It’s not like he was [i]that[/i] much older than I was.  He wasn’t even twice my age anymore, and every year that would get closer and closer.  Could anyone really blame a girl for getting a crush on a nice, attractive, friendly guy who just [i]happened[/i] to be dating her mother?

It’s her fault, really.  She let herself get raped when she was just fourteen, so I was six years old when she started dating Adam.  He was 19, and looked just like the teen heartthrobs all the girls at school were clamoring over.  I could tell my friends were jealous.  [i]I[/i] was jealous.  What was a young, attractive human like him doing with an older, anthro husky who already had a kid?

I never understood that, either.  Mom was spoiled goods, and Adam was at his prime — a cute, white, human male with no reason to debase himself with ‘[i]animal[/i] people’.  Yet he picked a husky two years older who was tied down with a kid and a dead-end job.  People said he must be a little kinky, and I guess that’s true.  There wasn’t a lot of species mixing back then, even though the Supreme Court legalized it a few years after anthros were created.

Or… maybe… he had a crush on [i]me[/i].  He couldn’t be with a six-year-old, of course, but he could get closer to me.  And over the years, I felt it.  I felt the way his eyes lingered on me, how he wanted to spend so much time with me, even when Mom was busy, how he brushed the tangles out of my fur.  He had to make do with the older model, but my heart fluttered when I saw the love behind his eyes for me.

They got married just as I was starting middle school, and even had a kid together, my half-sister Via Finch.  Mom and I kept the Diedrich last name when she finally married Adam because I think she thought I wanted that.  And really, I did.

[i]I wanted to [/i]earn[i] the Finch name[/i].

I had waited long enough.  Now fourteen, there was nothing in the laws of the state that prevented me and Adam from indulging his hidden desires.  Sure, he was twenty-six, and married to my mom, and had his [i]own[/i] kid, but none of that mattered.  Love conquers all.  I’d waited as long as I could, and he’d spent hours and hours playing dolls, video games, and house with me.  He’d spent so many years living vicariously through Mom, when what he really wanted was under his nose the whole time.

Mom would have to understand eventually.

So, while she was at work, and Via was at daycare, I implemented my plan.

“Dad, there’s no clean underwear!”  He’d always asked me to call him Dad, probably to provide cover with Mom.

“Honey, I just did the laundry.  Did you check the basket!?” he yelled from the other room of our double-wide mobile home.

“Yeah, but there’s no panties.  I wanna wear this skirt, but I can’t without panties!”  I’d systematically hidden [i]all[/i] the clean underwear from the laundry basket, and now leaned over it, searching aimlessly.

I could hear the exasperation in my stepdad’s voice.  “There has to be.  Let me look…”

And that was my cue.  I heard his footsteps approaching and hiked my curly husky tail.  Light grey fur was tucked out of the way to reveal my bright, white underside, my short skirt hiked up.  I was on my period, too, so I knew my spade would be popping out pink against that fluffy white fur, staring the door to the laundry room in the face.  I had to hold my breath as I pretended to search through the basket, my modesty on full display.

I felt him freeze as he entered the room.  There was [i]no way[/i] he hadn’t noticed.  Sure, our days of taking baths together and him dressing me had been over for years; it had been [i]years[/i] since he’d seen just how much I’d grown, and while my breasts were still kinda small, my ass was working it.  “I can’t find [i]any[/i], Dad! There’s none!” I protested.

He gulped and then laughed, “Yeah, you can’t go out like that.  Um, Macy, you might want to lower your tail.”

I didn’t expect him to say anything, especially his jokey attempt to laugh it off, so I had to adlib.  I looked over my shoulder and blanched as if just realizing what he was looking at, and then I froze, tail still up, pussy bouncing.  “Adam, don’t look…!”

He laughed again, holding up a hand as if to block out the sun (or rather, the moon).  “Well, it’d be easier if you weren’t sticking it out like that.  And please, I’ve raised you since you were six.  It’s not like I haven’t seen you naked before.”

He was still being too polite.  He wasn’t getting my flirtations, or wouldn’t believe they were real.  Reluctantly, I lowered my tail.

“I swear there was underwear in this load,” he said, standing next to me to sort through the clothes.  “I guess you’ll have to wear shorts or pants.”

Fail number 1.

I baited my second trap a few days later, when I was yelling at him from the shower that I needed more soap.  And though I opened the shower curtain way farther than I needed to, Adam had dramatically squinted his eyes closed to wave the soap around, missing my naked body covered in soap suds.

Fail number 2.

It was time to stop beating around the bush.

“Dad, I need to talk to you.”

“Yeah, sure, honey, what’s up?” he asked.

This time the flirting was all out.  I was dressed up in shorts and a T-shirt with ‘Hello Kitty’ on it.  I was curled up on the couch, while he sat in the recliner.  I had to pick my words carefully.

I was sitting on the couch cradling my knees, my husky tail spilling white-and-grey over the edge of the cushion.  “Dad… there’s a boy I like.”

“Yeah?  Well, you’re old enough to date now,” he said, tossing his head just enough to send his golden bangs cascading away from his forehead.

“But he – he doesn’t know.”

Adam grinned.  “I wish I could say I knew what you felt like.  Your Mom and I had an instant attraction.”

I raised an eyebrow.  I’d seen what Adam looked like in high school.  “You didn’t date [i]at all[/i] until you graduated?”

He paused.  “Well, I — yeah, I mean.  I [i]knew[/i] your mother.  Hell, she used to babysit for me.”

“But I thought you had an instant attraction to her.”  Now I was derailed and legitimately confused, my ears flat.

He admitted, “Well, I had a crush on her already when I was twelve.”

“So then you [i]do[/i] know what it feels like to like someone and not know if they like you back…”

My stepdad coughed.  “Yeah… I guess you’re right.  Sorry.”

“[i]Anyway…”[/i] I segued, dramatically, “I’m afraid to ask him out.”

Adam shrugged.  “You might not have to!  Just go out in your earlier ensemble and I think any dog with a working nose will get the hint.”

“[b]Dad![/b]” I gasped, blushing at the thought.

But Adam knew more than he was letting on as he turned beet red and said, “Sorry, I mean… I shouldn’t have assumed that about him…”

I looked down.  He was aware I might not have a crush on another anthro.  Gulping, I said, “Yeah, bad assumption…”

“It’s a human boy?”

“Give or take…”

“Are you sure he’s… that open-minded?” Adam asked nervously.

It was a legitimate question to ask.  The uplift of canine anthros started only forty years ago.  Mom was only second generation, and I was third.  Plenty of humans were still pretty icked out at the thought of dating a dog.  But this was an easy one.  “Yeah, I’m sure.  He’s dated another anthro before.”

Adam looked relieved.  “He’s not currently dating [i]her[/i], is he?”

I nodded slowly, taking the time to slide my legs apart.  With no underwear, my baggy shorts were nearly as revealing as my skirt had been, one pant leg opening up to shine a light on my swollen pussy pointing directly at my stepdad.  He’d notice soon enough, but when would he realize it wasn’t an accident?  “They still hang out, but it’s more like a convenience thing, I think.”

He shook his head.  “You gotta make sure it’s really over before you do anything,” he said firmly.

“How?”

Adam rolled his eyes.  “Ask him?”

“Dad!  I’m already afraid to ask him out, and I can’t ask him if he’s still interested in… uh… her.”  Now I noticed his eyes drop down and stay there for a moment, before looking awkwardly away.  I kept my little butt pointed right at him.

“Um, then…” he stammered, glancing back at my shorts.  “How about you ask your mother about all this…?”

“[i]Really?[/i]  You want me to get advice from Mom when she got herself raped at fourteen?”

“[b][i]Macy![/i][/b]  She didn’t… it wasn’t…  That’s not how that works.  Your mother knows a thing or two about dating.”

I eyerolled [i]hard[/i] at that.  “She didn’t even date anyone until she was twenty-one, and it was just you.  If I ask [i]Mom[/i] what to do, I’ll end up knocked up in an alley somewhere.”

“Honey, that’s [b]rude[/b].  Take that back,” he said, firmly, his brow furrowed.

I looked down.  “Not that it would be that bad.”

This time Adam was stunned.  “Wait, what?”

I looked up at him, wagging my tail once to draw his attention back to my open pantleg.  “Being pregnant.  Maybe it’s the heat talking, but – with the right guy…?”

“No, no, no.  I mean… not that your feelings aren’t, like, valid.  But that’s not a good idea.  You think this random boy is likely to be ‘the one’?”

I shook my head, which relieved him only temporarily when I explained.  “He’s not some random guy!  He’s nice, he’s got money, he’s got a job.  Trust me, Adam, he’s pretty great.”

Maybe it was the second time I called him Adam with my pussy glaring at him, but his eyes widened as he finally got it.  Or the inevitable conclusion as he thinks of any guys I know with money or a job.  He half-stood, unsure what to do or where to be.

I said, “But sometimes he doesn’t see what’s [i]right in front of his face.[/i]”

His voice cracked as the twenty-six-year-old man couldn’t face his stepdaughter anymore.  “Macy, this isn’t… you can’t… [i]fuck![/i]  I need to talk with your mother.  This isn’t…”

Fail number 3.

My stepdad mumbled and stammered all the way out of the room, leaving me on the couch feeling very much alone.  At least I told him?  I had my fingers crossed that he’d figure it all out with a little time alone, but it wasn’t looking good.

Until an hour later, when [i]the fourth time became the charm[/i].

* * * * *

Sometimes, you gotta take matters into your own paws.

Adam was clearly still too conflicted to admit his feelings for me.  I knew he had them — he practically spent more time with his wife’s [i]stepdaughter[/i] than he did with his wife!  The only other person I ever saw him put so much time and energy into was his [i]real life[/i] daughter, Via, and that was clearly platonic.

I had to convince him, and that meant getting him in the right mood, and when the grown man would run away at the first sight of me, especially after that little bombshell I dropped, that meant cutting off his escape routes.  I didn’t have a lot of time.  I’d gotten a sneak peek at his phone, and he’d already texted Mom “we need to talk”.  If I didn’t help him realize he really [i]could[/i] have me and [i]eat me[/i], too, it’d be too late!

Which is why it was so damn convenient he always took an afternoon nap.
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