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A hot preview…

Vana was practically cumming in her seat from everything he was saying to her. She was squirming and writhing, her pussy going crazy, needing something inside it now.

"Um...Daddy, everything you're saying right now, it's...kind of making me wet," she admitted.

"Is it?"

She nodded, taking his large hand and guiding it between her legs. "Want to feel?"

His fingers slipped inside her pussy and she gasped, the big thick digits slowly fucking her sopping wet walls. He was so big, even just his fingers! Imagine what his cock would feel like..

Sean smiled, taking his hand out of her cunt. "I think you're a dirty girl, Vana," he said, and he pulled her by the hand to the bathroom.

Revenge: Owning the Queen Part 5

Evan's POV

I had just pumped Vicki’s pussy full of sperm, and was breathing hard, holding myself up above her. She gazed up at me in worshipful love and desire, her cunt still gently squeezing the last drops of semen from my cock.

"Thank you, baby," she said. "Thank you for getting Mommy pregnant."

"You're welcome."

I pulled out of my stepmom’s cunt, inch after inch of throbbing dick slipping free from her used pussy. When I had finally slipped free, I saw her pussy dripping my thick creampie. I'd cum in her so many times, she had to be pregnant.

And she was.

"I'm going to have your baby," she said, kissing me softly. "You're going to be a daddy."

"Yeah, looks like I am."

She sat up and wrapped her arms around my neck. "I'm so glad it's you, sweetie," she whispered. "I couldn't imagine a better man to be the father of my children."

"Just so you know, I'm going to make you pregnant again, right now."

"I'm counting on it," she moaned, and kissed me hard, her tongue pushing into my mouth. My naked stepmother was sitting on my bed, her legs spread, and her hands stroking my dick.

"Get on top of me," she said. I climbed on top of her, and she raised her hips. I grabbed my hard, sticky cock, and pushed it into her hot, wet pussy.

"Oh, yeah, Evan, fill me up with your huge dick," she panted.

I pumped into her, her body moving up and down with my thrusts. "God, you feel so good, Mommy," I said. "You're my slut, aren't you? You're my depraved, filthy little slut."

"Yes, Master! I'm your slut, your whore, your fuck toy! Use me, baby! Use me for your pleasure!"

"I will, you whore!"

"Oh god!" she groaned, her breasts jiggling. "I love it when you call me that, Evan! Shit, you're gonna make me cum!"

She was right.

Her pussy was squeezing my cock so hard, I knew I was going to cum.

"Oh, honey," she moaned. "I'm gonna cum! Oh, fuck, I'm cumming! Oh yes, baby! Fill Mommy's pussy up with your cum!"

And I did.

I thrust myself into her pussy over and over again, filling her up with my hot, sticky cum.

"Oh, Evan!" she moaned, her pussy squeezing every drop of cum from my cock. "Oh, honey, you feel so good! Oh, fuck, Evan, that was amazing!"

"Yeah, it was," I said, as I pulled out from her cum-filled cunt. "You're incredible."

"I'm so glad I'm here with you, sweetie," she said. "I love you."

"I love you, too," I said, and she smiled at me.  

In that moment, I realized something. This wasn't just sex for me, and it wasn't just sex for Mom either. We were deeply, fully in love with each other, and we were both too scared to admit it. But I could see it now; the way she looked at me with so much love and devotion in her eyes, the way her body trembled when I touched her, the way my heart raced when we locked gazes.

It felt strange admitting these feelings to myself because I had assumed this was just physical pleasure between us. But then again it made perfect sense; after all, we'd always been connected since my childhood, when she married my dad and I gained someone who was as close to me as a real mother would have been. 

"Mom...do you..."

"I love you, Evan," she said, cutting me off. I looked into her eyes, and saw her love and passion there. "I love you."

"I love you, too," I said, and leaned down to kiss her. It was a long, desperate kiss, and I poured all of my love and lust into it. My hands roamed her body, feeling her large, hard nipples, and her soft, round breasts. When we finally pulled apart, I looked into her eyes. "Say it again."

"I love you," she repeated, with a beautiful smile on her face.

I stretched her open with my cock again, making her gasp as my huge dick impaled her tight, hot, wet little pussy. She was beautiful, taking my cock, pushing her hips back against me, grinding her clit on the base of my cock.  I grabbed her by her beautiful hair and pulled her head back, baring her neck.  She moaned as I began sucking on her neck, licking and biting at the skin, leaving red marks all over it.  She moaned in pleasure and thrust her hips back against me, cumming on my cock.  

I felt her pulsing and squeezing my cock as she came, and it was too much for me.  I exploded inside her, filling her pussy up with my hot cum.  We both moaned together as my cum filled her pussy and her pussy squeezed my cock.  She bucked her hips back and forth, pushing my cock in and out of her, trying to milk out every last bit of cum.  I pulled my cock out of her pussy and then grabbed her by the waist, flipping her over and pushing her down on her hands and knees.  I then fucked her doggy-style, thrusting my cock into her tight, wet pussy from behind.  Her ass was pushed up in the air as I rammed my cock in and out of her, slapping against her ass.  She was pushing back against my cock, and was moaning in pleasure as her pussy was getting fucked hard by my massive cock.

"Yes! Baby, fuck me! Pound your Mommy's tight cunt. Fill it with more sperm, I love it!"

I grabbed her ass and pulled her into me, slamming my cock into her. "Oh yes! Fill me up, baby!" she cried. "Your dick is so big inside me! You're making me cum again!"

She was very excited, and very horny. I knew this was getting her - that my pounding was taking her minute by minute closer to orgasm. I felt her cunt begin to contract around me and knew she was at her peak.

As she came, I felt her pussy clamp down on my cock and cause a huge orgasm to rock my body.  I moaned in pleasure, cumming inside her as she convulsed in a massive orgasm.  Her pussy was squeezing my cock and milking out every drop of cum.  

I collapsed next to her on the bed.

I looked at her, so sweet, so satisfied and happy from me having filled her up. For a minute, I felt genuinely connected to her, and far less... detached from myself than usual.

But the moment passed as quickly as it had come, and I was reminded that I was just a deviant, a monster, a man who would corrupt and use women...

A man who wanted revenge and would stop at nothing to get it.

****

It was some weeks later when Sean got a call from Evan, informing him their first shipment of perfume was ready to go. They were bottling and selling this stuff, but only to select clients; men, who were on a list, and who had huge sums of money to pay for the power this fragrance offered.

Sean sat in his office, overlooking the city below. He had everything, right? A beautiful wife, the power to own a whole harem of gorgeous babes... life should have been simple, easy, and fulfilling.

Yet something inside him wasn't right, and he didn't know what. He was lustful, hungry for some kind of sex - but he didn't know which kind.

Something inside him, primal and animal, was guiding him, telling him what to do. He didn't want to admit it, but he knew what it was; he was being guided by his dick. Sean was a man who was increasingly following his dick around, and being led into darker and darker places, constantly seeking something to sate his sexual desire.

He knew what the problem was; he'd been told by his psychotherapist that his dad's death was causing him to be depressed, and that he was seeking to cover up the pain by getting furious, and lashing out at others.

But his therapist had suggested that he try and channel that energy into some kind of constructive outlet. This was a tough concept for Sean to understand; he didn't want therapy, because he wanted to feel angry, and he didn't want to feel any better. In his mind, that would only make him weaker.  

He was about to go back to work when his phone lit up. It was his 19 year old stepdaughter, Vana.

Vana was beautiful, quite slim and petite, with incredible legs and perky - not huge, but certainly still a handful - size tits.

It was then that Sean realized what he was missing.

He imagined Vana everywhere - in his bed, with him grabbing her leash and pulling on it while he fucked her from behind.

He imagined her on her knees, begging for him to fuck her. Blindfolded, his dick in her mouth, as she sucked him and obeyed his every word...

He felt his cock beginning to harden, felt his lustful feelings surging through his body.  This was what he had been wanting all along; to dominate women and fuck them senseless, to make them beg and cry for his mercy... But he needed a special one, and Vana fit the bill. She was completely off-limits. Hell, his wife Amy would have a fit if she knew...or at least, she would have before she'd been altered by the perfume. Now, of course, she'd do anything that made Sean happy, including watching him fuck Vana.

But Sean wanted this to go differently. He didn't want to just plow Vana from the first meeting and fuck her time and time again. He wanted a slow burn...a romance, even. He wanted his stepdaughter to fall in love with him.

Was that possible? Could the revenge perfume even make that happen?

It was time to find out. He called Evan and asked to make a few alterations to one special strain.

*****

"What was it you wanted to see me about, Daddy?" asked Vana, as the two of them sat down in a restaurant together that night.

He'd asked her to dress nicely, as it was a formal event, and - giggling, she had agreed. Vana had a bit of a crush on her stepdad, as he was handsome, powerful, well built, and very charismatic.

But the fact that he was her stepdad made him off limits; it would have been considered inappropriate and - well – gross.

But in truth, she much preferred older, handsome men, as they tended to be dominant and knew what they wanted in bed. Sean was definitely her type.

He was handsome, successful, and a risk-taker.  His hazel eyes and black hair were perfect. He was also fit, well toned, and - Vana knew this from having seen him nude while he'd been showering - he had a huge cock.

Vana had dreamed of Sean every night since she'd first met him; she even dreamed of him fucking her with that huge cock. She dreamt of it penetrating her, of it stretching out her tight little twat. She imagined being down on her knees, begging him to let her suck it.  She dreamt of him calling her a slut, and slapping her ass while she begged him to fuck her.  

Her pussy was soaking wet just thinking about it.

Not only that, but Sean was dominant.  He sometimes gave Vana a look, one that made her melt inside...and made her want to take off all her clothes and serve him.

She wanted to please him so bad.  She also wanted to get closer to him.  If this event was going to be important, she would do anything to impress him.  

She wore a slutty red dress that showed off her luscious tits, and made sure she sat with her legs uncrossed, letting him get a glimpse of her pretty pussy. She had no panties on, and Sean noticed.

"I wanted to ask you something," Sean said. "Have you ever had sex with an older man?"

Now, ordinarily, Vana would have blushed and answered no.  But the perfume made her feel free, made her feel like doing whatever she wanted.  So she licked her lips and answered, "I think I'd like to.  Have you ever had sex with a college girl before?"  She giggled as she asked.

"No, but I do want to, you know," Sean said.  Vana's heart fluttered.  She felt like she was going to have an orgasm right there at the table.  Sean wanted to fuck her?  She felt like telling him she was his - that she would do anything he asked her.  Her pussy clenched in anticipation.

"I know how I'd like to fuck a girl like that," Sean said.  "First, I'd have her put on some sexy underwear.  Lingerie, black stockings, and high heels... Then I'd blindfold her.  Let her feel my hands on her, and then I'd put my hand over her mouth and she'd be forced to breathe in my scent.  I'd tell her that I was going to own her, and that she would do whatever I told her to.  I'd tell her that I wanted to make her my slut... And she'd say yes, and I'd pull her panties off.  I'd tell her that I was going to put my cock in her mouth, and that she'd be a good girl and take it.  And she'd say yes, and I'd grab her hair and push myself into her mouth.  And she'd choke and gag...and want me to keep doing it to her.  I'd use her, and I'd make her do anything I wanted, and I'd fuck her until she was begging for mercy..."

Vana was practically cumming in her seat from everything he was saying to her. She was squirming and writhing, her pussy going crazy, needing something inside it now.

"Um...Daddy, everything you're saying right now, it's...kind of making me wet," she admitted.

"Is it?"

She nodded, taking his large hand and guiding it between her legs. "Want to feel?"

His fingers slipped inside her pussy and she gasped, the big thick digits slowly fucking her sopping wet walls. He was so big, even just his fingers! Imagine what his cock would feel like..

Sean smiled, taking his hand out of her cunt. "I think you're a dirty girl, Vana," he said, and he pulled her by the hand to the bathroom.

She giggled, and once inside, he pushed her up against the wall.  She wanted him, and she wanted him now.  She wanted his cock inside her.  She wanted it in her mouth, in her pussy.  She wanted more than anything for him to take her, to own her.

She felt his hand grab her neck, pulling her head back slightly, making her look into his eyes.  She saw lust there - a desire to own and control her.  He smiled possessively at her, and she melted.

"You want to be my slut," he said.  It wasn't a question; it was a statement of fact.  She nodded, with a smile, letting him see how happy she was.

"Good. Because that's what you're going to be."
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