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The experiment had been a massive failure. Jack sat there, frustrated, looking at the littered piles of incense all around him.

He could see all the investment from that venture capital firm just running down the drain. All of it, just being sucked away, burning to cinders much like the softly burning stick of incense in front of him.

Where had he gone wrong?

The idea was sound. It was more than sound: he had the research journals and papers to prove it. It was so sound that he had been given almost a quarter of a million dollars by some venture capitalists to pursue the project, confident in the theory behind the science. Pheromone Power LLC.

It was going to be revolutionary. Harnessing the power of human pheromones, he could help people do anything: quit smoking, be motivated, excel at sports. All using the body’s natural hormones, natural pheromones. He had done the research, used the right chemicals, spent months of time and thousands of dollars in crafting what he thought would be the ultimate self-help product. And yet… here he was, sitting in his parents’ basement, surrounded by a completely useless incense smoke.

He smiled ruefully. At least it smelled nice. Defeat could smell worse than the light, fresh scent of lavender and orange.

Where had he gone wrong? 

He asked the question of himself again, and he realized that he wouldn’t find the answer today. 

“Hey, dweebnerd!” he heard a voice call from above him. He groaned inwardly. It was his stepsister, Emily. He… well, he tolerated her was a polite word. His dad had re-married, and Emily had come in the bargain with his stepmom a few years ago. She was 18, and she was as much of a terror as any 18 year old girl could be. That is to say, she wasn’t so much into the science aspect of what he did. She had been briefly interested when it looked like he was going to become rich, but once that passed she resumed being her lovely, airheaded and conceited self.

And lovely she was- she was lucky, in fact, because of how jaw-droppingly dumb she was. She was beautiful enough to cancel out that air-headedness, that was for sure. She was the head cheerleader on the squad, and it showed: her body was curvy in all the right places, with nice, firm C-cup tits and a beautiful, pert little ass. 

“Yeah, Em. I’m down here.” He said. He heard her come down the stairs, busting into his lab.

“Smells nice down here.” She said. She grinned. “Didn’t know failure smelled like lavender.”

“Very nice of you.” He said. “What do you need?”

“I..” she said. She trailed off, zoning out for a second. She shook her head. “Er, car keys. Mom said you have them.”

“Oh, yeah. Sorry, I do. They’re on the table over there.” He said, pointing to the table upon which lay the littered remains of his failed experiments and the still burning incense stick of his most recent one. She moved over to the table, grabbing the keys. She stopped for a moment, looking at the incense stick.

“That…” she said. “That… actually smells… smells really good.”

“You can stop making fun of me. I know it smells just like any other 99 cent incense you can buy at the mall, Em. Come on, you got what you came for.” He said. But she didn’t move. Instead, she bent down, taking a deep, long whiff of the incense on the table in front of her.

“It… it smells really good…” she said. She breathed in deeply, quickly. He looked at her oddly.

“Em?” he said. “Em, are you okay?”

“Yeah.” She said. Her eyes were looking far away, as if she was focused on something else. “Yeah, I… uh… I feel… I feel okay…”

She turned to look at him. She was breathing deep now, and quickly. She had a strange look in her eyes, and her face was flushed. Something was definitely wrong. He moved over to her.

“Em, something’s wrong. Talk to me. Do you need air? Water?” he said. He placed a hand on her shoulder, and she… well, she moaned. Her eyes rolled up into her sockets briefly. He looked taken aback. Ragged breathing. Flushed. Inability to focus. Pleasurable reaction when he touched her.

Jesus, she was… she was horny! Maybe it was… the incense? What had he put in there that could incite this sort of reaction? He had to look back at his files to find out what he did, what could possibly be in there to do this to his stepsister. But first things first, however. He had to do something about this.

“Alright, Em. Come with me. We’re going to…” he said, grabbing her arm. She moaned softly again. And then he looked at her. His eyes met hers, and he saw the raging, burning lust in her eyes. He saw her tight white t-shirt, her nipples erect and pressing through them, saw her chest heaving with every panting, ragged breath she took.

He was suddenly very, very aware of where his hand was. She looked down at it, then looked back up at him. She was barely in control of herself, he could see that. Her rational mind was wrestling against it, against wanting to jump her stepbrother right then and there.

And her rational mind was clearly losing.

“No… no, it’s… it’s wrong. We can’t…” He said weakly, trying to convince himself against an argument nobody had made. But his own body also had its own plans. Almost of its own volition, it began to slide down Emily’s arm, down ever so slowly, until it got to her chest. She gasped softly as his hand brushed against her erect nipple through the fabric, and that little, erotic gasp spurred him even further.

“Yes… wrong…” she said, her eyes glazing, overpowered by the heady fumes of the incense. “But… feels… feels… really… good…”

He couldn’t argue with that. It did feel really god. He had… well, his stepsister had nice tits. He had always wondered what it would feel like to touch them, to play with them, to grip them in his hands. He knew he should stop. He knew he should take his hands off her nice, luscious tits, and lead her upstairs to sleep off whatever this was. 

But what he should do seemed very, very far from what he wanted to do just at that moment.  He began to knead her breasts through the fabric of her shirt, grasping her ample C-cup tits, rubbing and groping them even as she moaned beneath his ministrations.

“Oh god, yes…” she said, unable to resist his touch on her, his hands exploring her breasts, touching them, kneading them. They began to slide down, his hands running along her taut body, resting on her stomach for just a moment before they slide under the fabric of her shirt. His bare hands rested on her tits, causing her to moan as his skin touched her own bare flesh.

“Oh god, yes, Jack…” she said, moaning, biting her lip involuntarily as he tweaked her nipples, thumbing them, running his hands along her tits. He reached down suddenly, pulling the shirt up over her head, revealing her topless in front of him for the first time. Privately, he had always imagined this- had always fantasized this. His stepsister naked, her beautiful, glorious tits on display for him, heaving in a state of uncontrollable arousal. 

As he rubbed her tits, her hand began to slide down of its own accord. He watched her hand slide down her taut, firm stomach, sneaking below the elastic of her little shorts, disappearing out of his view. He knew instantly, however, when her hand reached her pussy. Her body shook and thrummed with pleasure a little, her moans deep and primal as she began to finger her pussy, her hand sliding in and out of her eager, slick pussy.

“Now that’s not nice, sis.” He said. He grinned. “You’re going to play with your hot little pussy and not give me a show?”

She shook her head wordlessly, her lust rampaging over her, almost unable to think. She quickly shimmied out of her shorts, discarding them to the floor, letting her stepbrother take in a full view of her long, pretty fingers sliding in and out of her wet, greedy pussy, watching as they played with her clit furiously before sliding in deeply into her pussy again. 

He brought his hand down to her pussy to join in the fun, replacing her hand with his. His touch on her seemed to excite her even more- her hand was good, but his was better. She continued to moan, writhing and bucking involuntarily beneath his touch, as his finger slid in and out of her.

He brought his mouth down to hers, his lips locking with hers, and he felt the explosive, volcanic lust inside her as she pressed her lips against his, as they kissed, their tongues entwining, ensnaring in each others’ mouths even as his hands continued to play with her tits and slide in and out of her pussy. The pleasure was almost too much for her to bear, and he could feel her pining, could feel her vast, expansive need. Finally she broke the kiss, looking up at him, her intense desire burning behind her eyes. 

“I need…” she gasped, the words coming out tortured, slow. “I need…”

“What do you need?” he said, knowing full well what she wanted. She reached down, down into his pants, her soft hand grasping his now fully erect cock. He groaned a little in pleasure when he felt the cool touch of her hand on his hard, throbbing member.

“Cock.” She said simply, naughtily, in-between her deep, ragged breaths.  “I need… cock.”

And he needed no further urging either. He stripped faster than he thought possible, getting naked, his cock springing into life. He returned to her again, embracing her in his arms, pulling her closer to him, kissing her deeply once more. His hands slid down her body, down her back, down to her wonderful, firm, petite little ass. He felt the heat between her legs, felt the fire burning deep within her, and he couldn’t take it any longer.

He swept off all the debris on the laboratory table with his arm in one quick, strong, firm motion, and he grabbed her ass again, lifting her off the floor and placing her on the table. He spread her legs, bringing his cock just inches away from her hot, eager, needy pussy. She whined, trying to edge forward a little towards him, and he held her for a moment, as he admired her.

He had fantasized about this. In his deepest, darkest desires, he had fantasized about his stepsister, naked in front of him, lust-drunk, begging for his cock, her inner slut unleashed. But never… never in his wildest dreams did he think it would actually come true!

But here she was, her legs spread wide open for him, whining and mewling for his cock to pound into her.

“Please… Jack…” she said, panting. “Fuck me, Jack.”

“You can do better than that.” He said. He decided he liked hearing her beg for his cock.

“Wha…?” she said, drunkenly, almost unable to think beneath the oppressive lust coursing through her body. She looked at him, her hair matted with sweat, her eyes large, uncomprehending, barely able to think through her almost overpoweringly primal need for a cock.

“Come on.” He said. “Beg me. Beg your big stepbrother to fuck you.”

“I…” she said, her chest heaving. That final part of knew this was wrong, that final part that resisted saying out loud what she was prepared to scream to the rooftops silently, with her body, with her pussy. “I…”

“You can do it.” He said. He leaned even closer, pressing the tip of his cock against her pussy, and she shook in pleasure again. She whined, trying to slide down on it, but he held her fast. “Beg for my cock inside you.”

“I… oh god, I want your cock! Please, fuck me, fuck your dirty little stepsister!” she said, finally losing herself in her lust, losing any inhibitions, losing any desires except a primal desire for his cock. “I want my big stepbrother’s cock inside of me!” 

The sight of her begging for his cock, the sound of her turning filthy, dirty, all in an attempt to get his cock inside her, was too much for him. He couldn’t wait any longer. He drove his cock into her, her eager, wet, dripping pussy offering no resistance to him, inviting him in as he plunged his cock deep into her, all the way up to the hilt.

He began to fuck her. Slowly, at first, long, deep, strokes that brought him all the way into her pussy, as deep as he could go, making her squirm and moan in unbridled ecstasy before he withdrew again, bringing his cock out of her, making her whine for it back, whine for the fullness of his cock inside her.

“Oh god…!” she said, barely words as she brought her legs around him, wrapping his torso in her long, shapely legs as he began to thrust into her harder. The long, slow, sure thrusts began to become harder, faster, as his lust also began to rise unbidden in him. The table shook with the force of his thrusts as he fucked her, watching her tits jiggle with every thrust into her, with the force of the blows.

“Ohgod, yes, harder, harder…” she said, biting her lip, throwing her head back as he jackhammered his cock into her. Her pussy was unbelievably tight, and he couldn’t believe the sensations he was feeling as he drove his hard, throbbing cock into his stepsister’s tight little pussy.

He knew he wasn’t going to last long- who could? He felt his orgasm coming closer, felt that familiar feeling welling up deep inside him as he continued thrusting deep inside her, continued pounding her pussy with his big, hard cock. She felt it too- she felt him tensing, felt his thrusts growing more and more primal, felt his grunts get lower and faster as he fucked her.

“Oh god, yes.” She said, jiggling with every thrust of his cock into her. “Oh god, yes, cum in me, cum in me, cum in your stepsister’s slutty little pussy…”

Her urging only spurred him on, and very soon he came, pushed to the point of no return. He tensed up, grunting, cumming deep into her pussy, shooting his seed deep into her womb. She came as well, her pussy tightening, spasming, milking him, drawing him in deeper even as her body writhed and bucked and she shrieked in orgasmic glee as the cresting wave of her orgasm came down upon her.

Finally, spent, he flopped down on her, resting himself on her body on the table. They were both still breathing heavily, and he could feel her smooth, soft tits against his skin, still lightly covered in sweat. 

“We…” he said, his rationality slowly returning to himself, slowly realizing what he had just done. “Oh my god… We… we just…”

“Mmm… yeah…” she said contentedly, a happy, delirious smile on her face. “And it was amazing.”

“I… yeah, it… it was.” He said, truthfully. He couldn’t deny it. It was the best sex he had ever had. 

“Who knew my dweeby big stepbrother was such a good fuck?” she said, grinning, giving him a deep, languid kiss. “You made me scream so good. I bet even Mom heard.”

“ha, uh… yeah.” He said, suddenly very, very worried about the probability. “Oh, shit! What if she… er… what if she did hear?”

“What? Hear her stepson fucking her daughter’s brains out?” Emily said. She laughed. “I’ll bet it would turn her on a little bit.”

“Em, this is serious!” he said. “What if she heard? What if she came down here?”

“So what if she did?” Em said. She nuzzled him. “You could use that weird smoky incense thing to turn her into your cock craving slut too, couldn’t you?”

“My, ah, my what?” he said, feigning innocence. She laughed, giving him another little kiss.

“You’re too cute!” she said. “I like, didn’t want you at all before. Then you’re working on some pheromone shit in the basement, I come down and suddenly I’m begging for your cock? Definitely rewired me or something.”

“I… ah. Hmm.” He said. “I didn’t… er… didn’t think you were that observant.”

“I’m hot. I’m not a ditz.” She said. She shrugged. “Can I blow you?”

“I… er… sure, I guess?” he said. “If you… ah… if you want to.”

“I wouldn’t have offered if I didn’t.” she said, smiling at him, an expression he had never seen her offer to him before. As she slid off the table and wrapped her beautiful little lips around his cock, making it disappear into her mouth, he thought about what she said.

Use the incense on his stepmom? She was… she was pretty hot, after all.

He smiled. He had gone from being a failure just a short time ago to being on the cusp of one of the world’s most revolutionary experiments… and he was going to use it to make his own little harem at home.

He groaned as his stepsister started to revive his semi-flaccid cock. He was only human, after all…
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