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Something was definitely… definitely wrong in the house. Bill was certain of it.

He couldn’t put his finger on it, exactly. But ever since he had returned from his work trip, something was… off. 

His wife, for example. She was being really giggly. Not that she wasn’t happy normally, of course- she was. But she was normally more… serene, was the right word. She almost seemed as though she was drunk, kind of distracted and happy. Not that he minded. They had a night of the most amazing sex he had ever had when he got back, a night of rough-riding, hair-pulling, ass-slapping ecstasy.

But that in and of itself was a little strange too. His wife, while still smoking hot, had always been a bit shy in the bedroom. She wasn’t nearly as adventurous as her husband was, and she often stuck to the missionary position- sometimes a little cowgirl action as a special treat for him. But last night… last night he rammed her pussy from behind as she begged for more, ass up in the air, tits rocking as he slammed into her as she cried out for more.

He wasn’t complaining about the change, of course. But it was a little odd. And today she was being… well, flirty with him. Little kisses, pats on the butt. It was like they were dating again, everything new and fresh and sexy.

His stepdaughter, however, was a bigger mystery: because she was being weird too.

The first clue he had that something was up was when he came home.

“Daddy!” she had cried gleefully as he stepped through the door. She leaped up on him, her petite frame weighing almost nothing on him as she wrapped her arms around him, her legs squeezing tightly around his waist.

“Er… hi, honey.” He had said, trying not to notice his stepdaughter’s young, tight body pressed against him. That sort of eagerness had stayed, and he found her smiling at him, winking at him, generally being… well, not forward. He was sure his stepdaughter wasn’t being forward with him.

But if not that… what?

“Hon!” Angela, his wife, called from the kitchen, interrupting his train of thought. “Can you go upstairs and get the kids for dinner?”

“Sure, Angie.” He said, heading up the stairs. He shrugged, dismissing the mystery from his mind. He wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth.

“Jack, dinner.” He said through the closed door of his son’s room, receiving a muffled reply in response. He walked down to his stepdaughter Emily’s room, thinking that at least Jack seemed to be acting relatively normal. Always in his room or in the basement, as per the norm. He had no doubt the kid would come up with something brilliant at some point in his life. 

He got to his stepdaughter’s room, knocking on the door.

“Come in!” she said from inside. He stepped inside.

“Em, honey, time for-“ he said. He stopped dead when he walked into the room.

“Of course, daddy!” she said. She was wearing… well, she was wearing almost nothing. She had on a tight top that barely covered her breasts, and her skirt was so short that Bill could clearly see the curve of her butt just under the skirt. He had no doubt that nothing would be left to the imagination to anyone walking behind her.

“Time for what, daddy?” she said, looking at him. She moved closer to him. Actually, slinking was a better word for what she was doing. She was a beautiful girl, perhaps more so than her mother- her firm, tight curves left nothing to the imagination. More than once he had fantasized about her, but of course… of course she was his stepdaughter. He couldn’t think things like that.

“Cat got your tongue?” she said, looking at him, grinning devilishly. There was no mistaking the flirtatious gleam of her eyes. 

“No… ah… it’s time for dinner.” He said, recovering, trying to banish the sudden rush of heat he felt in his body. “That’s what I came to say.”

“Oh.” She said. She put on her best pout, biting her lip. “You’re not going to say anything about what I’m wearing? You didn’t even notice!”

“I… er… noticed.” He said hastily. “It’s… it’s nice.”

“Nice?” she said. She giggled airily, naughtily, a light, pleasant noise. “Daddy, from that bulge in your pants, you think it’s a little more than nice!”

He blushed, unable to respond to that. She slid past him, closing the door to her room, locking it. She turned to face him, between him and the door.

“Em… I… we shouldn’t…” he started, trying to figure out what was going on. 

“Shh.” She said. Her demeanor changed suddenly. It went from giggly to calm, confident, deep. It was as if someone had switched something inside her. “I’m not blind. I know the way you’ve been looking at me. You want me, don’t you? I’ve seen you look at me. I’ve seen you cast your eyes down my shirt, look up my skirt when you think I’m not looking. But I am.”

“I…” he said, trailing off. How could he argue with that? It was true. He had snuck peeks at her from time to time since she had moved in. What man wouldn’t? She was mesmerizing, a younger, hotter version of his wife. He had never thought… never thought she was watching when he snuck those peeks.

“Maybe… maybe you want to keep looking.” She said, looking at him. She began to peel off her top. “Maybe you’d like to see in person the titties you’ve just been sneaking glances at all this time.”

He wanted to stop her. Wanted to tell her no, that this was wrong… but he couldn’t. He simply stood there, spellbound, as his stepdaughter ripped off her impossibly tight little top, exposing her young, full breasts to him.

“What do you think?” she said lowly, seductively. She moved slightly closer to him. “Are they beautiful? Do you think I have beautiful tits, daddy? Don’t you want to touch them?”

“I…” he said. He couldn’t believe this was happening. His stepdaughter was standing in front of him, topless, asking him if she had beautiful tits. This had to be some sort of trick, some sort of elaborate joke.

“Look, ah, Emily…” he said, trying to maintain his composure. “It’s, ah, time for dinner. I think we should-“

She didn’t let him finish his sentence. She reached down for his hands, her soft little hands taking his, and placed his hands firmly on her tits.

“Oohh…” he said inadvertently, his hands firmly on her tits. They were amazing. They were full, soft, perky. Like her mother’s, but possibly a little bigger, and firmer due to her youth, seemingly defying gravity. 

He knew he shouldn’t, knew he should stop, but he was only a man, after all, and instinct took over. He started to grope his stepdaughter’s breasts, squeezing them, playing with them, running his hands along them. He felt her small frame shiver in delight beneath his hands.

“That’s…” she said, her breath quickening a little. “That feels really good, daddy.”

Emboldened by her response, he continued to play with her tits. He thumbed her nipples, running his fingers along the soft, smooth skin of her tits, tweaking her nipples and sliding his fingers and grasping and squeezing and being spurred on by the small cries of pleasure that he heard coming from her.

She wanted more, however. Amidst her soft cries of pleasure her hand slid down, down below the hem of her skirt, and her fingers quickly sought out her pussy, burrowing deep into her.

“Mmm… yeah… keep… keep playing with my tits…” she said, moaning. He looked down, noticing her hand playing beneath her skirt. He knew he was taking this too far, knew this was wrong… but he couldn’t stop himself. He was spellbound, watching her petite, lithe fingers darting beneath her impossibly small skirt, eliciting small gasps of pleasure when her fingers and his combined to make her shiver in delight. He couldn’t ignore how his rock-hard cock pressed against his pants, begging to be freed.

She couldn’t either. She looked down at his jeans, seeing the bulge in them, and she looked back up at him. She met his eyes, hers smoldering with lust, looking into his. And she smiled.

“Oh, daddy.” She said coyly, removing her hand from her pussy and moving her hands to his crotch, beginning to unzip his pants. “I’ve been being so selfish! You’ve been here with a nice, big, throbbing cock and all I’ve been doing is thinking about me…”

She unzipped his pants, and before he could even think to protest she got on her knees, his cock sprung free from its denim prison by her little hands. She took his cock into her mouth without even the slightest anticipation, making it disappear completely behind her soft little lips.

“Ooooh yes…” he said, groaning, his hand instinctively coming to rest on her head as she began to bob her head up and down on his cock. He entangled his fingers in her long, smooth blonde hair, guiding her head with his hand as she moved back and forth on his cock. He groaned in pleasure again.

She was amazing. She looked up at him coyly, her eyes meeting his even as she took him deep into her throat, not breaking her gaze. She swallowed him up without complaint, his cock going all the way down her eager, accepting throat. He groaned again as she licked his shaft with her tongue, running it up and down, slurping up his cock without even the slightest hesitation.

A small part of him was screaming that this was wrong, that he shouldn’t be shoving his cock into his stepdaughter’s mouth, but that part of him was effectively silenced by the part that had always lusted after her, the primal masculinity that kept him fucking her mouth with his cock.

Finally she popped herself off his cock. She looked up at him, breathing hard, heavy, rapidly, her eyes looking up at his, locking his gaze in.

“I’m so wet for you.” She said, almost a frantic whisper. “Please I can’t even take it anymore…”

She got up, walking over to the bed. She bent over the bed, jutting her ass out, exposing her tight little pussy to him. She wasn’t wearing any underwear beneath the impossibly little skirt, and her firm, tight ass beckoned to him.

“I…” he said, mustering up the willpower for one final, last resistance. “I shouldn’t…”

“Please!” she said, looking over her shoulder at him, her eyes once again locking with his. Desire burned in them, blazed behind her eyes, desire that threatened to overwhelm him. She wanted his cock. Needed his cock. “I’m so horny! I need your cock in me right now!”

He couldn’t deny those eyes, couldn’t deny the pulsing lust that seemed to flow through her. He stepped forward, his cock sprung from his jeans. He guided his cock to her pussy, pausing at the entrance. She whimpered softly in anticipation.

“Yes…” she said, biting her lip, her face full of the wild fury of her desire. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me- AHHH!”

She cried out in ecstatic pleasure as he plunged his cock deep into her, as deep as it could go, filling her tight little pussy completely with his cock. He started to slide in and out of her, her wet pussy offering a sweet, inviting hole for his hard, strong cock.

“Oh god, yes!” she said, bucking her hips back on him, making her firm tits bounce and rock as he fucked her from behind. “Oh god, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”

He didn’t. He took his time, going slow, enjoying the pleasure, the tension he felt in her body, the craving for release that she needed from him, the need to be fucked hard. He pulled his cock out of her, placing the entrance of his cock at her pussy. She whined, bucking, trying to get him back into her. He smiled devilishly.

“Oh, I’ll fuck you hard.” He said. He smacked her ass, causing her to yelp in pleasure. “But first… I’m going to make you my bitch.”

“Oh, yes!” she said. “Make me your bitch, daddy!”

“Who’s your daddy?” he said, clapping her butt once again, causing her to squeal.

“Ogod, you are! You’re my daddy!” she whimpered as he slid his cock in just a little more, just a little further.

“What are you?” he said, slapping her ass again.

“I’m your bitch, daddy!” she said in a frenzy of orgasmic lust. “I’m your slutty little bitch!”

“That’s right you are.” He said, and he slid deep into her, his cock filling her to the hilt.

“Oh god, yes!” she brayed. “Oh god, fuck your slutty little bitch!”

And this time he did. He thrust into her body with a primal force, lost to his lust. He hammered his cock deep into her eager, greedy pussy, filling her to the hilt, causing her tight, lithe little body to rock and her to scream in desire and lust as he rammed into her. 

“Ogod fuck me fuck me fuck me fuck your little bitch daddy, fuck me!” she said, nearly incoherent with lust and pleasure as his cock thrust into her. She was little more than a mindless animal, a fuck machine overcome with her lust, bucking animalistically back onto his cock, needing, craving his big cock inside her, getting closer and closer to her orgasm.

He could feel himself getting closer and closer to the point of no return as well as he pistoned inside of her, her tight pussy quickly bringing him there. She came before he did, her orgasm coming over her like a tidal wave, her body shaking and writhing and bucking on him even as her pussy unconsciously tightened him, her muscles contracting on him, milking him for all he was worth, sending him over the edge.

“I’m going to cum, I’m going to cum.” He said. In a final, desperate act of propriety, he tried to pull out of his stepdaughter, tried to cum on her butt- but she had other ideas.

She reached around as far as she could, bracing his legs so he couldn’t pull back out.

“No, daddy!” she said, her breathing ragged, her body still wracked with the orgasmic, heady delights of ecstasy. “Cum in me.”

With a primal, animalistic groan, he did- he came inside her, shooting his seed deep into his stepdaughter’s womb even as she cried out in incoherent pleasure. Neither one of them moved for a moment, their breathing synchronized with each other, both of them breathing heavily.

Now that he was spent and relaxed, his mind able to contemplate what he just did, he paled. He… he had just fucked his stepdaughter. He had bent her over, rammed his cock in her pussy, and turned her into his bitch. 

“I…” he said, beginning to try and damage control, his deflating cock still inside her pussy. She giggled, reaching up behind her to his head, bringing it down.

“Mmm, that was fun, daddy.” She said sultrily, giving him a deep, long kiss. “Let’s do that again sometime.”

“I… er…” he said.

“And it should probably be our little secret!” she said, giggling.

“Er… right.” He said. Everything was so surreal still.

“Where are you guys?” his wife’s voice called from downstairs.

“Oops!” Emily giggled as she pulled herself off his cock, putting a shirt back on quickly. “I guess that’s what you came up here for.”

“We should probably go down to dinner.” He said, putting his cock back in his jeans. His stepdaughter giggled.

“Oh, but daddy…” she said, naughtily. “I’m already so full.”

She laughed again at his speechlessness, giving his crotch a quick little squeeze as she sashayed out the door.

---------

“I fucked him.” Emily said to her stepbrother. “I’ve got him wrapped around my little finger now. He won’t be asking questions.”

“Good.” Jack said. He grinned. “It’d be a little awkward if he found out that smelling some incense turned his wife and his stepdaughter into cock hungry sex slaves.”

“I think he might.” Emily said, grinning. “So who’s next?”

“Hmm…” he said. He started thinking. “I was thinking Kayla.”

“My cousin? Oooh, yes. She’s hot.” Emily said. She grinned. “Good dick sucking lips.”

“My thought exactly.” He said. “Will you call her later? Ask her to come over?”

“Of course, Master.” She said. She turned to go.

“Actually, before you go.” He said. “Speaking of dick sucking lips…”

She smiled as she knelt in front of him without any hesitation, unzipping his pants and taking his cock into her mouth.

Pheromones, he thought as his stepsister swallowed his cock over and over again, are a hell of a thing.
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