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Chapter 1


Polly Bell stood in her bedroom and looked down on the lovely early-morning beach. What had caught her attention originally was the sight of the large tanned man and his lovely blonde-companion, as they rode leisurely through the surf, the water splashing high behind them as they rode side by side through the surf. Stephen and Sandy Lark were father and daughter, but at a distance it was hard to tell.
They were both wearing jeans, the man leaving his torso bare to the sun. He was well muscled and his thick shock of blond hair was ruffled by the wind off the ocean. The girl was blonde too, but a much lighter color and it was shoulder length. She rode proudly, and her body seemed to be part of the beautiful chestnut bay she was on.
Polly had met the Larks three years earlier when they had started visiting the beach area and staying with Mends. They now lived in the cottage Polly had heard. Sandy was fifteen and had been living aboard their boat or at the beach house for over three years. Steve Lark held a Master's Degree in education and he had tutored her. They were obviously very close. It seemed as though they were constantly together.
The visions that flashed through Polly's mind brought a surge of passion to her loins. It was almost as though she were seeing the two of them together as lovers.
She shook her head as she turned away and reached for her robe and put it on. She was nude except for tight bikini panties. She should put a bra on, she thought, but she only intended to holler to the boys to wake them up. She decided that she would dress after breakfast was out of the way. The thin peignoir tied in front and it clung to her full-breasted figure. She glanced once more out the window at the attractive couple as they rode farther up the beach. A bittersweet memory of the mornings she and Ben had spent doing the same thing passed through her mind. That had been five years ago though, and at present there wasn't any likelihood that she would soon be accompanying anyone else along that same deserted stretch of beach. Again the pang of her loneliness and physical need gripped her.
She walked quickly down the hall to the large room that Donny and Peter shared. The beach house had been built for the prospective family that she and. Ben had planned, and the large room had been the master bedroom she and Ben shared. Now, not having a man in her life, she had left the bedroom to her twin sons. The excess room and the memories of the wonderful nights she and her husband had shared no longer gave her any happiness. The boys loved the room and it now reflected the presence of two lusty young males, with the normal appetites of fourteen-year-old boys, just coming into their manhood.
Polly stopped at their door, which was ajar, and looked in. The twins were young men nearly, and Polly had experienced strange emotions when she'd accidentally come upon them while they were undressed. She wasn't even aware of exactly what these emotions were, but she did know they left her trembling on a couple of occasions.
Both of the boys were nude and kneeling on a window seat ledge looking down toward the beach. Whatever they were watching was proceeding down the beach because both boys were turned in profile to her.
"Geeze, did you see her tits jump when that horse jogged her, Pete?"
That was Donny, the more light-hearted of the two boys, and most talkative. He was more like her than Ben. Peter more resembled his father in that he was a deeper thinker and talked less.
Polly saw that as they turned to watch the beach, their young muscular bodies turned far enough to reveal their groins. Both boys lived on the beach and their bodies were bronze hued. The pale contrast where their trunks usually hugged their hips helped to outline their dark pubic area, and at the moment, their protruding young cocks which were nearly fully erect. Polly grasped and clutched the front of her gown in a tight fist. She was immediately aware of the churning feeling deep in her stomach, and she almost sighed audibly as she stated at her Sons' excited, nude bodies.
Peter Bell slumped down on the padded bench and grasping his cock, began to slowly stroke it.
"Donny, you suppose we can get her to suck us off next time we're together? Man, that last time she played with me I came in about two minutes."
Donny joined his brother in handling his inflamed organ. He slowly emulated his brother's actions as he too began to jack his cock. Polly saw that both boys were at least six inches long when erect, and about half that much around.
She was able to detach herself from her rising emotional state long enough to wonder if they would ultimately achieve the same size that their father had possessed. They were already large for boys their age.
Donny said, "Yeah, she was fantastic. Those big tits of hers are so damned nice looking without her suit on. She really goes wild when you pinch her nipples like she told us to."
Pete had his head lying back now and was drifting towards an orgasm. "Remember what she said about sucking a guy's cock, and how she liked doing it? Geeze, I'd go nuts if a girl ever sucked me off. I wonder if she'd swallow a guy's cream too? Holy Christ, what a trip that'd be."
Donny too was approaching a point where he was drifting into an euphoric state and shut out everything except the rising passion of his body.
He said, "Hey Pete, want me to get the book out? Those pictures of Mom would really be great to look at right now."
Polly's heart beat rapidly in her body.
"Hell yes, get it. Man, she was really sexy in those days. I bet she turned on a lot of guys when she was young."
Danny abandoned his cock and its inflamed sturdiness stuck straight out from his body. He quickly went to their closet, and Polly heard him digging around inside. He came back and was carrying a thick notebook that Polly didn't recognize at first. Danny set the book down on the bench, then he again got comfortable on the seat as Peter quickly opened it.
"God, look at those legs and tits, Donny. She was sexy as hell. I kinda wish she still wore those nylons like she did then. The garter belts look neat compared to panty hose."
"Yeah, but I guess women don't like them anymore. I bet Dad loved them though. Remember when we used to find their door unlocked and we'd sneak in and watch them making love?"
"Yeah," Peter answered. "Geeze, look at that picture there, her tits are almost out of that tiny bra. It really looks neat, like that."
Donny was breathing faster now as they stared at the open book and stroked their erections.
"Geeze Pete, her tits are almost as nice now. I still get a hard-on when I think of seeing her in bed, like last month. Remember how thick the hair was between her legs? You suppose she still likes sex? I mean Dad's been dead for over four years now and she doesn't date much God Pete, imagine how neat it'd be if you could play with her big fits? They're even nicer than Sandy's."
Polly's body heat had been increasing as she listened, and she was past the point of controlling herself. She finally recognized the book as one Ben had kept of her modeling stills, when she modeled lingerie. She had forgotten about the book after putting it away with his things in the attic. Now she found that her sons were using the pictures of her scantily clad body as a sexual aid in their attempts to release their young passions. She also realized that she should stop them. Polly wasn't aware that her hand had slid into the front of her robe and then inside the small panties. Her fingers were now stroking her quickly moistening cunt. The strange emotions she remembered feeling when seeing her sons in the nude were clear to her.
She wanted them as lovers. She closed her eyes and bit her dark-red lips. She knew she should not give in to these terrible temptations, but as her hand increased its tempo, her determination began to dissolve.
Finally, after hearing the boys describe having seen her in the nude, while asleep, and then Donny asking his brother how he would like to actually fondle his mother's body, it was the breaking point of Polly's self-restraint.
Ben had been an ardent and forceful lover, and Polly hadn't taken another lover into her bed nor seriously contemplated it for more than a few moments. She knew that she was now on the verge of going to her own sons and giving herself to them. She didn't care what they did to her, only so long as they could bring relief to her burning loins and stop the cramping desire in her body.
Pushing open their door, she said, "Good morning boys, can I help you with your problems there?"
Their faces were flushed with sexual excitement and now stark fear made them pale. They were both confused, and as they tried to hide their obvious excitement, Peter slammed the notebook closed. He pushed his stiff cock between his thighs and tried to hold it there as Polly slowly walked towards them.
Donny's face was red from embarrassment now, but he froze in his shock, his hand still gripping his turgid cock. His eyes were glued to his mother.
"M-Mom, what're you doing there? I mean, me and Peter were just talking, Mom. We weren't doing nothing wrong, honest Mom."
Peter chimed in, attempting to do anything to distract his mother's attention from the condition between their legs. Being nude before her was bad enough, but to be caught jacking-off was impossible for them to handle.
"Mom, we didn't know you were up. We just got up to look at the beach. We're going swimming before we eat breakfast. Is that okay with you Mom?"
Polly's emotions were churning, and the right or wrong of her needs were now of no consideration to her. She smiled at their obvious confusion and embarrassment.
"I think that's fine boys, but you're never going to get into swimming trunks as long as you're like that."
She nodded her head in Donny's direction, and he was suddenly aware that he was clutching his hard dick in his hand, the blood engorged head sticking out of the top of his clenched fist.
He blushed a fiery red and attempted to push it between his thighs. He was having painfully little success.
Polly stood in front of them now. Slowly leaning forward she flipped open the notebook and there she saw the prime reason for their excited condition. Her young semi-nude body was revealed in the beautiful photos that Ben had taken of her in the lingerie she had helped to design and model. She felt a quick thrill of pride that her young beauty could cause such passion in her own sons.
"Gosh Mom, we're sorry. We found the book one day in the attic," Peter said. 'We didn't think you'd mind if we kinda looked at it."
Polly's green eyes slid up to look into his darker ones. "You like looking at those pictures? Does my body really cause you to get stiff like that?" She nodded her head toward his painfully cramped erection as it was still being held by his tightly pressed thighs.
Peter's face crimsoned as red as Donny's.
"Mom, it was just an accident, really. We didn't mean anything by it. You know we love you, Mom."
His sincerity was so touching that Polly reached out and stroked the back of his head, and she pressed her cheek against his.
"Don't feel bad, you two, I understand. I love you both very much, too." Looking over at Donny she added, "You too. I think it's the nicest compliment you've ever paid me, boys. You know, your father took those pictures over fifteen years ago. It was the first year we met and we lived together before we were married. Then a few years later, you boys came along. He used to get as excited taking them as you two are right now, from just looking at them."
Donny needed to distract his mother from his erection. "Really Mom? You mean you and Dad got excited like that? I mean you were both adults. I didn't think adults liked sex. I mean I thought only kids like it for fun, because adults are always telling you not to touch yourself or not to touch anyone else, until you get married."
"No Darling, your father and I both got excited. I used to get turned on simply by him becoming excited, after taking those pictures or looking at them like you two were. A woman gets excited when a man does, if she loves him or desires him. Ws like electricity in the air and your body picks it up."
Peter spoke. "Mom, you're not mad at us then? You don't think we're dirty? We won't do it again, ever."
"Don't be foolish. Of course you'll do it again, and again. You should do it if your body needs it. Your body needs love and attention lust like food and water. I know Peter, my body is so starved it's shaking all over right now, simply from watching you boys and hearing you talk."
Peter looked wide-eyed at his mother. "You ache too Mom? We thought only guys felt like that. Donny and I both love you Mom, honest."
He quickly looked at his brother and Donny nodded agreement, but his attentions were drawn by the sight of his mother's gaping robe. In her nervousness she had clutched the ribbon tying it closed, and now it had come undone, and her naked breasts were visible inside the open garment.
Polly looked at his young, eager face and realized what had happened to her clothing. She nearly clutched it and dosed the robe but something stopped her. Polly was beyond considering the morality of her conduct. She only felt the strong need in her body, and these two healthy male bodies in front of her represented the satisfaction she craved.
"Do you like my breasts, Donny? You've never seen them this close before, have you."
Donny's gaze was fixed on his mother's body.
Polly stood straight and breathed deeply, thus inflating her already generous breasts even more. She allowed one hand to slowly peel one side of her peignoir away from the front of her body, and her right breast was completely uncovered and exposed to her son's hot stares. The soft material slipped over one shoulder. The robe slowly slipped off her shoulder and down her arm, and then the weight of the material dragged it from the other shoulder and it fell to her feet.
"There you are, Donny. Do you think they're as nice as they were when those pictures were taken?"
Flaunting her body in the presence of her sons inflamed her more than she thought possible. It was a feeling of complete depravity that had control of her now. She wanted to feel their bodies and hard cocks. She also craved to have them touch her and love her, but that would wait She knew she was about to start something that she might not be able to control later, but she did not care. Her needs had to be satisfied, and she made up her mind that these two sons of hers would provide that satisfaction.



Chapter 2


Donny and Pete were speechless as they watched their lovely mother's body being revealed to them. Polly took perverse pride in watching the expressions of open amazement and adolescent passion.
She slowly leaned over and kissed both boys very softly on their lips. Then looking at Donny, and his obvious painful attempt to hide his erection, she knelt in front of him. Reaching out she took his erection in her hand and gently squeezed it. Holding it by thumb and forefinger she traced the visible blue vein with the finger of her other hand. The light scraping of her polished nail sent a shiver through Donny's body.
"Do you like that Donny? Does Mother's hind feel as good to you as that girl's did, when she jerked you off?"
Her question startled Peter, who so far hadn't said a word. Donny however, was being carried away on a cloud of passion as his mother's hand both squeezed and slowly pumped up and down.
Peter said, "She only did that once to us, Mom. You're not mad are you?"
She turned to him and smiled lovingly. "No baby, I'm not mad. If it felt good and no one was forced to do anything they didn't want to, then it's all right."
Polly reached out and grabbed Peter's erection and began jacking it up and down. She could feel Donny getting more and more excited.
"Mom, I feel like I'm gonna have to shoot off. You better stop, Mom. I can't hold it much longer!"
Polly's eyes glittered with aroused passions she hadn't felt in years. She longed to see her son's healthy body react to her stimulating his organ. Her hand clutched it tighter and began pumping it faster.
She released Peter's cock and using that hand, cupped Donny's nuts and began rolling them gently in her hand. She marveled at the thought that her baby was nearly a man. She remembered his father's balls and thought of the many nights she'd sucked his cock while massaging his hairy sack of balls until they gave up their magic potion for her greedy mouth to taste.
Without thinking about it, she bent her head, and, tossing her hair back off her forehead, she rubbed the velvety smooth head of Donny's cock against her lips and cheeks. She closed her eyes and it was almost as if she were again between her husband's legs, rubbing his cock over her face and preparing to lick and suck him to orgasm.
Polly didn't see Peter watching her in wide-eyed amazement. He jacked his own meaty stalk while he watched his mother lick his brother's cock. His ability to comprehend what had driven this normally quiet and lovely woman to this act was limited. But Peter knew it was the most emotional experience of his life.
The head and half the length of Donny's six-inch cock was in his mother's mouth now. Donny's hips were moving, and, with his eves closed in bliss, he reached out and wrapped his fingers in his mother's hair and pressed her face closer to his groin. Polly felt the pressure on her bowed head and allowed herself to be pushed even closer to his crisp pubic area. The fragrance of his healthy young male body caused her to moan in passion. The head of his cock was now just entering her throat, and the nearly forgotten techniques of swallowing a man's cock again sprang to her mind. She tasted the thin pre-orgasm fluids exuding from his dick, and she sucked so hard, her cheeks caved in.
Donny's hips bucked upward and he moaned his nearly accomplished orgasm.
"Mom… Mom, I'm shooting Mom! Oh geeze Mom, here it comes!" His voice cracked in his passion. "Mommmmm!"
His cock exploded in Polly's mouth and she gulped the sperm down immediately. The act of blowing her son had put her out of her mind. She wanted his come and she wanted every drop his adolescent body possessed.
Shot after shot spattered into her throat and was quickly swallowed. Sucking noises were heard through the room and she mewed small animal like sounds of contentment.
Peter had stopped jacking himself. He knew he didn't have to satisfy himself. He had come to the realization that his mother was so hungry for sexual attention that she had come to her two sons for satisfaction. Peter wanted to experience what his brother had, but he wanted more than the cramped window seat to enjoy it on.
When Polly allowed Donny's cock to slip from her lips, she didn't immediately raise her head. She was experiencing the spreading warmth of a near orgasm. Unfortunately it hadn't crated, but the nearness of it was nearly as exhilarating.
Finally, she looked up. Donny's grin at her was sheepish.
"Mom, I'm sorry. I tried to warn you and hold it back."
Polly cleared her throat of the last of her son's come and said with a wane smile, "Don't worry, baby. I knew what to expect."
Peter spoke up. "You did that for Dad too, I bet, didn't you."
"Yes Peter, I did."
She spotted his bobbing cock and the same thrill shot through her as when she'd first touched Donny.
"Would you like Mother to fix that for you, darling?"
Peter nodded quickly in agreement "Yeah. I didn't jerk off while I watched you and Donny 'cause I wanted you to suck me too. Could we get on my bed though, Mom? It's getting bard on this seat."
Polly grinned and nodded her head.
"Sure baby. I guess it would be more comfortable for all of us."
Within a few minutes Peter was stretched out on his back, and Polly was kneeling between his husky, tan thighs. His balls and cock were pale by comparison to his sun-exposed torso and thighs. There was a large blue vein running down the side of his dick, and again Polly was reminded of Ben, their father. She cringed a little inside at the thought of Ben's knowing that his wife was now sucking his sons' cocks in what had previously been their own bedroom.
The nearness of a male body was the overriding influence on Polly though, and she quickly leaned forward and started using her magic tongue along his thighs and then up to his crotch. When she ran her tongue up the length of Peter's erection, he shuddered and moaned his pleasure. His near orgasm while jacking himself left him with very little resistance to his mother's oral stimulations.
Polly now had her son's cock inside her mouth, and she rolled her tongue over the smooth glans and licked away the traces of semen that were there. He tasted just like his brother, she thought to herself.
Peter's hips began to move up and down, and Polly positioned her face about three inches up from his crotch. His glistening dick slid in an out of her mouth as he fucked her face.
Donny watched his brother get blown, and he again got hard. Walking over to the bed, he reached out and cautiously touched one of Polly's hanging, full tits. At his touch she looked at him out of the corner of her eye. She saw he was again erect. Her need now for satisfaction was becoming a real demand. She reached out and took his hand and squeezed it tightly around her full globe. She increased the pressure as much as she could and pressed herself into his hand. Donny seemed to understand immediately and began squeezing the full tit and the protruding nipple. Polly felt the electricity flow through her breast and run directly to her sopping cunt. She continued sucking her son's cock while Donny reached under her and captured the other hanging breast and began working on that one.
His squeezing hands were driving Polly even closer to orgasm. She put one of her hands into her tight black panties and immediately found her swollen clitoris. Her thumb and forefinger pinched the swollen little nub of tender flesh in rhythm to Donny's squeezing hands.
Peter's bucking hips and groans announced his oncoming orgasm. She was constantly swallowing a steady stream of pre-seminal fluid now and knew it wouldn't be long before he gave her what she was so thirsty for.
"Geeze Mom, I'm coming. Mom, it's going to shoot now. Mom! Godddd Moommmmmm!"
Her son raised his hips off the bed, and she had to stop playing with her own body. She held his cock in place with one hand and clutched his hip with the other. One salty wad after another hit the roof of her mouth and she quickly swallowed it. His musky sperm was delicious and she ran her tongue over the inflamed, blood-engorged bead to erase every trace of his juices.
"Oh Christ Mom, I feel great! I never felt like that before. Thanks Mom, you were super."
Polly lifted her sex-haggard face and allowed his half-erect cock to slip from her lips.
"Oh Peter Darling, you tasted so sweet to your Mother. I'm glad I could make both my boys happy."
She rolled over on her back and her hand crept to her sodden crotch. She still bad not hit that one big shot she knew was nearly within her capability.
Donny said, "Mom, are you okay? You look like you're in pain or something."
Polly looked at the concerned face of her son and smiled.
"No, I'm okay. I'm just trying to make myself shoot off like you boys did. Girls get hot too, you know."
Donny was still caressing her breast, and he now leaned over and kissed his mother's swollen tit. Polly pushed his head down farther, and Donny opened his mouth and took the nipple and areola into his mouth and tongued it rapidly. Polly moaned and dug her fingers into her cunt.
Suddenly she felt hands on her hips and felt her panties being pulled down. She reacted automatically and allowed them to be pulled down her legs and off her feet. Hands immediately touched her thighs, and she allowed them to spread open farther. She felt one of the boys put his hands on her cunt shyly, and she withdrew her own hand. Her eyes opened, and she saw Peter eagerly staring at the auburn-haired cunt his mother now displayed wantonly for his pleasure. Peter's hand was now pressing against the large pouting outer lips, and with little effort he slid his fingers past them and into the pink, soft, heated interior or his mother's cunt
"Oh God Peter, use three fingers in me. Oh darling, fuck me with your hand. Go in and out Peter."
Donny watched his brother, and now he was getting even more excited than he had a few moments earlier when his mother had let Peter shoot his juice into her mouth. He wasn't sure what was happening right now, but the ache in his loins began to cause him to suck more forcefully on the tender tit in his mouth and to gently chew the expanded nipple.
Polly was beyond any rational control now. She ran one hand over Peter's body as he rammed his band into his mother. Her other hand had found Donny's erect cock, and, turning her head, she spoke to him breathlessly.
"Donny, baby, how would you like to make me feel so good?"
"Sure Mom, what do you want me to do?"
"Peter, move aside honey and let Donny get between my legs."
Peter moved as Donny slid into position. Polly immediately grabbed his shoulders and positioned him over her. Her hands found his cock and placed the head of it into her wet snatch.
"Now shove it into me, baby. Oh please Donny hurry! Mama wants to feel you screw her hard, baby."
Donny rammed his cock into his mother's body and it felt wilder than he ever thought it would. Instinctively his hips took up the rhythm, and soon Polly's head was lolling back and forth. She cupped Donny's tight muscular ass and squeezed him.
"Oh Donny harder. Fuck me hard son. My God, your cock feels almost like your father's. Fuck me hard, baby. Love Meeee! Fuck Meeee!"
Her cries announced her long desired orgasm. Wave alter wave of emotion washed through her body. Her body spasmed and her love juices soaked her son's hard dick and ran out of her stretched vaginal lips and down the crack of her smooth ass.
Donny's control broke and he grabbed one bouncing tit and chewed it as he pumped his come into her body. Polly could feel it hit her tender organs and sear her with his young liquid passion.
"Oh God, baby, your come is so hot. Fuck me, baby. Let it all come out, darling. Use my pussy for your juices, Donny. Oh Donny, I love you, baby."
Donny pounded out his lust atop his mother's lush body. Her legs were wrapped around his lean hips and his face was buried in the warmth of her fragrant breasts.
Polly felt his young body relax finally as the last of his orgasm subsided. She stroked his hair, and the thought rushed through her mind that her baby bad once again returned to stretch her vaginal opening, just as he had when she gave birth to him. As it had that first time, her body felt peaceful and relaxed. For some reason the depravity of the acts she had committed with her sons only seemed to enhance the passions in her.



Chapter 3


"Mom, Mom, wake up Mom. Are ya okay Mom?"
Polly's eyes snapped open and for a minute she thought she'd been dreaming. She looked up at the healthy smiling faces of her sons and realized she was still on Peter's bed and that her recent tryst with them had been real.
"You fell asleep Mom." Peter said. "How about fixing us some breakfast now. Geeze, I never knew screwing could make you so hungry."
His casual manner of speaking sent a chill through Polly's heart. He seemed to be so blasй about something that had been so important to Polly. She knew her relationship with her sons had been changed irrevocably that morning. She hoped that she could handle it properly.
"Peter darling, did you and your brother like what we just did?"
Donny said, "Gosh yes Mom. We've been anxious to find out what it was like, but we thought we'd have to find another girl our age to-let us dolt. We never figured you'd do it with us."
Peter said, "What we did is kinda wrong, isn't it Mom. I mean, if we told anyone, you'd get into trouble, wouldn't ya?"
Polly looked at her son intently. "Are you going to tell anyone, Peter? You wouldn't want to get anyone into trouble would you? I did it because I love you two boys. Do you understand?"
"Sure Mom, we understand. We've been talking though, Donny and me, and we figure you got hot watching us play with our cocks and wanted it too. Didn't we Donny?"
Donny Bell nodded his head in agreement. "Yeah Mom, we understand. You've been alone a long time and don't have anyone to take care of you. We know you play with yourself and use that vibrating thing. We seen it a couple times."
Polly blushed when she heard how her sons had reasoned out her conduct. She had indeed spied on them and gotten emotionally carried away. A slight fear began to invade her now.
Sitting up she started to leave the bed. "Well, this is the last time we'll ever do this boys. I'm sorry I allowed myself to get so carried away. We'll simply forget it ever happened and not mention it again."
As she rose from their bed, Peter's voice stopped her from walking out of the room.
"We're looking forward to doing it again, Mom. We've heard about a lot of things that a woman can do for a guy if she wants to. We got a lot of ideas we want to try, don't we Donny?"
Polly looked in surprise at her Sons. Donny's eyes never left her face. He seemed so innocent.
"We sure do, Mom. Pete and I were talking while you slept and we decided we jacked off so many times looking at your pictures in that book; now we'd like to see what you look like dressed in all those sexy things. As long as there's just the three of us here, you can wear that stuff all the time, Mom. It's gonna be great, Mom."
Polly's heart beat faster now.
"Listen you two. I'm not going to stand here another minute and listen to this. What happened here is never going to happen again. It was done in love and I'm sorry you can't understand that. Now forget any other ideas you have."
She turned to pick up her robe and while she slipped into it she kept her back to the boys. When she turned to face them, they were looking at each other. Peter had her panties in his hand. Walking to the bed she held out her hand and waited until he handed them to her.
"Mom. Donny and I love you too. Honest we do Mom. But, I'm afraid we're gonna have to insist on doing this our way. We're kids and you could get into trouble if we told anyone this happened. You got to do it, Mom. We want to fuck you again, and we want you to suck us off some more too."
Donny got off the bed and came up to his mother. He was nearly as tall as she was and his healthy tanned body reminded her so much of Ben's.
Putting his arm around his mother, he said, "Please don't be mad, Mom. We just couldn't go back to playing with our own cocks after this. We talked about this a lot before, and we figure you need what we got too. Why go out with some guy and do it with him when you got us. We love you Mom, and we really can learn something from you, too. It's a great idea for all of us, Mom."
Peter's head was nodding in silent agreement at what his brother was saying.
"Yeah Mom, besides we seen some other pictures once that you and Dad bad in your bedroom, and he used to tie you up and make you do all kinda things that were neat. You never complained about that. How come you don't want to make us happy, too?"
Polly's eyes widened in shocked disbelief. She remembered Ben taking many photos of her during the years they were both lovers and then later after they were married. She had destroyed them after his death. Apparently the boys had seen them while they were quite young but hadn't forgotten them. Her loins spasmed as she remembered the various acts she and Ben had played out. Peter had been only too right when he said that she'd not complained when Ben had done certain things to her. They certainly hadn't been unpleasant to her. A feeling of passion began to sweep over her.
"Peter, Danny, I'll have to think about this. Everything's very confusing to me right now. We'll talk about it later. Now boys, please promise you won't speak of this to anyone outside this house. You don't know what could happen if you did."
"Peter and I already know, Mom. We talked about it once with a friend and we don't want anything like that to happen. Our friend said what we did is done in a lot of families and nobody gets hurt, and everyone has a great time."
"Yeah Mom, you just got to do your part and we'll promise to do ours."
His face had a grinning leer on it, and Polly wasn't exactly sure how to take his remark about her doing her part.
She stroked Donny's cheek "My Lord, my two babies are certainly grown up, aren't they. If I decided to allow you boys to have sex with me, you'll do everything I say. Is that understood? I suppose young boys are bound to need physical love, and you might as well have it at home instead of with strangers."
She looked at Peter. "Who's this friend you spoke to?"
Peter grinned. "We promised not to tell. Mom. Our friend told us some secrete so there's nothing to worry about. Our friend won't talk to anybody."
Donny stroked the full flesh of his mother's breast through the flimsy fabric of her peignoir. "You'll do it then, Mom? Can we count on making love to you whenever we want to? Geeze, I'm getting excited just thinking about it."
"Well right now, it's time to feed you two. Let me wash up and you can both do the same. I'll fix pancakes this morning and you two fix the juice and set the table for me, okay?"
"Yeah Mom, we'll really need a big breakfast today. I'm starving," Peter said as he jumped out of bed and embraced his mother. "Gosh Mom, You're really pretty. I never seen nicer tits, even on women in magazines."
His reference and language caused Polly to blush, but his band on the breast that Donny had not been stroking brought heat to her loins.
My God, she thought, can this really happen to me? A little while ago I was a widow and only mildly aware of my frustrations and only mildly curious about a new neighbor. Here I am now, the lover of two teenagers who are my own sons, and my body's on fire to have them again right now.



Chapter 4


Polly didn't allow herself to think about what had happened in. the boys' room. They ate excitedly and carried on a running commentary about their plans for the day, and as soon as they finished, they jumped up, quickly grabbed their beach gear and left. As Donny pecked her on the cheek his hand caressed her full, soft breast through her robe, and then he was gone out the door behind Peter.
She was startled at the casual way they had handled a situation that was so packed with emotion for her.
After setting her house in order, Polly showered and did her hair and make up. While brushing her lovely auburn hair in front of the bathroom full-length mirror, she looked at her nude form. She still had a lovely body, although no longer as lithe and supple as she bad had when she first met Ben. The lovely, slightly pouting breasts had been firmer and poked their pink nipples proudly into the air. Her hips were slimmer too. Now her stomach had a slight swell below her navel and her thighs had thickened a little. She was still a beautiful woman for her thirty-seven years, though. Her luxurious auburn hair and green eyes were her crowning glory.
Ben had met her while she'd been trying to break into modeling. He was a photographer then for an agency she was working for. She modeled lingerie and swim attire, her body then being too robust and healthy and her breasts too large to qualify her as an emaciated high-style model.
She and Ben instantly fell in love and soon she was living with him. It was frowned upon by most people then, but neither of them had a family of their own, and they simply didn't care what the world thought. Ben was also a man who didn't want his wife to work, but since she was still determined to make it in the modeling field, she refused to marry him and forsake her career ambitions. They had compromised, and it had been a good arrangement for the both of them.
Three years later she discovered she was pregnant. Ben had quit photographing fashion models and had become a recognized expert in news coverage with his cameras. After talking it over they realized they both wanted a family and marriage had followed. Polly quit posing and settled down to await the birth of their baby.
When the doctor told her that she'd had two healthy boys that were mirror images of each other, she was in seventh heaven. Ben had nearly killed himself celebrating with his cronies.
Five years later they bought land south of San Francisco, on the beach, and a year later moved into their own home.
Ben traveled a great deal as a news photographer, but he made a point of spending as much time as possible with his family. He and Polly had developed a very active and diversified sex life during their single days living together, and having a family didn't change their habits any. Neither was inhibited about discussing with the other, some fantasy or desire. They had experimented with many forms of giving mutual pleasure. One thing always remained the same though, and that was that Polly was most excited and turned on when subjected to dominance. Ben learned to treat her with a loving yet masterful manner during their private moments. Polly reveled in submitting to his demands. He tied her up and taunted her with passion and threats of degradation. She squirmed when she thought of the ways she'd slavishly served him and in the end had her own body ravished and completely loved by her husband. He always had her dress in flowing gowns with sheet peignoirs and nylons with a garter belt. High-heeled pumps added to the allure of her graceful and supply figure. Oral attention was lavished on every part of Ben's body, and then after a full orgasm, he would reverse the rolls and drive her out of her mind with passion and lust. She was often placed in a particularly lewd position and tied securely. Ben would then tease her and build her body's passion to the boiling point before finally satisfying her with an orgasm that would usually leave her semiconscious. Afterwards, they would lay in each others arms and tenderly love each other while the sounds of the surf and the ocean breezes would finally lull them into deep sleep.
Polly remembered one night when the boys had reached their tenth birthdays, and Polly remarked to Ben how their small sex organs were beginning to really develop. Ben held her and slowly created a fantasy for her in which she was being ravished by her two husky sons while he sat and directed them. Polly had been a bit uncomfortable at first, but as Ben warmed to the subject, she had grown more passionate and finally, while he sank his hardened shaft into her soaked cunt, she'd moaned out to her fantasy lovers all of the sexual acts she yearned for them to commit with her. Ben had gone wild with lust and pounded her prone body for half the night. She remembered him shooting his come into her many times that night, and each time she experienced a mind-staggering orgasm of her own.
Those strange and forbidden fantasies hadn't been talked about again. Ben had been killed two months later in a plane crash.
If it hadn't been for the quiet loving strength of the boys, Polly would have probably lost her mind to the overwhelming grief. It was almost a year before she regained her full composure, but then things bad settled down to a comfortable boredom that helped heal her broken heart and shattered mind.
Polly and the boys had been well provided for, and she had been contacted by some of Ben's old Mends in the news services and now did occasional fashion consultant jobs for the yearly shows. She traveled only once or twice a year to Europe to update her material, and while gone, a local woman took care of the boys. Her personal life had been celibate until this morning.
She dated very infrequently, and then ft was usually tied in with an assignment or with an old friend who might happen by. She'd met Stephen Lark on the beach one morning while walking. His warm and undemanding nature made him easy to be with. They'd dined together a few times, but he'd always refrained from mentioning his personal life. He had told her that his wife had left him five years earlier, and he'd taken complete charge of their daughter, Sandy. Polly knew that he'd been a college professor some years ago, but that after having written a successful book on one of his field trips, he'd abandoned the academic life for the free and easy life of a world traveler and writer. She also knew that they did a great deal of traveling in their spacious boat. They had a lovely house they rented year round, on the beach, but spent more time on the boat. Steve said he maintained it to give Sandy a feeling of permanence somewhere in the world.
Sandy was a lovely, fifteen-year-old blonde, like her father. Her shape was lovely, and her healthy body was a joy to watch, either running on the beach or astride one of the horses they rented, as she'd seen them earlier that morning. Sandy had been quietly polite to her, and a trifle wistful when she'd looked at Polly and the boys. Her deep-blue eyes had looked sad when she heard of the family activities that Polly and the boys always had going. Polly had invited her to the house a few times, but Sandy had never accepted an invitation. She always excused herself by saying that her father needed her to help with his work. Polly knew that Sandy was tutored by her father, and she demonstrated a keen and inquiring mind. Polly realized that her traveling had probably broadened her as much as the tutoring.
The thoughts of Sandy and her father brought the image of her sons to her mind. The sight of their erections had brought chills and shudders of excitement to her that she still recalled. Could it be possible that she didn't really want to fight them over dominion of her body? She refused to consider the moral aspects of an incestuous relationship with the twins. She tried to convince herself that she would not allow it to happen again. The overpowering experience of feeling their cocks in her mouth and later in her pussy completely overwhelmed any other considerations, though.
The boys returned for lunch, and, as was their usual practice, they stripped their salt and sand-encrusted shorts and sneakers off on the private sun deck and then showered out of doom. There was a cupboard kept filled with large beach towels for them to wrap themselves in, but today Polly saw them discard their towels as they entered the kitchen door.
She tried not to stare at their nudity as they went to the refrigerator for something cold to drink with their lunch.
Peter sat down and rather than begin wolfing his lunch, he stared at his mother with a speculative look.
Turning to Donny he said, "Hey Donny, you know what'd be neat? How about getting Mom to take her clothes off like us."
Polly's eyes widened in shock at this casual discussion about her, with his brother.
"Yeah, that'd be neat."
Turning to his mother, he said, "Hey Mom, how about it? Would you strip for us like those topless waitresses in San Francisco? It'd be sexy, Mom."
"No, certainly not. Don't let your imagination get the best of you. That goes for you too, Peter."
Peter's face fell, but his eyes didn't leave his mother's face.
"Mom, you remember how good it was this morning? We all felt great. You did too. You'd like to do that again, wouldn't you, Mom? You got to compromise Mom. We like to do certain things and right now we'd like to see you serve lunch with nothing on."
"Listen Peter," Polly said, "This morning was a mistake. I won't allow that to happen again. I've already put that photo album in my trunk and locked it so it won't be around to put any wrong ideas in your head anymore."
Peter and Donny looked at each other and then as though on cue they rose from the table and walked up to Polly.
Polly felt alarmed at the intent look on their faces. She backed up against the sink and stood all as she could. She wished that she had more on than just short-shorts and a lightweight blouse. She remembered that she was also wearing the same black panties she had on earlier that day and a lacy bra to match. She remembered the exciting feeling she got when she put the panties back on. The memory of how they'd been removed and what had happened to her after being stripped of them sent thrills through her.
Now her sons stood before her in the nude. She wished they had something on so she didn't have to constantly be reminded of the adolescent manhood their bodies represented. Their cocks appeared to be only about half flaccid now.
"Boys go eat your lunch. I'm your mother and you're my children. This has gone far enough. Now, please do as I say."
"Mom, we love you, but we think we know better about what you really want," Peter said.
"Yeah Mom, we really liked what you did this morning, and we're sure you liked it too," Denny said.
Polly's face crimsoned and her eyes dropped from theirs.
"Don't argue with me. You both go get some clothes on and then eat your lunch. That's all I intend to say on the subject."
Peter's voice was a little shaky as he responded to her. "Mom, we figured you might feel this way so me and Donny agreed to kinda take things into our own hands. Right Don?"
"Yeah, that's right Mom. We talked it over amongst the three of us and we decided we might have to."
Polly's eyes were wary now. "What do you mean, the three of us? My God, you didn't talk to anybody about what we did this morning, did you?"
Peter said, "Yeah, you remember, we told you about our friend. Don't worry Mom, we told you that there wouldn't be anybody finding out. You'll get to meet our friend later. Anyway, me and Donny are gonna have to convince you, Mom. We're sure you wanna do it again."
Polly's heart raced. This can't be happening to me, she thought.
She said, "Do you boys realize you're talking about forcing me against my will? Are you really going to rape your own mother?"
Peter put his hand on her arm. "Mom, we aren't gonna do that. We aren't gonna do anything you don't want us to. Right Donny?"
He looked quickly at his brother for confirmation.
"Yeah Mom. We remembered some of those neat pictures we seen of you and Dad and we remember hearing you two at night sometimes. Honest Mom, we're not gonna hurt you."
Peter's hand was stroking her arm, and Donny stepped up close to her and put his arms tightly around her waist and hugged her. He buried his face in her shoulder.
'We love you, Mom. We know you love us too. All we want to do is make you happy and feel good, like this morning."
Polly was confused and instinctively she reached up and stroked Donny's hair in a gesture of affection.
It was while Donny was nuzzling against her neck and shoulder that Polly felt Peter's hand on her breast.
"Stop it Peter! I told you we aren't going to have any more of that. It's wrong son!"
Peter's voice was filled with urgency and excitement.
"Hold her Donny. You know what to do."
It was at that moment Polly realized she was about to be raped by her own sons.



Chapter 5


Polly tried to push Peter away from her, but he had her arm securely tucked under his. Her other arm was being held by Donny, and his arms around her prevented her from moving away from the sink and the boys.
"This is insane, boys. Stop it now. I'm your mother, Peter. Let go of me and we'll talk about this."
Peter wasn't talking, though. He had hold of Polly's left breast and was crushing it in his strong young hand. He finally found the nipple through the fabric of her blouse and bra and began squeezing it as she had shown Donny how to do that morning. Peter also had a hand on his mother's ass and was squeezing her buttocks. Polly felt the shock of the intimate touch run through her body.
Donny now had his lips around her other areola and nipple and was gently chewing the flesh through her clothing. His one free hand reached down and cupped her crotch. The tight shorts didn't allow much room for him to get his hand inside the leg, but he squeezed her cunt and pubic mound with a strength born out of passion. This too was a distracting act to Polly's reeling mind.
"Peter Donny, you don't know what you're doing. Please stop for all our sakes."
There was no denying that the rough fondling was beginning to effect Polly. Her heart beat fast as much out of passion as it did due to the physical strain she was exerting.
Suddenly she felt Peter's stiffened cock rub against her bare thigh. She looked down and saw that both boys were fully aroused. Their beautiful stiff penises were standing straight out from their pubic areas and the sight nearly finished Polly's resolve to escape from this dilemma.
She was feeling flashes of heat course through her now, and she realized they were beginning to effect her body against her will.
"Please… Donny… Peter… I really don't want this. I don't want… you to… make love to… me."
"Mom, you don't sound so angry anymore. Does Donny's hand feel good between your legs? Remember how good his cock felt this morning in the bedroom?"
"Please. Peter, don't… talk like… that. I can't let this… happen."
Her voice was only whispering now. Her will to fight almost gone.
Donny stopped nibbling on her breast and ran his wet tongue up her neck and into her ear. Polly shuddered from the warm wetness.
"Mom," Donny said, "wouldn't you rather feel my tongue on your bare titties? Gosh Mom, I want to suck on them while you play with my dick, Mom. Remember how hard it got when you touched it with your lips? Can you feel it on your leg now, Mom?"
Polly couldn't fight anymore.
"Yes darling, I feel it Oh baby, it feels so good."
"Hey Donny, we can let her go now. I think Mom's changed her mind, haven't you Mom?"
Polly felt them release her arms and step back from her. She actually felt a sense of loss without them pressing against her body.
Her head lolled on one shoulder, and she only bad her eyes partially open as she gasped in her passion.
"Oh boys, I do want to love you. I know it's wrong, but I don't care. Do you want me now? You can have me."
"Yeah Mom," Peter said. We want you to do like you used to do for Dad. Would you like to do that, Mom?"
Polly's blood raced. She wasn't sure what Peter meant exactly, but whatever they wanted to do to her was all right. She was on fire inside and she felt a need to serve these two young male animals.
"Your Father knew I wanted to serve him, darling. I was his to do with as he chose. Tell me what you want, Peter. You and Donny must tell me what I can do for you, baby."
"You like taking orders, Mom? We heard about things like that from our friend. Geeze, that's really exciting to think about A sexy lady to do whatever we want, Peter. How about that?"
Peter smiled with delight "Yeah, and I can't wait."
"Mom, let's see you take off your clothes so we'll all be naked."
"Yes baby, whatever you want."
Polly nearly ripped the buttons off her blouse and it was soon discarded. Her shorts snapped open and slid down her legs.
Bonny sighed in admiration of her beauty. "You sure look neat in black, Mom. Do you still have all those neat things you used to wear for Dad?"
Polly's eyes were glittering now. Her role as their plaything turned her on even more than she had been a few moments before.
"Yes baby, I do. I'll wear whatever you and your brother want me to." Her head bowed forward and she sobbed involuntarily in her passion. "Hell. I'll do anything you want, boys. I'm so hot inside, I'm burning up."
"I want to see you wear those sexy stockings and high heels, Mom," Peter said. "I don't know if they're what other women wear, but you sure turned me on when I looked at your pictures."
Polly stepped out of her shorts and Peter stepped up and said, "Turn around Mom. I want to take your bra off you myself. I never did that before to anyone."
Polly turned her back and Peter quickly unhooked her bra. As it slid down her arms he reached around and cupped the beautiful naked flesh in his bands.
"Oh Peter, they love to be handled and squeezed. Go on baby, squeeze them hard until you hurt me. I love it. I want it so badly."
Peter needed no further encouragement He clutched his mother's ripe flesh until she gasped from the shock of pain that went through her. Her cunt spasmed and moisture began building up behind the outer lips.
"Oh, Oh… My God, I'm coming Peter. You made me come just squeezing my tits. Oh God, I'm on fire Peter!"
Donny leaped forward, and, snagging her panties, quickly pulled them down her shaking legs.
"Move over Peter. I'm going to try something I've always read about."
Peter moved away from Polly, and Donny stepped up close to his mother's naked ass.
"Okay Mom, you said you wanted to hear what we wanted to do. Bend over, Mom. I'm going to put my cock in you from behind. That's called dog-fucking, Mom."
Polly's heart was pounding and her head whirled in her surrender to her sons' passions. The thoughts of her two young boys talking to her and doing to her what they were now doing sent chills of lust racing through her loins.
She bent over meekly, and, folding her arms on the kitchen counter, she put her head down on her forearms.
"Go on Donny, do it to me. Oh Jesus, please do it now."
"Tell him what you want, Mom," Peter said. "Let's hear you ask for it like this morning."
Polly didn't argue with Peter. "Oh please Donny, fuck me. Put your hard cock into your mother's pussy and fuck me, baby. Rain it deep inside me, baby. I want to feel you in my body, Donny."
Donny spread her ass cheeks and saw the puckered tan hole that he knew was her rectum. Right below that he saw the auburn-haired orifice marked by the puny lips that he'd pushed his cock into that morning. She was already lubricated, and Donny saw the glistening drops of moisture along the line of her cunt lips. He quickly placed the head of his hard cock in that valley between the labia lips and pushed his organ slowly into his mother's heated body.
Polly arched her back and stuck her hips out in an exaggerated angle for better penetration by her son.
"Ohhhhh Donnnyyyy… God that's soooo goooood!" she moaned aloud.
She moved so quickly to feel his deep penetration that he had to grab her hips to help maintain his balance as he spread his feet and started pumping his cock into his mother's eager cunt. Polly sobbed with delight as he pistoned himself into her body. Donny tucked his mother with increased passion and force. A lust overtook him that drove him wild.
"How's that, Mom? You like getting fucked like a dog? Remember that bitch in heat we saw on the beach last month? Remember how we watched her getting screwed by all those male dogs? Are you like that, Mom? Are you?"
Polly's voice was muffled by sobs now. "Oh yes, baby. I'm hot like that. It feels so good! I'm… a… bitch in heat… baby. I don't care… about anything but… getting fucked with a stiff cock, baby!"
She was gasping in her physical exertions. Her body broke into a sweat of passion. Her ass jerked around in tight circles so as to get the most contact with his cock in her seething cunt. Her son saw his cock disappear and reemerge from his mother's body, and it drove him crazy.
"I'm coming Moms Oh God… MOM… OHHHH SHIT!"
His balls exploded and he felt his body contract inside, in the heat of his passionate orgasm. Polly felt his cock expand inside her cunt, and then a scalding torrent of sperm shot deep into in her vitals. It triggered her own orgasm, and she simply moaned inarticulate sounds and dug her nails into the flesh of her arms as her body was wracked by one shuddering orgasm after another.
His semen exploded against the walls of her vagina, one shot after another. Her own orgasmic juices boiled out of her cunt, past his throbbing cock and then ran down her thighs.
She gulped for air and rolled her head in the sheer ecstasy of what she was experiencing. Her legs shook, and she could feel Donny lean on her back as he fought to control his own weakened legs.
"Oh golly Mom. I never thought anything could feel so good. I gotta sit down. I'm so weak all of a sudden and my ass feels like it's all puckered up."
Polly grinned weakly to herself. Her conscious mind was working again now that her passions had temporarily been cooled. She knew how strange his body must feel to him. She also remembered how her sons had completely: mastered her. There was no doubt in Pauline Bell's mind that she was now going to become the full-time lover and slave to two very active and demanding young men. The fact that they were her own sons made no difference to Polly now. She wasn't going to fight her body's needs and the lust-filled bodies of her two sons, too.
Polly's mind briefly dwelled on her husband, Ben.
Oh Ben, darling, this is one fantasy we never thought would become a reality.



Chapter 6


Peter was beside himself with the lust raging in his body. He watched his brother stagger to a kitchen chair and collapse. His mother slowly sank to her knees in exhaustion, and he heard her moaning inarticulate and mewing sounds.
Going to her quickly, he reached down and put his arm around her naked shoulders and helped her to her feet. She leaned against him, and he saw that teals were coming from her beautiful green eyes.
"Mom, please don't cry. We really didn't want to hurt you. Please Mom, don't be mad at us."
Polly squeezed him and said with a wane smile. "Don't worry, darling. I'm crying because I feel so good inside. I don't want to fight it anymore. You and your brother were right, I did want to make love to you. I know it's not right, but God, Peter, I can't live without sex anymore. I love both you boys so much, and l know what you did to me was because I got you excited this morning. Now I don't care what you do with me as long as you give me all of your love."
Peter grinned. "You mean you want all of our cock, don't you, Mom? You liked doing what we told you to, didn't you?"
Polly's face flushed, but she didn't hesitate.
"Oh God yes, Peter. I want your cocks in me and I don't care what you make me do or say. I loved it, darling. You surprised me when you said you remembered hearing your father and I making love. Did you really remember how he talked to me?"
"Yes we did. It was real strange when we first listened but later on we began to understand. When we talked to our friend about it, it was all explained to us. We were told it would probably make you excited and it sure did."
Polly caressed his cheek and looked lovingly into his face. "Your friend is quite the expert, isn't he? When am I going to meet him? I'm awfully embarrassed to think someone outside of the three of us knows about this thing we've done."
"Don't worry Mom, you'll find out who it is soon enough. Anyway, how about me now? Will you do something for me now? I'm so horny my bells are aching, Mom."
She smiled at him. "Remember darling, you're my masters now. You have to tell me what you want me to do. I wouldn't want to be accused of leading my two babies astray. If you give me an order, and I can't fight you, then I have to do what you tell me to. Do you understand, Peter?"
"Sure Mom. We both understand, and we like it that way. This way you can't be responsible for what we do to you. Is that right, Mom?"
Polly slowly nodded her head. She was amazed at the maturity in the two of them. She wasn't sure if it had been there all along, or if it was the sudden influence of this new friend of theirs. She wondered who he could be. She was almost afraid to think of what would happen when she was suddenly confronted with him face to face. Whatever had brought about this instant maturity in her sons, she knew that they were now able to figure out what it was that they would have to do to help their mother cope with this new strange relationship they were sharing. For some unknown reason it made Polly feel better about the whole thing.
"Mom, I want you to suck my cock again. This time let's go into your room and use the big bed though. It's big enough for all of us to get comfortable."
"Yeah Mom," Donny said. "I enjoyed screwing that way, but it sure makes a fellow feel tired afterwards. I think I'll stick to beds and floors from now on. It felt good though, just the same."
Polly grinned at Donny. "You sure are a complainer. Your father used to make me bend over the couch and a couple times he even used the dining room table when you boys were out playing. He never complained."
"Yeah, well he was stronger than we are. Maybe if we get lots of practice with you Mom, we'll be able to do it those ways too."
Peter gripped his mother's arm and steered her toward the door.
"Enough of this gabbing, Mrs. Bell, you heard what I wanted you to do, now get ready to blow your son's cock until he comes in your mouth. You'd like that wouldn't you?
Polly felt a thrill race through her. Being talked to like that by Peter was turning her passions on again.
"Yes, Master Peter. I'd love to taste your cock in my mouth. Do you have any more orders for me, Master Peter?"
Peter Bell felt a strange sense of power race through him at his mother's strange words. He knew she was playing along with what they'd already decided, but to hear her voluntarily call him "master" was even better than he and Donny had figured it would be.
"That feels neat being called Master, Mom. You like to have masters don't you?"
"Yes, Peter, I do. I won't try to explain it to you now, but someday you'll understand maybe."
Donny stood up and said, "Are you a masochist, Mom? Our friend explained about masochists to us, and after we explained what happened this morning and what you said then, our friend said you were probably a masochist and liked being ordered around or got turned on by being made helpless and then raped. That's when we decided to do what we did."
Polly shook her head. "This friend of yours certainly has all the answers. Yes, I guess I am a masochist. Your father realized that shortly after we got married, and we were very happy. I don't like to be hurt though, at least not a lot of pain. Just enough to make me excited and then lots of loving. Do you think you'll be able to take care of me by doing that?
Peter slid his hand down to her naked ass and squeezed. "I think we already proved that Mom. Let's go now. I can't wait to do it some more."
The three of them went into Polly's bedroom and soon the boys were sitting on the bed and Polly was standing in front of them.
Peter said, "We're your masters now Mom, and you'll serve us anyway you have to, to make us come and feel excited. Do you understand?"
Polly blushed as the ludicrousness of the situation became clear to her. However, she couldn't escape the effect that the boys had on her when they talked to her that way or treated her as they had done in the kitchen.
She bowed her head in supplication. "Yes Masters. Tell me what you wish me to do and I'll do it. I'm your slave."
Peter said, "You know Donny, I haven't fucked our slave yet, and you've had her pussy twice. I think I'll do it this time."
"Yeah, it felt great both times. Mom's got a tight cunt and it's hotter than hell inside her."
"Come over here and kiss my dick, Mom, then when it's all wet and slick, I want you to sit on me and let me watch you fuck me. You'd like to do that wouldn't you?"
"Yes, Peter. I'll do anything to get your cock in me."
She bent her knees and was soon clutching his erect tool in her soft hand. She bent her head and quickly licked away the traces of the semen that had escaped earlier. She opened her mouth and his cock disappeared into it. She laved it with her tongue and it was soon juicy and exuding even more semen as she became even more aroused.
Finally she took it from her sucking lips and said, "Is that wet enough, darling? Can I get on it now. I really want to feel it in my pussy. I'll suck you off later, but would you please fuck me flow, darling? I'm so hot."
Peter arranged himself on the bed, and after putting pillows behind his head he told his mother to do what she had to do to get his dick into her pussy.
Polly quickly straddled his hips, and reaching down, took his wet cock and placed the head of it against her cunt. With slow deliberate movements, she slowly inched it into her steaming cauldron of passion. She allowed her breath to hiss out of her clenched teeth as her full weight came down on the point of his erection. It was now lodged against her cervix, and that pressure was so exciting.
Looking down she saw her son's eyes were closed in rapture, and she slowly raised her hips a few inches and again drove the blunt head of his cock against her tender organs.
"Jesus Mom, your cunt is so hot. I don't know if lean keep from coming right away or not. I want to shoot into your body right now, it feels so good. Keep fucking me, Mom. Don't stop slave, fuck your Master."
Polly's passion mounted as she heard the words her son spoke, and she began seriously fucking him. The idea of her son lying there, idly playing with her swinging tits and ordering his mother to screw him to orgasm was simply mind-boggling.
"Oh baby, it feels so good in me, too. God, I could die like this and I wouldn't care. Please squeeze my nipples harder, baby. I love you. I love your beautiful cock too. Give it to me baby, fuck me hard now."
Her motions became frantic as his hands on her tits clenched the tender flesh, and his hips bucked upwards with all the strength in his young body. His dick was driven into her sensitive cunt with great force, and she tossed her head and arched her back in her ecstasy.
"Oh Peter, it feels so good in me, keep it up! Oh God it's wonderful."
Anew voice intruded on her passion..
"Here Mom, suck me off while you're getting fucked."
She opened her eyes and there was Donny standing on the bed beside his brother's prone body. She was staring directly into his groin, and there was his half erect cock, still damp from her cunt, staring at her.
"Oh God Donny, it's still wet from your fucking me. Can't you clean up first?"
A shot of pain went through her breasts and Peter's voice cracked at her, "Suck his juicy cock, Slave, or I'll pinch your tits real hard. You're a slave and you'll do what we tell you."
That was all Polly needed to disregard any hesitation she might have had about tasting her own cunt juices on the cock of her son.
"Oh God, yes, Master. Give me your dick, baby, I'll love it if you want me to."
Donny smiled at his brother. Polly reached for Donny's dripping cock and immediately fell under the erotic influence of the moment instead of simply sucking it into her mouth, she cupped his balls, and, holding his cock between thumb and forefinger, she rubbed the velvety organ all over her face. Traces of their mutual orgasms were wiped across her beautiful, lust-filled face. Finally, she opened her moist, soft ups, and her tongue began licking small patches of skin along the shaft of Donny's cock.
Peter watched in awe at his mother's rapture as a result of being ordered to suck Donny's cock while it was all gooey with come.
"Geeze Donny look at her. She's really turned on now. You like that don't you, Mom? You like sucking Donny's nasty, sticky cock? You're doing just like you were told and you love it, don't you, Mom?"
Polly now had Donny's cock in her mouth, and her cheeks were caving in with the pressure she was putting on his organ. Her replies to his questions were nods of her head, and muffled sounds that escaped from her stuffed mouth.
"Mmmmffhgh… Hhmmm."
The sound of sucking was also heard. Polly bounced up and down on Peter's cock, and, cupping her other son's ass, brought his groin right up against her face. His cock was now completely embedded in her oral embrace. He could feel her finger trace the line of his ass crack, and soon he felt pressure at the tight little sphincter opening. He became quite aroused at this new attention to his body, and his hips pumped his cock in and out of his mother's face. He grabbed her hair and held himself in place while she blew him.
"Oh God Pete, I'm gonna come in her mouth, man, She's really sucking the stuff right out of me."
"I know, I can't hold back much longer. Mom, you're gonna get two loads at once. You want that don't you? You want both of us to come in you at once don't you?"
Polly didn't hear him, she was so wrapped up in what she was doing, and with the sensual feelings that she was submerged in, she didn't even feel Peter reach up and pinch her swollen nipples. Her body did react though, and it finally put her over the top, and she began coming.
A low moan started in her throat and escaped through her nose and stuffed mouth. Donny's cock was starting to swell, and she knew he would soon give her what she craved, a mouthful of male sperm. She reveled in its slightly thick starchy texture as it flooded her mouth and rolled over her tongue.
Donny's hips froze as the sensitive glans pulsated with each shot of semen. "Oh Jesus Pete, she did it. It's coming out of me. Pete. She's sucking it all out of me. Ooohhh geeezze!"
Polly moaned and bounced harder as her own orgasm flowed from her. It finally escaped the seal of Peter's cock in her vaginal opening and spilled down over his balls and soaked his crotch.
She moaned and hunched her body. Her tits, now free of his hands as he held her hips, bounced and rubbed together in their fullness.
Peter knew he was about to shoot, too.
"Here it comes, Mom. You're going to get it all now. Oh Shit! Mom… fuck me… Mom!"
His hips bucked and she had to suddenly let go of Donny to maintain her balance atop her bucking son. Donny's cock escaped her mouth with a loud popping sound, and she collapsed over Peter's body as she felt each and every shot of his sperm strike her cervix. She moaned small sounds and mashed her breasts against his face.
Peter was ecstatic. His loins were exploding in his mother's cunt, and his face was buried in the soft, fragrant flesh of her firm tits. He opened his mouth and sucked one hard nipple in and chewed it as he shot time after time.
The pain from her breast brought Polly to an additional orgasm, and as she lay there, too exhausted to move, it gushed from her cunt and resoaked Peter's groin.
"Oh God Peter, I can't move. My body is floating and I can't stop coming. darling. Oh Peter, your cock was so wonderful when you came. Donny's cock felt so good too."
Donny collapsed alongside his mother and brother, gasping for air. He heard his mother murmuring small sentences but couldn't understand what it was she was saying. He saw that Peter was holding his mother in his arms, his one hand slowly caressing the satiny smooth skin of her hips.
Finally Peter gently pushed Polly off of him, and she rolled onto her back. She had her eyes closed and her breathing was still ragged. They looked at the lovely woman they had just sexually assaulted, and it was hard to visualize this wanton, sexually aroused woman as the same one who had been tucking them in and kissing away their little hurts all their lives. Peter looked up at Donny and saw that his brother was feeling much the same thing he was, too.
Peter's voice was hushed as he said, "You know Donny, it's weird, but I don't think I ever loved Mom like I do now. I don't mean anything funny by that either, it's just a special feeling I got inside me now."
Donny didn't respond, instead he nodded his head slowly as he gently caressed one of Polly's full, firm breasts.
Finally he too spoke. "She really misses Dad, Pete. What we did isn't right, but I think she needed some kind of love like that. I know what you mean though, I love her a special kind of way now, too."
The boys lay beside their slumbering mother, their arms across her naked torso. They too drifted Into a deep sleep that took up a great part of the afternoon. At one time during the nap, Polly awakened enough to realize where she was and who was in bed with her. At first her mind rebelled from the sight, but then a full realization of her new role in her son's lives hit her. She tucked aside the moral aspects of what she was doing and simply enjoyed the memory of how they had made her feel that day.
Reaching out the gently took both flaccid penises in her hands, closed her eyes, and drifted back into a deep, untroubled sleep.



Chapter 7


Less than two miles down the beach, a lovely blonde girl stood on the plank porch of her home. Her eyes watched the last rays of the sun reflect off of the azure blue Pacific Ocean, the color being nearly an exact match for the girl's eyes. The breeze ruffled through her shoulder-length pale blonde hair. The girl's trim, tanned body was hidden from view by a full-length silk dress, but slits up both sides revealed long slim legs that would soon mature into the exciting limbs of a tall woman. Her breasts were prominent mounds of flesh on her young chest, and her adolescent nipples could even now he seen slightly through the light fabric of her clinging gown.
She finally tore her eyes form the setting sun and entered the dim interior of the attractive "A" frame beach house. Going to the bar she quickly mixed a martini and poured chilled wine into two glasses she removed from a small refrigerator behind the bar. After placing the glasses on a small tray, she quickly added a bowl of olives and a small plate of diced cheese and small hard squares of French bread.
Carrying the tray easily in the palm of one band, she pulled the hem of her gown up off her heeled sandals and climbed a spiral staircase to the open loft of the house.
The loft was decorated as a bedroom and study. It was deep in shadows as drapes that completely covered the front glass wall were drawn. They billowed slightly as the evening breeze came through the open windows. The sound of the surf was a soothing whisper in the room.
Carefully setting the tray down on a large carved coffee table, she lit two candles setting there. Turning to the king-sized bed she looked at the sleeping man who was now revealed in the dancing candlelight.
The attractive-looking man was about forty, and at present his tan, well-muscled body was nude except for a terry cloth loin wrap. At Present it was unsnapped and the pale region of his right hip and groin were uncovered. The girl smiled slowly as she noted that nearly half of his pubic area was exposed to her eyes. A large bulge revealed the presence of his flaccid penis under the remaining portion of the loin wrap that covered his groin.
The young girl gracefully moved to the side of the bed and looked down at the sleeping man. His muscular arms were crossed at his chest, but not enough to cover the thick growth of blond hair. It was a little darker than the silver-blond hair that thickly covered his well-shaped head and now partially fell over his high, broad forehead.
The girl's interest switched again to his groin and after a moment's hesitation she carefully pulled the remaining half of the covering cloth away from the man's groin.
There in splendid relaxation was a male penis that was nearly seven inches long in its flaccid state. The organ was half as thick as it was long, and, as the girl watched it, her heart beat faster.
She gently sat on the bed near the man's knees, and, without hesitating, she leaned forward and allowed her long, silken hair to cascade from her shoulder to drape across the sleeping cock A deep breath was heard from the man as he slumbered on. The girl lowered her face to his groin, and her soft pink lips opened to allow her moist, red tongue to snake forward and trace wet patterns on the smooth skin of the man's upper thigh. She worked her way rapidly upward to his now stirring organ and began to lick the wrinkled sack that held the man's two large testicles.
The man stirred and unconsciously spread his legs a little, and thus the girl was able to lower her face between his tanned thighs and again leave traces of her saliva on his upper, inner thighs. His cock was now an inch longer and beginning to assume the shape of a man aroused. It twitched and shook the blanket of hair that covered it.
The girl now gently sucked one of the large nuts and a portion of his hairy, wrinkled skin sack into her mouth and massaged it with her eager tongue. She dropped the soaked flesh out of her mouth and immediately captured the other one.
The fully awakened organ was now rearing its plum-colored crowned head through the girl's hair and finally burst through it to stand nearly straight up from the man's groin.
The girl felt this and released the other well-lubricated testicle. Raising her head a foot off the man's crotch, she looked toward the sleeping face. His brow was now furrowed, and he moved his head from side to side restlessly.
Without further hesitation the lovely lips opened and the red tongue emerged to lave the entire head of the now nine-inch organ. She swirled her tongue around the golf ball-sized meatus. When it was finally glistening with her saliva, she gripped the sturdy shaft in her warm hand, and, holding the warm, man-scented organ steady, she stretched her lips to the maximum and eased the swollen head of his erection into her waiting mouth.
The sleeping man groaned in his half slumber, and his hands traveled down his torso until his fingers became entangled in the girl's tousled hair. The sensitive finger tips explored her pale tresses as her head bobbed slowly up and down, her tongue wrapping the meaty stalk in its wet slick embrace each time she lowered her head to his crotch. One hand held the cock, but her other explored the crisp, thick pubic growth and gently dragged her long fingernails across the tender groin and down to his sensitive scrotum.
His cock seemed to enlarge still further in her hot oral embrace. The meaty crown slid into her constricting throat, and she automatically swallowed to prevent herself from choking and his organ was massaged by her rippling throat muscles.
He was now hunching his hips up to meet her descending lips and his breathing became rapid. He licked his lips and clutched the full head of hair in his two strong tan hands. The girl was mewing soft delightful sounds as his cock emitted pre-ejaculation fluid. She eagerly tasted them on her tongue and then swallowed.
The man was now nearly awake. His mind was conscious of the need his body cried out for. His desire to erupt within the greedy, sucking mouth had built to a crescendo, and the girl, feeling this began to squeeze the large warm balls in her hand.
The man uttered inarticulate sounds and was breathing deeply. His hips pumped steadily, and the girl now quickly began pumping the thick, lower portion of his cock between her thumb and forefinger. Her body heat had increased, and the light perfume she was wearing began to permeate the area around the bed with a heady fragrance that mixed with the natural odors of the rising passions in the room.
"Oh Christ, suck it Jesus… Jesus. Ohhh."
His words were uttered articulately for the first time. Then his body's resistance gave way and he suddenly opened his eyes wide. He couldn't focus because his complete attention was drawn to the magnificent orgasm rushing from his balls, up the shaft of his large, wet cock, and finally erupting into the mouth of the moaning, sucking girl.
His body arched up off the bed as his sperm filled her mouth. Wad after wad of his salty semen shot from the hole she had her tongue over.
It pushed past the obstructing tongue and filled her mouth. Only a small amount spilled from her stretched, pink lips, descending the pale cock she clutched and then covering her hand. The bulk of the fluid he was spitting into her mouth, ran to the back of her throat and then down into her stomach as fast as she could swallow it.
"Oh God, baby, it's so hot in your mouth. Suck me hard baby. Get every drop sweetheart. OH GOD… DAMN, THAT'S GOOD!"
His head lolled to one side as he watched the pale-blonde head hover over his crotch and felt the tiny love bites on the meaty shaft in her mouth. Finally, her tongue swept across the broad head just once, the nerves there being too sensitive to receive any further attention. The lovely head raised and the girl looked up slowly. There was a sensual glaze to her eyes and small tears of passion in her warm, love-filled eyes. She ran her tongue slowly across her pale-pink lips, and then in the manner of a contented and graceful cat, licked her slender hand clean of the lingering traces of his orgasm. Her lips and eyes then smiled at him.
God, he thought, she's so damned lovely.
The girl leaned over and reached out to the coffee table and picked up the martini
Offering it to the man she said, "It's cocktail time, Daddy. I just had mine, now here's yours." Steve Lark smiled at his daughter, Sandy.
"You know as a minor, you're not supposed to be tending bar. You could get in a lot of trouble doing something like that."
Stephen Lark and his fifteen-year-old daughter laughed comfortably in the afterglow of the passion they had just shared.



Chapter 8


Steve Lark was a man of many talents, unfortunately keening his wife happy wasn't one of them. He did manage to captivate his lovely young daughter though, and as a result of her great love for her father, his life lacked very little in the way of creature comforts.
Stephen Lark had been an excellent athlete in high school and thus won many scholarships and financial assistance during his academic years. He played in the popular sports and was considered professionally competent to go on to the really big money and more intense pressure. Sometime during his senior year though, he became interested in college because of its academic advantages, and as a result of this change of values, he ignored the pro offers and went on to get a Master's Degree in education. After finishing his education he was immediately hired by one of the up and coming colleges in the Ivy League, and for the next ten years he was quite happy to teach and submerge himself in the academic environment.
During his second year at the college be met, courted, and wed a lovely girl who was a product of the academic world. Christine was knowledgeable, poised, and very prim and proper. His admiration for her good qualities didn't cloud his appreciation of her lovely figure and frothy beauty. Their lovemaking was practically null before the wedding, but afterward they shared each other's bodies with wild abandonment, and he delightfully discovered that beneath that poised facade there beat the heart of a true harlot. They were good f or each other, and the results of their passion bore fruit three years later. It was unfortunate that at the news she was pregnant, Christine began to change in small ways. They were chalked up as eccentricities belonging only to those special women who carried new lives deep in their bellies.
When the baby was born, people naturally assumed that. Big Stephen Lark, All American, would produce a son, but alas the baby was a girl. Christine immediately sheltered the child from her robust father, and Sandra Christina was installed in the Lark household.
While it was true that Steve had entertained visions of teaching his son how to kick a football, or laying down a perfect bunt he quickly got over his disappointment when he looked at the beautiful little blonde, blue-eyed baby that lay in his strong arms. Sandra, or Sandy as he called her, was a captivating child, and from the day she was brought home, she tended to favor her father's attention instead of her mother's. This brought some pained remarks from her mother from time to time over the next few years.
By the time Sandy was walking, she was her Daddy's shadow. He took her everywhere he went. As she grew, she preferred doing things with bin, rather than the more ladylike activities that her mother often forced on her. She wasn't a Tom Boy, but at the same time, she simply preferred to be with her father. He had completely forgotten about the possibilities of a son by now, as Christine had informed him that she didn't care to go through the agonies of all that bother again, simply to satisfy his ego. It didn't bother him greatly, and he settled down to simply loving his daughter with all the affection in his large body.
He and Christine stopped sharing many mutual interests as she submerged herself in the political life that abounded on the campus and in the homes of the other professors. They finally stopped sharing the same bed, too. It came a blow to Steve because he was hoping that Christine would rediscover the passion she once possessed, but for some unknown reason it was never to return.
He tried a few discreet affairs but found them not only uncomfortable, but undignified as well. Sneaking around on a small college campus was not the easiest thing in the world to try, so he quit them after a few months. He cast around for a way to satisfy the cravings in his heart and body, and after discarding liquor and drugs, he suddenly discovered an untapped talent he was unaware of. He began to write. As a young man he'd traveled during the summers, and he'd always enjoyed writing down what he'd seen and how he was effected by the people and places he'd stayed in. At the urging of an English Professor, he submitted one of his manuscripts and surprisingly it was encouragingly received. He again wrote from memory and again it was snapped up. By this time he had gained some small amount of fame at the college, and Christine was warming to him again while basking in this glory. During the summer following his second sale, he traveled with his family and by September he had enough material for two more books, which he wrote the following fall and winter, and which were again sold, this time at a substantial price.
Steve realized that he had at last found something to take up the slack that he found in his life. He didn't mind that Christine wasn't sleeping with him as he stayed up late most nights anyway. His need for sex, when the demand became too bothersome, was usually satisfied by a weekend away from home, gathering more information or visiting with his publisher. If Christine doubted his excuses for these weekends, she never made a point of it.
The following summer he was invited to go to Europe by a wealthy family whose child attended one of his courses. He decided to accept the invitation, and so in June, the whole family flew to France. Christine was in her glory, both before the trip and then during the whole summer in Europe. While Steve was busily obtaining material, he met some lovely people, and one of these individuals asked that he sail back to the States aboard his three-masted schooner. Steve snapped at the chance, but Christine had her doubts.
The lovely forty-eight footer left in mid-August and finally sailed into Cape Cod in mid September. Steve had discovered a whole new world, but Christine had discovered another part of his life that she never intended to share with him again. Sandy had enjoyed the entire summer, regardless of what her parents did, just so long as she was within sight of her father. She had proven to be a much better sailor than her mother had, and she told her father that the wanted him to buy a boat for them so they could sail all the time.
The summer resulted in two more books and the result of the last book was a brand new fifty-foot, three-masted schooner that Steve bought. Christine flew into a rage and didn't cool down for a month. Finally, when Steve told her she could stay home if she liked, she took him up on it and did just that.
The next summer found Steve and Sandy aboard the Happy Gal, sailing this time for South America and around the tip and into the South Pacific. Sandy had been able to contribute to the boat's name, and she was fast becoming very possessive of her new toy. She seemed happy to be away from her mother and never mentioned her to Steve. Steve seldom thought of Christine, and in fact was hardly troubled when a letter reached him in Bali that had been waiting for him for a week. It was from Christine, and she was informing him that she and a minor diplomatic officer from a delegation they had visited the previous summer, had again found each other's company more pleasing than anything they had previously experienced. She very casually told Steve that her lawyer would be sending him the necessary papers, and that it was perfectly all right with her if Steve wanted full custody of Sandy. Christine also added that she considered all of the furnishings and what funds currently in the bank to be hers by right.
She closed by asking him to say hello to Sandy for her. Steve balled the scented note paper up and threw it forcefully into the nearest gutter he passed. His anger was not for the fact Christine had become involved with another man or that she was so casual about disposing of her marriage after ten years, but the off-handed manner with which she treated Sandy sent him into a rage.
Going back aboard the boat he found that Sandy and Jerry, the college boy he'd signed on as crew, were down on the beach. He quickly poured himself a large drink and sat down to consider his life. When Sandy and the college boy crewman returned, they found him asleep in the canvas chair, with an empty bottle lying at his feet.
That had been a major turning point In the lives of both Stephen and Sandy. The next morning Steve took Sandy aside and asked her if she'd like to live on the boat all the time. He explained that her mother had gone away to live somewhere else and that they wouldn't be seeing her again. Steve also told Sandy that, unless she really wanted to go back to her school, from now on he would teach her while they lived aboard F the boat all the time.
Sandy's face was puzzled for a few minutes trying to comprehend her mother's strange conduct, but then she seemed to have arranged things to her satisfaction, and she smiled at her father.
"Daddy. I love you. Let's just stay on the boat and I'll be your wife. I can fix your food and wash clothes in a bucket and do everything."
Steve smiled at the beautiful little eleven-year-old child and thought to himself, Well, you can't do everything, darling.
Thus started a new life for the both of them. In late August, Jerry took off for the States, and Steve cast around for a new crew member. He decided never to go back to the East, and to simply have some of his personal papers and items: sent to general delivery in San Francisco. After that decision he felt free and clean inside at last. He wrote his publisher and informed him of his new marital status, and as soon as he received Christine's lawyer's letter, he signed the papers and in thirty days he was no longer married.
Steve made inquiries around the yacht club where he was moored about a possible hand to help him sail to California. He was introduced to several people who said they'd make the trip, but to his discerning eye they all showed faults that he didn't want to have to put up with for a month's sail. Finally, during the middle of September, Steve was seriously considering flying back to the States and leaving the boat until he could find someone who would be satisfactory. One night as he and Sandy were eating their dinner on the aft deck and enjoying the beautiful early evening sea breeze, a figure was seen walking down the long dock in their general direction. When the figure came under a light, Steve saw it was a middle-aged woman, in levis, sweat shirt, and windbreaker jacket. She was wearing a bedraggled pair of sneakers and a battered baseball cap covered most of her hair. When she stopped at his boat he saw that she was smiling brightly down into the boat at them.
"Hi there. Are you Mr. Lark? I was told I could find you down here and that you were still looking for a hand to help you sail her back to the States. Mind if I come aboard?"
Steve was sure she was going to ask him for the job, and he was just as sure that he would turn her down, but his, surprise and curiosity compelled him to invite her aboard and have a seat at their table.
Sandy, who had developed into a great little hostess, immediately asked the new arrival if she'd like something to eat or drink. The woman declined food but asked for a cold beer. Sandy immediately hopped below and returned a few minutes later with a cold can of beer and a frosted glass, which she expertly filled for the visitor. Sandy then piled their dinner dishes on a tray and excused herself to go below and begin cleaning up.
"That's some gal you got there, Mr. Lark. You must be pretty proud of her," the woman said. Steve noted that her voice was deep and mellow. He saw a face that had spent many days in the sun, yet it hadn't lost the fine features that had once meant an attractive woman. Her eyes were grey and her hair; now visible with her cap off, was bleached by the sun with a few noticeable streaks of grey in it. The woman appeared to be in her late forties or early fifties, and her hand, when he shook it, was firm and dry, but had not lost its feminine softness. She wasn't a calloused woman, simply a person who bad lived in the out of doors at sea a great deal.
Her name was Elizabeth Gower. She said that she'd been waiting for almost a month for a chance to sail back to the States, and that she'd just heard of his boat. It seemed that she and her husband had lived in Bali for almost ten years. He'd been a retired merchant skipper, and after leaving the tankers and freighters he'd sailed for forty years, he'd bought a sail boat a little smaller than Steve's, and he and his wife had sailed the world over for five years until they finally settled here on the island. About six months before Steve had arrived they had gotten caught in a Storm and lost one of their masts to heavy seas. In an attempt to bring the crippled boat into safe waters, Buck, her husband, had been knocked over the side and his life line broke. She said that she never saw him come up. She had managed to bring the boat home, but that she didn't have the heart to have it fixed or to stay here any longer.
Her story was a dramatic one and certainly spoke well for her experience and ability. Steve was a good sailor, and he knew how much it must have taken for her to bring a damaged boat back from a storm such as she described. He was also taken with her forthrightness, and open manner. There was warmth and confidence that radiated from the woman. He simply couldn't imagine sailing with her as a crew member.
"Look Ellie, I certainly don't doubt you're capable of taking on the job, but you're a woman, and while Sandy is female, it's a lot different living in close quarters with a small child than it would be living with a woman whom I don't think is going to be married tome when we set sail. I'm afraid it just wouldn't be very comfortable for you. Why not just fly back? You've said you don't have the desire to fix your boat up again and use it."
"Listen Steve, I love the sea. I just don't want to fix up the Tramp again. Buck and I bought her and sailed her together for fifteen years. I know that Buck is happy where-ever he is, and so I'm not that broken up inside. We had a good life together. I just don't want to go back alone, by boat or plane. Besides, I love the feel of this boat already, and I think I'm old enough not to blush if I see you in your shorts, or you catch me on the pot some night. Hell, we're both grown adults, and sailors to boot. We can adjust, at least I can, I really would like to sail back just this one last time."
"What are you going to do after you get back to California, Ellie?"
"I have a son there who's going to fix me up with a little place of my own over looking the Pacific. Buck and I bought the land years ago, and the boy has built a home there for him and his family to use in the summer. I'm just going to take it over and live there year round. I'll be able to keep busy, don't you ever doubt it. Hell, I'm a little salty, but I still can smell pretty good when I want to, and I can cook up a meal that would bring tears to your eyes. That's another reason you should take me on for this trip. You won't have to do all the cooking. I don't figure Sandy can do that much in the galley just yet. She's a little small to be able to even see the top of the stove."
Steve smiled. "You'll be surprised about that little gal. She may only be eleven, but she's going on twenty-one. I may have a precocious child on my hands if I'm not careful. She's been living with me on this boat now for almost five months, and she's beginning to get a little possessive."
"Oh boy, I've seen some of those situations. You're going to have a hell of a time some day when you decide to remarry or get interested in another woman. She may get too close to you, Steve, and then you'll both get hurt."
"Well, I'll worry about that when the times comes. I sure don't figure on remarrying any time soon, and as long as I have enough to keep me busy with the boat and trying to write full time now for a living, maybe I can exclude other women, as you put it, from my life until Sandy grows up. Right now she needs all the love I can give her. Her mother never did show her much affection, except as a center piece for her social gatherings with the other campus hens."
Ellie shook her head and smiled. "I think you may be a little quick to judge your ability to abstain my big young friend. Wait until you've spent a little more time at sea before you go excluding women from your life.
"Well to get back to your immediate problem. Do I have the berth on this cruise or do you still worry about my virtue and abilities?"
"Ellie, somehow I suspect I may have to worry about my virtue. I have no doubts that you're a better sailor than I am. If you think you can live with a bachelor and a eleven-year-old woman-child, and help sail a boat three thousand miles, then the berth's yours. I'll pay you the standard crew's fee of course, but you have to provide your own personal items. There's a cabin you can use that Sandy has moved into, but she can sleep in the salon with no trouble at all. Does everything sound all right with you? I'd like to take her out for a shakedown in the next couple days and get the tap root of her, and then maybe we can head home early the following week."
Ellis smiled and finished her beer. "Sounds good to me, skipper. Don't worry about my living with you here, I'm real adaptable. My Buck and me saw a lot of the world, and not always under the most comfortable of conditions. I'll take care of myself, and I'll help look after little Sandy down there. She sure is going to be a heart breaker when she fills out."
Steve stood up when Ellie climbed back upon the dock and waved as she strolled away. She was quite a woman, Steve thought. He could imagine her fifteen years younger and maybe little less muscle, loving away the nights with her Buck aboard their boat Tramp.



Chapter 9


The trip home took them almost two months instead of the expected one. The journey also changed the lives of two of the crew, most dramatically.
They took the Happy Gal out for a shakedown cruise and stayed gone two days. Ellie proved to be an experienced sailor and delightful companion. Sandy was a bit put out when she had to give up her quarters, but Ellie's warmth and good humor soon won her a spot in the child's heart. Steve also noted that Ellie seemed to have adopted Sandy as a young protйgй. He was convinced that the three of them would have an enjoyable cruise home.
The boat was stocked with all the provisions they would need, and an ample supply of spare parts and equipment were securely stowed away on the day before they set sail. Ellie had moved aboard that afternoon, and as a pre-sailing party, Steve invited both of his crew members to supper at the Yacht Club.
In order to allow Sandy and Ellie to shower and dress in leisure, Steve went to the club to settle his account and file his sailing date and proposed course. After completing his business he was chatting with some acquaintances in the informal dining room, at the bar. When Ellie and Sandy stepped into the room, Steve was amazed. His daughter had worn nothing but shorts or jeans for so long be didn't recognize her in the powder-blue dress she now wore. He noted that she had had her hair done in an upsweep that made her look beautiful. Her tiny ears now held small white coral earrings. She was wearing thin-strapped heeled sandals. The entire picture was one that brought a flood of pride and love to his heart. Ellie was nearly as great a surprise as Sandy had been. Her sturdy frame was now encased in a lime-green creation that flared out from the waist and hugged her bare shoulders and proud breasts. She too had done something to her hair, and with makeup and the high-heeled pumps she was wearing, she was a lovely woman. As Steve approached them, he saw that Sandy was quite nervous about her appearance, and he took great pains to praise her and Ellie. As he took both their arms, he was again surprised with the heady effect of their combined perfumes.
He seated Ellie, and as he stood over her chair, he was amazed at the expanse of bare breast he was able to see. She certainly was a well-built and apparently well-preserved woman. Steve was now unsure as to how old Ellie might be.
Ellie glanced up at him with a mocking smile. "If you are through inspecting the crew, Captain, you might assist the First Mate into her chair. She's the lady in the blue dress standing there."
Steve had been caught and he blushed in his awkwardness.
Sandy noticed the incident and grinned mischievously at her father.
"Daddy honestly, you'd think you'd never seen a lady's bare boobs before!"
Steve was now completely baffled. "Hey, what's happening here? Am I being ganged up on all of a sudden? How about some slack out of both of you."
Their warm laughter caused him to wonder to himself if perhaps Ellie hadn't been right. Maybe he did need female companionship more than he thought.
When he finished seating Sandy, he couldn't help note the grace and loveliness his daughter was beginning to show. It came as a sudden shock to him that she would soon be twelve years old.
"You two are real knockouts. Where'd you come up with that outfit, Sandy? I didn't know your mother packed any dresses for you."
Sandy's face lit up with joy at her father's obvious pleasure of her appearance.
"Ellie bought it for me, Daddy. She bought the shoes too. Aren't they great? I really love them. I like getting dressed like a lady, like this. Don't worry though, Daddy, I won't turn into a regular girl on you. I'm still your First Mate, aren't I?"
"Sure you are, Mate. I couldn't get along without you. Don't you ever stop looking like a girl either. I much prefer looking at an attractive female than a run of the mill crew member."
Turning to the smiling Ellie, Steve said, "Thank you Ellie. You really didn't have to go to that trouble and expense though. You should have told me you were going to buy her some things. I'd have given you the money."
Ellie's lovely face became indignant. "Say listen here, I'm a widow, not a pauper. Besides, next week's her birthday. This was my chance to get her something."
Steve leaned forward and kissed her cheek. "You both look too good for me. I should have worn my best suit for this evening."
The dinner had been delightful Steve was amazed at the charm and wit Ellie possessed, and Sandy seemed to be blossoming right before his eyes.
After dinner, Steve danced with Sandy and Ellie. He was again surprised when he led the older woman onto the floor, and they began to move to the slow tempo of the music.
Ellie's perfume, the first he'd known her to wear, was heady and her strong, well-muscled body seemed to glide across the floor with him.
"Oh Steve, this brings back many wonderful memories. Thank you for suggesting this little party. I've enjoyed it tremendously. Sandy has too. You know I think I may have been wrong about her possessiveness. She loves you and would do anything for you, but she seems to have a good head on her. I don't think you have much to worry about with her, except the fact she's growing up fast. Careful you don't miss something important."
"I'm glad you two get along so well, Ellie. She's really fond of you too. To tell the truth, I'm becoming fond of you myself. You're fun to have around and you're a damned good sailor, too."
Ellie looked into his face and said with a twinkle in her eyes, "Careful now, you don't want to go getting any ideas, Skipper. We've got a long trip to make together and I'm a virtuous old maid."
"Oh hell, Ellie, you know what I mean. My God, you're old enough to be… " he suddenly stopped and was extremely embarrassed. He hadn't meant to make a remark about her age.
Her voice reassured him instantly.
"I know, old enough to be your mother? Well, Skipper, I'm fifty-five years old and I feel like twenty-five. I know I'm a bit rough around the edges, but that comes with spending so many years with Buck, I suppose. But, you'd be surprised at the offers I get."
"Thanks for not taking my head off for my stupidity. After seeing you in that dress and dancing with you Ellie, I wouldn't be at all surprised at your popularity. Before I cause a mutiny, how about all of us going back to the boat so we can get a good night's sleep. Sandy looks a little bleary-eyed sitting there trying to look sophisticated."
"Okay Skipper. I guess it is past her bedtime. But, as far me, I could dance all night and still set sail on the morning tide."
"I bet you could, but I can't. I ache all over from loading stores and all that gear. That's the first time I did it without help, not that you and Sandy didn't do your part."
She chuckled and ran her strong hand up his back. "If you'd like I could give you a good rubdown after we get back. I used to do that for Buck, and he claimed I could create miracles with my hands." There was tone to her voice that Steve couldn't quite identify.
They gathered up Sandy and left the club house. The sky was clear and star studded, and there was a soft sea breeze fluttering the rigging of the moored boats along the dock. The tinkling sound of metal striking metal made it sound like wind chimes, and Steve loved it. He fixed himself a night cap and stretched out on the rear bench seat to enjoy the night. The girls went below and bustled around preparing for bed. The gentle breeze and the night sounds soon lulled Steve to sleep, and he slipped into a fanciful dream of E]lie and he dancing on the dock, the heady aroma of her perfume making him lightheaded. He and Ellie danced and pressed closely together. He could feel her body warmth and the massage of her thigh between his legs. He suddenly realized that this woman was getting him excited and that his cock was swelling.
Steve awoke with a start. His dream was not caused entirely by the night and the drinks he had consumed. Ellie was sitting on a small stool next to where he was lying. He didn't completely open his eyes, and, instead of letting Ellie know he was conscious, he kept still. Ellie's strong sure hand was now gently massaging his upper thigh. Her perfume was still stimulating him, and the touch of her hand near his groin was causing him to get harder and harder. At first he thought she was only being kind and was rubbing some of the sore muscles he'd mentioned earlier, but when she finally grasped his cock through his trousers, he knew she had other ideas.
She squeezed his cock and he felt it grow even larger. He was sure that when she discovered how large he was, she'd become frightened and stop. His large erection had been the cause of more frustration than satisfaction. Christine had been one of the few women he'd ever met who could accommodate him without great pain to her tender organs. She'd bitterly cursed him on their honeymoon, until he finally stretched her cunt with his large tool, and then she'd settled down to simply enjoying his large cock.
Ellie was now completely aware of the huge dick she had awakened. Steve felt her breathe raggedly, and then he felt and heard his zipper being opened. Within a few moments Ellie's hand reached in and with infinite care not to disturb him, she managed to free his erection, which stared up into the heavens.
An awestruck Ellie softly swore in admiration. "My God, what a beautiful monster that is."
Steve almost smiled at her reaction. He never considered his cock anything more than an unfortunate prank by Mother Nature. Apparently Ellie found it a challenge and attractive instead of distasteful.
"Skipper, there's no way you can still be asleep. There can't be enough skin left to cover your eyes, it's all down here now. If you want to keep pretending you're asleep, you can, but you may as well get the most out of this. I sure intend to." Her voice was low and husky with emotion.
Steve opened his eyes and smiled at her. "Ellie, I told you I was worried about my virtue. What brought this on?"
Ellie was no longer dressed in the attractive green dress. She was barefooted and her hair was now softly falling around her face. She was wearing only a light cotton robe that rippled in the evening breeze and, outlined various parts of her body.
"I felt this monster while dancing and I was sure that before this cruise was over I'd have to see it. I just figured that if you're going to object, I'd rather have you throw me off the boat now rather than a thousand miles at sea. I am what you might call an affectionate sailor, Steve. I was hoping that this cruise might be even more enjoyable for the both of us, if you had no strong objections."
"Ellie, you're shameless. Do you always act as a seductress, or am I really something special?"
She smiled and her hand slowly pumped his cock. She could barely get her hand around it, it was so swollen now.
"Well, Buck and I always had a pretty full sex life. I'm not ashamed of what I like. When you made that crack about me being old enough to be-you know what-I figured you'd probably stick to your own bunk for the whole cruise. I finally decided it was up to me to show you the error of your ways. I do think you're something special though. I think I can read people pretty well, Steve."
She stopped talking, and, looking over her shoulder, she said, "The docks are deserted and we're leaving anyway. I'm not concerned if someone does see us, but just to minimize things, would you care to step into my cabin or yours?"
"I don't give a damn who comes out here, but inside we have Sandy to worry about. Unroll the awning and latch the hatchway. She's probably out like a light anyway, but just in case. I'm afraid seeing her old man strapping on the crew would be a bit much for her to understand."
Ellie grinned and quickly took care of matters. While she was busy, Steve kicked off his shoes and then pulled off his socks and shirt. As he stood up to remove his pants, Ellie came up to
"Let me Skipper. I get my kicks undressing my men."
She kneeled in front of him and quickly opened the top button. His pants fell to the deck and without wasting any further time, she pulled his shorts away from his body and down to join his trousers.
She sucked in her breath and moaned softly as she looked at his nude organ. The cock staring at her was a good nine inches long and at least six inches in circumference. The head was a shining knob that she saw was exuding a drop of seminal fluid. She quietly leaned forward and licked it off. Her tongue rolled the male juice around her mouth, and she looked up at him.
"You better get comfortable, Skipper. I'm going to suck this big bastard until his two little brothers are drained dry."
She was rolling his large nuts around in their hair-covered skin sack. She again licked off another bead of fluid and said, "Yes indeed, you better lay down before you fall down, Skipper."



Chapter 10


Steve made himself comfortable on the thick-padded seat that was nearly three feet wide and stretched clear across the back of the boat.
Ellie stood up and looked intently at his face. She said, "I don't know if I can take that monster in my pussy, Steve, but I'm dying to taste it. You won't mind if I blow you first, will you? You're not the kind of guy who has any hang-ups about oral love I hope. I'm afraid I'm hooked on it."
Steve grinned, his passion was beginning to boil. It had been months since he last experienced sex and this mature woman was certainly turning him on with her frankness.
"Who am I to get picky? I do have one favor though. I'd like to see those two luscious melons I glanced at tonight at the dinner table. How about dropping that robe?"
"Anything for my captain," she said, smiling. She untied the two bows in front and shrugged her shoulders. The robe fell off of her arms and dropped at her feet.
Steve felt his cock jump at the sight of her nude body. She was fantastic. Her torso and hips were thick, but not with any fat. Her waist nipped in proportionately to her wide hips and broad chest. She was about five and a half feet tall, and he suspected she must weigh at least a hundred and fifty or sixty pounds. It was well distributed and covered by her smooth, tan skin. There were no blemishes or age marks that Steve could note. Her cunt was covered in a thick, large mat of black hair. He reached out and ran his lingers through it. His hand toyed with the thick labia lips, and as he looked upward, he gazed to her breasts that were jutting out. They were at least a size forty-two, and except for a slight sag due more to their size than age, they were flawless. The meaty globes shined in the dim light from the stars and some lights at the head of the dock. Her areolas were large, and the thick rubbery looking dark nipples were nearly as large as the last joint of his thumb.
His fingers slipped between the moist lips of her cunt and then inside her moist, humid body. She stepped closer so he could have easier access to her.
"Sit down Ellie, don't think I need to remove my hand, and I want to touch those beautiful tits of yours."
The amused woman didn't say a word. She silently sat at his side, and he continued to slide his fingers into her now quite wet cunt. His other hand reached out and cupped each large melon in turn. The flesh was firm as it was on the rest of her body. She was not what a man would dream of as a lover, but seeing her nude and touching her as he was, he felt his blood racing through his body.
She reached behind her back and found his erection and pumped it. Steve raised up on an attempt to mouth one of the tits, but she pushed him back down and then slowly lowered her tits down to his face. She rubbed them back and forth across his lips and cheeks. Steve nearly came from the shot of ecstasy she was giving him.
He captured one hard nipple with his teeth and sucked as much of her flesh into his wide open mouth as he could.
"Oh God, chew it up, lover. Suck my old tittie as long as you like. This big old dick of yours is getting all nice and wet for Ellie. I can't wait to taste all those good juices I'm pumping out of him. Hhhmmm, suck it hard, Steve. Oh God, your fingers are making me cream right there in your hand! Oooohhh, baaabbeeeee!" It was true. Her climax was upon her, and it was gentle and rolling. She kept her voice down with great control and clenched her thighs together as Steve's hand was soaked with her orgasmic juices. It seemed to give her suck a long rolling orgasm, and it excited Steve to the point where he nearly came in her clenched hand.
His head dropped to the cushion. "Oh Jesus, Ellie, I'm coming now too. I didn't think it would happen this fast. Ellie, quick do something!"
She didn't waste any more time. She quickly dropped off the bench to her knees and bent her head over his groin. She opened her mouth as wide as it would go and. managed to cram the head of his cock into it just one heartbeat before his semen came shooting out of the hole in the center of his cock's head. She moaned and gurgled but kept swallowing it, and at the same time, she drove the head further down her throat He felt his meatus rub the back of her throat and he saw her neck and throat muscles working hard to accommodate the huge mass of cock she was stuffing into her mouth.
He continued to groan and with each spasm his cock went through, he duplicated it by squeezing one of her hefty breasts which he had grabbed when she went to her knees.
Finally she had sucked all of the sperm from his cock that she could. He felt her nibbling on the shaft and felt her massage the head of his cock with her rippling throat muscles as she swallowed his sticky come, and her own saliva. Some of the fluids had managed to escape her stretched lips. and when she finally allowed his semi-erect cock to escape from her lips, she quickly licked and sucked up the slimy mess that had puddled on his lower stomach.
She finished cleaning him up and then rubbed her face in his hot crotch. He felt her tongue trace patterns on his bails and lower ass cheeks.
She raised his left hip, and her lips and tongue slid around his hip and then attack his left buttocks. Ellie's hot breath and wet tongue began to trace the crack dividing his ass. She spread the two meaty cheeks and allowed her face and tongue to invade the valley.
Steve sucked in air in gasps and bent at the waist so as to drive his ass closer to her sucking lips. She certainly enjoyed what she was doing, he thought, and he certainly did too.
Ellie stiffened her tongue and speared his rectal opening. Steve groaned in pleasure as she drove her tongue into his ass. Her lips sucked his rectum as her tongue laved the sphincter muscle and then slid into his ass. Steve's cock immediately became hard again, and Ellie captured it with one hand.
After rimming his ass for many long moments, she had him roll onto his back. Steve was breathing heavily from the lust washing over him.
"Ellie, I've got to fuck you. Can you get on top of it? Maybe it'll fit you easier that way."
"You just watch me, Skipper."
The agile woman quickly climbed atop Steve's body, and, grasping the huge weapon, she rubbed the velvety head through her sopping gash, thus lubricating it quickly. When she was ready, she began to settle down on it slowly.
She sucked air through her clenched teeth. "Holy Christ, that's the biggest thing baby's ever had shoved in her. My God, I don't believe it. I'm coming just getting you in me!"
Ellie's head went back and she tossed her hair out of her face. She grunted animal-like noises, and Steve looked to see that there were still three inches of cock that remained outside her body, but her vaginal juices were already running down his pale, hard shaft.
She moaned and shook all over. Her large tits looked like they had lives of their own. The muscles in her torso rippled and she endeavored to keep her cries of pain and ecstasy quiet and not awaken Sandy.
Steve couldn't imagine how much more her cunt could stretch to accommodate the large cock, but at last the final inch disappeared into her steaming crotch.
"Oh my God, Steve, I'm completely stuffed with you. I can't move. I feel like my stomach and intestines have been shoved up into my throat. t never thought I'd ever have a cock so large I couldn't ride it all night."
"Look if I'm hurting you Ellie, don't force it any more. You can suck it off if you like. I'm sorry if I hurt you."
Their breathing was ragged and Steve was near the boiling point. Ellie was beginning to move her hips now, as her cunt muscles relaxed somewhat.
"Oh baby, don't apologize. I wouldn't pass up an opportunity like this, even if I got ruined for life. Oh God, I'm coming again. Fuck me Steve, move it in me please!"
Steve's hips hunched and his erection pounded her abused cunt still more. She leaned over far enough for him to suck one meaty tit into his mouth and chew her nipple, and her body shuddered. Her orgasm hit then, and he bore down hard on her breast with his teeth. She squealed, and as she opened her mouth to let out a silent scream, he grabbed her head and their mouths were mashed together, their tongues fighting each other for possession of the other's mouth.
Steve's cock was being clenched tightly in Ellie's spasming pussy, and he squeezed her ass cheeks while he rammed himself into her body unmercifully. His breath was coming in short pants through his nose. Then his balls emptied, and he moaned into her wet, hot mouth as his own orgasm splashed inside her tender, stretched cunt.
Both of their bodies were shaking from the passion they had just shared, and Ellie was unable to even raise her head off Steve's shoulder. He traced the line of her backbone with his finger until he came to the deeper valley between her two tight ass cheeks. His finger stopped at her tightly puckered anus and he pressed against it.
Ellie's voice was muffled against his neck. "If you think you can get that war club of yours up my ass, you're crazy. If you even think I'd let you try, you're going to lose your crew. You could kill a person with that cock of yours."
Steve chuckled. "I've always had a bit of trouble along those lines. It seems that females enjoy looking and touching, but very few want to really use it. I suppose it's a curse."
"I don't know about that Skipper, but it's going to be a long time before I'm going to be ready to try it again. I'm almost feel afraid to pull it out. My insides might come tumbling out, I feel so crushed up in there."
She straightened up slowly and looked at him with a smile. "It was fantastic though. I wouldn't have missed the chance to get that big son of a gun inside for the world."
She slowly raised up off of Steve's body and they watched his half erect cock slide out of her. There was almost a torrent of pale, white semen which came dribbling out after she raised up off of him completely.
Steve said, "Well crew, look at the mess you made of your Captain. What do you intend to do about that?"
She smiled wickedly. "I was afraid you might be a prude and just wash it off. Hell, you know what I want to do about it. I'm hungry for it right now."
Ellie quickly kneeled between his thighs, and, lowering her face, she began to lick his soaked, sticky crotch. Her tongue and lips disposed of all the traces of their mutual passion. Ellie loved the taste of his sperm as it had been mixed with her own juices and eagerly licked his balls and scrotum. She sucked his pubic hair until it was almost dry and then her eager mouth attacked his cock.
He didn't get a full erection this time, nor did she expect one. Simply feeling that huge, soft piece of male organ between her lips again gave her an erotic thrill.
At last she let it drop to his thigh and she raised up and smiled at him.
"I hope that'll be satisfactory, Captain, sir."
"Very nicely done. Seriously though, Ellie, I don't know quite what to say now. I mean, you're quite a surprise to me. I haven't had much experience with ladies as mature or as demanding and uninhibited as you are."
He was obviously a bit uneasy as to what she might expect from this relationship.
She smiled and said, "Don't let it bother you, Steve. I've been enjoying cock since my own brother screwed me at the tender age of eleven. I'm going to go right on enjoying it until the day they plant me. Hell, age is a state of mind, Steve. I'm as horny today as I was the day I married Buck. We were married nearly twenty years and he was ten years older than me. When he slowed down, he used to help me get rid of my frustrations by allowing me to have one night stands with fellas we'd meet, that we both liked. He understood and it didn't effect our marriage a bit. This cruise will be a nice experience for both of us, I figure. You got a cock that needs an experienced woman on the end of it. You're not going to get it in my cunt very often, but I'll try to make it feel good anyway. Think you can stand that?"
Steve smiled broadly and hugged the charming vamp to him. "Hell. Ellie, you're more woman than any man has a right to. I can't believe how lucky I am to have a crew like you."
Ellie kissed him and got up and shrugged into her robe again. He quickly put his under shorts on and they sat and enjoyed the night air a moment.
She said, "You know, we're going to have to be a little careful with Sandy around. She's a pretty smart little thing and I doubt that there's much that she misses. She even told me this afternoon that she was glad I was aboard, because her Daddy needed an older person to talk to when she wasn't around. That's what I was talking about when I told you at dinner that you didn't really have to worry too much about her becoming too possessive. She's really surprised me."
Steve stood up. "Well keep an eye out for her. I don't think she'll suspect anything. If you're not worried, then I think I'll relax and enjoy the cruise home. Right now I think I'd better take my battered body in and put it to bed. We're leaving here in about nine hours."
Ellie got up and quickly embraced him and then stepped to the hatch. "Thank you for the special attention, Skipper. I'll meet you on the poop deck right after reveille."
They both went below, and after glancing at the sleeping Sandy, went to their own cabins.
Steve lay in his bunk and felt a calm relaxed peace come over him that he hadn't felt in years. He smiled at the unsuspected fountainhead of sexual need Ellie represented. Yes sir, it was going to be quite a cruise, he thought.



Chapter 11


The Lucky Gal sailed out of the quiet, beautiful harbor the next morning. Ellie and Sandy were both excited, and as far as Steve could tell, Sandy did not suspect what had happened the night before. Ellie had only made one passing comment to him about a tenderness in her crotch, and then there had been nothing more said. Steve settled down to the task of navigating and sailing the boat. Only a very good crew and boat would be able to make the nearly nine-thousand mile trip in the month that he had estimated. He planned to sail nearly north from Bali to pass between Borneo and Celebes, then cut in a more easterly direction to pass under the southern tip of the Philippine Islands. He hoped to make it to the Marianas Islands before dropping anchor again. That would be a trip of over twenty-four hundred miles alone. From there he intended to head straight for Hawaii, thirty-six hundred miles away, and then after laying over a couple days, going to San Francisco, which would be another twenty-four hundred miles.
Their wind held strong and he passed beneath the Philippine Islands four days later and steered a more easterly course then. Sandy and Ellie didn't really have much to do after the salon was straightened and the meals were taken care of. They all three wore the minimum amount of clothing, and their bodies tanned a rich, dark brown. The nights were calm enough to provide good sleeping, and at no time did they hit any bad weather. Ellie took her turn at the wheel as did Sandy. It was an idyllic trip for the first week out.
On the afternoon of the eighth day, the wind slacked off and by sunset, the ocean looked like glass, with the exception of the endless swell and undulation. After spending three hours of sitting in the heat, Steve tied off the wheel and went below to eat with the girls. They enjoyed their meal, and Ellie sat and talked with him as Sandy cleaned away the dishes. Steve had grown to appreciate the fine mind this woman had, and her experience and wisdom was a daily joy. Steve knew that Sandy had developed a deep love for Ellie, and that it was returned by the older woman.
Steve finally went out on deck and prepared to keep watch until midnight. He sat in the night air and listened to the music coming from the salon. Sandy had a large collection of tapes that she enjoyed playing on her battery operated cassette player. Fortunately for the adults, Sandy preferred the folk ballads and easy listening type music. It lent a homey touch to the evening, Steve thought.
Sandy came up on deck and kissed him good night, her evening wardrobe consisted of a shirt and bikini panties. Ellie came out after Sandy tucked herself in and the lights in the salon had been turned down low. Ellie brought two steaming cups of coffee and together they sat and quietly talked. Ellie was ready for her bed as well, and since she was to relieve Steve at midnight, she soon left him alone and went to bed.
The night wore on, and shortly before midnight, Ellie came out on deck. Her only item of clothing was a skimpy baby doll top and a pair of small panties. Steve could smell the combination of her perfume and soap, and it immediately gave him visions of that first evening they had let their passions take control of their bodies.
"I was lying there and thinking about that delicious cock of yours, Steve. I was wondering if you want to rush right off to bed, or if you'd like to stay up here on deck a while."
Her voice was beguiling and Steve's passions began to rise. His cock hardened inside his cutoffs, and he knew he was not going to get any sleep with it in that condition.
"What I'd like is for you to take that top off and get over here and suck my cock. I've been sitting up here thinking how great a blow job would be after getting off watch. You must have ESP."
Ellie grinned and skinned her frothy night garment over her head and walked up so Steve could put his arm around her waist He nuzzled and sucked her large, firm tits while his one hand played with her ass. Since he didn't have to fight the wheel, he took his other hand, and dipping into her panties, soon had her cunt oozing her passionate juices.
Ellie ran her fingers through his hair and mashed her breasts against his face, then slowly rubbed them all over his face. Her one hand reached down and grasped his fully erect dick and squeezed it lovingly. Her legs were beginning to tremble with the need she felt to taste him again. Ellie was a woman, who could have an orgasm simply by virtue of becoming emotionally excited. The most exciting thing she could imagine would be to feast on his juicy, large cock.
"Lover, I've got to have it now. I'm dying for a taste of your body, and I mean all you can give me, too."
She dropped to her knees, and after opening his shorts, pulled them off his hips. He put both feet up on the cockpit coaming, and she had easy access to his crotch. She cupped his balls and held onto his erection while her lips and tongue attacked his crotch. She loved his nuts and upper crotch and then dipped her tongue down as far as it would go which was almost to his ass hole. He squirmed and moaned small sounds in his throat.
Finally Ellie could no longer delay in tasting his sperm-heavy cock. She licked away all traces of the juices that had formed since he first hardened, and then, opening her mouth as wide as possible, she gripped the large, plum-colored cock's head in her lips and sucked. As she sucked more and more of him into her mouth, her tongue was busy swirling rapidly up and around the huge piece of male gristle. She slurped loudly a couple of times as the saliva in her mouth built up.
Steve was getting more and more excited. The sight of this large woman, who was so exciting and sweet smelling, kneeling before him and blowing him, was an erotic sight to behold. When he felt his emotions building higher and higher, he began to hunch his hips while he held her head still. He knew he was going to drop his load in her hot demanding mouth any moment, and she did too. She closed her eyes as she began to crest.
"Oh Jesus… here it comes, Ellie. God, I'm gonna fill it up for you. Suck me bitch. God get it all nooowww!"
Ellie was prepared for the onslaught. She swallowed as quickly as possible, trying not to lose a drop of his precious fluid. She reveled in the male sperm taste that invaded her senses and coated her palate. She moaned herself, both in the ecstasy of tasting his gushing cock, but also in the orgasm she herself was experiencing. Her body spasmed and she became dizzy. She forced herself to remain on her knees until the last of Steve's sperm had been sucked from his organ. She then sat back on the deck and braced her back against the side of the boat. She put her head back and sucked in deep draughts of hair as she attempted to regain her composure. Her left hand gripped her soaked crotch, and she squeezed that rhythmically to stretch out her still orgasming passion.
Steve put his head on the wheel and allowed himself to slide back up to reality. His head stopped spinning, and his sphincter and prostate seemed to stop dancing around. He was finally back to normal, and then he looked up to see Ellie seated with a blissful smile on her face.
He said, "You sure look like the contented cat that ate that damned canary."
She didn't open her eyes to answer him. "It wasn't any damned canary, Skipper, it was the richest cream a pussy cat could eat I loved every drop of it. My cunt's still on fire, but I'm not ready to take you on again just yet."
"Could I do something for you Ellie? You know I've never tasted that snatch of yours. I'II bet it tastes as good as you smell."
She opened her eyes and looked expectantly at him. "Lover, any time you want to chew on my gash, you just let me know. Next to eating a dick, I love having someone suck my little old cunt."
Steve grinned, and, tying the wheel in position, he helped Ellie to her feet and then sat her on the forward coaming. She was now seated with her crotch nearly at his head level after he bent over. He slid her panties off and spread her firm, tan thighs. There in front of him was that heavily furred, dark triangle that he'd played with the first night. He let his fingers play through her thick hair, and then finding the outer labia lips, pulled them open, and there to his eyes appeared the inner pink tissue of Ellie's pussy. He allowed one fingernail to scratch gently against the budding clitoris, and Ellie put her head back and sighed audibly.
"Oh Christ that's nice. Suck it Steve. Let me feel your tongue and teeth just eat me up. God I want to cream in your face so bad."
Steve quickly bent to the pleasant task and was soon sucking her juicy snatch as his tongue stimulated her hardened clit. Ellie could barely keep her ass still as he delved deeply into her body with his hardened tongue. He bit her thick cunt lips gently and Ellie gushed finally. As he bit into her labia, his nose jammed into her clit, and Ellie let forth with a high-pitched squeal, and her orgasm was triggered. Her heated crotch became soaked as her juices oozed out of her. Steve sucked and swallowed for many minutes, and Ellie just seemed to continue coining. She had lain back on the deck, and her lees were spread wide and back so that her thighs were pressing against her fits. Steve was drinking from her body like he would be from a fountain. Both of his hands had captured the large firm fits and were now twisting and pinching the hard nipples with enough force to drive the older woman insane in her passion.
At last Steve relinquished his hold on her beautiful breasts and allowed her legs to hang lifelessly over the edge of the coaming. He sat back and caught his breath. He could still taste her sweet nectar on his lips and in his mouth. He marveled at this erotic and fantastic woman. For the dozenth time he envied the man he only knew as Buck. Few men in this world are ever blessed with a partner like Ellie, and Buck must have gone to his maker a happy man.
Ellie finally managed to sit up, her head hanging in her fatigue.
"Jesus, now I got to go on watch. I don't believe it. I thought getting screwed by that machine of yours was exhausting, but I feel all wrung out now. Christ, you don't suppose I'm getting Old, do you Steve?"
He chuckled. "If you are, then thank God. I don't believe there's a man ever lived that could keep up with you if you were any sexier or energetic. Anyway, I wouldn't worry about the watch tonight. Go ahead and get the sleep. I'll tie the wheel to my arm and nap here on the couch. If any wind comes up, I'll know about it."
"Well okay, but you call me if you want to go below. I'm glad you don't mind me vamping you like that. I really need it, Steve. I'm not used to being without a man around that's all mine to play with. I'm glad you enjoyed it."
Steve got up and kissed her. "You're a marvelous woman. Buck sure had it made. I sort of wish now that I had a full time woman to sail with. I'm going to sure miss these little extra attentions after you leave us."
"You could always come to visit me, you know. You and Sandy both could stay at the beach house. I promise you that I'm even more uninhibited in a bedroom than I am on the deck of this boat."
"Go to bed. I'm just not man enough for anymore."
They both chuckled as she went below. He stared after her and shook his head in admiration at her free and easy life style and personality.
He stretched out on the back deck and was soon dozing peacefully.
Below decks, Ellie flopped into her bunk and was smiling as she, too, quickly returned to a deep, untroubled sleep.
The only one left awake was Sandy Lark. She lay in the dark, her small hand inside her panties, and she marveled at the passion that had rolled through her as she had watched her father and Ellie out on deck. She quietly brought herself to orgasm and drifted back to sleep. She made up her mind just before drifting off that some day soon she would be able to make her father as happy as Ellie had. She had only to wait for the right time and place. This was the second time now that she'd been aware of her father's sexual needs and the manner in which they could be satisfied.



Chapter 12


The calm lasted almost twenty-four hours, and early the following evening the wind freshened and began to billow the sails.
Sandy and her father had spent most of the afternoon fishing off the stern of the boat, and they had just finished feasting off of a large, juicy sea bass when the clattering of the rigging announced that the wind was coming up. Steve quickly took the wheel and stood the first night watch.
At midnight Ellie relieved him and he went below. Feeling hot and sticky, he grabbed a towel and soap, and going up on the forward deck, he dipped water from the ocean and quickly lathered up and then rinsed himself. Getting a bucket of fresh water, he soon had the salt water residue off his skin, and he allowed the night air to dry him as he smoked a last cigarette before going below.
He felt so refreshed he did not bother putting on a clean pair of shorts. Instead, he opened his port hole and the transom over his cabin door, and, lying in his bunk nude, he allowed the night air to wash over his clean, refreshed body. The soothing effect of the rocking boat soon had him deep in slumber.
Steve's body became aroused and in his dreaming he was being ravished by both Christine, his wife, and Ellie. He dreamed of their scented flesh and the softness of their limbs as he intertwined with the two of them and tasted their body juices. His fantasy built until he was at the point of actually achieving an orgasm in his bunk. He thrashed around as he came closer and closer to the brink. His wife had his cock in her hot mouth, while Ellie had her face buried in his ass, her tongue digging into his rectum with hot, wet probes. His hips bucked as he finally shot his sperm into Christine's mouth and he heard her moaning and slurping the unleashed tide of come he was giving her.
He had her head in his hands, and he was attempting to drive his cock into her mouth even farther than she usually sucked him in. She suddenly started gagging and coughing, and Steve could feel her saliva and his sperm being coughed up and splashed on his thighs and crotch. He couldn't understand why she was making such a mess of things. He saw her face in his mind, and it was the usual composed coldness he was used to, and his cock seemed to be plunging into her mouth with no effort on her part. Yet he felt the juices run down his sensitive thighs and he heard the gagging.
Steve suddenly came out of his dream. He was aware of the presence of a body between his thighs, and he was still aware of the gagging and coughing sound in his darkened cabin.
Quickly sitting up he turned to find his bed light.
"Ellie, what in the hell are you trying to do? You're supposed to be on deck on…
His heart stopped and he felt cold all over. There cringing at his feet was Sandy. Her small hand still gripped his erect stalk, and at the moment there were tears running from her eyes as she attempted to get her breath. He saw the sperm and saliva that she'd coughed up, splattered on her hand and his thighs. She had globe of his sperm on her lips and chin. He thought he was going to be sick and then he cried out in his agony.
"My God Sandy! What in the hell are you doing here!"
His sudden fear and disgust had turned to anger, and his voice was loud and cracked with the passion of the moment.
"Baby, come here to me. What in the hell possessed you to come in here like that. My God, baby."
She was crying now. The tears ran down her cheeks, and, as Steve scooped her up and held her next to him, they washed over his chest. She was shuddering, either from the passion she had endured while blowing her father, or from the fright and shame that he'd put in her when he'd discovered her. In any case, at that moment, his strong arms felt better than anything she could ever remember. She clung to him and sobbed her heart out.
Ellie burst into the small cabin and stopped short as she quickly took in what had happened. Steve's cock was only half deflated and there was still the residue of his sperm lying on his legs and on the sheets between his thighs. She looked at Sandy and she saw that she, too, had some of Steve's sperm on her too. Her heart wrenched when she first thought that Steve had forced his daughter to perform this act on him. Then seeing the grief in both their faces she realized that Steve could never commit such an act with his daughter.
"Will someone stop crying and tell me what's going on here? I heard a shout on deck, and then when I saw your light shining through the port, Steve, I thought maybe you'd been attacked by a rat or something."
He looked up at Ellie, and he realized that the reason she wasn't in focus was due to the tears in his own eyes.
"Ellie, get me some wet clothes please? We'll explain everything in a few moments."
The woman quickly did as Steve asked, and after handing them to the concerned father, she said, "Ill heat the coffee and be on deck when you're ready to talk. Take your time, I'm not going anywhere."
She got the coffee pot on and then returned to the wheel on deck. She was sure that Steve hadn't enticed Sandy into his bed, so therefore she must have snuck into his cabin and aroused him to climax during his sleep. She knew it was possible for a woman to do that, as she'd done it to Buck many times. But, to imagine that Sandy could ever accomplish such a delicate thing, much less even get the idea, was shocking to Ellie. It didn't dawn on her until just now that Sandy was still dressed when Ellie had burst into the room. No, Steve certainly didn't have anything to do with this, she thought.
Twenty minutes later Sandy came up on deck and silently went to the back of the stern and sat down. She hugged her legs and looked out over the, water, not speaking to Ellie. Ellie looked at her for a moment and shrugged and then turned back to the compass in front of her to make sure of her heading.
Steve emerged a few minutes later carrying a tray with three steaming mugs of coffee for all of them. Sandy took hers silently and sipped from it. He gave Ellie hers, and she saw the look of disbelief was still there. He also looked as confused as she'd ever seen a man look. She could only begin to imagine the thoughts that were flashing through his shocked brain.
She finally broke the silence.
"Okay, let's hear it. What happened? Actually I saw what happened, what I'd like to know is why and how it happened. Steve, I really don't figure that you really tried to seduce your own daughter, so why don't you tell me what you do know about it."
"Christ, I don't know what or why, Ellie. I was having what I thought was a wet dream. I obviously wasn't. What woke me up was Sandy choking and spitting up on the… " He couldn't bring himself to finish.
Ellie nodded her head and turned to look at Sandy.
"Honey, what caused you to do it? I mean I know you love your Daddy, but what in the world ever made you think of going into his room like that?"
Sandy didn't look at either of them. Her voice was barely heard. "I don't want to talk about it. Just leave me alone please."
Steve turned quickly and hollered at her, "Well, you're damned well going to talk about it. Sandy, my God, you scare the hell out of me like that and then make me feel like the world's original Dirty Old Man, and then you say you don't feel like talking about it. Why the hell did you come into my bed and do that to me!"
Sandy shrank back in the face of this never before seen anger in her father. She felt dirty and frightened. She was also a little nauseated prom swallowing and choking on his come. In. stead of replying she broke into heartbroken sobbing.
Ellie got up from the wheel and grabbed Steve's arm. "You take the wheel. We girls are going below and have a quiet talk. I guarantee it'll be better than this wild yelling at each other."
Steve was so numb he didn't argue. He watched as Ellie lifted Sandy from the seat and help her through the hatch. He stared out at sea for an unknown amount of time. Finally Ellie emerged from the darkened salon, alone. She came up to him and laid a hand on his arm.
Her face was sad and yet calm when she spoke to him.
"You're going to have to go down and talk to her Steve. She's convinced that you hate her for what she did. She told me that she saw you and me that night at the dock, and then again a few nights ago. She said that she heard you say that you needed a woman on the boat with you, and she wanted to show you that she was woman enough for the job. She loves you so much Steve, she'd do anything for you. I asked her if she'd ever done it before or anything like that, for that matter, and she admitted that she'd lost her virginity a year ago at a dance on the campus. She said that one of the sons of one of the professors and she had been playing doctor and nurse-well hell, you know what happened. In any case, she lost her virginity and was afraid to tell you. Then that last boy you had on board, Jerry something, well he got her to admit that she'd fooled around and he gave her some more lessons. In any case though, tonight was the first time she'd ever attempted to take sperm in her mouth like that. She just loved you so much, she thought it would make you happy."
Steve felt his heart break. "Oh Christ, what've I done to her. I never should have taken her away from her mother. I'm to blame for this I suppose. I should have known not to fool around on the boat like I did." He slammed his hand down hard on the teak-wood coaming.
Ellie spoke up. "All right, now just wait a minute. In the first place, you didn't take her away from her mother from what I hear. Her mother left her. What could you do really? In the second place, sex was something that she discovered before she ever saw this boat, so that's something you can't assume the responsibility for. Another thing, if you and your wife had been aboard and you had Sandy here, would you refrain from making love to her, simply because Sandy might find out? Sex is a fact of life, just like that sky and the ocean. It's the way you handle sex that makes it messy and confusing for people."
Steve looked at Ellie as if he wanted to be consoled by her words, but wasn't able to yet be convinced.
"Ellie, I want more than anything to feel like I'm not responsible for the destruction of my daughter. But Ellis, she came into my cabin, got into my bed and put my sex organ in her mouth. That was my child who did that. Then to make it even worse, she ends up with my sperm in her belly and all over her face. How can I rationalize that?"
"Don't try. Simply believe that she loved you enough to want to do what she'd seen me do. It seemed to make you happy as hell then, and she figured she was woman enough to emulate me. Hell, you let her cook, sew, and buy groceries for you. She's never been told there was anything that she couldn't do as well as anyone else, that's why she's so self-assured and confident. Please Steve, don't make her feel dirty or degraded. That was an act of love. Go down there and love her in return. Let her feel your warmth.
"What do I do if she wants to know if she can do it again. I'm going to have to tell her it wasn't dirty or wrong, so what do I do if she wants to try to do it again?"
Ellie didn't speak for a long moment. She looked with deep speculation at him. "That's something you're going to have to decide for yourself. I can't help you. I can tell you that there are a lot of people in the world who take their own children to bed with them. There are a dozen reasons why they do, and the societies they live in don't condemn them. We live in a society that locks you up if you do. I can understand the argument against creating a child that way, and I can understand why forcing a child to submit to you could damage her emotionally, but in this case she's neither pregnant nor a rape victim."
"Ellie, are you trying to tell me something? I know you're a little off center when it comes to tradition, and we both know how capricious your mood gets whenever you want sex. Have you ever been to bed with your son?"
Ellie smiled smugly. "That Captain Lark, is none of your damned business. What I do with you is one thing, but that doesn't mean I have to tell you everything about me or my past. I will tell you this though, I've known it to happen in other families and there wasn't a great hullabaloo. I know of only one instance where it resulted in tragedy, and that was because the mother didn't have the good sense to talk things over with her husband, and he caught his son screwing his mother one night. The divorce was quick and final, but the son stayed with his mother. That was years ago and now the kid's married with a happy family of his own. The gal went on to get remarried to a South American that got shot in a political debate, and now she owns a half a million acres of grass and so many cattle she can't count them, in Argentina. That is not one of your run-of-the-mill stories though, so don't take it as your average test case. Oh hell Steve, I can't decide this for you. Take it a step at a time and we'll see what happens next. Anyway, the most important thing is to go down there and make sure she knows you love her and don't think she's a freak or something."
He nodded and headed for the hatchway. After he was gone Ellie thought to herself, I doubt that this is the last time you wake up and find Sandy in you bed, my friend. She has a case of father worship that won't quit, and I suspect that you'll succumb in the end. Hell, I can think of worse things to have happen to you. She smiled when she thought of her old Uncle Charlie and what he'd done after he'd discovered her and her brother one day in her room. Uncle Charlie had been a realist. He'd also taught her things her brother hadn't even thought of yet.



Chapter 13


Steve and Sandy talked for over an hour. She was ashamed when he sat down on her bunk and started discussing the situation, but then as he talked she realized that he was only scared for her. She in turn convinced him that she really hadn't minded what he'd done with Ellie, and that it had made her feel good to see him so happy. It was after that last time that she'd seen them together on the deck that she's made up her mind that she was going to do the same thing for him.
Finally the conversation, reached the point that Steve had dreaded.
Sandy said, "Daddy, I'm glad you're not mad at me or anything. I really got excited when I went into your cabin. I'd never done that before with a boy and I was surprised when you gave me so much juice to swallow. The boys I was with didn't have that much, Daddy, at least I didn't think so. I only had them in my pussy then."
Steve's blood raced as he heard his daughter quietly discuss her sexual experiences. He knew that he must get control of himself or he'd be unable to tell her that he really didn't want her to do it again. The physical evidence would make him out a liar.
Sandy hugged him and said, "I'm sorry I scared you when I choked. I won't choke next time, Daddy. Maybe Ellie can tell me how to do it easier. You're so big that I can just barely breathe when I get your cock in my mouth."
A shot of pure lust went through Steve and he averted his face from her.
"Listen honey, that's something you don't do with your own father. We're not married and we never can be. There's a law against what happened in the cabin and if anyone found out, we could both get into trouble."
"I won't tell anyone, Daddy. There's a law about doing what Jerry and I did, and Philip back at school too, but we didn't tell anyone and nobody got into trouble. Besides, who's going to see us out here? Ellie won't tell on me and I won't tell on Ellie either. You and she aren't married."
Steve's brain was spinning. He felt ridiculous. If he insisted, then Sandy would take it that he was rebuffing her love. If he didn't say anything, then she would be encouraged to try again. There was also the fact that every time he thought about having his lovely daughter in his bed, his loins ached. He wondered if there was something wrong with him. He'd never lusted after her body before.
He stood up and faced Sandy, who looked up at him.
"Look baby, let's sleep on it and we'll discuss it again tomorrow. Right now I better get on deck and you have to go to sleep. You have the morning watch remember."
She smiled brightly at him. He noticed that she was losing her baby features and her eyes were taking on a more sophisticated look. Their bright blue, shone like sapphires out of her healthy tanned face. Her white teeth flashed in the gloom of the salon.
"Daddy, don't worry about me. I'm almost a woman now. I can take good care of you after Ellie leaves us. There won't be any need for anyone to know and if it makes both of us happy, what's the difference how we do it? I'm not a dumb kid. I know what incest is, and I don't care. I also know that you must have liked what I did or you wouldn't have come like you did, even if you were asleep."
"Good night Sandy. It I stand here and listen to any more of your arguments, I'll end up in bed with you. I guess you are growing up, but then if you are, you have to understand that it isn't a healthy relationship for a daughter and her father to share. Now that's all I'm going to say tonight. Kiss me good night and go to sleep."
He leaned over and started to kiss her on the cheek as he usually did. Sandy quickly grabbed his head and pushed her mouth against his. Before he could stop her, her tongue slipped between his lips and he tasted his daughter's tongue for the first time. Her lips were soft and she smelled of some unknown sweet fragrance.
He quickly straightened up and stared at her grinning face. "You're terrible, Sandra Lark. I think you need to be put ashore and into a good school. You're turning into an unprincipled woman, sailing around like this."
She stretched out under the covers and smiled at him. Her face didn't look like the sweet, innocent twelve-year-old child that had eaten dinner with him a few hours earlier. He was suddenly aware that the light T-shirt she was wearing was beginning to fill out a little in front too.
He turned away and hurried from the salon and back on deck. He took a couple of deep breaths and then stood beside Ellie.
"I don't know what happened tonight, but I think I may have a problem on my hands."
"It's only a problem if you handle it wrong or make it into one. I have to confess that I listened to the conversation, and she's not going to be easily swayed. She wants to make love to you, Steve. She's grown up a lot more inside than she is on the outside apparently. Did you know that she started menstruating a year ago? That's awful young for a girl. She's got a lot of adult hormones in her that are waking up and she's out to exercise them. She admitted masturbating for the past year and she seemed to have really enjoyed the two sexual experiences she had. Now the question is can you talk her out of this without making her feel you don't love her? If you can't, then are you.ready to put her into school somewhere and live a regular nine to five routine?"
Steven sighed and shook his head. "I'd hate to give up this life, and I don't want to leave Sandy anywhere. I really think that being able to travel and being tutored is good for her. Hell, she's smarter than nearly every other kid I've ever met her age. This thing tonight though has me scared. What if she develops some psychological attachment that she can't overcome? Her whole life could be ruined."
Ellie said, "I told her that someday you would want a woman of your own, that was your age, and that maybe you'd like to remarry. She thought that would be fine. She said she just wanted to make you happy until you found one. She wasn't the least bit upset that you and I made love a couple times. That doesn't smack of the usual father fixation that I've heard of. I don't know Steve, maybe I'm totally wrong, but considering your unusual life style and the personalities involved here, maybe it would work out. Are you really morally against incest or just this particular case?"
Steve looked at her a moment. "You know I never thought about it. I mean, I don't approve of it generally, but I never developed any hatreds against the word or the act. I just don't have any experience in something like this."
"Well you do now. How'd it feel?"
He looked sharply at her and she was wearing a pixie grin. He was angry at the casual way she'd asked him about something that could be very serious. Then his honest nature got the better of him.
"Hell, why fight it. I must have enjoyed it. I came all over the place. Just thinking about her sucking on my organ gets me half hard. I have to admit, I guess, that I'm not that opposed to this idea she hag. Look Ellie, talk to her again for me. Sometime tomorrow, or whenever you find the time's right. I just can't fall into bed with my daughter without putting up a fight. Maybe after sleeping on it you can come up with something."
Ellie realized that Steve was being torn between mixed emotions, yet at the same time he wanted only what was best for his daughter. She agreed to help him again, and then he told her to go below as he had a great deal of thinking to do.
Ellie shrugged and quickly left the deck. She was pretty sure that Steve would give in, in the end. Ellie could think of very few reasons why this would not work out, given the right people and circumstances, and she could also think of a couple of good reasons why it could bring a mutual benefit to both Steve and Sandy. Ellie was also pretty sure that before the trip was over, she would witness Steve Lark make love to his young, loving daughter.



Chapter 14


They were one day out of Guam, the central island in the Marianas chain, and only two days behind his predetermined schedule. The boat was handling fine and their supplies were holding out as expected. They planned on pulling in at Guam to replenish their fresh water and foods. They all agreed it would be nice to dress up and go ashore for the evening. They also planned on staying in one of the local hotels.
Nothing further had been said about that night in Steve's cabin, and even Ellie had not made any advances at him. Steve was beginning to feel the tug of his sexual appetites, and Ellie's body became a focal point of his interest.
At dinner that night they broke out a bottle of wine and celebrated the completion of the first big leg of their trip. When Steve went up on deck to assume the evening watch, he took the half-filled bottle with him. This being the last night before land fall, he decided to relax his vigil at the helm.
He sat and sipped the heady wine as he listened to one of Sandy's tapes flu the night air around the boat with a charming melody. She and Ellie were below, trying to decide on their wardrobe for the following evening, and their happy laughing voices could be heard on occasion. Steve could feel the wine affecting his brain. He usually did not indulge in wine, other than with his meal. It seemed to do far more damage than liquor, and the results were so much quicker.
Around ten o'clock the noisy voices quieted down and the salon lights were turned down. The music wasn't turned off so Steve figured Ellie had gone to bed for some sleep before coming on watch, and Sandy was using the shower and perhaps doing up her hair.
Steve finally drained the bottle and flipped it over the side of the boat. He was definitely tinder its influence now, and his blood raced as his brain reeled in his head. The music made him think of dancing with Ellie and holding her strong and erotic, mature body. The thought of her sweet-scented flesh and hot sucking mouth gave Steve an instant erection that he massaged unconsciously as he continued to dream.
Just then the hatch opened and Ellie appeared. Steve shook his head, unable to fully believe what he saw standing before him. Ellie was smiling. Her hair was tied in a ponytail, but the ends whipped in the breeze. Her scent told him that she wore the same perfume he'd detected the first night they danced and then made love on the boat. Steve stared at the gown she was wearing. It was black. Thin lacy straps held it on her shoulders. It molded itself to each contour of her body as the wind pressed it against her flesh. Her large breasts and large nipples were sharply outlined as the material lovingly clung to her body. Her crotch was highlighted as the wind blew the gown between her thighs. Steve was awed at the sensuality she was exuding. He noted that Ellie was wearing small sandals with straps and a short heel. When the wind whipped the hem of the gown up, he also saw she was wearing smoke-colored nylons.
His cock began to pound in his shorts, and he knew that he would have to have release tonight, and this woman was going to receive the full heft of his manhood in her body.
When she came up to him, he put his hands on her hips, and it was then that he felt the garter belt that hugged her waist. He began rubbing his swollen cock against her protruding mound. Ellie's smile broadened and she took his hands and slid them over her abdomen and then up to her silky breasts. The material acted as graphite would between two hard surfaces. His hands slid over her body as it was encased in the sensual garment.
"I gather you finished the wine, Steve. You're a bit horny, my friend."
"Hell yes. Christ, Ellie, you didn't come out here like that to take the wheel. You must feel the same way I do. Come here, baby, I want that mouth and cunt of yours tonight."
She chuckled as she undid his shirt and tossed it aside.
"I never heard you talk like that. You must really have gotten a kick out of that wine."
She now felt his erect cock rubbing across her mound and it hit her Clitoris, sending a shot of lust through her loins.
"God Steve, take it off me. I want you to see me without the nighty."
Steve tied the wheel off and then grasped the garment by the hem. He quickly slid it up her torso and off her upraised arms. He tossed it in a corner and then sat down and looked at her.
Her pinched waist was emphasized by the black satin garter belt, and the nylons that encased her legs gave her a wicked and lewd appearance. The jutting tits soon attracted his hands and he squeezed them lustily.
Ellie undid his deck shorts and they dropped to his ankles. He stepped out of them and they were both naked. Steve's cock stood out like white marble in the pale moonlight that shown down on then. It was enormous as it jutted out from his blond-haired groin.
Ellie slipped to her knees and licked the huge head of the cock. She pumped it and licked along the sides. When she reached his scrotum, she sucked each one of his balls into her mouth, in turn.
Steve shuddered and pulled her to her feet. "How would you like me to eat you while you suck that tonight?"
She grinned and nodded excitedly. They quickly made a mattress of soft cushions, and, standing in the middle of it, Steven embraced Ellie and delved deeply into her mouth with his probing tongue. His hands traveled down her hips to her crotch and delved into her body with his fingers. Her trembling told him that she was as hot as he was this evening.
They reclined on the cushions, and he began licking and kissing his way down her torso. She rubbed her silk-clad legs along his thighs, and then as he got to her mid-section, he turned his body so that his loins were now level with her own lips, and she soon began using her wet, eager tongue on his balls and thighs.
Steve embraced her legs and caressed them as he kissed and licked his way into her pubic hair. He went lower and found her steaming cunt as already moist and her clitoris poking its blunt little head out from between the thick labia lips. He captured it with his lips and began strumming it with his rapidly flicking tongue as his hands came up and cupped the smooth, firm cheeks of her ass, one finger delving into the valley between the cheeks.
Ellie moaned as Steve drove her clitoris wild, and at the same time she sucked his cock. Her own hands explored his ass, and she too found his rectum an interesting place to investigate. Her finger probed into the crack of his ass and then around the tightly muscled anus. His hips bucked when she put pressure against the tightly guarded little entrance.
Steve stabbed his tongue deeply into Ellie's cunt and tasted the first of her juices. He sucked it hard and he was rewarded with the sweet nectar of her body. As she continued to blow him her finger moved slowly in its intended purpose of getting into his rectum. Steve could no longer breathe enough air into his body with his face jammed against her cunt, and he lifted his face up and closed his eyes to revel in the experience. His dick was surrounded by her demanding mouth, and her finger was now half way up his anal channel. He didn't know how long he could endure this sweet agony, but he bad never experienced anything quite like it before. He was now lying on Ellie's stockinged thighs and rolling his body around on her smooth form.
Not breaking contact she squirmed out from underneath him, and, maintaining her hold on his thrashing form, she allowed hey lips to back off of his cock until just the large crown was still captured in her humid trap.
"Oh shit, Ellie! God, that's so hot and your finger is driving me nuts."
His eyes were dosed now and he was lying on his-side. He felt-her release his cock and travel down it with her lips, spreading her saliva along its length. She finally got to his balls and licked them and breathed hotly into the mass of tangled hair. Steve nearly stopped breathing as her finger finally reached his prostate gland and gently massaged it. Her mouth or hand, which he did not know, nor did he care, was caressing his cock, while his nuts and the area between balls and ass were laved with a hot wetness.
His balls were then sucked and his cock felt a hot wetness on it, too. Before he could adjust to this new sensation, Ellie quickly removed her finger from his rectum and replaced it with her searching, spearing tongue.
He felt her body adjust itself along his back as his head lay on her thigh. At the same time there was a warm body along his front, and a hot, flicking tongue driving his cock wild. He lunged his hips forward and he felt himself drive past lips and teeth to insert his hard erection in a hot sucking mouth. His arms reached out and embraced smooth, sweet-smelling skin, and he drove his ass backwards to.give the searching tongue and sucking lips more of an opportunity to do their best in his sensitive rectum.
His orgasm was building up. He had one moment's awareness before his nuts began churning out his orgasm. His eyes opened and he suddenly was confronted with an adolescent cunt that was practically hairless, lying right in front of his face. He looked down and saw his beautiful blonde daughter with her face buried in his hot crotch, his huge dick being licked and sucked on. His mind reeled, and he would have broken off his hold on her if his lust hadn't taken full control of his body. He drove his face forward, and she opened her legs for him. His face embedded itself against her smooth cunt, and he sucked its tender lips, with relish. Sandy was coming already, and Steve couldn't believe the heady and exciting taste her body had. He rammed his tongue into her and sucked her young juices into his own mouth.
His ass was being invaded by a finger again, and Ellie's mouth was now used to goad the two of them on.
"Suck her good Steve, that's what she wants. She loves you Steve, let her have your cock and come in her mouth, lover. My God, you should see how erotic you two look. I think I can come just watching you. Blow him Sandy, suck him off, baby. Suck out all that thick, good man juice he has for you."
Ellie's finger in his rectum and Sandy's greedy mouth finally did their job on Steve's self-control. As he lapped up his daughter's orgasm, his own body exploded in a kaleidoscope of lust and depravity. His balls swelled, and, as he came, he looked down to see his daughter's cheeks expand with the first onslaught of sperm being shot into her mouth. Her eyes had closed in rapture of his nearness to her, but when she was nearly choked by the flood of his juices, she couldn't swallow them fast enough. Her eyes opened in wonder at this huge organ and all that it pumped into her mouth. Some of his sperm seeped from around her lips and dribbled down her chin. He became crazed when he saw his child with his spurting cock in her mouth, and pumped it into her throat even more forcefully. She choked and began to cough. Ellie, watching and ramming her finger into his ass, pulled Sandy's head away quickly, and when she did, the splashed semen landed in Sandy's face and dribbled down her smooth cheek. Ellie, not wanting to waste any of the precious fluids, quickly capped and spouting cock with her own mouth, and soon had most of his orgasm swallowed and in her own stomach. Sandy not wanting to be a spectator any longer, put her head on her father's thigh and licked it like a loving kitten. When Ellie released the greater portion of Steve's organ from her pursed lips, both she and Sandy then attacked the dripping cock with their tongues and lips.
Steve had to lay back and rest, as his whole body was vibrating from the experience. He tasted Sandy's inner juices on his lips and her scent was in his nostrils. He felt their tongues and lips caring for his crotch, and as he watched, they each licked a now empty ball, but looked into each other's eyes and smiled at one another.
After they had finished licking all traces of his come from his groin, they looked at him expectantly. Sandy was nude, and Steve for the first time looked at his lovely adolescent daughter through the eyes of a lover. Her slim hips and long legs were graceful and matched with perfect symmetry her young flat stomach and upper torso. Her breasts were beginning to swell, and he noted that her nipples were already surrounded by darker areolas. Their coloration was a dainty pink, and it caused renewed passion to run through him as he contemplated sucking those tender, young orbs.
"You finally got your wish, young lady. I hope that neither of us ever regrets what we did, baby. I have to admit that I was excited as hell when I found out it was you sucking me off, and not Ellie."
Ellie's voice was petulant. "Well thanks a lot. I thought I always did a pretty good job. Now I find out you were just toying with my affections."
They laughed at the woman's act, and they both reached out to stroke her affectionately. Steve noted that Sandy stared at Ellie's much larger breasts, and when she reached out to touch them, she hesitated only a moment before cupping one of the full, ripe melons and squeezing it.
Ellie's eyes closed in appreciation of the tender gesture, and she ruffled Sandy's hair.
"You better leave me alone, little lady. Now that you're a member of the adult bedroom activity around here, I might just initiate you into more than you're willing to take on."
Steve looked at Ellie closely. He hadn't thought about any lesbian tendencies in Ellie, and for that matter, he did not think about any being in his daughter's nature either, but then he'd been surprised by her more than once on this trip. Before be could say anything further, Sandy spoke.
"I'd like to find out what you mean, Ellie. I think I know and I like the idea of trying. Anyway, I don't think you've really been satisfied this evening yet. Daddy sucked my pussy and I feel wonderful inside. Wouldn't you like to feel like that too?"
Ellie and Steve looked quickly at each other and then back to Sandy's smiling face. They both felt that this would be an evening to remember.



Chapter 15


The rest of the night was spent in erotic splendor. Ellie was clothed in only her exciting nylons and garter belt, and Sandy, eager and easily aroused, forced Steve's body to heights of passion that he never dreamed possible. During periods when he rested, the two females played with each other's body, and Steve was dismayed at the ease with which his daughter accepted each new role she played.
Sandy told her father that she wanted to watch him screw Ellie, which was perfectly alright with the older woman. After hesitating, the two girls exchanged wicked smiles and then proceeded to arouse Steve to the point of boiling over. Their hands and mouths caressed every inch of his body, and he tasted both Ellie's and Sandy's cunts in the process.
When they finally drove all hesitancy from him, he mounted Ellie in the classic position and drove his huge cock deeply into her straining cunt. She moaned and thrashed about on the cushions, but she constantly begged for him to ram himself into her even harder than he was already doing.
Sandy toyed with Ellie's large fascinating fits, then she slipped around behind Steve, and soon he felt her small hands running over his ass, and then fondling his hanging balls. As his passions mounted and he announced that he was about to come, his daughter quickly bent and placed her hot mouth over his rectum, and Steve was driven crazy with lust as his daughter rammed her lips and tongue against his tight sphincter muscle, and her hands gently squeezed his flopping balls. He exploded in Ellie's battered pussy, and she responded with a mind-numbing orgasm of her own. The sliding, hot tongue of his daughter, as it drooled saliva into his rectum, was the last thing Steve remembered of that tryst, before he slumped over Ellie's body in a coma of sated passion.
Awaking slowly a short while later, he discovered that the two temptresses were locked in the age-old lesbos position. He lay and watched his daughter bury her small head between the large thighs of Ellie, who was on her back. Ellie was sucking Sandy's cunt as hard as she could, and the child was wiggling and squealing into Ellie's thick bush, as she too drove a gouging tongue into a hot, drooling pussy.
Steve watched and listened until he could not refrain from participating in some way. He reached out and ran his hand down Sandy's back and lovingly caressed the smooth globes of her ass. His finger followed the natural channel between each silky globe until he reached her pink ass opening. He remembered feeling her tongue in his rectum and immediately knew he must taste his daughter's. Arranging himself near Ellie's head, he spread Sandy's ass cheeks and bent to lick each globe. As he became more excited about his intended exploration of her rectum, his cock inflated more and more. He stiffened his tongue and slid it up to the tight little opening. With infinite love, he speared it into his child's rectum, and soon Sandy's squeals and the rapid grinding of her hips into Ellie's face announced that she was being driven to the edge of an orgasm of her own.
Ellie reached out one hand and captured his hard cock and squeezed and pumped it rapidly as he drove Sandy into spasms of rapture. She tossed her head and moaned before she rolled off of Ellie to curl into a tight ball, her nerves having been rubbed raw for the minute.
"Oh Daddy, Ellie. I love it Make me come, suck me Ellllieeeeee! Daaaadyyyyy!"
With Ellie's demanding tongue and mouth pressed against her hairless small cunt, and her father's maddening tongue, the young girl was carried away in the orgasm she experienced. She rolled over and, gasping for breath, cupped her sensitive crotch as though to protect her tender pussy from any further assaults.
Ellie rolled her head and saw that Steve was dribbling pre-ejaculation fluid and quickly moved under his swinging balls and erect cock. She strained to open her jaws far enough to get as much of him into her mouth as possible. Steve accommodated her by leaning over and making the angle of his assault into her mouth less difficult He also lowered his face to her soaking crotch and sucked all the juices that had accumulated as a result of Sandy's eating her a few moments before.
They both bucked and rolled around on the cushions as they attempted to eat each other into one last final orgasm. Steve drove his cock forcefully into her throat and Ellie choked at last. She needed air, and as she pushed his hips from her face, he came. His cock gushed out the last of his sperm. It was thin and pale, but there was enough to coat Ellie's face and run down her neck. Her reaction to having this man cream in her face was to explode in an orgasm of her own. He drank deeply of her sexual juices, and as he did, he chewed on her thick cunt lips.
Their breathing was ragged and no one could move. Sandy, lying on her side, had watched the last few moments of the tryst, seeing her father's sperm coat Ellie's face, she crawled to the exhausted woman.
"Don't move Ellie," Sandy said. "I want to taste Daddy's come again. I'll clean you off, Ellie."
She proceeded to lick the woman's face clean of all of her father's juices. She licked her lips in relish of the slightly salty taste, and the act of cleaning it off of his other lover's face only enhanced the excitement of the moment for the girl.
When she was through, Ellie embraced her and they exchanged a deep, lingering kiss, during which some of the sperm in Sandy's mouth was transferred to Ellie's. It was in this embracing position that the sun found them as it rose out of the East. Steve was asleep on his back, Ellie's nylon-clad legs thrown over his groin and torso.
That event set a theme that was followed, more or less, during the rest of the trip home. Their arrival at Guam was uneventful but enjoyable for the three adventurers. They replenished, and then cleaning up, went into the local town. After checking into the best hotel in town, they allowed themselves the luxury of tong, cooling baths, and then they slept the afternoon away in the first regular beds they had seen in over two weeks.
A leisurely dinner and a walk through the city after eating helped settle the large meal. A small out of the way club, provided entertainment and dancing for all of them, and then they retired to their room. They all slept together that night, but there was nothing of a sexual nature to their behavior. Exhaustion and happiness put them to sleep immediately. Early next morning they again set their course for the United States, and set out on the thirty-five hundred mile trip to the Hawaiian Islands. It was during this leg of the trip that Steve felt they would be the most isolated. At the same time he also knew that it would mean long days and nights of erotic sexual behavior, and he wasn't wrong.
During the two weeks they sailed for Hawaii, they explored each other's bodies with infinite patience and love. It became quite clear that his daughter was perfectly at home in the bi-sexual role she had been placed. Her appetites were as varied as they were quick to come to the surface. There were days when they only went on deck to check their compass heading and get some cooling sea water to throw over them, before again going into the cool salon and engage in one more sexual act.
Finally though, after many days of this type conduct, Steve, Ellie, and Sandy sat and talked quietly. They all agreed that there was no real future for them as a threesome. Ellie stated that she had her own pursuits to follow, and while there would always be a place in her heart for the two of them, as well as a place in her home, she would be saying farewell in Hawaii and fly the rest of the way home.
Steve could understand the necessity of her getting away from the boat then. He too felt that they had perhaps taken on too great a trip at once like this. He and Sandy decided to remain for a while and get used to living ashore somewhere. He also reminded her that her tutoring had to be caught up with so that she could take the exams for her diploma from high school some time in the next four years.
They arrived in Hawaii and checked into one of the grandest hotels on the beach. A final night of uninhibited and total sexual depravity was shared by the three of them, and then the next morning Ellie said goodbye to them in their room. She said that she would rather take a cab to the airport alone rather than stretch their farewell out over a long period of time.
Sandy and Steve understood, and Ellie could see that they did. There was such a tight bond of love between the three of them, it wasn't necessary to explain everything. She knew it was this love that drove her from them now. They had a life to develop, while hers was approaching its conclusion. Just before slipping from the room she gave Steve an address and phone number and directed him to call or visit upon his arrival. She also told him that it would be important to the both of them if they did contact her when they finally got to the states. In the pain and confusion of her leaving, Steve didn't note the sad love in her eyes as she kissed them both for the last time, and then walked out of the suite. They both looked at each other for a long moment, and then Sandy burst into quiet tears. Steve held her and they stayed together for a long time before they were both ready to face the outside world. They both knew that they had just closed a Chapter on their lives that would never be duplicated again, for as long as they lived.



Chapter 16


After being in Hawaii for six months, Steve and Sandy flew to the States to take care of some business. While there they contacted Ellie, who was well settled into her new home just south of San Francisco. They visited there with her for a week and Steve and his daughter immediately felt the warmth of their old relationship with the older woman return. They spent long hours on the beach, and Sandy discovered the stables that were quite near and began riding. She and her father spent many hours riding the lonely beaches in the early morning or evening hours. Ellie was happy it seemed, but during their quiet moments Steve noted that she seemed preoccupied with something. He asked her just once if there was anything that she might need, and offered her his assistance, regardless of what it involved. She declined and the subject was never touched upon again during the visit.
The Larks also met Pauline Bell and her twin sons, Peter and Donny. The two families met on the beach while Steve and Sandy were riding one evening, and he was immediately struck with her beauty and sweet personality. The boys were a pleasure, and the few occasions he bad to be with them during the remainder of his stay were always enjoyable.
The Larks returned to the islands, and Steve settled down to some serious writing, which was received well back on the mainland. He and Sandy continued living together but maintained separate quarters in their home. The occasions on which they shared their bodies with each other were not infrequent, but they did not make it a daily practice. She dated the local boys, and Steve suspected that she also experimented sexually with some of them. The• only sexual experience that she and her father still could not share was getting his erection into her tight, adolescent cunt. He was simply too large for her, and again he forced himself not to damage her young body simply to satisfy his lust.
His own life was filled with his work and the boat. On occasion, when he felt the compulsion, he would take Sandy into Honolulu and they would stay a few days on the beach, during which time Steve would gratify his needs with any one of the many women available around the luxury hotels, who enjoyed the company of rich, famous men. Steve's literary accomplishments had afforded him a very comfortable life style, and his name was becoming well known in certain fields. He was able to enjoy anonymity and success at the same time.
When Sandy turned thirteen, they went back to the mainland, and her party was held at Ellie's. The three of them enjoyed themselves immensely, but on this trip there was no sexual activity. Ellie did not have the same fire in her eyes, and Steve felt an undercurrent of unhappiness in her.
There was an opportunity to get to know Mrs. Bell better, but she was still shy about talking much, and he did not feel that it was time yet to press for a deeper relationship. He confided in both Ellie and Sandy his attraction to the lovely auburn-haired woman, and her two friendly and robust little boys. They were now almost twelve years old, and Steve spent a couple of very enjoyable days with them on the beach. Ellie told him that she talked with them only infrequently, as she was not at the beach all the time now.
Two months after returning to Hawaii, they received a telegram from an attorney in San Francisco telling them that Mrs. Elizabeth Gower bad passed away the week before, and that in the reading of her will, she had left some property to the Larks. The news stunned Sandy and Steve. Their sadness stayed with them as they returned to San Francisco and met Ellie's son and his family. He told Steve that his mother had talked about the Larks and the happiness she had shared with them over the past two years, and that she had wanted Sandy and Steve to have the beach house as a home for them to come to. Steve was touched, and he and Sandy made a point of going to the grave to grieve silently for a short while. They accepted the deed, and after being given the keys, they drove to the house.
They lived in the house quietly for a week before finding the cassette. It had been stuck in a box containing some tapes that Sandy left there to use whenever she and her Dad stayed with Ellie. Sandy found it and then called Steve to listen. Shortly after some soft melody started that had been one of Ellie's and Sandy's favorites the woman's voice broke in.
"This is going to be short and sweet, Skipper. I've had this little problem for over two years now. I knew about it when I met you in Bali, but I was told I could have a couple more years of good life before I'd have to go into the hospital. I also could have gone into the hospital right away and they said I could be kept alive for probably twice that long. It wasn't worth it to me. I've had a great life, and I don't regret a thing I've done. I particularly don't regret the past two years. Meeting you and Sandy was what I needed to remind me that life isn't worth living if it can't be lived the way you want it. I had no obligations to anyone after Buck died, and I was about to curl up and let life pass me by. I met you two and things changed for me. Enough of that though. I want you to enjoy this house. If you decide to get rid of it, ask my son if he wants it and let him have it for whatever you think fair. He can afford it. Steve, I think you had better look for a woman to share your life with. Sandy isn't going to be a teenager forever, and she should and must find a life of her own, away from you when the time comes. Sandy, let your Dad find someone and then encourage him to start a life of his own. You can love him just as long and hard as you want but don't smother him. That's all the advice I ever intend to give again. I'm sure that when I close my eyes for the last time, Buck will be there waiting for me with a cold beer in his hand and a dirty joke. I'm looking forward to it. I'm happy and content and I want you two to be also. If you're not good to each other and make each other happy, I'm going to come back and haunt you. I know you loved me, and I also know that you were aware of how much I cared for the both of you. Thank you for sharing your lives with me. Goodbye and love each other."
The silence that lasted only a second was then broken by the same soft music that preceded the taped message. Sandy looked at her father and saw that the tears in her eyes were matched by those he was quietly shedding. She folded herself in his arms and they sat quietly for the rest of the taped music. When the tape was through and the machine snapped off, Steve got up and removed the cassette. Taking it to the fireplace, he dropped it on top of the flaming log. They both watched the plastic curl and smoke, and then burst into a small blue flame. After the tape was completely destroyed, Steve and Sandy went out on the beach and walked for nearly an hour in the brisk winter weather. That was the end of it. They knew that Ellie wouldn't have wanted them to grieve any longer, and her happy spirit seemed to fill the house after that.



Chapter 17


Father and daughter traveled, learned, shared new experiences, and loved one another very deeply. Two years after Ellie passed away they returned to the beach house for their yearly stint ashore. This time they sailed the Happy Gal across the Pacific with a young couple who were married just two days before they helped Steve and Sandy pull out of the harbor. The crossing took a little over two weeks, and as the newlyweds were eager to be left alone as much as possible, Steve and Sandy spent a lot of time talking and planning.
Steve was looking forward to seeing Pauline Bell again. Sandy kidded him about being too shy to make a pass at her and Steve smiled. Sandy was always eager for her father to get into an affair with a new woman. Only twice had she really approved of one of Steve's lovers to the extent that she encouraged her father to marry, but Steve had demured at telling the prospective new wives that he slept with his daughter. So far he had not been able to meet a woman whom he felt could accept that. He and Sandy knew that they would still desire each other physically, even if he did marry, so he remained a bachelor.
Sandy asked Steve if he would mind if she tried to do something to help his relationship with Polly Bell, since he wasn't exactly banging down her door. He told her to do what she thought best, and then forgot about her request.
Sandy bed turned into a young woman at fifteen. She developed a fine mind, with her travel and Steve's tutoring, and just before leaving Honolulu, she had successfully passed the high school equivalency examinations. She was nearly sixteen and ready for college. Steve was really proud of her.
Her body had ripened in pace with her mind and personality. She had long, nicely tapered legs that swelled into soft round hips and then was nipped by a tiny waist. Her torso was distinctive by her two glorious breasts that were more than a good handful for him when they were in bed, and their firmness was mitigated by their soft texture. Her hair and grown even paler than it was as a child, and her aqua-blue eyes seemed to be even more vivid as her dark brows and lashes grew in. Her finely shaped chin and high cheek bones-gave her a slightly Oriental appearance, except for the hair. She was a beauty, and Steve was aware that more and more men were looking at her speculatively, as though to determine exactly how old she was. For over six months now, she had been more and more restless, and Steve suspected that she was perhaps beginning to feel the need for more companionship closer to her own age than he represented.
They arrived at San Francisco as school was finishing for the year, and the summer promised to be an exciting and fun-filled time for father and daughter. Taking her school records, they enrolled her in college in San Francisco and then they both realized that a phase of their lives was going to change soon. Sandy was going to live on campus during the week, and then commute to the beach house on holidays and weekends. Steve had made up his mind that only on extended school holidays and summers would he leave the States. He could now write at home with no difficulty, and his travels were more out of personal preference rather than a need to gather more material.
They settled in the house, and Sandy began spending time away from him while he worked. It was his practice to rise early with her and ride along the beach until the sun was well up. After breakfast he would work in his combination bedroom and study, which was the second floor of the "A" Frame house, He and Sandy lunched together, and then usually swam or went shopping together if they felt like it. Afternoons not spent swimming or shopping were spent back at his desk, in the event he had an inspiration he wanted to follow up. Sandy always found something to amuse herself with. Steve knew she could live alone if need be some day as she was interested in a wide variety of subjects. He also had seen her with the Bell Twins, and they seemed to play well in the surf and alone the beach. It was during those times that Sandy could revert back to the stereotyped fifteen-year-old child, and thus her companions were not made Ill at ease. She was a most astute girl, he knew.
He had immediately contacted Polly Bell and dated her several times, but to no avail. He was reluctant to push the relationship since she seemed so wrapped up in the memory of her late husband. Having two boys as sons also made him a bit hesitant to approach her. What kind of life could he lead with her, if it were impossible to continue to love Sandy as he bad? She too looked forward to a life spent in complete freedom around her father, and he didn't want to put anything or anyone in the way of that dream.
One afternoon in late July he had lain down to sleep while Sandy was down on the beach. He had swum and then showered, and, instead of turning on the air conditioning which neither of them cared for particularly, he had lain down wrapped in a loin cloth and fell asleep on his bed, with the breeze gently billowing the curtains.
His dreams were interrupted by a rising penis that triggered his body's passions, and soon he was groaning and stirring on the bed. At the moment when he experienced an orgasm, he came instantly awake to find Sandy curled between his thighs, sucking him off. He reveled in the love and passion they shared, and afterward, Sandy handed him his afternoon martini which she'd prepared and brought up along with her own glass of wine.
"You know, you could get in trouble tending bar while you're a minor, young lady," he said with a sly grin.
"Father, your sense of propriety is commendable. I'm sure my morals will be safe as long as I am in your hands."
They both laughed at the joke, and Sandy got off the bed to pull up a chair beside him. She kicked off her sandals and put her feet on the bed. Her blue silk dress fell away, revealing her lovely legs clear to her lap. Steve reached out a hand and pushed the material higher, revealing dainty pale-blue bikini panties that were nearly transparent. He looked at her pubic mound that had developed and gently caressed her private area with his tanned hand.
"What you see is what you get-if you want it," she said. Her eyebrows were arched as though challenging him to take her in a way he had refrained from doing all these years.
"Listen, you tempting little minx, I have enough trouble keeping myself in check with you, without you tempting me and egging me on. Do you really think you could get this dick of mine into that tight little cunt?"
Sandy looked exasperated. "Oh Daddy, when are you going to stop worrying about that. My heavens, if the man I marry doesn't like a good comfortable pussy, then he can go to hell. Meanwhile, you go through a lot of discomfort not having a woman to make love to like you should. I'm afraid you're so addicted to oral sex by now that you won't be able to use it properly if you find someone."
He smiled at her. "This conversation is probably the weirdest one taking place along the whole beach tonight, from Canada to Mexico. In any case, I'm not going to spoil it for the guy you eventually settle down with. Anyway, that mouth of yours and those tricky hands have kept me pretty happy now for over three years."
"It's closer to four now. I wonder how many times you've been sucked off in that time? I bet I've consumed enough semen to populate half of China." She leaned over quickly and kissed his lips, and then walked to the curtains and drew them back. "I loved every drop of it too, Daddy. I hope you aren't sorry to let me talk you into our arrangement. It's not been exactly normal, I know, and maybe you would have been happier simply getting a grown girlfriend or even remarried."
"You haven't heard me complaining, have you, baby? I know I could have remarried, but the ladies weren't exactly liberated enough to accept our way of life. Would you want to stop doing what we've shared? Any time you want to, you know you can. The last thing I'd ever want to do is make you unhappy, Sandy."
She smiled at her father and said, "No, I wouldn't really want to give up what we have. But it would be nice to have a family like some we've met."
She walked back to her chair and sat back down. "As long as we're on the subject, I may as well tell you that I have been working on something along the lines of our conversation."
"What do you mean?" Steve asked. His curiosity was instantly aroused.
"Well, let's just say that if things go right, we may be able to expand our circle of intimate friends around here. If all works well, you may have an opportunity to get a lot closer to Polly Bell."
Steve sat up and put his feet on the floor. Leaning toward his daughter, he said, "Sandy, I like Polly a lot, but I don't want anything to be forced on her. Just what have you been up to? She's a sensitive woman, and she took the loss of her husband pretty badly. All she has left are her boys, and I doubt if she's going to bed with them."
"Daddy, you're usually one hundred percent right, but as of this morning, Polly Bell became the twins' lover."
Steve's voice was incredulous. "How in the hell do you know? That's pretty hard to believe, knowing Polly as I do."
"Well Daddy, I've been messing around a little with the boys this summer so far, and they liked it a lot. They began opening up, and it seems that Mrs. Bell and her husband were into the modeling business and Polly designed and modeled lingerie. The boys showed me an album that Mr. and Mrs. Bell kept of pictures of her, and Daddy, it turned even me on to see her dressed in those things. I'm almost ready to get some of the items that aren't worn as much now, but sure look wild."
She whirled in front of him and held her skirt high on her thighs. "You think you'd like seeing me in nylons and a sexy garter belt, or maybe some skimpy bras and waist cinches? I remember the first night you let me make love to you, Ellie wore nylons, remember?"
Steve grinned. "I never mentioned those things, honey, because they're considered old fashioned, but there's no denying they do turn a man's head."
Sandy sat back down and continued talking. "Anyway, the boys described another album they once found showing Polly and her husband in poses with no clothes on. She was tied up in some, and on her knees hi some, and just various poses in which she was being mastered or subjugated. You know what I'm talking about The boys said they heard their parents making love a few times, and Mr. Bell used to order Polly around, and the boys said that their mother would beg him to do more. So, I figured that she must have a little masochism in her. They'd get excited when we talked about things like that, and when I saw them get hard-ons, I'd let them play with my titties and then I'd masturbate them. I haven't sucked them off or let them screw me, but they have taken their clothes off, and I let them see me nude too. It was kinda neat getting them excited and seeing them come in my hand. They're both built nearly like an adult, Dad."
"You think you're ready to try screwing them?' Steve asked. He was getting quite aroused with this conversation.
"Well, I think I may do that real soon. Anyway, I told them about masochists and people making it with their children, especially mothers with their sons, if the mothers didn't have any sex life with their husbands or didn't have a husband. The boys said they would be scared to approach their mother, but then this morning things changed."
Steve was eager for her to continue now. "Well, don't keep me in suspense, what happened?"
Sandy smiled and, reaching over to her father, began playing with his erect cock. Her voice lowered and she said, 'Well, it seems that the boys woke up a little horny and they were looking at that album I told you about, with Polly's pictures in the negligees and stockings and stuff, and they started to jack-off. Their mother must have been watching them because Peter said that she came into the room and was shaking a little and her face got red. Peter said he and Donny were scared and really didn't make any advances to her, but the next thing they knew she was playing with their cocks and ended up blowing Donny and then taking Peter on his bed and sucking his cock too. Donny told me that his mother even let him fuck her before they were through."
Steve whistled softly and leaned back as Sandy continued slowly stroking his huge erection. "My God, I'm almost forty years old, but I swear I'd give five years of my life to have seen that. There's something about that woman that has always interested me, and then to think of her blowing her sons. Christ, she must have really been driven over the edge with need. It's exciting, but it's a little sad too."
"Well Dad, I thought the same thing so I sort of took things in hand and told the boys what to do this afternoon. If it works out they're going to tell me and then maybe we'll go visit Mrs. Bell. What do you think about that?"
"What did you tell them, Sandy? We don't want to do anything that would hurt her or her sons. Our way of life is unique and it's not fair to force it on someone else."
"Nothing to worry about there, Daddy. I didn't tell them about us, but I did tell them that some people do make it with their children and like it a lot. I also tried to explain masochism and how some people like being a slave to someone they love. The twins seemed to understand right away. Anyway, they went home at noon today with the intent of making it with their mother again and seeing how much they could get her to do. They're-smart Dad, and they love their mother very much. It's going to be real interesting. I've been waiting for them to either come ever or call me. They said they would."
"Did you mention that you're available if Polly turns out to be agreeable? I've seen you get pretty turned on by women in situations like that. In fact, I've never seen you go down on a woman unless they were slaves."
"Daddy, you know you're the only one I like to serve. Other people are fun, but I usually seem to be stronger than they are. I hope Polly turns out to be fun. I think you've got a yen for her ass too, don't you?"
"You're a real little bitch lately aren't you? I think you're trying to get me paired off with her."
Sandy sat on the bed beside her father and leaned down to lick the semen that was exuding from his aroused cock.
Smiling at him she said, "Wouldn't you enjoy sticking this big thing in Polly's hot little cunt, Dad? I mean, I know I suck a great cock, but that's not the only way for a man to enjoy himself." Her look was taunting and she was turning her father on more than he could stand any longer.
Steve pulled her legs around so that he could reach under her gown and grasp her panties. He quickly stripped them down her golden legs and spread her thighs. She lay her head in his lap and licked his scrotum as his fingers slipped into her hot, tight cunt.
"Oh, Jesus Dad, that feels so good. God, I hope the twins get Polly started. I would love to have them all the time to screw."
The language and the sight of his daughter moving his privates with her wet, red tongue, was all Steve could take. He lowered his face to her hot crotch and, spreading her silken thighs wide, began sucking and probing into her sweet smelling vagina. His hands gripped her ass cheeks, and as she shuddered with passion, he began slipping one finger past her tight sphincter muscle and into her rectal channel."
"Oh Daddy, eat me. God I want to come in your mouth. Oh Daddy it's so good to feel you in me with your finger, fuck me harder with it."
Their language aroused both of them to the point that Sandy could no longer ignore the stiff dick in her hand that bobbed back and forth in front of her face. She captured the large purple colored head in her lips and began probing into the tiny hole on top with her pointed tongue. Her suction and tongue action soon had a steady stream of pre-seminal fluid running into her mouth and down her throat. Steve's tongue was digging at her tender cunt, and she too was discharging her creamy passion for him to suck down.
Finally Sandy could stand the sweet ecstasy no longer and gripped her father's head with her thighs and pumped her cunt hard against his greedy mouth. His hand was pistoning his finger in and out of her bowels. She whimpered as his cock reached further and further into her constricting throat, his own hips moving back and forth.
They both came at the same time. His come gushed into his daughter's sucking mouth, and try as she might, she couldn't keep all of it in her mouth. The amount always amazed Sandy. She had blown grown men in the past three years, but her father's semen was always the sweetest, and his balls held more than any man she'd blown. Her own orgasm was churning her insides now and as she gurgled and sucked and swallowed, her hips ground themselves against Steve's mouth. He swallowed each spurt of come she pumped from her loins and eagerly swallowed it. He loved the taste of his daughter's cunt and never failed to become almost frenzied each time he ate her cunt as he was doing now.
They finally achieved their individual orgasm and were tenderly licking away the last remaining drops of each other's come when their intimacies were suddenly interrupted by the strident ringing of their phone.



Chapter 18


Pauline Bell was quietly lying between the naked bodies of her two boys. They were asleep and their gentle breathing told her that she could probably get off the bed without awakening them. She too was completely nude, and she crawled off the bed with mixed emotions about herself. Going into her bathroom and shutting the door, she quickly got into the shower and cleansed the accumulation of perspiration and male semen from her body. The thought that she was washing her own children's sperm from her body was both disturbing and exciting to her.
Standing in front of her mirror she brushed her shining auburn hair and began applying makeup. She was almost through before she realized that she had perfumed and powdered her breasts and Venus mound, as though preparing herself for a lover. She also realized that her makeup was not that of a woman who was about to fix an evening meal for her children. She looked at the accentuated eye shadow and glistening lips she had made up, and the realization that she had in fact prepared herself for further intercourse with her sons made her tremble.
"Well, you've found your true calling in the world, my girl. You're your sons' mistress. I simply am not going to fight it any longer," she said to herself.
Polly knew that deep in her subconscious mind she had been yearning for Peter's and Donny's attentions. Whether she saw her husband reflected in them and wanted to recapture his love, or whether it was simply a case of hominess, she only knew one thing for sure: right or wrong, she would bow to their wishes. The idea that she'd been raped by the boys and then later treated like someone beneath them caused her to have a hot flash of desire. She relaxed then and, taking a deep breath, smiled at herself in the mirror.
"Polly my girl, you're in for a very interesting life from now on, I think. The best you can hope for is that they will grow as large as Ben was and really satisfy you. No more vibrator or fingers at night."
Polly quietly left the bathroom and after walking from her bedroom, she closed the door so as not to disturb the sleeping boy amp; Walking nude to the back bedroom that had become a storage area, she began pulling open drawers and digging into boxes that were in the closet. She extracted items of clothing that had been stored away and she put them on the bed.
If I'm going to become my sons' mistress, then I may as well dress the part, she thought. Oh God, the idea of wearing these things again is turning me on just looking at them. Maybe I'm losing my mind.
Her mind whirled and her stomach knotted up, but it was with an anticipation of what the boys would say when they saw her, rather than with indecision as to what she was doing.
The sun was just beginning to set into the ocean when Polly entered her bedroom. She looked at the boys who were still soundly sleeping, and her eyes went to their groins. Their flaccid penises were nestled amongst the adolescent pubic growths she saw. She smiled when she thought of how small they were compared to their father, but how large they were for their age. Peter and Donny were nearing fifteen years of age and yet they both had cocks that were at least six inches long when erect She remembered with a thrill the feeling she got when she slid them into her mouth, and then later between her legs. She knew that it wouldn't be long before she would again have them invade her body with those lusty cocks she was becoming a slave to.
Polly was dressed in a flowing, nearly transparent gown of Grecian design. One shoulder was bare while the clinging, pale green fabric was knotted atop her other shoulder. Her one breast was easily visible as it was only covered up to her areola and nipple. The soft swell of the top of the breast was bare. She wore no bra, her breasts not requiring one, even if the dress was designed to be worn without one. Her waist was lovingly wrapped in a satin garter belt that held smoke-colored hose that silkily hissed as she rubbed her thighs together when she moved. On her feet were small dark slippers with a heel that accentuated her lovely long-tapered legs. She had tied her hair back with a ribbon the color of the gown, and dainty earrings were jade teardrops that swayed as she moved. Her heady perfume filled the room with it's musky fragrance. Polly was made up as a lovely but erotic whore, and she was ready to temp her two young lovers and to drive their passions to the boiling point.
She sat on the bed and tenderly grasped Peter's crotch in her hand. He awoke instantly and stared in surprise around the room before he realized where he was. He relaxed and stared in awed admiration at his lovely mother. She then reached and stroked Donny into awakening.
"You two men had better get up and get cleaned up for supper. I have two very rare steaks, ready to be consumed. If you're going to be lovers, you'll have to keep your strength up," she said with a smile.
Donny said, "Mom, you're beautiful. God Damn, Pete, look at that dress, thing Mom's got on. You can almost see her one tit, and you can just about see through the material all over. Geeze!"
Polly smiled at his enthusiasm and squirmed with pleasure at his examination of her body.
Peter reached out one hand and ruffled the fabric of the flowing garment. A slit that ran up one side, nearly to her hip, was revealed, and the gown fell away, revealing one lush thigh, the darker top being held by the garter. Peter appreciatively ran his hand intimately around his mother's thigh, and then upwards until he touched her thick growth of pubic hair.
"Those are some of the things you used to wear for Dad In those pictures, aren't they, Mom?"
She nodded her head and stroked his cock until it was nearly hard. She was staring at his hand as it casually invaded her private crotch area. She was almost hypnotized by his searching hand.
Her voice was low as she spoke. "I decided that I didn't want to fight over possession of my body. I want to love you and Donny just like I loved your father. I can't seem to find a man who interests me, so I may as well let you have me when you want. This thing may be all wrong, but I'm going to do it anyway."
She looked almost sadly into her son's eyes. "I'm going to do as you tell me, Peter, as far as sex is concerned. You and Donny have a lot to learn about making love to a woman, and I may as well be the one to teach you. When we are outside of the bedroom or not making love to each other, I will be your mother, otherwise I will be your slave, if that's the way you want it."
Both boys lay quietly for a moment, then simultaneously they gathered around their seated mother and embraced her tightly and exchanged lingering kisses with her. Polly knew it an act of love and that henceforth their relationships with her would be strange, but exhilarating.
She quickly stood up, and her gown resumed its normal smooth lines. The boys could look through it though and see the darker shape of her thighs and the even darker area of her pubic hair.
"If you are going to be my lovers, you will have to do one thing, and that is bathe. You both smell like young animals. Besides, I think we should all eat a good meal."
The boys eagerly agreed, and moments later Polly was on the private sun deck sipping a chilled glass of wine as she watched the embers of the charcoal slowly char the sizzling steaks. Her whole body seemed to vibrate with anticipation of what lay ahead for her.
The boys showered and, smelling strongly of soap and some of the aftershave that she had jokingly bought them on their last birthday, happily came out to dinner. They all enjoyed eating in the night air, and they laughed and joked through the meal. The boys insisted that they take care of cleaning up what dishes there were, and Polly went into the front room where the sliding windows stood open to allow the ocean breeze and the sound of the surf to enter the house. Candles flickered throughout the room and soft music prevailed, creating an atmosphere that she remembered sharing with Ben many times.
Polly was drinking another large glass of wine and beginning to feel its effect when she saw a dark shape emerge from the shadows on the beach below and climb the stairs to the house. She curiously awaited the announcement from the boys that someone had arrived. She considered putting on a different garment if anyone were to come in. She realized that her present appearance would certainly alert someone to the fact that an intimate relationship was being shared with someone in the house.
Polly listened to low voices in the kitchen and just as she was about to get up and investigate, the boys entered the living room with Sandy Lark following them.
Polly started to rise, but Sandy stopped her. "Please Mrs. Bell, don't get up. You look so comfortable where you are."
She smiled beautifully at Polly and quickly examined the lovely woman's appearance. Sandy realized that Polly must be uncomfortable sitting in front of the young girl, dressed as she was. This face made Sandy feel excited. She knew that this was going to be quite an evening for everybody present. She wished that her father could be here to see Polly dressed as she was. Sandy knew that if things went as she and the twins bad planned though, Steve would be a party to Polly's seduction in the near future.
Pete and Donny had called her after dinner and told her to come over. The three of them had completed making their plans while talking in the kitchen. It was now time to inform Polly what they had decided for her, and Sandy felt sure that the older woman would take a perverse pleasure in the subjugation and humiliation she would be forced to accept.
This should be one of the most exciting and important evenings that she had experienced in months, Sandy thought.



Chapter 19


Polly could feel the tension in the roam. She wasn't sure what was going to happen, but she was sure that this lovely, young woman-child was the special friend that the twins had been confiding in, and in return being advised by.
Sandy's dress revealed her lovely body quite erotically, Polly noted. The front panel had slipped to one side and one of Sandy's shapely, tanned legs was revealed, clear to her upper thigh. Her proud young breasts strained the thin fabric, and Polly could just make out the protruding buds that were her nipples.
Polly could feel the tension as the boys fidgeted on either side of her. She nervously continued to drink from her wine glass.
Sandy broke the silence. "Mrs. Bell, I love that gown you're wearing. I can imagine the boys like it. Your one breast is almost completely showing, and if the light were better in here, I imagine I could just about see right through to your lovely pussy."
Polly's face reddened. "Sandy, I don't think it's necessary to talk quite that frankly. Besides, with that dress you're wearing, I wouldn't think you'd be too critical of my choice of evening wear in my own home."
"Oh I wasn't criticizing you Mrs. Bell. I think you look super. Peter and Donny told me you're wearing a garter belt and dark nylons, too. I've always wanted to see what they looked like on me. I've just never thought to get one."
Polly said, "Apparently my sons have been doing a lot of talking to you lately. You've taken quite an interest in their education since you came back this summer."
Sandy's voice was casual as she answered. "They're nice boys, Mrs. Bell. I'd like to screw them, but they're pretty excited about making love to you right now. I came over tonight to watch and see how good you've taught them."
Polly had trouble breathing, her senses were swirling so fast through her head. Her face went cold with the shock of Sandy's remark. She quickly looked at Peter and then Donny, and her accusing stare was met with grinning good humor.
"Come on Mom, we told you we talked to our friend. Sandy's not going to tell anybody and she's our best friend," Peter told her.
Donny chimed in, "Yeah Mom, she's really a neat girl, and we told her how great you were, too."
Polly stood up and, looking at Sandy, said, "I think you'd better go, Miss Lark. I'm sure your father wouldn't approve of your conduct, however under the circumstances I won't say anything to him if you leave now."
Peter's voice had a strong authoritative ring to it as he interrupted his mother. "She's not going home, Mom. She's going to watch you blow us, and then we'll decide just how we want to fuck you."
Polly glared at her son angrily. "Stop it Peter! I won't be talked to like that in front of a stranger. Now the two of you go to your room."
Sandy said, 'Well, I guess it's time we quit talking, boys."
Donny and Peter both stood, and Polly was sure they were going to do as she said. Peter stood in front of her a moment as she glared angrily at him. He looked over her shoulder and sighed and nodded his head.
"Okay Donny, let's do it."
Polly suddenly felt Donny's arms go around her body, trapping her own arms at her sides. Peter stepped up and her too, embraced his mother, his hands going to her hips, and he put his face near hers.
"Can we kiss you goodnight Mom? We love you very much, you know."
Polly felt Donny hugging her and nuzzling her neck, and, while it was not the usual childlike embrace, she didn't want to seem paranoid in front of Sandy. She nodded her head at Peter's request.
Peter pulled-her hips against his and Immediately Polly felt his rising manhood press against the thin fabric of her gown. His lips mashed against hers, and his tongue pushed past her surprised lips and into her mouth. She involuntarily met his tongue with her own and before she realized it, Peter was not saying goodnight to her. He and Donny were attempting to excite her into submitting to their sexual perverseness. To make matters worse, they wanted to do it in front of Sandy Lark.
Polly struggled to free herself from the boys' grip, but they were too strong for her. Donny's erect cock was prodding her ass, and she felt an erotic thrill being between the two erect male cocks.
Peter released her hips and immediately crushed both of her breasts in his hands. His hips were now slowly grinding into hers, his cock nearly fully erect.
Polly's nipples hardened as Peter crushed her tender flesh. Her blood raced in her head, and her ears began to ring. Donny slid his hands down the front of her stomach until he could cup her nearly nude cunt. He squeezed the hairy Venus mound, and one finger slid across the top of her clitoris. She was losing her will to fight them now.
Peter eased one full-nippled tit out of her gown now and was laying it with his wet tongue. Donny succeeded in pulling one portion of her skirt aside so that he could get his fingers into her moist cunt.
Sandy watched the silent struggle, and she saw that Polly was giving into her own passion as much as she was to the boys' insistence. She rose from her chair, and, going up behind Peter, she reached around in front of his body and opened his shorts. They immediately fell to his ankles where he kicked them away. Sandy then went to Donny and repeated her actions. The two boys were now nude and their erections were free to rub against their mother's semi-nude body. Sandy felt her own passions begin to rise within her.
When Polly saw what Sandy had done, she attempted one last time to reason with her sons.
"Boys… please don't do this… thing. Please. I don't want… you to now. Donny stop. Peter… Oh God, please don't."
Her voice was moaning out her protestations even while her body was crying for satisfaction and burning inside.
"Mrs. Bell," Sandy said softly, "the boys are really turned on. You're going to have quite a time taking care of both of those stiff cocks they have. They're going to screw you, you know that, don't you. I'm going to help them, too."
"Oh please Sandy, don't do this. Tell them to stop. This is so wrong. You shouldn't be here. This is all so humiliating."
Polly's voice was barely audible as she dosed her eyes and felt the waves of passion wash away her resistance.
Sandy's voice was filled with eagerness. 'Peter, eat your mother's cunt like I told you to. Donny, pull your fingers out of her pussy and help Peter hold her."
Donny pulled his moist fingers from his mother's cunt and gripped both of her lush breasts. Peter stooped down, and, when he was looking directly at Polly's crotch, he pulled her gown aside and leaned forward. He kissed the auburn bush in front of him, and, spreading the labia lips with his fingers, he slid his tongue into the pink, wet groove.
Polly's breath caught in her throat as Peter's hot breath hit her snatch. When his tongue slid along her cunt lips, she arched her back and ground her crotch into his face. Peter sucked lustily at the sweet gash he had access to now.
Sandy saw that Polly Bell had completely given up fighting. She was now completely at the mercy of the three children. As she watched Peter eat his mother's snatch, Polly moaned and shuddered. Sandy knew that the older woman had just experienced an orgasm.
"Okay guys, let her alone now. It's time she entertained us," Sandy said.
Donny uncertainly let go of his mother, and, as Pete stood up, Polly embraced him and quickly kissed his wet lips, her tongue swirling around the inside his mouth, as though to wash away all traces of her pussy from her son's mouth. The taste of her own vagina on her son's tongue gave Polly spasms of lust deep in her vitals.
Donny stepped up to Sandy and they kissed too. Donny's hand went to her full tits and in turn squeezed each one of them.
Peter stood back from Polly's shaking body and said, "Take off your gown, Mom. Donny's going to strip Sandy, too. Let's all get comfortable."
Sandy turned her back quickly to Donny, and he opened the dress and then she slid it off her body. She was gloriously nude underneath.
Polly untied her garment at the shoulder and waist and it too slid right off her. She stood before them uncertainly as her embarrassment became nearly as strong as her passion.
"What do I do now?" she asked.
Sandy had one hand on Donny's cock while he stroked her tight, smooth tits. "What would you like to do Mrs. Bell?"
She wanted to hear Polly ask for the ravishment of her body that Sandy knew she was craving. It was one more humiliation that Polly craved.
Polly looked piteously from one child to another. Her face looked as though she were torn between breaking down in sobs to passion. "Oh God, I want to be screwed by my sons. I don't care where or how, just have them screw me."
"Are we your masters now?' Peter asked.
"Yes, you're my masters. You only have to order me to do something. I'll be your slave, Peter."
Donny said, "Come here Mom and suck my cock. It's wet and I don't want to waste any come."
Polly was burning with humiliation and lust as she walked to Donny and then went to her knees. She was quick to grab his cock and lick the accumulated pre-ejaculation fluid from it Her tongue laved the head of his erection, and then she pulled his hips forward so he was jammed into her mouth as far as his cock could reach. She reveled in having her nose buried in her son's pubic hair.
Sandy put her hand on Polly's head. "That's enough Mrs. Bell, you don't want to suck him off, do you?"
Polly looked up at the two young people, tears of passion running out of her eyes. She nodded her head silently and then mumbled, "Yes. Yes, I do want to suck him off. I want to drown in his come and eat his delicious cock."
Her eyes were becoming glazed, her emotions were running so high. Donny saw this and, reaching out, pushed his mother's face into the thick muff-at Sandy's crotch. Polly only groaned her submission, and she was then clasping the young girl's hips with her eager hands, her tongue gouging her pink-lipped cunt. Sandy's own juices flowed at the touch of Polly's lips and tongue. She put her head back and moaned, and Donny had to hold her erect as the young girl's legs shook and she came in Polly's sucking mouth.
"Oh my God, suck me, Mrs. Bell Eat all my come you greedy piggy. Oh God!"
Her hands were entwined in Polly's hair, and she strained as her cunt spasmed one time after another. Polly sucked quite hard and managed to capture nearly all of Sandy's young, sweet cunt fluids.
Polly released Sandy's hips and, sitting back on her curled up feet, looked eagerly from one child to another. "What do you want me to do now?"
"Get up Mom and let's go to your bedroom," Peter ordered.
They helped her to her feet, and, with both boys helping the two females, they walked into Polly's bedroom and the three children sat on her large bed. She stood in front of them in just her nylons and garter belt. She was now regaining some of her senses, and she felt more humiliated and awkward than she could ever remember feeling in her life. Why she couldn't fight these children's hold on her, she was unable to figure out.
"Please, don't do this to me anymore," Polly begged. Take me and use me, but don't make me beg, please." She turned to Sandy and continued. "I'm their mother. It's so degrading with you watching us and ordering me too."
"Be quiet, slave," Peter ordered. "You know you like it. Tell us what you are now. You feel excitement all through your body standing nude In front of us with Sandy's come on your face, don't you? You look sexy as bell, Mom. You should always wear just nylons around us."
Polly's body experienced a spasm of shaking. To hell with my dignity, she thought. I'm sick and depraved. I need their bodies and I'm hooked on screwing my own children.
"Oh God Peter, I want you and Donny to fuck me. I'm just a slut and I don't care what you do to me. I want your cocks in my mouth and my cunt. I'll do anything you tell me to Peter, I'm just your slave."
With that she sank to her knees and crawled to where they sat, and with mewing sounds, she eagerly grasped their legs in her arms and licked their thighs, and then each in turn felt her hot breath and wet tongue on their cocks. She sat back on her heels, and, cupping her full breasts, she squeezed both of them tightly. She offered them like fruit to eat.
"Don't you want to feel my fits rubbed all over your bodies? Please boys, take me now, I'm begging you just like you want."
Sandy stood up, and, helping Polly to her feet, she talked to the twins. "Peter, get on the bed and let her lick your ass. It'll feel so good you'll probably come right away."
"Oh yes Peter, let me eat your ass. I'm a hungry doggy, and I want to sniff and lick your balls and ass. It'll make you feel so excited."
Peter quickly got on his knees on the bed, and Polly huddled down behind him. She looked at his muscular young buttocks, and, reaching out, she separated to the two meaty globes of her son's ass. She leaned forward and ran her tongue along the crease between his ass cheeks. When she got to his tiny, brown puckered rectal opening, she didn't hesitate to stiffen her tongue and spear it into his ass-hole.
Peter's cock throbbed and began to leak sperm. Polly grabbed his cock and yanked on it softly.
Donny had no self-control left, and, seeing what his mother was doing, he quickly got behind her and played with her furry bush. He ran his fingers. inside her cunt, and he, too, leaned over and ran his tongue over her ass.
When Polly felt his hot wet tongue heading for her rectum, she moaned into Peter's ass. Donny sucked his mother's ass as his hand drove her to his first climax. Her juices ran down his fingers and hand.
Sandy watched and then said, "She's coming Donny. Why don't you get your cock wet in her snatch and then slip it up her hot ass. She'll hurt a little, but it'll really turn her on."
Donny didn't question Sandy's instructions, so he quickly grasped his hard-on and slid it into his mother's soaking cunt As he screwed her from behind he scooped up some of the dripping cream she was exuding and smeared her rectum with it After her ass-hole and his cock were well lubricated he pulled out of her cunt and placed the rosy-headed cock against her rectal opening. The tight sphincter muscle resisted, but the eager youngster persisted and with a slight popping noise his glans slipped past the guardian muscle and Donny was in his mother's rectum. His slim cock slid up her wet, hot rectal channel until his bells brushed against her soaked crotch.
Polly was consumed with lust and drove her hips backwards against Donny. His cock rammed into her tender bowels, and she gloried in the jolting pain and degradation he was imposing on her. Her lips were now sucking Peter's rectum as hard as she could. She had driven her tongue as far into him as she could reach, and she reveled in the grossness of her act.
Peter was practically overwhelmed with pleasure. "Oh shit Mom, suck my ass. You're a bitch, Mom. God it's gonna make me come. Suck all my cream, Mom. Blow me now!"
He pulled away from her mouth and flipped over on his back. Polly quickly grabbed his leaking crank and licked the swollen glans clean of all the dribbling sperm he had exuded. She popped the cock into her mouth and jammed it into her throat, her cheeks caving in with the sucking she was giving him.
"Suck me, slave. Eat all that cock you've got there. Mom, you should see Donny fucking your ass like a dog. You're a bitch in heat, Mom, aren't you?"
Peter's voice and the words he used drove Polly to a fever pitch of lust. Her cunt spasmed and cream leaked from it in a steady stream. Her thighs were becoming soaked with her cream.
Peter turned to see Sandy sitting on the bed fingering her own burning snatch. He reached out a hand and squeezed her hard, pointed tits.
"Hey Sandy, why don't you let me suck your cunt while our slave blows me and Donny fucks hell out of her."
Polly's groan indicated she heard Peter's remarks and she reached a full orgasm as a result.
Sandy couldn't resist and soon she was perched over Peter's upturned face, her cunt settled over his eager mouth. At the first touch of his tongue, she began to exude her passionate juices. Peter sucked and drank all the delicious fluid her body would give him.
Donny was gripping his mother's swinging tits as he leaned over her back. His cock was beginning to swell inside her ass, and Polly knew that any second now, one more indignity would be accomplished on her body.
"I'm there now, Mom. Shake your ass, Mom, you're gonna get an ass-hole full of my come, slave. I'm coming in it now. Oooohhhh!"
A blast of hot sperm hit Polly's tender rectum and then the next one went deeper into her bowels. She ground her hips into his as he bathed her inner organs with his rich, creamy froth. Her own body was triggered into coming again, and this time Donny's hand jammed itself into her soaking cunt. She came and groaned, her mouth full of Peter's exploding cock. He bathed her mouth and she swallowed as quickly as she could. His sperm tasted salty and had a creamy texture to it.
Polly held on as tightly as possible as he was thrashing around on the bed. He too was drinking an orgasm. Sandy howled and moaned as she squeezed her own tits until they were red. Her body seemed to simply open up and all of her fluids fell from her expanded cunt lips, right into Peter's eager mouth.
Donny couldn't hold himself erect on his knees, he was so weak, and he fell to one side. His semi-hard cock was pulled unexpectedly from Polly's spasming rectum and a trail of slime dripped from her ass onto the bed.
She flinched as Donny pulled froth her body, but she continued to suck the last remaining drops of sperm from her son's cock. Finally, she too rolled on her side in exhaustion.
Sandy's legs were becoming cramped holding her tired body up over Peter's face, so she moved aside and sagged weakly on the bed beside Peter. The room was silent except for the sounds of their deep breathing and an occasional moan from Polly as her body subsided from the emotional peak it had been driven to.
Sandy felt the presence of someone watching her, and she opened her eyes and looked around. Standing in the doorway, nude, and with a large hard-on, was her father. His eyes were wide in excitement, and Sandy smiled as he began to move into the room.



Chapter 20


Sandy grinned at her father and eased off the bed as he walked toward the bed. She eased to her knees and without a word being said, she captured his erect organ in her hand and began licking it with a fervent passion.
Polly had not stirred or opened her eyes. Steve stared at the lovely naked form and his passions rose. Her long, lovely legs encased in the nylons looked erotic. The wide darker band hugging her upper thighs contrasted sharply against her bare skin. The satin garter belt framed the lust growth of her pubic area that was now soaked with her cunt juices.
Both boys opened their eyes and looked vaguely surprised to see this large naked man in their mother's bedroom. As soon as they saw the loving attention Sandy was paying his cock with her mouth, they looked at each other and smiled excitedly.
Steve held his finger up to his lips to indicate silence should be maintained. Both boys understood and quietly eased off their mother's bed.
As soon as Polly was alone on the bed, Steve Pulled Sandy's sucking lips away from his throbbing cock. She had left him soaking wet with her saliva.
Polly's legs were lewdly sprawled open, and the relaxed outer labia lips of her cunt were open far enough that the coral pink of her inner vaginal cavity could be seen.
Steve gently grasped both of her thighs and folded them back against her chest. As he positioned himself between her silk sheathed thighs, Polly's eyes slowly opened. She had felt the hands grasp her legs and assumed one of the boys was about to screw her. She yearned to feel the presence of a stiff cock in her smoldering cunt.
She suddenly saw Steve for the first time. Quickly she tried to bring her legs together and protect herself from his attack, but he was too strong for her and she was already at such a disadvantage it was useless. Her hands went up immediately to push against his broad chest.
"No, no please leave me alone Mr. Lark. Steve, you can't do this. Please, the children are here. Please don't do it."
Steve grinned at her. "Pauline, you've still got Peter's come on your lips and Donny's jism is coming out of your ass. Don't you think it's a little late to worry about shocking the children? As far as Sandy's concerned, who do you think just sucked my cock and got it all nice and slick for me to slip it into you?"
Peter spoke up, "Yeah Mom, just relax. You're gonna fuck Mr. Lark. We want to watch it, Mom. You ever see a cock any bigger than his, Mom?"
Polly's head was whirling and she couldn't believe her children would be a party to her seduction by a man who was practically a stranger. She then happened to glance down and Steve's huge shaft became the focal point of her interest. Her late husband, Ben, had been a large-built man, but his eight inches couldn't compare to the dub that Steve Lark had in his hand and slowly rubbed against her wet cunt. She was awed at the purplish golf ball-sized head on his cock that was now mixing his juices with her.
"My God. Steve you can't put that thing in me. You'll split my body open with it. Please stop this, right now."
Her pleas only brought smiles to those standing around her. Steve slowly pressed his dick into Polly's gash. The head of it pressed the outer lips in and then began penetrating into the inner cunt area. She felt her tissues begin to protest against the insertion of so large an object, and she threw her head back and groaned and gritted her teeth.
"Oh, please don't. My cunt's going to rip, damn you. Oh God, you're too big. I can't… take it… all!"
Steve's cock was not past the inner pink flange of flesh, the whole head now obscured by her tightly gripping labia lips. Inch by inch, he drove himself into the sobbing woman's body.
Polly instinctively spread herself as wide as possible. Her feet were lifted straight up and her thighs spread as far as possible. Steve continued to dig into her until over half of his large organ was embedded in her body.
He started a pumping motion with his hips then and each time he entered her, a little more cock was buried in Polly's body. Her groans turned to animal-like grunts as she attempted to accommodate this heavy-hung man between her legs. The effect of having a grown cock slide into her pussy, triggered long hidden desires and involuntarily she babbled to him.
"Oh, move… put more in. Fuck me. I don't care what you do, lust fuck me please. Oh more, more. It's killing me… uuhhhn fuck me… oh you bastard fuck me!"
She came. Her come sluiced around the tight plug of flesh that was in her and soaked his cock and balls. He was surprised at the heights to which her passion had soared already. Her body juices boiled out of her vaginal opening, and the sight and feel of the hot juices excited Steve even more. He began pumping faster and within a dozen strokes he buried himself in her. The glans of his cock was mashed against her cervix. His passion was goading him to more forceful action with his lunges. He could feel his heavy balls bouncing against the raised mounds of her smooth ass, and he reached forward and grasped both of her lovely tits that he'd admired for three years.
"Fuck me you hot-assed bitch. I'm going to screw you until you're unconscious, Polly. Damn, that cunt of yours is sucking the come right out of my nuts. Fuck me. Shake your ass, baby. Oh Christ, you feel so damned good."
Polly was driven out of her mind. The pain was disappearing, but she felt as though her entire body was stuffed with this man's organ. She felt her stomach vibrate with each ramming impact of his dick, and all she could do was lie there and come all over herself. She was no longer able to move, she was so paralyzed by the amount of cock that was being shoved into her.
Steve's loins ached for the release he had not had in months. Fucking a real snatch was something he longed for, even though Sandy did suck him off regularly. The sights and sounds of screwing this woman in the presence of her children bad an added effect on his lust and at last he came with a roaring oath.
His eyes closed and he clenched his teeth as shot after shot beat against Polly's organs. She screamed as she felt his scalding come hit her insides. He drove himself into her unmercifully, and she could only grab his wrists in her hands and mash his hands even harder into her tits. Her heels beat a stockinged tattoo against his hips.
His orgasm boiled out of his cock and soon filled her cunt. The mass of meat in her didn't allow room for the amount of sticky, pale-white fluid he filled her with, and it was forced out and around his plunging cock. It drained down the crack of her ass and puddled on the sheets. Her own orgasm added to the many ounces of sperm he dropped into her captive body.
Finally they stopped straining against each other's bodies. The only sound in the room after they stopped screwing was their heavy breathing. Steve's muscles had been so tense that now they jumped of their own accord.
"Oh God, Pauline, that was fantastic. You're beautiful. Christ, what a wonderful snatch you've got for a man to use."
He pulled his half erect organ from her cunt. It had been so stretched that it didn't close immediately, after he flopped to one aide. Sandy and the boys stared at the bubbling white fluid that was visible in Polly's expanded pussy.
Sandy kneeled on the bed, and before Polly could stop her, the young girl leaned forward and drank the gooey mess from the older woman's cunt The boys could hear Sandy's sucking and slurping sounds as she drank up Polly's and her father's juices. She was in seventh heaven tasting the mixed juices of these two adults.
Polly's aroused state wasn't sated quite yet. She knew she must emulate Sandy, simply to satisfy a perverse desire she had always given into when she and Ben finished making love.
She reached over and tugged at Steve's limp organ. He slid up the bed and then watched as Polly bent her face to his soaked crotch. Her tongue and lips licked and ate away all of the gooey jism that was present on his crotch and balls. She even sucked the tufts of pubic hair into her mouth and ate the hardened globe of come that were there.
Steve grinned and stroked her hair and soft neck as she licked and loved the huge limp cock that had just given her such a terrific screwing. He knew that this woman was going to spend the rest of her life doing these things for him. There would be no one else for him after tonight. He looked at the boys who were both grinning at him.
"Peter, Donny, take Sandy into your room for the night. Your mother and I have some things to talk about. I don't think Sandy and I'll be going home tonight, so you two have the rest of the night to get to screw your new sister."
The children knew that Polly and Steve were both happier now than they had been in years. Steve had found a soul mate in Polly, and she had found someone she could cling to and lavish all of her love on.
The children had known after that first night that Steve had spent with their mother, that be would ask her to marry him. Sandy and the twins had spent the entire night together in bed loving each other and congratulating themselves on the success of their plan to break Polly's reserve down and then bring her together with Steve. They had been sure that once this was done, the two adults would decide to spend their lives together.
Polly had lain in Steve's strong arms all night, and when he wasn't driving her to insensibility with his passion, he talked of the life they could have together. It didn't take long for Polly to become convinced that this was what she wanted and needed in her future. She decided to bury the vivid memories of Ben she had tried to live with. He would always be a part of her, but she realized she needed a living, flesh-and-blood lover and husband. She couldn't be positive that life with Steve would be perpetual happiness, but she knew she was ready to attempt to make a life for herself and the twins with him and Sandy. The idea of having her husband and her sons as lovers in the years to come sent a shiver of joyous anticipation down her back.
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