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Bred By Daddy

 Tina rolled over onto her front, her plump breasts pressed
against the cool sheets of the bed. With the oscillating fan
cooling down the room, it felt good to have the breeze break the
heat of the summer night.

“You ready for me baby girl?” Chad
said as he entered the room. Tina glanced over to him just standing
there in nothing but a towel, his body dripping with water. She
licked her lips at the sight of him. He looked like a Greek hero
standing there in the darkness with a halo effect of the bathroom
light behind him.

“Of course, I’m always ready for you.”
Tina purred as she beckoned him over with her finger. She watched
him close the gap between them, his body showing her the fruits of
his hard gym labor. He wasn’t always like that, when she had first
met him in high school, Chad was what you would call chubby or even
overweight. He wore the typical thick glasses that everyone seemed
to wear back then and his passion was music.

Tina grabbed the towel and pulled him
closer, she could smell the Calvin Klein shower gel that he liked
so much.

“Mmm, let me take care of that for
you.” Tina said as faced him and took his thick and uncut cock in
her hands.

Chad reached over and ran his fingers
through her hair, making Tina shiver as she licked the tip. Her
tongue ran under the head of his cock, flicking the sensitive skin
that she knew would turn him on. Tina continued her teasing as she
moved her attention back to the head and took Chad deeper into her
mouth, her hand on his tight buttocks pulling him close. First she
sealed her lips just around the head and caressed him with her
tongue. Tina could feel her hair being gripped tightly as Chad
enjoyed the sensations of her warm mouth. With her hand as a guide,
Tina took more of his length until she felt his cock touch the back
of her throat.

“Keep going, that feels so good.” Chad
said between his groans. Tina looked up at him and slowly withdrew
his cock from her mouth. As her hands stroked him back and forth,
she could feel the tightening of his balls. She continued to look
at him as she licked his shaft making it bob against her face. She
didn’t mind that, it made her feel like a vixen and she loved
giving him blowjobs. Clean shaved balls greeted Tina as she took
them in her mouth and sucked them one at a time, alternating
between then noisily.

“I think I’m going to cum if you keep
that up.” Chad said as he groaned again as Tina’s hands slowed down
to a crawl.

“Wait.” she said as she moved back up
his shaft with her tongue, the trail of her saliva and his pre-cum
evidence of their arousal.

Tina moved over to the middle of the
bed and flipped onto her back and spread her legs exposing her
trimmed pussy. She was soaking wet and already the creaminess of
her juices were glistening for Chad to see. Dipping a finger into
her hot wet slit, Tina brought it to her lips and sucked on it. “It
tastes so good.”

Chad needed no more encouragement, in
one swift movement he was between her legs, his mouth upon her
dripping pussy. He suckled her lips eagerly as if he was a man
denied food or water. Tina arched her back as the sensations ran
through her body; she could feel her nipples hardening in the cool
air as they formed stiff peaks. The feeling continued through her
body, her body flushed with heat. Each touch of Chad’s tongue on
her clit sent bolts of pleasure through her. Chad had always loved
going down on Tina and today was no different. He was sucking and
nibbling, tasting her sweet nectar upon his lips. His hands gripped
her knees and spread them apart allowing him maximum access. Tina
moaned as she felt his tongue enter her, his face buried in her,
her juices coating his face. She continued to push against him
rotating her hips as she gyrated against his face.

“Don’t stop, I was so close.” Tina
moaned as she felt Chad stop.

She glanced down her body and saw that
he was looking at her, “Oh, I’m just teasing you darling.” he said
as he lowered his head and restarted his oral assault.

“Yes! Yes!” Tina cried out as her legs
began to tremble, the orgasm threatened to overcome her body. Her
hand flew down between her legs and gripped Chad’s hair and held
him tightly against her pussy preventing him from lifting his
head.

The sound of his muffled enjoyment was
too much for Tina and her toes curled as she felt the first tremors
of her orgasm. She bit her lip as his two fingers entered her and
started to rub a certain spot that he knew she enjoyed so
much.

“I want you in me, I want to feel
you.” Tina said between moans.

Despite the fans cooling the room,
Tina was drenched in sweat and their tiny bedroom had the heavy
smell of arousal. Chad gave Tina’s clit a final suck causing her to
groan loudly before he stood up and leaned over to the drawer to
pull out a condom. Swiveling her body to get closer to Chad, Tina
reached out and touched his arm slowing his attempt to get the
condom out of the bedside drawer.

“Don’t put that on, I want to feel you
in me.” Tina purred to Chad. She continued her seduction, “I want
you to cum in me.”

Tina moved so that she was on her
knees, her hand rubbing her clit as she dipped a finger into
herself. “I want you to fill me with your seed so that it oozes out
of me like the dirty slut I am.” she said, giving Chad a sweet but
naughty smile.

Chad closed his eyes, “Damn, baby
girl.” he mouthed. He opened his eyes to see Tina finger fucking
herself, her body bobbing up and down as she rode herself towards
another orgasm. Chad moved towards Tina but caught himself and
reached again for the condoms in the draw. “I want to so bad,
there’s nothing more delicious in this world to feel your pussy
gripping my cock.” He sighed, “But, you’re not on the pill and I’m
not ready to take that risk.” Tina could see his shoulders slump as
he continued.

Tina moved forward and began to kiss
his rock hard stomach moving upwards until her mouth was by his
ear, “I’ll let you do anything to me. I’ll even let you fuck my
ass.” Tina moaned just before she nibbled his ear lobe.

Tina felt his cock twitch against her,
“Why are you teasing me so much?” Chad said the frustration showing
in his voice. “I want to, you know I do, but now isn’t the right
time, I have the business to develop, it’s at a crucial stage. I’m
sorry.”

Finally, Chad broke the contact
between them and picked up the condom, ripping the foil. He took it
out and tried to put it on but he found that he couldn’t maintain
his erection.

“Can I help?” Tina asked as she
reached over towards Chad’s cock to help him, “Maybe I could use my
mouth to put it on. I know you like that.” she replied.

Chad pursed his lips and turned his
body away. “No, it’s fine, plus I’m not in the mood anymore.” he
said angrily, throwing the condom towards the waste bin, missing it
completely.

He turned back to Tina, raising his
arms in disgust, “Why do you always do this? I know that you want a
baby but we agreed that we would save up money when the business
was established and you had finished your professional
exams.”

Tina cursed to herself silently; she
knew that she had come on too strong, that she had pushed Chad too
far. Moving off the bed, “I’m sorry; I just get carried away
sometimes. You make me so horny.”

Moving off the bed, Tina stood up and
walked over to Chad wrapping her arms around him. “I really am
sorry; I just get carried away in the heat of the moment.” Tina
said as she looked up at him, smiling.

Chad took hold of her arms and freed
himself from her embrace, “I know you do,” he said as he kissed her
forehead, “I’m just not ready right now.” He turned and walked
towards the door, swinging it open, Chad glanced back, “I’m going
out to think, I’ll be back later.” With that, Chad shut the door
leaving Tina alone in the bedroom.

Tina threw herself onto the bed and
wrapped the sheets around her as if it was a protective cocoon. She
was upset that Chad had left her. It was what he did when he didn’t
want to face any major issues in their relationship. In his job, he
could handle the pressure and tough choices but every time she
brought up the baby issue, Chad would get defensive, angry and
dismissive.

Reaching between her legs, Tina
realized that she was still horny. Her pussy was still slick from
her earlier finger fucking and she needed to release her sexual
frustrations. It was a good thing that she kept her sex toy drawer
fully stocked. She opened the drawer and pulled out the toy that
was supposed to be a massage aid for sore and aching muscles,
according to the package it came in. Whatever it was supposed to be
technically used for, it always held top position when it came to
having a hard and delicious orgasm. To accompany the massager, Tina
pulled out a dildo that had a curved bulbous head and gave it a
suck to lubricate it before sliding it into her wanton
pussy.

Tina bit her lip as she switched on
the massager and applied it to her clit. The big head of the toy
sent vibrations through her that made Tina arch her back and her
toes curl. As the vibrations teased and tantalized her, she moved
the dildo in and out, the head rubbing against the walls of her
pussy. If she kept this up, Tina knew that she wouldn’t last
long.

The noise of the massager, her ever
increasing moans and the squelching of her juices as she fucked
herself grew louder and louder with every passing second. Tina
couldn’t catch her breath, her skin felt like she was on fire, the
tingling sensation radiated through her body.

With a final thrust that had the dildo
bottom out in her, Tina’s brought her knees to her chest and cried
out as an orgasm racked her body, the hand that held the dildo was
slick and wet, a spreading damp patch formed underneath her on the
sheet, an obscene reminder of how turned on she was. Her body
shivered and trembled as the aftershocks shot through her body.
Tina felt satisfied as she dropped the massager and withdrew the
dildo, letting them fall upon the bed. Her hands stroked her body
as she reached down and dipped a finger into her pussy before
bringing it to her mouth. I taste so good, Tina thought to herself
as she let out another satisfied sigh.

***

“Shit!” Tina said as she opened her
eyes and was almost blinded by a bright beam of sunlight shining in
through the curtains. The massager and dildo were strewn on the
bed, still in the place that she had left them. She rolled over and
felt the space next to her, it was still cold. Swinging her legs
down, Tina stood up, her naked body on display and walked out of
the bedroom and headed towards the kitchen. When she got there,
Tina spied the green light on her mobile phone blinking indicating
that she had missed a call.

“I’m still mad at you so I’m staying
around Paul’s for the night.” Chad said in the answering machine
message that he’d left during the night. Paul was his best friend
that he often confided in. Tina listened to the rest of the
message, “So I won’t be coming home straight away, I’ll meet you at
your parent’s house this afternoon.”

The thought of Chad meeting her at her
parents’ house annoyed her immensely; it was the sort of behavior
that Tina expected from him. When it came to his business, he was
focused and very good at what he did. If only he would apply the
same focus to their relationship, then Tina would be a happy
woman.

Tina made her way back upstairs and
quickly showered before heading towards her bedroom closet.
Sighing, Tina took out the dress that she was going to wear, a nice
black number that hugged her body in all the right places and
showed off all of her curves. She had pert breasts and this dress
accentuated them perfectly with its plunging neckline. The hem of
the dress was long enough just to go past her knees. Tina took one
last look in the mirror, blew herself a kiss and headed to the
car.

***

Tina’s parents lived in the suburbs
about an hour away from the city. It was the type of place that you
saw so often in the movies, nice houses with manicured lawns, trees
that lined the street that were lush and green in the summer
turning to the rich golden oranges and browns in the autumn. Tina
loved it as a child, having moved here after being adopted at the
age of eight. She had always appreciated her parents and cherished
the relationship that they had developed over the years.

“Tina, you’re home!” her mother cried
out as Tina stepped out of her car, her arms outstretched to
embrace her daughter.

Tina smiled and embraced her mother
lovingly. “Where’s Chad?” her father, Thomas, said as he came up
behind his wife, Felicity.

Breaking off the embrace with her
mother, she hugged her father and replied, “He’s coming later, we
had an argument and he needed to think.”

Thomas looked at her, the puzzlement
etched on his face, “Well I hope it’s nothing too serious. We’re
celebrating tonight at the Red Rooster,” he said. “Anyway, let’s
all go in and grab something to drink before we get ready and head
out.” Thomas said as he took Tina’s bags and led them all inside,
his arm around his daughter’s shoulder.

Six O’clock came and went, and still
no Chad. Finally seven thirty came and Chad turned up looking
pretty sheepish. Tina greeted him in the best way she knew how, she
slapped him on the arm, “Where the hell have you been?” she
exclaimed.

“Sorry honey, I got drunk at Pete’s
last night, stayed up until four in the morning so I didn’t wake up
until two this afternoon.”

Tina stared at him, her lips pursed in
anger, “Well at least you here now and ready to go,” Tina replied.
Chad nodded as he lifted her chin and kissed her on the lips. Tina
moaned a little and nibbled his bottom lip, “Go and say hi to my
parents and let’s go.” she said after she broke the
kiss.

The Red Rooster was an upbeat
steakhouse that the family had visited many times over the years.
They served delicious cocktails in fancy glasses and the food was
to die for. Tina had tried most things on the menu as she was
growing up. The place held special memories for her so Tina was
happy that the family was celebrating her father’s birthday
there.

“I’ll have a pitcher of Eternal
Sunshine please.” Tina said, her finger tracing down the many drink
options on the menu.

“Anything for you Sir?” the waitress
asked Chad. He shook his head, “No thank you, I’m driving back.” he
said pointing to the keys on the table. The waitress nodded and
continued to take the rest of the order. Eventually, she left and
departed for the kitchen.

The night went on, the food was
delivered and the drink flowed. “Happy Birthday Dad,” Tina sang as
she poured tumbler after tumbler of the cocktail that she loved so
much.

Thomas smiled at his daughter and held
up his drink, “I’ll like to propose a toast,” he said. “I’m just
happy to be here celebrating my birthday, surrounded by my lovely
wife, my lovely daughter who came into our lives sixteen years ago
and her fiancé.” Thomas looked at each of his family in turn, “I
love you all.” he said as they clinked their glasses
together.

***

“How’s business going Chad?” Felicity
asked,

He looked sheepishly at Tina knowing
that it was a sore point at the moment based on the previous
night’s argument. “The business is improving slowly; I’m meeting
with producers and other suits later this week to discuss the
future.”

Felicity giggled, her mood was
heightened by the amount of alcohol in her system, so the next
question she asked wasn’t a surprise to Tina.

“So when am I’m going to be a
grandmother?” Felicity asked. She glanced over to Tina, “I know
that she’s always wanted to start a family.”

Shifting in his seat, Chad looked at
the others around the table. “Tina and I have talked about it and
we’ve decided to wait until the business is established.” he
replied. He was clearly uncomfortable talking about it.

Felicity continued on, her hand
touching the top of Chad’s, “Well don’t wait too long; I want to
have the chance to spoil my grandchild.”

“Enough now, Felicity.” Thomas said as
he glanced at his wife, “Let’s enjoy the food and
drink.”

Tina could feel the tears forming; her
mother knew that the talk of having children was a sensitive point.
Tina knew that once her mother got tipsy then her inhibitions were
lowered and any subject was fair game.

“I’m feeling a little queasy, I think
I need some fresh air.” she said standing up from the
table.

“Want me to come with you?” Chad
asked. He started to rise from the table but Tina touched his arm,
“It’s OK, I just need to think, gather my thoughts and try to sober
up a bit.” Tina leaned over and kissed Chad, “I won’t be long,
about 30 minutes or so.” she said.

“I’ll keep you company, I need to get
some fresh air as well, plus it’s dark out there.” Thomas said as
he stood up and grabbed his coat. Tina nodded and hooked her arm
around her dad’s and walked out of the restaurant.

It was dark outside save for the lone
spots of light provided by the streetlamps, Tina huddled close to
her dad as they both walked down the street. “I’m sorry Dad,” Tina
said, “It’s just that the talk of babies is a sore subject right
now.”

“I know exactly what you’re going
through,” Thomas said, “You have to remember that your mother
couldn’t get pregnant. That’s why we were lucky and adopted
you.”

The tears started to fall down Tina’s
face and she turns to face her dad, “I know that Chad loves me and
that the business is his priority right now but I would like to
start a family.” Tina buried her face into her Dad’s chest and
began to sob uncontrollably.

“It’s ok, darling” Thomas replied as
he stroked his daughters hair, “Things will be alright between you
two.” He continued to stroke her, comforting her with his
embrace.

Tina felt secure in her father’s arms,
she felt safe and loved. Chad often embraced her but it felt
different. Why did she want to have a child so badly? What made her
crave being knocked up by Chad?

She looked up to her father and as she
gazed at him, a realization came to her. If her fiancé wouldn’t
provide her with what she needed, then maybe the man that was in
front of her would. It was a risk but one that she was willing to
take. She wanted her father to take her. It was an all or nothing
attempt that had to be made.

Apprehensively, she looked at him, “I
want you to fuck me, I want you to father my child.” Thomas looked
shocked but before he could answer, Tina goes onto her tiptoes and
kisses him. She nibbled his bottom lip and despite the rainfall
increasing, she doesn’t care at this moment in time. All she knows
is that she wants her father close to her. She wanted her father
inside her.

“We shouldn’t do this, you’re my
daughter, it’s wrong.” Thomas said as he broke contact from Tina’s
kiss.

Tina stroked his cheek, “I want this
Dad, I’ve never wanted anything more, plus I’m adopted so it’s not
like we’re doing anything wrong.” she said as she kissed him
again.

The rain started to fall, the droplets
splashed onto their faces as they kissed. Tina moaned as she melted
into her dad’s embrace. His hands pulled at her dress, then slid
down to her ass and gripped it tightly pulling her body close. She
moaned as she felt her body tremble in his grip. Her nipples
tightened and the familiar tingle that she felt when she was turned
on returned, her pussy became wetter as they continued to kiss, her
thighs becoming slicker with each passing second.

The rain continued to fall soaking
them both, their clothes clinging to their bodies. She reached
between them and unbuckled her dad’s trousers and slid her hands
into his boxers. Tina felt her dad’s hard cock and wrapped her
fingers around it. She moaned as she felt how heavy it was in her
hands and slipped it out into the open. Dropping to her knees, she
took his cock into her mouth and felt it get even harder. Swirling
her tongue around the shaft, she moved her head down and took him
fully in her mouth. Suddenly Tina’s hair was grabbed and wrapped
around her dad’s hand as her head was guided down his
cock.

Inch by inch, her mouth savored his
thick rod; the taste of her dad was making Tina’s pussy drip. The
rain that fell on them just soaked them further. She looked up to
meet her dad’s gaze, her brown eyes meeting his. Pulling herself
off her dad’s cock, “Take me now.” she said before engulfing his
cock with more mouth once more, and fondling his balls with her
hand.

“That feels so good, darling,” Thomas
said as his eyes fluttering with each movement of Tina’s head. He
picked her up, helping her to her feet, “Are you sure you want
this?” he said as he turned her around and bends her over. Tina’s
hands fell upon the bonnet of the car, the cold metal underneath
her hands. He roughly pushed her dress above her waist and ran his
fingers through her slit feeling the wetness on his fingers. “You
are such a naughty girl, not wearing any panties.” he said as
continued to finger her pussy.

“I do want this; I’m fertile at the
moment.” She looks up at her father, the rain falls upon her face
smearing her makeup, “Fuck me dad, please. I want you in
me.”

Tina reached around and guided her
dad’s cock into her. Her pussy accepted his eight inches easily as
it glides into her soaking pussy. She feels her dad tense and
groans as he goes deep within her. Pushing her body back to meet
his thrusts, she growls, “Harder, faster, daddy!” Her hand reaches
round as she tries to grab at him to fuck her, “Fuck me like an
animal.” she roars into the night.

Thomas doesn’t say a word to her;
instead he just increases his thrusting. The sound of wet skin and
the noise of Tina moving against the car fills the air. Without
warning, Tina feels her ass being invaded by her father’s slick
thumb.

“More!” she moaned while wiggling her
ass against her father’s hand. An orgasm threatened to take over,
her nipples ached as he pressed her upon the cold metal of the car.
Tina’s legs trembled as Thomas continued to assault her pussy. Tina
looked around and saw that despite being on a main street, no one
was watching the intense fucking that she was experiencing with her
dad.

“Please cum in me, get me pregnant!”
Tina moaned as she felt her dad tense his body. He slapped her ass
making it jiggle, the imprint of his hand sting against her cold
cheeks.

“I’m cumming!” Thomas shouted, his
words drowned out by the roaring winds and falling rain upon the
streets. Tina shuddered as she felt her dad’s cock twitch,
releasing his cum inside her, which was all she needed to release
her own climax. Her fingers curled as the orgasm ripped through her
body. With every thrust that her dad delivered as he impregnated
her, the more she felt the sensations flow through her body. The
feeling that she was feeling was so overwhelming that she collapsed
onto the car with her father still delivering his load in
her.

By the time Thomas withdrew from her,
Tina was moaning and the cum was dripping out of her pussy down her
thigh.

“I guess we should get back to the
others.” Tina said as she tried to catch her breath. Even Chad
never made her orgasm like her father had. She turned around and
threw herself into her dad’s arms.

“Thank you.” she said as she kissed
him again. This time, she didn’t feel the resistance from her
father,

“It’s my pleasure.” he said smiling at
her, “What better birthday present could I ask for?”

Tina laughed, “Well hopefully in nine
months, you’ll know the answer to that.”

***

Bred By The King

 “What news do you bring to this court?” King Fabian bellowed,
his voice booming in the vast hall that he held court over. His
eyes narrowed at the individual in front of him. The old doctor
shuffled from side to side, rubbing his hands together
nervously.

“It is not good news, my King.” the
doctor said. The doctor tried to avert his gaze from him. “We have
lost another baby, it was delivered stillborn.” His speech was
stilted and he muffled his words.

“Continue.” King Fabian
ordered.

“What’s even worse is that this latest
delivery has damaged your wife. She lost a lot of blood during the
process.” the doctor replied.

King Fabian looked at the doctor, he
could see the sweat forming on the doctor’s brow and the color was
draining from his face.

“That is unacceptable” King Fabian
roared, standing up to full height, his imposing figure towered
over the doctor before him. “I need a successor to my kingdom. I
need a son.”

King Fabian strode down the stairs
towards the doctor, his face stopping mere inches away, “Maybe it’s
the ineptitude of the doctors that are the problem.”

The doctor visibly gulped and he
rubbed his hands together even more frantically. “No M’Lord, we are
doing the best we can, we have no idea why your wife cannot deliver
you a son.” The doctor gulped again, “Maybe your wife has trouble
producing children.”

King Fabian walked around the doctor
looking at him with scorn, “Are you insinuating that the royal
bloodline as decreed by God is not perfect?”

The doctor’s eyes widened, “No Sire,
I’m just giving you all the options. We will find a way, I
promise.”

“Let’s hope so, for your own sake.”
the king replied ominously. Striding back to the throne, he seated
himself and waved his hand, dismissing the doctor.

“Depart from me, solve this problem or
you will find yourself wishing that you were never
born.”

“Thank you, you are most gracious
Sir.” the doctor replied, bowing as he retreated from the throne
room. The guards at the entrance closed the grand oak doors leaving
the King to contemplate the situation. Pinching the bridge of his
nose, King Fabian sighed and breathed deeply. He liked the doctor,
having chosen him for his skills and knowledge when he first
ascended to the throne.

“You know he is correct in his theory
Sire. You shouldn’t be too hard on him, he’s a good doctor. You
wouldn’t have appointed him if he was incompetent.” a voice
said.

King Fabian looked over to the source
of the voice. It belonged to his trusted advisor, Marcus. He was a
tall fellow, his body built from military skirmishes over the years
yet he had the wisdom of a poet. In Marcus, both the pen and the
sword were mighty. Nodding, King Fabian motioned for Marcus to
approach him from the front. Marcus did so, bowing as he faced his
King.

“So tell me what we should do Marcus,
we need a male child to inherit this land and all I own upon it.”
King Fabian was troubled about the situation and for once, he was
at an impasse.

“You can breed with one of your
subjects.” Marcus offered.

“Unacceptable, a King lowering himself
to breed with a subject of the kingdom, it would pollute the
bloodline.” He shook his head, “Next.”

Marcus stroked his chin pondering over
the options, “You could continue to have sex with your wife and
hope that she can produce an heir to the throne.”

“Yes, but you heard the doctor, she
had complications so she might not be able to produce a child at
all, let alone a son.” King Fabian replied.

Marcus looked around and King Fabian
could tell from experience that his trusted advisor was thinking of
something of grave importance.

“If I may be so bold, I have a radical
idea that might solve our troubles.” Marcus’s voice was low almost
to a whisper. King Fabian leaned forward, clearly interested in
what his advisor had to say.

“How many daughters do you have
M’Lord? Marcus asked.

A look of puzzlement crossed King
Fabian’s face, “I have two daughters, the progeny of the Queen’s
brother. While they are not mine, they are now part of my royal
bloodline. You know the answer to that question.” The King glared
at Marcus, “It was my responsibility to raise them, with their
father killed in battle and their mother dying from delivering the
youngest, it was my moral duty to care for them.”

“My idea was that you breed with your
eldest daughter. She is two decades old and her virtue is still
intact.” Marcus said as he awaited the King’s response.

“Enough with your nonsense!” He
roared, “What you suggest is against God.”

“Why is it against God? They were not
sired by you? I know that you have raised them since they were mere
children but they do not carry your blood within them. Any progeny
that you sire will be eligible for your throne.” Marcus continued
to speak, “Plus have you noticed that on the Queen’s side of the
family that she is the only female amongst five brothers? The
chances of producing a male child are bound to be
higher.”

“No, I must be the paragon of virtuous
responsibility; I cannot spill my seed within my daughter. It is
wrong to consider such things.” King Fabian let out a little sigh,
his fingers drumming on the arm of the throne as he thought about
Marcus’ proposal.

Marcus shook his head in disagreement,
“I know that I should not question your judgment M’Lord but this
situation that you find yourself in is more important than your
individual needs.” Marcus moved forward, closer to King Fabian,
“This is to ensure that your legacy lives on.”

King Fabian nodded, his hair swaying
with each nod, “You do speak the truth but I must deliberate on
this matter.” Leaning back on his throne, “Leave me, this is no
easy choice.” King Fabian replied as he dismissed his advisor.
Marcus nodded to King Fabian and left the throne room.

Life as King was never easy; the
choices that he made not only affected him but his family and
subjects. The thought of breeding with his daughter weighed heavily
on his mind. It did make sense to do what his advisor had
suggested. He needed to preserve the family line at all
costs.

***

It was time to tend to his wife; he
knew that he could not tell her the situation. Any more news
regarding pregnancy and childbirth would only make her condition
worse. “As King, this burden is mine alone.” he thought to
himself.

As he left his throne room, he walked
the halls taking in his opulent surroundings. He admired the rich
tapestries that hung from the castle walls, the deep colors that
depicted his families’ likeness from centuries past. He turned his
head and with a heavy heart noted the empty space next to his
portrait; he hoped that one day a similar portrait of his son would
hang alongside his own. King Fabian wrapped his robes around him
and nodded. It had to be done, for the good of his country, he had
to breed with his daughter until she borne him a son. It was far
too late to do anything about it now so King Fabian decided to go
to bed and deal with the matter the next day.

***

‘Whoever thought up the idea of
corsets needs to be publicly shamed and flogged.’ Beatrice thought
to herself. Even though it was made of the finest material it was
still uncomfortable on her curvy hips, the supporting bones poked
into the side of her ribs. Beatrice tried to adjust it through the
many layers that she was wearing. What made it more uncomfortable
for her was that she was kneeling behind the stables. Slowly she
removed the loose stone from the wall that allowed her to see
inside. The slight pain that Beatrice felt on her knees from the
stony ground was worth it. Every night she came down here and spied
on the stable lad that tended the horses.

Placing the stone on the ground,
Beatrice leaned forward placing her hands on each side of the
peephole and peered through. Without fail and every night, Tristan
brought a girl back to have his wicked way with her. Beatrice
sighed silently and wished that she could be one of those girls but
it was forbidden by her stepfather to have sex before marriage. She
also knew that it would bring shame to the family if she had carnal
relations with a lowly stable boy. Beatrice could only dream as she
watched.

A flush of heat radiated through
Beatrice’s body as she watched Tristan strip. She could feel
herself getting wetter as the girl from the nearby village peeled
off his clothes. First, she took off his tunic to reveal well
developed muscles. His shoulders were broad and he had very little
body fat so every time he moved, his muscles rippled in the little
light that the moonlight provided. Next, his trousers was removed,
the village girl kneeling as she pulled them down to reveal
Tristan’s bare ass.

Beatrice removed her hand from the
wall and reached down between her thighs, scooping up her dress
that had pooled on the floor. She bit her lip hard as her fingers
found her sex and she found herself slick with
anticipation.

“Drop your dress, Dawn.” Tristan said,
“I want to see your breasts.” Dawn smiled at Tristan and did as she
was told. She slid it off her shoulders, allowing the plain dress
to fall on the hay that lined the floor.

“That’s good.” Tristan said as he
reached forward to grab Dawn’s tits. Beatrice couldn’t see the
reaction of Dawn but she assumed that the village girl was enjoying
it as she could hear her giggling with delight.

“Now suck me.” Tristan ordered as he
reached down and grabbed his cock. Beatrice had to stifle a moan as
Tristan turned enough for her to see his raging erection. She had
seen it many times before, it was the source of many her fantasies.
Often when she was in private tuition, she would daydream about
being ravished on the hay by his thick erect cock.

The village girl nodded, opened her
mouth and took in his length. Beatrice watched intently, her
fingers grazing her clit sending shivers of delight through her
body. Her nipples ached as they pushed against the tight bondage of
her corset. She yearned to be naked and free. The way that Dawn
moved her mouth on his cock hypnotized her; Beatrice leant forward
and slid a finger inside her, her sex gripping her finger coating
it with hot juices.

As Beatrice looked on, she wondered
what it would be like to have a thick shaft in her mouth, have it
fill her up, stretching it to the point where if she continued to
suck it, it would become painful. “One day, I’ll know.” Beatrice
thought.

A moan from within the stables brought
Beatrice back to the present. Dawn had stopped sucking his cock and
was on all fours. She wasn’t curvy but rather skinny with rosebud
breasts and her skin was pale in the moonlight. Her hair was
swaying wildly as Tristan pounded her from behind, each thrust
jerking her forward. Beatrice had to remind herself to breathe and
with each thrust that Tristan made, she found that she was matching
the same rhythm with her fingers. It wouldn’t be long now before
she felt the sexual rush that she knew intimately.

“None of the other girls are like you.
You’re a wild one; I see I have to break you in.” Tristan groaned,
his strong hands reaching for her hair. He grabbed it and yanked it
hard, Dawn’s head tilted upwards as he continued to pound her
mercilessly, the muscles in his ass tensing up with each powerful
motion that he made.

“Fuck me harder, you animal!” Dawn
cried, bucking her hips.

Beatrice whimpered as her fingers
caressed her clit, teasing it with every stroke of her finger. She
held her breath as she felt the heat spread from her neck down to
her breasts. Her stomach was in knots.

“I’m going to fill you up now.”
Tristan groaned.

Beatrice watched as he pulled Dawn’s
hair as he filled the village girl’s sex with his seed. That was
all it took for Beatrice to go over the edge. As Tristan emptied
himself, Beatrice felt herself go lightheaded, her toes curled and
her fingers were soaked from the juices that trickled down her
inner thighs.

“Forgive me father...” she whimpered.
No longer was she looking at the scene in the stable, now she was
on her back, legs spread with her dress obscenely hitched up around
her waist. Her fingers rubbing her clit furiously while her body
trembled as waves of pleasure cascaded through her body.

The air grew cold as Beatrice lay on
the floor surrounded by trees. Her dress was dirty from the sticks
and the mud and her hair was disheveled, clearly not a look fit for
a King’s daughter. Her thoughts wandered back to Tristan. She
shivered as she imagined being treated roughly, thrown in hay and
taken by a man with a big cock.

It must have been a good ten minutes
before Beatrice realized that she should get back to the castle.
Standing up, she dusted her hair free from twigs and dirt and
smoothed down her dress. If anyone saw her, she would say that she
stumbled whilst on a moonlit walk in the forest. She bent over and
saw that the stables was empty, both Tristan and Dawn had
disappeared back to their abode. Beatrice replaced the stone back
into its original location and headed back towards home.

***

King Fabian couldn’t sleep. With
stately duties weighing on his mind, sleep was a luxury that even
as King he couldn’t obtain all the time. He was worried about his
wife. She was very ill and emotional after her delivery and needed
a lot of bed rest. Despite his earlier outburst at the doctor, he
did trust him implicitly with his wife. He clearly let frustration
and anger cloud his dealings. Now that he had no one but the dim
candlelight as company, the thoughts of breeding with his daughter
troubled him.

Flinging his bed covers aside; King
Fabian swung his legs over the side, his toes nuzzling the smooth
bear fur rug. “I need a walk.” he thought to himself, grabbing his
nearby robes and shoes. Save for a few guards posted at key points
in the castle, King Fabian walked the halls alone. He thought about
going to the throne room but decided at the last minute to go for a
walk in the forest hoping that the fresh air would help clear his
mind.

The cold night threatened to nip at
his skin but he kept it at bay by wrapping his royal robes tightly
against him. Closing the door behind him, he stepped outside and
headed towards the trees.

King Fabian took great pride in the
land that he owned; he was a keen horse rider and loved to conduct
hunts of the stags that roamed within his realm.

Now that he was alone, he thought back
to his daughter. It was true that she was of age and was at a stage
where she would be fertile. He also knew or at least hoped that she
was still virtuous and pure. What troubled him now was his wife,
how would he explain to her the circumstances of their daughter
getting pregnant when she was not betrothed to a suitor.

His walk led him near the stables,
“That is odd,” he thought to himself, “The stable doors are
open.”

King Fabian shook his head, “I’ll have
to have a word with the stable lad.’

Moving closer to the stables, he saw a
figure move to the side of the barn and crouch down. As King Fabian
approached, the figure was peering inside and hadn’t spotted him.
Although there was no light to illuminate the stranger at the barn,
he could see that it was a woman clothed in a dress.

“No village girl wears clothes like
that.” King Fabian scowled, confusion etched on his face. He was
about to call out to the woman but she was pressed against the
stable wall and her body was gyrating rhythmically. He was no fool
having watched many exotic dancers in his court and his wife had
performed self-pleasure while he watched many times in the
past.

Even though King Fabian couldn’t see
the woman pleasure herself, the mere thought of her doing it in the
first place turned him on. Beneath his robes, he could feel his
cock rising to attention. It had been many months since he had any
sexual release of any kind, so the thought of a woman pleasuring
herself in the open sent his mind racing. A lady in his realm
didn’t do that sort of thing out in the open, it was unheard
of.

Reaching between the folds of his
robe, he touched his cock and gave it a squeeze. He shivered and
groaned, the pleasure that he felt was almost too much for
him.

The clouds parted and at that moment,
the woman turned her head. King Fabian gasped when he saw who it
was. The target of all his troubles, it was his own daughter,
Beatrice, pleasuring herself outside and she was spying on someone.
His mind raced, conflicted between anger and sexual
arousal.

He retreated enough so that he could
see still his daughter but he wouldn’t be seen. He knew it was
wrong to spy but his cock had other ideas. It strained against his
heavy robes and King Fabian wanted nothing more than to unravel his
robes and spill his essence on to the ground. Should he go back
into the castle and forget what he saw?

The fact that he wasn’t moving
answered that question for him. He was mesmerized by the way she
moved her body. He was transfixed as she continued to pleasure
herself, his own breathing matching the motion of her body. When he
saw her fall onto her back and hitch her skirt up, he felt pre-cum
on the tip of his cock. From the way she threw back her hair and
allowed herself to be overcome by her orgasm, his mind was made up.
He needed to approach the situation with his daughter in a delicate
way, if he apprehended her now; the chances of breeding with her
would be reduced to nothing.

Not wanting to take the risk of being
caught, he tightened his robe and slipped back into the castle
nodding to the guards as he made his way back to his royal bed
chambers.

Slipping out of his boots and allowing
his robes to fall onto the rug, King Fabian pulled his bed covers
over him and blew out the candles. His mind was filled with the
images of his daughter by the stables.

“For the good of the kingdom, I have
to breed with Beatrice, she’s ready to be impregnated.” he
thought.

***

All day King Fabian thought over his
decision to breed with his daughter, he couldn’t forget what he’d
seen the night before. Finally, he decided to set the plan into
motion. He sent a message to Marcus to meet him in his
bedchambers.

Soon Marcus arrived, “How can I be of
service M’Lord?” Marcus asked.

King Fabian nodded, “Close the door
behind you.” he requested. Marcus nodded and shut the door behind
him,

“I’ve decided to go ahead with the
plan. Although I do not have to inform you of the reason for my
decision, I will tell you that I saw my daughter pleasuring herself
behind the stables last night.” King Fabian said to Marcus. “I
trust you.” King Fabian continued.

He watched Marcus pace the room, his
hands behind his back, deep in thought.

“Does she know that you saw her by the
stables?” Marcus asked.

“No, I was hidden by the trees, but I
know that this is the right thing to do.”

“Have you approached her?” His voice
laced with concern, “You have to do this in the right way,
Sir”

King Fabian waved his hand, “You have
nothing to worry about. Please summon Beatrice to my bed
chambers.”

“As you wish M’Lord.” Marcus replied
as he picked up his cloak, turned sharply on his heels and exited
the room.

Although King Fabian didn’t want to
admit it to himself, he was nervous. Of course, he couldn’t allow
people to see his real feelings otherwise his authority would be
undermined. His stomach tightened as he felt the apprehension about
seeing his daughter. The time seemed to drag as he waited but
luckily he did not have to wait long.

***

“Why do I have to see my father in his
bedchamber?” King Fabian heard his daughter ask, her voice carrying
down the stone corridor.

“It is not for me to question the
King’s wishes.” Marcus replied. His tone of voice betrayed nothing
to the nature of the request that he had carried out.

Eventually, his daughter arrived in
his bedchamber. She was still wearing her night clothes, a long
silk dress that showed her ample curves. Her long hair flowed
around her neck onto her plump bosom. King Fabian felt his erection
stir under his robes as he looked over his daughter. She was more
beautiful than ever. Looking past his daughter, he nodded to Marcus
who bowed slightly and closed the door leaving King Fabian alone
with his daughter.

***

He stood up and walked towards
Beatrice whose gaze followed him wherever he went.

“I have called you here because I need
to discuss a matter of grave importance.” King Fabian
said.

Beatrice nodded, “Is Mother OK? Are
you OK?” she asked anxiously.

He could see the worry on her face, so
innocent and naive. He strode over to his daughter and placed his
hand on her shoulder. Her skin felt so soft under his palm. It took
all of his willpower to stop himself from nuzzling his face into
her shoulder.

“As you know, you Mother is ill and
weak caused by her traumatic ordeal.”

“Of course father, but what does this
have to do with me?” she replied. She still had that sweet innocent
look on her face.

King Fabian walked over to the window,
“You see all that land before you, everything from the castle to
the sea is under my domain.” Sighing, he continued, “You also enjoy
the privileges of being my daughter although you were not sprung
from my loins, but you know that a woman cannot inherit my
kingdom.”

As he looked out of the window, King
Fabian felt a hand upon his arm and his cock stiffened in
response.

“It’s OK, that’s the way it’s always
been and will always be.” she replied, “Although I cannot inherit
the kingdom, I do enjoy learning about politics, warfare,
literature and music. I know I have a privileged life compared to
the village girls.”

King Fabian nodded, agreeing with her
words, “We need a male heir and I fear that your mother is not able
to produce any children.” Turning to face his daughter, he gazed
into her eyes and traced a finger down the side of her face,
brushing aside her long hair. “You however are of fertile
age.”

He stopped and looked at her; he could
see the realization creep across her face.

She stepped back, “We, you...? No, we
can’t. It’s wrong. You’re my father!” She gathered up her dress and
headed towards the door.

“Wait!” King Fabian called out, “I
understand that you are reluctant but we must do this to ensure our
royal lineage.”

“But we can’t do this.” she
responded.

King Fabian moved towards his
daughter, he had to make her agree. ”I saw you by the stables last
night pleasuring yourself and it’s OK. I know how hard it must be
for you remain pure.”

The look on her face was a mixture of
shock and embarrassment, her face turned red as she heard the
revelation, “I’m sorry Father, I sometimes have these urges that
need to be quenched.”

King Fabian continued, his voice was
firm but soothing in its delivery, “I’m not angry at what I saw, in
fact I was aroused.”

Beatrice raised her eyebrow, “I’m your
daughter and yet you were aroused by me?”

She stopped her retreat to the door
and seemed deep in thought for a moment. She moved closer to her
father “I’ve never been desired before. It’s quite flattering,” Her
voice grew husky as she continued “I always been the one that
wasn’t noticed before. My sister gets all the attention of any
visiting princes; I’ve always felt that I just wasn’t pretty
enough.”

“Oh no Beatrice, you are beautiful.
Those princes are fools, but I bet they just thought that they
never had a chance with someone as entrancing as you.” Her father
said while reaching out to embrace her.

As they hugged, King Fabian moved his
lips mere inches away from her ear and whispered, “I’ll be gentle;
I know that you haven’t been deflowered.”

They broke their embrace and silently
gazed at each other and an understanding seemed to pass between
them. King Fabian reached for the material on her shoulders. He
felt Beatrice tremble under his touch as he slipped the dress off
her shoulders allowing the dress to pool at her feet.

“You’re beautiful, you know that.” he
said. He meant every word of it, he drank in her beauty. She
reminded him of a classical painting, her skin pale in the
flickering light of the room, her hair flowing down past her
shoulders. Her breasts full and womanly hips that hinted at her
fertility.

He unraveled his robe, revealing his
naked body to his daughter for the first time. His cock was erect
and bouncing in time with his heartbeat, the head glistened with
precum. He saw that Beatrice’s gaze was drawn to his erect shaft.
She was clearly mesmerized at the sight before her.

Taking her hand in his own, King
Fabian guided her hand to his erect cock. As she touched it, he
heard a gasp escape from her lips.

“Place it upon your lips and taste my
royal seed.” he said. King Fabian could still feel her trembling
under his hand as he guided her down to her knees. With his other
hand, he guided his cock to her lips.

Slowly, he pushed forward, the head of
his cock passing through her lips until he felt her warm mouth
envelop the tip of his shaft. Closing his eyes, King Fabian groaned
as he felt his daughter slowly suck his cock.

“You can suck harder.” King Fabian
said as he reached down and stroked her hair while Beatrice sucked
him off. She was sucking him gently as if she was unsure what to
do.

Beatrice responded by sliding her
hands up her father’s legs and held onto his thighs while her head
bobbed back and forth.

“That’s good, lick it on the side.”
King Fabian moaned as he watched his daughter follow his
instructions. He had to admit that even his wife didn’t give him a
blow job like the one he was getting now. He closed his eyes and
concentrated on the sensations. Beatrice was settling into a rhythm
with his cock her mouth stretched wide as he fucked her mouth. King
Fabian gasped as he felt Beatrice cup his balls in her
hands.

Beatrice withdrew her father’s cock
from her mouth, fondling his balls as she looked at him. King
Fabian shivered as he met her gaze. She looked so sexy and
innocent, his cock twitching in her hands.

“Is this how you like it Father?”
Beatrice asked breathily.

All King Fabian could do was nod in
agreement, “It is exactly how I like it.”

King Fabian looked down at his
daughter, “Stand up.” he said, helping her up with his hand. She
had stopped trembling and he was surprised but turned on when she
went on tiptoes to kiss him. His hand reached around the back of
her head, his fingers running through her hair as he returned the
kiss. It was so light and tender and he could tell that she wasn’t
used to doing this. Good thing too, it meant that she wasn’t that
experienced in the ways of men.

Sliding one hand down her back, King
Fabian pulled his daughter closer to him, her naked body touched
against his own. Beatrice let out a gasp as she moved closer to
him; he could feel the warmth of her loins pressed against his
thigh.

“Are you ready, my daughter?” King
Fabian asked, putting his finger under her chin to tilt her head
slowly upwards.

With her doe-like eyes, Beatrice
smiled, “Yes Father, I want you,” She breathed deeply, “My body
aches for your touch, I want to feel you inside me.” Beatrice
paused and averted her eyes from her father’s as if she was unsure
of what to say next.

“You know that I’m still a virgin,
so...” She reached down and took King Fabian’s cock into her
hands.

King Fabian felt his body tense and
his cock twitch as she delicately touched him. “Go on...” he
urged.

Beatrice placed her head against her
father’s chest, “Please be gentle.”

“Of course I will.” King Fabian
replied.

With that, he picked his daughter into
his arms and carried her over to the chaise longue and lowered her
down. He then straddled the chaise and bent over his daughter and
placed a kiss on her lips. His daughter responded by wrapping her
arms around his neck and passionately returning the kiss, their
tongues meeting as they explored each other’s mouths with a hurried
tenderness.

His cock was dripping precum over her
stomach and King Fabian knew that he wouldn’t last long. As he
broke off the kiss and separated himself from Beatrice’s embrace,
he started to kiss her neck. His cock twitched again as he smelt
her perfume, a beautiful mixture of rosewater and lavender. Lower
and lower he kissed, her body writhed under his touch. He kissed
her full breasts, and sucked at her engorged nipples.

King Fabian kissed her stomach.
Beatrice came alive as he spread her legs apart exposing her pussy.
He inhaled her scent and nipped her inner thigh, moving towards his
destination, his daughter’s wet and glistening slit. With his
fingers, he spread her lips and King Fabian could see that she was
aroused, a trickle of her juices seeped out as her clit hardened
under his swirling tongue.



“Please Father; I’ve never wanted it
more.” Beatrice whimpered.

King Fabian glanced up her body.
Beatrice writhed in pleasure, her hands gripped the side of the
chaise longue as King Fabian continued to lick and kiss her clit.
Each touch of his tongue caused Beatrice to moan and groan in
pleasure.

King Fabian stood up and took his
shaft in his hand and then guided the tip of his cock into her
wetness. He looked into her eyes and reached over and swept away a
stray lock of hair that had drifted onto her face.

“It may hurt a little.” King Fabian
said as he slowly inserted his cock inch by inch. He watched her
bite her lip as he went deeper into her. She was tight, very tight
and even though she was soaking wet, he didn’t want to go too hard
or too fast. He wanted her first time to be memorable. Beatrice bit
her lip as she moved her body, tilting her hips to take more of her
father’s cock within her.

“Want me to stop?” King Fabian
asked.

Frantically shaking her head, “No, no!
I want all of you, I want to carry your child, I want to give you
the son you desire.” Beatrice replied. She looked at her father
with an intense glare, “You’re so big and I want to feel all of
you.”

“I love you Beatrice.” King Fabian
whispered as he lifted her leg and placed it against his body, her
ankle by his shoulder. Back and forth he moved his hips, his cock
driving deep into his daughter. Her head was tilted back and her
eyes were closed but she was enjoying herself.

“It hurts but feels so good.” Beatrice
screamed.

King Fabian reached over and covered
her mouth, “You have to be quieter.” he said as he continued to
thrust. Beatrice looked at her father and nodded.

King Fabian groaned as she bit the
side of his hand every time he went deep. He figured it was her way
of experiencing both the pain and pleasure.

He loved how she felt on his cock, so
tight and accepting. King Fabian groaned again as he felt his cock
being squeezed as he fucked her. Any thoughts about breeding his
daughter being the wrong decision had disappeared from his mind.
Even though she was whimpering with each thrust, her cries of
pleasure kept him going.

Lowering her leg, King Fabian
positioned himself over her, his body covering hers, his strong
arms supporting himself above her frame. Beatrice wrapped her arms
around his back and raked her fingers down King Fabian’s back,
leaving scratch marks as evidence of their passionate love
making.

“I’m going to impregnate you now!” he
groaned.

“Yes! Yes!” Beatrice moaned as King
Fabian tensed and emptied his seed into his daughter.

His body trembled as each thrust sent
a thick strand into her womb. Beatrice reached down between her
legs and furiously rubbed her hard nub. She groaned loudly as the
orgasm rippled through her body. King Fabian smiled as he rolled
off his daughter; the shaft of his cock was wet and covered with a
creamy mixture of their juices.

“That was just the start.” King Fabian
said, his fingers spreading her lips to see his handiwork. His seed
oozed out of her pussy. He had produced a lot and he hoped that she
would get pregnant soon.

Beatrice sighed, dipped her finger
into her wet, cum filled pussy and brought it to her
lips.

“You taste good father,” she said
smiling. “Even if I get pregnant, I don’t want to stop.” She
shivered as the aftershock of the orgasm hit her again, “I’m glad
you chose me instead of my sister.”

King Fabian sat down beside Beatrice
and smiled at her hungrily, “Oh we won’t stop, there’s no chance of
that. I can’t wait to fuck you again; I have so much to teach
you.”

***

Bred On A Desert Island


“Shhh, you need to be quiet.” Gemma whispered to
Scott, her boyfriend who was sitting next to her.

She looked around and saw that Mary
and Darren, her mother and step-father, were sound asleep across
the aisle of the plane. The lights were dimmed providing just
enough illumination for Gemma to see what she was doing. Her hand
slid underneath the airline-monogrammed blue blanket covering
Scott’s lap, moving slowly across his leg. Starting by his knee,
her hand moved slowly upwards, stroking his inner thigh all the way
up to his zipper.

Gemma glanced around the cabin to make
sure that the coast was clear. That was the beauty of first class
cabins; the space that you got enabled you to have your own haven
without any interruptions or personal space issues. She could feel
Scott’s leg trembling in anticipation as she inched his zipper down
and slid her hand in. Despite his nervousness he was rock hard and
she could feel his thickness through his boxers.

Leaning over to him, her mouth inches
from Scott’s ear, Gemma whispered, “Are you sure you want me to do
this?” She looked at him and smiled, “I know I do.”

Scott didn’t say a word; his eyes were
focused on the seat ahead of him.

“I guess I would be nervous too if
Scott’s parents were sleeping on the other side of the aisle.”
Gemma thought to herself. That was the difference between Scott and
herself, she was more open to ideas, willing to experience new
things.

“Imagine me sucking you off, nice and
slowly. I want to taste you in my mouth.” Gemma whispered again in
her boyfriend’s ear. She heard a low moan as her hand slipped
underneath his boxers and freed his cock.

If an air hostess or her parents had
looked over, they would have seen a tent like structure forming
underneath the blanket that covered them both. Luckily for Scott,
they were on the night portion of the flight and most people were
asleep.

Her fingers brushed against Scott’s
balls making him jump in surprise. Gemma wanted to draw out the
experience; she wanted to tease him till he couldn’t stand it.
Biting his ear lobe, she moved her hands up his erect shaft, her
nails raking against the delicate and tender skin. Scott was biting
his lip trying urgently not to make a sound.

“Oh, how I love this.” Gemma thought
to herself as she teased his length with her nails. As she touched
the tip of his cock, he did let out a groan enough for Gemma’s step
dad to shift in his seat as he tried to find a better sleeping
position.

Precum had already leaked out of
Scott’s cock, coating Gemma’s fingers. Slowly she teased him, her
hands moving up and down. The cabin was quiet except for Scott’s
breathing, it was steady and deep. From experience, Gemma knew that
he was enjoying the sensations of being jerked off. Every time she
reached the top of his cock with her hand, she would give it a
little squeeze. That was heaven to Scott as he moaned quietly; his
ass squirmed in his seat.

“Are you ready for me?” Gemma asked
quietly.

Scott nodded and let out a meek,
“Yes.”

“Good.” Gemma replied. She gave the
cabin one last scan. The air hostesses were at the front in their
preparation area, the curtain drawn to give them privacy. Looking
to her left, over Scott, were her parents, still asleep. Everyone
else was either asleep or engrossed in the television screen in
front of their seats to notice Scott and herself. Even if they
watched, Gemma was too horny to care.

She lifted the blanket, the material
soft in her hands, and ducked under the cover. As Gemma lowered her
head into Scott’s lap and took his hard cock into her mouth, she
felt Scott reach around her body and place his fingers in between
her legs. The taste of Scott drove her wild and she could feel her
pussy getting wetter. She loved sucking Scott off. Having his cock
in her mouth excited her but the thing she loved the most was
tasting and swallowing his cum. To say that she had a cum fetish
would be an understatement. She loved swallowing Scott’s cum so the
chance to do this flying over the ocean was a chance that she
didn’t want to miss.

She could feel Scott pushing down on
her head; each push drove his cock deeper into her mouth, almost to
the point of gagging on his thick cock. She could also feel his
fingers rubbing her clit, each touch sending chills throughout her
body.

Up and down, Gemma moved her head
coating Scott’s member with her saliva. Normally, the blowjobs that
she gave were noisy and wet but Gemma tried to stay quiet as she
knew that they were in danger of being caught. The intense build-up
of an orgasm was developing within Gemma, her nipples were poking
at her thin summer dress, and her thighs were slick and wet. The
feeling of Scott’s finger on her clit was divine. If Scott kept
this up, she would be orgasming soon.

The pressure at the top of her head
stopped as she swirled her tongue over his balls and licked Scott’s
shaft. He was gyrating in the seat and his cock was throbbing in
Gemma’s hands.

“Stop.” Scott hissed quietly, but
Gemma had no intention of stopping, her hand was moving at a steady
pace.

“Please Stop!” Scott hissed
again.

Ignoring his pleas, she felt his cock
twitch once more. Her face and fingers were slick with his pre-cum.
Scott suddenly groaned, his ass lifting off the seat as he flooded
Gemma’s mouth with his thick cum. She tried to swallow as much as
she could but some cum still managed to dribble out.

Gemma licked her lips making sure that
she didn’t waste any cum that had seeped out from the corner of her
mouth. He tasted good and she was happy that she had finally
fulfilled one of her fantasies.

“You need to come up!” Scott whispered
hoarsely.

Gemma brought her head up from under
the covers and smiled at her boyfriend. She was just about to give
him a kiss when she heard a cough from the other aisle. Looking
over, she saw her step-dad angrily staring at her.

He glanced over at Scott and calmly
said, “I need to talk to you. Now!”

Scott looked at Gemma, panic in his
eyes. She leant over and gave him a kiss on the cheek, “It’ll be
OK. What’s the worst that he can do?” Gemma gave him another peck,
“I love you”.

“I love you too.” Scott
replied.

“Now!” Darren roared.

Other people in the cabin had woken up
and their attention was now on Scott and Darren. Just as Scott was
about to unbuckle his seat belt, the plane lurched and rocked
suddenly.

“Just a bit of turbulence.” Gemma
thought to herself.

The lights in the cabin flickered on
and off as the plane banked to the right and lurched again. This
time the seatbelt sign came on and the curtain up front swished
open.

“Please return to your seats.” the air
hostess said to Gemma’s stepdad.

“I just need to have a word with this
young lad.” he replied.

“I’m sorry Sir, but the seatbelt sign
is on and you must return to your seat.” Her hand was indicating at
the seat.

“Please sit down, love.” Mary said to
her husband, “You can talk to them both after the light goes off or
when we land.”

“Fine!” Darren said. The anger present
in his face hadn’t dissipated and he glared at Scott, “We will have
a chat about this later.” he said.

Scott looked at Gemma, “Crap, this
holiday is starting off on the wrong foot.”

Suddenly the plane dipped and lost
attitude, the lights dimmed once more and the air hostess that had
been standing was on the way to the ceiling. Sounds of panic echoed
through the plane. Gemma gripped Scott’s hand.

Darren looked over, “Are you both OK?”
he said, addressing his daughter.

Gemma nodded, “I’m fine.” she
replied.

The plane had leveled itself off, the
air hostess had found solid ground again, although painfully, and
was making her way back to the front where she strapped herself
in.

A tinny voice came through on the
speakers, “This is Captain Stewart, We seem to be experiencing
heavy turbulence, but we should be out of it within ten minutes.
Please remain in your seats until the light goes off.”

The lights flickered back on and the
panic seemed to calm down as the plane rocked in the turbulence.
Gemma could see that her mother was scared and rightly so, as she
was feeling the same way. Reaching for Scott’s hand, she huddled
close to him.

“It’ll be OK.” Scott said in a bid to
comfort his girlfriend while wrapping his arm around her and
pulling her in close.

Whether it was bad luck, bad karma or
divine intervention, as soon as Scott uttered the words, “It’ll be
OK.” the plane plunged into darkness as the lights shut off, they
didn’t flicker like last time, they just went off. The panic and
nausea rose in Gemma and as soon as the oxygen masks dropped from
the overhead compartment, Gemma really started to worry.

“We’ll be OK.” Scott kept saying over
and over. Gemma closed her eyes, the tears streamed down her face,
her body convulsed with sobs.

She held Scott’s hand in a death grip
and started to pray...

***

Gemma kicked the sand underneath her
feet as she carried the makeshift containers full of fresh stream
water back to the camp that she had helped set up with her
stepdad.

Gemma often thought back to the night
of the accident. She wondered what had happened to the plane, what
had made them lose power and crash into the sea. They were in sight
of an island when they crashed so they had both made their way
there, collapsing on the sand with exhaustion.

In the time that had passed, they
hadn’t met anyone else from the plane but Gemma couldn’t believe
that they were the only survivors. Every day they set out in a
different direction looking for other people, every day they looked
for Scott and her mother. So far, no other signs of life were
found.

Gemma stepped out of the forest
clearing onto the sandy white beach. She looked over to the
makeshift hut that her stepdad had constructed. Darren was on the
roof repairing a piece of wood that had come loose during the
night. As she got closer, she could see him working intently, the
sweat glistening on his tanned body as he tied the planks
together.

***

“You miss mom don’t you?” Gemma asked
her father while turning over the fish that was roasting on the
open fire. Bright embers drifted up, decorating the night sky like
millions of fireflies.

“Yeah, I do honey, not a single day
goes by that I don’t think of her.” Darren replied. He poked the
fire with a stick sending more embers into the sky.

“I miss her too.” Gemma replied. She
paused looking towards the sea, the waves lapping against the
shoreline, “Do you think we’ll ever get rescued?”

“Maybe one day but honestly I don’t
think much traffic comes this way, the black box in the plane must
have alerted someone, somewhere. A passenger plane can’t just
disappear.” Darren shrugged, “If they haven’t found us by now, I
don’t think they ever will.” He said resignedly.

Gemma shifted in her seat, the sand
rubbing against her bare legs. The makeshift skirt and bikini top
that she had fashioned from scraps of the luggage that had washed
up on shore held their own from season to season.

“Do you ever get lonely?” Gemma
asked.

“Of course not, I have you for
company.”

Gemma could feel her cheeks turning
red but luckily the darkness covered up her embarrassment. “No, I
don’t mean it like that...” She shifted in place again clearly
nervous about what she was about to ask.

“I mean in the form of intimate
company, don’t you have needs? I know I do.”

Darren stood up, his voice raised as
he responded to the statement, “Of course I do but there’s no one
here but…” His voice trailed off into silence, “No, that’s wrong. I
can’t have sex with you, I’m your father.”

Gemma stood up and walked around the
fire and placed her hand on her dad’s arm. He flinched initially,
“We can’t do this. It’s not right”. Darren looked at his daughter
and gestured around him, “Even if I wanted to, I could get you
pregnant and that’s not advisable around here is it? It’s not like
there’s a hospital nearby.”

“I know Dad, but we have to think
about making a life for ourselves here rather than trying to
survive from one day to the next and hoping to get found.” Gemma
wiped a tear that had started to form. “We’ll drive ourselves crazy
if we pin our hopes on something that may never happen.”

“We will get rescued, you’ll see and
we’ll also find your mother and Scott.”

“Just think about it Dad. Would it
really be so bad if I got pregnant? I’m young and healthy so the
chances of complications are low. Think of it as a legacy, a
tribute to them.” Gemma rubbed her stomach, “We’re not even related
by blood so we’d be doing nothing wrong.”

“That’s enough of this talk!” Dad
retorted. He yanked his arm back and walked back into the
hut.

“I love you dad.” Gemma called as she
watched him go.

In the darkness there was a long
moment of silence, and then she heard Darren reply, “I love you
too. Eat your fish and then come to bed. We’ve got a lot of walking
to do tomorrow.”

All Gemma could do was sob quietly,
she knew it was a bold question to ask and she thought that she had
been prepared to hear the answer, no matter what it was. Maybe her
dad was right and it was a silly idea but Gemma knew in her heart
that having a baby would make them stronger together. They would
have a bond between them that would last.

The fire crackled and Gemma went back
and ate the fish that had been caught that day. After her meal, she
put out the fire and retreated back to the portion of the cabin
that she called her own.

***

At first, Gemma couldn’t place what
the sound was. She put it down to a tree branch outside knocking on
something to cause the rhythmic noise. It was only after she woke
up fully that she realized that the sound was coming from inside
the cabin.

Not wanting to alert anyone, Gemma
remained where she was. Turning her head slightly to look over to
her father and heard him moaning softly. In the darkness, she could
hear him moaning and groaning accompanied by what sounded like her
father masturbating. Gemma knew the sound well as she used to watch
Scott jerk himself off. It was another of her kinks that she loved
to explore.

“Oh that feels good Mary, lick it
good.”

“Harder, suck me harder.”

“I’m so close to cumming, I’m going to
explode on your face.”

Gemma tried not to move but he the act
of listening to her father was making her pussy wet. She hadn’t had
sexual contact for two years and it made her very horny and on
edge. She realized that her father probably felt the same way. Her
thighs were slick and she squeezed her legs together to appease the
tingling sensation that she felt. Reaching down between her legs,
Gemma rubbed her clit delicately biting her lip to stifle any
sounds. Her toes curled as she imagined watching her dad
masturbate. She thought to the many times that she had spied on him
bathing in the waterfall, his slick body and his thick cock that
bobbed in the water. Whether her father had seen her naked, she
wasn’t sure, but she made no effort to hide her nudity.

“I know, I know. You want me to cum in
you Gemma? Leave a nice cream pie.” Darren said. He let out a moan
followed by several short intakes of breath. Gemma assumed that her
father had just climaxed. She imagined the thick cum spurting into
the air and landing on his stomach.

She froze. “Wait; did he just say my
name?” Gemma thought to herself. She listened in the darkness again
wondering if her dad would say anything else. She was certain that
she had definitely heard her name, and not only that, he wanted to
cum in her.

She brought her hand to her lips and
licked them clean of her juices. “If he fantasized about it, why
won’t he to have sex with me?” Gemma thought again. Snoring filled
the air as Gemma realized that her father had gone to sleep. “I
think he wants me, I just have to show him what he’s missing.” she
thought as she rolled over herself and went to sleep.

***

The following morning, Gemma put her
plan into motion. Usually, she wore strips of clothing that they
found strewn across the island, remnants of the luggage that had
landed on the island. There wasn’t much so they had to ration and
care for the clothes that they did find.

Stripping off her makeshift bikini,
Gemma stood there naked and looked at her body. Although she had a
few nasty looking scars from the plane crash, she still had a
decent body. She took a deep breath and stepped outside. The sun
wasn’t at its peak just yet as she walked out onto the beach.
Darren was busy gathering supplies for their exploration of the
island.

“Morning Dad.” Gemma said
enthusiastically.

“Morning honey.” her dad replied. He
still hadn’t looked up at her. When he finally did look up, Gemma
could see the surprise on his face.

“Why are you naked?” He pointed back
to the cabin, “Go and put some clothes on, we’re going exploring,”
he sighed, “You need to be somewhat decent.”

“For what Dad, for what?” Gemma
retorted. “We’ve been here for a long time now, maybe even more
than a year, it’s only you me on this island and I want to be naked
and free.”

Gemma twirled around, her long hair
whipping around her tanned shoulders.

Darren averted his eyes but Gemma
could see the signs of an erection forming in her dad’s shorts.
That excited her; at least she knew that her plan was working a
little bit.

“Please, for me. Go and get
dressed.”

“Sure dad, if I have to.” She said
sulkily.

The rest of the day was uneventful.
After Gemma dressed herself, they had departed for their usual four
hour trek to see what they could find. It was a mission of mapping
the island to see what resources they had and also to see if they
could see any signs of other people.

***

Gemma repeated the same actions every
day. At same point of the morning, she would walk out onto the
beach or forest naked. She noted that her father got aroused every
time he saw her but still nothing happened between them. She even
tried to approach the subject again reminding him that she wanted
something special between them. Each time, she was rebuffed. Gemma
was pretty much resigned to putting her plan into storage and just
concentrating on surviving and exploring.

That night, Gemma crawled into her
makeshift hammock that she had slept in since a few days after they
had arrived. Her father was asleep, snoring as usual. Thoughts of
her plan to seduce her father weighed heavily on her mind. Finally
after what seemed like a couple of hours, Gemma finally fell
asleep.

***

“That’s feels so good, Scott.” Gemma
moaned. She shifted her body towards the source of the pleasure,
right between her legs. She lazily opened her eyes and moaned
again, “So good.” she whispered into the night air.

“Huh, this isn’t right. Scott’s not
here.”

Gemma’s eyes flew open as she fully
awoke from her slumber. Her legs were spread apart and her feet
were dangling off each side of the hammock. Her body instinctively
shivered as she felt a warm sensation between her legs.

“Wait, what’s happening?” Gemma
shouted.

“Shhh.” the voice in the darkness said
as the sensation stopped briefly. It took Gemma a while to
recognize the voice.

“Dad, what are you doing?” she
gasped.

“You wanted this didn’t you?” Darren
asked. He lowered his head between her legs and spread her pussy
lips with his fingers, exposing her clit again to his tongue. Gemma
shivered and moaned again as a surge of pleasure hit her body like
a wave on the beach.

“Wasn’t that the plan with you
exposing your naked body to me?”

Gemma gasped as she felt his fingers
at the slick entrance of her pussy.

“Don’t you want to fuck you and knock
you up?”

Gemma moaned as her dad’s fingers
entered her, his tongue licking at her at the same time.

“Yes, yes, that’s what I want.” Gemma
whispered. She arched her back as her dad found a sensitive part of
her pussy and used his fingers to rub it.

“I shouldn’t, I know this is wrong. I
have needs and I know you do too” The finger fucking continued as
he spoke, “Why deny us the only pleasure that we can get on this
damned island?”

All Gemma could do was mutter “Uh
huh.”

“I’m going to cum, daddy!” Gemma
screamed. The good thing about being on the island was that it
didn’t matter how loud she was. No-one apart from her dad and her
would ever hear her.

“No, you’re not.” Darren replied as he
abruptly slid his fingers out. Gemma could hear him sucking and
licking her juices off. “Stand up and come with me.” She felt his
strong hands on her own and before she knew it, she was on her
feet.

The sand felt cool under her feet as
she was lead outside, the moon casting its light down upon the
beach. In the dimness, Gemma could see that her dad was totally
naked. She could see the silhouette of his erect cock swaying as he
walked.

The journey seemed to go on for a
while, they travelled through forest clearings until eventually
they reached the waterfall. The gentle roar of the water cascading
down the rocks sounded beautiful and crystal clear in the cool
night air. The air temperature dropped as they neared the water and
Gemma could feel her nipples harden.

Suddenly Darren turned around and
pulled Gemma to him. His body was cool against hers, his hard cock
pressing into her stomach. “I want you Gemma, all your teasing was
driving me wild. The sight of your body makes me want to take you,
throw you down on the floor and have my way with you.”

Gemma wrapped her arms around his
neck, “I want this too. I want you fuck me and fill me up. I want
you to impregnate me.” The distance between them decreased as she
leant forward and kissed him on the lips. Their tongues met and
their hands wandered and explored each other’s bodies as they
embraced passionately. Her legs were spread as Darren cupped her
pussy and slipped a finger inside her.

Gemma allowed herself to relax in his
arms. This was the intimate moment that she had craved since soon
after they had come to the island. Her chest rose and fell as she
panted with lust as her father broke the kiss and peppered her neck
with soft kisses.

“I need you in me.” Gemma moaned, her
body going onto tiptoes as his fingers fucked her. The pleasure
felt so good to her that she couldn’t help rocking her pussy on his
palm.

Caressing his body, she took hold of
her dad’s cock. It was thick and meaty in her small delicate hands.
He groaned and his body stiffened as the first few strokes took him
to the brink of orgasm.

“No, not yet. I want to be in you when
I cum.” Darren said breaking off the contact with Gemma. Holding
her hand, he spun her around and bent her over placing her hands on
the nearby rock.

“What are you going to do dad?” Gemma
asked. She smiled as she looked over her shoulder, wriggling her
ass at him, enticing him to do more with her.

Darren laughed, “You’ll
see.”

A sharp pain flooded Gemma’s body as
she felt the sting of her stepdad’s hand upon her ass
cheek.

“Who’s been a naughty
girl?”

Another wave of heat and pain flooded
her body.

Gemma hissed at the mild pain and
arched her back but remained quiet. She wanted to be defiant
towards her stepdad.

“I can’t hear you...” Darren said,
delivering another slap to her now reddening cheeks. The sound rang
out.

“I am, I’ve been a naughty girl.”
Gemma replied. She stuck out her ass towards his hand as if she was
yearning for another spanking.

Darren didn’t hesitate and spanked her
ass again, “And why are you a naughty girl?” he said.

“I don’t know daddy.” Gemma replied.
She was getting into the moment. This is what she had wanted all
along.

Another slap struck home. Gemma
shuffled forward, the heat had spread throughout her body and she
was soaking wet. She could feel the lips of her pussy opening in
response to her arousal. Her breathing had become deep and every
time her stepdad marked her ass, her toes curled around the pebbles
that crunched under her feet.

“Oh, it’s Daddy now? You know why,
teasing me day after day. This is what you want isn’t
it?

The spanking continued until Darren
was satisfied with his scolding. Gemma yelped at the pain, but the
pain was welcomed by Gemma, the kinkiness of her stepdad punishing
her added to her arousal. After each hit by her stepdad, he would
caress her ass cheek with the palm of his hand to sooth the
pain.

By the time Darren had finished, Gemma
was a mess. Her arousal was at its peak, her mind was on the verge
of sexual delirium and her body was shaking from all the endorphins
that had flooded her body.

The punishment stopped and Gemma found
that she had been holding her breath. Suddenly she felt the cold
air on her pussy and a tongue assaulted her slit once more. She
darted forward as her stepdad’s tongue probed her
wetness.

“Oh, that feels good.” Gemma moaned as
she gyrated her butt in his face. Her hand shot round and grabbed
him by the hair, pulling him into her.

In and out, his tongue darted. She was
so aroused that Gemma was certain that her stepdad’s face would be
covered with her juices. Her fingers gripped his hair tightly as
she approached her orgasm.

“Please fuck me daddy.” Gemma pleaded.
She let go of his hair and turned around. He was still kneeling on
the ground as she moved backwards. “Please.” she asked
again.

Gemma could barely see her dad in the
darkness, but she didn’t care about seeing him, she just wanted to
feel him in her.

Her stepdad rose, took her by the hand
and lead her down to the water’s edge. The ground turned from hard
pebbles into the soft mud that lined the lake.

“Kneel down for me and support
yourself on your arms.” Darren instructed her.

She nodded and did as she was told.
Gemma heard her stepdad move behind her and she yelped when she
felt her dad’s hands upon her thighs, lifting her up and spreading
her legs as he did so. She couldn’t look back at her dad in this
position but Gemma knew that she hadn’t tried this one before. To
an onlooker, it would look like they were doing some kind of
modified wheelbarrow.

“I’m ready Dad.” Gemma
moaned.

All she heard was a grunt, followed by
her stepdad’s cock pushing at the entrance of her pussy. Its
slickness gave no resistance as he thrust forward; sliding his cock
into her engorged and wet pussy. Her hair flew from side to side as
her stepdad inched his cock slowly into her. Her pussy accepting
every part of him eagerly.

“Shit, this is really happening.”
Gemma thought to herself, “My dad is going to try and impregnate
me.” The realization scared Gemma a little bit but she knew that
this is what she wanted. By the end of this, she wanted her pussy
to be filled with her stepdad’s cum.

“Fuck me now dad! Get me pregnant!”
Gemma commanded. She was jolted forward as her stepdad pounded her
pussy. Gemma couldn’t predict the speed of his thrusts. One minute
he would thrust and pound at her, his cock entering her like a
piston so much that her breasts swung with each motion of her body.
Other times, he would be so gentle that she had time to milk his
cock with her pussy. Either way, Gemma was loving it, the screams
of pleasure carried in the air. Her arms ached as she supported
herself but the position that she was in was perfect. The head of
his cock rubbing in just the right place for Gemma to have maximum
pleasure.

The mud pooled under Gemma’s arms, the
coldness of the mud contrasted well with the heat that her body was
giving off.

Gemma was panting as her stepdad
tightened his grip on her thighs. His cock was stroking the walls
of her pussy, setting her nerves on fire. Mud covered her hands as
she clawed her fingers in delight as he ravished her
body.

“Tell me again. Tell me you want me to
get you pregnant.” Dad groaned.

“Fuck me daddy! Impregnate me! I’ve
never wanted anything more.”

“I’m going to fill you up baby.”
Darren cried out. His body tensed as he arched his back and let
loose a torrent of hot cum in Gemma’s pussy. He didn’t stop fucking
her, each thrust of his body sent more of his seed deeper into
her.

As her stepdad ejaculated into her,
she squeezed her pussy muscles. “Harder daddy, harder!” she
screamed again as she concentrated on milking his cum from his
erect cock.

Darren kept on pumping, his hips
smacked against her red hot ass cheeks. Finally, he lowered her to
the ground and turned her over. Spreading her legs, Gemma felt his
fingers stroke her pussy and she gasped again as he traced his
fingers down her slit and rested it at the entrance of her
asshole.

“Have you ever been fucked in the
ass?” Darren asked.

Gemma nodded, “Once or
twice.”

“Such a pity, would have been nice to
have a virgin ass to take.”

Gemma gasped as she felt his cum
covered finger slide into her ass. She groaned as he rotated his
finger around her rosebud.

“Tell me if it hurts.” her stepdad
said, leaning over her and planting a kiss on her soft plump lips.
She nipped his bottom lip playfully. The wait was torture for Gemma
as she waited to be anally fucked by her stepdad.

Her legs were grabbed as he eased the
head of his cock into her puckered asshole. The sticky mess of her
juices and his cum that oozed out of her pussy made it easy for her
stepdad’s cock to fully penetrate her warm and tight
ass.

Her hands flew to her nipples as she
abused them, twisting and pulling as her stepdad fucked her ass.
Gemma moaned, her body gyrated as his shaft slid in and out of her
tight hole. She had to close her eyes as her stepdad touched her
clit and caressed it.

“Make me cum Daddy.” Gemma
begged.

Darren smiled, “Of course baby.” He
said as he sped up. It felt like her ass was on fire, it felt
stretched, but the combination of her clit being stimulated and her
fucked in the ass provided Gemma with so much pleasure that her
eyes rolled up.

Suddenly, Gemma tensed, her body
contracted as her own orgasm hit her body like a wave crashing
against the rocks. Her skin tingled, the hair on the back of her
neck stood on edge as she convulsed. The sensations that overtook
her body made Gemma feel like a champagne cork had popped and all
of her sexual tension and frustrations had been released from her
body.

Her legs wrapped around her stepdad
pulling him in closer to her body, she whimpered as he buried
himself to the hilt. She felt him spurting again as her ass
clenched upon his shaft. Trembling, Gemma lowered her legs and
stared upwards into the night sky.

“That was wonderful.” Gemma said as
she tried to get her breath back obviously tired and
exhausted.

“I know, let’s hope you get pregnant.”
Darren said with a smile.

***

They laid there for hours before they
went into the lake and washed themselves off. On the way back,
Gemma gave her dad a blowjob. Her hair covered with his cum was the
outcome of that. Gemma laughed and giggled as they walked back to
their hut like they had been lovers for years.

“You know that if this doesn’t work,
we’ll have to keep trying.” Gemma said playfully, her hands traced
a pattern on her stepdad’s chest as they walked.

“You say that like it’s a bad thing.”
he said, chuckling.

The hut loomed into view and it was
Gemma who first noticed a silhouette sitting outside their
hut.

“Who is that?” Gemma asked, nervously
pointing to the figure.

Darren shrugged, “I don’t know honey,
but let’s find out.”

They walked closer, Gemma holding onto
her dad’s arm. She felt safe being close to him. As they neared,
Darren shouted, “Who are you?”

The figure stood up. It was hard for
Gemma to see any details as the sky had gone cloudy making the
beach darker.

“It’s me.” the voice said.

Gemma froze, the voice sounded
familiar, too familiar.

“Mom?” Gemma replied.

***
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Keep It In The Family - 3 Mother Son Sex
Stories


A collection of taboo Mother Son stories where
they love to keep all their lusts and desires within the family.
Each story is kinkier than the last. You will never look at your
family in the same way again.

Seducing My Son (Keep It In The
Family - Part 1)

Shelly is a frustrated woman that
needs to be fucked. A distant husband and a drawer full of toys are
not enough to satisfy her. One day, her son leaves her a gift. A
gift that ignites her sexual desire. She has to fuck him. She just
needs a plan. This 3900 story contains voyeurism, masturbation,
pseudo incest, anal play and lots of steamy sex.

Cuckold Dad, Slut Mom (Keep It
In The Family – Part 2)

Mike, a sexually frustrated married
man, catches his wife fucking another man. Problem is that the
other man is his son. He wants revenge but things don't go
according to plan and he is forced to watch. Will he stop his wife
from fucking her son? This 3200 word story contains pseudo incest,
oral & anal sex, humiliation, m/m, m/f/m & cuckold
themes.

Honor Thy Mother (Keep It In
The Family – Part 3)

The commandment says to 'Honor Thy
Mother', but Austin, a recent college graduate, never understood
the true meaning of this until he witnessed an incestuous erotic
act that changed his life forever. Will he be able tempt his
religious mother into sin? This 10,000 story contains oral sex,
pseudo incest, anal sex, masturbation and a use for a rosary that
is definitely not in the bible
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 Keep It In The Family - 3 Mother Son Sex
Stories

This naughty bargain bundle contains 3
taboo Kaylee Fox mother son sex titles, Seducing My Son,
Cuckold Dad, Slut Mom, and Honor Thy Mother. This
sizzling 17,000 word collection contains pseudo incest,
masturbation, voyeurism, anal play, cuckolding & humiliation,
and oral sex.

Seducing My Son (Keep It In The
Family - Part 1)

Shelly is a frustrated woman that
needs to be fucked. A distant husband and a drawer full of toys are
not enough to satisfy her. One day, her son leaves her a gift. A
gift that ignites her sexual desire. She has to fuck him. She just
needs a plan. This 3900 story contains voyeurism, masturbation,
pseudo incest, anal play and lots of steamy sex.

Cuckold Dad, Slut Mom (Keep It In
The Family – Part 2)

Mike, a sexually frustrated married
man, catches his wife fucking another man. Problem is that the
other man is his son. He wants revenge but things don't go
according to plan and he is forced to watch. Will he stop his wife
from fucking her son? This 3200 word story contains pseudo incest,
oral & anal sex, humiliation, m/m, m/f/m & cuckold
themes.

Honor Thy Mother (Keep It In The
Family – Part 3)

The commandment says to 'Honor Thy
Mother', but Austin, a recent college graduate, never understood
the true meaning of this until he witnessed an incestuous erotic
act that changed his life forever. Will he be able tempt his
religious mother into sin? This 10,000 story contains oral sex,
pseudo incest, anal sex, masturbation and a use for a rosary that
is definitely not in the bible.

Roughing It In The Country

Penelope thought life in the city was
rough; little did she know what the country had in store for her.
When she met Shawn, the local farmer, her life changed forever.
Will he show her what it means to be a country girl? Will she like
her fertile fields plowed? This 5100 word sexy story contains
bondage and restraints, oral sex, choking, rough sex and
masturbation. Country life will never be the same.

The
Big Tease

Kathryn is a plus sized woman in a
happy marriage. One day, she is teased mercilessly by her husband
and ends up going to work horny and frustrated. She meets a
prospective employee that gets her juices flowing. How will she get
that orgasm that she craves? How will her husband react? This
steamy and sexy 6000 word story contains scenes of teasing,
shaving, masturbation, office sex, threesomes and double
penetration!

Chocolate And Cream – Interracial Revenge

Cathy has just found out her husband
has cheated on her and she wants to get revenge. Her one time lover
and friend, Joanne, offers her a solution. She is invited to join
the Chocolate and Cream club, a place where women can fuck black
men in front of their husbands. Will Cathy join the club? How will
she get her revenge? This 11,000 word story contains hot
interracial sex, lesbian action, cuckold husbands, facials, anal
play and other sordid sex.

Road Trip With Daddy - Room Service (Road Trip With Daddy - Part 1)

With her parents ready to start a new
life in California, Sally decides to go on a road trip with her dad
in an effort to bond with him one last time. After being caught in
a compromising position and seeing how much he enjoys the view she
makes it her mission to bond with him in a way that he'll never
forget. How will her dad react? Will Sally succeed in her mission
to seduce her dad? This 5800 word story contains oral sex,
masturbation, voyeurism and a father daughter bonding session that
brings a whole new meaning to room service.

Road Trip With Daddy - Servicing My Dad
(Road Trip With Daddy - Part 2)

After the sexy room service that Sally
gave to her father, they find themselves back on the road. Sally
wants to seduce her dad but an empty gas tank spurs her plans into
action quicker than she anticipated. Can she convince the gas
station clerk to help her? More importantly can she convince her
stepfather to go all the way? This hot 5000 word story contains
blackmail, anal sex, step dad and daughter sex, pseudo incest,
voyeurism and blowjobs.

Bred By Daddy

Tina is a woman that wants
to get pregnant, she wants to have a baby. She has been rejected by
her fiance who doesn't want to impregnate her so she turns to the
only male in her life that understands her, her adopted father -
Thomas. Will he accept Tina's advances and impregnate her? Will he
breed with his daughter and provide her with a baby that she
craves? This steamy 4300 word story contains taboo pseudo incest,
steamy hot sex, blowjobs that will make your toes curl and the
impregnation of a very fertile womb.

Bred By The King

King Fabian's kingdom is
in peril because his wife cannot produce a son and heir to inherit
the throne. Beatrice is the King's adopted daughter, she yearns to
have a man take her virginity. Can they come together and fulfill
each other's needs? This 5800 word story contains voyeurism, oral
sex, breeding, impregnation, virgin sex, masturbation and pseudo
incest. By Royal Decree, this taboo story will tantalize your
senses.

Banging My Pregnant Mom

Helen is a pregnant woman
that has insatiable cravings. Every day her sexual desire increases
to a point where she cannot satisfy herself any longer. In
frustration, she turns to the only man that can subdue her sexual
appetite - her step-son Daryl. Will he be able to satisfy her
pregnancy craving? Will Helen get the cock she needs? This 4000
word story contains pregnant mother son taboo sex, creampie eating,
masturbation and blowjobs.
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