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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Ever since Rob turned eighteen, he had become quite moody and disagreeable. His stepmother, Betty, tried to discipline him, but she was a pushover. She asked her husband for help. Rob’s father sat him down and told him to find a girl. Teenage boys need to let off steam. Rob agreed. 
 
    The next day after school, Rob snuck up behind Betty while she worked at the kitchen sink and rubbed himself against her round backside.  
 
    “You can’t touch me like that, Robby.” Betty turned and gently pushed her stepson away.  
 
    “I can’t help it.” Rob’s eyes roved over his stepmother’s curves, tucked away in her green housedress. “Dad told me I had to find a pretty girl and make her mine.” 
 
    “So, go do that and leave me alone.” Betty folded her arms over her chest and tried to look stern.  
 
    “You don’t get it, Mom.” Rob looked up into her pretty eyes. “You’re the girl I like best.” 
 
    “What?” Betty’s pale cheeks blushed a deep red.  
 
    “You’re the only one I want.” Rob stepped toward his stepmother and pressed himself against her softness. 
 
    “Now, Robby.” Betty was pinned, her butt pressed up against the counter. She pushed weakly against his shoulder with her hands. “That can never happen.” But she didn’t say it with authority. 
 
    “Be my girl.” Rob placed his hands on her back and drew her into an embrace. He tilted his head up and stole an awkward kiss from his stepmother. Pretty soon, they were making out in the kitchen like a couple lovebirds at the passion pit.   
 
    How could this happen? Betty chided herself, but kept kissing her stepson. She let him explore her mouth with his tongue. She was such a pushover. And when he reached his hands up to her shoulders and pushed her down to her knees, she let him. He dropped his pants and she reached out to stroke his veiny, rigid thing. Stepmotherhood was full of unexpected circumstances and messy situations. But nothing had prepared her for the moment she extended her tongue to lick the head of her stepson’s special gadget.  
 
    “Oh, my gosh. Mom, please …” Rob looked down at her sweet face. 
 
    Betty bobbed her head on her stepson’s magic tool, her right hand stroking his length, her left hand pressed into his right butt cheek. After several minutes, she pulled him out of her mouth with an audible plop. She looked up into his dazed eyes. “I do this with your father sometimes. It always relaxes him to put his stuff in my mouth. Do you want that, Robby?” 
 
    “Yes.” Rob nodded and put both hands on the back of her head. He pulled her mouth back onto his dick.    
 
    Betty lovingly took her stepson’s penis into her mouth, slurping and bouncing her head back and forth. She could feel him building up to a release.  
 
    “Mom … it’s …” Rob closed his eyes, jerked his hips, and let loose a torrent of cum down his stepmom’s throat.  
 
    Betty gulped, doing her best to swallow the hot, salty mess. When he was done, she pulled her head back and looked up at his sweaty face. “There now, all better.” She pulled up his pants, tucked in his penis, and sent him to his room for homework. Stepmotherhood was full of surprises.   
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Betty thought that helping out Rob that one time with her mouth would be enough to satisfy the eighteen-year-old. Instead, her stepson talked about going steady with her. That was preposterous. He asked her to go down south on him again. She declined. He asked for another kiss. She demurred, but eventually let him explore her mouth in the living room one day after school. The two made out on the couch for hours, tongues entwined, bodies pressed against each other.  
 
    The make out sessions continued and Rob felt emboldened. He smacked Betty’s butt when his father wasn’t looking. And pressed up against her behind while she tried to prepare dinner. He even started reaching for her boobs, squeezing and hefting them through her dress, when he kissed her. Betty was a good, faithful wife, but she had a hard time saying no to her stepson. And Rob wanted another blowjob. 
 
    One day, stepmother and stepson drove home after a shopping trip to Woolworths. “I can’t stand it, Mom. I need it.” Rob looked over at her from the passenger seat with pained eyes. 
 
    “You really want it that bad? Right now?” Betty glanced at him. Her poor boy looked so upset. She couldn’t put it off any longer. “Fine, but we’ll have to be quick.” She turned the car down a side road and parked in an empty alley. How had it come to this? She leaned over and pulled his penis from his pants. She bent further and took him into her mouth. When he came, she gulped it all down. 
 
    After that day, the floodgates opened. Betty went down on him again and again, swallowing load after load. Each day after school, she got down on her knees in the living room, washroom, kitchen, his bedroom, the garage, den, study, and even in the bedroom she shared with her husband.  
 
    Even that wasn’t enough for the young man. One day, in the kitchen, while Betty lovingly slobbered on her stepson’s tool, Rob pulled her to her feet and turned her around. “I need more, Mom.” He turned her around and lifted her housedress around her waist. He pulled down her panties. 
 
    “No, Robby. This is going too far.” Betty said the right words, but she stepped out of her panties and spread her legs a little. She bent forward and rested her hands on the wall. “You can’t do this.” 
 
    “Dad told me to find a girl.” Rob stepped up behind her, dressed only in his cardigan. He looked down at the wonderful, round swell of her ass. “You’re my girl, Mom.” 
 
    “Robby, please. Your father … oh, my … you’re really going to ...” She felt the penis sliding around back there. “A little lower, sweetheart.” She was such a pushover.  
 
    “Thanks, Mom.” Rob was having trouble finding her entrance. He lowered his dick and slid right in. He put his hands on her hips and got into a good rhythm. The sounds of Betty’s mewling, grunting, and “Oh-my-Gods” drove Rob wild. He mated his stepmother from behind for over an hour.  
 
    “Not inside, Robby.” Betty was a sweaty mess. She looked over her shoulder at her handsome stepson. She could tell he was getting close. 
 
    “Okay.” Rob pulled out and deposited his biggest load yet on her ass.  
 
    When he was done, Betty straightened and turned around. “I’m going to go get cleaned up. Now go finish your homework before your father gets home.” Betty hustled off toward the laundry room to save her dress from staining. 
 
    Rob smiled, his mind already contemplating their next copulation.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    After that one time when Betty let Rob mount her, he asked for more of the same each and every day. Betty refused him, but offered to satisfy him with her mouth. And so, the blowjobs continued, but she managed to keep her eighteen-year-old stepson out of her panties. Betty lost track of how many times her stepson had blasted down her throat. So much salty, messy cum.  
 
    One Friday night, Betty’s husband informed her that he’d go out drinking with his pals. Betty had hoped for a special night with her husband, wanting to rekindle a little magic in their bedroom. But off he went. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Mom?” Rob found her lying on the couch.  
 
    “Your father’s gone off drinking with his buddies.” Betty sat up with a frown.  
 
    “Cheer up.” Rob sat next to her and put his arm around her shoulders. “Let’s go to the movies.” 
 
    So, Betty drove them to The Seven Year Itch at the drive-in. 
 
    “This is fun.” Rob passed her the popcorn from the passenger seat. The movie had just started. “Why don’t we get into the back? It’ll be more comfortable.” 
 
    “I don’t think so, Robby. That’s what a boy does with his girlfriend.” Betty shook her pretty blonde head.  
 
    “You are my girl.” Rob climbed into the back of the automobile. “That’s why you’re always going down on me. Right? Now get back here.” 
 
    Betty blushed. She was such a pushover. She gingerly hoisted herself over the seat and into the backseat with Rob. She leaned up against his shoulder for a while. Looking down, she could see the tent in his pants, waiting for her. “Robby? Would you like me to take care of it?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Rob watched her pull down his pants and underwear.  
 
    “You’re especially big tonight, sweetheart.” Betty took a firm grip, her left hand on his left ball, her right stroking his erection. She lowered her mouth in the dark car and bobbed her head up and down. The car filled with the sounds of her slurping and gagging. Before long she coaxed out his load, gulping it down.  
 
    “Thanks, Mom.” Rob sighed. He’d completely forgotten about Marilyn Monroe up on the big screen. “But we’ve still got some time in the movie.” 
 
    Betty looked up at him with wide eyes. “Again?” 
 
    “Yes, but not that.” Rob pulled her onto his lap. He pulled up her dress and removed her panties. He unbuttoned the top of her dress and pulled down her bra, exposing her magnificent boobs. 
 
    “I keep telling you, Robby, we can’t.” Betty looked down at his hard gadget as it moved between her legs. “Ugh,” she said dumbly as he shoved it in. Despite her words, she was wet and accommodating.  
 
    Betty couldn’t help it, her hips rocked and drove him deep inside her. She just couldn’t get him to listen to her. Not ever. Twenty minutes later, she could tell he was close. “Not inside, Robby,” she said weakly. 
 
    “Sorry … Mom.” Rob grunted like an animal and unleashed a torrent inside her. 
 
    Later, Betty drove them home in silence, cum leaking into her panties. Her mind was at war, equal parts satisfaction and guilt. She wondered what Rob would get away with next.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    There are many problems when opening a Pandora’s Box. One issue, Betty discovered, is that once you open the thing, it is near impossible to close. And so, Sunday morning before church, while her husband golfed, Betty gave in to her eighteen-year-old stepson again. They were already dressed in their Sunday best, but Rob wanted to undo that. 
 
    “Robby … please …” Betty offered feeble resistance as Rob roughly removed her dress. “If you’re going to do this, we need to use one of your father’s condoms.”  She melted a little as Rob leaned in for a kiss.  
 
    Rob broke the kiss and pulled the dress over her head. “Fine, Mom. But you have to put it on.” 
 
    “Okay, sweetheart.” In only her heels, panties, and bra, Betty ran upstairs. “We have to hurry. I want us ready for church when your father gets home.” She moved into her bedroom and opened the nightstand drawer. She hoped her husband wouldn’t notice one missing condom as she tore the packet open. 
 
    “I love watching your butt as you run.” Rob followed her into the bedroom. “I could watch that all day.” Rob dropped his suit jacket on the floor. He tossed his pants and underwear behind him. His dick swung right below his shirt and tie. “You have such a wide, round butt, Mom.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh, Robby.” Betty blushed, walked over to her stepson, and dropped to her knees. “Don’t say things like that.” She carefully rolled the condom onto Rob’s erect penis. It barely fit his large gadget. 
 
    “Lose the bra. I wanna see your boobs.” Rob smiled as he watched her tits drop out of confinement.  
 
    A few minutes later, Betty found herself on all fours on her marital bed with Rob plowing away at her from behind. “Not so … ooohhhh … not so rough, Robby. You’re … really big.” She thought about her husband. Was he on the 15th hole right now? The 16th? She wondered at how he could be so oblivious to something as monumental as her surrender to their stepson. 
 
    “You’re my girl, Mom. Don’t complain.” He slapped at her butt and thrilled at her little yelp in response. “Dad’s lost you. You’re mine now.” Rob grabbed her ponytail and pulled her hair. 
 
    “No,” Betty squealed. “I love … your father.” She marveled at the way Rob handled her. Everything he wanted Betty gave him. She felt Rob’s penis touch deep inside her and her orgasm approached. 
 
    “Okay.” Rob slapped at her white ass again. “But you’re a better stepmother than a wife.” 
 
    That sent Betty over the edge. With Rob in complete control, she shrieked out a massive climax. 
 
    “You can be my girl and his girl.” Rob’s cum churned in his balls. He was close. “I don’t care.” He let go of her hair and grabbed her hips with both hands. He convulsed and unloaded into the overtaxed condom.  
 
    When he was done, he pulled out of her and looked down at the ballooned prophylactic. “What should I do with the condom?” He peeled it off and walked into Betty’s bathroom. 
 
    “Leave it on some tissue in there.” Betty rolled onto her side, pleasure still rippling through her. “I’ll take care of it. We can’t have your father finding a used condom.” 
 
    Rob did as instructed and then got dressed again. Betty slowly redressed herself, disposed of the condom, and then readied herself for church.  By the time her husband returned, they were ready for Sunday services.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Slippery slopes will drag a person to the bottom. Betty found herself slipping. Her 18-year-old stepson, Rob, had nudged her out onto a licentious decline, and now she couldn’t find any traction. The housewife didn’t know where the bottom of this lust pit was, but she knew she was headed there. 
 
    One stop for Betty on the way down her slope was at the five-and-dime, buying a box of extra-large condoms. Her husband’s condoms could barely contain Rob’s penis, so they needed more protection. Also, Rob’s father was sure to miss his condoms if Rob used too many of them. Betty paid the store clerk, a deep blush on her cheeks, and rushed to get home before school let out for the day. 
 
    Several hours later, Betty found herself naked, on her back, with her legs spread in the air. She was in her stepson’s room, looking up at the ceiling, while Rob punished her vagina with long, powerful strokes. All around them on Rob’s bed, lay torn condom packets and used condoms. Rob had taken her up to his room right when he got home and hadn’t stopped mating her since.  
 
    “Your father … will be home … uh … uh … uh … soon.” Betty couldn’t believe her stepson could keep going like he was. She wondered if he would just leave his penis inside her 24 hours a day if she let him. “We have to … oooohhhhh … clean up, Robby. I need to …” Betty’s large breasts wobbled and shifted back and forth on her chest with every thrust. “… make dinner.” 
 
    “Just a little longer, Mom.” Rob moved her legs over his shoulders to get some additional leverage. “Are you my girl now? Is this my pussy?” 
 
    Betty shook her head and looked away from her stepson at one of the posters on his wall. There was a smiling cowboy on a horse with an Indian woman riding next to him. It was from some movie Rob liked, but still she wondered if that Indian had given herself to that cowboy like Betty was giving in to Rob. 
 
    “Dad doesn’t deserve your pussy.” Rob stopped his hips and pressed his dick all the way inside her, holding it there. “I should get you all to myself.” 
 
    “Share with your … father.” Betty’s eyes rolled as she felt him moving organs around inside her. 
 
    “I shouldn’t have to share all of you with Dad.” Rob pulled out of her, grabbed her right hip, and flipped her onto her stomach. He pulled off the condom and tossed it behind him. His dick was slick with cum. He pushed her legs together and nudged her butthole with his purple head. “Dad ever do you here?” 
 
    “No,” Betty squeaked. No one had ever put their gadget in her backside.  
 
    “This will be my hole then.” Rob slid several inches into her butt. He watched his stepmother tense her back and grip his sheet tightly with both hands. “I should get one hole that’s all mine. That okay with you?” 
 
    “Yes … Robby. So tight.” Betty was such a pushover. She felt pain at first, but that quickly changed as Rob slid more into her. Several minutes later, her hips were bouncing off the mattress as Rob gave it to her from behind. Her shrieks filled the house. “Take it for yourself, Robby. Take my butt,” she howled. 
 
    After Rob finished, Betty wobbled toward the door, holding her clothes behind her to catch the cum that leaked out of her backside. “Clean up those condoms and change the sheet,” she said in a shaky voice. She stopped at the door and leaned against the frame. “Don’t let your father see them in the trash.” 
 
    “Sure, Mom.” Rob, his dick finally deflating, picked the used condoms off the bed. 
 
    “I’m going to go get cleaned and make dinner.” Betty walked down the hall on unsteady legs. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Betty hadn’t played Cowboys and Indians with her 18-year-old stepson Rob in years. But one day when he got home from school, that’s what he wanted to do. He asked her to find that old Halloween costume she had worn to take him trick-or-treating when he was little. Betty said she didn’t know where it was and she probably wouldn’t fit into it anymore anyway. But Rob persisted and Betty eventually went to go hunt it down. She was such a pushover. 
 
    Later, she walked into his room. Rob waited for her in a cowboy outfit, hat perched back on his head.   
 
    “What do you think, Robby?” Betty twirled for her stepson. She wore a buckskin dress with fringe hanging from the sleeves and the sides. She had a leather headband with a feather sticking out of her blonde hair. And she’d applied some black makeup in horizontal stripes on her cheeks to look like warpaint.  
 
    “It’s perfect, Mom.” Rob’s dick instantly went rock hard.  
 
    “Now, how do you want to play?” Betty smiled, ready to have some wholesome fun with her stepson for a change. “I could pretend to be on a raiding party? Or we could just spend time on the ranch?” 
 
    “I had something else in mind.” Rob pulled down his chaps and pants and stroked his dick. 
 
    “Oh.” Betty’s smile faded and her eyes zeroed in on that ample penis. It was sexy to see Rob in his cowboy outfit. “I see. Well, then we better get your condoms.” Betty stepped over to his nightstand. 
 
    “No.” Rob watched her butt sway under her costume. “Cowboys and Indians didn’t use condoms.”  
 
    “But –” Betty opened the drawer and reached in but her hand stopped before grabbing the box. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll finish in your butt.” Rob stood up, walked behind her, and lifted her dress. “Indians didn’t wear panties, Mom.” Rob pulled off her panties and tossed them behind him. 
 
    Ten minutes later, Betty stood holding the nightstand, bent over and looking down at the unused box of condoms in the open drawer. Her buckskin dress was bunched around her hips. She thought about how good her stepson’s bare penis felt inside her and grunted her way through her third orgasm of the afternoon. She’d let him cum in her vagina before, but she couldn’t let him make a habit out of it. “My … butt … Robby. Not … my vagina.” Even as she said the words, she kept pushing her hips back at him.  
 
    “Sure, Mom.” Rob pulled out of her pussy and slammed his slick cock into her asshole.  
 
    “Oooooooohhhhhhh.” Betty felt Rob tug her dress down and her boobs flopped out.  
 
    “At least … uh … uh … you’re not wearing a bra. Indians didn’t … wear bras.” Rob held tight to her hip with his right hand and grabbed her left boob with his left hand. “So … tight … Mom.” He loved that one hole he didn’t have to share with his father. “Here it … comes.” Rob let loose a torrent of cum in her ass. 
 
    “Roooobbbbyyyyyy.” Betty shivered and took his seed. She had told her husband when they’d married that she’d never do anal sex. But she was already so used to Rob mating her there. Betty looked over to Rob’s cowboy poster and again imagined that Indian woman giving herself to that rough rider. 
 
    “Thanks, Mom. That was the best Cowboys and Indians ever.” Rob pulled out of her with a plop. 
 
    “You’re welcome, Robby.” Betty straightened and pulled her costume back into place. “Maybe we could do it again, sometime.” She turned, gave Rob a kiss on the cheek, and left to put a housedress back on.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Betty started to see herself as having two husbands. There was the inattentive one who was blind to his stepson’s maneuvers. And there was her 18-year-old stepson Rob. She found herself performing more wifely duties for Rob than her actual husband. As Rob’s demands increased, Betty’s other responsibilities fell behind. She wondered when her husband would notice.  
 
    One weekday afternoon, as was typical on schooldays, Betty found herself naked in her stepson’s room. She rode her stepson backwards, with his cowboy hat perched on her head. Their clothes were spread all around Rob’s floor. And Rob’s penis was buried deep in her butt. 
 
    “Yeeeehaaaawwww, ride it cowgirl.” Rob slapped Betty’s right butt cheek and watched it wobble.  
 
    “Don’t do that, Robby.” Betty looked over her shoulder at him, her face flushed. Could he tell that she secretly liked it? “I’m your stepmother and you need to show me some respect.” Her hips continued to rock. 
 
    “Come on, Mom.” Rob laughed and slapped her butt again. “I can tell you like it. Plus, you have the most amazing ass.” Rob reached for her arms and pulled them back. He placed her hands on her butt. 
 
    “Um, thank you, sweetie. I guess.” Betty’s blush deepened. She felt her butt with her fingers. Each globe was round, firm, and deliciously supple. “I guess I do have a nice butt.” 
 
    “Yeah, you do.” Rob gazed at her left ass cheek and eyed the wedding ring pressed into her flesh. “Slap it.” He loved the way she moved her hips on him, back and forth with a little wiggle. Before he’d made her his girl, he’d never have guessed his stepmom could move like that. “Go ahead and slap it.” 
 
    Betty shook her head and looked forward, hands still on her butt.  
 
    “Go on.” Rob pulled her left hand off her butt and slapped it back down. “Like that.” 
 
    “Oh,” Betty gave a little yelp. Her hips sped up. She felt him lift her right hand and slap it back down. “Ooh.” She looked down at his cute, round toes. When had her boy grown up? It was probably right around the time he’d talked her into that first blowjob. Betty slapped her own butt without help and felt its luscious wobble. “Like that?” She did it again and the slap reverberated around Rob’s bedroom. Betty couldn’t believe she was doing this, but after all, she was such a pushover. 
 
    “That’s … perfect.” Rob watched the ripples spread out from her slaps. Man, his dad was missing out. “You’re my … cowgirl … Mom. Now … I’m gonna … I’m gonna … cum … cowgirl.” 
 
    “Do it, Robby.” Betty slapped her ass again and pushed back, driving his penis deep inside her. She took his cum in her backside for the second time that afternoon. Thank goodness she’d given him access to her butt, because over the last few days the boy had refused to wear the condoms she’d gotten him. Betty leaned forward, put her hands to Rob’s thighs, and panted as she tried to catch her breath.  
 
    “You’re … the best, Mom.” Rob slapped her butt one last time. He enjoyed the red hand print it left on her pale cheek. “I wanna try that while I’m in your pussy next time.” 
 
    “Now, Robby.” Betty climbed off him and started collecting her clothes from the floor. “You don’t want to get me pregnant.” The idea of Rob’s sperm meeting her egg sent a secret electric thrill down her spine. But she was a good stepmother and a mostly faithful wife. That could never happen. 
 
    “Yeah, sure, Mom.” Rob, naked on his bed, put his hands behind his head and sighed. She’d change her mind about the availability of her pussy. After all, she just couldn’t say no to her stepson.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Once you’ve given a little piece of yourself to something, it’s quite difficult to guard the rest. And Betty had given almost all of herself to her 18-year-old stepson, Rob. The once faithful housewife, perched naked and on all fours on her stepson’s bed, looked down at her white knuckles. Sweat dripped onto the sheet and she grunted as Rob plowed her butt from behind. They had been going since Rob got home from school and it was getting dark outside. She really needed to make dinner before her husband came home. 
 
    “Robby, you in there?” Her husband knocked on the bedroom door. “Have you seen your stepmother?” 
 
    It was too late! Betty’s eyes went round as saucers. She looked back over her shoulder at Rob. 
 
    “I’m here, Dad.” Rob slowed his hips and looked down as his cock slowly slid into his stepmom’s butthole. “I don’t know where she is. Out shopping?” His gaze moved to her wide eyes and he winked. 
 
    “Her car’s here.” The locked doorknob rattled as Rob’s dad shook it. “What are you doing in there?” 
 
    “I had a big test today.” Rob could tell from the panicked look on Betty’s face that she wanted him to stop his hips entirely, but he felt slow and steady was good. He pressed his fingers into the soft flesh around her hips and held her tight. “I’m trying to take a nap. Maybe Mom went for a walk?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Rob’s father grumbled. “Anyway, I have to go back to the office tonight. When you see your stepmother, tell her I’ll be home late. Have a good nap.” 
 
    “Thanks, Dad.” Rob waited a good long while, slowly stroking in and out of his stepmom. He then pulled out, went to door, opened it, and listened. “He’s gone.” He walked back to the bed and took Betty’s hand. 
 
    “That was too close, Robby.” She let Rob pull her from the bed, followed him into the hall, and then into her bedroom. She held her breasts with one arm to keep them from swaying about. “We should stop.” She let him push her onto her marital bed. She rolled onto her back and automatically spread her legs.  
 
    “We’re never gonna stop, Mom.” Rob climbed between her legs and fed his dick into her pussy. 
 
    “Well … ooohhhhh …. If you’re going to do it there, you need a condom.” She accepted his thrusts.  
 
    “I was thinking …” Rob found a good rhythm. He put both hands on her breasts for leverage. “With Dad gone tonight, we have a perfect chance at romance. Maybe light some candles. Do something special.” 
 
    “But … uh … dinner … Robby.” Betty grunted as he hit deep places inside her that his father never had.  
 
    “What would be really … special, Mom, is if you … ah … ah … ah … had my … baby.” Rob leaned down and kissed her pretty lips, swirling his tongue around hers. She kissed back with passion. He broke the kiss and looked into her eyes. “You’re my girl now, and you’re gonna have my baby.”  
 
    “No … Robby … we can’t …” But who was she kidding, she knew she’d let him. She was such a pushover.  
 
    Minutes later, Rob grunted out his first orgasm of the night in her pussy. Thirty minutes after that, he erupted in her vagina a second time. And an hour and half later, he splattered her insides a third time.  
 
    By then, she was on top of her stepson, cradling his head against her boobs. “Good boy, Robby. Let it all out,” Betty purred. Her vagina spasmed around his long cock.   
 
    When her husband returned home, Betty was showered, changed, and sound asleep in their marital bed. And her womb was filled with Rob’s potent seed.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Months passed and Betty gave herself to her 18-year-old stepson again and again. He became fixated on having a baby, and sure enough, Betty’s belly began to swell. She convinced her husband that it was his. But, of course, she knew it was Rob’s. And Rob teased her endlessly about carrying her own grandchild.  
 
    High school graduation arrived and Betty’s husband had stepmother and stepson pose arm-in-arm for a picture. Rob and Betty had big smiles on their faces. Rob’s Oxford cap tilted a little to the side with the tassel hanging by his left ear. Betty’s baby bump clearly showed under her dress as she pulled her stepson tightly into her side. After the ceremony, Betty’s husband went back to work after telling Rob that he was proud of him and that all he needed to do was find himself a girl. Rob smirked at that and Betty blushed.  
 
    “I suppose you’re going to go celebrate with your friends now.” Betty stood next to Rob as she watched her husband drive out of the school parking lot. “Do you want me to drop you off someplace, Robby?” 
 
    “No, Mom.” Rob looked around and then gave her round butt a quick slap. “I’ll see my friends later. I want to celebrate with you tonight.” He linked his arm in hers and walked her out to their waiting car. 
 
    “Really?” Betty couldn’t wipe the smile off her face. “What’s your plan?” 
 
    “Remember the time we went to a drive-in?” Rob leaned in close to whisper in her ear. 
 
    “That was …” Betty blushed profusely. “The first time you did it … in my … you-know-what.” 
 
    “Let’s do it again.” Rob opened the driver’s side door and held it for his stepmother. “Burgers first.” 
 
    “Okay.” Betty cradled her belly as she lowered herself behind the wheel.  
 
    Later that evening, they sat in the back seat of Betty’s car as the movie started. The front seat was littered with burger wrappers and paper cups from their shakes.  
 
    “How would you like to celebrate, Robby?” Betty lifted her dress to her waist and removed her panties. 
 
    “I’m gonna celebrate with your pussy, Mom.” Rob pulled her onto his lap so that they were both facing the movie screen. But as he entered her, neither were actually watching Cary Grant and Eva Marie Saint. 
 
    “Your father’s probably wondering where we are.” Betty rocked her wide hips in little circles. She pulled her dress over her head so that she only wore her bra. Her round belly looked so obscene shaking with her movements. “We should have left him a … ooooohhhhhh … a note.” 
 
    “You’re my girl, Mom.” Rob reached around her and pulled her bra cups down so he could grab her growing boobs. “You’ve got my baby inside you.” He pulled her boobs up and down to get her to bounce on his dick. “Dad can fucking fend for himself.” 
 
    “You’re right.” The haze of pleasure clouded Betty’s mind. She didn’t even reprimand Rob for his language. She bounced fast. She knew the car must be rocking, but no one would notice something like that at the drive-in. Later, Rob exploded in her vagina, and she lost herself in her own orgasm.  
 
    “Turn around.” Rob removed her bra and helped his naked stepmother turn to face him without removing his still hard dick from her pussy. He loved how her pregnant curves pressed into his thin chest. She rode him hard, cooing and grunting. The pair continued until the movie finished. Afterward, Betty drove them home, cum leaking into her panties. She wondered what excuse she’d tell her husband. Maybe she’d tell him they went for burgers and a movie. She’d leave out the part where their stepson now owned her pussy.   
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    “Your father’s golfing, Robby. Should we …? You know.” Betty found her eighteen-year-old stepson reading comics in his room. She was already wet thinking about what they might do that day. 
 
    “Yeah, Mom.” Rob looked up at his beautiful stepmother with a smile. “Cowboys and Indians?” 
 
    “I don’t think that costume fits me anymore.” Betty cradled her pregnant belly through her dress. 
 
    “I don’t care.” Rob smirked and went to get his cowboy outfit on. 
 
    “Okay, sweetie.” Betty went to find her Indian costume. She pulled the buckskin thing on, but she couldn’t really get it past her swollen belly. Oh, well. She sighed, put mascara face-paint on her cheeks, and stuck a feather in her blonde hair. She left her panties on since the Indian consume wouldn’t go past her boobs and she felt quite exposed. She found Rob in his bedroom waiting for her, looking handsome in his cowboy outfit. “You look very nice, Robby.” 
 
    “You look amazing, Mom.” Rob stood and lowered his chaps. “What would Dad say if he saw you now?” 
 
    Betty blushed and lowered her gaze to the carpet. 
 
    “Do me a favor.” Rob’s smile widened as he pulled his dick out of his underwear. “I want you to have sex with Dad tonight and wear that outfit.” Rob chuckled. “Tell me what Dad says when he sees you.” 
 
    “I thought you didn’t like sharing me with your father.” Betty stood fiddling with her wedding ring. 
 
    “It’ll be worth it.” Rob sauntered over to her and rubbed the precum from his dick directly onto her round belly. “I can’t wait for you to have my baby, Mom.” 
 
    “Let’s not talk about that.” Betty’s blush deepened. “How do you want me?” 
 
    “Well, Indians didn’t wear panties remember?” Rob pulled her panties off. “I’m gonna take your butt today. If Dad gets a go at your pussy later, I want to take what he can’t have.” Rob pulled her to his bed. 
 
    “Okay, Robby.” Betty mounted him. She spit into her hand, reached under her, and guided him into her butt. “Oh, gosh. So … so … big.” She bounced on his gadget for long while, moaning and squealing.  
 
    Eventually, Rob pulled her off, grabbed her hair, and brought her mouth to his penis. Betty didn’t like to go directly from her ass to a blowjob, but she couldn’t say no to Rob. She was such a pushover.  
 
    “That’s it … Mom … I’m gonna …” Rob trembled and pulled her mouth off him so he could spray her face. 
 
    Shot after shot of hot cum hit Betty’s face. She closed her eyes and took it like she always did. When he was done, her face-paint ran down her cheeks and she wiped sperm from her eyes with the back of her hand. “Sheesh, I hope you didn’t get any on the costume. How was that, Robby?” 
 
    “That was amazing. Way better than stupid golf. Dad’s an idiot.” 
 
    “Be nice to your father, Robert.” It was hard to look stern with cum on her face, but Betty did her best. 
 
    “I am nice to him.” Rob smiled. “I’m making sure he gets some sex tonight.” 
 
    Betty sighed. “You’re right, Robby.” She climbed back onto Rob’s lap and slid his penis into her vagina. “More?” She didn’t wait for him to answer. She knew from experience that he could go and go.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    The baby napped soundly in her crib. Betty moved around the house, cleaning and ordering things. Butterflies fluttered in her stomach. She wanted everything perfect for Rob when he arrived for Christmas break, hopefully any second now. In the living room, Betty stopped to straighten an ornament on the tree. She turned and ran to the door when she heard a car stop in the driveway. She flung the door open and looked out with a thousand-watt smile.  
 
    “Hi, Mom.” Rob got of the car. He met her wide smile with one of his own. 
 
    “My big man is home from college.” Betty squealed and ran to her nineteen-year-old stepson. She lost herself in the moment and jumped into his arms, wrapping her legs around his waist. The neighbors would surely think she’d lost her mind, but Betty didn’t care. 
 
    A few minutes later, Betty ushered Rob into the baby’s room. “Shh. I just got Chrissy down to sleep.” Betty still couldn’t wipe the smile off her face. 
 
    “How’s my sister doing?” Rob gave Betty’s ass a smack. He’d missed that butt. College girls didn’t have bodies like her. “Or should I say, how’s my daughter doing?” 
 
    “No, you shouldn’t say that. Even when your father isn’t here. We have to remember that she’s his baby.” Betty tried to look cross, but she was too happy. “And she’s doing well, Robby. She’s very healthy.” 
 
    “She looks sweet.” Rob grabbed his stepmom around the waist and pulled her out of the room, gently closing the door behind them. “Let’s make another one.” He massaged her milk-filled boobs through her dress.” 
 
    “Oh, no you don’t mister.” Betty half-heartedly pushed his hands away. “That’s enough babies for this family.” 
 
    But not long after, she found herself on all fours just outside the baby’s room, moaning as her stepson took her from behind. Her dress was up over her butt, and her panties around her right ankle. Betty was such a pushover. “I almost … ugh … forgot how big … you are.” He hit someplace deep inside her.  
 
    “I didn’t … forget … how … perfect your pussy is.” Rob slammed into her with ferocious lunges. He had missed her so much. They had lots of catching up to do. “Time … to … make … another … baby … aaaahhhhhhh.” Rob unloaded inside her and listened to his stepmother squeal.  
 
    They didn’t wake the baby, so there was more time for stepmother-stepson bonding. Betty quickly undressed and straddled her stepson. “I mean it about no more babies.” She grasped his large, slick penis. “You’ll have to do it in my butt while you’re home. Okay?” She slid him into her ass and gasped. She hadn’t had anything back there since she’d driven him to college.  
 
    “Sure, Mom.” Rob grinned up at her. “Only the ass. Got it.” He watched her ride him with glee, enjoying her rolling eyes and shuddering shoulders as he gave her one orgasm after another. When he was ready, Rob tactfully pushed her hips up on the upstroke, moved his cock out of her ass, and skewered her pussy on the downstroke.  
 
    “Oooohhhhhhh.” Betty was going to let him seed her again. She couldn’t help it. She cried out as he filled her for the second time. As she leaned her breasts into his chest, catching her breath, the baby started to cry. “Why don’t you take a shower? I’ll wipe up and go tend to little Chrissy.” Betty rose and wobbled into her room, sperm dripping down her legs. She cleaned herself as quickly as possible and rushed back to Chrissy’s room. 
 
    Rob watched her hurry about and then went to the shower. It was going to be an amazing Christmas break.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    “What do you want for Christmas, sweetie.” Betty flipped pancakes with one arm and held Chrissy with her other. She looked over at the kitchen table with an eyebrow raised at her stepson who was devouring pancakes one after the other. Apparently, they’d forgotten to feed him at college. Her husband sipped his coffee next to Rob, his face hidden behind the paper.  
 
    “Um …” Rob chewed, swallowed, and took a sip of orange juice. A sly smile spread on his face as he looked over at the newspaper hiding his father. “How about a new sister?” he said with complete nonchalance. “Or brother?” 
 
    “Now, sweetie. That’s between me and your dad.” Betty frowned at him. Chrissy fussed, and Betty bounced her a little and rocked her hip.    
 
    “That’s a strange Christmas request, Son.” Rob’s father put down his paper, adjusted his tie, and looked over at Rob. “Between you and me, Chrissy was a surprise. And we’re not planning on having any more rugrats running underfoot, thank you. Serendipity won’t strike twice.” He looked over at his wife like that was the final word on that. “Now, Rob, how about we get you a nice suit so you can take those pretty college girls out on real dates? Have you made a girl yours yet?” 
 
    “A suit’s fine, dad.” Rob tried not to look disappointed. “I’ve met lots of girls. But how do you know when you’ve made one yours? After the first baby? Or maybe the second?” 
 
    “Very funny.” Rob’s father hid behind his paper again. “I don’t care for that sort of crass talk, Rob.” 
 
    Betty looked between the two men sitting at the table, her eyes round with worry. She turned off the stove burner and walked over to her stepson. “I have to put Chrissy down for a nap. Will you help me, Robby?” 
 
    “Sure, Mom.” Rob stood, left his pancakes, and followed his stepmother to the other side of the house. When she’d put the baby down in her crib, Rob pulled his stepmother by the hand into his room. He quickly had her dress up above her hips and her panties pushed to the side. He bent her against the wall and admired her curves.   
 
    “Do my butt … my butt … we really shouldn’t do it in my … oooooooohhhhhh,” Betty hissed as that long, hard thing slid into her vagina. 
 
    “Such crass talk, Mom,” Rob said in her ear. “What would Dad say?” 
 
    “Oh, your father …” Her hands pressed into the wall and she pushed back at him. Her wedding ring caught her eye, and she wondered what the diamond signified now. Surely, she had betrayed its deepest vows.  
 
    “Well, I’m off to work.” Betty’s husband’s voice carried through the house.  
 
    “Thank, God,” Betty whispered. “Have … ugh … good day dear,” she called back across the house, hoping she didn’t sound too odd. The slam of the front door echoed back to them. 
 
    “You have the best … pussy … Mom.” Rob increased the tempo, not worrying anymore about his father hearing them. 
 
    Betty blushed at the compliment and looked over her shoulder at him. He looked so handsome working her back there. “You really want … another … sibling?” Her feet wobbled a little as she tried to keep her balance in her kitten heels. “For … ah … ah … Christmas?” 
 
    “Yes.” Rob gave her his widest smile.  
 
    “I’d do … anything for you … sweetie.” Betty closed her eyes as an orgasm approached. She was such a pushover. “Fill me up … yes … yes … yeeeessssssssss.” 
 
    A few minutes later, she stood in his room with her legs spread wide and her dress hiked high. She stuck her hips forward so that Rob could get a good look at the sperm dripping from her pussy.  
 
    “It’s beautiful, Mom.” Rob grabbed her and tossed her onto the bed. “I’ve got more for you.” His dick swung before him as he jumped on top of her.  
 
    “Just … one more … your sister isn’t going to … nap … forever.” Betty’s heels stuck high in the air. She squealed as her stepson entered her again.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    “Run along you two.” Betty shooed the toddlers out of the kitchen, a huge smile on her face. Their father was home. No, not her husband. Her college graduated stepson was right outside. And … Betty paused as she took one more look at the parking car. He’d brought a woman home with him. Her enthusiasm dampened. “I knew this day would come. And it’s for the best,” she whispered under her breath.  
 
    Welcoming the young couple into her home, Betty gave her stepson a chaste kiss on the cheek. She shook the young woman’s hand awkwardly. Sarah was a pretty one and quite charming. Betty could see why Rob liked her. “I’ll set you up in Rob’s old room, Sarah. Robby can have the couch.” 
 
    “We’re both sleeping in my room, Mom.” Rob put his arm around Sarah’s shoulders and squeezed. “She’s my girlfriend.” 
 
    “You’re not married. I can’t have you sleeping in the same room. Your father wouldn’t –”  
 
    “Mom.” Rob gave her a stern look. 
 
    “Of course, I’ll make up the room for both of you,” Betty mumbled. She was such a pushover.  
 
    He smiled. “And where are the little ones?” 
 
    “Your brother and sister are in the living room playing with some dry-cleaning bags, I think.” She watched Rob run out of the kitchen. She listened to the squeals of the happy children as they greeted their brother and roughhoused with him. Sarah stayed in the kitchen with Betty. “So … um … what did you study?” Betty’s eyes fell to the floor. 
 
    “Anthropology.” Sarah stood demurely, with her hands behind her back. Her swing skirt and sweater flattered her well enough. She smiled sweetly. “I really do like Robby, Mrs. Brewster. I think he might be the one.” 
 
    “That’s nice, dear.” Betty tried very hard not to frown. In the end, she put on some approximation of a smile. “I’ll go get your room ready.” 
 
    Later that night, the whole house was in bed. Betty stared at the ceiling, twiddling her thumbs in the dark. Her husband snored next to her. She needed to talk to Rob. She wasn’t sure what needed to be said. Sarah seemed like a nice woman. But … she had to say something. She rose from bed, pulling her nightdress tight around her. Silently, she moved out of her room and down the hall. She was about to knock when she heard something. She leaned her ear to the door. It was a moan. 
 
    “Oh, Robby. You’re so bad.” Sarah’s voice came through. “And so … deep. I can’t believe you talked me into putting it … aaaahhhhhhh … in my butt.” 
 
    Betty’s hand went to her mouth in shock. She had assumed she would be the only woman brave enough to take her stepson’s big thing back there. She had assumed wrong, apparently. At least Sarah couldn’t get pregnant that way. There was some heavy, masculine grunting. 
 
    “It’s … ugh … how my stepmom likes it.” Rob’s voice. 
 
    Betty nearly fainted on the spot. The blood drained from her face. He had told another woman that terrible secret? 
 
    Sarah giggled. “I almost believed you until I met her today. That sweet … ugh … oh, god …” Sarah’s voice got higher. “That sweet lady … would never let … a bad boy like you … do that … yes, that … yes … oooohhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    Betty felt dizzy. She rushed to the bathroom, thinking she would throw up. But instead, she found her hand between her legs. She masturbated furiously thinking about what her stepson was doing and saying just feet away. She didn’t go to bed until five orgasms later. When she stumbled by Rob’s room, all was quiet. 
 
    The next morning, Betty was in the kitchen furiously scrubbing an already clean plate. Her husband was at work, and the toddlers were at their grandparents’ house. She nearly jumped out of her heels when she felt strong hands slide onto her hips from behind. She looked up to see her stepson’s reflection in the kitchen window. “Jeez, Robby. You nearly gave me a heart attack.” Her whole body stiffened. She wanted to pull away, but he pressed his hard thing into her backside, pinning her. “What are you doing? Are you crazy? Your girlfriend will see.” Betty’s voice sounded frantic. 
 
    “She’s still sleeping. I wore her out last night.” He was only dressed in boxers and a t-shirt. He pressed his morning erection into the crack of her ass. 
 
    “Your brother and sister …” Betty dropped the plate in the sink and it shattered. She gripped the countertop.  
 
    “They’re not here. I checked. Did you send my kids to Gran’s?” 
 
    “Yes.” Betty squeaked. “We can’t … Sarah could find us.” Her dress flipped up over her waist. She felt him wiggle his boxers down his legs, and then her underwear fell, too. “Get it wet … you need to use … my butt … no more children.” 
 
    “I’ll get it wet … in here.” Rob sunk his dick into her pussy. Soon the sounds of their mating mixed with the tick of the clock and the morning sounds of suburbia from outside. Rob humped her hard for a half hour, and eventually filled her womb. As he pulled out of her, his stepmother was so happy, she slumped to the kitchen floor with an ear-to-ear grin. 
 
    “I’m going to go wake up Sarah.” Rob patted her blond head. “Breakfast in ten?” 
 
    “Yes … Robby,” Betty panted. “Make it … fifteen.” She needed some time to compose herself.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    “You wanted to see me, Robby?” Betty stepped into the hotel room and closed the door behind her. “My, you do look handsome in your tuxedo.” She clasped her hands in front of her giant belly and smiled. 
 
    “And you look lovely, Mom.” Rob smiled at her.  
 
    “I look fat.” Betty frowned. 
 
    “No, you look perfect. You always do with my baby in your belly.” Rob saw his stepmother’s cheeks redden beyond the rouge she’d expertly applied. He reached over and removed her tea hat with its flowers and bows. Her cheeks reddened further. 
 
    “I know what you’re thinking, and we can’t. Not on your wedding day, Robert.” Her mouth formed a thin line as she tried her very best to be severe. She let him put his hands on her shoulders and lower her to her knees. “What about Sarah?” 
 
    “I’ve told her about us, Mom. But she just won’t believe a nice lady like you would suck any cock, let alone her stepson’s.” Rob undid the belt on his tuxedo, and carefully pulled off his pants. He hung them on a chair and then dropped his underwear.  
 
    “Oh, jeez.” Betty stared at the familiar cock waving in her face. It was so big. “Fine, but only my mouth.” This was going to ruin her lipstick. She took hold of it and with the expertise of years of practice, she took him into her mouth, quickly bobbing her head on his great length. How had she gone into that big day without thinking this would be in the cards? She had wrongly assumed that some of life’s events would be impervious to her strange relationship with Rob. But his hormones could not be denied. Not by her, at least. After a few minutes, he pushed her away and laid down on the hotel bed. He still wore his tuxedo top, but he was bare from the waist down, his penis glistening with her spit.  
 
    “Really?” Betty shook her head but pulled up her dress and dropped her panties. It wasn’t easy to mount him with her great, big belly, but she managed. “If you need this so badly, you should find your bride.” Despite her words, she grabbed him and guided him into her vagina.  
 
    “I’m not supposed to … ugh … see the bride before the wedding. It’s bad luck.” Rob smiled and rolled his eyes up at his stepmother like she’d asked him the impossible. He reached up and groped her swollen boobs through the shimmering fabric. 
 
    Betty tried to push his hands away, but he was persistent. “Let go, you’ll ruin my dress.” The ceremony was only an hour and a half away. How was she going to put herself back together in time?  
 
    “You look so pretty all made up for my wedding.” Rob held her breasts firmly through the dress and his stepmother relented.  
 
    “Thank … you.” Betty spoke through gritted teeth. She now gripped his forearms through his jacket, trying to keep her balance on top of him. 
 
    “Do you think Dad deserves a pretty wife like you? Has he earned this pussy?” 
 
    “Yes.” She squeaked.  
 
    Rob slapped her right boob just hard enough to make it rock back and forth in its confinement. “He does?” 
 
    At that rough touch, Betty’s hips went into overdrive. She worked hard to lift her heavy body high above his hips and back down again. She didn’t worry about dislodging him. He was so long. “What?” She hoped Rob wouldn’t make her speak ill of his father. 
 
    “Does … Dad … deserve … this … pussy?” He looked up into her face and they locked eyes.  
 
    “No … your father … doesn’t deserve … my pussy … Robby. But … ugh … you do.” Her eyes rolled back, her hips dropped onto his, and she rubbed their pelvises together. “Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” She felt bad for Sarah and her husband as her orgasm rose to infinity. But Sarah had been warned by her groom repeatedly and hadn’t listened. And her husband should have suspected something after the third unwanted pregnancy. Why could no one see what was plainly before them? 
 
    “All those years ago … uh … uh … Dad told me to make a girl mine.” Rob wondered at all those sad men out there that hadn’t had a shot at their stepmother’s pussy. He was certainly one of the luckiest guys on Earth. “And I went out … and made two women … mine. Sarah’s … mine. And you … ugh … ugh … Mom … have been mine … for a long time.” As she came down from her orgasm, he could see his stepmother nod her agreement.  
 
    After her stepson had finished his business deep inside her, Betty waddled to the bathroom to get herself ready for the ceremony again. Her dress wasn’t torn, thank goodness. And her makeup could be fixed. She dug into her purse for her lipstick. The worst was the leaking, but she cleaned up her vagina as best she could.  
 
    An hour later she sat in the front row as the ceremony started. Rob spotted her and gave her a quick wink. He couldn’t suppress the smile on his face. Whether it was to be marrying such a beautiful bride, or the afterglow of his stepmother’s pussy, Betty didn’t know. She sat there smiling through the ceremony, her hands clasped on her big belly. Their relationship wasn’t natural in the slightest, but at least she made her stepson happy. And, she had to admit to herself, he made her happy, too.  
 
    Betty thought about all that had happened since she’d said “I do” to her husband all those years ago. Her stepson was embarking on his own journey now. She didn’t know what the future would hold, but she suspected that Sarah wouldn’t come between her and Rob. Betty patted her belly as the couple on stage kissed. She just hoped that this would be the last baby she carried for Rob. Maybe Sarah would get to do the heavy lifting from now on. She really hoped so. But if Rob wanted one more, she didn’t think she’d stop him. Betty was a pushover.   
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