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Chapter 1


Kathy Andrews hadn't had time to change her clothes after school. Her father, Mike Andrews, had picked her up at the gate at three o'clock, his sailplane trailer already hooked to the ten-year-old family camper. Kathy waved goodbye to her girlfriend, Janie, and stepped up into the converted bread van.
Kathy stayed in front with her father. His whole life, since her mother had died, revolved around glider competition, and the twelve-year-old girl loved to listen to her father's hopes for the contests they traveled to.
Mike unhooked the trailer as his daughter looked at her scanty traveling wardrobe, trying to decide what to wear. She knew that he would knock politely before coming in, so Kathy took her time. Kathy took off her long-sleeved blouse and looked at herself in the full-length mirror. She saw she would have to buy a new bra soon-the bandeau cut into her skin and left a mark when she shrugged out of the straps.
She arched her back to make her firm titties stand out. Maybe Daddy would let me go without a bra completely, she mused. The little cones of her bosom didn't droop a millimeter. Pointed, perfectly symmetrical, each tittie could be mashed into a mound just the size of a half grapefruit. She brought her slim-fingered hands up and pressed her conical breasts into globes.
Kathy released the sensuous masses. She shook her head, and her long, ash-blonde hair fell over her shoulders. The soft ends of her straight, fine hair just brushed her nipples and the surprisingly large points stood up. They were pink as the inside of a strawberry.
Her skin was creamy-white, so clear that the little traceries of her veins showed blue under the surface. Kathy was just five feet tall, with a thin, studious face that lit up the whole world when she smiled.
Her eyes were deep blue and very round. The only makeup she wore was to accent her long, feathery lashes. Half-a-dozen freckles scattered across her thin, aquiline nose. Her pink lips were as level as her gaze at the corners, but full in the center, rising like a little bridge. Her teeth were white, straight as a ruler, and carnivorous little points showed when the little girl laughed.
Kathy unbuttoned the waist of her skirt and the zipper hissed silkily down. She hung the garment up carefully, thinking, I wonder why it's always so hard to get those ladies in the lingerie department to sell me stockings. I don't like pantyhose, I like real stockings. They're so much easier to manage when I have to wear them all day! She turned back to the mirror to look at herself.
She wore only her garter belt and stockings with her frilly blue panties. The black straps of her garters showed plainly through the Wedgwood-blue nylon. The day had been long, the drive from the city very hot, so Kathy slipped her panties down.
He's going to want to go to a restaurant for dinner tonight. Daddy always likes to do that the first part of a glider meet. He says going out makes him feel like we already won. I better leave my stockings on.
Her hipbones showed as Kathy turned herself this way and that in front of the mirror. Her garters curved over two small, round buttocks, like stripes of midnight on white paper. The dark, coffee-brown sheen of Kathy's hose made her long slim thighs look even smoother. Her skin gleamed, pale under the black lace of the belt.
Kathy stood still again, her under slung pussy rocked slightly toward the mirror. I hope I don't get much hairier down there. Hike the way it just barely covers the edges of my pussy opening.
She touched the downy curls. I bet it's almost half an inch long now. It feels nice, even if it isn't ns soft as the hair on my head. And it sure does make my pussy feel good!
Kathy felt her pulse accelerating. She bit her lip and grabbed a wraparound denim skirt. She felt a mysterious warmth in her loins that needed investigating, but not until she had more time. She heard a knock on the side of the van.
"I'll be ready in a minute, Daddy," she called. Kathy tied her skirt with flying fingers and grabbed a bulky pullover sweater. The knock sounded again as Kathy brushed long, fine strands of hair out of her eyes and opened the door.
"I didn't mean to rush you, Kathy," Mike Andrews said. "I've got to go talk to Milt Jackson, the technical inspector. Something about whether our plane meets the class requirements.”
"That's silly, Daddy! It always has before-you built it to fit the rules!”
"I know, baby, but somebody might have protested us. I'll be back in half an hour or so. Why don't you just stick close to the truck, arid we'll have a nice dinner in town when I get back, okay?”
"Okay, Daddy. Don't be long, please? I'm awful hungry." Kathy was suddenly aware of the gnawing feeling in her belly. She hadn't eaten since noon, and dark was falling around the gliderport.
The evening was cooling the sultry air as Kathy locked the van and walked around the trailer-parking area. She recognized many of the trailers by their distinctive colors or the owner's name painted on the sides. Long, narrow boxes sat in rows inside the impound fence. Late comers kept pulling in at the far gate, and the guard used a dim flashlight to find the entrant's parking slot.
Kathy enjoyed these weekends with her father. She shared his faith that one good year of flying could open new doors, perhaps getting Mike Andrews a job designing and building the sailplanes he loved.
It wasn't just the high hopes they shared that Kathy liked. All the people at the competitions were friendly, and Kathy and her father grew closer each time they traveled to a meet.
It might not go on much longer, though. Mike Andrews was an airframe mechanic, and the charter business he worked for was growing. He told Kathy that his boss grumbled now when Mike asked for time off to compete. At thirty-two, Mike looked three times his age when he told his daughter about having to give up soaring in competition.
Kathy brooded as she scuffed around the parking area. If Daddy doesn't win this weekend, we won't be able to go on any more long trips. The people at the little regionals are really nice, but he really should have a chance in the big contests.
She looked up, sensing a huge mass in front of her. That must be Bob Williams' trailer, I bet Daddy would win every time if he inherited a million dollars. We could afford a moving van full of spare parts, and three different gliders, too.
"Come on, Mary," Bob Williams said. "Milt's gonna be tied up with Andrews half the night. My crew's gone into town-nobody'll bother us.”
Kathy stopped in her tracks. She heard Mary Jackson giggle. The little blonde girl sneaked quietly around the back of the huge, sky-blue rig. The hair on her nape stirred and her tennis shoes crunched on the gravel. Heavy breathing came from just around the corner of the trailer.
"Just kiss it, Bob, no more. I love it when you suck my pussy," Mary said. Kathy bent down and looked around the bumper.
Tall, fair-haired Bob Williams touched one well-dressed knee to the ground as he skinned Mary Jackson's slacks off. The white of Mary's briefs showed against the crumpled denim. She lifted one tiny foot and kicked free of the cloth.
Kathy's eyes bugged out. But she's married! spun through her head. The twelve-year-old was astounded. She didn't know what Bob and Mary were doing. Her stomach fluttered like the cold dawns when she'd had too much coffee and no breakfast. The breeze shot up her skirt, and Kathy realized she'd left her panties in the truck. She crouched on her fingertips and toes, like a sprinter before the start.
Mary Jackson's puffy hairdo mashed out of shape against the big trailer. Her blouse was open, and her full, deep breasts quivered with her hot, shallow breathing. She pulled Bob's head against her pussy. The thirty-five-year-old brunette spread her round thighs wide. She half-stood against the moonlit side of Bob's massive rolling hangar.
"Yes, oh, Bob, right there!" Mary's whisper sliced through the night air. "Mmmm, yes! Your tongue!!”
Bob's slim, aristocratic fingers dug into Mary's broad hips. "I love eating you," he said, his husky voice muffled by her luxurious cuntal hair. He pressed her loins closer, cupping his hands under her silky-skinned buttocks.
Mary's pussy had been wet since Bob grabbed her and kissed her. Her pulse raced when she helped him with the buttons of her blouse. Each touch of his fingers on her lush breasts had fanned the swampy heat in her loins, and now his lascivious tongue and suctioning lips delighted her.
Mary's heels dug in. She curved her spine, presenting her eager pussy. Her toes curled ecstatically when she raised her hands to cup her bosom. Mary's nipples stood completely erect in the cool of the evening, and goosebumps covered her skin. Her breasts were round and firm as two sweet, ripe melons.
Bob burrowed into her inviting loins. Thick, musky cream bathed his mouth and chin. Each sensitive part of Mary's cuntal jungle sought out his tongue and lips. He wallowed in the tender heat of her wet, fevered pussy. Mary's full, puffy labia surrounded his face. He slithered his tongue back and forth along the floor of her delicious cuntal valley.
Mary panted, moaning incoherent syllables into the night. The pretty woman's tan skin was silvery in the cool, steady moonlight. Her shoulders slid down the side of the trailer until her wide, satiny buttocks completely filled Bob's hands. Only her nape and shoulders touched the sky-blue van. Her knees were bent at a right angle and Bob cupped her hips like a huge bowl of nectar.
Mary's torso moved in passionate waves. She undulated lasciviously, pushing her honey-filled pussy against Bob's invading tongue.
Bob had to swallow her rich juices after every few long sucks. The soft internal folds of Mary's vagina gushed like a milky mountain spring. The heavy scent of her lusty pussy filled his nostrils. His tongue plunged in and out like a tiny piston. His upper lip gnawed and teased at the stiff, sensuous button of her clitoris.
"Oh, more, Bob! More!" Mary begged. "Don't stop now-make me cum all over your mouth!" Her eyes rolled, unfocused under fluttering lids. Her full lips were a slack oval. Her jaw fell open.
Bob's prick throbbed in the tight prison of his tailored slacks. Mary's fingers had lingered in his crotch just long enough to make the organ stiff as a poker. Kneeling to gobble her pussy, his swollen balls ached.
Bob kneaded her butter-soft asscheeks. He rolled the luscious mounds in his hands, spreading them wide, then forcing them back together. The mixture of her vaginal fluids and his saliva slicked the deep cleavage. Mary's rectum took his finger easily.
“Ohhh! D-don't-don't sto-stop!" Mary wailed. Her voice rose and fell, winding through the night like a distant yodel. "I'm cumming!”
Bob attacked her clit with his lips. He sucked the tiny stiffness into his mouth. The blood-pink inner cuntlips filled his mouth, and Mary put her hands on the back of his head.
She forced him harder against her suspended cunt. Her torso curved like a hammock. Her shoulders flexed on the metal wall of the trailer. Her hips were on a level with her head. Her round thighs tensed.
Bob felt the heat building in her. The soft curves t›f her ass hardened in his hands. Her rectum contracted around his finger. He plunged the digit in and out faster. Bob sucked savagely at her cunt mound, and carefully scraped the sides of her clit with his teeth. He bit into the flesh surrounding the hot button. He quit swallowing Mary's feverish juices, and let the thick mixture of their fluids drool over her rocking loins.
His balls felt like someone had clamped a vise on them. He rose from his haunches and knelt with the twisting, desperate weight of Mary's legs on his shoulders.
Mary's shoulders slid down the side of the trailer. Her lush tits jounced on her chest. She hung upside down, her hairdo ruined in the dust. Her thighs locked onto the sides of Bob's head, and Mary drummed her heels against his back.
Bob hunched involuntarily. Mary's cuntal fever had flowed over him, and his cock strained against his pants. He let go of her flexing buttocks and grabbed her heavy tits.
Mary's ass bounced against Bob's chest. Her cunt had gushed so much thick juice that his shirt was spotted with heavy-scented dampness. Her snapping vagina grabbed at his chin while he lashed her clit with snake-like flicks of his tongue.
She dug her heels into his back. Mary levered against him, spreading her knees. Her loins opened, trying to swallow his face up. She wanted Bob to drown in the welling chasm of her snatch. She ground her pussy against him, and moaned passionately.
Bob grunted and growled into her cunt. He reveled in the thick goo and her swampy cuntal smell. Her big, stiff-nippled tits molded into fantastic globes of clinging lust. A thin sheen of sweat made the woman's flesh even smoother in his hands.
"Pleeeease, pleease suck me harder," Mary begged. "I'm just starting to cum!”
Bob grabbed her by the hips. His thumbs dug into her buttocks, and his fingers bruised the soft roundness of her lower belly. He pulled her cunt into his face, trying to stuff his whole head clear to the secret depths of her womb. His hips rocked and Mary exploded.
Her long fingernails clawed into his wrists. Mary shook with racking bursts of orgasmic release. Her feet pounded against his shoulder blades, forcing her cunt against Bob's face.
Bob had to rock back on his heels. Mary curved her back, bringing her shoulders off the ground. Her asscleft flexed and tightened on his throat. She rolled back down, her titties quivering. Huge, pounding waves of intense cumming exploded from Mary's clenching sphincters to every part of her body.
Mary gasped and sobbed. Her hips opened to absorb the power of Bob's head-fuck. She forced her cunt uphill, mashing the tender labia against Bob's face.
Bob kept licking and sucking at her juicy flesh until Mary collapsed. When her clawing fingers loosened on his wrists, he laid her down on the ground next to his trailer. He fingered the still-clenching mouth of her pussy and watched her writhe in the moonlight until the pain in his balls faded.



Chapter 2


Kathy Andrews stared at the impassioned couple. Mary's lascivious motions and Bob's oral attack on the short, curvy woman amazed her. A funny feeling started to build up in her pussy.
Kathy stood, bent from the waist. She watched Bob Williams' face dive against Mary's pussy until the capricious breeze flipped her short denim skirt up, baring her garter-crossed little buttocks. She pushed it back down, but the wind chilled her blonde-tufted cunny. Kathy felt a moist tingle in her pussy, and put her hands through the opening in the front of her wraparound skirt.
The little blonde girl hadn't touched her pussy in years. Her dead mother had told her it was bad when Kathy was little more than an infant, so the girl had only recently begun to check the growth of her flossy pubic hair.
I'm just going to keep the cold out while I watch them, Kathy told herself. That can't be wrong.
Her dark stocking tops and an inch of black garter showed behind. The little skirt flapped occasionally in the wind. Her fingertips were visible, if anyone had been watching.
I wonder if my titties are going to get as big as Mary's. She's only about an inch taller than me, but she's a lot bigger all over. She usually dresses kind of fat, but she sure doesn't look that heavy with her clothes off!
Kathy imagined Bob Williams licking at her own pussy. Her early upbringing told her that it was disgusting, but Mary Jackson was obviously enjoying it. Her fingers moved a tiny bit on her pussy.
Even with the wind coolly caressing her naked buttocks, Kathy felt a strange warmth growing in her loins. She had started by trying to warm her pussy, but now her pussy warmed her hands.
My nipples are poking out! They aren't cold in this sweater, but they're standing up anyway! Kathy rocked her shoulders from side to side and felt sharp twinges of pleasure shoot through the strawberry buds.
When Kathy moved her shoulders, her hands twisted, ever so slightly, on her downy labia. A tiny moistness, like condensing steam, dampened her fingers.
The feeling that had started when she inspected her pussy hairs in the van grew. Goosebumps sprang up on her nylon-clad legs. Kathy realized that she liked the touch of the flapping cloth of her dress as it caressed her little buttocks. She was glad that she'd been too rushed to remember fresh panties.
Kathy squeezed her mons gently. There's a little part up at the top that seems to be growing. I think my whole pussy is swelling up! It feels hind of puffy and hot. I think I like it!
Kathy held her skirt open with one wrist and rubbed her labia with her other hand. She still peered at Bob and Mary, not twenty feet away. Kathy watched Bob's hands roving over the voluptuous woman's body, and the little blonde licked her lips.
What's happening to her voice? She really must love that, the way she's pushing his head against her pussy.
"Oooh!" Kathy breathed. She spoke softly to herself. "Is that my clitoris? It's so-so stiff and it feels super!" She spread her labia and tickled the damp little button. The sudden delightful increase in the wind chill told her that each tweak made her pussy moister.
Kathy heard a quiet, high-pitched humming. She perked up her ears before she realized it was her own excited, girlish voice. She touched the fuzzy lower part of her mons and ribbons of sensuous joy unrolled inside her pussy.
She watched Mary Jackson slide down the side of the trailer, but the novelty of the feelings in her own body became more important. Kathy pressed softly on the end of her pink clitty. Her eyes widened. The sensitive organ deflected, and when it moved to the side, the friction of her moist inner pussylips sent a thrill up her spine.
Kathy explored the little ridge, rolling it under her finger. She aroused every nerve, from the rounded tip to the very base. Kathy could hear her pulse accelerating as the rushing blood reddened her ears.
She watched Bob lifting Mary. The busty woman hung by her knees from his shoulders, but it was like a shadow-show compared to the rising flood of sensations in Kathy's loins.
I'm really getting hot! I'm all sweaty, and my pussy's oozing wet stuff. Even my nipples feel different-they almost hurt, but they hurt so good! It's really neat-why did Mom tell me not to touch myself?
Kathy reached down further, touching the oily moisture that welled in her vagina. Her fingertip touched a sensitive nerve just inside the rim of her little hole, and Kathy felt her pussy squeeze tight. Her fingertip popped out.
More novel sensations bloomed in Kathy's body. She'd found the secret well of the thick sauce, and the quick contact with the slick skin teased another fine droplet out. She moved her slippery fingertip around in a tiny circle, and something like a little flash-bulb popped in her brain.
The newest feeling, Kathy's forbidden vaginal thrill, was as clear and bright as a miniature laser. It jumped straight from her cunny to her brain, and every muscle in Kathy's slim body popped to attention or a millisecond.
My word! Does that happen to every girl's pussy? How come none of my girlfriends ever mentioned it?
She pushed her fingertip into the constricted hole again, and wiggled it. The creamy fluid coated her finger as she moved it slowly in and out. Long snakes of lewdness crawled along her nerves, putting hot and cold chills on her skin.
Kathy caressed the edges of her puffy, pink-creased mons. Slow touches up and down the downy-flossed softness made Kathy feel decadently lascivious. Gentle, unhurried movements around and in her pussy warmed Kathy, despite the breeze that kissed her exposed buttocks.
I could do this forever. It makes me feel so toasty inside! I feel so luxurious-I wish I could lie down and play with my pussy all night! I don't even care what Bob and Mrs. Jackson do… nothing could ever be this good!
Kathy spread her pussylips with her thumb and middle finger, seeking a little more room for her index finger in the smooth, wet mouth of her vagina. Her moving hand touched the fragile petals of her inner labia and Kathy cooed under her breath.
The thin, studious little blonde was comfortably exploring her pussy with her fingers, still looking in the direction of Bob and Mary. She wasn't watching them as closely; in fact, she closed her eyes from time to time to concentrate better on the floating warmth in her loins.
Suddenly Kathy hissed. Her breath whistled in, chilling her even white teeth. Her wet fingertips had touched the tiny, rounded end of her clitoris again and a little spark jumped to her spine.
The shock of feeling was as cold and white as dry ice. When her finger snapped involuntarily away, Kathy felt as if she should have tendrils of smoke curling up from her pearly button.
The slow, comfortable warmth of her explorations leaped. It focused sharply on her clit. Even the slim digit in her vagina sent hot signals to the alert little nubbin.
Kathy touched her clitty again. She was ready for the sensation this time, but the intensity surprised her anyway. The little spike was harder now than when she'd touched it before, and much more sensitive. Her vagina clamped down on her questing finger, spitting it out like a cherry pit.
Kathy brought the juice-slicked tip of that probing finger up to the little fold that surrounded her love-button. The hot energy in her cunny leaped higher as she slid the fingertip across the nerve-filled end.
It's like a ladder! Every different touch makes me go up higher and higher! The whole world falls away when I rub my clitty!
Kathy stood up straight, ignoring Mary's orgasmic wiggling on the gravel. Her pussy and the feelings that shot to every corner of the little girl's body were all that mattered. She opened her skirt-front completely, holding the flaps back with her elbows, Kathy's hands covered the short new hairs on her cunny. Only creamy white thighs and velvety black garter straps showed between Kathy's coffee-colored stockings and her smooth belly.
The points of her little breasts poked through the powder-blue pullover. Kathy seemed to have two tiny party hats on her chest, stretching the wool. Her fine, flaxen hair floated in the breeze, and the bright moonlight turned it into a silver halo around her face.
"Oooh," Kathy breathed, her lips in a tight circle. "I can't… can't believe it!”
She rolled her erect clitty between thumb and forefinger. Her ears burned and her nipples felt the fine wool of her sweater so sharply it seemed like sandpaper. Her love-organ felt as thick and hard as a pencil stub. Near-painful jolts of sensation seared her nerves with laser-like intensity.
Kathy kept toying with the swollen cum-trigger. Her knees felt watery, as if she couldn't stand much longer. The sheer strength of the feeling slowed her fingers, but Kathy refused to stop. It was becoming too much for her to take, and far too much for her to refuse.
Her slender hips rocked in the primitive rhythm of sustained intercourse. Kathy's fingers mauled her clitty unmercifully. She raised one hand to her face and bit her wrist. Her head bent forward. Kathy cupped her soft little breast in her palm.
What am I supposed to do? What's happening in my body? Nothing ever felt so good, and it's so strong I'm afraid of it! Kathy whimpered, and tears leaked from the corners of her round, blue eyes.
But I need it! I can't stop doing this now! It keeps changing, and the feeling is so big that I'm all filled up with it. God, oh, Mommy, is this why you said…?
The icy heat in her belly took a quantum leap, and Kathy gasped. Her thoughts lost all coherence. Her fingers worked faster at her love-bud, beyond her control. The twinkling digits plucked and tweaked at her blonde-fuzzed cunt. Her other hand stole down from the aching mound of her girlish titty.
Kathy put one fingertip into her sopping hole, then another. She stretched the tissues until the first joint of each finger wedged in. She willed her hands to work together. Two fingers wiggled in her vagina, thrusting in and pulling out in counterpoint to the rolling, twisting, plucking pressure on her clit.
The flashes of light that had zipped along Kathy's nerves came closer and closer together. They changed from flashbulb visions to a deep, ocean-like roar in her mind.
A nest of new feelings centered in her lower belly. Kathy felt the flowing object grow and contract with each move of her pussy-wet hands. It was a bright, strong part of her body that she'd never known before, but it seemed familiar as it pulsed.
The new center drew energy from her cuntal opening, but the greatest part of its power flowed from her clitoris. Strands of heat stretched from her pussy to the knot in her belly, then connected to every muscle and nerve in her body. Kathy was aware of her nose and ears, her fingers and her clenching toes. Her flesh was totally involved in the hot jewel that flamed in her guts.
Kathy sobbed. Her tortured clit had given all its electric pulsations to the expanding knot that quivered on the floor of her pelvis. Her slender fingers couldn't wrestle another millimeter into her tight cunny. She dripped with vital, musky juices, and the wind dried them on her thighs. Tears welled in her blue eyes.
Her fingers slowed. Kathy stopped pulling at the pencil-stub segment of lusty flesh. Her fingers matched the native rhythm of her rocking hips.
The knot blossomed. Pink and meaty-feeling, sensations grew inside the little blonde girl's loins. Slow and lascivious petting, not the frantic hurry of her earlier frenzy, made the marvelous sensation change into a fuller, deeper warmth.
"Oh, yes," she whispered. Kathy caught a whiff of her heavy, female smell. She nodded, and lovingly caressed her pussy.
The pelvis-centered feeling seemed to turn slowly around, rolling and snowballing inside Kathy's flat belly. The rolling, grinding beat of her hips grew more sensuous. Beautiful, warm images of childhood pleasures floated in her mind, from the secure look of candy-cane wallpaper to the furry comfort of stuffed toys.
A languorous ocean of warmth swept Kathy up. She floated on soft waves that billowed with the incessant rocking of her hips. Her limbs' moved leadenly, but they felt light as floating feathers. She smiled and bit her lip, thinking of the shimmering of a peacock's fan.
The feeling was soft, lulling her. Kathy cruised higher than her father's glider, soaring, the swelling fullness of her cuntal sensations.
Kathy was relaxed, only her hips and hands moving. More energy flowed in her. The burgeoning feeling swept her up and her bottom began moving a little further with each rolling stroke.
Kathy had floated to the top of a steeple of profane pleasures. She felt herself teetering on the peak and knew that the fall was inevitable. She lingered, wanting the bounteous comfort of the very peak to continue.
Kathy began to struggle to keep her lofty, sensuous perch. High and warm, she balanced, staying up by pressing her clitty harder, forcing her fingertips further into her cunt. She felt sweat spring out on her forehead. It was work, hard, strenuous labor, to hold herself over the abyss.
One last hard, slippery push at her clit knocked Kathy over the edge. All the energy that had swelled the feeling in her belly escaped at one time. Her arms and legs twitched. In a sudden shock, falling into overwhelming pleasure, Kathy realized what Mary had said. Her hands prodded at her cunt, accelerating the final plunge into her orgasmic release. Mary Jackson's words echoed in her brain:
I'm cumming!



Chapter 3


"Kathy! Where are you? It's time for dinner, Kathy!" Mike Andrews called. His heavy shoes crunched on the gravel.
Kathy looked around the corner of Bob Williams' trailer. Mary Jackson and Bob had left while the slender blonde was swept up in the throes of her first orgasm.
The twelve-year-olds first impulse was to hide from her father. Her wraparound skirt was all askew. She'd been leaning against the big trailer's tailgate, one shimmering thigh gleaming in the moonlight. She struggled to control her heavy breathing. Her pointed titties rose and fell with her fluttering gasps. Kathy felt the heat in her cheeks and wondered if her blush would show.
"Kathy? Come on, honey, this is no time to play hide and seek," Mike said. He stood between two rows of glider trailers, swiveling his head from side to side. His pretty daughter peered around Williams' rig. She recognized the pleading tone in his voice, and knew her father would get angry soon.
Kathy tugged at her skirt, trying to close the flaps neatly. Dam! I'll have to untie it, she thought. She took one step backward and pulled at the laces.
Kathy had to raise her sweater. Her navel showed as an inky dot of shadow above the black lace of her garter belt. Tiny goosebumps sprang up on her pale skin as the wind dried the thin film of perspiration. She opened the skirt, holding the ends out.
Her skin was white as marble in the moonlight. The small, dark-blonde patch on her pussy was a vertical mask for the tender slit. It hadn't spread to a womanly vee.
Kathy's black garters held her stocking tops in scalloped arcs. With her nylon-clad knees touching, a delicate oval space showed at mid-thigh and a tiny triangular tunnel gaped just under her pussy. The wind shot through the little gap and dried the remnants of her pussy cream.
Kathy laid one end of the skirt over and cinched a floppy bow in the laces at her waist. "Daddy, I'm not hiding," she said, pulling her sweater back down. "I was just looking at the valley and thinking about the contest. What did Mr. Jackson say?" She stepped into view.
Mike walked toward his thin, wraith-like daughter as he answered. "It's okay, nothing to worry about. Milt wouldn't tell me who protested us, but I had the certification from the Association. All we have to do is pass the regular tech inspection tomorrow and we earn the fifty-dollar protest fee.”
"Who would protest, Daddy? Everybody knows our plane's all right. None of the regular fliers would throw away their money before a contest.”
"Nobody has to tell, Kathy, but it doesn't matter. Fifty bucks will pay for the gas to get here and back." Mike Andrews put his arm around Kathy's shoulders and gave her a quick hug. "And it will buy us a very nice dinner tonight.”
In the restaurant, Kathy was very aware of the scent of her pussy. On the way to wash the smell off her hands, she saw Bob Williams dining with the Jackson’s. She couldn't help staring. Milt and Bob were arguing quietly, leaning over the table while Mary Jackson sat back. She looked smugger than a cat in a tuna cannery.
Kathy turned away when Bob Williams looked at her. She felt her ears burning as she rushed into the restroom. No! He couldn't possibly have seen me! They went around the other end of the truck!
Scores of people were already bustling around. Inspectors with clipboards checked off gliders. Flight crews waxed and assembled their machines. As always, Kathy was torn between watching the other competitors and helping her father.
Milt Jackson handed Kathy's father a check for fifty dollars as soon as the Andrews aircraft passed tech. He smiled and left to inspect the next sailplane in the long line.
Kathy covered up the cockpit, hoping to keep it cool until Mike's takeoff time. She squinted in the bright sun when she saw Mary Jackson approaching. Both men's and women's heads swiveled as Mary threaded her way through the inspection area.
The curvy brunette wore a thin white sweater that accented her swaying, braless breasts. The shadowed circles of her nipples showed darkly through the strained cloth. Her full, round thighs were evenly tanned, right to the high-arched hem of her white shorts. Her ample buttocks rolled fluidly in figure-eights and little wedges of pussy puffed beside the pants seam in her crotch.
Mary's waist was surprisingly slim. She was soft and feminine looking, from her impeccable hair and green, slightly tilted eyes to her small, high-arched feet. She walked up to the Andrews' glider.
"Mike, I have some information about that protest," she said in a low voice.
Mike Andrews straightened up. He'd been bent over, polishing his rudder to stretch the last bit of speed from the plane. He raised his dark eyebrows. "You dot What sort of information?”
Mary looked at her watch. "Your takeoff time is ninety minutes from now." She looked conspiratorially around at the other sailplanes. "We really shouldn't talk about it right here.”
Mike nodded. "Kathy," he said, handing her the can of aircraft wax, "would you mind finishing the tail? Mary and I will be in the van if you need anything." He looked hopefully at his daughter.
"I'll do it, Dad," Kathy answered. She took the wax and towels.
"Thanks, honey. I'll be back pretty soon," Mike added, "Do the canopy if you have time.”
A stormy look gathered on Kathy's delicate features. Her blue eyes darkened when Mary touched Mike's arm and tiptoed, trying to gain nine inches of height to speak into his ear. I don't trust her wiggly butt six inches. I don't see why he needs to know who protested. I'll protest her false eyelashes right off her face! Kathy set her lips in a tight pink line and waxed away with a vengeance.
"Let's go inside," Mary said when she and Mike reached the converted bread truck. "I don't want anybody to hear about this.”
Mike slid the passenger door back and waved the voluptuous brunette inside. "How come? What's the big secret?”
Mary stepped through the curtain into the back of the truck. She surveyed the cozy interior with a secretive smile, then turned to face Mike. She wet her full lips with the tip of her tongue and took a deep breath. Her fantastic breasts rose two inches into the air. "I arranged the protest.”
Mike's jaw dropped. "You? Why?" He grabbed the curvy brunette's shoulders.
"It's my husband." Mary raised her cool hands and touched Mike's wrists. His fingers dug into her soft flesh. Her eyes pleaded with him. "I needed some time to myself. He-he doesn't find me attractive anymore.”
Mike dropped his hands to his sides. He was baffled. He'd nursed a secret hard-on every time he'd seen the handsome woman. The cool touch of her small hand had instantly sent the fiery blood rushing to his crotch. "But why? Why did you protest me?”
Mary answered, "I didn't protest you-I had someone else file it. We picked you because you were sure to pass the inspection." Her eyes lowered. "Do… do you find me attractive?”
Mary Jackson gripped the sides of her sweater with her arms crossed. She pulled it over her head in one swift movement. "Well, do you?" she said defiantly. Her huge breasts bounced on her chest.
Mike's eyes widened. Mary's brown nipples were already erect. The rims were bigger than silver dollars and the points stood out an inch. Her waist was so sharply-nipped that she looked fragile, in spite of her immense bosom.
"Of course! I've thought about you before now-every man in the Association has!" Mike said.
Mary's lower lip stopped its tearful quivering and a ghost of a smile settled on her wide, sensuous mouth. She half-closed her slanted green eyes and held her arms up tentatively.
Mike leaned and took her into his arms. The heat of her titties flooded through his shirt. Her stiff nipples felt like sun-warmed pebbles against his chest. He bent to kiss her.
Mary's lips were soft and warm. She worked them tenderly against Mike's mouth, then slowly opened her lips in invitation.
Her mouth was warm, damp and fresh. Her tongue moved languidly, relishing Mike's invasion. She tasted cleaner than a high-mountain brook, and the soft jets of air from her nostrils simmered with her internal heat.
Mary slowly trailed her hands along Mike's ribs. She stopped at his belt, then smoothed one palm over the growing lump of his erection. She caressed the manly stiffness of his organ through the cloth, then pressed her soft belly against it.
She leaned back from the soul-stirring kiss. Mary licked her full lips again and looked soberly at him. "I need a man. We're both ready, and both old enough for me to tell you. I need your cock, Mike-I need it bad.”
Mike began unbuttoning his shirt. "It's been six years since Connie died. I-I haven't had much practice since then… ”
"Don't worry, Mike… there's plenty of time. Milt won't be looking for me for hours." She undid the white shorts and slipped them down her lush thighs. "I know you'll be good… I know it!”
Mary stood in front of Mike, dressed only in her cork-soled shoes and flame-orange panties. Random curls of dark brown hair, escaped at the top of the smooth double front panel. She turned and walked away, looking over her shoulder at Mike. The thin cloth of the bikini brief let the startling whiteness of her full, un-tanned asscheeks glimmer through. The deep cleavage between her buttocks was a dark stripe in the pastel opulence of her thin-clad ass. The full mounds rippled enchantingly with the high-heeled swaying of Mary's lascivious walk.
Mike shed his shirt and kicked off his shoes. He unleashed his powerful cockshaft and let his pants drop around his ankles. Mary's eyes brightened at the sight of the imposing weapon and he stroded toward her with virile determination.
Mike's lanky body was pale beyond the dark cut offs of his sleeves and collar. He couldn't afford the deep tan of Mary Jackson's leisurely life; he worked incessantly at his job or on his sailplane. The muscles in his wrists and back stood in well-defined symmetry, the unspectacular strength of a conscientious workman.
"No, no, not so quickly," Mary whispered when Mike grasped her. "I want to spend a long first time with you." She put her arms around his waist and rested her head against his chest.
Mary's breasts were heavy and soft against Mike's belly. He caressed the smooth, evenly tanned skin of her back. Every part of the shapely brunette was as soft as velvet. Her luscious body radiated warmth like a candle.
Mary opened her lips and slowly extended her pointed tongue. She licked around the flat button of Mike's nipple, then her silky tongue lapped across the erecting tip.
Mike gasped. A hot contraction lanced down to his balls. Mary's lick at his nipple sent a feeling sharper than razors through his system.
Mary closed her eyes ecstatically when she felt the shudder of pleasure shake Mike's body. She licked his nipple again, then sucked the pencil-point tip into her mouth. She wanted him hotter than he'd been in his life.
Mike stroked her shoulders and back, then his palms caressed the outer sides of her sugarloaf tits. The springy flesh invited his hands to squeeze and touch all over her bountiful bosom. He looked down at her ecstatic face and kneaded the lush hillocks.
Mary pulled her mouth away. She stopped lavishing slippery attentions on Mike's nipples and enjoyed the feeling in her own stiff buttons. Pleasure filled both of the huge globes of her bosom and swelled her rubbery nipples almost to bursting.
"Oh my God, Mike! I love it when a man pays so much attention to my titties. They're more sensitive than anyone believes," she breathed. "I need to have men make love to them in every way.”
"They're fantastic," Mike husked. "They're so soft and your nipples are so incredibly responsive! I can hardly stand it!”
"Please kiss them. I want to feel you sucking my titties and squeezing them into your mouth," Mary pleaded. Her fingers ran over his face and twined in his sandy hair.
Mike put his hands under the heavy, high-standing mountains of her bosom and kissed the tops. Her skin glowed pink with the blush of lewd arousal and his lips left quick-fading dots on the delicious surface. He kissed every inch of the tops and buried his face in the deep softness of Mary's cleavage. With his eyes open, there were acres of tender, feminine skin to relish with his lips and tongue.
Mike bathed her titties with the flat of his tongue. Mary was slightly salty, and the masses of her bosom rose and fell more and more rapidly as he approached the brown berries of her nipples.
He teased her. He licked around each hard tip, barely rimming the dark circle of the aureole. The little bumps around the edges stood up sharply and the circles darkened with heat as he tempted her.
Mary pulled his head in against the tit he tormented. The nipple grazed his cheek as he twisted his head and grinned. He repeated her words chidingly: "No, no, not so quickly.”
"Please, please suck it, Mike! Don't tease me like this! I can't stand up much longer!" Mary whimpered. She tugged at his arm and led him to the overstaffed chair in the corner of the camper. She sat on the arm and held her stupendous breasts up to him, begging him to suck them with her gesture.
Mike knelt beside the chair and grabbed the offered breast. He circled the base of Mary's left tittie with both hands and drew it upward. Mike's fingers barely met at the top of Mary's imposing tit. He squeezed the soft mass and it bulged toward his face. Her satiny skin stretched tight over the end of the womanly mass and Mike took the nipple between his lips.
Mary gasped. Her pantie-clad cunny oozed steamy juices. Her sensitive nipple was harder than an acorn. Her blood pounded when Mike pulled at the erect tip with his teeth.
Mike Andrews toyed with the rubbery knot for long, excruciating seconds. His gentle gnawing and plucking became more forceful. He loved the slightly acrid taste of the delicious gland. He tongued the squared-off tip and took more and more of Mary's tight-stretched aureole into his mouth.
Mike opened his jaws as wide as they could go and sucked valiantly at Mary's breast. More and more of the mammary bounty filled his mouth. He stuffed the tit in with his encircling hands until his jaw-hinge ached. The soft mass of the beautiful tit-tie flowed into and around his mouth. His nostrils sank into the flesh while the spit-wet end of Mary's tit slid in and out of his mouth. The tough, resilient stiffness of her brown nipple slipped to the back of his mouth, leaving a trail of erotic sensation on his tongue and palate. The tip tickled into his throat, exuding a faint, thick musk that coated his tissues.
Even as Mike's teeth reddened furrows on Mary's breast, his hands kneaded the bountiful playground that couldn't be forced into his mouth. When he squeezed the soft weight of her lascivious breast with his hands, the mouth-filling end firmed and stretched like an expanding balloon. Mike gasped for air.
Mary's pussy was a steaming inferno. The pressing, mauling exertions that Mike lavished on her bosom inflamed the sensuous brunette. Her panties were sopping with her delicate feminine juices. She murmured ecstatic praise and held his head in her hands.
Mike pulled his mouth off of the Everest of titties. "You've got the best jugs in the world," he growled. "I never felt a tit like yours!" He put his strong hands on the outside of each billowing mound and pressed Mary's long, deep cleavage tighter.
"Oh-oh-oh! I-I'll cum that way! Mi-ike! I'll cum!" Mary panted. When he rolled her titties together, a bellows fanned the lusty furnace in her belly. Waves of heat gusted along her limbs.
Mike grinned savagely and bent his face down to her nipples again. He palmed her titties apart and dove between them. He rubbed the meaty softness of Mary's awesome cleavage around his head. Silken skin massaged his eyelids, his cheeks, his ears. A man could drown happily in tits like Mary Jackson's.
Mike rolled his head from side to side, then came up for air. Mary reclined on the broad arm of the chair. Her head lolled backward. Mike kneaded her bosom, then rolled the ends of her tits together.
Both brown nipples touched. He swooped down onto the erect pellets and sucked them simultaneously. His mouth widened to a near-grin. The softer, smoother skin of Mary's aureoles touched the corners of his lips. Mike sucked at the tip-touching buds of her nipples and lashed them with his tongue.
Mary gasped at the exquisite twin sensations. Her nipples became a hundred times more sensitive. The hot, wet feelings rebounded, echoing from one lush breast-tip to the other.
Mike gnawed at the responsive duo. His nose touched the hot, salty valley of Mary's cleavage. He licked alternately at the near edges of each dark corona, then curled his tongue around each nut-hard tip in turn.
His cock was stiff as an iron bar. Just the sight of Mary's opulent, well-tanned pair had brought it to attention. The actual touch and taste of her voluptuous breasts made his prick pound with swollen heat.
Mike kept working his hands in lewd circles on the luscious outer curves of Mary's bosom. Her tender flesh was damp with a salty film of sweat. He sucked hard at both nipples and felt them point toward his throat like little compasses. He licked between them and Mary's body jerked.
"Ooh, baby, no more, please! Uh-uh, no!" Mary gasped. She writhed on the arm of the chair. The aroma of her pussy filled the back of the camper.
Mike wasn't about to stop. Mary's delightful nipples responded so joyously that he wanted to play with them all day. He speared his tongue into the resilience of her aureoles again and again. He smelled Mary's eagerness, and kept lancing his tongue between the raw-nerved tips of her nipples. He mauled and sucked at her titties until the voluptuous brunette lay quivering on the arm of the chair.
Mary went out of her mind. A continuing orgasm rocked her. She didn't know or care if it centered in the wet furnace of her pussy or in her fire-lashed breasts. The soul-wrenching pleasures flowing in her bosoms were the center of her universe. She melted into a pool of impassioned jelly, rippling around the incandescent points of her nipples. She whimpered ceaselessly and tears of relief leaked from her green eyes.
Mike finally released her nipples, pulling at her arm. Mary sat up dumbly, a hound-like look of exhausted adoration on her face. The brunette wobbled slightly-the chair arm pressed against her puffy labia when she rose.
Mike stood in front of Mary and grasped her arm. She turned on the chair and her eyes widened at the sight of his towering prick. A sudden realization hit her like a fist when Mike lifted one heavy tit in each hand.
"Oh, yes, fuck me there! I want your cock on my titties," Mary begged. "Please do it! I'll make you cum so good, Mike!" She leaned forward.
Mike bellied up into her cleavage. A milky drop of stuff filled the slit of his urethra. He clamped the pillowy vise of Mary's bosom around the shaft of his cock.
"Can you cum this way, Mary?" Mike panted. "I love these tits, but I'll shove it into your cunt if you want.”
"I'll cum, baby… I've been going off for a long time. Just fuck my boobs like that and I'll cum." Mary looked up to where Mike stood over her and made a long, slow, licking movement with her tongue. He bit his lip at the sight, and Mary stared at his cock.
The head of his prick was already flaming crimson. Mary put her hands over his on her tits and helped him squeeze. She could almost reach the swollen knob with her tongue on the upstroke.
Mary felt his long thrusts quicken. Her pulse pounded faster and faster. She saw that her tits glistened with sweat, but Mike's cockhead never disappeared between them. The bony side ridges of his thick shaft made the tissues of her bosom vibrate, but Mary wanted to feel the spongy, sensitive sides of his glans. She tried to lift her titties to surround it.
"Not wet enough," Mike gasped. Mary watched the plunging strokes and felt her cunt juice soaking through her panties. She moved her hands to Mike's pumping ass and gathered saliva in her mouth.
Mary worked her tongue for long seconds, bringing the froth out of the soft warmth of her mouth. She watched the rhythmic rise and fall of Mike's cock head, just out of reach of her tongue. Mary dug her sharp fingernails into Mike's ass, lengthening his upstroke. She let a big wad of foamy spit drool over his prick.
"God! Do that again," Mike said. The sudden wet warmth shocked him and a tremor raced through his balls.
Mary gathered more spit and reveled in the sensation. With her tits wetter, Mike pulled the wide head of his prick down into he clinging valley of her tits. Mary pressed herself against him harder. His cockbush rubbed her sore nipples and she started cumming again.
Mary's forehead pushed against Mike's belly. She watched the rapid appearance and disappearance of his glistening knob and drooled her saliva down onto it again. Her hands clawed at his ass, spreading the tense cheeks.
Mike fucked harder and faster. Mary's tits were warm and wet, and the immense softness caressed his balls on every long upstroke. The tubes in his sac coiled tighter than clocksprings and Mary spit a third time.
His cock exploded. A thick jet of semen met the slippery string of her saliva and blasted into Mary's face. He pulled her tight against his groin, and milky seed splattered on her throat, her lips, her forehead. He felt the orgasmic power of her ass-clawing fingers, and his hips jerked until his balls were drained. His knees weakened and Mike faltered, just as gravel scraped outside.



Chapter 4


Mary, cum dripping all over her pretty face, froze. She and Mike looked at each other in sudden fear.
"What was that?" Mary whispered. Her face was strained. She looked at the little watch on her wrist. "It couldn't have been Milt!”
Mike looked around, the Plexiglas skylight had illuminated them both. The curtain that separated them form the cab eddied in the slight draft that chilled the sweat on their skins. "I don't know what it was. Nobody could have seen us, though," he lied.
"Are you sure? I've had a feeling lately like I'm being watched." Mary shook her head. "Damn! I was all set to relax with you until you had to dress for your flight. Maybe tonight, if I can slip away from my husband… ”
Mike shook his head. "I don't think so." Mary's face fell. "No, no, Mary. I have a daughter to take care of, remember? I enjoyed the hell out of that sex just now, but I do have to spend time with Kathy, you know?”
At that moment, Kathy was running blindly away from the camper. Tears of jealous rage filled her blue eyes. I knew it! I didn't trust her, and I was right! Mary Jackson's just-just a, man-hungry tramp!
The picture she'd seen through the curling curtain burned into her brain: Mary's round knees on each side of her father's body and her red-painted fingernails digging into his buttocks.
How could he let that woman put her mouth on his… his penis! She's married to his friend-and she's so cheap and obvious! Oh, Daddy, WHY?
Kathy stopped running in the midst of the shoulder-high brush overlooking the drop-off into the valley. Details of the scene kept coming back to her, like Mary's white sweater and shorts on the floor of the truck. Kathy stood with her shoulders slumped, shaking with sobs.
Maybe she wasn't sucking him-but why were they both naked? She must have been doing it! She didn't- make Bob Williams bring his thing out last night, so why did Daddy?
I've got to do something. It's not fair for him to do that with that woman. Is it just because her titties are so big? He never ever messed around when Mom was alive!
Kathy was wrapped up in her thoughts. She hid her face in her hands and tried to think of a way to punish her father. Every time the picture of his hips thrusting at Mary Jackson flashed in her mind, Kathy shook with fresh sobs.
She sniffled quietly, opening her eyes to look out over the valley. Her face was streaked with wet, salty lines. She bit her lip and stood mute, casting through her mind for a weapon of revenge.
A hand touched her shoulder and Kathy jumped. "Kathy?”
She turned toward the voice. It was Bob Williams.
"You are Kathy Andrews, aren't you?" he asked. The young liquor heir had a troubled look on his face. His brows were furrowed with concern.
Kathy nodded, looking down at the ground. "Y-yes, I'm Kathy.”
"What's wrong? Can I do anything to help?" Kathy shook her head. When Bob tried to lift her chin so she would look into his face, she sobbed and threw her slender, twelve-year-old body against him.
"Hey, Kathy, come on," Bob said, patting her shoulders. "It's all right." The young man was baffled. The little girl's tears made him uncomfortable and he felt stumblingly awkward.
Bob Williams very seldom felt awkward. In the two years since his trust fund had matured, he'd been able to buy his way into more and more expensive hobbies. Five-eight and muscular, his curly brown hair never needed a comb. Women of every age swarmed over him. His salaried ground crew stayed in better rooms than many of the competitors, but he couldn't buy a way.to cope with the pretty child's tears.
Bob felt his alarm growing with his erection, Kathy pressed herself tight against him and he was afraid she would feel the stiffening cock against her belly. She'd just begun to sniffle instead of sobbing piteously against his shirt.
Kathy rested her head against Bob. She felt the man's prick extending, and her sniffles tapered off as an idea formed. With a cool hatred for her father's treachery, she raised her tear-streaked face and said, "Kiss me.”
Bob looked at her. Kathy seemed calmer, and her arms were clinging to his torso. The firm cones of her breasts molded against him. He didn't want her to start crying again, so he bent to her parted lips.
The salty taste of Kathy's tears lingered on her mouth. The palms of her hands flattened on Bob's back and she licked tentatively at his mouth.
Bob held her tighter. He let her tongue probe against his. The salty wetness of the little of the little girl's mouth made his prick harder than a crowbar. The languorous sensuality of her tongue movements surprised Bob. Her hips rocked, and he felt the blue-balled flash of last night's frustration.
He's really getting hard! Kathy felt a little twinge of fear as she rubbed up against Bob's thick weapon, but the image of Mary and her father came back to her. Her resolve jellied, harder than Bob's steely prick.
Bob Williams felt his balls simmering. He wondered what the slender blonde was doing. He had fleeting visions of Kathy's father, looking large and angry. He pulled his mouth away from the pretty girl's lips, but his cock still pounded furiously at his fly.
Kathy saw Bob starting to form a question with his lips. "Don't say anything," she whispered, and she tugged him down to the ground among the bushes. Her round blue eyes were serious. She ran her hand over the long swelling in his slacks.
The shrubs cut off the sounds from the glider-port. All the two people could hear was the whispering of leaves and their own heavy breathing. Kathy fumbled with Bob's zipper.
Her fine blonde hair trailed over her shoulders. Kathy stared at the frustrating fabric of Bob's underpants, then reached through the opening. He eased his belt to help her.
Bob was uncomfortable. He didn't think that anyone had noticed them standing near the drop-off, but he wondered why Kathy had taken charge so quickly. He was used to women being forward with him, but not twelve-year-old girls.
Kathy's fingers tingled. The sweaty heat of the stiff masculine wand surprised her. She pulled Bob's weapon out of the gap of his underwear and stared.
She'd had a quick glance of her father's cock when she'd surprised him, but Kathy had never studied a prick up close. The most she knew about the subject of cocks was that the boys at school laughed at each other and some of them got embarrassed when their pants bulged.
"It's so warm!" she exclaimed. "I didn't think it would be hot!" Kathy lifted the prick and touched it with her other hand. The film of sweat didn't surprise her-her own crotch stayed damp when she wore trousers, like today.
Bob lay on his back and watched Kathy's hands roam over his cock. She looked at the head and squeezed his shaft.
"I like the way it feels," she pronounced. "It's stiff, but the skin is really nice-like velvet." Kathy all but forgot about revenge on her father. She was fascinated by Bob's forbidden tool.
Kathy bent over his cock and Bob smiled. She was memorizing the wide flare of the head and the brownish ring of his circumcision scar. It seemed she would be able to draw a road map of the red-and-blue veins along his fleshy column from memory.
Kathy touched her fingers to the spongy knob of Bob's glans. "Ooh! That's kind of neat. It feels funny, but it's neat." She looked up at him with a serious concern. "You don't mind when I touch it, do you?”
Bob shook his head and smiled. "Not at all, Kathy." He thought, What in the hell am I doing here* This little chick's gotta be some kind of freak! I'm crazy if I stay here and let her mess around with my cock!
It does feel good, though. She's a sexy little thing, for being so thin and all. A pretty little girl like her isn't supposed to even think about men, but I guess they do. She's safer here with me, he decided.
Kathy opened Bob's slacks further. She was curious about the loose, hairy skin of his sac. It barely showed at the bottom edge of his fly. She reached in with two slender fingers.
"They're very sensitive," Bob said. Kathy turned quizzically and he added, "My testicles." She nodded and turned back to her journey of manual discovery.
Kathy's fingers pulled at the heat-slacked skin of Bob's scrotum. The sac was greasy with sweat, and his tight-curled pubic hair felt wiry. The mixed sensations, together with the musty smell of his crotch, fanned a little flame in Kathy's pussy.
"They're bigger than I thought they'd be," Kathy said in a low voice, fondling one of the walnut-sized ovoids. "And the way they roll around! They're hard to catch!”
"D-don't squeeze quite so hard, honey," Bob said after a sharp intake of breath.
"I'm sorry! I didn't hurt you, did I?" Kathy didn't turn to look for a sign from Bob. She went on, "I'd like to take a better look, but I don't guess you want to take your pants off here.”
"I'd love to, Kathy, but it's not a good idea. There's two hundred people around here!" Bob's voice showed the worry in his mind, but Kathy's cool fingers were stroking up and down the shaft of his prick.
Kathy leaned down onto one elbow. She stared at the single drop of fluid on the end of Bob's prick. The little blonde girl tightened her fist around his cockshaft and jacked slowly up and down. She wanted.to urge more of the milky stuff out.
"That's nice," Bob breathed. He could just see the swells of Kathy's tits through the collar of her work shirt. He touched her long, flaxen hair and Kathy stroked faster.
The drop on the end of Bob's virile lance swelled, then grew and shrank with Kathy's thin-fingered jackstrokes.
Kathy decided that the drop wasn't going to get any bigger. She leaned closer to the red-knobbed organ and opened her pink lips. Bob watched her head approaching his cock and tension knotted in his balls. He sat up, leaning on his elbows.
Kathy was elegant in profile. Her long, dark-tinted lashes fluttered. Her aquiline nose pointed just above Bob's cockhead, and shimmering blonde hair hid most of her face. Her two-handed strokes slowed and she extended her tongue.
Bob hissed as Kathy's cool tongue-tip contacted his glans. She licked at it with fluttering little strokes, scooping the single drop of fluid from his cumslit.
Kathy relished the slightly flat taste. She spread the drop, mixed with her spit, over the end of Bob's prick. The knob grew under her tongue, filling with blood.
The texture changed. All the little vestigial wrinkles flattened out, and the skin shined with her saliva. Kathy ran her tongue around the edge of the heart-shaped glans and pulled back just far enough to look at it.
"I like that. It tastes kind of strange, but I really dig the end of it moves!" She announced her pleasure as smugly as a visiting lecturer.
Kathy went down onto Bob's cock again. She carefully covered her teeth with her lips and stretched her mouth into a sensuous oval. Kathy let about half of the cockhead into the circle of her lips and bathed the end with the flat of her tongue.
Bob brushed Kathy's long hair back from her face. The picture of the slim youthful beauty slowly taking his weapon into her mouth was incredibly erotic. Her open jaw accentuated the hollows under her cheekbones. He watched as she pulled back, closing her lips with slight, gently sucking pressure.
Kathy opened further, slowly encompassing the whole saliva-slicked cockhead. Her pussy grew warm and moister with each careful abduction of Bob's meaty wand.
Is this what they call a blow job? It doesn't seem like I should blow. It just wants to be kissed and sucked-I can feel what it needs!
I wonder what Daddy's penis feels like. Do they all taste the same? Kathy drove the idea of Mary Jackson out of her mind and gave a deep suck on Bob's prick.
Kathy felt Bob's cock throb briefly with a surge of virile heat. She concentrated on keeping her even white teeth from scraping the soft skin of his glans.
"Oh, yeah, Kathy, suck on it-just like that, Honey," Bob murmured. "You're doin' just fine!”
Kathy gave the stalk of his wide-tipped rod a squeeze. She sucked up and down on it, feeling the flaring knob respond, filling her mouth.
Bob began to stroke with Kathy's bobbing head. The suction on his cock increased. Icy tingles made his sperm-charged balls lose the ache he'd carried since the night before.
Kathy loved the feeling. She'd gone from just a few glimpses of her father's erection to carefully examining Bob's rigid tool. Now she found one of the answers to the heat that thoughts of male hardness brought to her pussy.
Kathy's cunny sweltered in her pants. Her nipples were swollen, stiff against her work shirt. She locked her slender hands around Bob's cockshaft and squirmed, trying to scratch the lewd itch in her loins.
Bob saw that the little blonde was becoming more and more aroused. He reached down and touched the rubbery firmness of her conical titty.
The stiff nipple ground into his palm. The size and heat of that pink tip astounded him. Kathy's nipples were as big and hard as Mary Jackson's brown nuggets!
Bob fumbled his hand down the open neck of Kathy's shirt. He cupped the child's blossoming titty, and a surge of lust shot up his arm. Her baby-soft skin was smoother than parchment.
Kathy started humming with erotic joy when Bob rolled her nipple between his fingers. She twisted on the ground and undid her top button.
She returned her hand to Bob's prick. He rocked his hips as the couple squirmed around, prodding deeper into her suctioning mouth with his cock. His cockhead pressed against the swampy softness of her palate. The tiny vibrations of her humming supercharged Bob's raging prick. He wondered if he should pull out.
Kathy moved her head in circles. Her jaws were stretched so wide that the hinge ached. Even her teeth were alive with erotic sensation. She counted the lascivious bumping of Bob's cockhead against each of her molars.
Kathy wrapped her tongue around Bob's stroking knob each time he pulled it back. Saliva squirted in her mouth and escaped past the tight circle of her lips. She clung with fervent strength to the delightful rod. Her hands caressed the shaft and her pink, wet lips worked the loose skin up and down.
Her nostrils flared wide. Kathy's internal furnace needed more and more air to fuel the heat that engulfed her. The squeezing, nipple-twisting fingers on her breast sent sharp lances of heat from the little cone to her hungry cunny. She imagined how the cherished tool would feel in the grip of her virginal pussy. Kathy started to cum.
She sucked mightily on Bob's prick. Her thin body shook with internal contractions and Kathy pressed her little titty against Bob's hand. She hummed with lewd pleasure and gargled on the saliva that the pistoning cock drew from the soft tissues of her mouth.
Suddenly, Kathy felt a tremor pass along Bob's cock. The shudder ran through the shaft and Bob's glans pulled back. The knob contracted, then rammed forward and hot fluid filled her mouth.
Bob thrust his prick deep. The muscles clenched along his tube and jets of semen burst from his tortured cockhead. He grunted with the agonizing pleasure. He let go of Kathy's tit and grabbed her head, Bob's cum-spewing prick fucked repeatedly into her soft, gulping mouth.
Kathy swallowed the thick stuff as quickly as she could. There was no end to it. The stringy masses slimed her throat and the slender child almost gagged.
Bob pulled back. Only the head of his cock was inside Kathy's mouth. His pent-up charge of cream filled her mouth over and over. He felt her fingers on his balls and he moaned with the sudden, forceful squeezing.
The sheer volume of Bob's cum surprised Kathy. She sucked and licked at his pulsing prickhead, guzzling at the salty fluid. Her hand jacked at his cockstem, forcing more of the heavy cream into her mouth. Kathy pushed her head down onto the wand, swallowing deeply. The sensitive flat of Bob's glans rested on her hard-working tongue. A few tiny drops escaped from the corner of her mouth.
There's so much! I love the way it shoots into my mouth, when it first starts. I bet it would feel really sexy all over me!
Aw, it's almost all gone. It sure makes my mouth slippery.
Kathy tongued Bob's glans thoroughly, then let it out of her mouth. She turned around and looked at him. She held the still-hard shaft of his cock in her hand arid asked, "How soon will it do that again?”
Bob looked dazedly into her face. Kathy's eyes twinkled and her lips were half-parted. "I don't believe it! You just gave me the best, strangest blow job of my whole life, Kathy. My whole crotch is numb!”
Kathy smiled and gave his prick a squeeze. "I liked it. How soon can you make it shoot again?”
A shadow flashed over them and stopped Bob's answer. The first glider of the day was turning around to fly past again. It wasn't fifty yards away!



Chapter 5


It's Daddy, Kathy thought when she saw the three blue bands on each wing. Her heart stopped, then pounded with relief. The registry number was different than her father's.
Bob stuffed his half-hard cock back into his pants. The sailplane turned, almost standing on a wingtip. Bob and Kathy could see into the cockpit clearly enough to pick out the pilot's features.
The pilot was more interested in finding rising air than any lewd actions on the brush covered cliff top. He flew back along the drop off only twenty feet above the reclining couple.
"We'd better go back separately," Bob said. He touched the drops of semen on Kathy's chin, wiping them off with a fingertip. He looked guiltily around. "You don't feel like crying any more, do you?”
Kathy swallowed and looked at him. "No, I don't think so." She fastened the undone button of her shirt. "My throat's all puckery. If I ever do that again, I'm gonna bring something to drink afterward." The little blonde stood and dusted off her jeans. "I'll see you later, maybe.”
"Uh, yeah! I'll be looking for you," Bob said. He didn't know what to think of Kathy's quixotic mood changes. He watched her shapely little ass swing out of sight. He waited a few minutes in the brush, wondering. Where were all the little girls like her when I was her aye?
It took Kathy some time to walk back to the inspection area. She brooded again about her father and Mrs. Jackson. The little girl had run farther than she remembered. Kathy bypassed her Dad's sailplane to go to the camper.
Next time I won't let it go off in my mouth, she mused. It tastes like that joke gum. I can hardly even spit!
The feeling sure is neat, though. I love the way that 'ol penis swells up when I suck at it. I get hot just thinking about how that feels when I lick it, and the way it's so warm in my hands. If there was some way where I didn't have to taste that junk…
Maybe Daddy's tastes different. I bet Mary Jackson would know-she probably knows how they all taste. I wonder how I can keep her away from my father…
Kathy knocked on the side of the camper, then let herself in with her key. She took a bit of the lemonade from the ice chest and rinsed the cum out of her mouth.
"Kathy!”
The little blonde jumped six inches into the air. She gulped the mouthful of lemonade down.
"Where've you been?" her father asked sternly. "I've been looking for you for the last half hour. It's almost time for my flight!”
"I was over by the drop-off, Daddy. I finished waxing everything, and I didn't want to bother you and Mrs. Jackson, so I took a walk." She hoped no traces of Bob's cum showed around her mouth.
Mike Andrews looked at his daughter's tear-streaked face. He reached for her shoulder and asked, "What's wrong, honey?”
Kathy twisted away. "Nothing, Daddy, really." The shapely little blonde leaned over the sink and splashed water on her face. The towel muffled her voice when she added, "What did Mrs. Jackson want?" She stood with her face covered and her shoulders tense.
Mike looked gravely at her rigid back. That noise must have been Kathy. How much did she see? My God! If she saw we fucking Mary's tits… No wonder she was crying. His heart fell. He started to reach for her, but thought better of it. His hand went back to his side.
"Mary is a very troubled woman," he began. "I don't even know if I should tell you this, Kathy.”
His slender daughter dropped the towel and spun around. Her blue eyes were round and cold. "Why not? I'm not a baby any more, Father." Kathy threw her shoulders back and the jutting cones of her titties proved the point.
An incestuous urge flared in Mike's loins. His daughter's sudden defiance shocked him while it spurred forbidden lust. His cock stirred.
"Mary and Mr. Jackson are having trouble," Mike stammered. He felt trapped. He didn't want to look into Kathy's hard eyes, but each time he saw the equally hard tips of her breasts, he choked up. Mike gave Kathy a sketchy outline of the protest-filing. His voice trailed off before he mentioned the steamy sensuality he'd shared in the camper with busty, horny Mary Jackson.
Kathy glanced from her father to the armchair in the left rear corner of the old truck. He seems to be more upset than he should be. Even if Daddy knows I saw him with her, he wouldn't act like this. He's been out real late on dates before… he gets real lonesome for Mom.
Mike followed his daughter's eyes. He looked abruptly at his watch and rasped, "It's almost take-off time, Kathy. We'd better move it.”
Kathy felt saddened by Mike's avoidance of his encounter with Mary Jackson. She thought about the hot sensation of sucking Bob's cock. She felt she'd somehow betrayed Mike, but she cherished her new-found knowledge of Bob's spurting virility. Confused, the little blonde girl moved closer to her father.
Mike hesitated briefly, then put his arm around his willowy daughter. He wondered what was going through Kathy's mind.
They walked silently to the sailplane. Mike squeezed Kathy's hand reassuringly as they rolled the glider to the staging area on its single wheel. Mike climbed in while two officials held the wingtips.
Kathy watched somberly as her father fastened the heavy safety belts. She handed him the shoulder straps and felt a thrill run up her arms at the touch of his fingers. With the canopy still back, Kathy's blue eyes searched into her father's face.
She leaned over him. A runner attached the towrope to the hook on the glider's nose. Mike pushed a red lever forward to lock the line in place.
"Good luck, Daddy," Kathy said. She put her pale, slender hand on his shoulder and kissed him full on the lips.
Kathy plunged her tongue into her father's surprised mouth. A weeping ache glowed inside the little blonde. All the burning tenderness she felt for her father poured into her lips and flowed like electricity between them.
Mike's prick strained at the nylon belt over his loins. His hands tightened on the controls. He gazed dumbly at his daughter as she slammed the canopy forward. His fingers felt like so many numb sausages as he latched the clear bubble. He watched her run to the left wingtip and take it from the man who'd helped balance the plane. His whole body shook uncontrollably. He raised his thumb to signal the towman.
Kathy's long, fine hair flowed in the wind. She ran, holding the wingtip, until the glider stabilized itself. She mouthed, "I love you Daddy," to his watching eyes and let go.
Kathy stood on the bumpy dirt of the runway and watched her father climb steeply into the clear air. I'm out of breath! I never got so winded helping a takeoff before, Kathy brooded. Her heart pounded as she walked slowly back to the old bread truck. She closed the door and the skylight and sat in the dimness. It was warm in the truck. No air stirred while Kathy sat there, biting her lip and wondering why she'd kissed her father so lasciviously.
Kathy felt tense, almost grouchy. She stood up, then strode back and forth in the steel enclosure. It would be hours before she heard from her father.
Kathy folded her thin-padded bunk down from the wall. She lay down on it, then rolled onto her face. A lewd itch grew in her pussy.
The little blonde rubbed her pubic arch against the mattress. She thought of the brief glance she'd had that day of her father's naked buttocks. She felt beads of sweat springing out on her skin and she sat up to remove her shirt.
Kathy's breasts flattened out when she shrugged the blue work shirt off. Her toothsome little nipples were poking out. They grew in heartbeat jumps. The perfect cones of her titties jiggled as she brought her arms forward again.
The dimness inside the truck muted the rare-beef pink of her aureoles. Kathy looked down at the twin peaks of her titties and touched her nipples. She smiled at the sudden wrinkling of the coronas. She stood barefoot and undid the waist of her jeans.
Kathy's breasts grew faintly longer when she bent to strip off her pants. She smoothed her hands over her long, curving thighs and straightened up.
Kathy's lacy bikini briefs clung to her pussymound. She looked around the camper. Her mouth ovaled open unconsciously. She put her tongue out, cupped suggestively, thinking of hot, masculine meat filling her oral needs.
The slender blonde raised her hands to her breasts. She cupped the delicate mounds from beneath, leaving her erect nipples showing like pink decorations on hillocks of whipped cream. The black lace of her panties let the shocking white of her skin peek through.
Kathy stalked back and forth like a tigress. She squeezed her bosom into little hemispheres, then released the delightful masses. Her ribs showed when she opened drawers and cupboards. The long, soft muscles of her legs stretched in erotic lines as Kathy went on tiptoe. She looked for something, anything, that could help the steamy hunger in her cunny.
Her buttocks gleamed through the briefs. They were two matched globes that rolled and tautened with her movements. The valley between them was wide and shallow, but her hips had begun to widen into a nubile cradle.
"Damn!" she muttered. "What do I need?" Horny tension built up inside the slender twelve-year-old. Her blonde-furred pussy moistened. Kathy crossed her thighs and rubbed them together. She drew a little more dampness from her vagina with the pressure.
Kathy stood still in the middle of the camper, then slipped off her black panties. She dropped them on the bunk and walked to the big armchair.
She sat with her legs open. The little strip of blonde hair on her cuntal lips showed like a vertical smudge on her white skin. Kathy looked down into her loins and plucked at the soft growth. She compared it with the rich fullness of Mary Jackson's bush.
Mine's not even long enough to curl! The little hairy all grow in toward the middle and they only bend a little. I do have little traces around them, though. I s'pose that will get thicker, too.
It sure is a lot softer than Bob's hair. His is all tangled and fang. I wonder if it would help if he combed it. Kathy grinned.
The little blonde girl got up and found her comb and hairbrush. Kathy brought them back to the chair. She put her knees over the arms of the chair and preened her pussy. Kathy combed both sides of her dewy, golden muff in, carefully overlapping the hairs.
That feels nice. There's just enough to make a little ridge over the middle. I kind of tickles when it pulls, and the skin stands up in little goosepimples around every hair. Kathy stared intently at her pussy and stretched her legs open a little further.
She decided her thin shock of pubic hair would look better with a part, so she started combing from the center outward. Soon, two curving waves of blonde hair arched out, leaving the pink line of her crease pouting in between.
Umm, that feels even better, Kathy told herself. A little triangle of wrinkly, wet-pink flesh peeked through at the top of her crevice. My labia are swelling up! The little trigger in there is getting ready-I can feel it getting stiffer and stiffer!
Kathy touched one fingertip to her tongue and reached down to her pussy. She touched the puffy tip of the peaking inner labia and hummed with soft pleasure.
The little blonde girl slipped the back edge of the comb between her pussylips. She trailed the thin black rubber corner upward, into the meaty triangle at the top of the crease. Her still-dry labia stuck to the object, and it moved in little vibrating jerks. At the end of the delicate crevice, the comb pulled her inner labia up and out, and a feathery thrill raced through her.
"Mmm, yes! That's starting to do it," Kathy whispered. She licked her fingertip and spread the saliva between the lips of her pussy. The smooth inner skin of her privates blossomed around the slick digit and her pulse leaped.
Kathy put the corner of the comb in again, just above her vagina. She moved it more quickly, and the edge just touched her clitoris. She squeaked and jerked the comb out. A spasm of pleasure made every muscle in her body vibrate like a harpstring.
Kathy put her fingertip into her vagina. Her clitty was far too sensitive to start with so soon. She felt the moist tissues cling to her finger as she pressed it in, and Kathy pressed "her palm against the swell of her upper labia.
The stiff ridge of her little love-button tingled under the pressure. Kathy thought of the hot stiffness of the cock she'd sucked that day and her pussy gushed more sweet dew. Her sphincter tightened around the solitary, wiggling finger. She yearned to feel the rigid strength of a man's prick spreading her inner flesh.
Kathy slid down further in the chair. She moaned. Her pussy grew warmer. The need inside it grew. Her shoulders were lower than her wide-flung knees and the firm spires of her titties canted outward on her chest.
Kathy pulled her finger out of her vagina. Her clitty sent fiery messages to the oozing well of her hole and she rubbed the sides of her labia with both hands.
Kathy wanted more sensation. Her love-trigger had poked its little tent of flesh outward at the upper end of her cuntal crevice. She ran a slippery fingertip along the slick floor of the tight valley and little tears welled up in her china-blue eyes.
She thought of the hard taper of the fleshy column beneath Bob's wide-flared cockhead. Kathy imagined it compressing, the barbed sides narrowing to an intent point at the gate of her pussy. She wanted the curving length of his manhood to probe the secrets of her female depths. She rubbed harder at the tapering swell of her labia.
Kathy tried forcing two fingertips past the rubbery membrane of her hymen. She wiggled the slender joints, coaxing more thick juice from her vaginal walls. She felt the flesh stretch a little, but her mounting excitement made the ring of muscle clamp down.
Kathy moved her hand in and out. Her sphincter had locked onto the juice-slicked digits, and a little circle of skin moved in and out with her fingers. She pulled, and the flesh followed, pushing out like a soft pink volcano, then it cratered in again with her push.
Kathy rolled her hips on the cushion of the chair. She spread her pussylips with her other hand. The inner labia showed pink, still trying to cling shyly together. The edges of the little pussylips weren't smooth, like the outer swell; they were softly scalloped, as frilly as the petals of a prize flower. They fluttered, curling as Kathy's fingers came out, then straightening as the girl tried valiantly to reach further into herself.
Kathy grunted as she tried to pierce the-protective toughness of her cherry. It hurt a little bit, but not as much as the frustration did. She felt there was something in there, some new and valuable thrill. Kathy wanted desperately to reach it, but her own body foiled her.
Suddenly Kathy was inspired. Sweat was already covering her white skin in the tight closed truck when she reached for her brush.
The brush had a semicircle of white bristles, but Kathy cared only about the curving nylon handle. The plastic was not as wide or as long as Bob's cock, but the end was rounded and the form-fitting handle had an identical slow arch to it.
Kathy picked up the white plastic implement and looked at it. Her blue eyes widened and her lip trembled. It looked rather threatening.
The little blonde girl took a deep breath. Her breasts stood bravely out. She wrapped her hand around the bristles and brought the end of the handle to the rim of her vagina.
Kathy spread her labia once again. She gasped at the cool hardness of the plastic on her hot, wet flesh. She tried a tentative poke, then rolled the brush around in a circle. The corners of the squared-off oval entered in fractions of an inch.
Kathy looked down at the white plastic tool. She pulled the sides of her cuntrim open with her fingers and felt the end wedge into the tight sphincter. She didn't relax or slack the pressure. The curve of the shaft was turned the wrong way, ready to arch to the side of her channel. Kathy twisted it, and the spreading flesh twinged.
"Oh!" Kathy gasped. The swiveling, stretching movement hurt her virginal pussy, but it made the juices flow faster. The nerves around the mouth of her cunny thrilled with the sensation.
Kathy pushed the handle further, feeling it come up against the same rubbery wall that had stopped her fingers. She withdrew the weapon a fraction of an inch and pushed inward again.
The tight-stretched slickness of her inner labia pulled at her erected clitoris. Kathy felt the tiny gush of fresh juices with the silky touch. She wondered if a little more moisture would make the long, slow effort of penetration any easier.
Kathy licked her fingers. The thick, salty taste of her own pubic juices was like wine to her. She caressed one nipple with a spit-wet finger, then teased at her clit.
Waves of icy sensation rippled from the sensitive button. Kathy pressed on the end of her delicate trigger, then rolled her fingertip around and around in the little pocket of flesh that hid the button. She moved the hairbrush in and out in time with her swiveling finger.
Cuntal juices flowed from Kathy's vagina, trickling over her rectum. The warm moisture caressed the puckered rosebud, and Kathy's excitement grew.
Kathy put both hands around the spiky bristles of her brush and caught her upper labia under her slender wrists. She levered up and down with the handle, seeking the center of her secret channel. She rolled her hips, pointing her pussy up toward the ceiling.
Kathy pressed against the hymenal membrane and withdrew. The pain was dissolving under the cascading heat that flowed from her clit. She pushed and probed at the rubbery ring, working the brush like a jack handle, up and down. Kathy tried corkscrewing it in. One corner of the blunted oval would forge ahead, but then it popped out again.
The little blonde was ready to burst into tears. The orgasmic feeling was mounting in her loins, but she wanted to have the mock cock jammed up inside her pussy before she went off.
Kathy let go of the bristles. The tight walls of her outer vagina kept the hairbrush in place, though the end sagged down against the chair. She spread her upper labia and ground her palm against the pencil-stub hardness of her clitty. The sudden contraction of her muscles forced the handle out of her hole.
Kathy whimpered with frustration. She put the end of the tool back into her blonde-fuzzed pussy and stabbed it in with both hands. A sudden sharp lance of pain seared her pussy and Kathy cried out. The pain was brief, one quick flash in the jelly-soft tissues.
"Oh, gawd! Finally!" she breathed. It hadn't been as bad as pulling a sliver from her finger-only the wet heat of her pussy had made it seem so sharp.
Kathy pushed the brush handle further. She was fascinated by the new sensations. Her inner vagina wasn't as sensitive, but the fullness warmed her.
"Yes, slow and easy," Kathy told herself. The deeper portions of her cunny weren't wet yet, so she slid the handle slowly back and forth, entering a little further with each stroke.
The red petals of her inner cuntlips weren't stuck so shyly together now. The ruptured hymen had kept them close, but they distended around the white plastic of the handle. They indented with each push, following the plastic shaft up into Kathy's vagina, then pooched out when she withdrew it for more sweet wetness.
Kathy gently rubbed her wrists against the puffy mound of her pussy. Her clit responded to the suggestive touches and her vagina milked at the slow-stroking hairbrush.
The curve of the handle sunk further and further into Kathy's most intimate flesh. She felt it spreading her thick goo up inside the channel, and her cunny memorized the shape of her improvised dildo.
Kathy saw the red froth of her blood as it coated her fingers. She was revolted and excited at the same time. The brush was in as far as it would go, and the bristles scratched at her asscleft.
Kathy felt the expanding knot in her pelvis. She knew that she would be overwhelmed by the wondrous feeling, and she pushed harder and faster at her cunt.
"Please, please happen," she breathed. The little blonde wanted the earth to split under her. She wanted to engulf her hands and the plastic object that filled her cunt.
Her nerves stretched out like wires. Kathy felt thin-drawn out over the peak of her cum. She pushed the hairbrush in and out, faster and harder. Kathy rolled it around in circles, and the bristles scratched her thighs.
Every heartbeat brought her up further. Kathy moved the brush furiously with one hand. She mauled her clit with the other. She rushed at the skull-splitting feeling as fast as she could. Every bone in her thin body creaked under the strain. Her ass bounced on the chair and her toes curled. Her feet waved up and down.
Kathy stirred around and around in her pussy. The plastic handle moved her guts from side to side. She panted and swore under her breath. Her blood raced in her ears, and her body caved in.
Long, lifting waves of cunty feeling raised her body off the cushion. Her ass hung suspended. Kathy moaned in agonizing relief. Her feet levered down, and she twisted the pink-frothed hairbrush in her spasming cunt. Her wet joy hoisted her up and held her for long seconds before her exhausted collapse.



Chapter 6


Mike Andrews scarcely knew he was flying after his daughter's hot-blooded kiss. Only the reflexes of years told him when to drop the towline as his craft climbed.
He scouted three times back and forth along the cliff top before he dared set off across the valley. Even though the time he had started on tow was recorded, Mike was in too extreme a turmoil to compete. Other gliders spiraled up in the rising columns of air or swooped quickly between thermals. Two later-starting sailplanes had already begun their race across the valley floor before Mike had collected himself.
Mike plotted his course and dove sideways over the edge. Once away from the updraft of the cliff face, he had to take his direction from the birds, clouds, and other visual clues that showed rising air. The long wings flexed with the strain of his skidding turns. He flew recklessly, his usual caution paralyzed by his confusion. His balls felt swollen under the seat belt.
Time and again Mike dove to within fifty feet of the ground before entering a thermal. He rode each gust only high enough to dive and race into the next. He zigzagged over the fields. Mike even took advantage of the turbulent strip of air over an asphalt road to fly faster and lower, seeking the fresh-plowed field whose warmth could lift him a few seconds closer to the turnabout.
Mike's eyes played constantly over his gauges. His head craned, checking the other gliders and the faint shimmer of lifting air. He meshed the rhythm of climbing and swooping to his glider. He plummeted across to a stronger thermal or rose thousands of feet, playing altitude against time.
Hours later, Mike had forgotten about his lust-swollen balls. The lewd weight was just one more pain to put up with, along with his stiff neck and sweaty, bone-deep fatigue. He lined up on the runway of the gliderport, set the spidery bird down, and pulled the airbrakes. He was tired enough to hardly care how close he came to the pylon in the runway. When his glider tipped over, he was looking for his daughter.
Kathy ran up to the sailplane and helped her father out. His face was red around his sunglasses and his legs were unsteady. "Daddy! You did really good! You're five minutes ahead of the next pilot!" Kathy threw her arms around her father and the nearby officials grinned.
Mike looked down into her face. Kathy looked as bright and innocent as sunshine. A broad smile spread over his lined, sweat-streaked face and he hugged her. "Let's wait until everybody's back in," he said. "We've got days to go yet.”
They wheeled the aircraft back to their assigned spot and put it, piece by piece, into the long, narrow trailer. The razor-sharp wings went first, then the bulbous fuselage. Kathy felt her pussy moisten when she compared the blunt roundness of the glider's cock-pit to her single glance of her father's glans.
Milt Jackson came over as Mike locked up the trailer. He brought the day's results. Mike had finished two hundred seconds faster then Bob Williams, and the two of them led the other pilots by long margins. Kathy exulted at the news, but her spirits fell at Milt's next words.
"Why don't you and Kathy come to dinner with Mary and me?" He scraped his foot in the loose dirt of the impound area then added, "I think you might find it interesting. Besides, the Inn is putting on a party for all the entrants after dinner.”
Mike glanced at his daughter. Twelve years of raising her gave him the telltale signs. She didn't have to say anything, but Kathy's expression told him that she knew about her father and Mary Jackson.
"Why, sure! We'd love to go, Milt. What time should we meet you?" Mike couldn't help thinking, I'm in deep shit! If Mary acts funny at all tonight, I'm gonna die. Kathy already knows, and that's bad enough. If Milt finds out, it's gonna be ugly as hell! And what does he mean, it's going to be interesting?
Kathy glanced sharply at her father. She wondered about Milt's choice of words, also. A little of the bitterness that had disappeared after she sucked off Bob Williams came back. If Daddy makes eyes at that tramp tonight, I'll kick him! Better yet, I'll suck every man in the room!
After Milt confirmed the invitation, Kathy stood glaring at her father. "Don't you have to work on the glider tonight, Daddy?" she asked. The happy smile she'd greeted him with was gone.
"No, baby, it's in perfect shape. Everything worked beautifully today." He looked into her clouded eyes. "Come on, Kathy. Let's change for dinner." He reached for her hand, but she pulled away and stalked off toward the camper.
A ball-wrenching misery hit Mike as he called after her. The child's shapely behind underscored his words. "You're getting more like your mother every day!”
Milt Jackson spent most of the evening dropping hints to Mike and Kathy. The greying old flier tiptoed around mentioning nothing definite, but the gist was that Mike could name his price as a glider designer if he won the contest. Kathy wasn't sure, but Milt intimated that some of the spectators were very wealthy and interested in producing high-performance sailplanes.
Mary tried several times to start up conversations with Kathy. She was motherly, which Kathy resented, and condescending, which the little blonde hated. Kathy answered Mary's polite questions in monosyllables, then stopped her jawing with a glare.
Kathy watched her father closely after dinner. She quickly thanked Milt for inviting them before Mike could argue over the check, which all four knew he couldn't afford. The twelve-year-old girl was gratified to see that her father was no more than polite to Mary Jackson. She felt her chilly resentment melt away by the time they left the party.
Mike was chatty as he drove the truck back up to their campsite. He rambled on about the flying weather and the view. "Last night, Kathy, Milt told me I could take you up in his glider. He even offered to let you solo in it when you have enough instruction.”
His voice rambled lightly on, telling jokes about some of the other pilots and the crews who'd been at the party. He sounded happy, but Kathy caught a glimpse of his strained face in the headlights of a passing car. She climbed down from the high seat and knelt next to him, putting her head on her father's knee.
Mike reached down and caressed his daughter's fine blonde hair. It was softer than downy feathers, and he spoke gently to her. "You should go lie down if you're tired, Kathy. Pull your bunk down and I'll drive nice and slow.”
"I'm not that sleepy, Daddy. I just want to be close to you" Kathy cleared her throat and spoke again. "What will happen if you don't win, Daddy?”
Mike drove in silence for a while. He answered as they entered the campground. "I can sell this plane if we finish well. We can get enough for it to start building another one.”
"And if we don't finish well? What happens if we don't even finish?”
"Oh, Kathy, don't think like that! We're going to win. The plane will be worth three times what it cost to make if we win. We'd have enough left over to buy a good two-seater so we could fly together. Would you like that, honey?”
Kathy answered soberly. "Of course I'd like that, Daddy. But what happens if you lose badly?”
Mike responded lightly. He put on his best joking tone and said, "Well, baby, I'll have to sell the plane for whatever I can get for it. If it's a loser, I can still get the cost of the material back, and the protest fee will make a nice profit”
Kathy sighed and stood up. Mike cut the motor and lights. They had arrived at their campsite.
Mike saw her downcast expression when his pretty daughter moved to the back of the truck. He swiveled on the seat and spoke through the curtain between them, "Look at it this way, Kathy. I've still got my job, and we'll have more money if I quit flying. The house is paid for. It won't be so bad if I lose.
He watched her silhouette moving. The little yellow bulb was behind her and Kathy's shadow flowed across the curtain.
She undressed without replying. Mike watched the shadow as Kathy unbuttoned her blouse. Her pointed breasts showed sharp and firm against the light. Mike's paternal warmth and tenderness turned to pulsing lust. He struggled with the feeling, but kept watching.
Even in outline, the stiff length of Kathy's nipples showed. The square dots moved up when she hung her skirt. Her torso disappeared briefly behind the rectangular shadow of the cupboard door. The profiled curve of her firm buttocks made Mike's cock lengthen.
Fine strands of hair put a network of lines across Kathy's face. Her head turned and her upper body twisted when she undid her garters. The straps dangled enticingly from her slim hand when she hung the belt up.
Kathy bent and slid each stocking down. She straightened up and shook the gossamer shadows before folding them together. She opened the cupboard again and brought out a nightgown.
Mike cursed himself. He watched his own daughter like a voyeur, and his prick was harder than granite. He shut his eyes tight, but opened them within seconds. God damn! My little girl is growing up fast! Her mother's tits weren't much bigger than that when we were married!
Kathy stood facing the curtain. She raised her arms over her head and tiny curves showed the sides of her breasts. Even with her feet planted eighteen inches apart, the saddlelike fullness of her pelvis showed richly. The image on the curtain was so sharp that Mike saw the individual pout of each slender pussylip.
She's even growing hair! I bet it's as soft and fine as her mother's was, Mike thought. He'd glimpsed the softer shadow in the space between her thighs just as the hem of her nighty fell to mid-thigh.
"Daddy? Aren't you coming to bed? Kathy asked. She worked the latch of her bunk and pulled it down from the wall.
"Umm, yeah. Right away, honey. I, ah, was thinking about the meet." Mike winced when he thought of how that sounded. He realized that his rampant prick wasn't about to shrink, so he quit stalling. He brushed through the curtain and moaned inside. Why did I ever buy her that filmy little nightgown? Little girls shouldn't wear that kind of thing! Kathy had the sheet drawn up over her breast-tops. Thin, frilly pink straps rose over her shoulders and her straight, ash-blonde hair framed her face on the pillow.
Conscious of the throbbing mass in his crotch, Mike tried to turn away from his daughter's watching eyes. Her level gaze measured every part of him. He hung up his coat and shirt, then pulled the hammock from his cupboard and set it on the J-hooks he'd bolted to the walls.
Mike turned out the light. He sat on the big chair and removed his shoes and socks. His eyes became accustomed to the dark while he hung his pants and put them away. His prick shoved his boxers out like a tentpole.
Kathy timed it perfectly. She watched her father's shape move around in the darkness, heard his trousers slide down, then asked, "Aren't you going to kiss me goodnight?" She saw him freeze, folded pajamas in his hands. Kathy recognized the lust-heavy aroma of his nervously sweating crotch.
"O-of course, baby girl. Just a second, okay?" Mike whisked his shorts off and thrashed his feet into his pajamas. He struggled into the cotton shirt before he knelt next to her bunk. He wanted his hard-on to stay well out of his daughter's sight.
Mike bent down to give Kathy a quick peck on the cheek. He couldn't trust his waning willpower much longer. He murmured, "Sleep well, Kathy," and brushed his lips against her face.
Kathy threw her arms around her father's neck. When Mike pulled his head back in surprise, she locked her mouth onto his. The little girl thrust her tongue against his teeth and felt him surrender.
Only for a moment. Mike broke away. His prick throbbed with rushing blood. "No! Goddammit, Kathy, you can't do that! He unwound her arms from around his neck. "It's wrong! Little girls aren't allowed to do that!”
Kathy bit her lip. She sniffled at him, heartbroken. "What about you and Mrs. Jackson? Are married women allowed to blow any man they want?”
"She didn't! What makes you think she did?" Mike cocked his arm, ready to backhand his frail daughter. He caught himself and stood up. "I don't want to hear you talk like that again. Where did you hear that expression?”
Kathy looked up at her pajama-clad father and burst into tears. "I saw you! I saw you in here naked with her! I finished working on our glider and saw you in here! Everybody knows she's a-a cheap slut!”
Mike looked down at Kathy. His stony glare melted as she curled into a tight ball around her pillow. He unclenched his fists and made as if to touch her.
No-I can't. Not the way I react. What is happening to me? I can't even comfort my own daughter without getting a hard-on!
Mike turned away and sat on the hammock. He watched his daughter shake with sobs until her sniffles faded into slow, regular breathing.
He lay on his back. The hammock swayed from side to side as he drifted off. His worried thoughts of his daughter and his need for his dead wife faded into a dream. Connie stood in front of him in the back yard of the little cottage they'd first shared. She looked as young and shapely as when Mike had first met her. Her hair, as light as Kathy's, but wavy, tumbled down her back. Without a word, Connie led him to the center of the yard. She turned and smiled at him, then let her long, sleeveless dress drop to the ground. His own clothes disappeared.
Connie knelt in front of him. Her breasts were as wide as dinner plates, rising to deep pink nipples. She scratched at his sac, drawing long, sharp fingernails along the hardening lump in front of hit rectum. She gently tickled the rosebud surface of his sphincter.
Mike's cock stiffened, growing to monstrous size. Connie made a thin leather thong appear in her hand and she cinched it tight just behind his glans. His cockhead swelled, turned purple. The strip of leather kept the neck of his penis as small as his finger.
His lissome blonde 'wife tied another string around her nipples. Each pink tip swelled larger than her thumbs. The coronas stretched tight. The strap dug into Connie's tender breasts, and her titties were topped 'with blood-red peaks.
Connie touched one tight-tied nipple against Mike's tortured penis. He winced at the touch. Another gout of blood raced to the hard knob. The akin of his prickhead was stretched smooth as glass.
Connie rose to her feet again. Little drops of clear moisture decorated the golden hairs of her pussy. Each hair stood out, distinct. Her muff was full and proud, puffing lighter than a cloud from the soft sweetness of her slim labia.
She spoke for the first time. "Lick gently,” she said, guiding his mouth to her thong-bound bosom. He touched his tongue to one crimson bulb, and Connie gasped.
Her nipple was rock-hard. It blazed with internal fire. Mike's tongue rolled around the swollen bud for long, lascivious seconds. He put his hand around her slender waist. His fingertips nearly touched, circling her delicate slimness.
Mike felt her soft, cool hand push his forehead away. Connie tugged him down in the soft carpet of the lawn. She lay on her side, facing him.
Mike stroked the slim curve of her side, down across her waist to the full swell of her hip. Her velvety skin was dry and warm.
Connie put her cool hand on his cock. She rubbed her palm over the length of his shaft, then flicked the loose ends of the leather strip against his balls.
Mike's cock quivered. The head of his prick grew until the end slit opened like a tiny mouth. Dampness glistened inside the tube.
Connie trailed the knotted end of the leather lace around the broad oval of his glans. She popped it once, twice, a third time against the open edges of the slit. It felt like sparks of static electricity building up in his dickhead.
She lowered her mouth toward his prick. Mike watched almost fearfully. Her white teeth showed, sharp and even. Her tongue flashed out like a snake and plunged into his urethra.
Painful ecstasy raced through him like the sound of tearing silk. Mike wanted to jerk his body away, but the agonizing sensation fascinated him. She speared the center of his cockhead again and Mike shuddered with the ghastly thrill. He moaned in his sleep.
Connie, naked and voluptuous, opened her mouth wide. Her pearly teeth scraped the purple ridge of Mike's knob and he jerked convulsively. She put her lips just behind the tight knotted cord and her teeth closed on the thong.
Her palate and tongue compressed Mike's straining glans. He thought his knob would burst. Connie slacked her jaw and her tongue slid in a wet circle around his cockhead.
Her fingers pressed the ridge behind Mike's balls. He felt a surge of hot semen rising inside hi in, but her hand kept it in place. His cockhead ached for the savage release of a massive cum.
Connie bathed his prick with saliva. Her clenched fingers kept his need pent up. The walnut-sized lump of his prostate pulsed against the tight-pinched dam. He felt the sheets of orgasm sweeping through his loins, but Connie wouldn't free the murky fluid to let his agonizing cum end.
Mike's prickhead pulsed in mocking spasms. He pulled Connie's head away from his loins and groaned, "Let me cum, Connie, let me cum!”
The dream-ghost shook her head and looked sadly into his squinted eyes. The feeling in his crotch faded as she told him, "Save it for Kathy-save it all for Kathy." She unknotted the cord from his prick and rolled Mike onto his back, repeating, "Save it far Kathy.”
Mike groaned and shrank away. His daughter joined her dead mother in the dream, standing naked over him. Connie's hand trailed up over the little girl's rounded buttocks, and Kathy knelt.
Mike looked up. All he could see was Kathy's light-fuzzed pussy lowering over his loins. Connie's hand held his rigid cock straight up, pointing directly at his child's cunny.
The knotted cord scraped along his cock again. Mike felt lusty pain ravage his crotch. Kathy's pussy touched his glans.
Mike pushed his cock upwards into her descending body. Kathy's cunt was hot, wetly ready. She impaled herself fully on his shocked father. The soft folds of her pussy caressed his ironhard prick.
Connie's bushier, wet pussy appeared over his face. Mike watched with horrified fascination as Connie caressed Kathy's budding tits. He am el led the almost-forgotten aroma of his wife's cunt. The soft, swampy flesh settled over his mouth and nose.
Kathy wound in circles around his prick. Her wet little snatch milked at his cock, and Mike felt the doubled mass of cum gathering in his rod.
Mike was suffocating in the folds of Connie's crotch. He gasped for air, but his wind was cut off.
Kathy's cunt wrenched at his prick. It tightened unmercifully around his cock. She twisted, falling to the side, and Mike rolled with her.
Mike shot great, steaming bursts of seed from his cock. He snapped awake in the middle of his spewing cum. His prick pulsed and he heard the thick semen plopping on the floor. He couldn't see anything. He bucked and jerked in the swaying hammock, wondering of his smothered groans had wakened his daughter.



Chapter 7


Mike cautiously unwound the sheet from his head. He peered across the camper and saw his daughter sleeping quietly. He carefully extricated his cock from the twisted strings of the hammock and put the rope-burned organ back into his pajamas.
Jesus! I haven't had a wet dream since I was seventeen! What caused that? I sure got my rocks off on Mary's tits today-why am I so damn horny?
You gotta knock this skit off, man. They're gonna put you away if you don't coolit. Next thing you know, you'll be raping your own kid in her sleep!
I have to get her to cool it, too. If she's acting like she was today around other guys, she'll be knocked up in no time. Just what we need-a baby to support!
Mike eased his way out of the hammock. He went up to the cab of the truck for his penlight. He grabbed a handful of paper towels and searched out the pale glimmer of his wide-flung semen.
He was bent over, mopping at the sticky stuff when he heard Kathy stir. "Daddy? What are you doing? What time is it?”
"Just go back to sleep, honey. I-I got up for a drink and spilled a little of it." Mike fanned a little light beam around and picked up a spot he'd missed.
"Could I have some?" Kathy's voice was sleepy. Her tongue clicked dryly when she spoke. She sat up.
"Sure, honey. One glass of lemonade, coming right up." Mike looked around for more telltale drops on his way to the cooler. He poured a glass and offered it to Kathy.
"Thank you," she whispered. The little blonde girl swallowed half the beverage and handed the glass back "I love you. Daddy.”
Mike looked down at his cuddly daughter and smiled sadly. "I love you, too." he watched her burrow into her pillow and sighed. Mike polished off the lemonade and went back to his hammock.
Kathy was already up and dressed before Mike woke. The rising sun came in through the windshield and back lit the curtain, making the inside of the camper glow.
Mike watched his daughter bustle over the sink. Her hair was pulled back in a pony tail. She wore a T-shirt and a skirt she'd made from an old pair of Mike's blue jeans. When she bent over the cooler, Mike could see the pouting swell of her pussylips in a pair of white panties.
He cleared his throat. Kathy turned at the sound. Her nipples poked through the thin white cotton shirt like twin buttons.
"Don't you think you should put on a some more clothes, honey?" he said. His piss-hard erection.hurt from the hammock netting that had snared it the night before.
"Why, Daddy? I'm dressed," Kathy answered. Her eyes were round and she wore a saucy expression.
Mike sighed. His full bladder made arguing impossible. "Turn your back, Kathy." He pulled on a pair of pants over his pajamas, grumbling, "This is the only part of camping I hate.”
Kathy grinned at her father's discomfort. She'd spent the daybreak silence in planning ways to keep Mike away from Mary Jackson. She'd thought about going without panties, too, but he would have ordered her to change. This way, he would be too busy keeping a guarding eye on her to spend any time at all with Mary. Kathy had had twelve years to find out how far she could push Mike.
The morning was luminously clear. Kathy nibbled on a cookie and thought about her father's body. Her pussy tingled. She'd had a delightful twinge of fear when he stirred in his sleep. Kathy had been trying to slip the fly of his pajamas open in the first light of dawn. She caught a glimpse of his prickhead, but Mike snorted and moved his hand along the side of the hammock.
Kathy sat on the bench outside. She closed her eyes and raised her chin, exposing her throat to the warming sun. She arched her back and her proud little titties stood out, ripe and firm under the clinging white shirt. The air was almost still, only a whisper of wind stirring the dust in the campground.
I wish Daddy would let me look at him. How am I supposed to learn anything about men? He'd beat my butt if he knew about Bob, but he can do anything with Mary. It's not fair!
He's really been good to me, though. I guess I worry him. If he just didn't have that silly idea that a girl my age shouldn't have sex! I'd rather have him than that old hairbrush!
Mike padded barefoot through the gravel. Kathy opened her eyes and smiled at him. "Want some breakfast, Daddy? I already started some coffee for you.”
"Yeah! I'm pretty hungry, baby. I have to fly early this morning, though, so it better be something easy." Mike tweaked her pony tail on the way past. He thought about her while he dressed.
Something seems different about her. She seems to be all over me since yesterday. I was hoping to get into Mary sometime today, but I don't think Kathy will let me alone long enough. Damn!
She's an awful good kid, though I really feel shitty, dreaming about her that way-especially right next to her!
She was so hurt when I yelled at her last night. It's not Kathy's fault that I can't control myself. Hell's bells, she doesn't even know what that kind of kissing and rubbing against a guy does!
Mike stepped down from the truck. Kathy was scrambling eggs over the camp stove. Her titties jiggled with her rapid stirring motions. "Didn't I tell you about wearing more clothes? I don't want you running around like that today," Mike said sternly. His groin had the familiar heaviness of a beginning hard-on.
Kathy spooned eggs onto a plate and handed it to him. "I can't wear that bra anymore, Daddy." she put her hands under her breasts and squeezed upward. "It's too tight around here. I'll put it on if you really want me to, but I'll show you the mark it leaves.”
"Humph! All right, but you'd better change your skirt. I can see your panties when you bend over. I don't want every guy at the strip looking up your skirt.”
"Honestly! I do know how to be ladylike, Daddy. Don't worry about me, worry about how you're going to win today. Besides, all the men will be watching Mary Jackson, the same as they always do.”
Mike sputtered on his eggs. "Little pitchers have big eyes, too." He grabbed Kathy's wrist and pulled her to him. "I give up. You'd be a lot easier to raise if you weren't such a smartass.”
Mike felt warmer toward his daughter on the short drive to the gliderport. He shoved his bothersome attraction to the back of his mind and enjoyed her company. Her obvious affection pleased him.
When Kathy stooped to kiss him just before takeoff, Mike pecked her lips quickly and said, "I knew you should have changed you skirt.”
The mounting wind had flipped the faded denim up over her waist and the clear white of her panties blazed in the sunshine. Her long legs and rounded buttocks framed her pussymound lewdly. Kathy dragged the skirt down and turned red. She was still blushing after the glider was airborne.
Kathy wandered around the field, scuffing her shoes in the dust. People were everywhere watching the aerobatics or preparing for flights. Over her head, different pilots dropped rolls of toilet paper, competing to see who could cut them into the smallest pieces before the roll hit the ground.
Kathy wished she were old enough to be flying. She loved the exciting feeling of being pressed into the seat in a pullout.
The little blonde thought of hanging, apparently motionless, in midair while the horizon swung around the plane. She heard Mary Jackson call her name and Kathy turned the other way.
Bob William's huge transporter was in front of her. Only one of his three gliders was on the ground, and a jowly, heavyset crewman lounged under a six-foot umbrella. The man followed her with his eyes as she approached.
Kathy nodded, her serious look firmly planted on her thin face. She looked into the cockpit of the lone sailplane as she passed and turned up her nose. A serial number plate shined on the dashboard. She thought of the long hours her father had spent calculating, designing, and building his glider. She wondered what other toys the wealthy young man owned.
Kathy walked past the diesel tractor, out into the brush, She sat down where the greenery muffled the sounds of the glider fans and toyed with pebbles.
I wish Daddy were here. It's really lonesome when he's flying. None of the grownups want to talk to me, and there aren't that many kids. They're dumb, anyway.
No, I guess he might as well be flying. It makes him happy, I'd like to have him win, and he can't do that without going up. Maybe we can go up together next week.
He sure couldn't get very far away from me in a glider! Too bad there's no way to touch him while we're flying.
Kathy lay back on the ground. She unbuttoned her skirt and put a comforting hand on her pussy. A dark dot overhead was a hawk, probably wondering why all the huge new birds were hunting in his territory.
The little blonde girl slipped her hand under the elastic of her panties. The short, fine hair was still dry, and Kathy toyed idly with the soft flesh of her labia.
The sun climbed higher in the sky. Kathy began to feel warm. She pulled her skirt off and lay on top of it. She drew her feet up and her knees went out to the sides.
The sun felt nice on her smooth-skinned thighs. Kathy felt lewd warmth steal over her. She sat up briefly and looked over the tops of the bushes. No one was anywhere near her.
Kathy lay back down. A lascivious tingle of naughtiness swept through her. Goosepimples popped up on her limbs as she took off her panties.
Her shirt went a few minutes later. The sun warmed her titties. Kathy's pink nipples relaxed, flattening out under the hot rays.
The slender blonde rested with her eyes closed. She imagined her father lying naked beside her. She pouted her lips, offering her tender mouth for a kiss. She covered her breasts with her hands. She wanted Mike's calluses to raise her nipples into hot spires.
The pink buttons stood up under Kathy's palms. Lying dreamily in the leafy quiet, Kathy slowly kneaded the firm tissues of her bosom. She turned in to the wind sounds that stirred the bushes. Kathy concentrated on the soft changes inside her as her body gently warmed.
She spread her thighs a little wider. Her labia grew puffy, with the little bud of her clitoris lengthening in the soft nest. The feminine moisture in her vagina increased. Her cuntal juices thinned and began flowing grom the intimate crevice.
Kathy aroused herself with delicate touches on her young breasts. The internal link between her erogenous zones strengthened. Each caress on her bosom heated her cunny a tiny bit. She brought her thighs together and squeezed. A bloodwarm drop of creamy dew trickled from her vagina.
The thrill of vulnerable nudity, lying where she could be discovered by the first person who walked near, raised her pulse rate. It had slowed again as she lay almost motionless in the sunlight, but now Kathy heard her blood accelerate. Her cheeks and breasts flushed pink.
Kathy still didn't want to touch her pussy. She enjoyed the lingering of each gradual stage of excitement. She opened her long thighs again. With her heels up, her slender legs marked out a diamond. With the pink line of her labia at the top corner.
The blush spread down from her breasts to her abdomen. A rosy glow increased on her belly, broadening slowly to cover all the fair skin. Even with her eyes closed, Kathy knew the pinkness was there. Her skin warmed more with every heartbeat.
Kathy breathed deeper. A tiny spot of coolness budded and grew in her slit. The wind caressed the triangle of labial flesh as he clitty pushed it upward. Her lips parted. They were glossy with her saliva.
She moved her hands. Kathy circled her conical breasts with her fingers and squeezed. She offered her nipples to the sky. Kathy imagined her father bending over her, about to kiss the berry-pink dots.
Kathy rolled her hips. She rocked her pussy upward, unshading the dampness at the mouth of her vagina. The sun warmed the tender flesh. More nectar gathered inside Kathy's orchid-soft channel.
Cool air moved under Kathy's buttocks. She had begun to sweat, baking slowly in the sunlight. The denim of her skirt stuck to her skin, then peeled down under it's own weight.
Kathy released her titties. She stroked her ribs. Each bone showed separate under her skin, arching high. She trailed her thin fingertips up from her waist, along each side, then across her nipples. The rubbery little peaks bent with the passing touch, then sprang upright again.
Her wrists turned. Each fingertip brushed over her nipples, curving up to her outlined collarbones before sliding sensuously down again. Kathy flattened the arch of her fingers and slid her open hands over her belly. The blush paled under the pressure, then reappeared, slightly hotter, behind her thumbs.
Kathy stopped her wrists at her waist and fanned her fingers out to her hipbones. She stretched her long legs straight, slowly, and caressed the soft skin along the inside of her thighs. Kathy rolled her hands across the firm roundness of the long muscles. She drew her hands upward and her knees came together. She dug her fingers into the asscheeks. Kathy pushed her cunny upward.
The slender, tapering labia were steamy pink. The fine blonde cuntal hair sparkled with tiny drops of sweat. Thicker, creamier fluid glistened at the base of her private folds.
Kathy lips moved silently. She imagined her father leaning over her, drawing out her passions with ski I If ill fingers. Her legs opened for her fantasy lover.
The tendons stood out faintly on the back of her hands. Kathy touched her thumbs together above her pussy. Slim fingers dug into the tops of her thighs. Her labia opened with the pull.
The very top of her mons moved downward, pouting out beneath her thumbs. Her clitoris stood straighter, forcing the frilly pink meat of her inner cuntlips further outward. A tiny round dot of smooth pink peeked out of the crease. Kathy moved her fingers and the hot stiffness moved up and down in the caressing nest. The little mask of youthful, hair had parted to show her luscious treasures.
Kathy's hips moved fluidly. She rocked her pelvis to and fro with a ceaseless feline grace. Her movements flowed like thick, heavy cream.
Fresh dew gathered in her vagina. Milky juices coated the walls. Every fold of the soft opening gleamed wetly. The orifice spread as she rolled upward, then contracted like a sucking mouth. The internal friction drew vital moisture from the walls until the froth trickled down, dripping from her breeze-chilled rectum.
Kathy moaned softly. Wanting filled her, like a huge emptiness in her chest. She thought of the swollen heat of a cockhead, wishing it were spreading her loins. Her flexing fingers kept milking around the nubile delta of her pussy, drawing swampy heat from her secret needs.
Her fine-sculpted nostrils flared. She whispered, "Mike, oh, please, Daddy! I need you, just you!" Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes.
Kathy dug her heels into the dirt. Her thighs tensed as she levered the mounds of her buttocks up. Her elbows went out to the sides and she pulled her pussylips open.
She arched up, only her heels and shoulders on the ground. Drops of sweat popped up on her forehead. Every inch of her skin glistened with perspiration.
Kathy strained to feel that imaginary cockhead entering her pussy. She moved her upraised loins in small circles, stretching the flesh. Her fingers relaxed by a fraction, pretending that the wide flare of a cockhead had squeezed into her pussy. She imagined that her cuntal sphincter closing on the tapered shaft behind the knob.
The little girl wanted it desperately. She collapsed, crying quietly, when her fantasy overstrained her virginal imagination. Her buttocks hit the ground and she put two fingers into her steaming hole, trying to console her agonized pussy.
Kathy lay whimpering, working her fingers in and out. The soreness of her ruptured hymen had disappeared in the night; her pain came from despairing frustration. She pressed both thumbs against the hidden ridge of her clit.
Oh, Daddy, why not? Why won't you love me that way? You don't need anyone but me, Daddy! I know you want to! I need you, Daddy she begged silently.
Kathy worked at her cunt in a tearful frenzy. She pressed and rolled her clit savagely. Her two fingers walked inside her vagina; curling repeatedly against the sensitive nerves of the front wall.
The little blonde simmered, lying naked in the brush. She put a third finger into her cunt, then a fourth. The rubbery ring of her hole stretched wide around her hand and greasy wetness flowed over her palm. Kathy forced her hand deeper, until her knuckles stopped at the straining gate. She felt her hand swimming in the vital goo.
Kathy flung her knees wide. The wide-oval of her cuntrim resisted her probing hand. She worked her fingers like claws, pressing the inner softness forward, dragging lewd sensations from her nerves. The thumb of her gouging hand poked against her thigh, stiffly useless.
Kathy gripped the top of her pussy with her other hand. She kneaded at the soft flesh. The protective meat around her clitty twisted and slid against the hard button. Shocking heat speared through her. Her ass bounced on the ground.
Kathy dug her elbows into her ribs. She pushed her tits forward with the pressure. The firm cones jiggled, pink nipples pointing every direction as lusty heat racked her.
No more smooth, lascivious touching. Kathy battled with every hot nerve, trying to fight her way to cum. The wet skin of her cuntlips turned flaming red. The soft blush that had rouged her face blazed in crimson blotches on her cheekbones.
Kathy gasped. Her mouth opened in a painful grimace. She tossed her head from side to side. Her hips bucked. Kathy snapped her ass back and forth like a bronco.
Her breath came in hot, short puffs. The air around her rose with shimmering heat. The heavy smell of her cunt filled the area.
The feeling was there, up inside her grasping hole. Kathy reached for it, trying to grab the corner and drag the cum out with her hand. She wrenched at her cuntmound and rammed her fingers into her snatch. Weeping, Kathy shuddered with the effort. Her muscles were tighter than an idiot's watch.
Wham! Her feelings released. Her sphincter clamped down. Kathy's tight cuntal muscle forced her fingers half-out. Her whole body shook with an earthquake of thrills.
Kathy's cum-waves ran through her flesh. Her slim body shivered in her peak's awesome throes. Spasms jolted her whole twitching frame. She wept with the pleasure that ended her pain.
The flood of sensation ebbed slowly away. Her body uncoiled. Her hands left her cunt. Kathy lay naked, relieved form her need.
Her unfocused eyes opened, as the wind dried her sweat. Her pulse clamed slowly and her breathing eased.
Suddenly, Kathy stiffened with fear again. She drew her hands up to her mouth, then tried to hide her breasts and loins.
A man stood there, the one who'd been lounging by William's truck. His mouth opened in a greasy smile. His eyeballs gleamed with lustful greed.



Chapter 8


Kathy stood up slowly. She grabbed her T-shirt and held it over her breasts. She kept her terrified eyes riveted on the man.
"I wondered what you was doin' over here. You didn't come back for a long time. I know there ain't nothin' over here." The man stepped closer.
Kathy patted her hand on the ground, searching for her skirt. "Wh-what do you want? You better leave me alone!" She touched the corner of the skirt.
The man swiftly planted his foot on the faded blue denim. He was fast, though his flesh jiggled when he moved. He smiled triumphantly at Kathy. "I want you to come with me, little honey." He looked down at her, then snatched the flimsy nylon panties up before Kathy could reach for them.
"Why should I come with you?" Kathy asked, trying to sound defiant. "All I have to do is scream, and-and you'll be arrested!"
"No way in hell" they'll hear you, little sweetheart. We're way downwind from 'em. Even if they did, they'd smell cunt all over you. I'd hate to see a pretty little thing like you tryin’ to tell a judge what you're doin' out here, layin' around naked." The man wadded Kathy's panties into a ball and stuffed them into his pocket. "Now, I ain't gonna hurt you none. Just pull that outfit on and come along.”
Kathy looked over toward the runway. No one seemed to see them. She stood like a frightened doe, ready to run away. She looked into the burly man's face. If she ran, she would have to sneak back to the truck wearing only her T-shirt. Kathy's shoulders slumped.
"That's better. You just get y’self dressed. I'll give you back these panties after you get a good long taste o' me big greasy.”
Kathy lowered her eyes. She realized he'd been watching her masturbate for a long while. The rush of her adrenalin faded away and she was numb. She turned her back and pulled the shirt over her head.
"Damn! You look so nice I could eat you with a spoon!" The man chuckled. "Anybody ever bite that pretty ass o' yours?" He smacked his lips.
"Can I have my skirt now?" Kathy asked dully. She half-turned her head when she spoke to him.
The man bent down to pick the garment up. He grabbed Kathy's hip and planted a long, sucking kiss on one tender buttock. She froze, stiff as a pillar of ice.
"My name's Adam," the middle-aged man said. "What's yours? I figure I oughta at least know your name first-I seen near everything else about you." Kathy mumbled, reaching for the skirt.
"What's that? I couldn't hear you," Adam said, jerking the skirt away.
"Kathy, Kathy Andrews! Please give me my clothes, Mr. Adam. Please!”
"Naow, Kathy, don't cry. I said I ain't gonna hurt you." Adam paused. "You're that hotshot's kid, huh? The guy that flies that backyard crap?”
Kathy's eyes blazed. She spun around, naked from the waist down. Her titties quivered as she snapped, "It's not backyard crap! My dad builds better gliders than your boss could ever buy!”
"Hey, hey, spitfire! Take it easy, honey. You ain't in no position to be gettin' riled up at me, remember?" Adam tossed Kathy's skirt into her hands. "Ain't no substitute for money. Bob treats us good, 'cause we know about flyin'. I myself," he puffed, "could write a check for your daddy's ass, glider and all.”
Kathy stepped into her skirt. She buttoned the fly, her face set with fury. "You'll see," she said, and sprang past Adam.
The stocky braggart whirled and ran after Kathy. His feet thudded behind her.
Kathy ran faster than she ever had. Her legs flashed. Branches raked her bare skin. She darted around the back of Bob Williams' van with Adam's loud panting close behind. Her sneakers skidded as she tore around the corner. Her hair was in her eyes. She tried to stay upright and crashed into a man's back. Kathy sobbed and gathered her limbs under her to bound off again.
"Kathy! What's wrong?" Bob grabbed her wrist and she fought for a second before she recognized him.
Adam stood a few feet away, gasping loud through his open mouth. Kathy raised her arm and shrilled, "That man tried to rape me!”
"No, boss! I-she-I was… Shit, you know I wouldn't do nothin' like that! I saw her steal-”
"He did! Bob, he sneaked up on me and-he even has my panties in his pocket!" Kathy started crying bitterly. She sagged back down, sitting on the gravel. Her skirt barely hid her crotch.
Bob let go of her wrist. "Show me what's in your pockets, Adam." The crewman slumped. He pulled the wad of white nylon out and threw it on the ground. Bob's jaw set, hard as concrete.
"Did he hurt you, Kathy? Your legs are all scratched. Are you all right?”
"I-I cut them running away. I think I'm okay. It was so scary!" Kathy started sobbing again and buried her face against Bob's chest.
"Adam, you are one lucky son of a bitch." Bob spat the words. "If you'd hurt this kid, I'd have you hung up by the balls for the rest of your life. Get your ass out of here.”
"Boss, I didn't do nothin’ to her, I swear! She was over there-”
"Call the distillery collect Tuesday. Tell them where you want your check sent. Don't say one more word to me." Bob glared. Adam was about to say something else, but Williams cut him off. "Do you hear me, hillbilly? GET OUT!" Bob thundered.
Bob watched the man walk away. His features slowly relaxed as he comforted Kathy. "Come into the van. I've got a first-aid kit in there-we'll patch up these scratches.”
Kathy raised her head and nodded. She got up slowly and followed Bob through the side door of the trailer. The little blonde sniffled and gulped. "Thank you," she said. "I was so scared! I thought you were going to help him. I didn't even recognize you when I ran around the corner.”
Bob brought the metal box over. "Sit over there," he said, nodding toward a spotlessly clean workbench. "We'll have you feeling better in no time." He dragged a stool over and sat in front of her. His head was just at Kathy's waist-level. Bob set the box on the bench top and began washing the scratches on the little girl's shins. He held her sneakered foot with, one hand and dabbed gently at her wounds.
Kathy looked around. The trailer was a rolling hangar. Machinery and tools lined the walls and spare parts were clipped to the ceiling. Her eyes widened. "This is really nice! I never saw anything like it, except where my dad works-and that's a whole building!”
Bob started working on her other leg. "Well, if you got it, flaunt it, or so my grandpa said. All of his hobbies made money-that's why I can afford to flaunt it." He spoke lightly, but Kathy's nearness disturbed him. His cock stiffened like a poker in his crotch.
The musky aroma of Kathy's pussy filled his nostrils. It rose from her hands like a thin fog. Bob fought to keep his touch gentle on her smooth leg. He wanted to flip her skirt up and ravish her girlish pussy right there on the workbench.
"Any more?" he asked. Bob's blood roared in his ears like a river.
Kathy looked into his face. She wanted to trust him. Her lip trembled. She remembered that her panties lay on the ground outside.
"I scraped my hip when I fell," Kathy said tentatively. She held her breath. Her pussy fluttered inside.
"Would you like to show me?" Bob asked softly. His hands shook. He tried to keep his gaze from wandering to the staring, blind eyes of her perfect little breasts.
Kathy nodded. She bit her lip and turned, lifting her skirt. All of one long thigh appeared, then the edge of a raspberry-streaked sore. The skinned spot was a six-inch oval that covered most of the outside of her buttock.
"Jesus! I bet that hurts," Bob breathed. He tried to ignore the creamy whiteness of her flesh. Kathy's rounded buttock had bits of gravel imbedded in the skin.
Kathy draped the hem of her skirt modestly around the scrape. She held the cloth tight over the moist vee of her cunny. She watched Bob take long tweezers from the first-aid kit. His hand circled the top edge of the sore and he plucked at the gravel.
Kathy winced. "Hmm!”
"I'm sorry! Did I hurt you?" Bob said. His eyes looked pained.
Kathy shook her head. "Not really. Maybe you should use your fingers.”
Bob nodded. He set the tweezers down and started picking the sharp little stones out of Kathy's buttock. The scraped spot was still dirty, but Kathy's hip began to sway.
"I can't hold this position much longer," she said. "Wait just a minute.”
Kathy's pussy was moistening. Despite the pain, she kept thinking of how Bob's thick, hot member had felt in her mouth. Her twisted back felt strained from the awkward stance she held. She looked at the bulge of Bob's hard prick.
Kathy sat up and looked into Bob's troubled face. A faint smile played in the corners of her mouth. She scooted down from the bench, aware that Bob caught a glimpse of her pussy as she slid.
Kathy turned around and bent over the bench. She hiked up her skirt and tossed it over the wound. She waited, wondering what Bob would do with her bare ass so saucily presented.
The young man sighed. He moved the stool off to the side and set to picking gravel out of Kathy's hip again. The light coming in through the open door showed the glaring contrast between the girl's wound and her smooth skin. Bob's prick throbbed relentlessly.
"Why was Adam chasing you?" he asked. He pointed out into the bushes.
Kathy leaned her head down into her folded arms. She spoke out to the side. "He wanted to rape me, like I told you. I was out there minding my own business, and he sneaked up on me and wouldn't let me have my panties back.”
"Christ! Were you out there naked, or were you just playing with yourself?" Bob dabbed at the now clean scratches with antiseptic. "Kathy, you could get in big trouble that way. What would have happened if I hadn't been there? Adam would have caught you, and he has a hell of a nasty temper.”
"Why does it matter what I was doing? I can play t with my pussy if I want to." Kathy paused. "Besides, if it was you, it wouldn't have been rape. All you have to do is ask.”
"And why would I ask? I ought to tell your father.”
"You won't. If you do, I'll tell him that you made me suck on you yesterday. He'd kill you.”
"Are you trying to tell me that you'd blackmail me? What the hell is going on here, Kathy? I just fired my best man because he got hot watching you masturbate out in that open field!”
Kathy pouted. "There's nothing else to do while everybody's flying. Nobody wants anything to do with a kid. Just because I'm only twelve, everybody thinks I just play and sit around waiting for my dad. He won't even talk about sex with me.”
Kathy pulled her skirt back down. "I know you like looking at me. I can see that you're hard, but you won't even touch me. If I had a big chest like Mrs. Jackson I bet you'd kiss my pussy.”
Bob flipped the hem up over Kathy's back again. "I'm not done with that scrape. The last thing I need is a law suit because your bottom got infected when my help chased you." He blotted at the girl's shapely hip with a gauze pad.
"You do have a nice figure. You're a very attractive girl, Kathy." Bob let his eyes wander over the rounded moons of her buttocks.
"Then how come nobody will touch me? I had to wrestle with you yesterday," she exaggerated. "That terrible old man is the only one who even acted a little bit like I'm pretty." Kathy stuck her naked bottom up in the air.
Bob looked at the soft patch of blonde fuzz on her pussy. "I'm sure lots of men would love to," he said. His voice softened. "I'd love to, but I shouldn't even be patching up your hip." He took a deep breath, then lowered his face to her wide, shallow asscleft.
Kathy moaned when she felt Bob's lips on the little rosebud of her rectum. Her cunny heated immediately, like someone poured steaming water over it. She gasped when the tip of his tongue wiggled through the tight ring of her sphincter.
"Oh, Bob! Don't! Not there, please," she begged breathily. She forced her pussy up toward his mouth.
Bob pulled back and she turned around. Kathy's eyes were wide with her sudden heat. He gestured with his hand, and Kathy jumped up onto the workbench. She started to unbutton her skirt.
"No, leave it on," Bob growled. "I'm not going to fuck you. Just pull it up and sit there.”
Kathy pulled her skirt up and opened her knees. Her feet hung clear of the floor. She leaned back until her head rested on the wall of the trailer. "Oh, please," she quavered. "Please do it with me!”
Bob didn't answer. He lifted Kathy's knees to his shoulders and smiled at the pink-edged slit of her pussy. The soft, almost curly hair was already moist. The juices flowed inside, laying a fresher musk over the smell of her masturbation.
Kathy looked down at him, a little nervous. Mary Jackson had seemed to enjoy Bob's cunnilinging her. Just watching the act had aroused Kathy. Now the same man was going to kiss her little pussy. She waited eagerly.
Bob pursed his lips and blew a thin stream of air against her moist tissues. Kathy cringed, feeling her vaginal muscles tighten with the shivery chill. Bob inhaled, then his breath bathed her light-fuzzed cunny again, at closer range. Kathy hummed with pleasure and rocked her pussylips toward him.
"I like that! Oh, Bob, I never felt anything like it in my life!" Kathy breathed.
"And this?" Bob asked. He put his hands on Kathy's hips and kissed up and down the insides of her thighs. The heady aroma of her pussy made his prick throb.
"Um-hmm," Kathy replied, reveling in the soft suction. "Very nice!" Her eyelids fluttered over her half-closed eyes.
Bob smiled to himself. He loved teasing around a girl's pussy, then diving into hot, ready flesh. He kissed across Kathy's lower belly. His lips plucked gently across the little pad over her pubic bone. He looked at the smooth white skin of Kathy's abdomen. It rippled faster as her breathing grew more heated.
"Please start on my pussy, Bob. I want to feel it," Kathy pleaded. She put her hands on his head and tried to guide him to the honey-filled trough of her loins.
Bob kissed the slender curve at the top of her pussy. He put one brief peck at the fullest part of each pouting lip, then moved back to stare at the soft girlflesh again.
The edges turned from pale, girlish pink to a hotter red. The delicate crevice of Kathy's loins faded from the rich eagerness of the center to creamy white next to her thighs. Even as Bob watched, the blush spread outward. Her short blonde floss parted, forced open by her swelling inner pussylips.
"Please don't stop," Kathy said. Her voice had a tight undertone. She was stretched thin by the lascivious preliminaries.
"God, you're beautiful," Bob whispered. He chilled the slowly appearing inner lips with another thin jet of air. The little folds started to close like a flower at dusk, then petaled open again, even fuller and moister than before.
Bob touched the tip of his tongue to the crease between her labia and the slim-curved thigh. He tasted the groove along each side, licking upward from just above Kathy's steamy vagina.
Kathy hummed. The slow steps of arousal were delicious. She wanted Bob to go on, but she didn't want the feathery touches to stop. She slid her hips forward on the tin-topped bench.
Bob plucked at her light pussy hair with his lips. He had to brush against her labia because the soft strands lay so close to Kathy's skin. He pulled gently at the fuzz that grew to the top of her tiny slit. He heard Kathy gasp.
Bob turned his head sideways. He gripped the next lower inch of cushiony hair, then down again to the longer strands around the mouth of her cunny.
Kathy felt the warm moisture welling from her vagina. Each plucking kiss made her blood simmer, hotter and hotter. She closed her eyes and concentrated on the exquisite sensuality Bob's lips roused in her pussy.
Bob opened his lips and plucked deeper. He captured the outer folds at the base of Kathy's mons. Bob milked gently at the warm flesh, pulling it fractionally into his mouth.
Kathy groaned. She had never realized the sheer sensuality of her labia. It suddenly felt like the cushioning folds had a life of their own. She raised her hands to her breasts.
Bob went on. He kissed rapidly up toward Kathy's pussy with his lips. The temperature of her most intimate zone increased two or three degrees-he could feel the feverish heat as it grew.
"Oh, please kiss me like that some more," Kathy grinned. "You make my pussy feel so good when you do that!" She was afraid that Bob had stopped the lascivious sucking when he pulled his head back.
"I will, KATHY, I will," Bob breathed. "I just love to look at you." He trickled his hands around, sliding his fingertips from her cheeks to the inner softness of her thighs. He caressed the curving line where her bottom met her leg.
Kathy shivered with delight at the lewd touch. Every part of her body was more sensuous than she'd imagined. First her labia, and now the ticklish curve where the elastic of her panties usually lay.
Bob stroked her legs, then thumbed the lips of Kathy's pussy open. The deep-pink valley between her frilly inner labia was glossy with dew. It was invitingly smooth, a tasty contrast to the scalloped petals of her pink cuntlips.
He breathed deep. Bob knew there was nothing that compared with the rich, clinging scent of a woman's pussy. His balls ached when he gazed at the lovely twists and folds of Kathy's vagina.
Lines curved between the collapsed walls of the luscious channel. It was like a maze filled with creamy fluid. The edges of her torn cherry had healed, and they ringed the fascinating pink of Kathy's hidden trove.
Bob looked into the satiny depths. Kathy's pussy hypnotized him. He extended his tongue and leaned forward. He watched the beautiful orifice as long as he could, then his tongue began the long, slow entry. He closed his eyes and put all his attention into his tongue.
Kathy began a slow, steady moaning. The lascivious invasion sent chills along her limbs. Her toes curled and her fingers turned into hooks. She drooled.
Kathy's pussy opened for his tongue. The meaty blade touched the sensitive folds and pushed them aside. Bob pushed the organ forward until it ached. He slung his jaw out and pulled his lips back. He wanted only the erotic purity of the taste of Kathy's vagina.
Kathy's tissues clung to the red wedge. Bob pushed slowly in, until his lips pressed up against Kathy's labia. He drew his tongue in, then thrust again. He kept his face pressed tight against her loins.
Kathy was astounded. Oh, God! I could put almost my whole hand in there, but I can feel all of his tongue! How can my body do that? I'm all around him and that little bit of Bob fills my pussy! She pushed down with her hips and tipped his head, trying to get that delightful little organ deeper in her pussy.
Bob began circling his tongue around in the soft meat. His hands stole around Kathy's hips. He pulled her closer and reamed the clinging walls again and again.
His balls were boiling. His prick literally ached, it strained so hard against his pants. He breathed musky fumes through his nose and opened his mouth wider.
He found a rhythm and fucked in and out with his tongue. Kathy's pussy flowed like a spring rain, wetting his mouth with oily goodness. He slid around and around, licking thrills into every corner of the little girl's vagina.
"Oh, my button, Bob-please kiss my clitty," Kathy whimpered. Her hips rocked on the bench. Her legs locked around his shoulders, holding him against the lewd swamp of her loins.
Bob pulled his tongue out of her winking hole. He explored the slick valley of her pussy with his nose, rubbing upward. He felt the little enclosure of her inner pussy lips and nuzzled the rigid nubbin that hid there. He lapped across her hole and teased her clitty until he ran out of breath.
"Oh, yes, Bob! Whatever you're doing, it feels wonderful!" Kathy exclaimed. She rolled her crotch upward further.
Bob licked the smooth, slippery cleft. He went slowly, starting just above her rectum, crossing the torch of her vagina, finishing with a tip-touch at her erected clit.
Kathy sobbed in ecstasy. The little ring of her asshole pooched out, then quivered shut with each lick. She felt every bumpy tastebud as it glided over her cuntmouth and caressed her inner labia. When the blunt point of Bob's muscular tongue trailed across her clitoris, every nerve in her slender body stood up with agonizing pleasure, Soon she dreaded the intense feeling and her cuntal zone flinched away from each stroke.
Bob felt Kathy tighten. He slowed the lapping rhythm until he felt Kathy's muscles unwind. He spent more time in between the twin centers of her passion, warming her body carefully.
The slow, tender manipulations made Kathy blossom. She felt her pussy open up. It was as if she moved underwater, with clear, dreamlike sensations swirling through her body. The floor of her pelvis opened to the sensuous lechery, and she started a languorous cum.
Bob matched the motions of Kathy's sinuously rolling hips. He licked and sucked, spearing his tongue into her clitoral nest.
The soft folds of Kathy's inner labia parted easily before his tongue. He rolled the delicate button of her clitty in circles, caressing its lascivious skin.
Kathy breathed, "Yes, that's right, Bob. I've cum, baby, yes." Her voice tapered off and she breathed harder. She was panting, amazed at the passionate power of her loins. Her orgasm continued, going on and on past anything the young girl had known.
Bob kept on, trying to impress the sexy child with his lewd endurance. He concentrated on her clit. Bob sucked the wet pulp of her labia into his mouth. He stabbed his tongue into the meaty wad of girlflesh again and again.
Kathy wanted to stop. The feelings were growing too intense for her. She pleaded in short gasps, but no words came out, just orgiastic humming.
Bob pulled the entire top of Kathy's pussy into his mouth. He milked at the soft, salty fold with his lips. She tried to push him away, but that made his blood race hotter. He loved the clear taste of Kathy's cunt.
Bob dug his fingers into her hips. He pulled her crotch against his face. His chin pressed the surrounding flesh into her hole. The tip of her clitty stood naked in his mouth and he lashed his tongue over it.
Kathy moaned ceaselessly. The pitch kept changing, going from bestial growls to a banshee keening. She pulled his head from side to side, fingers laced tight in his hair. Her ass bumped up and down on the bench.
Bob's tongue flickered like a fiery snake, writhing over and around Kathy's clit. Despite her twisting, he locked his mouth onto the top of her pussy and sucked the flesh in. His chin slid around on her hole, greased with the pouring flood of her cunty cream.
Bob felt the tightness in his balls spreading. His asscheeks tensed. His own hips rocked as fast as Kathy's bouncing butt. He growled and gnawed at her pussy. Bob mashed the tender folds with his lip-cushioned teeth. His jaws worked Kathy's slippery flesh into a juicy wad, floating in spit and sweat.
Kathy panted. She babbled senseless noises with every gasping breath. Her face was red. Her eyes bugged out, unseeing. Sweat flowed in streams. Even the roots of her blonde hair were sopping.
Bob grasped her cheek tight in one hand. The springy flesh tensed and flexed in time with her gasps and the lurid jiggling of her bouncing titties.
Kathy screamed in a mixture of fright and ecstasy. Bob jammed his finger against her ass, and the hole opened for it. He pushed it in, moving fitfully as the muscles spasmed around his digit.
Bob plunged his finger in and out. He sucked harder at her cuntlips. Kathy's clit bored into his tongue. His jaws ached, but he kept gnawing at her until his voice broke.
Bob's growls went to a high-pitched hum. The vibrations blew fuses in Kathy's pussy and she let go entirely. Out of control, she sobbed. Her heels bruised Bob's shoulders. Her head went back, and her corded neck strained with her cries.
Bob bucked. He picked Kathy up from the bench and smothered himself in her cunt. The juices drowned him, flooding his mouth. He struggled to gasp through his nose, but the short, sharp gusts weren't enough. His finger was clasped in the vise of her asshole.
Hot bursts of seed shot out of his rigid cock. He bit down on Kathy's cunt. The thick gushes filled his pants and he wobbled. He couldn't move his finger. Her ass had clamped too orgasmically tight around it.
Bob set Kathy back down on the bench. His forehead fell against her still-rolling crotch, and he gasped for breath.
"Oh, Bob! I-I don't believe it!" Kathy panted. "I didn't know I could go on so long!”
Bob just gulped and nodded. He was too drained to look up into her face.
Kathy lay sprawled on the bench, looking down at his head. Her cum tapered off, leaving her glowing inside.
"How did you learn how to do that to a girl?" Kathy murmured. “That's the best feeling I ever had, Bob.”
He looked up. His face was wet with her creamy juices. His eyes were weary-looking. "How did you learn to do it to a man?”
"I never did. I just wanted to kiss your penis when I saw it," Kathy smiled. "My God, but I love it!" She licked her lips and added, "would you like me to do it for you now?”
Bob shook his head, embarrassed. "Thank you, Kathy, but it wouldn't do much. I went off while I was eating you." He smiled sheepishly.
"I'm sorry! Gosh, if I could have just… " Kathy's voice trailed off. She picked up the hem of her skirt. It had lain on her belly all through the torrid sex. She flapped it over her pussy. "Whew! That really takes it out of me! I'm drenched!" She dropped the cloth over her lap demurely.
Bob reached into a drawer and pulled out a stack of clean shop towels. He mopped his face with one and said, "Here. Dry yourself off a little, Kathy.”
Kathy was dabbing at her face when she heard, "Aah, Bob?”
They both flinched. The liquor heir collected himself and said, "Yeah?" He turned toward the side door. "What is it, Wayne?”
The crewman looked embarrassed. "Well, uh, that is… " He looked from Bob to Kathy and back again.
"Come on in, Wayne," Bob said testily. He helped Kathy down from the bench. "Kathy, this is Wayne Taylor. He flies the backup plane." He turned. "You know Kathy Andrews, don't you?”
"I've seen her. 'S pleasure, miss." He hesitated again, then blurted, "We're winning, Bob. Four-and-a-half minutes." He ducked his head.
Kathy's eyes widened. "What happened to Daddy?”



Chapter 9


Kathy repeated her question. "Where's my father? What happened to him?" She gripped Bob's wrist and looked from one man to another.
"He's okay, Kathy," Bob assured her. "He seemed to have a little trouble with his controls, that's all.”
"You knew? You knew you were beating him and you-you-" Kathy gathered herself up. She stood rigid, sixty-two inches of irate young woman. "You rotten bastard! You wretched, sneaky bastard!”
She brushed past Wayne and ran out of the truck.
Kathy stooped to grab her panties. She jammed them into the pocket of her skirt and turned as if to say something, then spun and ran away.
Wayne looked from the fleeing girl to Bob Williams. "What the fuck is that about? So what if you beat her dad?”
"I'll tell you sometime, maybe. Go find George and we'll get the planes ready for tomorrow.”
Mary Jackson beckoned to Kathy as the little blonde stomped across the impound area, but Kathy stopped the older woman with a glare. When she reached her father's assigned spot, she found him and Milt looking inside one long wing with a flashlight. Milt greeted her and her father looked up.
"Hi, honey. What's up? Have you been having a good time today?" Mike tried to pass off his worry with cheerful questions.
"What happened to the glider, Daddy?" Kathy asked. "How come you lost so much time today?" Kathy was pale and shaking. "I was afraid something had happened to you. I only just found out." Her lower lip stuck out and her voice trembled.
Mike stood up and hugged his daughter. "Nothing's gonna happen to me, honey. I just had a tiny little problem, and I think I know what it is. Why don't you do me a favor and bring the wing stands out of the truck, okay?" He gave Kathy a peck on the forehead and turned her toward the camper. He started to pat her fanny, but thought better of it.
When Kathy came back with the carpet-lined holders, Milt and her father were holding the outboard aileron in their hands. She put the U-shaped brackets down and held the long, slender control surface while the men set the wing in the holders. "Did you find it, Daddy?" she asked, trying to look over their shoulders.
"Not sure," Mike grunted. "Hold that rod, Milt”
Mr. Jackson reached into the slot with a pliers. Mike snipped the safety wire and pulled out a piece of white metal about the thickness of a thumb with a rotating bronze ball in the end. It looked like a stubby lollipop.
Mike looked at the clamp that held the ball. "This is why I couldn't bank left." He pointed to a crack between the setscrews. "One God-damned broken Heim joint.”
"Can you fix it?" Kathy asked. "Do we have another one?”
Mike sighed heavily. "I only machined enough to outfit the plane. There's not much chance to find one like it. Besides, it's T-6, fully hardened aluminum, and I can't patch that crack.”
Milt spoke up. He took the broken joint and said, "Williams has a heli-arc in his rig, I might be able to get his welder to run a bead over it.”
Mike nodded. "All right, if you think he'll do it. Tell him not to get it too hot. A patch won't do me any good if he warps it so the bushing won't fit." He looked dispiritedly into the wing and added, "Thanks, Milt.”
Kathy put her hand on her father's back. "What happens if he can't weld it back together?”
"Well, then we might as well go home. I'll fix it and sell the plane." Mike looked disgruntled. "I figured I'd picked up another two minutes on Williams before the damn thing broke.”
"Oh, Daddy," Kathy said, leaning her head against him. "I'm just glad you didn't get hurt!”
"I'm not gonna get hurt, baby. I just had to fly a lot slower. I was halfway back when it got mushy. I had lots of altitude, but I couldn't throw her around much." He stood patting her fanny absently.
Kathy stood next to him for a minute, then said, "I'll fix us some lunch while you check the rest of the plane. I'm sure you're hungry.”
"Wasn't, till you mentioned it." Mike released his daughter's hip. He kissed her forehead. "I could use a little snack.”
Mike watched her step into the truck, thinking, She's a helluva good kid. Connie'd be proud of her.
I ought to stop flying. Everything we own, except that little house, is tied up in this sailplane. If I crash it, then Kathy's not gonna have a damn thing, not even me.
Kathy remembered her panties while she was inside the truck. She pulled them out of her pocket and hoisted her skirt to put them on.
Her wound was ugly. She looked at her pert ass in the mirror and sneered at the purpling blotch. She peeked around the curtain, making sure that her father wouldn't be walking in on her.
Kathy put a washcloth in the cooler, soaking it with ice water. She gasped at the cold touch as she scrubbed the crusting juices off her pussy.
Ow! That's so cold! It does feel kind of nice though. I think my ditty's getting hard!
I better not do this. Daddy's waiting for his lunch out there. The last thing he needs is to have me get all horny in here while he works.
Kathy looked at her fresh-scrubbed pussy in the mirror. The chill had turned her whole crotch bright pink. She dried off with a towel and pulled her panties on.
Darn it! The bottom part of that scab shows past my panties. I sure don't want Daddy to find out about it-it wouldn't be so bad if it showed on my panties. Anybody could see that I wasn't wearing them when I fell.
That Bob Williams is realty a prick! He took off right after Daddy, so he must have passed him on the way in. The leant he could have done was told me there was some trouble, instead of just slobbering all over my pussy. I hate him!
I'm gonna have to be really good to Daddy from now on. God, I would have just died if he found out about that horrible man! Any time I feel like touching myself again, I'm going to do it where it's safe. Maybe I'll be able to sneak in with Daddy while he's sleeping…
Kathy finished assembling a stack of sandwiches and went outside. Milt Jackson was back and the two men had taken the other wing apart to check it for stress. Kathy sat on the ground and listened to them while they ate.
They had put the second wing back together and slipped it onto the trailer when Bob Williams walked by. Mike met him.
"Is my Heim joint finished?" he asked.
"I'll take care of it when I get around to it," Bob said.
"It's been over two hours," Milt said. "You don't have anything that pressing, do you?”
Bob glared at Kathy, then looked at Mike. "I'm a little short-handed. I said I'd do it when I get around to it." He looked Mike over and added, "And then it'll be thirty bucks.”
Milt said, "What? Thirty bucks for a two-minute patch? Don't be ridiculous, Bob.”
Bob looked coolly at Milt. "I don't think your friend belongs in this league. If you can't pay, you shouldn't play.”
"All right. Where is it? I'm damned if I'll put up with your bullshit! I'll get my plane fixed myself if I have to glue it," Mike snarled.
"It's over in my truck. I don't think your glider should be allowed to fly tomorrow. There's obviously no place that will weld that piece on Sunday, and anything less endangers everyone here," Bob answered. "I'm filing against you if that backyard bomb even comes off its trailer tomorrow.”
Mike spat and headed for William's plush mobile hangar. Milt cleared his throat, saying calmly, "I am still the chief official at this meet. You've already lost one protest this weekend. Would you like to try having your competition license pulled?”
Williams sneered and turned away. Milt called out, "By the way-Mary's only after your money. Believe me; I know her.”
Kathy sat stunned. She didn't even object when Mike said, "Stay here. I'll be back soon," and roared off in the truck.
She tagged along dumbly after Milt when he invited her to the timekeeper's stand. Kathy looked at the middle-aged man and wondered how long he'd known of his young wife's unfaithful wandering.
"Why did you say that about your wife?" she asked.
"Kathy, I'm almost sixty. I quit flying in competition about the time you were born. I quit fooling myself about Mary the week after. She's half my age, she's pretty, and very sexy. I like her a great deal, but I don't trust her an inch. I could have let her fool Bob, but there's no point in it. He would wind up with only half his money, and I'd end up without a wife I've grown very fond of. He'll learn, but there's no reason his lesson should come at my expense." Milt looked at Kathy. Her face was knotted with thought. He went on, "He's no threat to me now, just like your father is no threat.”
Kathy started. "What do you mean?" she said defensively.
"Kathy, don't try to fool me. You knew about it last night at dinner. Mary won't come between you and your father, no matter what you think." Milt rubbed his chin. "You don't hide your feelings very well. Maybe that's why I like you. Can we be friends?”
Kathy scowled, then her features eased. She stuck out her hand. "Okay. You're a nice man, Mr. Jackson. I think I like you, too.”
"It's Milt, to you, Kathy." He shook the little blonde girl's hand and whispered, still smiling, "Here comes Mary now. Be nice to her, please? She wouldn't hurt you for the world.”
"Hey! What are you two plotting?" Mary asked. She hugged her husband.
"Kathy and I have just divided the world between us. I get every thing east of Greenwich, and she gets all the rest. Why don't we all go look at the charts and see how many winners we can pick?”
The last few sailplanes were lining up to land at dusk when Mike returned. He brought the repaired Heim joint to the timekeeper's stand. "Milt, would you like to inspect this?" he called.
Jackson stood up. "It's your neck, Mike." He took the part in his hand. "Very good. I'll pass this. Can't even see the weld!”
"There isn't one," Mike said smugly. 'The gas station at the junction sent me to an old hobbyist He had some of the right alloy and he machined a new cap." Mike reached into his pocket. "He welded the old one, too. Cost four dollars.”
"That's great, Daddy. Boy, I'd love to see Bob's face when he looks at this!" Kathy bounced with glee. "Will you be able to put it together in time?”
"If we get started now, it'll be finished before the guard kicks us out of here," Milt said. He pinched Mary. "Let's get useful, youthful. The man has to take off second in the morning.”
The control swivel was reinstalled in no time. Milt offered Kathy and Mike dinner again, but Mr. Andrews declined. Kathy smiled thinly at Mary when the voluptuous brunette said, "Make sure he gets plenty of rest tonight, Kathy. It's a big day tomorrow." The little blonde hadn't quite forgiven Mary yet.
Mike padlocked the trailer and pulled himself wearily into the truck. "I'm beat. This had been a helluva long day, Kathy." He started the motor and asked, "You don't mind not going out for dinner tonight, do you? If you were old enough to drive, I would have accepted.”
"I don't mind at all, Daddy. I just want to spend the evening with you. Why don't we just have a little supper and go to bed?”
Kathy was cooking at their campsite when Mike noticed the scratches on her legs. He grabbed the hem of her skirt. "What happened to you, honey? Your legs look like hell!”
"Nothing, Daddy. I just got scratched up a little. I-uh, some of my homework blew away and I had to chase it. Through the bushes, you know?" Kathy moved away.
"What about your hip? Why are you limping?” Mike sounded very concerned in spite of his fatigue.
Kathy threw his dinner onto a plate and handed it to him. Mike watched her close up. "What happened to your hip, Kathy?”
Kathy moved around the table and sat. "I tripped." She took a mouthful of food and mumbled, "I'm not limping now.”
"Nobody limps when they're sitting down. Now tell me what happened." Mike glared across the table. His fatigue showed, making him look old and careworn.
"I told you, Daddy. I tripped. While I was chasing my homework paper." Kathy picked at her food. "Please don't ask me any more, Daddy.”
"I want to see that right after dinner. You might need to see a doctor.”
"Why are you picking on me? I'm all right! Just leave me alone," Kathy sobbed. She tripped moving away from the table and ran to the camper.
Mike stood and followed her. He didn't understand why his child had burst out crying.
He stepped up into the old bread truck. Kathy's sobs were noisily audible behind the curtain. Mike braced himself and stepped through.
Kathy lay face-down, crying on the floor. Her slender torso shook. The faded skirt was hiked up almost to the rim of her panties. She turned her head to look at Mike and a fresh gust of sobs filled the camper.
Mike leaned over her and let the girl's bunk down from the wall. He lifted her gently and set her on the thin foam-rubber mattress. She lay on her side with one hand covering her mouth. Her eyes were rimmed with red.
"What is it, honey?" Mike asked softly. "Please tell me what's wrong." He touched her shoulder. A pang ripped his chest when Kathy shrank away from his hand.
"Do you love me, Daddy?" Kathy asked, terror in her eyes.
"Of course, Kathy. I always love you. You know that." He watched her unwind slowly, moving very slightly closer to him. Mike knelt on the floor beside the bunk.
"You won't be mad at me, will you?”
"Why should I be, darling? There's nothing you could do that would make me mad at you.”
"You're gonna be mad, I know it!" Kathy started sobbing again.
Mike sagged. He looked at Kathy, then put his arms around the frail child. "Just tell me what it is. I promise I won't be angry.”
"It's about my hip. I wasn't doing homework." Kathy searched Mike's face. "I was sunbathing out in the brush.”
Mike's groin pulsed with the first hot surge of an erection. He anticipated Kathy's next statement. "Yes, honey?”
"I took off my clothes. All of them. It really felt nice, with the sun and the breeze. It was really a good day for it.”
Mike's cock snapped to its full length. He visualized his nubile daughter, lying naked in the sunshine. He tried to push the picture out of his mind's eye. "And what happened, Kathy?”
"Well, that's how I got my legs scratched up." She paused. "Please hold me closer, Daddy. I want you to lie down with me. It hurts to think about it.”
Mike grunted as he climbed up onto the narrow bunk. He had to throw one leg over his daughter's hips to fit on the mattress. "Better?”
Kathy nodded and hid her face in his throat. "This man came up." She felt her father stiffen. "He scared me. He wouldn't let me put my skirt on at first. He even took my panties and said I had to-to suck him before he'd let me go. There wasn't anybody else around or I would have screamed.”
Mike's jaw clenched. He stroked Kathy's hair and said, "go on, baby. I'm listening.”
"He was terrible! He said all kinds of nasty things about you and about our glider." Kathy waited.
“That doesn't matter, honey. Did he hurt you?” Mike's rage burned even hotter than his rampant prick.
"No, he touched my bottom, but he didn't hurt me. He made me so mad that I jumped at him and ran away. That's how I scratched up my legs, running away. You're not mad at me, are you, Daddy?" Kathy stiffened, waiting for his answer.
"Of course not, Kathy." Mike paused. "How did you hurt your hip?”
"I fell down running around Bob Williams' trailer. He would have caught me, too, except that I knocked Mr. Williams down and he made the man give my panties back." Kathy pulled her head back. Her father looked troubled. She put her hand on his shoulder.
"You're sure you aren't mad at me?" Kathy asked. She planted a lingering kiss on Mike's mouth.
"Please don't," Mike groaned. "I told you about that, honey." He looked miserably into his daughter's face. Kathy closed her eyes and kissed him softly again.
"I need you, Daddy," she breathed. "I need you so bad!" A jewel-like tear gathered in each blue eye. "You're all I've got.”
Mike felt his heart tearing slowly in two. "Don't cry, Kathy, please don't cry." He pulled her head against his chest.
Kathy struggled out from under his hand. "I will, Daddy. I'm going to lie right here with you and cry until you love me." She moved back, resting her head in the corner of the bunk and the wall. She lay silently. Her wide-open eyes brimmed with tears.
Mike watched the crystal drops flow, spotting the pillow. He cursed himself silently, and reached for his daughter.
Kathy's lips were soft, faintly salty with her tears. Her mouth opened slowly and Mike let his tongue flow in. His daughter's mouth was fresh, warmly wet. Kathy sucked very gently at his tongue.
Mike explored his child's mouth. Her tongue invited his to roll fluidly around, sampling all the moist textures of her kiss. He felt oafish, his thick tongue filling his daughter's girlish mouth.
Kathy stopped crying. Her arms went around her father's neck. She caressed his nape, twining her fingers in the sandy hair. She touched his ears and smoothed her fingers over his brow.
Kathy's mouth pulled more urgently at Mike's tongue. He pulled his daughter closer in the crook of his arm. Kathy's fine, firm breasts pressed and flattened against his chest Mike's prick stood like a thick flagpole in his pants. Kathy brought her hips closer, beneath his leg. She pressed herself against the hard bulge. The upper point of her pelvis rubbed against her father's erect member.
Kathy slid her hand lasciviously down Mike's back. She ran her cool fingertips around his waist, skidding just beneath the edge of his pants. She put her hand on her father's muscular buttocks and pulled him harder against her.
"No, honey,” Mike breathed, breaking the long, slippery kiss. "It's wrong, Kathy.”
"It's not, Daddy," Kathy whispered. "It's never wrong when I need you." She put her hand between their bodies and measured the length of her father's rigid cock. "Please, Daddy? I'll die if we can't.”
"Kathy, darling daughter," Mike began, but she stopped his words with a kiss. He half-heartedly closed his lips, but Kathy's tongue pressed insistently into his mouth. She pressed forward until Mike's jaw opened, and her tongue slithered over every tooth in his head.
Mike's response grew, heating his loins more and more. His tongue replied to Kathy's. His knees bent, trapping her undulating hips tighter against him.
Kathy leaned against the wall. She spread her fingers against Mike's chest. "Let's get undressed, Daddy," the child murmured.
Mike shook his head imperceptibly. The incestuous step she asked him to take terrified him.
Kathy's mouth quivered. "You think I'm ugly, that I'll never be anything but an ugly, skinny little kid." Her tears beaded up again. "Daddy, I'm not ugly! You should want me! Please, Daddy!" Her voice trembled.
"My poor, pretty darling," Mike said. Every little bead of water in his daughter's eye cut into him like a dull knife. He touched her firm little breast.
The nipple hardened under his fingers. It poked through the thin T-shirt like a hot nugget. Kathy fondled the cloth-hidden lump of his hard-on.
Mike was trapped. He knew his daughter wouldn't let him stop, but his sensibilities wouldn't let him continue. He shook all over, but his fingertips caressed the little gloves of Kathy's breasts.
The slender blonde pulled her imprisoned arm from under her father's neck. She sat up on the narrow bunk and pulled her T-shirt off. The sliding cloth stiffened both nipples into berry pink points.
Mike looked at the luscious tips. Kathy's aureoles shaded from lemonade pink at the sharp-defined edges to coral across the square points. He reached slowly to touch them.
Each perfect tip was firm and rubbery. They indented slightly with his soft pinch, but the core was rock-hard. Kathy looked moistly into his face as he explored the miraculous beauty of her nipples. She lowered her eyelids and floated in the sensation.
Kathy kept palming her father's cock. Her hand slid across the bulge, then wandered to his crotch. She pressed gently on the hard width of his trapped balls. She loved the virile warmth between his strong thighs.
Mike looked past his eyebrows at Kathy as he moved toward her bosom. Her smile widened slightly and she nodded at her father. He kissed the twin pearls of her nipples.
Kathy all but forgot Mike's crotch. His tongue lapped around the base of each little tittie and the wet slithering drove her wild.
Mike kissed all around the pink circles that tipped his daughter's exquisite breasts. He'd never felt the firm, springy softness of a little girl's flesh before. His daughter was twice as deliciously feminine as any woman he'd known. Her perfect skin was smooth and unmarked. Kathy's bosom was evenly firm, white as milk. He almost feared the pleasure of kissing her nipples.
Kathy held his head before her chest. She waited breathlessly to feel her father's mouth sucking her hot-pointed titties in, to feel him drawing all the lewd sensuality from the alert spires.
Mike parted his lips and put them around the hard tip of one delightful breast. He inhaled, and the moving air chilled Kathy's pink nugget. The jewel stiffened to its ultimate, and Mike pressed it between his lips.
His hands still circled the firm tissues of Kathy's tittie. He covered the smooth circle of her aureole and rolled his tongue around the bead. The stiff, rubbery responsiveness delighted him. Mike chewed gently at his daughter's nipple. A slight hint of female pungency flowed over his taste buds when he sucked.
Kathy couldn't sort out what her father was doing to her nipples. Pleasure flowed from the point, filling her whole body. She knew that her pussy was warming to the tender mauling, but all her sensuous feeling focused at the tip of her breast. She breathed deeper and a little humming sound vibrated in her throat. Kathy ran her hands over her father's head and enjoyed the kisses.
Mike moved his mouth off her nipple. He dabbed around her corona with the tip of his tongue. He pressed the little circle in, and; the indented flesh sprang back up. He surrounded Kathy's stiff tip with loving little stabs of delight, then he lapped across the sensitive end. Mike bathed Kathy's nipple with long, lascivious strokes, not stopping until his daughter began twisting sinuously.
Kathy rubbed her breasts across Mike's face. She thrilled to the sensation each time her nipples bent sideways and slid on her father's skin. She wondered if the feeling would be stronger if her titties were bigger. Any more hot delight would have overpowered the girl.
Mike leaned back and looked into his daughter's face. His eyes were no longer troubled, he smiled at her, his eyebrows asking if she'd enjoyed the tender attentions of his kisses. Kathy sat up, her wide, glossy-lipped smile telling him of her contentment.
The slim blonde girl undid her father's buttons. She pulled his shirt open and kissed his flat nipples. The little brown tips poked up like pencil points. She kissed the hairy line down the center of his belly and began opening his pants.
Mike's guilt disappeared. He watched Kathy spread his fly open. He waited, trembling, for her to draw his cock out. He couldn't remember when his prick had been as hard as it was now.
Kathy pulled at his trousers, trying to slide them down his hips. Mike lay like a sultan, luxuriating in his daughter's lewd attentions. He raised his body slightly, and Kathy tugged the pants from under his buttocks. Mike was mesmerized by Kathy's flowing blonde hair. Her titties hung over his crotch and swayed in fractions of an inch. Even hanging down, they looked firm, springy, and utterly delicious.
Kathy pulled his shoes and socks off. She pulled each leg of his pants off, then let the heavy cloth drop to the floor at the foot of the bunk. She moved back up toward his crotch and put her hand on Mike's prick.
He moaned. Mike rested on his elbows and watched his half-naked daughter caress his still-hidden erection. Every tender, sensuous touch made the hot blood pound in his rampant pole. He gasped when her fingers slid inside his fly and he felt his daughter touch the awesome weapon for the first time.
Kathy loved the feeling of her father's cock. It seemed more alive, more real than Bob's prick. The stiff warmth flowed into her fingers. She pulled her hand away.
The little blonde girl smiled at her father. "It's lovely," she told him. "I think it's just wonderful, Daddy." Mike melted inside at her praise.
Kathy pulled the elastic down from his waist. She lifted the band over Mike's virile saber and he raised his hips. Kathy tempted herself, not looking at the wide-knobbed tool until she'd stripped her father's shorts completely off.
"Ooohh," she breathed. Kathy sneaked up along his slightly spread legs. The heavy, wrinkled mass of his scrotum drew her gaze, but her eyes locked onto the fleshy column of her daddy's cock.
Kathy lifted it from his belly. She caressed the vein-traced skin of the shaft with her fingertips. "It's so big, Daddy," she said, looking wide-eyed into his face. "It must feel wonderful!" She lowered her head and kissed the sweat-gleaming shaft.
"Honey," Mike cooed, "I don't think you should do that right now. I'm about to go off." He held his breath and watched his pretty daughter reluctantly stop. The feathery touches of her lips had made his glans swell to its hugest purple width.
Kathy touched the insides of his thighs. Mike opened his legs a little further for her. The lovely child inspected the meaty mystery of his sac.
"I like these," she whispered, rolling his balls inside the loose covering. Her fingers measured the egg-like shapes and she felt the twining cords and tubes that held them. Kathy reveled in the oily feel of his crotch-sweat.
Mike felt the familiar ache of extreme arousal clamp down inside his balls. His daughter held the hot orbs and examined the grizzled skin of his sac. He moaned when her soft hair trailed like hundreds of tiny fingers across his swollen prick.
"I'm not hurting you, am I, Daddy?" Kathy asked. He shook his head. She watched his face closely. Her eyes gleaned as she said, "Can I look at you more later? I want to feel this beautiful penis inside me now.”
Mike nodded. He closed his eyes. It was all the man could do to keep himself from grabbing his daughter and tearing the skirt away from her Joins. He felt her move off of the bunk and heard her unbuttoning her skirt.
Mike watched his daughter skin out of the garment. Her hair flowed almost to the tops of her high-set breasts. Her white panties clung tightly to the pad of flesh over her pubic bone. The rounded width of her hips surprised him. His daughter was so thin, yet her body had become womanly, almost before he'd noticed.
Kathy kept her skinned hip away from her father's view as she stood in front of him. She loved the assured, masculine way he leaned on one elbow and looked at her. The little girl thrust her titties forward. Her sucked-in waist accentuated the points of her hipbones, and each pussylip showed its delicious shape through her panties.
"Do you like looking at me, Daddy?" Kathy asked. She surveyed him, from his hungry face to the massive pole that sprang hot from his loins.
"You are beautiful, Kathy," Mike said sincerely. "I've never seen a woman who could compare to you," His eyes drank in every erotic feature of his daughter's slim body.
Kathy turned in profile. Her breasts peeked shyly through the curtain of her shimmering hair when she bent to remove her panties. She straightened and turned toward her father. The pale beauty flowed, rather than walked, to the bunk.
A lump rose in Mike's throat. Kathy moved toward him. Her delectable, naked closeness made sweat break out from every pore. He moved against the chilly metal wall of the truck and his lovely daughter slid onto the mattress beside him.
Kathy felt herself trembling. She wanted to feel her father enter her wet, clinging pussy, but the immense size and heat of his proud weapon scared her. She lay on her back and begged for gentleness with her wide blue eyes.
Mike rolled on top of his daughter. Her parchment-smooth skin radiated heat. He supported his torso on one arm and grasped his prick. "Are you sure, honey?" he asked softly. Mike realized they shook like two leaves.
Kathy opened her mouth, but no sound came out. She gulped and nodded. Her pussy was a steaming oven of need. She felt the rich juices coating her flesh. She had to have her father's cock now, despite its awesome size.
Mike guided the head of his cock up against his daughter's pussy. Her knees were high on each side of him. The sudden, slippery heat met his knob and amazed him.
Connie had always loved screwing, but even she wasn't as hotly ready as twelve-year-old Kathy. Mike spread Kathy's slippery labia with his thumb and forefinger and gasped. Her body nestled around the blunt end of his cock like a full-lipped mouth.
Kathy willed her legs open farther. She needed Mike's cock desperately. She thought her hips would separate and swallow him up.
Her cunny was tight, clinging lasciviously as Mike inched his prick deeper. He watched his daughter's eyes while his glans slowly opened the walls of her vagina.
Kathy hummed with intense pleasure. The sensitive flesh of her pussy caressed the firm invader. She felt herself spreading around the spongy mass of her father's cockhead, and the little girl had to force herself not to cum. The ridge around his wide glans hadn't passed her pubic sphincter yet, and Kathy wanted all the incestuous fullness her father could give.
Mike felt the slight dry unreadiness of the inner channel. He pulled back a fraction, and the clinging entrance of Kathy's pussy stayed against his prick. A little more juice spread over the flaring head and he moved forward again.
"I love you, Daddy," Kathy said, her voice was low and soft. She moved her hips under him, letting her pussy plead for more of his magical cock.
"I love you too, Kathy," Mike said. "I've never loved anybody so much before." He moved his hips in circles, and his cockhead entered a trifle farther. Each slow rotation lubricated the couple's flesh a little more. Kathy's pussy milked at the rich width of Mike's knob, and he felt the wetness grow.
Every time Mike pulled his cock back from his daughter's tender orifice, she closed the soft circle of her vaginal sphincter. The little blonde made her pussy kiss her father's glans, caressing the heart-shaped end over and over again.
Mike pushed a little farther, and his ridge passed the narrow, wet gate to Kathy's inner depths. The soft folds of her intimate grotto clung around his nerve-laden prickhead. Mike and Kathy hummed in simultaneous pleasure. She nodded up at him.
Kathy felt the narrow neck of her daddy's cock move back and forth in her cunny. The ring of cuntal muscle caressed it, sucking like a little mouth. She squeezed and pulled at the smooth stiffness until Mike shook his head.
Kathy forced the loving muscle to relax. She realized what her father wanted as he began longer, more forceful strokes. She matched his movement, hoping to feel the lush fullness of his prickhead deep in her belly.
Mike still rotated his cock in Kathy s pussy. He felt a virile happiness spread through his loins, he hadn't had such lascivious happiness since Kathy's mother had died. He reveled in the swampy warmth of his daughter's pussy.
Kathy ignored the twinges from her bruised hip. She responded to her father's rollicking movements with fluid rocking. Her hips moved as free as oil-filled pillows, swiveling and swallowing the increasing length of her daddy's rock-hard prick.
Mike stirred around in his daughter's pussy. His cock stretched the walls and moved her innards around. He sank steadily deeper in her yielding flesh. Kathy's juicy responsiveness thrilled every nerve in his body.
Kathy was ready to start cumming around her father's ever-moving organ. The lewd circling stretched her down-fuzzed labia, pulling them back and forth against her clit. The stiff nubbin sent rays of erotic sensation throughout her slender body. She held her orgasm off, knowing that the hot feeling would build until she couldn't sustain any more pleasure.
Kathy's overheated cunny felt the first wiry coils of her father's cockbush brushing her skin. Though her cuntal channel was soaked with the musky oil of her lewdness, Mike hadn't yet plunged full depth in her. She arched upward, trying to get the last inch of his cock inside her.
Suddenly a new sensation jolted Kathy. The thick, blunt end of Mike's cock nudged her womb. She rocked her hips, and the pressure stopped for a moment Mike thrust again, and the inward thrill made the girl gasp.
Mike smiled down into her fluttering eyes. He felt the hard delight of her cervix, and he slid his cock all the way home. Every long, slow circle of their welded hips would make his cockridge slide across the deep-hidden organ.
Kathy felt all her control fading away. Any semblance of thought fled from her mind. She knew her cum was starting, and her father's pubic bone ground against the stiff trigger of her clit.
Kathy started cumming. Her cuntal sphincter clasped around the base of her father's cock. Her hips churned like a washing machine. Her knees flew wrenchingly farther apart and she thrust her clenching cunt against Mike.
Mike rolled in the rhythmic waves of his daughter's orgasm. He felt the charge grow at the base of his cock. His balls swayed like two meaty pendulums. He romped in her passionate depths.
Mike had never felt a pussy so luxurious. Kathy's cunt squeezed his prick like a buttery fist. Her heels hooked behind his knees, urging him to ride her cunt faster and harder.
Mike rampaged in her clenching depths. An icy thrill welled up in his prickhead. His asscheeks tightened. Mike plunged into his orgiastic daughter with complete abandon. He looked into her sweating face and locked his mouth on hers.
His tongue thrust into her mouth. Kathy's hot breath gusted on his cheek. Kathy felt her father fucking her in her cunt and her mouth. She shuddered under him. His body was like a mountain, heavy and rock-hard on top of her.
Their loins locked together. Kathy and her father bucked in unison. Lost in the fiery tension of her own orgasm, Kathy felt her daddy's prick tensing and knew he was shooting masses of thick, stringy cum into her belly.
Tears of joy spurted from her eyes. Kathy felt the stabbing force of the seed against the mouth of her womb. She wept gladly as Mike's muscles in-knotted and he collapsed in the wide cradle of her hips.
Kathy kept rolling and hunching under him. Her motions slowed and she sucked less at Mike's tongue. Her cum burst faded and she lay quiet, impaled by her father's still-hard prick.
Headlights blazed through the windshield. Kathy saw the curtain at the front of the truck move in the wind. Mike had left the big sliding door open!



Chapter 10


Mike felt his daughter tense under him. He opened his eyes as she hissed, "Someone's outside!”
It had grown dark while Mike and Kathy fucked in the camper. The little bulbs glowed yellow. Mike levered himself onto his elbows and whispered, "Put on a nightgown, honey." He slid his cock out of Kathy's tight-clenched pussy and reached for his pants.
Gravel crunched under the tires as the car outside stopped. Mike dressed rapidly and went outside. He gathered up the cooking gear and turned out the lantern.
Kathy was sitting up in her bunk with a sheet pulled over her lap. "What is it, Daddy?" she asked. She heard the door slide closed before he answered.
"It's just a couple of kids looking for a place to neck," Mike said. He brushed through the slit in the curtain with their unfinished plates in his hands.
Kathy patted the bunk beside her. Mike sat and handed his smiling daughter a plate. "I hope they have as nice a time as I did," she said. Kathy leaned against her father's shoulder.
"You liked that, didn't you?" Mike said. He put his arm around her. Kathy nodded. He kissed her quickly and added, "I don't think they'll be that lucky. I never had anybody as good as you." They ate in silence, touching one another gently all the while.
Mike set the plates down and began hanging his hammock. Kathy watched him sleepily for a few seconds, then realized what her father was doing.
"Oh, Daddy! I thought you would sleep next to me!" Her voice was plaintive.
Mike turned guiltily. "I really shouldn't, baby. I have to fly tomorrow, and it's going to be a very big day." He looked into her saddened face and stepped across to comfort her.
"Hey, honey, it's okay. I'll hold you until you go to sleep, all right?" Mike folded his arms around Kathy and hugged her.
She snuggled against his chest. "I don't want to sleep without you at all," she said, "not ever. I need you all the time, Daddy.”
Mike held her until she fell asleep. He suddenly realized he was dead tired, just as he took his neatly folded pajamas out of the cupboard. In the warmth of the truck, he decided to dispense with his modesty. He lay naked in the hammock, brooding about his daughter.
What the hell have I done? Kathy's a beautiful girl, but she's my daughter! How am I going to break this off without having my baby hate me?
And how in the world can I keep from fucking her* Kathy's fantastic in the sack. I haven't been able to keep anything away from her when she cries, just like tonight.
Damn my ass! She got jealous of Mary. I bet she wasn't just lying there naked when that character saw her. I didn't realize that kids her age got so hot. Maybe if I'd been more careful, kept her away from…
From what? and how would I? Shit, I guess it's natural far a girl who's growing up as fast as she is-and I'm the only person she's got.
But she sure is good.
Kathy woke up in the middle of the night. It wasn't her father's snoring that did it, but she felt warm and happy when she realized he was there. Kathy looked over. Just as she'd thought, he lay on his back in the hammock.
"I love you, Daddy. Thank you for making love with me tonight,” she whispered.
Kathy's eyes strained in the darkness. She couldn't quite make out what she thought she saw.
Is he naked? I better go find out. At least it's not too cold. This little shorty gown he gave me isn't much more than being naked, and I feel warm enough.
He sure is funny about this nightgown. I remember when he told me I was growing up and should have some slinky stuff to wear. He didn't even want to see me in it!
Of course, you can see right through it. Even in the dark like this, my nipples show. I wonder why something like this has panties with it. I never wear panties to bed.
Maybe it's just so somebody can take them off. That seems silly, but I like taking Daddy's pants off tonight.
He is naked! And his penis is hard again!
I really like the way it looks. I wonder if Daddy would wake up if I touched it? God, my pussy is getting all wet, just thinking about having it in there again!
Oooh! That must be Daddy's stuff leaking out of me! I thought it would just stay up inside my pussy. He must have shot it really deep, 'cause nothing came out while we ate.
Kathy touched her finger to the sticky mass that flowed onto her thigh. She looked around the interior of the truck and toweled some of the thick semen from her leg.
A wild surmise hit her. Kathy pulled her hair back out of her eyes. The blonde tresses were silvery in the dimness. She pulled her father's heavy tool box, across the floor, setting it just under the edge of the hammock.
Kathy touched her sleeping father's prick. The organ wasn't quite as ragingly hard as it had been when he'd slid it into her cunny, but it was stiff enough.
Mike stirred slightly in his slumber. Kathy froze. She half-expected him to wake, but he only moved his arm and resumed his snoring.
Kathy grasped his prick firmly. It throbbed and stiffened slightly in her hand. Satisfied that he was asleep, she stood on the toolbox. The twelve-year-olds pussyhair was damp. Her warm juices flowed as she judged the best way to carry out her plan.
She knew the hammock would swing if she leaned on it, possibly even dumping Mike out. Kathy carefully raised one leg. She braced her free hand against the side of the truck and swung her long thigh across Mike's supine form.
Kathy put her knee down on the sheet-covered netting of the hammock. She leaned forward and balanced herself on tiptoe. Almost falling, she had to let her father's cock go.
"Damn!" she breathed. The slender little blonde put her hand next to her father's head. She gradually shifted her weight until she could pull her foot up from the toolbox. The hammock tipped under her. She had one knee and the opposite hand bearing all her weight on the unstable sling.
Kathy shook with intense concentration. The netting moved under her like a tightrope. She drew in her leg and the hand that she'd braced against the wall.
Kathy breathed a sigh of relief. She finally rested on ail fours over her sleeping father. Her knees were planted on either side of his waist. She was afraid that the lacy edge of her sheer nighty had tickled against his belly, but it hung just above the hairy skin.
She rose slowly to her knees. Her shift made the hammock sink in the middle, but its wobbling stopped. She stole one hand down to Mike's cock again.
Kathy's pussy was hot and very wet. She spread the barely-furred lips with two fingers and settled down onto Mike's jutting shaft.
Mike stirred in his sleep. He dreamed again about the marvelous clinging heat of his daughter's cunny.
Kathy held her breath. She didn't want Mike to wake up until the whole head of his cock was inside her vagina. She held completely still when he said, "We can't, Kathy. We just can't do it any more.”
Mike was silent again. Kathy tried sliding down on the rigid pole, but her eager pussy wasn't quite wet enough. The little girl bit her lip.
Mike's cock bent a little. Kathy rotated her hips, trying to work the stiff cock into her cunny, but it wouldn't slip in.
The hammock was still unstable, even with her knees poking down into the fabric. "At least it isn't far to fall," Kathy whispered to herself.
The slim blonde rubbed her pussyslit back and forth on her father's broad cockehad. The blunt tip spread her cuntal dew along the smooth valley between the inner labia. Kathy's clitoris grew stiffer. She held the cockshaft up and pressed the wide knob against her pink nubbin.
Kathy liked the slick, slippery sensation almost as much as lovemaking. Her pulse accelerated. She quit worrying about falling out of the hammock.
Kathy hummed under her breath. Shivery feelings of delighted lewdness fluttered from her pussy to her brain. Her pussy felt as if a cascade of rich juices flowed in her vagina.
Kathy kept watching her father's face as she tried inserting the long saber again. He moved his lips from time to time, but his eyes didn't open. Kathy knew he was dreaming by the rolling motions of his eyeballs.
She was wet enough at last. Kathy pried at her labia, trying to stretch the intimate doorway open. The cockhead was halfway in, deliciously cleaving her cuntwalls, when Mike's eyes snapped open.
Kathy held her father's prick tight and jammed herself down onto it. "Aaahhhh," she gasped. The rapid penetration made her limbs spasm.
"Kathy! What the hell ate you doing?" Mike hissed: "You can't-WE can't!”
Kathy leaned forward. She let the delicate points of her nipples press against his chest. "Don't move," she whispered. "We'll fall out." She kissed Mike before he could say anything. Kathy flexed her legs and rolled her naked butt, slipping farther onto his ambushed prick.
When Kathy lay along Mike's torso, the middle of the hammock rose again. Without willing it, Mike found his cock propelled deeper into, his daughter's pussy. The walls were even hotter than the first time his cock had slid between them. Mike hummed his pleasure into his daughter's open mouth.
Kathy rose from his lips. She put her hands on his shoulders. Mike began to speak, but she shushed him with her palm.
"No, I won't stop, Daddy. I love it, and you haven't had hardly anybody at all since Mom died. You need this, too." She smiled at him.
"Don't you like having your daughter make love to you? You don't even have to move, Daddy. I want you to feel good, and rest there too." She took her hand away from his mouth.
"Oh, Kathy! This is no way to make me rest. I was dreaming about you, trying to figure out how to tell you that we can't do this." Mike looked up into his daughter's eyes. "Don't you understand, honey? It's not right." He felt miserable. He enjoyed the tight slipperiness of her youthful cunny.
"But you like this, Daddy. You know you do. I'm not going to stop. I won't ever tell anybody, and I won't get pregnant, so we don't have anything to worry about, you see?" Kathy pushed down until all of Mike's prick was stiffly poking into her belly. "I'd just die if we couldn't make love any more.”
Mike looked at her. His hips rolled involuntarily. A second cum built up in his rock-hard gland. Kathy was a lovely girl. His will power faded when her lower lip quivered. He let his face lose the concerned frown he'd worn since waking. Mike put his hands on Kathy's hips and pressed his pubic bone against her.
"Oh, thank you, Daddy!" Kathy moved her pelvis in a slow grind and his prick slid inside her like a spoon in a rich sauce. She smiled at him.
"Do you like it this way?" Kathy asked Mike. He nodded, "I bet you'd like to see me naked." She pulled the flimsy nightgown up over her head and tossed it away.
Mike's throat had a lump the size of a tennis ball. Tenderness and lust choked him. Kathy's perfect little breasts moved in circles as her pussy rotated around his cock.
He didn't even have to move. Every time Kathy shifted forward or back, the hammock moved his cock around in her pussy. Mike smiled at her and touched the joyous cones of her titties.
"I love it, honey. Will you come that way?" Mike asked. His heart was so full that tears rose in his eyes. Kathy's pretty face blurred.
"I will, Daddy, I will. I'm starting already," she panted. "Please keep touching my titties like that. It makes my pussy get hotter and hotter.”
Kathy quit rocking back and forth. She leaned against the hammock with her hands. Mike's ass rose with the knotted sling. The little girl bit her lip. Even in the dimness, a thin film of perspiration gleamed on her pale skin.
Mike fondled the little hillocks of her bosom. He thumbed the stiff, responsive nipples back and forth, hoping to make the heat in his daughter's pussy grow into unquenchable flame.
The hammock swayed from side to side, rocking with the tight circles Kathy's ass described. She ground at Mike's prick until she couldn't keep the steady rhythm. Her pussy drove her into short, sharp spasms. Kathy realized that she had to do more to draw the molten seed from Mike's balls.
Mike gasped with exquisite pleasure when Kathy rose to her knees and slid back down onto his cock. He put his hands on her smooth asscheeks and guided the strokes. Kathy met the hint so well that it was like she jacked her cunt along his prick.
Kathy's lubrication began to fail. Her pussy felt hotter, but not the pleasant heat of her ongoing orgasm. The tissues seemed to rub against Mike's prick instead of sliding lasciviously. Kathy gritted her teeth and kept urging, trying to milk the cum out of Mike's cock.
Mike felt the change in her pussy. He quit loafing. He had been lying back, enjoying the bounce of his daughter's titties and the sumptuous folds of her cunt. Now he tightened his ass and began helping her.
The prick stiffened. Kathy was whimpering with need, wanting to feel the wet explosion inside her pussy. She forced her cunt down against Mike's loins and felt his cockhead bump her womb again and again. She rode his pelvis as he thrust into the air.
Mike lifted his ass completely off the hammock. Kathy squealed with delight and fear. He knew the gut-busting explosion would swamp him in just a few seconds. Mike trembled.
Kathy was peaking. Her pussy had been clenching so wetly on Mike's prick for so long that the little girl felt weak. Her gasps were loud in the back of the truck. She panted in rhythm with the pounding of her father's prick.
Kathy bent over to kiss him. She stabbed her tongue into his mouth. The wet thrusts of her slippery organ begged Mike to cum. She sucked frantically at Mike's mouth. She panted and broke the furious, lip-mashing kiss.
"Please cum, Daddy, cum with me. I need to feel it! Oh, God, please!”
Mike grunted. The blazing chill seemed to be fading in his crotch. He sunk his clawlike fingers into the springy flesh of Kathy's ass. Random, disconnected thoughts flashed in his mind.
"There's nothing as nice as your pussy, honey," he grunted. "I love it, absolutely love it. Just a little longer," Mike pleaded.
Mike reached back to his youth. He remembered a twist that had baffled him. He told himself, You can go on all night!
Mike tried to hold off. He clamped down until he thought his balls would burst. His will power strained, striving to postpone his climax.
Everything snapped at once. Mike flooded Kathy's pussy with jets of cream. She collapsed on him, quivering like jelly. Her orgasm increased tenfold when she felt her father spewing his seed deep in her belly.
Kathy was astounded by her body's reaction. She'd thought that she "was tiring, far past the peak of her long-sustained cum. Her mind reeled as the shocking contractions ripped through her. All she knew was heat and sweat and the pumping cock wedged deep in her cunt.
Mike felt his balls drain completely, but the sensation of cumming went on and on. Kathy's slender torso wilted down onto him and his fingers slowly relaxed on her ass. Tiny shudders passed through them both. Long silky strands of hair drifted over his face.
Neither of them moved until morning.



Chapter 11


Mike woke first. He brushed Kathy's fine blonde hair away from his lips. He wondered for a second, then remembered.
His cock had squeezed out of his daughters pussy while they slept Mike found his whole crotch was sticky with thick gunk when he tried to move his thighs.
… "Umm," Kathy purred, nuzzling into his throat.
Mike held still again.
"Daddy!" She held herself up. Kathy was waking gradually. Her eyes were puffy. She smiled and kissed Mike.
"Good morning," he said. He tried to look stern and paternal, but it didn't work. He grinned and threw his arms around his naked daughter.
"That was so lovely, Daddy," Kathy said. She propped her chin on her hands and looked into his face. Her straight blonde hair fell around their faces like a silk tent. The little hemispheres of her ass stuck up above the sides of the hammock.
"Wasn't it!" Mike patted her back and tried to raise himself. He spotted his watch. "We've gotta go! I take off in an hour!”
"Uh-oh," Kathy answered. She kissed Mike quickly and tried to ease herself out of the hammock. "Awk!" The tipping sling twisted and she fell on the floor, her long, naked limbs thrashing.
Mike grabbed the sides and held himself in the swaying bed. "Are you all right, honey?" He put his legs over the side and sat up.
Kathy lay laughing on the floor. She spread her legs and leaned back, "Yeah, I'm okay. I sure feel dumb, falling like that." Her little blonde tuft was matted with cum and pussy juice.
Mike stood, then helped his daughter up. She looked at him with the pleased, suggestive eyes of a satisfied woman. "Come on, Kathy, let's get dressed. We're late as hell.”
"Oh, all right, Daddy. You're sure we don't have time to… " Kathy stood with her head ducked a bit, looking up at him. One slim hand held her hair out of her eyes.
"We don't have the time, and I don't have the strength." Mike tugged his pants up, pulling at his sac to unstick the matted hairs.
Kathy knelt on the floor next to the driver's seat ail the way to the glideport. Mike put his hand on her head any time he wasn't grinding through the old truck's gears. They both moved with slow, relaxed fluidity as they assembled the glider and moved it to the takeoff point.
Milt Jackson appeared and knelt next to the glider just before Mike locked the towrope in. "Say, tiger, are those canary feathers around your mouth?”
Mike grinned sheepishly. Milt added, "funny thing. Williams didn't protest you this morning. He looked mad as hell before he took off-he's flying pretty roughly, too.”
"Good," Kathy piped. "The worse he flies, the better." She gave Mike a demure peck on the cheek. "You're gonna beat him, Daddy." She slid the canopy shut before he could answer and held up her hand to start the tow.
Mike glowed inside as the sailplane bumped along the dirt runway. It felt like an extension of his body, as easy to balance on its one wheel as if it were on tracks. He let go the towrope and soared up in a long, shallow curve.
It wasn't hard work today. Mike relaxed and let the air control him. He would spot a thermal and the glider headed for it effortlessly. He rose and fell majestically, like a lofting eagle.
Kathy watched the gleaming sailplane rise into the air. Sun winked from its polished wing as her father headed off across the valley. Kathy realized she didn't have a care in the world.
The little blonde sat next to the timekeeper half the morning. Gliders took off for the cross-country event while others shuttled back and forth over the cliff, seeking endurance records. She closed her eyes and loving thoughts of her father warmed the little girl's belly.
Milt Jackson nudged her awake. Kathy's eyes opened wide. Her father's long winged sailplane was whizzing over the end of the runway. He opened the spoilers. The little flaps of his airbrakes stood up along the wings. Kathy was already running toward him when the aircraft stopped, his wingtip less than eight inches from the marker cone.
Mike slid the canopy back. Kathy threw her arms around her father's neck before he unlatched the heavy nylon webbing. She kissed him.
"Easy honey," he laughed. He undid the straps and checked his watch. Kathy lifted the buckles off his shoulders and held them off the smooth finish. "We haven't won yet, Kathy." Mike clambered out of the fragile plane.
Five minutes later, the next glider still hadn't shown. Kathy stopped her nervous bouncing and grabbed her father's watch. "You see, I told you! All that's left is the trophy party!"
Mike stood in the bare garage of his tiny house. He'd been working for the leisure conglomerate for three months. The moving van had left with all his furniture. All that remained was the old bread truck, crammed to the ceiling with utensils and clothes, and the sailplane, resting in its cradle on the cement floor.
"Are you coming, Kathy?" he called. His daughter was walking through the few small rooms where she'd grown up, "saying goodbye to our house.”
"Just a minute, Daddy. Why don't you sit in the glider? I'm sure it will miss this place, too. You built if here, remember?" Kathy's voice echoed in the bare rooms.
Mike sighed. He was used to women dawdling, and after three months of almost nonstop lovemaking, he considered his twelve-year-old daughter a complete woman. He lifted the shoulder straps from the cockpit, draping them outside the fuselage. Mike eased himself into the Spartan closeness and leaned back.
He couldn't see the door from his seat. The first he knew about Kathy's presence was the soft, moist sound of her feet on the cement. Her voice was husky when she spoke, barely hiding a giggle.
"I am the sky goddess," she intoned. "You may not look upon me without my say.”
Mike's loins pulsed. His lovely daughter acted out sensuous roles before long, special bed play. He thought of the night of his birthday, the week before.
"Close your eyes, mortal, or be blinded by my glory.”
Mike obeyed. His ears pricked up as Kathy padded around the bulbous, blunt nose of the glider. Even through the dust of moving, he caught a whiff of her cuntal aroma.
“Open your pants, lowly pilot, or I will wither your organs!" Mike spread the waist of his trousers. His cock stood like a hot iron bar in his crotch.
"You may gaze upon me now," Kathy ordered. Mike opened his eyes.
The little blonde girl stood on a chair in front of the glider. She wore a short black negligee and stockings. The soft strip of her meager pussy hair showed between the straps of her garter belt. Kathy spread her arms like wings and the diaphanous cloth rippled. She stepped down and moved toward her father.
Kathy reached for his ready tool. Her voice returned to its usual girlish tones. "You like my costume, Daddy," she stated. "I'm glad.”
"How do you think of these things?" Mike asked, "Who told you you were the sky goddess?" Her fingers were cool and smooth as they played along his cock.
"You did, in your sleep." Kathy bent over. Mike caressed the delectable mounds of her titties through the transparent black film. She moistened her lips and bathed his cockhead with saliva.
Chills raced along Mike's cock. He kneaded her firm tits harder and his blood surged. Kathy's slim fingers rolled his balls around. She straddled the glider. She bent down, leaning on the leading edge of the cockpit.
Mike stared at the creamy skin of his daughter's ass. The scrape from her fall had disappeared, though the bruise had lingered for weeks. He pulled the hem of the negligee up. The black velvet garters stretched tight over Kathy's delicious cheeks. Mike put his tongue to the wet crease of her pussy. The hair had spread a little, but not enough to hide the moist pink of Kathy's most sensuous flesh.
"Umm, you know I love that," Kathy hummed. "Your tongue makes my pussy feel so good!”
Mike drew Kathy's hips a little closer. His tongue raced under her body. The frilly petals of her pussy quivered at the lascivious touch. He touched her clitty with the tip of his tongue and Kathy ground her loins against his face.
Mike reveled in the sweet, musky heat of Kathy's pussy. He'd kissed and sucked the luscious morsel in every way, and always found new delights hidden in the lovely flesh. Mike never got over the sheer, intensity of her orgasms, or the constant loving caresses his daughter showered on him in their love making.
Mike slid his hands over her skin. There is nothing in the world as delicious as the firmness of a young girl's ass, he thought. Kathy's has to be the best!
"Please, now," Kathy urged. "Take me now, Daddy-I'm ready." Her voice quivered with lewd excitement.
Kathy felt her lusty heat overtaking her control again. She could never stand very much of her father's tongue before her pussy took over her reactions. She loved dimming for his kisses, but it made it hard to fit his thick cock into her cunny.
Kathy sat up, her thighs on the edges of the cockpit. She panted, looking over her shoulder at Mike. His dewy grin told her he was more than ready for her pussy.
Kathy hummed with heat. She wondered how to get to Mike's cock. Finally, she put her legs into the glider and settled down onto the rigid bar.
Mike purred as the exquisite flesh parted around his wand. Kathy's smooth asscheeka settled against his belly and he had to will the pre-cum tension to leave his balls. Her firm roundness excited him as much as the taste of her fantastic pussy.
Kathy rolled her ass, flexing first one cheek, then the other. Her cunt massaged Mike's prick. She moved up and down in tiny strokes, feeling the delicate pull of the cuntlips on her clit.
The glider was cramped, so slim that neither of them could open their legs. Mike felt the signs of his child's approaching cum. He put his hand into her crotch. He touched the wet skin of his juice-slicked pole, then fingered her little trigger.
Kathy shuddered with electric tension when Mike touched her clit. She sighed and leaned back against his chest. Her mind soared on the rising heat of her feelings.
Mike knew he couldn't hold off long, but it didn't bother him. His sensuous daughter had showed him reservoirs of cum he hadn't believed. The little girl was so erotically skilled that he could fuck her morning and night, and never run out of desire for her.
Kathy was melting around his impaling cock. She knew her father would cum soon, and she ground her ass against him. The little blonde girl loved the feeling of his pulsing release.
Mike put his free hand, on Kathy's pink-tipped tit. The rock-breaking sensation climbed higher in his crotch. Just as his tube began to squeeze the vital burst into Kathy, her voice sounded.
"Who says I'm not the sky goddess?”
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