the press of her son's hot body.  It had only taken him two seconds to pin her against the door, but he was erect again already.  She had only a brief moment to consider which was harder: her son's cock pressing against her ass, or the splintered wood of the door crushing her engorged nipples and heaving breasts.  Then Drev's strong hands spun her around and slammed her back against the door.  Gods, he knew how to treat a woman!
She never would have thought she could get any hornier until her son's mouth closed on the base of her neck.  His sharp canines sank into the soft flesh, gripping the tightened muscle as he lifted the bottom of her robe.  She could feel his heavy length throbbing and growing between their muscular bellies.  She leaned into his biting mouth and lifted a leg to wrap around his waist.  With just a few minor adjustments, the head of his massive cock was pressed against her warm cleft.

"Gods, you're insatiable," she breathed heavily.  The electricity between their bodies was palpable.  They turned each other on so much, it was a wonder they did anything besides fucking.
Drevlaj growled against his mother's neck as his hands slid up beneath her arms.  With a tilt of his hips he pressed into her, causing them both to moan and shudder with the incredible sensation.  She tilted her hips to meet him, pulling him in as far as she could, and lifted her other leg to wrap around his waist.  Now the only thing holding her up was the wall and her son's huge dick.

"Fuck me, you animal!  Fuck me!!"

Drevlaj was more than willing to comply.  Being thrown to the floor and ridden hard and fast had only aroused him further.  Carnal lust was burning in his blood now, and if his mother could have seen his eyes as he pounded her body, she would have gasped at the furious fire burning within them.  Had he been capable of rational thought at that moment, he may have realized that most of his need to fuck his mother so viciously had to do with the relief he felt at having made it out of the forest safely.
But all his mind was capable of grasping at that moment was the need to show his mother how much she turned him on.  He drove harder and faster into the warm, tight channel of her body, his teeth sending bolts of painful bliss through her neck.

They were both so swept up in the passion of their sex that neither of them heard the growing screams of the old door against which they fucked.  With each thrust the door groaned, louder and louder until it finally gave way.  The wood splintered and cracked with a sharp scream, sending the two dark elves tumbling down the stone ramp that lead up to the entry.  Splinters of wood rained down as they fell, still wrapped tightly together.  Without even waiting until they came to rest, Drevlaj's lust reasserted itself.  He had his mother pinned to the ground, her legs still gripping his waist, and continued to drive his painful erection into her.
Drevlaj's mother had no time to contemplate what had just happened.  Her son filled her like never before, and the sting of his teeth on her neck drove her nearly insane with desire.  As their bodies spilled to the ground, Drev's raging cock had moved and caressed her in ways she never thought possible.  She screamed when he thrust into her, shattering her body around him.  His beautiful shaft of velvety steel stroked her quivering passage as she came, nearly crying with the intense perfection of the orgasm.  Her pussy clenched and sucked at him, begging him to cum with her.  An instant later, he shouted into the Commonlands, sending wolves and bears and fire beetles scurrying for their lives as he exploded inside his mother.  He continued to thrust into her as he spewed, his semen leaking out of her filled channel.
The intensity of their orgasms came crashing down on them suddenly, driving them to exhaustion.  Drevlaj collapsed atop his mother, his cock still pumping seed into her weakly.  She wrapped her arms around him, holding his hot flesh against her, taking comfort in the way his body fit perfectly into hers.  They panted heavily together, their burning lungs fighting for the cool air.  A moment later they were both asleep.
{{Muse Idea| <i>((Later, in Freeport, Drev and his mom have found a young girl - small breasts, narrow hips, probably barely into puberty.  Don’t know where (if) this will fit in.))</i>
"Shove your dick in her cunt," Drev's mother commanded.  She stood casually against the wall, arms crossed beneath her breasts.  The Robe of Enshroudment augmented her chest beautifully.
Drevlaj's eyes burned bright red as he advanced on the girl.  He untied the lacings of his pants as he watched her young face.  Tears cut clean tracks through her dirty face as the girl lay on the hard ground, ankles and wrists all bound together.  She was still weeping, quietly begging them to let her go.  But they didn't hear her.  When Drev pulled the solid length of his dick out of his pants, the little girl's eyes widened in shock and a second later she screamed.  But before it barely got out of her mouth, Drev's mother slapped the little bitch across the face, nearly knocking her unconscious.

Drevlaj didn't seem to notice.  He knelt down before the prone girl and stroked the underside of his massive organ along the tiny cleft.  He did it softly, gently, almost lovingly though he felt no such things for the girl.  He merely needed the lubrication.  Despite her protestations, the bound girl began to moisten under Drev's caresses.  He poised the tip of his shaft at her opening and waited.

Drevlaj's mother was leaning over the young girl.  Their lips were pressed together in what may have been a sensual kiss under other circumstances.  But this was no gesture of affection.  His mother was kissing her alright, but the girl wanted none of it.  Her struggles made Drev grow impossibly harder.  Then with a tilt of his hips and a hard thrust, he buried himself inside the little girl.  He felt her maidenhead tear easily before his plunging cock.  His mother's kiss served to stifle the girl's scream.
When Drevlaj hit bottom, he wasn't even halfway inside the tiny pussy.  He leaned forward and started pumping into her small frame, pounding savagely against her limits.  Her sobbing had stopped moments after he'd torn through her virginity; she'd probably passed out.  Wouldn't be the first time a girl chose unconsciousness over his cock. He continued to fuck her anyway, watching his mother kiss the motionless girl and play with her own clit.  He looked down to where he drove into the tiny body, and saw that blood was smeared over half his cock.  They were going to have fun cleaning this off.
Drevlaj's mother began to shudder and twich, followed a moment later by a long moan into the girl's mouth.  His mother straightened and swung her leg over the unconscious girl, facing her son.  Holding the skirt of her robe up, she ground her gushing pussy onto the girls face.

That was all it took for Drev.   Pulling out of her tight channel, Drevlaj took his massive cock in his hand and began stroking it over the bound body.  It only took a few seconds.  He grunted just as his body exploded.  Huge ropes of cum erupted from his twitching member, covering the small girl with his seed.  He aimed his spurting cock at her chest and stomach, but a few wild shots dotted her face.  All the better.
As her son covered the tiny girl with his sperm, Drevlaj's mother ground her pussy on the girl's face, covering it with her own juices.  When a strong string of her son's jizz reached her pussy, she just smeared it back on the youthful face beneath her.

When Drevlaj was finally spent, he and his mother straightened their clothes and untied the girl.  They left her where she still lay unconscious, covered in their fluids.}}
