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    Chapter 1 

     

    “David? Are you in here, sweetie?” Naomi Suzuki entered her stepson’s room with a gentle knock on his door. It was difficult to think he’d be off to college soon. How had time flown so fast? “I want to talk you about something.” 

    “Sure, Mom.” David looked up from his book and smiled at his stepmother. She was a short gentle thing, with long, dark-brown hair and pretty, serious face. Her glasses magnified her soft, brown eyes. He watched her sit on the edge of his bed. Her boobs pressed out against her blouse, and he could see a slight roll to her belly as she leaned forward. “What’s up.” He wondered what the box was that she held hidden next to her hip.  

    “Well, it’s a little embarrassing actually.” She patted the blanket next to her. “Come sit.” 

    “Okay.” David got up from his chair, walked across the room, and sat next to his stepmom. He enjoyed how his physical presence dwarfed hers. “Shoot.” 

    “Well …”? Naomi nervously bit her bottom lip. “You’ll be going off to college soon, and you’ll start having opportunities for sex.” 

    “Start?” David offered her a confident smile. “Right. Go on.” 

    “I know you’re a healthy young man, and you’re bound to be curious about women. So …” Naomi took a deep breath. “I want to give you these and make sure you know how to use them.” She handed David the box of condoms she’d kept hidden behind her hip.  

    David smirked. “Thanks, Mom, but those won’t fit.” 

    “Nonsense, sweetie.” Naomi frowned at her stepson. “They fit your father fine.” 

    “Well, they’re too small for me.” He watched her carefully, thinking over the opportunity that had just fallen into his lap.  

    “David Suzuki, please take me seriously. They’re stretchy. Of course they fit.” 

    “Sorry, Mom.” David shrugged. “They won’t.” 

    “I’m trying to help you with a life transition.” She folded her arms over her ample chest and frowned at him. This wasn’t how she thought this talk was going to go. “Please cooperate.” 

    “Fine. You want to see?” David tossed the box between them and pulled down his shorts and underwear. His dick sprung free. He was already hard thinking about how this was going to go. 

    “No way.” Naomi put her left hand to her mouth in surprise. Her diamond ring shone in the warm afternoon light. “I didn’t know they got so big. And you’re … hard.” She looked from his penis up into his dark eyes and adjusted her glasses.  

    “Go ahead, Mom. Try and put one on. They won’t fit.” David cocked an eyebrow at her and watched as her trembling fingers opened the box and tore open a foil packet. Married women were so easy. You just showed them what they’d been missing and their moral posturing turned to jelly. David loved seducing the moms in the neighborhood, but if he could get his own stepmom, that would top them all.  

    “Oh, my.” Naomi tried to fit the condom over the bulging head of her stepson’s penis. She tried it straight on. She rolled it at angles. Eventually she gave up. “You’re right. It won’t fit.” 

    “You can keep going. I like the effort, Mom.” David smiled at her. 

    “You like …” Naomi dropped the condom on the bed. “I … I … forgot I had to do something. Goodbye, David.” 

    “Bye, Mom.” David watched her round butt roll under her skirt as she raced out of the room. He chuckled to himself.  

     

    ~~ 

     

    For a week, Naomi Suzuki couldn’t get the image of her stepson’s large penis out of her head. She made the fateful decision not to tell her husband about any of it. He wouldn’t understand. Eventually, she decided to give the talk with David another try. 

    “I must have done something wrong last time, sweetie. I’m sure I can get it to fit.” Naomi sat on her stepson’s bed again, tearing open a foil packet. On the bed next to her, David sat with his lower half naked, his large member sticking out proudly.  

    “Go ahead and try.” David smiled down at the look of nervous anticipation on Naomi’s face as she tried to roll the thing onto him. Who was she kidding? 

    “It’s almost there.” After several minutes of working the condom, Naomi finally rolled it over the head. “Ha, I did it.” She looked up into David’s eyes with triumph. “That’s how you’ll need to do it in college.” 

    “No, it’s not.” David shook his head slowly. “Look at it. It doesn’t go past the head.” 

    “Well …” Naomi looked down. He was right. She reached down and began trying to pull the condom with her left hand. Up and down, up and down, she worked that thin polyurethane membrane. It took her about three minutes before she realized she was giving her stepson a handjob. She jerked her hand back, but David took her hand in his and placed it back on his penis. 

    “Keep going, Mom.” He moved her hand up and down the full length of his dick. “I think you almost got it.” 

    “I … do?” Her hand moved on its own as she stared through her glasses at what she did to her stepson, completely mesmerized. How had such a magnificent penis existed so close to her all these years and she hadn’t known? After a few minutes, the ill-fitting condom popped off but she kept on working him without it. A few minutes after that, she put both hands on the shaft.  

    “You’re good at this, Mom.” David watched the reverent way she stared at his dick. This was going to be so much fun. “Here … it … comes.” He came all over her pretty hands, coating her diamond wedding ring in the potent stuff. 

    “Oh, David. Oh, my. Oh, sweetie.” Her hands milked him until he was dry. Then she looked up into his eyes and her face went very pale. She’d just committed a sexual act with her stepson. “I have to get cleaned off.” She stood and raced from his room without so much as a goodbye.  

     

    ~~ 

     

    The following week was awkward in the Suzuki household, even Naomi’s husband noticed. But when he asked, she told him David was just going through teenage stuff. She vacillated back and forth. She had the strong urge to see David’s thing again. And, maybe, touch it again. But that was so wrong.  

    After many days of crippling indecision, against her better judgement, she found herself in her stepson’s room again, sitting on his bed. His marvelous penis was hard and waiting for her. She reached down for it. “Hold still, sweetie. I just have to make sure it’s healthy.” It was the flimsiest of excuses. 

    “Sure.” David could barely hold back a laugh. “Whatever you say, Mom.” 

    She worked him with both hands for several minutes, and then David put his hand behind her head.  

    “What are you doing, Davey?” Naomi let him push her face toward his lap. 

    “If want to make sure it’s healthy, you need a closer look.” He exerted continuous, gentle pressure on her wavy, brown hair. She got closer and closer, and then, with a surprised little gulp, she took him into her mouth. “That’s good, Mom. I knew you could do it.” 

    “Mmmmmppphhhhh.” She struggled to hold him in her mouth at first, but soon her head bobbed up and down while she gripped the bottom of the shaft tightly with both hands. “Gghhh, ggghhhh, ggghhhh,” Naomi said. She’d never made these noises for her husband.  

    “Hey, Mom?” David wove his fingers in her hair and held on as she blew him. “Since I’m going off to college soon, I thought maybe it was time I taught you about sex.” 

    Naomi gagged and bobbed her head faster. Good God, what was he doing to her? 

    “I mean, I know you know about sex.” Before he came down her throat, David wanted her to know this was just beginning. “But I’m talking about real sex. The kind that changes you.” He was close. “Life is about … to be … a … whole … lot … different.” He erupted in her mouth and listened to her whine around his dick. Such sweet music. When he was done, he pulled on her hair and lifted her up to face him. Cum ran down her chin. She looked stupefied as she gasped for breath.  

    “Davey …?” She licked her lips. Her stepson tasted delicious. Like life itself.  

    “Thanks, Mom.” He let go of her hair, pushed her up onto her feet, and turned her toward the door. “That was awesome. But you better get going before Dad catches us.” He slapped her round butt and she stumbled to the door. 

    Oh no, her husband was downstairs. What had she been she thinking? 

    “You’re going to want to get cleaned up before he sees you.” David lay back on his bed, completely satisfied. “You’ve got my cum all over your face.” 

    Naomi nodded and left her stepson’s room. She moved as fast as her wobbly legs could carry her to the nearest bathroom. When she got there, she adjusted her glasses and stared in disbelief at her reflection. Who was this woman with sperm on her chin? She wasn’t sure she knew anymore.  

    

  


   
    Chapter 2 

     

    What do you do the moment you realize your little boy is all grown up? That moment happened for Naomi when her eighteen-year-old stepson promised to teach her all about sex. And then she’d somehow given him a blowjob. The guilt and shame that followed her around the days after that were like an anchor around her neck. Who was her stepson now that he was a man? Naomi realized she didn’t know.  

    On Saturday night, when David was out doing whatever he did Saturday nights, Naomi tiptoed into his empty room. He had posters of scantily clad women all over his walls and a few books tossed on his bed. She sat on the bed and looked around. Her husband was in the den reading, and the Suzuki house was quiet. Naomi noticed David’s iPad in amongst his books. She fished it out. It was password protected. She entered the name of Fiskers, his first pet, and the software opened up for her.  

    Who was her stepson? What did he like? What did he do when he disappeared most nights? Naomi scrolled through folders until she came to one marked 2019 Taxes. David didn’t have any taxes, so this interested Naomi. She opened the folder and put a hand to her mouth. There were pictures and videos of naked women. She’d found his porn stash. She clicked on a video and was shocked to discover that it was more than porn, it was David’s homemade porn. Goodness, what had she discovered? 

    “Am I bigger than your husband?” David’s voice said on the video. He was holding the camera and taking a pale woman from behind. Naomi could see the woman’s delicate back muscles flexing with pleasure and hear her grunts. The woman’s waist narrowed and then her wide butt flared out. David had one hand on her right hip. “Answer me,” he said. 

    The blonde woman only squealed in reply. 

    “Am … I … bigger … than … your … husband.” David smacked her butt and Naomi could see the shockwave spread out from the impact on her flesh. 

    “Uuuugggghhhhhhhhhh,” the woman said. 

    “Answer me, slut.” David commanded the woman. He wasn’t asking. It reminded Naomi of the force he’d used on her head to put his thing in her mouth. Where had he learned that? Certainly not from his meek father. “Who’s bigger … slut.” He slapped her again on the rump. What language. Naomi had never heard such talk except in the movies.  

    “You … are …” she screeched.  

    “What?” David sounded angry.  

    “You … are … bigger than my … husband.” The woman tossed her blonde head back and forth.  

    “That’s right.” David slowed his strokes a little. My God, Naomi could see the poor woman’s pink inner vaginal walls stretched out on his fat penis. How was she even taking it all? “Now look at me and tell me … you love teenage dick.” 

    “Ooohhhhhhhhhh.” The woman turned her head and looked back over her shoulder. Naomi gasped and adjusted her glasses. It was Mrs. Debra Turner from down the road. She was married to a nice investment banker with two kids. She was a soft-spoken, friendly woman. What had her stepson done to her? “Oh, God.” Debra’s blue eyes had a far-off look, and some drool hung at the corner of her pretty mouth. “I love … teenage … dick.” Debra’s eyes rolled back in her head and she had what looked to Naomi to be the world’s largest orgasm.  

    “Heavens.” Naomi exited the video, closed the folder, and tossed the iPad back on the bed. “Oh, my. Oh, my. Oh, my.” Naomi stood and quickly left her stepson’s room. She had hoped to discover more about David with a bit of snooping, but she hadn’t expected anything like what she found. 

     

    ~~ 

     

    When Naomi went to bed that night, she found her husband getting into his pajama’s. She looked at his pudgy belly, skinny limbs, and small, dangling penis and couldn’t help but compare him to his stepson. If she closed her eyes, could she imagine herself with a strapping teenager? Maybe. “Would you like to have sex tonight, honey?” It had been over a week since they’d last made love. Naomi took off her shirt and undid her bra. She tried to stick out her large boobs seductively.  

    “What?” Barry looked over at his wife. “Oh. Not tonight, dear. I’m golfing early tomorrow.” 

    “Come on, I promise to treat you to something special.” Naomi walked over to him and dropped her skirt to the carpet below.  

    “Sorry, not tonight.” Barry stepped around his wife and hit the light. “Maybe if you had asked earlier in the evening. I have to go to bed.” He slipped into bed and put his head on the pillow. 

    “But you were reading earlier.” Naomi stood there in the dark, crestfallen. That stupid video played in her mind’s eye. She heard Debra say I love teenage dick. Now was not a good night for her husband to reject her.  

    With a sigh, Naomi felt her way into the bathroom. She heard her husband’s snore before she closed the door. She flipped on the light, removed her panties, and sat on the edge of the tub. The video played in her mind over and over. She wanted desperately to go back to David’s room and rewatch it. She wanted to see all the other videos he’d made with women. How many women were there? But she knew he could come home at any moment. She took off her glasses and put them on the counter. 

    Naomi’s hand crept down between her legs as she thought of the sweet, soft-spoken wife taking her stepson’s long penis. Naomi stroked her wet slit, and then rubbed her clitoris with two fingers. No one had ever called Naomi a slut. Not to her face, at least. And she guessed that until David had come along, no one had said such a thing to Debra either. But the blonde woman had responded to those words. She’d let the person saying such dirty things into her most guarded places. And the person that so defiled that pretty lady was Naomi’s own stepson.  

    “Gggggghhhhhhhhh.” Naomi clenched her teeth and grunted out her climax as she thought about what David had been up to. 

     

    ~~ 

     

    In the morning, David still had not returned from his night out. Typical, Naomi thought. She cleaned the kitchen, alone in the house now that her husband had left for golf.  

    Halfway through sweeping the floor, Naomi put down her broom and quickly walked upstairs. She probably had hours until David got home. She slipped into his empty room, sat on the bed, and pulled out the iPad. Soon, the video played again and she watched poor Debra surrender to David while taking it from behind. Naomi’s hand crept under her dress, moved her panties to the side, and found her clitoris.  

    “Who’s bigger … slut?” The David on screen said. Naomi could feel her orgasm approaching. 

    “What the hell, Mom.” The real and present David stepped into his own room to find his stepmom violating his personal space. And violating her pussy to boot. “That’s my stuff.” 

    With a yelp, Naomi tossed the iPad onto the bed and moved her hand from under her dress. “I’m so sorry, sweetie. I was just …” Naomi tried to think of a plausible explanation. Her body still buzzed with pleasure and frustration. “I … was checking my stocks online.” 

    In the background, Mrs. Debra Turner could be heard saying how much she liked teenage dick. 

    “It’s cool, Mom.” David held up his hands to try and calm her down. He could see her large breasts heaving with each breath under her dress. “I get it. I promised to teach you about sex, and then we had no follow up. My bad.” He sat down next to her on the bed and gave her a reassuring smile. “It’s okay.” He picked up the iPad and closed the video. He scrolled through the folder and opened another video, tilting the iPad screen so she could see. “This is one with Mrs. Turner on top. Check out those bouncing tits.” 

    “Oh,” Naomi said dumbly. The woman had large, hanging breasts with big areola. They were indeed bouncing in counter circles as she rode David.  

    “Porn is an important part of a healthy sex life, Mom.” He put his hand on her knee and his fingers slipped under her dress. “Watching porn, making porn. It’s all part of a full life.” His fingers traced their way up the inside of her thigh, while he held the iPad with his other hand so she could see what he had done to Debra.  

    “Don’t, Davey.” But Naomi made no move to stop him. “I don’t want to … ugh … oh, my.” She felt his fingers slip inside her. “Oh, sweetie.” She felt him pick up the pace and soon he was banging her with his fingers. Was this the “fingerbanging” Naomi had heard about? It felt so good. 

    “That’s it, Mom.” David could see from the tormented look on her pretty face that he had her right where he wanted her. He worked his fingers hard in her tight, wet pussy. The image of the Debra’s big tits reflected in Naomi’s glasses. “Imagine those were your tits bouncing for my camera.” 

    “Oh, Davey … I … I’m going to …” Naomi’s eyes rolled up in her head, and she made guttural sounds deep in her throat over and over. Her stepson was giving her an orgasm and it was magnificent. When she’d calmed some, her wits returned. “You shouldn’t have done that, sweetie.” She pulled his hand from between her legs, stood, and straightened her dress. “I’m your stepmother, not one of your neighborhood harlots.” But she knew Debra was no harlot. Naomi turned and walked to the door. 

    “Wait, Mom.” David didn’t want the tutoring session to be over so soon. “I’ve got more videos. You wouldn’t believe which wives let me film them.” 

    “I’m disgusted, David.” Naomi tried to sound convincing. She left his room and slammed the door behind her. She stood in the hall, breathing hard, trying not to go back in there. Eventually, she marched down the hall and downstairs. She needed to put it all out of her mind. She’d finish cleaning the kitchen for a start. If she was very lucky, Naomi wouldn’t think about her stepson’s large penis for the rest of the day.  

    

  


   
    Chapter 3 

     

    The phone on the counter buzzed with an incoming text. Naomi looked down at it. It was another message from her stepson. David had been texting her almost non-stop since she’d run out of his room the other day.  

    “Who’s texting you so much?” Barry looked up from his phone where he was reading the news.  

    “Oh …” Naomi blushed and glanced at her husband. She put down the rice and nori she was prepping for dinner and washed her hands. “It’s just the girls. There’s gossip going around.” Naomi picked up her phone and turned toward her husband so that he couldn’t see the screen. She swiped and gasped at what she saw. This was the third dick pick he’d sent her that day, and this one had a woman’s hand in the photo wrapped around his amazing girth. The woman had a large diamond ring on her wedding finger.  

    “What’s wrong?” Barry looked up with concern. His poor wife looked like she’d seen a ghost. 

    “It’s … just …” As she studied the pale delicate hand contrasted with her stepson’s massive, veiny penis, another text came in. It read, to further your education. A video accompanied the message. “One of the ladies … um … twisted her ankle at the park,” Naomi told her husband. She could see the fuzzy image of a woman with bare breasts on the video still. Her stepson had texted her so many dirty videos in the last few days.  

    “Well, that doesn’t seem so bad.” Barry turned his eyes back to his phone.  

    “I have to go … to the bathroom.” Naomi cradled her phone and practically ran out of the room. She was so giddy about the new video that she felt lightheaded. She locked herself in the bathroom and turned on the video without sound. It was Mrs. Holly Nakamura, a black-haired, strait-laced wife. Naomi knew that Holly’s twins that had just gone off to college. Her smallish boobs moved up and down on her chest. It was clear that she was on her back with her legs spread.  

    “Oh, my.” Naomi’s hand was already inside her panties when it occurred to her that her stepson’s penis wasn’t in Holly’s vagina. “Oh, goodness. How could she possibly?” Naomi’s mouth hung open as she looked at David’s large organ pushing in and out of the woman’s butt. Naomi stroked her pussy to this new perversion, amazed that her stepson could get these women to do whatever he wanted.  

    As she looked closer at the video on her tiny phone screen, she noticed that Holly’s pretty face was covered in sperm. What an indignity to have this young man ejaculate in her face, and then ream out her butt. Naomi wondered if Holly would have allowed herself to be used this way before she met David. Naomi thought not, and then she orgasmed sitting on the toilet lid, watching that filthy video, with her husband in the next room.  

    When she regained some composure, Naomi washed her hands and returned to making dinner in the kitchen. She put the phone on the counter next to her. 

    “Everything all right?” Barry didn’t look up from his phone.  

    “Fine.” Naomi sighed, wishing he was more like his stepson. Her phone vibrated and she picked it up before she even started back on dinner. The text read, If you want more, send me a sexy selfie, Mom. Heaven help her, she did want more. The next text came in. I wanna see your tits … with dumb old Dad in the background. 

    Naomi thought her heart would beat right out of her chest. David had been asking for selfies from her for days, and she was ashamed to say, she’d been sending them to him. But he’d never asked for anything like this. Could she do this to poor Barry? With as much nonchalance as she could muster, Naomi walked over to the refrigerator, behind where Barry sat reading the news. She opened the fridge, but didn’t grab anything. Instead, she pulled down her dress and bra, exposing her large breasts. With her right hand, she held up her phone so that Barry’s balding head was in the background. She then took the shot. She was too frightened to smile for the selfie.  

    Quickly, Naomi put her breasts away and took some fish sauce out of the fridge. She closed the refrigerator, and discreetly sent the picture to David. She then went back to the counter and put her phone down. “You excited for sushi night, honey?” 

    “Always, dear.” Barry looked up at her and smiled. “Where’s David. He should be here for dinner. We don’t have too many more nights together before he leaves.” 

    “I think he’s at a neighbor’s house. Do you want me to text him?” Naomi sliced cucumber.  

    “Yes. We should reign him in a little.” Barry nodded like he thought he was the absolute authority.  

    “I’ll text him.” Her phone vibrated before she could put down the knife. She picked up the phone. David had sent a one-word text, NOICE! Naomi texted back, your father wants you home for dinner. A few seconds later she got her reply, still got my dick deep in Mrs. N’s ass. I’ll be home in an hour. Naomi blushed more fiercely. She hadn’t raised her boy to be like this. But as least he was coming home. She wrote back, thank you sweetie, see you soon.  

     

    ~~ 

     

    At dinner that night, David was polite and friendly. He talked about how excited he was for college. His father joked a little with him about how much fun college girls were. After dinner, David excused himself and left the house for another one of his dates.  

    Around ten o’clock, Naomi sat in bed reading a book. She was in her nightgown, and tucked under the covers. Her phone buzzed on the bedside table and she picked it up. There was a text from David. Naomi looked toward the open bathroom door. Her husband would be busy for at least a few minutes. She opened the video attached to the text and her face went white. David had filmed a brown-haired woman Naomi didn’t know giving him a blowjob. But it was more than a blowjob, the woman had more than half of his penis down her throat. How in the world had she done that? Naomi found herself uncomfortably wet in her panties. Her legs squirmed under the blankets.  

    “What are you looking at?” Barry walked into their bedroom, his paunch noticeably pushing at his t-shirt. 

    “Oh … nothing.” Naomi quickly exited her texting app and closed the phone. “Are you done in there?” 

    “Yeah, you need the bathroom again?” Barry had already waited patiently for his wife to finish with the bathroom before she allowed him in.  

    “Just for a few minutes.” Naomi leapt out of bed, taking her phone with her. She slammed the bathroom door and turned on the overhead fan so her husband wouldn’t hear her fingering herself. She sat on the edge of their large tub and turned on the video. She held the phone in her right hand, and sunk two fingers from her left hand into her vagina. Then she watched a pretty woman debase herself by shoving David’s long cock down her throat. Naomi was enamored of the idea. If this brown-haired woman could do it, could Naomi also push him that far into her mouth? She didn’t know. But the thought that she might find out someday made her vagina spasm and sent her to new heights of rapture. 

     

    ~~ 

     

    On Sunday morning, Naomi’s stepson was home, and her husband was out playing golf. She didn’t know what would happen when she went into David’s room, but he’d lit a fire between her legs, and she wanted a little stepmother-stepson bonding time. Maybe she’d even show him her boobs in person or touch his thing again. That would be so naughty.  

    David knew his dad was out, so when he heard the knock on his door, he yelled, “Come in.” Even though he was busy jerking off to some sweet amateur porn on his computer. 

    “Get it together,” Naomi whispered to herself out in the hall. She carried a tray of cookies as a pretense for the visit. “He’s still your stepson.” She opened the door, stepped into David’s room, and stopped in shock. “Good Lord, Davey. What are you doing?” 

    “I’m relaxing, Mom.” David swiveled his seat to turn toward her, his hands still stroking his dick. 

    “Oh, Davey.” Naomi dropped the tray with a clatter and cookies rolled in different directions on the floor. “Did I do something to make you this way?” 

    “That’s a pretty open-ended question. But, I mean, I must have gotten this dick from your side of the family tree. Right? Because Dad doesn’t come close to this, does he?” David’s smile was so full of confidence. 

    “No.” Naomi took a step toward her stepson, a cookie crunching under her bare foot. “You’re nothing like your father down there.” 

    “Tell me, Mom. What’s your favorite video so far?” David let the porn continue to play on his screen. The volume was low, but he could just hear the wife squealing through his speakers.  

    “The one where that woman … um … takes you deep in her mouth,” Naomi whispered. She took another couple steps toward David. 

    “That’s Mrs. Stevens. She’s a teacher at the high school. After graduation, I talked my way into her house while her husband was out. And then …” David shrugged, his hands still on his dick. “I had to teach her how to do that.” 

    “Oh, my. Really?” Naomi felt like it was Niagara Falls between her legs at that moment. 

    “Come here.” David finally removed his hands and beckoned her over. “I’ll teach you, too.” 

    “You will? I don’t know, sweetheart.” But before her brain could stop her body, she’d finished walking to her stepson and sunk to her knees between his legs. He smelled so perfectly delicious, and she could see from this distance his dick slightly bouncing to his pulse. It was so manly. Her stepson had become such a man. She reached out and squeezed his penis, her little hands pressing into the hot, spongy flesh.  

    “There you go, Mom.” David looked down at his innocent stepmom, with her soft features and long, brown hair. She was equal in beauty to any woman he had been with. “Now lick the head.” He watched her hesitate, and then stick out her pink tongue.  

    “Mmmmmmmm.” Naomi licked it for a while like a lollipop. She looked up into his strong, handsome face. “Your skin is so warm on my tongue, Davey.”  

    “You’ve got so much to learn, Mom. I’m so glad you decided to have that sex talk with me.” He reached behind her head, and pulled her down to his dick.  

    “You’re so forceful. A man hasn’t ever – mmmmmpphhhh.” The rest of Noami’s words were muffled as her stepson’s penis filled her mouth. She breathed through her nose. His fingers tightened in her hair, and she let him guide her, bobbing her mouth on that huge organ. 

    “Good. Keep doing that.” He let her experiment with just the head for a while. “Ah, nice. You’ve got me so hard.” In the background, the porn played softly. The woman in the video was now grunting like a pig. 

    “Uuuuupppphhhh?” She looked up into his eyes with her lips tight around his bulbous head. She wondered if he was going to ejaculate soon. Her husband would have spent himself after only a minute of this. 

    Seeming to read her mind, David shook his head. “We got a long way to go. I’ve gotta teach you to take a big cock deep.” He saw the concerned look in her eyes. “Don’t worry. All the wives I fuck think they can’t do this at first. But they all end up taking me like a champ.” 

    Naomi quivered at the thought. She felt him turn her face up so that her head was craned back a little. Then, his grip tightened to hold her head still, and he eased his penis a little farther inside her mouth. It went deeper and deeper until she gagged. Naomi was undaunted. She so wanted to satisfy David this way. If all those other wives could do it, certainly she could too. 

    “Okay, that’s your gag reflex, Mom. That’s great, you’re not that sensitive.” He backed the pressure off a little. “Now we’re going to push up against it again. Try to relax every time we hit your reflex.”  

    “Hhhhhmmmm.” Naomi nodded as much as his dick and the position would allow. Her eyes watered. For the next twenty minutes, she practiced relaxing as his dick hit that gagging spot in her throat over and over. And to her surprise, she got better and better. Her gagging eventually disappeared.  

    “Don’t look now, Mom, but you’ve got half in already.” David smiled down at his stepmother and pushed his dick farther down her throat. “What a perfect slut you’ll be.” 

    “Mmmpphhhhh.” Naomi wanted to express how proud she was of herself. She couldn’t do that with words, so she took him in long strokes with her mouth. She was doing it. She was really deep throating her stepson’s giant penis. 

    “Wow, Mom. You’re a natural.” David could feel his balls getting ready to empty. “Now turn your head side to side while going up and down.” He watched his pretty stepmom slobber on him, her saliva running down his veiny shaft. “Yes. That’s … it. I’m going to … cum. Aaaaahhhhhhhh.” David let his balls loose and unloaded. 

    “Ggghhh … gggghhh …” Naomi wasn’t ready for the deluge of sperm. She gagged, coughed, and sputtered, spitting him out. Only to be rewarded by hot jets of his stuff shooting onto her face. “Oh … oh … my.” She closed her eyes so he wouldn’t blind her with his sperm. Without ceremony, she spit the sperm in her mouth down her chin. When he finished, she wiped her eyes off and looked up at him. His penis was still impossibly hard. “How … how did I do?” 

    “Wow. You were … amazing.” David’s muscled chest rose and fell as he recovered from his orgasm. “Now, I gotta teach you how to swallow.” He chuckled to himself. 

    “I swallow for your father.” Naomi wiped more sperm off her face. There was so much of it. 

    “It’s different than with him. You gotta learn stuff as if you’re a virgin all over again.” He patted her on the top of her head with his right hand, like she was a dog that had just learned a new trick.  

    “I guess so.” Naomi blinked and stood up. The whole thing was so bewildering.  

    “Go get cleaned up before Dad gets home.” David turned back to his computer and shut off the porn. “I’m going to play some video games.” 

    “Okay.” Naomi nodded and headed to the door. She stepped on another cookie. “I’ll be back to clean up these cookies after a shower.” 

    “Sounds good.” David waved a hand dismissively at her. “Whenever you like.” 

    Naomi raced out into the hall toward her bathroom. She just knew that she was going to have a massive orgasm once she got her hands on her vagina in the shower. 

    

  


   
    Chapter 4 

     

    “You’re getting so good at that, Mom.” David cupped the back of his stepmother’s head with his hand as she gurgled on his cock. In the background, the woman in the porn video cried out a powerful orgasm.  

    “Mmmmpppphhhhhhh.” Naomi bobbed her head, the long penis pushing down her throat. It hadn’t been long ago that she hadn’t even known that women did this for men. Now, over the past week, she had become accomplished at deepthroating her stepson. What was he turning her into?  

    “I’m getting close. Remember … what I taught you.” He pushed on her brown hair with some urgency. “When … ugh … you feel it … coming out … pull back so just the head … is in your mouth. You … can … swallow … that way.” David was so pleased with how her sex education was coming along. “Ready?” 

    “Mmmppphhhhhhhhh.” Naomi pulled the thing out of her throat so that just that bulbous tip was in her mouth. She sucked hard on it. His saltiness hit her tongue and Naomi gulped and gulped, keeping her lips sealed around the head. Her stepson’s mess slid down her throat. The contrast between his father’s meager loads, and a young man’s river of sperm was something that always made her insanely wet.  

    “Aaaaahhhhhhhhh … that’s a good … slut.” David jerked his hips one, two, three more times and he was spent. “Now let’s … see. Did any slip out?” 

    Naomi finished swallowing his stuff and sat up, a proud smile on her face. There was just a little cum on her teeth and her lips. Her glasses were fogged from her efforts.  

    “Nice, Mom.” David laughed. “You swallowed it all. You’re getting so good. I could turn you out for tricks if I didn’t mind sharing you.” 

    “David.” Naomi frowned. She was not a whore and never would be. She was just taking care of her stepson before he left for college. And maybe learning a little about sex.  

    “Don’t worry.” David laughed. “I only turn out the wives I get bored with. I’ll never get bored with you.” 

    “You better not be engaged in prostitution, David.” Naomi took off her glasses and wiped them on her shirt.  

    “I’m kidding, of course.” David winked at her. “Now run along, Mom. Dad’s gonna be home soon. You should probably brush your teeth or something.” 

    “It’s not very funny.” But Naomi smiled and stood up. “I’ll go get cleaned up. Would you like a snack?” 

    “Yeah, I’m going to play some games now. Maybe a couple apples, cut up the way I like?” 

    “Sure, sweetheart.” Naomi put her glasses back on and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She knew just the way he liked it. 

     

    ~~ 

     

    That night, while David was on one of his dates, Naomi and Barry sat in the living room watching some TV. Naomi’s phone buzzed and she looked to see it was a text from her stepson. 

    “You’re really popular these days.” Barry didn’t look over at his wife. He was busy watching the huge dragon swoop over the white city below.  

    “Just the girls. Lots of gossip, you know?” Naomi discretely angled her phone’s screen away from her husband and opened the text. It read, Where’s Dad? 

    Naomi replied, We’re watching TV. Her heart beat like a heavy drum in her chest. Where are you? 

    A second later, the reply came in. Mrs. Stevens is blowing me in my car. A second later, another message came in. But she’s getting boring. Send me something sexy with Dad in the background. 

    “Um … I have to get up for a minute.” Naomi’s ears turned very red, and she stood up.  

    “Want me to pause it?” Barry slouched on the couch, his belly pushing at his button up shirt. He kept his eyes on the action on screen.  

    “No. Enjoy, honey. I’ll be right back.” Naomi walked around the sofa to the living room doorway. Sexy, sexy, sexy. She had to send David something sexy. God, what if she got caught? Her heart now beating like a hummingbird, Naomi watched the back of her husband’s balding head as she pulled down her dress and bra, exposing her boobs. With her left hand, she pushed her left boob up to her mouth and stuck her nipple in her mouth. With her right hand, she held up the phone and took the selfie, smiling around the pink nipple in her teeth.  

    “Honey, you still there?” Barry sat upright and turned his head.  

    The bottom dropped out of Naomi’s stomach. She accidently dropped her phone on the floor and turned her back to him, covering her breasts with her arm.  

    “What are you doing?” Barry looked back at his wife who seemed quite panicked. Her round butt up in the air as she retrieved something from the ground.  

    “Oh, I just dropped my phone.” Naomi tried to sound nonchalant.  

    “Well, anyway, when you get back, could you bring me a beer?” Barry turned back to the television, completely oblivious to his once faithful wife’s shenanigans.  

    “Sure, honey.” Naomi fetched the phone and raced off into the kitchen. A nervous sweat formed on her forehead. She tucked her breasts back into her bra and dress and sent the selfie to her stepson. She pulled a beer out of the fridge and popped the top while she waited for David’s response.  

    In a minute, it came through. Noice. You’re gonna make me cum. 

    A shiver ran down Naomi’s spine. She loved pleasing her college-bound stepson. She put the beer on the counter and waited, imagining David’s ejaculation flowing down poor Mrs. Stevens’s throat. Five minutes passed, and another message arrived from David. Thanks Mom. You can go back to Dad now. Naomi was about to put the phone away when one more message came through. It was a quick little looping video of David spewing his seed all over Mrs. Stevens’s pretty face. “Oh, my.” Without thinking, Naomi lifted her dress, pushed her panties to the side, and found her clit. 

    Vagina tingling, Naomi completely forgot about her husband in the other room. “She’s so pretty … how could she …?” Naomi whispered to herself. 

    “Honey, how’s that beer coming along?” Barry called from the other room.  

    “Sorry, just a sec.” Naomi pulled her panties back and dropped her dress, leaving herself unsatisfied.  

    Beer in hand, Naomi went back into the living room. If Barry noticed how much she squirmed, trying to adjust her wet panties during the rest of the program, he didn’t say anything.  

     

    ~~ 

     

    The front door slammed. Naomi heard it from her comfy armchair in the living room where she read a novel. Immediately, her pulse quickened and her vagina dampened. Regards to Ivan Pavlov. She was like one of his dogs. “Is that you, Davey?” 

    “Hi, Mom.” David walked into the room with a bright smile on his face. “I think it’s time we continued our sex talk.” 

    “Yes?” Butterflies flapped in Naomi’s stomach. “Something new?” 

    “Exactly.” David walked up to her armchair, and stopped a foot away. He unbuttoned and unzipped his pants. “What do you know about facials?” 

    “Some of my friends get them down at the salon.” Naomi adjusted her glasses as her stepson dropped his pants. “But I have pretty good skin, so …” 

    “You are such a virgin, Mom.” David laughed, a low, lilting sound that filled the living room. He dropped his boxers and let his hardening dick flop out. “A facial is when I cum all over your face and you take it like a warm summer rain. Like the vid I sent you of Mrs. Stevens.” 

    “Oh.” Naomi didn’t know what to think of that. She’d gotten so good at not having his cum all her over her face. But that video had really struck at something inside her. “I see.” 

    “So, get to work. I’m going to teach you all about it.” He stepped closer to her, his dick now fully hard. 

    “Okay.” Naomi reached out and took hold of him. “Your penis is so big.” She jerked him with her hands.  

    “My cock, Mom.” David smiled down at her. “Call it a cock.” 

    “Um … okay. Your cock is really big, sweetie.” Naomi focused on pleasing him. 

    “Bigger than Dad’s?” 

    “Well, of course. I mean … it’s not even close.” What Naomi said was true.  

    “Would you let Dad spray his cum all over your face?” 

    “He wouldn’t …” Naomi frowned. She felt bad for her poor husband. But here she was, stroking their hung stepson. “He wouldn’t be able to. He doesn’t spray much, and it doesn’t go … very far.” 

    David laughed again. “So perfect, Mom. I could take you away from him if I wanted.” 

    “That’s not true, David.” But she didn’t make eye contact as she said it. She worked in silence for a good long while. She slobbered on his cock a couple times to make him wet for her hands.  

    “Okay … Mom. I’ll … take it from here.” He pushed her hands off his dick and stroked himself. “Turn your face … toward the ceiling … yeah … like that.” 

    “Oh, David. I can’t believe I’m letting you do this on purpose.” Naomi looked up at the ceiling, her stepson’s cock hovering right above her chin.  

    “Tongue out … Mom.” David shuddered as he watched her open her mouth and stick out her tongue. “Take … it.” 

    Spurt after spurt of hot seed shot out of David’s cock and landed on Naomi’s pretty face and soft, brown hair. The familiar salty taste hit her tongue. Learning facials was a lot easier than learning to deepthroat him, or swallow that amazing amount of sperm. She let him grunt and shower her until, with a few final shakes of his penis, he was done.  

    “You’re … a … good … slut.” David sighed and looked at what he’d done to her. His cum dripped from her forehead, glasses, cheeks, nose, and chin. She was a mess and he loved it.  

    “Thank you, Davey.” Naomi opened her eyes, but couldn’t see past the sperm on her lenses. She wiped her glasses off with her left hand to find David with his phone pointed at her. “What are you doing?” 

    “I’ll need something to remember you by when I leave home.” He took a couple pictures. “Perfect. Hold up your left hand more. You have cum on your wedding ring.” 

    “Don’t do that, David.” But Naomi held her hand higher. She must have looked like a common slut. What if those pictures ever got out? But then she thought of all the other pictures she’d already sent him. A couple more didn’t really matter, even if she was covered in his stuff. 

    “Smile, Mom.” David took more pictures, until, finally his stepmom smiled. “Nice. I’m going to go take a shower. You should get yourself cleaned up.” David pulled his boxers and pants back up, gave her a wink, and headed for the stairs.  

    Naomi watched her tall, young man go. What would he do to her next? 

     

    ~~ 

     

    The clock struck midnight and Naomi sat at the kitchen table with her hot chocolate steaming before her. She’d left her husband asleep in bed to come down to the kitchen and watch some of the videos her stepson had sent her. The phone rested on the table, and it showed Mrs. Stevens’s big butt shaking as David pounded her from behind. Even without the sound, a few seconds of the video was enough to make Naomi wet. How could David ever grow bored of Mrs. Stevens?  

    The front door opened and slammed shut. “Mom?” David’s voice came in from the front hall. 

    “I’m in here, Davey.” Naomi quickly put the phone away. She wasn’t sure why she should hide it from David, maybe force of habit.  

    “What are you doing up?” David strolled into the kitchen, dropped his jacket on the floor, and sat on his stepmom’s lap.  

    “You’re too big to sit there, sweetie. Get off.” She tried to push him, but he was strong. Instead, her fingers ended up kneading his muscles.  

    “I had a lovely first date tonight, Mom.” David reached for the mug and took a sip of hot chocolate. “Mmm, that’s good.” 

    “I can smell her on you.” Naomi’s nostrils flared. There was the familiar, earthy aroma of his seed, mixed with some perfume, and some other womanly scent. “Someone from school?” 

    “Sorta.” David put the hot chocolate down and turned to his stepmom, still sitting on her lap. “A friend’s stepmom.” 

    “Oh, David. What am I going to do with you?”  

    “Kiss me.” David leaned in and planted a kiss on her soft lips.  

    “Not now. Your father’s home.” Naomi tried to push him away again to no avail. He had a tangy taste on his lips. She realized he must have gone down on that poor woman earlier in the evening and she was tasting another woman’s vagina. A quick shiver racked her body. 

    “Dad must be sound asleep by now. The old guy can’t stay up past ten. Live a little, Mom.” David bent in and kissed her more deeply.  

    Naomi pushed at his shoulders, murmured her objection for a minute, and then gave into the make-out session. No one had ever kissed her with more passion than her stepson.  

    Soon, they staggered together into the living room, leaving behind Naomi’s steaming beverage. David’s hands went under her pajamas and kneaded her boobs. His mouth went to her ear. He nibbled on her earlobe and felt her shudder in response. He then worked his way to her neck and sucked and sucked. 

    “Oooohhhhhhh, Davey. Oh, my. I feel like a teenager again.” Naomi writhed under his touch, tilting her head to expose more of her slender neck to him. “So good.” 

    “I … want to … mark you,” David said between sucking kisses on her flesh. “Make … you … mine.” He tore at her pajama top and buttons flew about the room. He dropped down to feast on her tits. “Mine … mine … mine …” He sucked the soft, pliant flesh of her upper breasts. 

    “Mark me? Wait, Davey. Wait …” It took a second to register what he meant. Her eyes shot wide and looked down as he worked her breasts with his lips and teeth. “No.” Naomi squirmed out from under him and stood, holding her pajama top open to see what he’d done. There were already little red mouth marks all over her boobs. “What did you do? Your father will see this, David.” Naomi looked over at him with the most stern look she’d given him in a while.  

    “When you said that about being a teenager … well, I thought you’d like it. Sorry.” David smiled. He did not look sorry at all.  

    “I … I can’t let your father know that you’ve been giving me the sex talk, David. He’ll divorce me. Or worse.” Naomi closed her top over her breasts and hugged herself with her arms. “I’m going to bed. I want you to think about what you’ve done. I don’t know how I’m going to hide this from your father.” Naomi stormed up the stairs.  

    “Night, Mom.” David didn’t worry about pushing her too far. She’d be upset with him for maybe a day, and then she’d want more of his dick. That’s how it always was with these older women. His stepmom needed more lessons, and he could tell she was now eager to be trained. Finally, he got up and sauntered off to the shower to wash the night off him.  

     

    

  


   
    Chapter 5 

     

    “You came to bed late last night.” Barry walked into the kitchen, yawned, and poured himself a cup of coffee. The clouds outside the kitchen window were peachy with the sunrise.  

    “Um … yes, just enjoying my hot chocolate and some reading.” Naomi didn’t care for lying to her husband, but it beat the alternative. 

    “And you’re up early.” Barry took a long sip from his mug and regarded his wife. She looked a little worn out. Something seemed off about her. 

    “Ready to meet the day.” Naomi tried for her most sincere smile and toasted him with her mug.  

    “Why are you wearing a turtleneck?” Barry looked her up and down. “It’s supposed to be hot today.” 

    “I’ve got some sort of rash. Didn’t want to freak anyone out.” 

    “A rash?” Barry walked over to the kitchen table and put down his mug. “Let me see.” 

    “I don’t think so.” Naomi shook her head. Why had she said anything about a rash? “I could be contagious.” 

    “Let me see.” Barry folded his arms over his belly bulge. He frowned at her. 

    Naomi pulled down the neck of her turtleneck, turned the hickeys toward him, and held her breath. 

    “Mmmmmm.” Barry poked a hickey with his finger. “Hhhhmmmmmmmmm. I know what’s happening here.” 

    “You do?” Noami’s pulse beat in her ears.  

    “Do you have these marks anywhere else?” 

    “Um … on my …” Her stomach dropped. “Er … on my chest.” 

    “Just as I thought.” Barry sat down, picked up his mug, and took a long sip of coffee. He looked his wife right in her pretty, brown eyes. “Mrs. Naomi Suzuki … you’ve got a case of the Mondays.” He laughed at his own joke. A series of guffaws cascaded around the room.  

    Naomi frowned at him. Did he know? Was he messing with her? Would her own sweet husband toy with her before asking for a divorce? 

    Barry’s laughter faded. “No … seriously.” He didn’t seem to notice that his wife was stone faced. “I think you’re having an allergic reaction to something. Like maybe a new necklace or something. You put anything new on your neck recently.” 

    “Yes.” Naomi shivered. Her stepson’s mouth was new to her neck.  

    “Well, there you go.” Barry reached for her face and straightened her glasses. She had some flakey white stuff on the black frame near the right lens. He scraped it off with his fingernail. “Get rid of that new thing and see if it gets better.” 

    “Great, thanks, honey.” Naomi forced a smile. Maybe she should back off on the sex talk with David. She was lucky her husband was so oblivious. “I’ll do that.” 

    “David still sleeping?” Barry felt like changing the subject to something more interesting. “That young man is off carousing almost every night. He’s got to get his head on straight before college starts.” 

    “He will, honey,” Naomi murmured. 

    “I chased girls plenty when I was eighteen, but I also kept my head in my books.” 

    “How did you do with the girls?” Naomi had never asked him before. 

    “Well, women are tough to read, and all men get rejected most of the time.” Barry chuckled. 

    “Right.” Naomi thought of all the videos she’d seen of David plundering the neighborhood wives. Father and stepson could not be more different. 

    “Anyway, I got you. Didn’t I?” Barry smiled at his wife and patted her thigh. 

    “Right, honey. You got me.” Naomi frowned at her husband. 

     

    ~~ 

     

    “Ggggrrrgggghhhhhh.” Naomi could not believe she had her stepson’s long cock down her throat again. She gurgled on it in his bedroom. About twenty minutes earlier, her husband had left for work, and Naomi had woken David to tell him he needed to focus on life outside of women. He’d laughed at her and somehow talked her into another blowjob. Now, she deepthroated him for all she was worth, while his hand pressed on the back of her head. 

    “Hey, Mom. I love … ugh … love this. I really do. But …” David smiled down at her, her pretty lips were so distorted around his thick shaft. She was a natural. “I’m sorta … getting … bored. And when I get bored … I … uuuuggghhhhh … have to turn my women out.” 

    Naomi pulled her head back and slowly dislodged him from her throat and mouth. Goodness, there was so much of him. She still marveled that he’d trained her to take it all. She sucked in air, gasping as she looked up at him. “I told you not to talk … about … prostitution … with me. You don’t really do … that … with those married women. Do you?” 

    “No way.” David gave her his perfect smile. “I’m only joking.” But his eyes said there was truth there. “Anyway, you don’t want to bore me. Right?” 

    “Of course not, sweetie.” She had to tilt her head sideways to look around his veiny, saliva-coated penis to see his eyes. She caught her breath. “But I really did mean what I said when I came in here. Maybe we should cool all this. And you should stop dating so many women. And, you know, get ready for college.” 

    “That’s not going to happen, Mom.” His brow furrowed. “You can’t mean that, you were just gagging on my cock.” 

    “I … I …” Naomi knew he had a point. 

    “It’s time you learned how to move your hips.” David scooted back on the bed and reclined onto his back. “Hop on top of me. I’m going to show you how a woman is supposed to move.” 

    “We are not having sex, David.” Naomi stood up, fully intending to storm out the door, but hesitated. She smoothed out her skirt, looking down to avoid his gaze. 

    “Of course not. You’re my stepmom. We can’t have sex.” David laughed.  

    “Oh.” Naomi let out a nervous chuckle. “I’m glad we’re on the same page.” 

    “Keep your dumb turtleneck on. Keep your skirt on. I don’t care.” David waved his hand dismissively. “I’m going to show you how to move. You can use the moves I teach you on Dad when I go to college. He’ll love it.” 

    “Well …” Naomi’s knees trembled as she climbed on the bed and straddled her stepson’s stomach. “I do want to make your father happy.” She tucked her skirt between her legs and under her butt, giving her an added layer of protection against contact with her stepson’s massive penis. “What do I do?” 

    “I’ll grab your hips like this and move you to start.” He put his hands on the flesh just below her hips, and dug his fingers into her skirt. He could feel her tense, and then relax as he moved her back and put her right on top of his dick. The bottom of his shaft pressed through her clothes on her pussy. “Once you get a feel for it, I’ll let you move on your own.” 

    “Okay,” she squeaked. 

    “Now, we can’t really do bouncing like this, so we’ll do grinding. You grind with Dad?” David watched her face as it filled with nervous apprehension. Her expressions in these situations were like a drug to him. 

    “I … um … usually just lay there for him.” Naomi bit her bottom lip. She didn’t know what to do with her hands, so she put them on David’s muscled chest. He was so strong.  

    “I’m not surprised.” David smirked. “A good slut knows how to use her hips. First, you can grind back and forth like this.” He guided her so that the bottom of his cock rubbed against her pussy. 

    “Ooohhhhhh.” Naomi shuddered. “I see.” What a feeling. She let him move her hips so that they rotated up and down as she moved back and forth. Grinding. She was grinding. They did that for a while. The room filled with her heavy breathing and the little grunts that escaped her mouth.  

    “Now try it on your own.” David removed his hands from her hips and watched her. Her perfect tits wobbled in unison inside her bra and turtleneck. He’d see them bouncing unbridled soon enough. His stepmom had lost her body to him a while ago, she just didn’t know it yet. 

    “Like this?” She found a good rhythm. Naomi felt a little like stripper in a movie, the way she undulated her hips. But she liked it. Her vagina tingled as it moved up and down his length. Somehow, her skirt had moved and now only her panties kept her privates from her stepson’s. She didn’t stop.  

    “Yeah, that’s good, Mom. Keep going.” He could tell from the way her face twisted up that she was working herself up to an orgasm. Time to give her something new before she got there. He placed his hands back on her hips. “Now, if you want to do some advanced maneuvers. You can move your hips in little circles. See?” He guided her with his hands. “Sit up straight while you do this.” 

    “Ooohhhhhh.” Naomi sat up straight, holding her hands awkwardly in the air. Her fingers made odd symbols as they flexed and curled with pleasure. “Ohhhhh, mmmmyyyyy. Davey. I … uuuggghhhh … feel so naughty.” Her hips rocked in circles. The panties that protected her were now soaked through. “I’m … I’m … oh, my … it’s happening … Davey.” She shut her eyes tight and convulsed on him. The electricity surged through her, and her hips seized up. “Aaaahhhhhhhh.” She let out one long, low guttural moan.  

    “That’s my slut.” David smacked her right tit while she came, and put his hand back to her hip.  

    When she recovered, she found that her hips were moving in little circles on their own. “Oh, my sweet Davey. What have you done to me?” 

    “I’ve got one more trick for you today, Mom.” David squeezed her and moved her in a new direction. “You can combine the two moves to grind like this. A little half-circle, and then forward, and a half-circle, and forward.”  

    “Wow.” Naomi really was moving like a slut. It was awkward at first, but after a little while, she got the hang of it. She was very aware of his manhood sliding along her slick panties. Naomi wondered how she would please him. “Is this … is this good … for you?” 

    “It’s alright.” David let go of her hips and let her move on her own. She had it down pretty good now. “You can finish me off after.” 

    “After … what?” The room seemed hazy around Naomi. She felt like a fog of lust had settled over her.  

    “After you cum again.” He slapped at her heavy tit again and watched it shake under her dumb turtleneck. “How many times has Dad made you cum?” 

    “A … handful.” Naomi’s eyes closed again as the tide surged inside her.  

    “This year?” David thought he knew the answer. 

    “Ever,” Naomi whispered. 

    David laughed, a loud, jovial sound. “And you’re about to have your second orgasm this hour.” 

    “Yes … oh … yes … ohhhhhhhhhhhhh.” Naomi was transported away by pleasure again. 

    Ten minutes later, she was back on her knees, eagerly burying her stepson’s penis in her throat. Naomi needed to reward him for the lesson he’d given her.  

    “That’s … my … slut.” David grunted. “About to …” 

    Naomi’s eyes bulged. She pulled the cock until only the tip was in her mouth. She listened to his manly sounds as he splashed a hot, salty mess on her tongue. She gobbled it up. Naomi refused to take him out of her mouth until she felt him pulling her hair. She reluctantly let his cockhead pop free.  

    “That was … great.” David smiled and wiped a drop of cum off her dainty chin. “I’m going to take a nap now. Make me pancakes when I wake up?” 

    “Sure.” Naomi nodded, wiped the fog off her glasses, and stood up. “David, I … um …” She looked down to see some stains spreading on the turtleneck over her breasts. She’d have to get changed for sure. “I mean … Davey … I was wondering if we …” She stared blankly at her stepson’s still hard penis. 

    “Yeah?” David yawned and put his head on his pillow. His dick stood straight up. He wasn’t worried, it would calm itself eventually.  

    “Never mind.” Naomi turned and headed for the door. “I’ll have the pancakes ready for you.” 

    “Great.” David closed his eyes as Naomi quietly let herself out of his room. 

     

    ~~ 

     

    Over the next few days, David made no demands of Naomi. This was welcome to her, but also quite frustrating. On the one hand, he’d listened to her about cooling things off. On the other, she couldn’t stop thinking about those mind-melting orgasms he’d given her.  

    Racked with indecision, Naomi thought about talking to David a dozen times, but put it off. Every time she looked at her husband, the back of her neck tingled with guilt. Not only for what she’d done, but for what she considered doing. Time after time she thought about David’s certainty that moms and sons couldn’t have sex. Was that true? Surely it must be. But was it so ironclad? Her mind ping-ponged the idea day after day. 

    Finally, the dam burst when David stopped in the kitchen before going out on one of his dates. 

    “Can we talk for a sec, Davey?” Naomi turned toward her stepson and leaned her butt against the counter.  

    “If this is about my date, can we talk when Dad isn’t in the next room?” David could hear the sound of the television from the living room. His father was watching one of his nature shows.  

    “It’s okay.” Naomi beckoned David closer and lowered her voice. “He won’t move from the sofa until after his show is done.” 

    “What’s up?” David sauntered over to his stepmom and leaned his hip on the counter next to her.  

    “I’ve … um … been thinking. And …” Naomi’s heart beat like a drum. She looked up into his eyes.  

    “And?” David raised an eyebrow. “I don’t want to be late for my date, Mom.” 

    “I was thinking that maybe … before you go to college … we should …” Naomi wanted to die. Was she really going to ask him for this? “I … I mean … we … should have sex.” The words came tumbling out of her. “If you’re really going to … you know … teach me. So, I can please your father … I mean …” 

    “I don’t know, Mom.” David couldn’t wipe the faint half-smile off his face. “That seems really wrong.” 

    “I know. I know.” She frowned. This was so humiliating. “I just … it wouldn’t be so bad with a condom, right? And I could practice moving like you showed me.” 

    David pulled his phone from his pocket and looked at it. “I’m going to be late.” He leaned forward and kissed her cheek. “Sure. I mean, you’re right. We should complete the sex talk before I go away to school.” He gently smacked her tit through her dress. “I gotta go.” 

    “Oh, okay.” Naomi didn’t even consider admonishing him for giving her boob a light smack. There were too many butterflies flapping in her stomach. He’d said yes. “Have a good date, sweetie.” 

    “Thanks. Bye, Mom.” David left the room. 

    Naomi heard the front door slam and watched the spot in the kitchen doorway where he’d been for a long time. What had she got herself into? 

    

  


   
    Chapter 6 

     

    “Davey?” Naomi’s small hand trembled as she knocked on David’s door. Her husband had left for work only minutes before and she’d rushed up to David’s room. It was supposed to be the day that David would finally give her the full sex talk. He was going to put it in her. Naomi hadn’t ever been this excited. Not even on her wedding day.  

    “Come in, Mom.” David yawned and turned his head on the pillow.  

    Naomi opened the door and walked in. She smoothed out her dress and frowned when she saw he was still in bed. “Oh, I didn’t mean to wake you.” She stood awkwardly in the middle of the room. She didn’t know what to do with her hands, so she fiddled with her wedding ring. How odd that she should feel so out of place in this room where she’d mothered her eighteen-year-old stepson for all those years. This was a familiar safe space, she reminded herself. 

    “It’s cool.” David smiled up at her. He didn’t make any effort to get out of bed. He knew his morning wood was pitching a tent under his blanket. “You couldn’t wait, could you?” 

    “Well … I …” Naomi had trouble making eye contact with her stepson, she looked around the room. David had left clothes strewn about and there was an empty soda can on his desk. Even though he was so manly and had recently shown her so many new things, he was still just a teenage boy. “I wanted to go over some rules, okay?” 

    “Sure.” David raised his eyebrows. She’d always been a bit lax with rules. He wasn’t worried.  

    “First, we’re only doing this so you can show me how to please your father.” Naomi folded her arms over her large chest and looked into her stepson’s eyes. Confidence returned to her as she took up her more familiar in-charge role. “So, we’re only going to do it one time.” 

    “That’s fine.” David reached under the blanket and jacked his dick with both hands. It was obvious what he was doing, but he didn’t much care if he distracted her. 

    “Second …” Naomi’s eyes flitted between her stepson’s handsome face and the bouncing blanket above his lap. “We’re going to use a condom. You have a condom, right?” Naomi remembered how she had tried and failed to fit her husband’s condoms on David’s big thing all those weeks ago. She hoped he had one that would fit. 

    “I have condoms.” David’s gaze fell down to his stepmom’s lovely boobs hiding behind her conservative dress.  

    “Good. And three, even with a condom, you can’t have … you know … an orgasm inside … me.” Naomi tried to sound like an authority, but her voice squeaked a little as she said those dirty words.  

    “Fine, Mom.” David gave her an exasperated look. “I’ll follow your rules. Now get undressed.” 

    Naomi didn’t care for his demanding tone, but she quickly took off her clothes and neatly put them on his desk.  

    “Your panties and bra, too. We’re having sex.” David watched her turn away from him and wiggle her panties down her legs. She then stood up straight and reached behind her and unfastened her bra. He could tell from the speed she’d disrobed that she couldn’t wait to get his dick up inside her. Her nervous anticipation was so sexy. “Good, the condoms are in my sock drawer. Grab one.” 

    With one hand covering her boobs, Naomi went to the drawer and retrieved a foil-wrapped condom. Her knees felt week, and her stomach seemed like it wanted to leap out of her throat. She turned toward him. 

    “Drop your arm, Mom. I wanna see your tits.” David pulled the blanket off him so she could see him stroking his dick.  

    “Oh, Davey.” Naomi understood his need. She wished he wouldn’t use such language, but boys will be boys after all. She removed her arm and let her breasts dangle free. The hungry look in David’s eyes sent a shiver down her spine. “So, I … um … just put the condom on?” She walked carefully over to the bed, aware that each step caused her boobs to wobble and shake.  

    “We have to have some foreplay first.” David took his hands off his dick and pulled her on top of him. He grabbed her roughly and moved her so that she sat astride his hard abdominal muscles. He ran his hands up and down her sides, feeling the undulations of her motherly body.  

    “Your father doesn’t really like foreplay.” Naomi let herself be moved about. She was putty in David’s hands. “Once he’s ready, he just sticks it in. And … you seem … ready.” She shuddered as David leaned up and feasted on her breasts. He licked and sucked, starting with the undersides and then working each nipple carefully. 

    After a while, David leaned away from her boobs and looked up at her. His stepmom was breathing hard, and her eyes were unfocused. Her hips were already making little circles, rubbing her wet pussy on his stomach. “I’m not Dad. Foreplay is important.” 

    “Okay,” Naomi said dumbly. She clutched the condom packet in her hand tightly and let him treat her body like an amusement park.  

    After a good long while, he flipped her over onto her back and loomed over her. He scooted his hips up toward her face and let his penis hang, cantilevered out over her breasts.  

    “You want me to put it in my mouth?” Naomi had never seen anything so alluring as his dick hovering above her boobs. 

    “Nah, we’ve had enough foreplay.” He shook his hips and watched his stepmom’s brown eyes follow his swaying dick. “You can put on the condom now.” 

    “Okay.” Naomi ripped open the foil packet, pinched the top, and rolled the condom slowly over David’s meaty head. She had done this for her husband many times, but with David’s size it was like doing a familiar act in a bizarro world. The condom stretched and just barely made it down his penis. “There.” 

    “Spread your legs wider. It’s going to take some work to get this in.” David scooted down between her legs and rested his dick on her belly. With his heavy balls resting on her pussy, the head extended up well past her belly button. “See? It’s got a long way to go.” 

    Naomi put her hands behind her knees and opened her legs as wide as they could go. She looked down at her stomach and nearly fainted when she saw how far inside her the penis would go. “Maybe … we shouldn’t … uuuuuuhhhhhhhhhhhh.” But it was too late, David had shifted his hips lower and pushed the head inside her. “Slow … slow … slowwwwww.” Naomi moved her hands to his six-pack and pushed with her fingers to keep him from plunging it in. 

    “Yeah, sure.” David let the head rest just inside her pussy, giving her time to adjust. He could feel her squeezing against him. God, she was tight. Well, not for long. David chuckled to himself, but his stepmom didn’t notice. She was too busy looking down at the long pole protruding from her pussy with wide eyes. “We’ll go at your pace. Whatever you need, Mom.” 

    “Ooooohhhhhhhhh.” Naomi couldn’t form words. It hurt and it felt exquisite. Her fingertips released their pressure on his stomach a little and the great, long thing slid in half an inch. “I … I … don’t think … I’ll ever be … able to take … all of it.” 

    “Don’t worry, Mom.” Each time David slid a little in, he gave her several minutes to get used to him. “Unless I hit your cervix, you’ll adjust. You have a deep cervix?” 

    “I … I …” Naomi looked up at her strong, muscled man. When had he become a man exactly? She wasn’t sure. Her brown hair fell over one eye and partially obscured her vision. “I don’t … know about my cervix.” 

    David laughed. “Of course you don’t. Dad’s too small.” 

    “Yes,” Naomi squeaked. She bit her bottom lip and looked back at the leviathan worming its way past her entrance. The veiny thing was more than halfway in. “What does … the cervix … feel like?” 

    “It hurts, Mom.” David reached up and grabbed both tits and squeezed. “If I hit a cervix, I usually just drop the woman. No point if her pussy’s too small.” 

    “Oh.” Naomi hoped she had a deep cervix. She watched in silence over the next several minutes as more and more of the penis inched into her. She remembered what it looked like on top of her belly and tried to imagine where it was inside her. It was probably pushing around her organs. Eventually, his balls rested on her butt. “I … did it.” She looked up from her vagina into her stepson’s bright eyes.  

    “Nice, Mom. Does it hurt?” David couldn’t get enough of the proud, tortured expression on her face. It was the perfect perversion of that motherly expression she’d had whenever he’d succeeded at something. She was minutes away from being completely his. His stupid dad had lost her without even knowing it was happening. 

    “It doesn’t … ohhhhh … hurt that … much.” Naomi’s hands went back behind her knees and she held herself open for her stepson as his hips jerked back and forth. At first, it was just short little strokes, and Naomi thought that’s what sex was going to be like with him. But then the strokes lengthened out, and a revolution of feeling took over her vagina. She grimaced as she braced for each slow plunge. It hurt less and less and pleasure took over. “I guess … I can … take it all.” 

    “You’re as good as a virgin, Mom.” David patiently explained this part of the sex talk. “One thing I’ve learned as I’ve broken in women is that the first step is always to resize her pussy.” 

    “Ooooohhhhhhh?” Naomi braced for another impact. She was so totally at his mercy. Thank goodness he was gentle with her. 

    “But once we pop your big cock cherry, then the real fun can begin.” He kept his hips slow and steady. 

    “It … gets … better?” 

    David laughed again. She was so green. “So good you’ll want it again and again.” 

    “Rules … Davey.” Naomi scrunched up her face. Was he going faster? “One … time … thing.” 

    “Whatever, Mom.” David could feel her pussy loosen around him. She was still gripping him, but not quite like a vice. He sped up his rhythm. “Welcome to real sex. You’re never gonna be the same, Mom.” 

    “But … this is for … your father.” Naomi knew that was no longer true. This was for her and for David. No one else could intrude on this magic.  

    Ten minutes later, she looked up at her sweaty stepson. His muscles flexed with each stroke. She realized he was now pummeling her vagina with his thing. She had adjusted.  

    “Mom … I’m going to … fucking … cum.” David watched her breasts flail and her pretty, twisted face contort further. She was going to let him dump it in the condom while inside. Perfect. 

    “Okay,” Naomi squeaked between clenched teeth. It was the most beautiful sight watching the happiness spread over David’s face as he found his release. She completely forgot her rule about not doing it inside. She didn’t even mind his crude language. She felt him shake and she reached up, grabbed his back, and pulled him down onto her chest.  

    “Ugh … ugh … yeah … ugh …” David emptied himself, and then let his weight transfer to her breasts. He leaned his mouth to hers and they kissed deeply. After a while, he broke the kiss and pulled out of her. The condom head was bloated with cum. He crawled up next to her. “Look … Mom.” 

    “Wow … you always make … so much.” She watched him take off the condom and toss it on the sheets. She’d have to clean that up later. He leaned next to her and she tenderly put her left hand on his penis. The hot flesh pressed against the cold platinum on her wedding ring.  

    “You didn’t cum.” David put his cheek on her sweaty breast and let her fondle his still hard cock.  

    “I don’t ever orgasm during sex, sweetie.” Naomi’s right hand went up to his hair and gently stroked his messy bedhead. “I think I’m just built that way.” 

    “Nah. We’ll fix that.” 

    “That was the only time, Davey. Remember the rules.” Naomi was so sure.  

    But not ten minutes later, she rushed back to the sock drawer and retrieved another condom. Seconds after that, she was on her back with her legs spread again. David’s penis slipped right in the second time.  

    David pounded her all morning. Finally, he could tell she was getting close. Her thighs trembled and her pupils dilated. On the sheet around them there were two more spent condoms. “You like … that spot … right there?” David jabbed her deep with his dick. He’d found one of her pleasure centers. 

    “Aaaaahhhhhhhhhh.” Naomi had almost no control of her body. Her hands scratched and fumbled on David’s hard chest. She didn’t know whether to push him away or pull him in. “Yeeesssssss. I ddooooooo.” 

    “You’re just like all the other sluts in this neighborhood.” David pounded away at her. He knew she was ready to cum. He just had to push her over the edge. “Tell me you’re just another slut. Beg for it.” 

    “Yes … Davey … treat me like … one of … ugh … your sluts.” Naomi was practically beside herself. “Please … dig me … out. Do it … harder.” Those words sent her over the edge. “Zzzzzpppppphhhhhhh.” Her body seized up and her mind faded to just one little pinpoint of pleasure, which then exploded out like the big bang. “Aaaaaaahhhhhhhh.” 

    David pounded her harder. This was just perfect. He could see nothing but the whites of her eyes. She looked like she was having a stroke. There was no going back for her. Once a woman had experienced a real orgasm, they were hooked. And he was her new dealer. He let her calm down some, but never stopped pounding her. “I own this pussy now.” 

    “Ooohhhhhh.” His words penetrated her haze of pleasure. It was true, but she didn’t want to let him know he was right. 

    “Dad’s … lost … you. You’re … mine,” David said between savage strokes. “Tell … me.” 

    “Nnnnnnhhhhhh.” Naomi shook her head. 

    “Tell … me.” 

    It was too much. “I’m … yours … Davey. Not … your … father’s.” The humiliation stoked another wave of pleasure. Oh, God. She was going to orgasm again.  

    “Aaaahhhhhhhh.” David and his stepmother came together.  

     

    ~~ 

     

    The warm afternoon sun filtered into David’s room. Condoms were strewn around stepmother and stepson on David’s bed. They had been going at it all day. Naomi felt his hardness press into her hip. Automatically, she sprung out of bed and hopped over to the sock drawer. Time for another round. They had all day if they wanted. She stared into the drawer in disbelief. “We’re all out of condoms.” 

    “Don’t worry, I’ll cum outside this time.” David beckoned her back to bed. 

    “I’m not sure.” Naomi shifted her weight from one bare foot to the other. She was a sweaty mess. Maybe she should just take a shower. She made the mistake of looking back at David, drinking in the sight of his hard body and regal manhood. “You promise to do it outside?” She took a step back to the bed. She had had so many orgasms with his penis deep inside her. She couldn’t bring herself to stop. Just a few more. 

    “I promise.” David smiled his winning smile. Her pussy was going to feel so much better bare.  

    Within minutes, he almost had her cumming on his cock again. He put her legs over his shoulders and really let her have it. “You’re not just … my slut. You’re my … mommy slut.” 

    “I … aaammmmmmmmm?” Naomi had fallen so far. The concept of a mommy slut would have seemed insane to her weeks ago. And now she was one. 

    “Say … it.” 

    “Yes … yes … I am … your mommy slut. Whatever you want … Davey. Ooooohhhhhhhhh.” She orgasmed again on his penis. And again and again. She was so busy with her pleasure, that she barely registered when he went rigid and cried out. She felt the heat inside her and her most intense orgasm yet washed over her. All she could think before her mind went blank was that he had completely claimed her now.  

    They lay in a heap on the bed and slowly returned from their shared pleasure. 

    “I … shouldn’t have let you do that.” Naomi caught her breath and pushed him out of her with a sickening plop. She could feel his stuff running down over her vaginal lips. She crawled out of bed. “We need to eat something.” 

    “I’m going to take a nap.” David curled up on his side and pulled the blanket over him. “Make some lunch and I’ll come down when I’m ready.” 

    “Okay.” Little surges of electricity moved through Naomi. She was sore and aware that she was walking like a woman that had just traveled miles on horseback. She picked up her clothes and headed to the door.  

    “And, Mom?” David looked up at her round, wobbling butt from bed. “Whose pussy is it?” 

    Without turning back, Naomi grabbed the doorknob. “It’s yours … Davey,” she whispered. 

    “That’s my good mommy slut.” David closed his eyes with a dreamy smile on his face. 

    Naomi left the room to shower and make them some food.  

    

  


   
    Chapter 7 

     

    “So … you want to do it again?” David strolled into the kitchen, gave his stepmom’s butt a firm pat, and sat down. He smiled up at her pretty face. She looked tired, but radiant. And why wouldn’t she be? She’d had real sex for the first time yesterday. All yesterday.  

    “Rules, sweetie.” Naomi worried her bottom lip with her teeth. “I mean … we both agreed that … you would show me the one time.” She turned away from him and squeezed some oranges with a hand press. She could feel the presence of his eyes on her backside. 

    “Where’s Dad?” David took out his phone and scrolled through his messages. Patricia from two blocks over seemed to be getting desperate to see him again. She’d spammed him all night about how she suddenly found her husband boring and old. That she needed him. David texted her to chill. He’d see her sometime soon. But he wasn’t taking his foot off the gas with his stepmom. Strike while the iron’s hot. Don’t give her time to cool on him.  

    “He’s working, of course.” Naomi crushed the oranges. Even her arms were sore after yesterday. “He said he wanted you to do something productive today … instead of spending time with … girls.” She was glad he couldn’t see her blush as she finished with the juice.  

    “Is that what you think I should do?” David took the glass of juice she handed to him and tried to make eye contact, but she looked away and hid behind her brown hair. 

    “No … You should go see one of your girls … your women, I mean.” How many local wives and mothers had given in to her stepson’s magnificent penis? When she’d brought him into the world, she’d never considered that eighteen years later he’d have so many dirty talents. 

    “There’s only one girl I want to see today.” David’s confident smile broadened. He tilted his head a little to see if he could get her to make eye contact. It worked. She looked over at him with a combination of fear and awe.  

    “Which woman is that?” Naomi already knew the answer.  

    David took a big gulp of juice, put the glass down on the table, and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “You, Mom.” 

    “Oh, my.” Naomi put her hand to her breast, clutching her housedress. “We have to use a condom.” 

     

    ~~ 

     

    “Drat, this one broke, too.” Naomi’s fingers trembled as she tried to put her husband’s condoms on her stepson. This was the problem they had the first time they’d tried Barry’s condoms. Naomi pulled off the ruptured condom and opened another foil packet. “You sure you don’t have any more of yours left?” She carefully tried to unroll it over David’s massive penis. How had this thing come from Barry’s DNA? Maybe she had big rods on her side of the family tree. 

    “We used them all up yesterday.” David smiled down at her. They were in his room again. She still had on her sensible bra and panties. His hard body was completely bare for her.  

    “We used so many,” Naomi whispered. And even so, she had still let him put his stuff in her. Well, that wouldn’t happen again. “Shoot, this broke, too.” She removed the overtaxed condom and threw it aside. She’d clean up later. “This is the last one, it better work.” She tore the last packet open. 

    “Sure.” David gave her the thumbs up. He knew it wasn’t going to work. He was eager to watch her try, though. It was cute how frantic she was to both protect herself from him, and also get his dick back in her pussy. He had his hooks in her. “Any luck?” 

    “I think … I think … I almost got it.” Naomi worked her little fingers delicately, slowly unrolling the condom. She was going to get the hang of this. Almost there. There was a little snap. Her shoulders slumped, defeated. “It broke.” 

    “Oh, well.” David shrugged, scooted back on the bed, and lay on his back. “What’s your favorite position?” 

    “Are we …?” Naomi stood and reached behind her. She unclasped her bra. “Are we still going to do it?” 

    “Sure thing. You want my dick, right?” David tracked her gaze to his hard shaft standing upright. There was so much hunger in her eyes. Like she’d been starving her whole life, and she’d just discovered a banquet feast. He watched her nod her head slightly to the question and drop her bra. Her heavy boobs dropped out of confinement and wobbled on her chest. “What’s your favorite position?” 

    “Well …” Naomi tried to focus. “Your father and I only ever do it the one way. Like you and I did … um … yesterday.” She reached down and slowly lowered her panties, never taking her eyes off David’s pulsing penis.  

    “Get up here and ride me then.” David beckoned her onto his bed. “Yee-haw, cowgirl. It’s time for me to teach you something new.” 

    “Okay,” Naomi said in a hush. Her cheeks radiated heat. She awkwardly climbed onto the bed and straddled David’s legs. She waited for instruction, her hands on her hips, because she didn’t know where else to put them.  

    “When the woman’s on top, she puts it in.” 

    “Really?” Somehow, this made her more complicit in this very unladylike act. But she scooted forward and put her fingers around his girth. “And now?” She could see his eyes on her chest, and she stuck it out a little for him. She so wanted to please him in every way possible.  

    “Now, lift up your butt. Yeah, farther up. Good.” David put his hands on her wide hips to help guide her. “I’m pretty long, so you need to give me some clearance. Good. Now rub the head against your lips.” 

    She did as her stepson instructed. “Oooohhhhhhhhh.” She shuddered as that bloated head parted her lips and made a wet sound against her slickness.  

    “Get it nestled at your opening. Good. Lower your hips. Sweet, Mom. That’s perfect.” He could feel her pussy give as his head entered her. “I can’t believe you’re still so tight after yesterday.” 

    “Me … either …” Naomi felt herself spreading for him. “Oh, jeez. It’s … really … big …” A couple inches slid into her. She let her hips continue their fall. “This is the last time we’re going to do this … ugh … without … a condom.” 

    That was music to David’s ears. “You can go buy more condoms later today. You’re probably going to need lots of practice riding.” 

    “David … David … David … sweetie …” The long thing was almost all the way inside her now. Her hips gave some involuntary jerks. “It feels sooooooooo … good.” 

    “You should see your face right now, Mom.” David smiled up into her twisted features. He thought her even more beautiful distorted as she was with pleasure. “You going to cum?” 

    “Noooooooo …” She hit bottom, and the penis inside her nudged something deep in her belly. “Ooooohhhhhhhhh.” 

    “That’s right, you don’t cum easy, do you? Don’t worry, I’ll have you trained to cum with my dick in you on command. Would you like that?” 

    “Nooooooo.” Naomi’s shoulders twitched. “Oh … God …” Those words kicked something inside her into overdrive. “I’m going … to …” Naomi’s eyes rolled back in her head, her head fell backward, and a sea of pleasure washed over her. He had already trained her. “Aaaaaaahhhhhhhh.” 

    “No, shit?” David whacked her right boob as she came. Maybe it was the position, maybe it was what he’d said. David was already cracking the puzzle. He’d have his stepmom cumming and coming back for more like a junkie. “Cum for me, Mom.” 

    “Yeeeeeesssssss.” Her hips bucked some more, then she flung her head forward and stuck her chin to her chest, shaking. Her brown hair covered her face. As her orgasm passed, she became aware that David was rocking her hips with his hands. She could hear a squishing sound from her vagina and could feel that thing pushing at different hidden spots in her depths. She let him move her, not knowing what to do.  

    “You gotta say, giddy-up, horsey.” David got her into a back-and-forth grinding motion, so that her clit rubbed up against him. He wanted to get her off again. He was going to hit her pleasure centers hard. “And ride me like this.” 

    “Okay.” She moved her hips, but couldn’t find rhythm with David’s movements. She’d never been a good dancer, and she could tell what she was doing was awkward. She put her hands on his hard chest and dug her fingernails into his skin.  

    “No, you gotta say it.” David pushed her back so that she was upright and her hands went up into the air. “And you can’t lean forward while riding your stud.” 

    “Say … it?” Naomi waved her clumsy hands in the air, trying to get her balance. Her breasts jiggled in front of her.  

    “Say, giddy-up, horsey.” David laughed. She was so out of her depth. He tried to remember everything about that moment, because once he broke her in, she would lose that bumbling, awed approach to sex.  

    “Really?” Naomi would have thought it a silly thing to say even without David’s penis all the way up inside her. Her pleasure mounted again. Was he really going to make her orgasm again? What her hips lacked in rhythm, she made up for in determination. “Giddy-up … horsey.” 

    “Again.” 

    “Giddy-up … horsey … giddy-up horsey … ugh … giddy-up horsey …” She muttered on and on until she could no longer form the words. What had he done to her? She was now an orgasming machine. He’d broken her vagina and her brain. She rode him awkwardly for over an hour until David’s grip tightened on her hips and he erupted inside her.  

    As quickly as she could, she staggered out of his room before he decided to bed her again. She needed to go to the drug store before they did it again.  

     

    ~~ 

     

    The family planning aisle had an assortment of options. Naomi selected the biggest ones they had for David. She put them in her basket. She then paused. She would need to buy small ones to replace Barry’s destroyed condoms. The store had his brand. But … she would have to ring up with two different sizes of condoms. What would the salesperson think? She put Barry’s condoms in the basket, too. Added a bunch of other stuff she didn’t need from other aisles and headed to the front of the store.  

    “These are good.” The saleslady held up Barry’s condoms. “Nice and thin. My husband uses them, too. Says he can feel everything, if you know what I mean.” The saleslady winked. She was a friendly middle-aged woman.  

    “Oh … um … er … They’re his regular protection.” Naomi didn’t know what to say. Maybe that’s why they had all broken. Too thin. She watched the items scan, dreading the extra-extra-large condoms at the end of the pile.  

    “Well, these won’t fit him, miss.” The saleslady paused and held up David’s condoms. “If those others are his regular size, well, these will hang off him like a tent on a fire hydrant.” She smiled kindly. “If you’re looking for some variety, we have some flavored ones, and, well … I could just walk you over there.” 

    “No thanks.” Naomi’s face turned scarlet. This was worse than she imagined. “I want those.” 

    “Are you sure?” The saleslady dubiously scanned them and put them in a bag.  

    “They’re for my stepson,” Naomi blurted out.  

    The woman’s eyes went wide, and she looked at Naomi with curiosity. “Did you say they were for your stepson?” 

    Naomi didn’t know what to do. She wanted to just die on the spot. Maybe she should tell this nice lady that as she stood in the store that very moment she had her stepson’s sperm deep inside her, trying to find her egg. Maybe she should tell her that she didn’t want to have her stepson knock her up and ruin her marriage. Maybe not. “He … um … has a girlfriend now.” 

    “And these fit him?” The saleslady rang up the order.  

    “That’s … um … what he says.” Naomi tried to laugh it off as she inserted her card in the reader.  

    The saleslady decided it was more funny than anything else and laughed along with Naomi. “Well, I guess he gets those genes from your side of the family. Eh? You certainly are a committed stepmother. I’d never have bought rain jackets for my boys.” 

    Naomi put her head down, grabbed the bag, and raced out without even collecting her receipt. If she ever had to do that again, she’d certainly go to two different stores. But when would she have to buy condoms for Barry and David at the same time again? Never, that’s when. 

     

    ~~ 

     

    Naomi rushed home with the condoms, opened a foil packet as she raced upstairs, and had the new condom on David in seconds. Her clothes were strewn all around the bed and floor as she rode him. It was still awkward, but she was getting the hang of mounting her stepson.  

    “It’s time you learned how to bounce on it.” David whacked a jiggling boob to get Naomi’s attention. Her brown eyes regained some focus and looked down at him. 

    “Bounce?” Her tongue practically hung out of her mouth as she rubbed her pelvis on him. She’d already had two orgasms on his mighty thing. “Up … and … ugh … down?” 

    “It’s easy, Mom. You just slide it almost all the way out and then drop back down. It’s better for the guy. If you ever have sex with Dad again, he’ll love it.” 

    “Of course … I’ll have sex … with your father … again.” Naomi stopped her waggling hips and tentatively pulled up. She went up and up. She kept thinking he’d slip out, but his long thing stayed in her. Eventually, with her thighs trembling, his penis fell out of her.  

    “Too far.” David smiled up at her. Just like training a virgin. “Put it back in. Now you know how far to go. Good. Slide down. Right. Now back up. Good. Now down. Yes. You’re … ah … getting the hang of it. Your tight pussy feels so good.” He watched her slowly figure out the movements. “It’s like when you taught me how to ride a bike. Once you get it, you’ll never forget. Keep going.” He could tell from the way she screwed up her face that she liked this new sensation.  

    “Oh … jeez … it’s hitting me … right … there …” 

    “Are you my good mommy slut?” David put his hands behind his head and relaxed as she bounced on him. What a wonderful sight. Why did he wait so long to finally bang her? 

    “Yes … sweetie … whatever you want … I’m a … mommy slut … oooohhhhhhhhh.” Naomi’s hips slammed down and ground into him again. Another orgasm washed over her.  

    A couple hours later, there were several spent condoms laying on the bed next to them. Naomi alternated between grinding and bouncing on her stepson. She had really gotten the hang of it now. She looked down at his handsome face with adoration. He had brought her boring life so much joy.  

    “I’m … close … Mom …” David’s face went still as he readied another eruption. “I want you to take … uh … uh … the condom off.” He watched her pull him out of her and crouch next to his side. She quickly removed the prophylactic.  

    “Do you … want to do it … on my face?” she panted. 

    “Put it back … in.” He drank in her frenzied expression, so full of doubt. 

    “But …” She looked up at him with pleading eyes. 

    “Put … it in … now …” His tone left no room for argument. 

    Dumbly, Naomi mounted him again and slid him back inside her. “Oh,” she squeaked. She bounced just like he taught her, knowing full well this would bring about his unprotected climax. Why had she even braved the embarrassment at the drugstore if this was the end result? 

    “Tell me … to cum in you …” David was now so close. 

    Naomi shook her head. 

    “Tell me.” 

    “Cum … in … me … David.” Naomi heard his shout of pleasure and her mind went berserk. His hot seed filled her womb. That was too many times she’d taken his stuff exactly where it wasn’t supposed to go. And the last time she even had working condoms. No excuses. As she screamed out her pleasure, she knew he would wash her in his seed, inside and out. She’d have to count on luck to avoid pregnancy going forward. She really was a slut now. Naomi would give her stepson anything.  

    

  


   
    Chapter 8 

     

    When the stay-at-home order arrived, Naomi had a surge of mixed feelings. With her husband now home all the time, she assumed that would be the end of her special education with David. Relief at the end of her betrayal commingled with longing for her lost intimacy with David. This lasted all of three days. 

    “How’s work, dear?” Naomi checked in on Barry. 

    “I’ve been struggling with this damn program, but I think I got it to work.” Barry didn’t look up from the laptop in front of him on the kitchen table. “I hope I’m back at the office soon.” 

    “Me too.” Naomi quickly exited the kitchen and climbed the stairs. It was time to check on her other man. She opened her stepson’s bedroom door without knocking. “Hello, Davey, if you have a moment …” Her jaw fell when she saw that he was having a video chat with one of their married neighbors. The computer screen was angled so she could see the naked woman bravely shoving a massive, red dildo in and out of her vagina. David sat on his computer chair with only a t-shirt on. He worked his long thing with both hands. 

    “… better than … ugh … Charles. I wish you could … come over …” The woman on the screen said. 

    That was Mrs. Abbot. Naomi hadn’t recognized the PTA stepmom without her clothes on. How many women had her stepson corrupted? 

    “Shit, Paige, I gotta go.” David took his hands off his dick and reached for the keyboard.  

    “Wait –” Paige said, and then the screen went blank.  

    “Hey, Mom.” David lazily turned his chair toward Naomi. His dick thrust proudly out of his lap. “Close the door. Dad’s home.” 

    “Oh, right.” Naomi softly shut the door and locked it. “I … I didn’t mean to interrupt.” 

    “It’s okay.” David waved his hand dismissively at the computer. “I was just killing some time.” He could see that her dark eyes were fixed on his dick. “I’d rather have you than her anyway. You’re the most beautiful woman I know.” 

    “Really?” Naomi blushed. Her hands went to the buttons on her dress, slowly releasing one after the other. She had exposed a good deal of milky-white cleavage by the time she realized what she was doing. She clasped her hands in front, but left her dress half-way undone. “You’re just saying that.” 

    “No, it’s true.” David gave her his winning smile. “And since I’m ready, we should move right on to your next lesson. You ever do it, doggystyle?” 

    “From behind?” Naomi could feel her vagina gush at the thought. She’d seen it once in that Game of Thrones show her husband liked to watch, but never thought she’d give herself up like a dog. “Never,” she whispered. So much for an end to her betrayal of Barry. 

    “Perfect.” David pointed to the bed. “Finish undressing and get on your hands and knees.” 

    “Okay.” Naomi rushed to comply, pulling off her dress and discarding her underwear. “But we have to be quiet and quick. Your father could wander up here anytime.” She climbed onto his bed and turned her butt toward him. This was such a vulnerable position. She was offering herself up to him without any eye contact. 

    “Wow, I thought you might say no with Dad in the house.” David stood and got behind her on the bed. “What does that make you?” 

    “A bad wife.” Naomi hung her head. She could see her boobs hanging below her swaying a little as her stepson rocked the mattress getting into position. Maybe doggystyle wasn’t the right name for this position. She’d never felt more like a cow. 

    “A bad wife, yeah. But I was thinking that you’re totally my slut now. Not his woman at all.” David pressed the fat head of his cock into her folds.  

    “Oh, Davey. Oooohhhhhhhhh.” She could hear her slickness back there. “Where did you learn to say such things? We never taught you … aaaaaahhhhhhhh.” She tensed as the long cock entered her.  

    “You’re my mommy slut.” David got into a nice rhythm behind her, enjoying his stepmother’s repressed moans. “Say it.” 

    “I’m … uh … uh … uh … your mommy slut, Davey.” Naomi didn’t know what to do, so she put her head to the sheet below and let him have his way with her. 

    “No you don’t, Mom.” David seized a fistful of brown hair and raised her back up so that her back arched beautifully. “Keep your arms straight and face forward.” He rode her like that for a while, letting her get used to the new experience. “You like it?” 

    “Ugh … it’s … so rough.” She bit her lip to stop herself from screaming. A new kind of orgasm approached. Waves of pleasure moved deep inside her.  

    “Do … you … like … it?” He punctuated his words with hard thrusts. Her delicate, pale body shook before him. 

    “Uh huh … uh huh … oh, God.” She wanted to bury her face in the mattress to stifle her cries, but David had complete control over her. “Eeeeeiiiiiiiiiiiiii,” she shrieked as the ecstasy took over.  

     “Damn, Mom. Dad’s going to hear you.” David laughed. So, this was home lockdown. Doing it under his father’s nose might make up for all the other women he wouldn’t be able to see. He slowed his pace down as she mewled. In case his father checked on the wailing, he didn’t want him to hear their bodies slapping through the door. Sure enough, thirty seconds later, there was a knock on the door. David released his stepmom’s hair and let her face fall to the sheet. But he kept his slow and steady pace with his hips. He could tell she’d recovered enough from her orgasm to be terrified. All the little muscles in her back tensed up. 

    “David?” Barry’s muffled voice came through the door. “I thought I heard something.” 

    “I’m watching a movie, Dad.” This was the life. It had been rare that he’d taken a wife with her husband so close by. Now he got to do it with his stepmom? It was pure delight to hear the old man pathetically check up on him. 

    “Can I come in, stepson?” The knob shook as Barry tried to turn it. 

    “It’s … um … a dirty movie, Dad. Sorry, but I was supposed to go on a date today. But with being stuck here … you know.” He looked down as his stepmom craned her neck to look back at him. Fear and awe filled her eyes.  

    “Oh … um … I see.” Barry’s voice lowered to where it was barely audible through the door. “I just … well, of course … I …” And then they heard no more from him.  

    After a minute taking her stepson’s hard dick gently from behind, Naomi finally gathered enough courage to speak. “Is he gone?” 

    “Yeah.” David laughed and grabbed his stepmom’s hair again. He turned her face forward and brought her shoulders up to the position he liked. “He didn’t even ask where you were. What a dummy.” 

    “Oh … my … he was right there. And he didn’t even know … I was skewered … on your … ooooohhhhhhhh.” Behind her, David sped up the pace again. It felt so good, Naomi’s body automatically pushed back against each thrust. It seemed her body was doing lots of things on automatic recently. 

    “What are you?” 

    “Your mommy slut.” Naomi squealed. If she wasn’t careful, she’d bring her husband back up there. No, he thought his stepson was watching porn, and Barry wasn’t going to do anything about it. She let out a few more moans. 

    “And what is Dad?” 

    “A dummy … ah … ah … a dumb-dumb … oooohhhhhhh … dumb … as … a rock … oooooohhhhhh … Davey.” Without warning, Naomi felt the familiar hot splash in her womb. Her stepson was going to knock her up for sure. With her stupid husband right in the same house.  

     

    ~~ 

     

    “Where have you been?” Barry didn’t look up from his laptop at the kitchen table as his wife walked into the kitchen.  

    “I went out for a walk. Why? Did anything happen while I was out?” Naomi tried to look innocent as she took a glass from the cabinet and stepped to the sink.  

    “Nothing, nothing.” Barry paused and looked up at her. She looked quite beautiful. Almost like she had an extra luster. Walks seemed to agree with her. “Just don’t go upstairs for a little while. David is having some … issues. I swear, he spends far too much time thinking about girls. He needs to get his head on straight.” 

    “Uh huh.” Naomi nodded and took a sip of water. “Maybe you should think about going out for a walk. I think it would do you good.”  

    “No time.” Barry looked back to his computer and rubbed his eyes. “I have to focus on my work.” 

    “Very well, dear.” Naomi quietly left the kitchen and ascended the stairs. Even if he wasn’t on a walk, she could visit her stepson. David could handle his father if he knocked again. Her pulse quickened. She was about to take another dose of David’s stuff while Barry worked away on his stupid computer. Her life had gone completely off the rails, and she loved every second of it. 

     

    ~~ 

     

    Over the next couple weeks, Naomi and David humped behind Barry’s back all over the house. It seemed that without his normal dating activity, David was even more insatiable. But Naomi did her best to satisfy him.  

    “Not … in here … Davey … the door doesn’t … lock,” Naomi said between kisses. Even as her tongue roved David’s mouth, her hands pushed at his chest, trying to move him away. Minutes earlier, he’d found her loading the washing machine. Now he had her on top of it. She gasped as he tore at her dress and bra, exposing her boobs. When his mouth clamped down on her nipple, Naomi cradled his head. “He’s right on the other side of that door.” 

    “Mpphhh dddduuummmmyy,” David murmured around her nipple.  

    “You are such a hungry boy.” Naomi cooed and pulled him in closer. Her eighteen-year-old stepson couldn’t keep his hands off her. Pride and love surged inside her. And soon after that, something else surged inside, too. With her legs spread wide and her arms draped around his shoulders, Naomi eagerly took his dick. She hunched up into him. Even when the washing machine thumped on the floor with their rhythmic movements, Naomi didn’t pull away. She did pray that her husband wouldn’t come investigate.  

     

    ~~ 

     

    The Suzuki family sat in the hot tub, the jets bubbling away. Barry and David wore their trunks, and Naomi wore a modest one-piece. Not that it mattered, the turbulent water obscured everything below the surface. The waxing moon sailed high overhead, and the night air was humid and warm.  

    “I needed this after my day at work.” Barry sighed. He sat opposite the rest of his family, his head leaning back over the edge of the tub.  

    “Yeah. This feels good on my sore … body.” Naomi glanced from her stepson’s smirk to her oblivious husband.  

    “Why are you so sore?” Barry took a long pull of his beer. His eyes lost some focus.  

     “All my walks, dear.” Naomi held back a smirk of her own. “I’ve been doing lots of walking.” 

    “Right.” Barry nodded. 

    “Hey, Dad.” David’s hand moved unseen under the water and caressed his stepmother’s thigh. He noticed her involuntary shiver, but otherwise she didn’t give the game away. “What made you want to marry Mom?” David’s hand moved over to her hand and brought it back to his lap. He pulled her fingers under the waistband of his trunks and waited to see what she’d do.  

    “Well …” Barry looked up at the moon and finished off his fourth beer. “She was beautiful. I hope it doesn’t embarrass you to hear that a man might find your stepmother pretty.” 

    “Thank you for saying so, dear.” Naomi sunk down on the bench until the hot water was up to her chin. She didn’t want Barry to notice her arm moving. 

    “No, I’m cool.” David kept his face neutral, as if he was listening with rapt attention. Down below, his stepmother’s hand moved along his cock. Her movements felt more playful than anything else. Brushing her fingertips over his head, and gently toying with his protruding veins.  

    “Right.” Barry nodded. “And she was smart, and sweet, and loyal. And my parents approved.” 

    “Loyal, huh?” David looked over at his stepmom and she quickly gave him a head shake. But her hand didn’t leave his dick.  

    “Yeah.” Barry yawned. “She’s always got my back.” He pulled himself out of the hot tub, showing off his pale, pudgy body. “Well, I’m off to bed. Don’t stay up too late you two.”  

    “We won’t,” Naomi said innocently. 

    “Goodnight,” David said. When the sliding door closed behind Barry, David leaned toward his stepmother for a kiss.  

    “No kissing, sweetie. He could see us through the door. Or the windows.” She turned her face sideways to avoid him, but her hand worked harder on the pole in his trunks.  

    “He had four beers tonight, Mom. He’s probably already asleep.” David tried to kiss her and was again rebuffed. He wasn’t used to her saying no. “Fine, I’ll give him five minutes to get to bed. But then you’re bending over for me.” 

    “Stop talking like that, David. I didn’t raise a spoiled stepson.” But sure enough, five minutes later Naomi found her swimming suit around her thighs and she was taking her stepson from the back again. Her breasts splashed in the hot water as she gripped the edge of the tub where her husband had so recently rested his head. “Oh … sweetie … oh … sweetie.” Water violently splattered between them as her wide butt met his narrow hips over and over again.  

    “You still worried he’ll see … ugh … see us?” David pressed his fingers into the flesh around her hips.  

    “No … yes … I don’t …” Naomi was losing herself. Things had changed so fast.  

    “It’s time we had the talk about … anal sex.” He pulled out of her. He watched her still pushing back at him rhythmically, apparently surprised at his absence. “I’m not going to bother asking if you’ve ever tried it.” 

    “We can’t … you’re too big … oh … no …” Naomi cringed as that large head pressed against her butthole. She should have seen this escalation coming, but it had blindsided her. When the year had started, losing her anal cherry to her stepson while her drunk husband slept inside hadn’t been on her bingo card.  

    “Relax, Mom. Trust me. This is all just part of our sex talk.” He smacked her left butt cheek with his dick as the jets bubbled all around them. “You want me to show you everything. Right?” 

    “I … do …” Naomi focused on the melody of David’s deep voice. She took a long inhale.  

    “Good, girl. Good, slut. Here we go.” He applied pressure. Her sphincter resisted for a second, and then gave way. He sunk in with a plop. He let the head rest just inside so she could get used to the feeling. 

    “Oh … goodness … oh … sweetie … so full.” She wiggled her butt a little. When he pushed a little further, her fingernails dug into the fiberglass of the tub. “Wait … wait … wait …” But he wasn’t waiting. And after a few minutes, she was glad he hadn’t. Naomi grabbed a towel with her left hand and shoved it into her mouth to keep from crying out. She certainly didn’t want the neighbors to hear her getting sodomized by David. Waves rolled in the hot tub and splashed out onto the deck. “I didn’t know … I didn’t know …” It was true. Naomi had had no idea her body had this other pleasure center. Soon, she was pushing back at him like she had so recently learned to do. She knew this would become a habit, too. 

    David and Naomi did stay up late that night, humping in the moonlight. She took two loads in her butt and wondered how anything could be so perfect. Later that night, she gingerly got into bed next to her snoring husband. She curled up on her side and felt the trickle of semen running out of her ass. As much fun as they were having carrying on right under Barry’s nose, Naomi hoped the stay-at-home order would be lifted soon. She didn’t want to get caught. A little space would be a good thing for the Suzuki family.  

    

  


   
    Chapter 9 

     

    With her husband in bed upstairs, and the television blaring behind her, Naomi undulated slowly on her stepson’s lap. His large, teenage cock hit a spot deep inside her and she squealed. She knew the episode of Community behind her was funny, but she couldn’t catch the jokes. She’d stopped paying attention several episodes ago when David aggressively began biting at her exposed cleavage.  

    “Mom?” David nuzzled her breasts and ran his hands up her back. She still had a soft t-shirt on that she’d pulled up over her tits. Other than that, she was naked. “There’s one more lesson you need to learn before I leave for college.” 

    “Hmmmmm?” Naomi’s eyelids fluttered. She didn’t want to think about school. Maybe they’d make David take classes from home. Maybe he’d stay home with his parents, and she’d get to bathe in this sea of pleasure forever and ever. “What … ugh … could there be left … for you to teach me?” She rode him slow and steady, relishing how far she could raise her hips without dislodging him.  

    “What’s the point of all this anyway?” David slid his hands back down her back and gave her butt a solid smack. On the TV, he could hear that Annie’s Boobs had stolen a pen. David thought about what he’d stolen from his dad and smiled.  

    “Is … ugggghhhhhhh … that a riddle … sweetie?” Naomi didn’t know what he wanted her to say. “I’ve … never felt closer … to anyone. I’m learning … and we’re … bonding.” She frowned when her stepson laughed at that. She opened her mouth to give him some motherly advice about laughing at a woman when she opens up to him. But then she closed her mouth, and rolled her eyes upward, as he hit that spot again. “Ooooohhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 

    “I meant …” He slapped her ass again because he could tell she had thought about reprimanding him, and he wanted to make sure everyone knew who was running the show. “The point of sex, generally.”  

    “I … don’t even know … anymore.” Naomi listened to the squelch of her pussy competing with the theme song behind her. When had another episode started? Netflix was going to ask if they were still watching soon. She thought about all the other people watching that show at the same time. How shocked would they all be if they knew a stepmother was coaxing her stepson to another climax while the very same program played in the background? “I thought I knew … what sex was … before we started our lessons. But now …” 

    “Don’t overthink it, Mom.” David laughed again. Sometimes she was so dense. He did have to cut her some slack, however. She seemed to have a hard time thinking with his dick in her. “I’m talking about babies.” 

    “Babies?” 

    “Yeah. You’re going to have my baby.” He grabbed two heaping handfuls of her butt and forced her to ride him faster. “That will be the final lesson.” 

    “Oh, no … oh, jeez … ooooohhhhhhhhh.” Naomi had no sooner heard those words than her face screwed up, her legs trembled, and she reeled from another orgasm. She wanted to stop her hips, but her stepson’s strong hands forced her to continue riding him, which set off a series of orgasmic aftershocks. When she’d recovered enough to talk, she looked down into his focused, dark eyes. “We can’t … uh … uh … uh … have a baby. You’re …” She tried to put together a coherent thought. Why couldn’t she let him impregnate her? That seemed like what her body wanted. “You’re too … young to be a father.” 

    “That’s your … uh … problem with it?” This was the argument he wanted to be having with his stepmother while they fucked with his father upstairs. Maternal perfection. “Well, I wouldn’t … uh … uh … uh … raise the kid. You’d raise it with Dad. If you can convince him it’s his.”  

    “Oh … no …” Naomi suddenly realized that she would give him this, too. There was no stopping David. 

    “Anyway … I’ve already knocked up … a few women around here.” 

    “You … you … you … have?” Naomi came again at the news. He was driving her crazy. 

    “Yeah. A couple Asian women, but also some white ones. What do you think their husbands will say when they have hapa babies?” David laughed between grunts. He was getting close. 

    “Oh … God … David.” She’d somehow raised a force of nature. Was she responsible for all those marriages that might fall apart in the delivery room? Streaks of lightning coursed through her brain. Naomi was now right back at the edge of another orgasm. “I’m … too young to be a grandmother.” 

    “Shit … Mom … after the final lesson … you’ll be a grandmother to your own kid. Tell me you want it.” David savagely manhandled her round ass cheeks as he propelled her up and down.  

    “I … I … I …” Was she going to say it? Naomi had fallen so far. What would her life be like if she’d never had tried to give David that awkward sex talk? “I want it. I want it. I want it,” she chanted. 

    “Nice … ugh … you’re totally mine … it’s perfect … aaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh.” David pumped her full of his seed.  

    “Eeeeeiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii,” Naomi screamed. The last part of her mind that David hadn’t broken worried that their combined howling would wake her husband. It was going to be hard to convince Barry the baby was his if he caught them and walked out on her. But that was a risk it seemed she was now very willing to take.  

     

    ~~ 

     

    Water splashed in the sink and over Naomi’s hands as she absentmindedly held a plate in the sink. Her mind replayed the events of the last few days. All the loads she’d taken in her unprotected vagina passed in her mind’s eye. Maybe he’d already ‘knocked her up’ as he liked to say. But she didn’t think so. Her fertile time of the month was now upon her, and she was sure that when David claimed her over the next few days, his seed would grow.  

    “Are you listening to me, Naomi?” Barry looked over at his wife with a cross look. He hated when she ignored him.  

    “Yes, of course, dear.” Naomi turned her blank gaze from the running water to her husband sitting at his workstation on the kitchen table. “You were saying?”  

    “It seems we can finally get the house in order. Work wants me back in the office again. I guess the virus has run its course.” 

    “But … Barry.” She tried to process this new information. She blinked her eyes to try and release the memories of her recently flooded womb. “I was just reading that the virus is spiking. They haven’t been testing and tracing. I’m not sure it’s safe.” She lowered her eyes and her cheeks mottled a rosy pink. Why was she arguing against him going back to work? She needed him out of the house. For his own good, as much as hers. It would ruin their marriage if he caught her and David. And with them all under one roof all the time, she wondered that he hadn’t already stumbled upon their lascivious lessons.  

    “I’ll wear a mask.” Barry lowered his glasses and looked closer at his wife. “You look guilty, Naomi.” He shook his head slowly. “I know what this is about.” 

    “You do?” Her muscles cramped from fright, and her pulse suddenly hammered in her ears. She felt like she was looking at her husband from across a wide chasm. 

    “Of course, dear.” Barry got up and walked over to his wife. He hugged her with his soft body, his pudgy belly pressing into her side. “You’re feeling bad because you don’t want me to go back to work. You’ve so enjoyed having your loving husband at home all this time. But we all knew the stay-at-home order wouldn’t last forever. And someone has to earn enough money to pay for that kid’s education.” 

    “Yes, Barry,” Naomi said breathlessly. “That’s it. I’ll … um … miss you when you go back to work.” 

    “It’s only natural.” Barry patted her on the shoulder and gave her a chaste kiss on the cheek. “A woman will long for her husband.”  

    Before he could return to his laptop, Naomi turned off the faucet, grabbed his hand, and planted a kiss on his lips. She didn’t long for him. Not like she once had. But she wanted to save their marriage. Which meant they’d need to have sex. Barry needed to think the baby was his. “Come on up to the bedroom, dear.” She pulled his hand and lead him out of the kitchen. 

    “I’ve got more work. Can’t we do it later?” Barry protested, but let his wife take him upstairs. He watched the sway of her womanly figure, and listened to her siren call. He could spare a little time for marital bonding. Minutes later, he had the best orgasm in years while she rode him on their bed.  

     

    ~~ 

     

    “Not in the hot tub, sweetie.” Clad in her sensible one-piece, Naomi pushed her stepson away.  

    “But, Mom. Dad’s asleep by now.” David knew better than to try to move closer to her again, instead he massaged her bare thigh under the water jets.  

    “It’s not your father I’m worried about.” Naomi couldn’t believe she’d just said that. “It’s just … today I’m not safe.” She could see the confusion in his eyes. “I mean, it’s my unsafe time of the month. You said you wanted to … you know. And if we do it in the hot water, I may not be able …” her voice trailed off until it was only a squeak. “… to conceive.” 

    “Ah, right.” David smiled like the Cheshire Cat. “Gotcha.” He stood up, the water dripping off his hard body. He knew the bulge in his swim trunks was quite evident.  

    “Where are you going?” Naomi watched him drop his trunks and ogled at that gorgeous cock. How had she made something so beautiful? “We don’t need to do it right now.” Now that she was so close to the illicit deed, Naomi found herself having second thoughts. A baby? Really? “We could spend some quality stepmom-stepson time chatting and … mmmmpppppppphhhhhhhhhhh.” She gagged a little as he shoved his dick down her throat. A second later, she relaxed and automatically bobbed her head. There was no arguing with David sometimes.  

    “That’s my mommy slut.” David pulled her hair back so he could see her mouth distorting around his dick. “You look so pretty blowing me.” 

    “Mmmmmppppphhhh.” Naomi doubted that was true, but she was sure that he enjoyed watching her struggle with the monstrous thing.  

    David let her blow him for some time while he stood in the hot tub. He stretched out his arms and looked up at the moon. His stepmother was right, it was a nice night. A perfect evening to add to their family. After a while, he pulled her off his dick. “Come on, it’s time.” 

    “Maybe now isn’t the best time.” Naomi definitely had cold feet. Was she really going to do this? Would she really go through another pregnancy, and raise another baby at this time in life? She was just ready to send her only stepson out of the house. “Maybe … oh …” Her eyes went wide as David bent down and lifted her up. She wasn’t a slender young girl, but he put her over his shoulder, and carried her onto the deck. She kicked her legs feebly. “Put me down, sweetie. This isn’t funny. Where are you taking me?” 

    “You’re the one that said the hot tub was verboten.” David grabbed her ass to hold her on his shoulder. “I’m going to fuck you inside.” 

    A strange buzz spread through her limbs. She quit struggling. It was about to happen. She was fertile, and David was in the prime of his reproductive life. She was going to have his baby. In a fog, she felt him put her down on the Persian carpet in the living room. She felt her bathing suit slide from her body. He was going to do her missionary. “No … sweetie … like this.” She curved her back and lifted her hips up in the air, supporting her weight on her upper back. She was aware of her boobs banging against her chin and the look of eagerness in her stepson’s eyes. She put her elbows on the carpet and placed her hands just above her butt to keep the position. Her legs opened wide. “It’s better to conceive … this way.” Her eyes fell to his turgid penis and she watched it slip into her.  

    “If you say so, Mom.” David didn’t think the position mattered. His dick was big enough that he’d drop his load right on her cervix. But he was happy she was into it. He plunged all the way inside and pumped her with long, even strokes. He could see that she was fixated on him entering her. Despite her boobs bouncing in her face, her eyes never wavered from between her legs. “You like watching what I’m doing to you? You like seeing me destroy your pussy?”  

    “Yes.” She squeaked.  

    “What’s it look like?”  

    “Like … ugh … you’re stretching me … farther than … I thought possible.” Naomi shuddered. “Like … I’m opening to you.” 

    David pounded her in silence for a while, enjoying her grunts and squeals. He was impressed that she managed to keep her hips elevated. “You want it?” 

    “I want the … ugh … baby,” Naomi whispered.  

    “What?” 

    “I want the baby,” she screamed.  

    “I love to … hear it.” David let out a snarling, growling laugh. 

    “Oh, God, sweetie. You’re so deep like this. You’re … at the bottom … banging up against … my … oooooooohhhhhhhhhhh.” Her teeth clenched and pleasure surged.  

    “Take it … all … Mom … aaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” David unloaded in her, banging her with several uneven lunges, and then holding his full length inside her. When she let go of her butt and her hips fell back to the carpet, he stayed inside her. He wondered how his stupid dad hadn’t noticed the last piece of his humiliating puzzle drop. David had supplanted him completely.  

    “We … did … it …” Naomi reached up and pushed his damp hair out of his handsome face. “You’re still … so … deep,” she panted. “Wait … again. So … soon?” David often went back to back, but usually he took a few minutes in between. “You’re … really worked up … about this.” 

    “One load isn’t enough … right? We want to be … sure, right?” David grabbed her ankles and held them aloft. “You want to be … bred … right?” 

    “Yes … your baby … your baby … oh, sweetie.” She continued to mumble incoherencies as her stepson mounted her. By the end of the night, he’d emptied himself four times inside her.  

    As she lay in bed next to her sleeping husband, she could feel David’s stuff practically gushing out of her. Her stepson had made his own sibling that night. She was sure of it. Naomi sighed and drifted off to sleep.  

    

  


   
    Chapter 10 

     

    “We … ugh … really need to cool it. You’ll wear me out.” Naomi braced herself on her hands and knees as her stepson took her like a bitch from behind. Since her husband had returned to work, they’d spent more time with David’s penis inside her than without. 

    “I’m … ah … ah … ah … going off to college soon.” David held fast to her wide hips, absolutely pulverizing her pussy. He thought of all the unprotected loads she’d willingly taken over the last few weeks. He meditated on the new life that must be growing inside her by now. “And … you’re going to miss me when I’m gone. You’re going to miss the way I … fuck. You’re going to … ugh … miss the way you suck. You’re going … to miss me when I’m gone.”  

    “Oh … sweetie …” Naomi’s fingers dug into the linoleum kitchen floor. “Sometimes … uh … uh … I think this all a joke to you.” She screwed her eyes tight as another orgasm built deep inside her. “Is it? Do you … ooohhhh … still respect me.” 

    “Look at you, Mom.” David laughed. “You’re taking … your own stepson like a dog.” He upped his tempo, really smashing into her. Her ripe ass was supposed to be only for his father, but David controlled it now as it flopped and rippled. Every bit of her was his. He’d stolen his stepmother. “Of course … I don’t respect you. You’re … ugh … my mommy slut. My inhouse … fuck buddy.” 

    “Don’t say … that.” But his words only served to drive her more crazy. “You still … love me … right?” Had she failed completely as a stepmother? 

    “Yeah … I love you. Now … take it … slut … aaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhh.” David unloaded in her for the fourth time that day and she took it as she always did, shaking and trembling in orgasm.  

    When her stepson pulled out of her a few minutes later, her muscles spasmed with aftershocks. She slumped down to her stomach and lay flat on the cool floor. Her ragged breathing pressed her breasts into the hard surface with a regular rhythm. Her fevered cheek soaked in the welcome chill. She wondered how dirty the floor was, but decided she didn’t much care. She hadn’t been keeping up with her household duties with the constant attention from her stepson. She needed a shower anyway. “Even when your father was young. We never did it four times in a day.” She felt his hands massage her butt. Embarrassment brought new heat to her cheeks, but she knew he liked her womanly figure.  

    “How do you like being with a man that gives you what you deserve?” David leaned over and kissed her on the left ass cheek. The heart shape of her butt, as she lay on her belly with her legs together, was too much. What red-blooded man could say no to a thing like that? He kissed her again. 

    “Don’t put your lips back there, sweetie. I’m all sweaty.” She reached behind her and pushed his face away from her left cheek. “Let’s get cleaned up.” She pushed herself back up to her hands and knees, but her eyes went wide when his hands pressed on her back. She resisted for a second, and then let herself fall back to the floor on her belly. “Your father is going to … wait … you can’t possibly want to do it again.” She felt him mount her thighs and his heavy penis slap at the spot on her butt he’d just been kissing.  

    “Where have we done it today, Mom?” He slid back into her gaping pussy. It was such an easy fit, not at all like the first times they’d had sex.  

    “Oooohhhhhhhh.” Naomi didn’t respond. She didn’t know what game he was playing at. She focused instead on the pressure inside her and the weight of his hands as he supported himself on the small of her back.  

    “Which … rooms … did we … fuck in … Mom?” He pumped his hips with savage strokes. Her brown hair covered her face as it lay on the linoleum, but he could tell by her whining that she was near another orgasm. What was that, her twentieth of the day? David didn’t bother to count. 

    “In … your room … first thing in the morning … ooooohhhhhhhhh.” Naomi’s mind went in and out of lucid thought. Pleasure wrapped its tendrils around all her nerves. “Then … here … by the stove … while I made you breakfast.” He had taken her from behind slowly as she’d fried him sausage. It was luck that she hadn’t accidently set her hair on fire. “And then … in the basement … while you were … ooooohhhhhhhhh.” The memory of sucking his eighteen-year-old cock while he played video games sent her over the edge. And then the look on his face when he threw the controller away, spread her legs, and took her. What a magical moment that had been. Her orgasm surged in and drifted out. “And then back in here in the kitchen … ugh … twice.” 

    “Now … think how lonely all those rooms will be when I’m … uh … uh … at college. We need to use every minute we’re here together.” Despite having cum so many times in the hours that led up to that moment, David wasn’t far off. “You’ll only have the baby … for company … when I’m gone.” 

    “Oh … the baby … oooohhhhhh.” Poor Naomi was just a shuddering ball of orgasmic bliss. Her stepson had reduced her, little by little, to the woman now wriggling on the floor, taking his seed for the fifth time in her pussy. A place she had thought she’d given exclusively to his father. She had been so wrong. So wrong about so much of it.  

     

    ~~ 

     

    “I remember you.” The saleslady at the drugstore eyed her as she rang up Naomi’s items. “Even with the mask. It’s your pretty eyes.” 

    Naomi blushed under her mask. White people were quick to comment on her eyes, and Naomi didn’t usually care for it. But she supposed she could take a compliment. “Thank you.” 

    “You needed the extra-large condoms. I was so jealous. A husband with a big one.” She continued checking several bottles of peroxide. “Haven’t seen you in a while. I figured you would have been back for more condoms. Lord knows, if my husband had one like that, I’d give it regular workouts.” The saleslady got to the pregnancy test and stopped her work. She held it up before her. “Oh. I see why you didn’t need any more condoms.” 

    “Please …” Naomi looked down at the floor. “Please, just ring me up.” 

    Slowly, the saleslady slid the box over the scanner and it beeped. “Now that I think about it. You might have had a man on the side. Not that it’s any of my business. Am I remembering correctly?” 

    Naomi stood stiffly, her hand clutching her credit card, ready to pay the second everything was scanned.  

    “Well, I’m just wondering ...” The saleslady put the last item in a bag and looked at Naomi’s wedding ring as she inserted her card in the reader. “Never mind. I don’t want to be racist.” 

    “That is the very least you could do.” Naomi picked up her bag and rushed from the store. In the future, she promised herself she’d shop elsewhere.  

     

    ~~ 

     

    Naomi stole into her stepson’s room that night after her husband had gone to sleep. “It’s positive. We’re having a ba …” She stopped in her tracks when she saw he was on a video chat with one of his other women. She put a hand to her mouth, hoping the woman hadn’t heard her. 

    “Sorry, Mrs. Kwon, my stepmom wants to talk about something.” David looked over at Naomi and smiled.  

    “What? Can she see me?” Mrs. Carrie Kwon was sitting facing the camera, naked, and twiddling with her pussy. She made a move to cover her vagina and breasts. “Wait. Your stepmom? Did she say –” But she was cut off as David muted her and hid the chat behind a browser window.  

    “What did you say, Mom?” David smiled over at her. He had his dick in one hand, slowly stroking.  

    Every fiber of her being told her that she should get on her knees and work his penis for him. “She looked pregnant.” Naomi frowned. “Did you … give her … you know? 

    David laughed and gave her a warm smile. “My friends started calling me ‘the Stork’ halfway through senior year.” 

    “The Stork?” Despite herself, Naomi walked over to him, spun his chair toward her, and dropped to her knees. She took hold of his tool and worked him with both hands. “I don’t understand.” 

    “What do storks bring, Mom?” He shook his head, amazed at how dense she was sometimes.  

    “Oh. Oooohhhhhhh. I see,” she whispered. She’d nearly lost herself in the act of stroking him. “That’s really …” She tried to think of the right word. “… irresponsible, sweetie. You shouldn’t –” 

    David didn’t want a lecture from the woman servicing his dick so he cut her off. “What’d you want when you came in? What’s positive?” 

    “Right.” Clarity returned to her dark eyes and she looked up into his handsome face. “We did it. I mean …” She bit her lip. “The Stork did it. I’m pregnant.” 

    “Sweet. Let’s celebrate.” David had almost taken everything from his father. Almost, but not quite.  

    “Can you go again?” But she knew he could. She stood, lifted her skirt, pulled her underwear to the side, and sat on his lap. When his only reply was a widening smile, she reached under her and guided him in. “I can’t believe you gave me another child.” She pushed her breasts, encased in bra and blouse, up against his face and let him nuzzle her. “And I can’t believe you got me to want it. Did they all want it?” 

    “Mostly.” David’s voice was muffled by all that tit around him. “Now ride me and tell me I’m the father.” 

    “You’re the father. Ooohhhhhh. You’re the father. Ooooohhhhh, myyyyy. My stepson is my baby’s father.” 

    Across town, Mrs. Carrie Kwon worked her pussy furiously with two fingers inside, and her other hand rubbing her clit. She knew David Suzuki was trouble. After all, he’d talked her into his bed despite her happy marriage. But his own stepmother? And he’d knocked her up, too? She knew he hadn’t left his camera on by accident. He was showing her what he’d done. Bragging to a nice housewife about one of the most forbidden acts. And it was ongoing. And Mrs. Suzuki seemed to love David’s cock every bit as much as Carrie did. As she watched stepmother and stepson copulate on her screen, she wondered at how her life had taken a left turn when she’d agreed to help at the high school. Nothing would ever be the same again.  

    In David’s room, he’d moved his stepmom over to his bed and was pile driving her on her back. He looked back over his shoulder and winked at the webcam. The bed squeaked, but neither stepmother nor stepson cared. They had become so reckless during quarantine with sex around his father and that continued when Barry was home from work.  

    They humped without talking for a long while. The only sounds were animal passion. The squeals of a never-ending chain of orgasms for Naomi filled the room, along with David’s deep grunts, the slapping of skin, and squelch of Naomi’s once seldomly used pussy. It’s use now was nearly continuous.  

    Watching her tits flop on her chest, David thought about how she would soon be feeding their child. And that reminded him. He still had more ground to cover with his stepmom’s conquest. “I was … uh … uh … uh … wrong, Mom.” 

    “What … about … sweetie?” Naomi blinked her eyes and looked up at him. His chest was all flexing muscle, and his face looked determined and stern. She was giving him everything, but he didn’t look happy. She longed to make him happy. 

    “There’s one more … ugh … lesson.” He drove his hips into her and held them there, burying his cock deep inside her. He could feel her belly convulsing as he pressed a sensitive spot.  

    “What … else … could there be?” He had already turned her world upside down and taken everything she had to give.  

    “Dad.” David went back to pistoning again, holding himself up with hands on her tits. He rolled her nipples with her fingers.  

    “Your … father?” Naomi couldn’t fathom what he was talking about. Her brain tried to process and came up with nothing.  

    David pulled out briefly, quickly turned around, and shut off his connection to Carrie Kwon. She didn’t need to hear everything. Some things are private family matters. He turned back to his stepmother, lifted her knees to her chest and slid back in. He banged her hard, holding her jackknifed on his bed. “Yeah. You always … ugh … taught me to be honest.” 

    Her stepson was thrusting his hips like some sort of sex god and talking about honesty. It was all too much. Naomi’s only response was to grunt as his young dick nailed her to the bed.  

    “That’s the last lesson, Mom. Uh … uh … uh …” He plunged into her again and again with all his might. He wanted to hammer home the final lesson both literally and fugitively. “Honesty. You have … to tell him … what we’ve done.” 

    “I … I … I can’t.” It was hard to argue with the man currently plumbing her depths. But how could she give him this? “My … marriage … oh, God … everyone will find out … that I’m a slut … with you, David. With my stepson.” 

    “Nah.” David was getting close. Seeing her resistance to anything always got him extra worked up. That she was still talking back to him after all he’d done to her was a miracle. A perfect going away to college present. “He won’t tell anyone … he’ll be too … humiliated.” David smiled at the thought. “He’ll know that he doesn’t have what it takes. He’ll just accept his place as a … has-been. You’ll see.” 

    “I can’t … do this for you.” She felt her stepson’s grip tighten on her legs and he pushed her more like a pretzel.  

    “I’m not asking, Mom. This … is … the … final … lesson.” He punctuated the last words with savage thrusts and then held himself deep inside her. “Aaaaaahhhhhhhhh.” David let loose inside her. 

    “Swwwwweeeeettttiiiieeeeeeeeee.” Naomi nearly screamed. Despite everything, she had a massive orgasm as he filled her up. When he fell forward, his sweaty chest pressing against hers, she hugged him tight, digging her fingernails into his chiseled back. Her legs lowered to the bed but were still spread wide open around him. She thought about what he’d asked for. The stark reality that she’d indulged him too much fell over her. He had led her further and further down a sordid path, and now he wanted to send her off a cliff. “Get off, I have to go to bed.” She pushed him off, and he rolled to the side.  

    “One more time, Mom?” David watched her eyes as she tried not to look at his dick standing straight up. “To celebrate the baby?” 

    “I have to go to your father.” She searched the room and picked up her cloths, holding them to her chest.  

    “You’ll think about what I said?” David knew he’d have to wear her down. 

    “The answer is no, David.” Naomi jumped as she bent down to fetch her bra and he slapped her exposed butt. “Goodnight.” She hustled out of the room without looking back and closed the door behind her. She leaned on his door, breathing heavily. She thought about when she and Barry had bought the house. Little had she known what sort of moral degradation would happen in every room of that nice suburban home. And poor Barry still had no idea what had happened to their house and family. As she softly walked down the hall to the shower, she vowed to keep it that way. She would have to show more restraint with David. She would have to do better. 

    David watched the door for a while and then eventually got up to turn off the light. He wasn’t worried he’d pushed her too far. Not in the slightest. Once he got his dick in a woman, there was no going back for her. Even his stepmom. Any sort of pushback was always nothing more than a speedbump along the way. He would plow through. David climbed back into bed and rested his head on the pillow with a contented sigh. He would plow her right through.  

    

  


   
    Chapter 11 

     

    The water splashed in the sink and Naomi stared down at it with a faraway expression. Dishes stood next to her on the counter getting no cleaner. Her mind raced as she thought of the ever-widening spiral of depravity her stepson had pulled her down. But he was going to college soon. Like the junkies she’d seen on TV, Naomi needed to go cold turkey and get over her maddening desire for her stepson. Naomi had never belonged to Barry the way she did to her stepson, but that would end soon. 

    “Where’s Barry?” David sauntered into the room and perched himself on a ledge. The morning light formed a halo around his dark hair and accentuated his angular features.  

    “Don’t call your father that.” Naomi shut off the sink, but the faucet between her legs went full blast at the sight of her handsome stepson. She tried to look commanding. It was easy to pretend that she was still respected when they were both clothed and she wasn’t declaring herself a mommy slut.  

    “Call him his name?” David smiled and ran his fingers across the front of his shorts, drawing her attention to his hardness barely concealed underneath.  

    “Call him ‘Dad’, like you always have. He’s a good man.” She rubbed her legs together, hesitated, and then walked over to David. She dropped to her knees.  

    “Well, yeah, Dad is a good guy.” David joyfully watched her fish his dick out of his shorts, his eyes fixed on the sparkle of diamonds on her finger. “That’s why he’ll take the news so well.” 

    “Don’t start on that again.” Naomi held her stepson’s cock with reverence. “I’m not going to tell him about us. Mmmmppppphhhhhh.” Taking him into her mouth, she thrilled at the size and stiffness of him. She had made this man. With some pride, she easily took his full length down her throat. He had taught her well. She imagined that she was his star pupil. That got her thinking of the other women that had slobbered on that cock and her wetness increased.  

    “We’ll put a pin in that conversation.” David reached down to stop her pumping left hand. He wiggled her wedding ring off her finger.  

    “Wwwwwhhhhhmmmmmm?” Her dark, questioning eyes looked up at him. She let him remove the ring from her finger because … of course she would.  

    “Didn’t I tell you?” David laughed, grabbed her brown hair, and pulled her mouth off him. “It’s time this old hunk of rock joined the collection.” He held the ring up to show her, like he’d just discovered buried treasure. “Come on.” He took her hand and led her out of the kitchen, upstairs, to his bedroom. He left her standing in the middle of the room while he rummaged in his messy closet. 

    “David?” She didn’t mean for her voice to sound so meek. “Can I have my ring back now?” 

    “What?” David’s voice was muffled as he searched the closet. “No. You can’t. Here it is.” He came back out of the closet holding a small plastic storage box. He held it out to her. “Here, open it.” 

    “What’s in the box, David?” Naomi’s hands shook. Her stepson didn’t answer her, so she took the box and carefully pried open the lid. Her eyes went wide. “Are they …?” 

    “Yep.” David nodded enthusiastically. “What do you think?” 

    Inside the box, laying in a haphazard fashion, were rings. Many rings. Mostly with diamonds on them. She counted them. There were eighteen. “Did you steal these?” She looked over at her stepson and his proud smile did not put her at ease. “You have to return them.” 

    “Don’t be dumb, Mom. I didn’t steal anything.” He thought about it for a second and his smile grew. “Well, that’s not true. I stole the women. But the rings were given to me willingly enough. It’s my collection.” 

    “These are from the women …” She tried to wrap her head around it. She knew he’d been wreaking havoc to local marriages, but seeing the cold, hard evidence with her own eyes really brought her stepson’s powers home. What had she created? “These are from the women you slept with?” 

    “Well, I’ve slept with more than eighteen women, Mom.” He frowned. “These are just the ones I knocked up. I asked them for their wedding rings. As a memento, you know?” He handed Naomi her wedding ring back, and she took it in the palm of her left hand dumbly, as she held the box with her right. He then dropped to his knees and tucked his head under her dress. He reached up and moved her sopping panties aside. He slid two fingers inside her and heard her gasp. “Now, it’s time for you to put your ring in the box.” He leaned forward and licked her gash.  

    “You want me to … oooohhhhhhhh … but …” She was having a hard time concentrating. How absurd she must look standing in her stepson’s room, holding the box and her ring, with a large lump under her dress. “What will your father say … when he sees it … missing?” She got no response, just more lapping at her vagina. “What did these other … ah … women tell their husbands?” She remembered that some of these women were white and were going to have mixed babies. Losing a wedding ring would be the least of their problems. “Ooohhhhh … I can’t believe how good you make me feel, sweetie. And you’ve … done the same … to so many others. I … I … I … I’ll do it.” She dropped her ring in the box and tossed it onto his bed with a clatter of platinum and gold. She grasped at his head through her dress and cried out as he brought her to orgasm.  

    A little while later, as she rode him with steady strokes, Naomi looked over at the bed through half-lidded eyes. She dug her nails into his hard chest. “You’re … ugh … ugh … like a tidal wave, David. Unstoppable. I’m going to be a grandmother, eighteen times over.” She could just see the glitter of the rings in the box at the top of each long bounce on his cock.  

    “Nineteen, Mom.” David slapped at her tits and sent them in a bit of an elliptical motion as his force combined with hers. “Don’t forget the baby inside you.” 

    “Yes … yes … the baby inside me.” Her mind was in a frenzy. “A grandmother nineteen … times … aaaahhhhhhhhhh.” Naomi leaned her head back, thrust her hips down hard, and let another orgasm take her body and soul.  

     

    ~~ 

     

    “Where’s your ring dear?” Barry looked over at his wife as she served him potatoes. The Suzuki family sat around their dining table, ready to eat.  

    “Oh, I … um … must have misplaced it in our room last night … or something.” Naomi sat down, avoiding her husband’s eyes. “I’m sure it’ll turn up.” When David left home for college, she’d take the ring back from his box. College would end the madness.  

    “Oh, right.” Barry nodded and looked over at his stepson. He didn’t care for the mirthful look in his eyes. Was David happy his stepmother had misplaced her ring? “Well, try to be more careful. Do you want help looking for it?” 

    “No, no.” Naomi squeaked. “I probably just put something on top of it on the dresser. I –” 

    “I have news,” David cut in. “I’ll be doing remote learning this fall. The virus isn’t anywhere near under control, and they’ve shut the dorms, and …” He shrugged. “You know how it goes.” 

    “I thought that would happen.” Barry nodded. “It’s probably for the best. All those young women on campus would have been a distraction. This way, you can focus on your studies.” 

    “Wait, what?” If the floor had suddenly given way under Naomi and she had dropped into an endless hole, it would have felt no different that moment than how she felt hearing that news. She clutched at the arm of her chair to steady herself. Her breathing quickened. Adrenaline surged from two distinct parts of her brain. Fear coursed through her, knowing that she wouldn’t be able to control herself with her stepson home through the fall. And elation spiked as she realized she would feel the ecstasy of David’s cock in what would be a continuous string of lust filled days. It felt like a death sentence, and a pardon at the same time.  

    “Um, are you okay, dear?” Barry cocked his head at his wife. “You’re screwing your face up like you’ve just had a stroke.” 

    “Oh?” She looked at her husband and forced a smile. “I’m fine … I’m fine. Everything will be fine.” 

    From across the table, David smirked at his parents. 

     

    ~~ 

     

    Clothes lay all about David’s room. Over near the door was a bra, in a corner a skirt sat rumpled, David’s shirt rested on his desk, and hanging over a lamp was Naomi’s blouse.  

    Naomi braced herself on her hands and knees, trying to meet each hard thrust from behind. She yelped and groaned as he hit her secret spots deep inside her over and over. Lost in the pleasure of her chained orgasms, she hadn’t kept track of the time. The windows were dark. The room had been brightly lit by sunlight when they’d started, but now shadows ruled. “Ugh … ugh … give it to me … again … sweetie. I’m … your … slut.” The thought that her husband might arrive home any second occupied no part of her mind until there was a knock at David’s door. 

    “David?” Barry tried to sound like a stern father. “I can hear your … um … dirty movies in there. Time to stop.” This was impossibly awkward for Barry, but it had to be done. “Have you seen your stepmother? Dinner’s not ready and the whole house is dark.” 

    David grabbed his stepmother’s soft hair and lifted her head up. His hips stopped pumping and he leaned forward to whisper in her ear. “Time to tell him, Mom.” 

    “Oh, noooooooooo.” Naomi tried to shake her head but David had a firm grip. “I can’t. Not now.” 

    “Just a second, Dad,” David called to the door. He leaned closer to her ear and whispered, “Do it now, or he’s going to find out the hard way.” He pulled out of her and gave her butt a slap.  

    “Oh, goodness.” Before she even knew what she was doing, Naomi crawled off the bed and ran about the room to find her clothes. She grabbed her panties and shimmied them on. They were still wet from her excitement before they had started, and were about to get wetter as cum leaked out of her. “Oh, no. Oh, gosh.” She didn’t bother with her bra, but fetched her blouse and pulled it on. 

    “David?” Barry knocked on the door again. “Stop what you’re doing and help me find your stepmother. I’m worried about her.” 

    “Just a sec, Dad.” But David didn’t get up, he just watched his stepmother hurry to pull on her skirt. She looked like a mess. Her hair was messed up, her face sweaty, and her clothes askew. It was perfect.  

    “Barry?” Naomi went to the door, opened it a crack so that Barry wouldn’t see his naked stepson, and then slipped out into the hall to face her husband. She felt barely connected to her own actions. She closed the door behind her and looked at Barry with sad eyes. “We have to talk, dear.” She took his hand and led him to their room. 

     

    ~~ 

     

    A couple hours later, David walked into the dining room to find his parents seated on opposite sides of the table. “Yum, I smelled pizza. How come no one invited me down?” He grabbed a slice and sat. His father stared at his uneaten pizza on his plate. His stepmother made eyes at him to cool it, like she was afraid of what her stepson might do. David smiled at her. “I’m starving. I’ve been working hard all day.” 

    Naomi gave a sound like a frightened animal.  

    “Yeah?” Barry didn’t look up from his food. 

    “How was your day, Dad? Anything interesting happen?” 

    “Your stepmother … she … um … told me what you two … have been doing.” Barry shifted his eyes from his plate to a print on the wall far from David. “I … um … was surprised.” It sounded lame, even to him, but what was he supposed to say? 

    “Oh, yeah?” David took another bite. “You okay with us, with all that?” 

    “Well, I can … understand … that … um … you’re young and ...” Barry’s voice was barely a whisper. 

    Naomi looked back and forth between the men with wide eyes. This was really happening.  

    “Okay, cool.” David dropped the pizza and stood. He walked over to his stepmom, bent down, picked her up, and hefted her over his shoulder so that her feet were in front of David and her head behind him. “Well, we never finished when you interrupted us earlier. So, I’m taking Mom to my room for a while. See you later, Dad.” David walked toward the door, carrying his stepmother over his shoulder.  

    Barry looked at his stepson’s back as he left. He caught his wife’s eyes and she gave him a look filled with remorse. And then they were gone. A few minutes later, he heard thumping from upstairs, and some high-pitched moaning. Barry got up, and headed for the front door. He needed some fresh air.  

     

    ~~ 

     

    Several weeks later, Barry worked longer hours. He also made dinner most nights, since his wife was so busy. He went for more walks too, so he wouldn’t have to hear his wife screaming his stepson’s name.  

    Late one evening, while Barry worked in the kitchen downstairs, Naomi rode her stepson on his computer chair. Behind her, on the screen, she knew Mrs. Carrie Kwon was pumping herself with a large dildo as the pregnant wife watched stepmother and stepson copulate. This was just another step Naomi had thought she’d never take. But David had really wanted someone to watch them, and he was convincing. And now that the woman was staring at Naomi’s shaking ass, she had to admit that it drove her wild.  

    “We have to get you two ladies … ah … ah … ah … together … in person.” David leaned sideways to grin at the webcam around his stepmother’s bouncing boob.  

    Both women protested that that wasn’t a very good idea, but David only laughed. “Give it time … you two. And … ugh … Mrs. Kwon?” 

    “Yes?” Carrie plunged the dildo deep into her pussy. It was so much bigger than her husband, but still smaller than David. Her eyelids twitched with pleasure and her mouth hung open. 

    “I’m about to cum … in my stepmom … you … ugh … want to see that?” 

    Hearing that, Naomi’s hips went crazy, she rode him even harder.  

    “Yes … fill her up … oh, God.” Carrie climaxed watching David’s hands clutch Naomi’s soft, round butt cheeks. His held her all the way onto him, his thighs and arms straining. Even over her own cries, Carrie could hear the poor stepmother scream in pleasure.  

     

     

    This is a work of fiction written solely to entertain. 

    If you want to read lots more stuff, vote on new stories, or support my writing, please visit: https://www.subscribestar.com/rawlyrawls  

    Or you can check out all my illustrated work with JDseal: https://subscribestar.adult/dark-stone-stories 

    The familial relationships in this story had to be altered from the original to fit Amazon’s guidelines. Also, all characters in sexual situations are 18 years or older.  

    Cover illustration by JDseal. 
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