Ling Ling has sent her daughters out to the Green Hills Mall early in the morning for an all day shopping excursion while she calls the G’s house and has Fernando come over to ‘help out’ with the girl’s study. Fernando arrives around 9:30 with in his sneakers, t-shirt and gym-shorts as he was told hurry up and bring his laptop, tablet and school books to tutor the girls, only to find the door being opened by Mrs. Chin in little more than her silk see-through robe with nothing underneath it. She takes him by the wrist and hauls him inside and steps up to the door and locks it before he can recover from being hauled into the house. She points to the living room, “The girls are out shopping, Fernando. But there are a lot of things for us to talk about. A lot of things that happened last week.” 

Fernando gulps, wondering what he did and what kind of trouble he is in. She steps by him, taking him by his wrist and leads him to the living room. She stops at the sofa where she turns around and with a shove forces Fernando to sit down on it. She then kneels down in front of him with her head and hands on his knees.

“Tell me the truth, do you find me attractive and lovely as my daughters?” She asks of him as she looks up at him.

“Why are you asking me that?” He asks.

“Because of what happened last week.” She tells him.

Fernando lets out a sigh before he asks, “What happened last week?”

“I was told that you won’t remember because of the drugs you were tricked into taking so I will tell you what happened. It started on the first night, when I was cleaning out your sleeping area, I got too close to you and you grabbed me, pinned me down on the bed and then raped me for hours.” She tells him, “At first I pleaded for you to stop and pull out, but you didn’t, you kept on going. So I had to lay there and enjoy it. And every night after that I returned for you to do me like that again. You did to me more times in that week than my husband ever had in our many years of marriage. He does not like me. He thinks Jeanie being born a girl was my fault. Accepting Susie into the family, he likes me even less. But you, even though there was no emotion as to what you did, you did it to me again and again. Every night I went down to check your room and when I got too close to you, you pinned me down on the bed and fucked me like I never have been fucked before. No wonder my girls like you so much, you are hard and strong, those things a woman wants in her man, nothing like I got with my husband because I got nothing with him for so long. Right now he’s probably fucking some young hoe on his desk at work while I suffer here at home. So I have to know, in doing what you did to me then, do you find me lovely and attractive like my daughters?”

“Don’t get me wrong Mrs. Chin...” Fernando begins but is interrupted by her.

“Ling Ling. Call me Ling Ling. It is my name.” She tells him.

Fernando sighs, “OK, Uhm... Ling Ling. If your daughters grew up to be half the woman you are, they would be very lovely indeed. But I do not remember what had happened last week. I was told that I was drugged and for everyone’s safety, I was to be locked up, but I do not remember none of it. I’m sorry.”

It takes a while for Mrs. Chin to recompose herself. In a deep sense, she knew that this was going to be the only answer he had to give. She responds with, “It’s OK. I understand that you do not remember. Maybe it is for the best. You’re a young boy and I’m an ugly old woman, maybe it is best that you should not remember what had happened.”

“You are not that old. And you’re not ugly, Mrs. Chin. You probably were a beautiful girl like Jeanie is when you were her age.” He tells her.

“Don’t call me Mrs. Chin. Call me Ling Ling.” She tells him.

“I’ll try but can I ask why?” He asks.

Ling Ling slowly reaches over to his groin and massages his semi hard dick inside his shorts, feeling get hard, “This is why. Whether you remember it or not, this part of you knows that part of me intimately. It was in me. In me further and deeper than any man before you, and possibly any man after. And to be that close, that far, that deep within me, you should know and call me like you know and call my daughters.”

“I... see...” He says nervously.

“Nervous about something?” She asks.

“Well, not really. More like uncomfortable.” He tries to explain.

“I should be the nervous one.” She says.
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