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CHAPTER ONE


Peggy Gibson's large brown eyes widened in the darkness. The twelve-year-old's cheekbones reflected the moonlight. Her straight, thin nose flared at the salty wind. The marina's slippery wooden dock chilled her bare feet.
Peggy hadn't been able to sleep. The novelty of vacationing on a yacht excited her. A bumping noise against the hull had brought her up from her narrow bunk. The girl had covered her shorty nightgown with a jacket, but the breeze put goose bumps on her long, naked legs. Peggy impatiently swept her long brown hair out of the way. Something was going on in the boat next to hers, and she wanted to see it all. The pretty brunette crept closer.
Peggy stared through the oval porthole. She saw a slender, tanned leg flexed upward. A pretty blonde lay on her back on the thin mattress. Long, thick eyelashes fluttered, half hiding deep blue eyes. The blonde's red lips were opened to a sensuous oval. Her nostrils flared as her hands kneaded her firm, pink-nippled breasts. The glowing ivory of her huge tits blazed against her deep tan. Peggy saw a man's head buried between the long, tanned thighs.
That's Bill Green and his sister Sherry! What are they doing? Where's his wife? The pretty child wondered. Peggy stooped to watch. The ocean breeze licked at her naked hairless pussy under her nightgown.
"Bill, I love it! Nobody ever ate my pussy the way you do," the voluptuous blonde cooed. "How do you do it? I love your tongue!"
Bill pulled back from Sherry's cunt. His hand mashed down onto the puffy mound. Two fingers speared into Sherry's swampy hole. "And this? Do you still love my hands all over your box, Sis?" He stood in the narrow walk between the bunks.. His cock jutted up like a saber before a duel.
"Yes, Bill, yes, but please suck my clit some more! PLEASE!" the eager blonde sobbed. "I cum so hard that way! Don't stop eating me!"
Sherry rocked her hips, grinding her crotch against her brother's calloused hand. She grabbed his ferocious, red-knobbed prick. Sherry jacked at it so hard and fast that her bountiful white tits bounced and jiggled.
Bill swung onto the cramped boat bed. His rigid shaft pointed at Sherry's face when he straddled her head. IDs sister spread the crimson valley of her cunt with her own hands and his head plunged into the musky warmth of her gushing twat.
Bill growled into the moist cavern. His tongue slashed up and down the slickness between her hole and the stiff trigger of her clit. Sherry moaned when her brother stuffed his nose into the clutching sphincter of her vagina. He sucked the whole top of her cuntal mound into his mouth. His tongue speared wetly, forcefully into the wad of woman flesh.
Sherry gasped and cried out each time a thrust ravaged the end of her button. The entire length of the sensitive ridge thrilled to the slickness of her inner labia, moving with Bill's powerful suction.
"Let me suck your cock! I want to taste your big prick when I cum!" Sherry bounced her ass on the hard mattress. "Fuck my mouth, Bill! Let me taste that meat!" Her long fingers arched into claws on his behind. The lovely blonde strained upward. Her fiery pink tongue stabbed at her brother's thick penis.
Bill grunted when his sister inhaled the massive length of his rod. He rammed it deep into her suctioning mouth. The spongy knob pounded against the blonde's throat.
Sherry's long thighs tightened and relaxed on her brother's throat. Her back arched and straightened. She tried to engulf his whole head. The cuntal sphincter clasped and fluttered at his nose, and her pelvis strained to split open for him.
Bill's heavy balls swayed and bumped Sherry's face. The greasy sweat of his lust made his sister's face shine. The hairy sac covered her blue eyes when he jammed his cock past the tight ring of her throat.
Sherry almost gagged each time the wide ridge of Bill's glands blasted through the back of her mouth. His tongue fucked into her gaping pussy. The blonde matched her brother stroke for stroke. Her head surrounded his weapon and her loins bucked up at his face.
Bill pulled back his cock. He held it poised, only the head in her mouth. Sherry lavished her tongue around the rim and darted into the cum slit. He probed gently against her taste buds. Fractional pushes of meaty flesh made her raise her head. Sherry whined as he pulled further and further away. Only the tip of his tongue flickered on the end of her cut. Bill's fingers danced on the edges of her puffy labia.
Sherry sucked mightily at her brother's prick. She pulled at the swollen tip again and again, until he thrust clear to her throat. His mouth enveloped her mons, and the fevered blonde burst inside.
Vast spasms wrenched from her belly. Sherry gulped at Bill's cock. Her muscles jerked and she forced his hips down. The blonde ground her cunt at his face. She gurgled around the cockshaft, trying breathlessly to plead for more cock and more tongue.
Sherry's long, painted fingernails sent lances of hot pain through Bull's buttocks. His hips tensed, and Bill jabbed harder into her gullet. His lips gnawed at the fluttering petals of her cunt. Female dew flooded his face. Bill smothered in the melting sogginess of her orgasmic flood.
Sherry's huge tits flattened under Bill's tensing belly. Her nipples were hard as pebbles boring into his skin. The creamy white mounds of Sherry's asscheeks tightened and flexed in her brother's hands. She felt his teeth raking the tender inner lips of her pussy. Bill's tongue bladed allover her cuntal crevice, slashing into her hole, then flickering hungrily at her clit. She couldn't stop cumming if she wanted to.
The blonde pulled her head away from his throat reaming cock. The head of it was crimson, slippery with her spit. Sherry jacked viciously at the long shaft. "I need it in my cunt! I need to feel your cock clear up in my guts, Bill! Put it in me before I stop cumming!" Sherry begged her brother. She squeezed his meat-filled sac. Her face was puffy, her lips bruised by his virile thrusts.
"How do you want it, Sis?" Bill growled, lifting his face from her sopping loins. "Stand up and bend over!"
He rolled off his sister's sweating torso. "Right here in the companionway," Bill said. "I'm gonna fuck you like a tall dog, Sherry."
Sherry sat up. Her jaw was slack with heat. "Yes, Bill! Do it good and hard! I want it bad tonight. I need to be.fucked so hard it hurts!" Her melon-size breasts swayed as she stood in front of him. The deep swell of her lower curves shaded her arching ribs. The pink rim of each nipple sprang out like a bell in the center of the pink-white, glistening globes. Deeper pink points squared the ends, as big as dark wine grapes.
Her back to her brother, Sherry bent down. Her firm buttocks gleamed. They were wet with her slippery cuntal flood and her greasy sweat. The deep cleft between her asscheeks flattened as she leaned. Her darkly puckered rectum glistened wetly above the cuntal slit. Sherry's lush breasts hung in perfect cones, rippling when she shook in anticipation.
"Awright, Sherry! I'm gonna give you what you need," Bill panted. He aimed his cock at the swampy slot, and pressed it against her flesh. He corkscrewed his hips, and the cock head slowly went out of sight in Sherry's vagina.
"Yes, Bill, more! I need more! Push harder, baby," Sherry gasped. "I want it all!"
Bill put his hands on Sherry's hips. He pulled her back against his hairy belly. Her firm buttocks mashed against him and the blonde gasped. Bill pressed his groin forward, curving his cock further into his sister's belly. The cuntal sphincter clenched around the base of his prick. He kept standing straight up behind her, and pulled back.
"You've got the best cunt in the world, Sis. Ever since we were little, I never got a fuck as good as yours," Bill grunted. He pulled her forcefully back again as he thrust, and the wet slapping sound as belly met ass filled the cramped cabin. He reamed from side to side, his coarse pubic hair scratching her tender buttocks, then jabbed his prick home again.
Sherry's tits bounced and rippled with the force of his lunges. "She had one hand on each bunk, and her head hung down. Sweat poured from both of them. The cabin reeked of cunty juices and the sweat of her brother's balls.
The voluptuous blonde whimpered at the punishing severity of her orgasm. Sherry could not stop herself from going off. Shuddering waves of piercing energy shot from her cuntal flesh to her every nerve. Her pussy walls clung to the thrusting intruder. Each violent stroke of Bill's shaft stretched the skin over her clit and made her cum harder.
The tension built up in Bill's rock-hard organ. His rectum clenched from the effort of staving off his cockspew. He bent down and grabbed his sister's massive tits. They molded into firm masses of lust in his hands.
Sherry was too far gone to scream. The pulling in her breasts seared a hot line down into her pussy. Her brother was using the sensual mounds to force her buttocks harder against his belly. The skin of her asscheeks stung from the slapping of his hairy loins.
Bill felt the meaty clinging of her tunnel. The mouth of her pussy milked at his prick. His balls swung forward, and he felt her labia mashing when the sac bounced against them. Their flesh was soaked with her spurting juices. The pressure rose unceasingly inside him. Bill strained until he could hardly see.
Sherry's knees wavered. Her brother's weight pounded against her hips. She missed the beat of his strenuous thrust.
His control beginning to slip, Bill tightened the muscles at the base of his cock. He grunted, trying to recover the rhythm Sherry's cunt had lost. His fingers dug into the firm masses of her bosom.
"Unnhhh! Oh, Sherry! L-look out, Sis!" Bill groaned. He straightened his back a little, then released her magnificent tits still banging his prick into her female softness.
Bill grabbed his sister's hips. He jerked, and, sent a thick stream of soupy cum deep into Sherry's womb. He bucked again, and his sister gasped with the vigorous thrust inside her cuntal flesh. The couple's joined organs spasmed together. Bill kept moving, pushing, forcing deeper ill Sherry's belly.
Sherry's pussy was out of control. She kept wringing at the slowing cock with her cunt until Bill's weight grew heavier on her back. Her knees weakened, and the incestuous couple sank to the deck. Their sensual organs stayed welded together, trapped by Sherry's tight cuntal clasp.



CHAPTER TWO


Peggy couldn't believe her eyes. The scene inside the" cabin was too fantastic for her young thoughts to contain. When the twelve-year-old first saw Bill's rampant erection, a flood of heat rose in her belly.
Peggy and her parents had only arrived at the marina that day. Her father, Ed Gibson, had jumped at the chance when John Wood, a friend he'd worked with years before, had offered the loan of his forty-foot ketch. In exchange for some of Ed's skilled carpentry, the family could live aboard and sail the boat for a full month.
John had introduced the family to some of the neighbors when he turned the boat over to the Gibson's. He suggested that Peggy sail the little Bluejay sloop Ed had built, but the pretty little girl was far too excited. The newness of the yacht harbor had kept Peggy wound up far past her usual bedtime. She had thought that a short walk on the sparsely lit dock would tire her, but the scene she peeked in on ended that notion.
The breeze fluttered her jacket open. Looking down to fasten it, Peggy compared her own nipples to the pink bumps she had seen inside the boat. Peggy's aureoles crinkled from the chill. The tips of her brown nipples stuck through the filmy nighty like twin marbles. She touched one.
That's nice, the nubile child thought. Peggy rolled the rubbery end between her fingers. The touch warmed her in the same fluttery way that watching Bill and Sherry did. Her pulse accelerated. The mound of her tiny, blossoming breast was tenderly firm. Peggy palmed both of her luscious litttle tits.
I like this! My titties-are getting more sensitive every day! Peggy bent over to peer through the porthole. Seeing Bill Green kissing Sherry's cunny put goose bumps on the young girl's long, smooth thighs. An odd tingle warmed Peggy's pussy. She thought for a moment that she had to piss.
Peggy's hand crept from her teacup-size breasts to her pussy. The feeling got stronger. She realized it had nothing to do with pissing. Peggy squeezed her mons gently.
When Bill stood in the narrow passageway, then straddled his sister's head, little Peggy's large brown eyes grew like saucers. She envied the blonde woman's close-up view of that menacing weapon. Peggy licked her lips.
That's it! That's why their pants bulge! Peggy kneaded the soft, feminine swell of her labia with both slim-fingered hands. Her knees weakened as the fluttery warmth inside her belly grew. Peggy's breath came in ragged gasps.
Peggy felt she should leave, but the sight of the two people sucking inside the cabin kept her there. An unfamiliar dew gathered at the base of her pussy. The little girl opened the rich, pouting swells of her labia and eased a fingertip into the mouth of her vagina.
The tight opening was warm and tiny inside. Peggy pressed down with the smooth muscles of her flat tummy, and the hole widened. Her finger slid a fraction further. oh, my! Why haven't I… Ohh! Peggy's digit moved back and forth. The untrained sphincter of her virginal pussy clamped tightly around her fingertip. Peggy's viscous cuntal flow increased and the finger popped out.
The slim edges of her labia flashed a thrill of sharp feeling along her spine. Peggy's ooze slicked finger traced the outer edge of her mons. The feeling was so excitingly novel that she closed her large eyes. The little brunette's long, inky-black eyelashes fanned like moth's wings.
Peggy felt a tiny stiffness at the top of her sensuous crease. She gathered more of her musky juice on her questing fingertip. The slick tenderness between the inner petals of her mons shuddered under each magnified ridge of her fingerprint. The nerve center at the top of her puss folds ached demandingly as her fingertip neared it.
Peggy tortured herself with denials. The clitoral ridge lengthened throbbingly. Peggy avoided touching it, her finger tracing one side of the erotic button before slipping down past the other side. Peggy circled the nubbin more closely each time, then gathered more of her heavy wetness from her cuntal well.
Peggy held her pussylips wide open with two slender fingers. The delicate inner lips swelled, growing with the blossoming heat in her hairless vulva. She opened her eyes, beginning to moan under her breath.
Peggy's intense concentration slipped when she saw Bill thrust the angry mass of his cock into Sherry's mouth. Her finger failed in her careful detour around her untouched clit.
"Aaahhhh!" Peggy breathed. The twelve-year-old's naked pubes blossomed. It's so alive! God! How come I never knew! Razor-sharp feelings sliced along every nerve in Peggy's slender body.
Peggy touched the round tip of her clit again. The pink pellet moved under her soft touch. A meaty warmth expanded in her pelvis. She explored the tight labial fold around her love trigger, sinking to her knees on the mist-chilled wood of the dock.
A hard inch of exquisite feeling swiveled in the softness of her pussymound. Peggy slipped her gooey cuntal fold back. The tender cylinder poked forward, exposed to the sea breeze.
Goosebumps popped out on Peggy's soft, olive skin. Her naked buttocks rested on her heels. The heavy sleeves of her jacket restricted Peggy's lascivious manipulations, so she shrugged out of it.
Peggy's erect nipples were as dark and hard as two coffee beans in the night chill. The flimsy cloth of her nighty tented around the stiff peaks of her miniature breasts. Loose strands of soft brown hair made a halo around her pretty face. The scattered bulbs along the dock made the air around the girl glow.
The new feelings in Peggy's loins delighted her. She dipped her fingertips into the viscous cuntal fluids again. The heavy ooze greased Peggy's entire palm. The sensual girl flesh of her labia swelled under her touch. She shivered in the night air.
Peggy's juice-smeared palm slithered over the tip of her girlish clit. The sharpness of her lewd feelings was delightfully painful.
I-I can't stand it! It's so damn nice I can't stand it! Peggy thought. Her pulse raced in her ears. The blood rushed louder, and all the seaside sounds receded to dimness. Peggy concentrated all her attention in the slippery vee of her cunt.
Yes, I think… I hope… Short disconnected pleadings fluttered in Peggy's head. She slipped a fingertip into her tight pussymouth again. The vague need solidified as Peggy's clit rolled under her slippery palm. Her pretty head leaned back, exposing the smooth pillar of her throat.
Peggy's lascivious feelings took a little leap, building again when she rocked her pussy into her cupping palm, Her slim hand curled, sending her fingertip fractionally deeper in her cuntal channel. A curtain of hair fell behind the little girl.
Peggy felt her little breast mounds flatten over her high-arched ribs. Her hands worked faster and harder at her cunt. Her pebble-hard nipples stabbed through her sheer nighty.
She rocked forward and back. Every muscle and nerve tightened like harp strings. The icy heat of her clit-tip changed.
Something different… It's good, so sood! What is it? So… so diff…
"Mmm-mm-huh," Peggy grunted. A huge flower, pink and sweet as watermelon, budded and grew in her belly. Her head was ready to burst. Peggy's busy hands slowed on her hairless pussy.
The looming mass of feeling threatened to engulf her. Peggy wanted it to arrive, but her body was working so strangely! Her soft swollen cunny moved against her hands, rubbing wetly. The little sphincter sucked at her fingertip. It tried to pull Peggy's hand in, squeezing and milking the slim digit. Her hips wouldn't stay still.
Peggy wasn't sure she wanted her pelvis to stop rocking. Her cuntal zone took control over her slender body. Every desperate plot ion swelled the voluptuous tension. The musky juice from her vagina flooded her fingers. Her hand squished with the same noisy rhythm as her passionate moans.
Peggy wasn't cold any more. She sweated in the moist night air. Her grimace revealed shining teeth in the yellow glimmer of the dock lamps. Something was about to happen in Peggy's virginal young flesh. The little brunette was just about to recognize what it was…
The world opened up and Peggy fell in. The meaty pink bloom inside her belly burst and groans racked her body. Long waves of orgasmic feeling flooded outward from her exploding pelvis, catching the girl up in steady, sensuous response. Peggy throbbed with metronomic regularity, each sense and muscle pounding like a giant's vast heart.
Her thoughts went incoherent, then disappeared. The depth and motion of Peggy's sensations left no room in her mind for idea. The lovely twelve-year-old didn't know what was happening to her.
She just knew she liked it.



CHAPTER THREE


The next morning Peggy stretched luxuriously in her narrow bunk. Her parents were already moving about. A dim echo of the wrenching orgasm of the night before knotted in her naked pussy. Boy! That sure was neat! I think I'll do it again as soon as I can, she thought.
"I think I'll sail the Bluejay this morning, Dad," Peggy said after breakfast. "I'd like to look around the harbor-I never saw so many nice boats!"
"Okay, honey. Your mom and I have to pick up some deck glue today. We'll be back in a couple of hours," Ed Gibson answered. "If I'm as good a shipwright as I used to be, we can leave for the Channel Islands next week."
Peggy waved goodbye to her parents as she raised the little sloop's sails. The little brunette couldn't help smiling at the happy way her parents bumped their hips together walking up the gangway. Her mother and father had constant smiles this morning, and that cheered Peggy.
The morning wind ruffled the thin blouse Peggy wore over her tiny orange bikini. She looked this way and that, marveling at the profusion of sleek hulls. Long, sleek ocean racers floated low. The clean cigar-like shapes made her cunny tingle, especially when Peggy compared the jutting bowsprits to the menacing cock she'd watched plunging into Sherry's pussy last night.
The little Bluejay was shaped like a pumpkin seed. Peggy compared the outline of the deck with the shape of.her opened labia, and grinned. "I feel like a little finger in my cockpit!"
A small motorboat in the channel caught her eye: Peggy headed the boat up toward it. She squinted across the sunny sparkle of the salt water. Was that Bill Green in scuba gear?
The other boat was straight upwind from her. Peggy tacked back and forth, crossing the breeze to get closer. Two women sat in the boat, gesturing as if they were talking to the diver.
That's Sherry, the blonde one in the blue bikini, Peggy thought. And the redhead must be Bill's wife, Janet! I wonder if she knows what Bill and his sister were doing last night?
Bill lowered his face mask and slipped into the water. Peggy trimmed her sails, nonchalantly pretending she hadn't the slightest interest in the other boat. The woman-child's pussy fluttered as she recalled the torrid sucking she'd watched the night before. She held the tiller with one knee and took off her flowered shirt.
Two tiny orange triangles molded to the luscious little cones of her girlish breasts. Peggy's bikini panties rode low on her hips, only a finger's width from showing the top of her private crease. Reflecting splashes of sunlight danced in the shadows of her high cheekbones. An orange ribbon caught back her long brown hair.
Peggy squinted as she turned the boat again. Even at fifty yards, she recognized Sherry. The thin strip of blue cloth made the blonde's breasts look even bigger.
Janet's red hair shined like a copper torch. A floppy hat and a lacy, long-sleeved white tunic protected her milk-white skin. Peggy recalled Mrs. Green's smaller shapeliness. The redhead's ass was as round as a ripe peach. Every part of the married woman looked soft and sensual, from the rich swell of her lips to the pillowy roundness of her lower belly. Janet's breasts were not as large as her sister-in-law's, but the wide-spaced hemispheres of her bosom fit her Titian looks perfectly. A light dusting of freckles across her upturned nose set off her wide green eyes. She looked younger than her twenty-five years.
I wonder what he's diving for out here? Would there be any fish this close to the docks? Peggy was intrigued. She wanted to find out why the little runabout was anchored there, but she saw the two women looking at her. The little brunette turned the sloop across the wind and busied herself with the sails.
Peggy glided along with her back to the two women for a few minutes. The morning sun warmed her face and belly. Another tack would take her behind the runabout. The Bluejay heeled over further in the freshening breeze.
Peggy leaned back to balance her little sloop. Her panties slipped down, revealing the paleness of her buttocks and the top of her ass cleavage. Peggy didn't mind. It made her feel deliciously naughty to have her behind exposed on the open water.
The twelve-year-old pulled the front of the bikini panty down. Peggy increased the flutter in her pussy when she showed it to the bright sun. She caressed the upper swell of her pussylips in recollection of the night before.
Half of her cuntal slit and most of her young bottom showed. Peggy came about again, ducking under the heavy wooden boom as it crossed the cockpit. She faced the women in the motorboat, and the sight hit the girls like a fist in her crotch.
Sherry's blue bra had disappeared. Her magnificent breasts blazed white in the sunlight. A curtain of heavy red-gold hair swung across the pink-tipped white mounds. Janet Green kissed Sherry full on the lips!
Peggy could see both tongues fencing as the women's mouths met. She was only a few yards away, blessing the wind that kept the sound of her sailboat masked. The little girl couldn't resist stealing her hand to her pussy.
In the other boat, Sherry's fingers danced over the tunic buttons. The blonde reached inside the lacy cloth to fondle Janet's soft tits. Each breast was a stiff-tipped, perfect handful for Sherry.
Janet stopped caressing Sherry's shoulders and breasts only long enough to shrug out of the lacy tunic. The creamy skin of the natural redhead looked like it would bruise with a kiss. When Janet pulled her mouth away from Sherry's lips, her expression said she wanted to be kissed until she was bruised allover.
Janet wore nothing at all under the tunic. The rich auburn of her uncrushed cuntal floss couldn't conceal the moist eagerness of her pussy. The woman's labia had a full swell, as opulent as the rest of her lush figure. The edges of her swampy crevice were steamy pink.
The redhead slipped Sherry's blue bikini panties down, revealing her dark-blonde thatch. The women devoured each other with torrid eyes. The white band of untanned flesh around Sherry's hips drew Janet's eye to the curly triangle of pubic hair. Sherry's pink nipples were bull's-eye lip targets on her ivory boobs.
Janet's fiery hair hung loose below her shoulders. She half-stood, propped herself with a hand on the rail. She stepped over Sherry's seat and sat with her knees outstretched on the taller woman's naked lap.
The women mashed their breasts together. The dewy slit of Janet's cunt rubbed juicily at the top of Sherry's labia. Janet's soft round buttocks molded to the top of Sherry's long, tanned thighs. They kissed again. Janet's floppy-brimmed white hat shaded both their faces.
The hot sun and their lusty closeness greased both women's bodies with sweat. Janet slid wetly against Sherry, smooth creaminess against salty, moist tan.
The sun glistened on Sherry's back as she bent to take Janet's nipples into her suctioning mouth. The blonde kneaded each breast into an up-pointing cone, forcing Janet's coral nipples into blunt peaks. Janet leaned back. Her titties thrust toward the sky. Sherry tongued each mound mercilessly.
The voluptuous duo made the little skiff rock in the water. Wavelets slapped against the side of the boat. Sherry eased Janet onto her back. Pale pink legs showed over the gunwales as Sherry stretched out on top of the curvaceous redhead. The broad whiteness of Sherry's buttocks descended slowly. The massive down pointing cones of the blonde's opulent jugs mashed softly on Janet.
Sherry lay between Janet's opened thighs. They ground their clitoral arches together. The coarser blonde hair wove into Janet's red pussytuft. Janet caressed Sherry's firm asscheeks. The soft skin stretched, then sprang back after each touch.
Sherry lavished kisses and touches on Janet's perfectly round breasts. Mrs. Green's dark-pink aureoles crinkled, little mazes of ridges standing and falling in an instant.
Sherry arched her back. She ground her cuntal arch on Janet's with all her weight. The heavy cones of her ivory tits swayed. Her arms were locked stiff, one hand on either side of her brother's wife.
Janet abandoned Sherry's untanned asscheeks. She grasped the sides of the blonde's magnificent breasts and buried her face between them. Fingers splayed, Janet mashed Sherry's tits against her head, wanting to smother in the female richness of her breasts.
"Janet! I love it! You're so much better than any man with my titties!" Sherry moaned. "You don't scratch and scrape me like their whiskers do!"
Janet gnawed the rubbery tips with lip shielded teeth. Her tongue flicked around and across the square-tipped confections like wind whipped ribbons. The firm pink bell of each aureole throbbed when Janet's mobile lips plucked its tenderness. Both cuntal mounds ground hotly together.
"Janet, darling Janet! Let me suck your pussy, please! The way you kiss my titties has me so hot I can't stand it! Give me this sweet muff," Sherry begged, putting a hand between them. She tugged softly at the smaller woman's fiery cuntal glory.
Janet surfaced from the responsive pink delicacies. Sherry's nipples ached at the sudden deprivation, but the blonde needed the taste of Janet's intimate juices. Janet looked up at Sherry. Her wide green eyes were dilated and a lewd blush flamed spots of high color in her cheeks. "Yes, Sherry! I get so hot with your titties! I need to feel your tongue all over my pussy! Your tits make me want to go off so badly!"
Janet started to lever herself further forward on the floor of the skiff. "No, Janet! I want you on top!" Sherry husked. The young blonde woman had a lusty gleam in her rapidly glazing eyes. "I want to drown in your cunt, darling."
"Yes! My God, yes, Sherry!" Janet moaned. Her creamy, even-toned skin gleamed. Janet rose to her knees in the wildly bobbing boat. She retrieved her hat, mindful of the sunburn her tender skin would take.
Sherry rolled on her back. The tall blonde slid between Janet's wide-placed knees and opened her own legs. The dark blonde of her pubes was sopping with their mixed cuntal juices. The edges of her cuntal valley glowed red from the agonizing rubbing against her brother's wife. Sherry's untanned skin was translucent, smoothly showing an erotic tracery of veins around the vee of her juicy nest.
Janet's fair-skinned ass filled her vision. Sherry loved the reddish tail of musky hair in her anal crevice. The blonde reached to caress the roundness of Janet's enchanting buttocks. Sherry kissed each ample mound lasciviously.
Janet moaned at the delicate touches. Her ass moved in sensuous circles above the blonde's face. Sherry kissed each available inch of the creamy asscheeks. Soft suction and long, flat tongued licks made Janet's pussy ooze viscous love-juice. The red-haired woman knelt upright, naked save for her white hat in the middle of the bay.
Janet caressed her own round titties. The soft weight of Sherry's ivory breasts touched the insides of Janet's thighs. Janet pressed her legs softly against the titmasses, slowly settling down onto Sherry's face.
Janet squeaked with sudden pleasure. Sherry plucked the hanging red hair between her lips. The redhead hung her pussy just above her lover's face savoring the light tingle of Sherry's tongue on the fiery bush.
Sherry pulled Janet's ass closer. She began tonguing the dewy slit just at the vaginal opening. Sherry licked back, up to and around the puckered rosebud of Janet's rectum.
The whole area was coated with both women's cunty musk. Sherry recognized the taste of her own pussy overlaying the flavor of Janet. Janet was a complete redhead, and even the scent of her cunt said so. The slick heaviness of essential feminine juices was there, but a sweet, lighter tang mixed into it. Perhaps it was only the fiery red of Janet's hair, but her pussy always reminded Sherry of strawberries.
Sherry put her tongue into the fleshy mouth of Janet's vagina. The female smell and taste were strongest there where none of Sherry's own juices had mingled with the copper-haired signature of Janet's cuntal dew.
Janet felt herself opening around her sister-in-law's tongue. Sherry always had known the best way to begin eating Janet's cunt. She didn't zero in on the clitoris right away. Sherry always tantalized Janet, licking the sensitive inner ridges of her pussy, then proceeding along the hotly swollen labia. Each teasing move of Sherry's lips and tongue brought hotter anticipation to Janet's loins.
"Yeah, Sherry! You are so nice down there! You make me open up so beautifully. I feel so loving when you eat me," Janet breathed. 'It really takes a woman to know exactly how to do that, darling."
Sherry licked languidly along the mons. The light, berry-like taste was more apparent at the top of Janet's pussy. Sherry was in no hurry. The flat of her tongue slid along each outer pussylip in turn, then along the floor of the crevice. The tender petals of the inner lips were next, and both women felt them swelling to the slithering kisses.
The feeling grew more intense. Janet stopped caressing her pillowy breasts. The red-haired woman supported herself on Sherry's up thrust knees. Her hat fell off again.
Sherry quivered at Janet's touch. She felt long, copper-red hair wreathing her thighs. Sherry rimmed Janet's cunthole with her sucking lips. The tender meat turned on itself. The inner flesh came fractionally into Sherry's mouth. Sherry's tongue entered the orchid-like folds.
Deeper and deeper the blonde probed. Her tongue stretched, pointed. Janet rolled her voluptuous hips to take it further. Sherry's organ searched out each vaginal nerve. The red wedge slipped lasciviously around, drawing the meaty juices from Janet's cuntal channel.
Janet rocked back and forth on her lover's face. The womanly smoothness of Sherry's chin pressed Janet's clitoral ridge intimately. The thick musky juices slicked Sherry's face and smeared the redhead's inner thighs.
"Yes, baby, like that," Janet murmured. "Oh, up by my clitty! Yes!" The swelling pre-cum tension built up in her belly. Janet leaned forward until her coral nipples brushed Sherry's flat stomach. The wings of her upturned nose flared at the rich, steamy scent rising from Sherry's crotch.
Janet kissed Sherry's long, slender thighs. The tanned skin was salty with sun-dried sweat. Janet marveled at the blonde's leggy softness. The tongue lashing Janet felt in her cuntal folds accelerated with each touch on Sherry's thighs.
The sun beat down on Janet's back. Her fair skin burned, but not as hotly as her sopping cunt. She nibbled Sherry's thigh, half an inch from the tight-curled hair. Sherry's tongue speared Janet's clit, and Janet bit down.
Sherry thrust her snatch upward. Janet's flashing spasm meant the redhead would cum any second. Sherry wanted to feel Janet's mouth ravaging her cuntal flesh. The redhead's pussy was lasciviously smothering Sherry. Sherry's shortness of breath made her feel she was drowning in Janet's vaginal flood.
Janet dived into Sherry's thick pubic hair. The redhead's sensuously wide mouth gaped. She covered all the golden wedge of Sherry's vulva. Janet sucked and licked at the long slit. Sherry's pussylips flowed into her mouth. Janet gnawed the meaty was of woman flesh. The taste of Sherry's pussy made her own cunt gush even faster. Janet's hips rolled in long, sensuous fuckmotions. Her mouth wallowed from side to side in Sherry's juice-flooded swamp.
Sherry licked again and again at Janet's stiff love-button. She kneaded the pillowy softness of the redhead's asscheeks. The Lesbian couple's straining motions grew more passionate. Sherry had to circle Janet's hips with her arms to keep her face against the woman's flame-haired pussy.
Sherry panted and moaned. The blonde's mouth opened until her jaws ached. Her nose was buried in Janet's gushing vagina. The heavy cream filled her nostrils. The greasy sweetness of the redhead's cuntal scent slicked Sherry's high cheekbones, her ears, her throat.
Both women began cumming. Sherry's buttocks jiggled as she slammed against the bottom of the little boat. The hull slapped loudly in the water. Spray from the violent rocking splashed cold drops on Janet's back.
Sherry and Janet clung desperately to each other's thighs. Two necks arched stiffly. Two faces were soaked with sweat and cuntal juices. The women groaned and smothered in cuntal adoration.
Janet sucked valiantly at Sherry's pussy. Each deep labial kiss sent waves of orgasmic sensation through her. The red-haired woman needed to prolong the mind-shattering explosion in her loins. She ground and bounced against Sherry's gobbling mouth.
Sherry couldn't breathe and didn't care. Only the gut-burning cum in her pussy and the smothering wetness of Janet mattered. Her head bent upward, burrowing into the spasming folds of Janet's most intimate flesh.
The women banged bruisingly against one another. The incredible peak of their shared orgasm crested. Each hungry mouth strived to push the other's cunt over the edge of lusty insanity. They rolled and grunted like primitive beasts.
Sherry was overwhelmed. Her head fell back gasping painfully for air. Hips still moving, she felt the cumquake ebbing.
Janet lifted her head from the dark-blonde thatch of Sherry's cunt. Every nerve in her body was drained. She rested on top of her female lover.



CHAPTER FOUR


Peggy was shocked and excited when Janet took off her tunic. The little brunette instantly touched her own titties, slipping the bottoms of her bikini bra upward.
Peggy imagined the rich softness of Sherry's full tits against her own growing bumps. She stared at the women as the gap between the two small boats widened.
The pretty brunette felt a warm wetness gathering in her hairless pussy. She glanced down at the nakedness of the upper portion. The edges of her labia turned hotter pink as she watched.
Well, I feel hot-why shouldn't it look hot, the girl thought. Peggy pulled her orange panties down to mid-thigh, baring the rest of her cuntal mound.
She glanced back toward the skiff. The two women were caressing one another. Peggy wished she were watching them from the dock. The night before she had seen all she wanted of Bill fucking Sherry's mouth.
How would two ladies make love? What kind of stuff will Sherry and Janet do? And out there in the bay where just anybody could see them from another boat! Peggy marveled.
The thought of feminine softness caressing her young body sent an erotic chill through little Peggy. She looked at her budding breast. The nipple seemed almost too large for the growing mound. She touched it and watched the tip poke forward. The pinkish brown of the corona rose and fell in a tight maze of wrinkles.
Peggy touched the pink slit of her pussy with a fingertip. The oozing dew made the lower half of her labia glisten. She very deliberately drew a slick line of cuntal juice upward. Her clitty was stiffening. The inner lips began to peek out at the top of her unused crevice.
The twelve-year-old looked around. No one was close enough to see her. Behind her, in the other boat, Janet sat upright, massaging her naked titties. Peggy watched the redhead bend forward. The white hat fell off.
Peggy turned back to sail behind the skiff. She coasted downwind, caressing the outer swell of her cunny. More juice flowed as the lovely brunette girl cupped the delectable mound in her hand. The nice feeling increased in her loins. She let her mouth fall open.
Only the straining orange band of her bikini panties kept Peggy from stretching her knees farther apart. The twelve-year-old put one leg over the tiller and steered with the crook of her knee. Both hands rubbed at the soft outer labia. She pressed the puffy flesh back and forth, forcing it to slide over her clitoral trigger.
Peggy sailed only yards from the side of the splashing, rocking motorboat. She looked over the gunwale, and the naked lewdness of the sight paralyzed her.
The two Lesbians were thrashing in the bottom of the boat. Peggy saw Sherry's eyes, clamped ecstatically shut. The creamy vista of Janet's lush buttocks blazed into Peggy's brain. The soft flesh jiggled with each bouncing movement of the naked couple.
The little girl smelled the cunty musk of female arousal. Peggy was shocked, realizing it came from her own body rather than the grunting, rolling pair in the motorboat.
The girl craned her slender neck as the anchored skiff fell behind. Watching the fragment of the women's performance disturbed and aroused her. Peggy tried to touch the secret of her own pussy's attractiveness.
Slick dew covered her hands. Peggy rubbed her own exposed nipple with the oily secretions from her cunt, and the knife-edged shock of cunty heat astounded her. She plucked at the hard, rubbery tip. Her hand gathered more of the cuntal lube, and the painful goodness of wetly palming her titties made Peggy gasp.
She kept one fingertip traveling the length of her private crease. The nubbin of her clitty stood at attention, waiting for a touch.
Peggy skirted the pink button. Each feathery stroke of her finger probed a trifle further into her fluttery vagina. The goo flowed heavier. She began to pant. Peggy's pulse beat in her ears, almost drowning the liquid sibilance of the hull slicing the water.
Peggy returned her other hand to the shivery warmth of her pussy. She pulled the upper labia apart with two fingers.
Her inner cuntlips were crimson. The petals of her naked little pussy bloomed with the heat like an orchid. She could just fit a second fingertip into the tight crevice of her vagina.
Peggy sought for the nerves at the opening. Wiggling her fingers against each other brought big gushes of juice from her hole. She closed her large brown eyes and her head went back.
Her velvety eyelashes lay on her cheekbones as if she were sunbathing. Her hands told a different story. Peggy rubbed and pried at her cunny, trying to find the release that had filled her the night before. She slid down on the hard wooden seat and thrust her pelvis forward.
Her discomfort was minor. Her questing fingers could slip further into her pussy this way. The slippery feminine dew greased her hands. Enough welled out of her tight, virginal hole to slick the narrow pink valley between her smooth, youthful labia.
Something seemed to be lacking. Peggy greased her nipple with her slippery fingers again. The viscous fluid covered the pinkish brown circle completely. The square-edged tip snapped into a marble-sized point of sharp feeling. She rolled the pebbly point between her thumb and forefinger.
Again and again she tried to force her other hand further into her naked pussy. Her palm covered the top of her hairless mound, pressing the clitoral ridge in warm captivity. The heel of Peggy's hand circled, thrilling the nerve-filled button; Her wet, satiny inner labia caressed the sides and tip while her fingers tried to pry further past her virginal sphincter.
Peggy's pussy was tight. The rubbery membrane just inside her hole wouldn't let her fingertips pass. She tried one finger at a time, but the hymen wouldn't stretch even that far.
Peggy rubbed her juice-slicked palm over her nipple. The thrill lanced through her breast. It was as harsh and sleek as polished silk. The nerves in her nipples stretched like harp strings. The pretty girl's mouth opened in a sensuous, panting oval.
Peggy took her hand off her nipple. The firm tip hurt from the rolling pinches she'd given it. She reached for her clit again.
Peggy's fingers still wrestled with the unyielding membrane of her cherry. The fingertip touched on her clit made her vaginal sphincter tighten. Her cuntal muscles almost spat her fingers out. The squeeze would have hurt if Peggy weren't so eagerly yearning for satisfaction.
Yes! God, that's good! I wish… I want to go up further… I want more inside me… inside my pussy! An edgy feeling spread inside her. Peggy's thoughts broke up. Only occasional words echoed the longing in her girlish flesh.
Her two little fingertips moved in and out at the mouth of her virgin pussy. Peggy felt herself stretching, down there. Peggy made frustrated little noises deep in her throat. The tight ring of tissues wouldn't let her fill her vagina. She wanted to move her fingers up further into the satiny channel of her private flesh.
Peggy concentrated again on her love-button. The heat that had filled her the night before had seemed so much bigger. Only a glow and a tightness filled her belly now.
Peggy's whole pelvic basin reached. The flesh, even her bones, tried to open further. She forgot entirely about the two women in the other boat. Sailing back alongside in hopes of watching was not worth the little brunette's effort. All she wanted was the marvelous feeling she'd had the night before. Peggy panted and struggled with the tightness of her pussy, teetering on the edge of her feelings. She was arched far over the side of the little sloop, probing desperately for the source of the magnificent sensory release she knew was there.
Tears gathered in the corners of Peggy's tight clenched eyes. The sensation had to be there. It was so certain when it happened! The arousal was good. The lascivious feelings in her little nipples, even the feathery edges of delight she got from touching her pussy were nice, but there was something far bigger. The peak of her lewd play was so engrossing, so satisfying, that Peggy was afraid she'd burst into tears if she couldn't reach it.
Peggy bit her lip. She concentrated on the feeling at the rim of her vagina. Her fingers worked backward, forward. Peggy probed from side to side, trying to find the way in. If only she could dip far enough into the tight channel, maybe she would find a hyper-sensitive spot that would make her go off.
She pressed harder on her clitoris with her index finger. Peggy's toes flexed and curled with the tension of her cuntal searching. Electric thrills raced from her clitty, like little sparks that wouldn't quite become lightning. A charge built up in every nerve. Peggy's muscles tightened, holding the sparks in, trying to gather them into a blast of sexual ecstasy.
Peggy put her thumb on the clitoral ridge. Her excitement took a little uphill leap. The peak was just about to arrive. She jammed her fingers into the tension of her vaginal sphincter. Peggy rolled her ditty from side to side. She squeezed the tender pellet between thumb and forefinger.
Her peak was about to arrive. Peggy recognized the final increase of feeling. A sharpness rimmed the wet bloom inside her pelvis. It grew until the feeling couldn't fit inside her any more. It changed, and Peggy felt her orgasm fill her sweating body.
The feeling had come at last. It had been there all the time, and now it covered her. Her whole pubic zone bloomed under her hands and Peggy stretched out to enjoy. Her long, slender legs ex- tended. Both hands kneaded gently at her cunny. The tiller went over.
THWACK!! The boom slammed across the cockpit. The boat jibed violently across the wind. Peggy threw her arms out to her sides just as the heavy timber grazed her chin. She tumbled out of the little boat!



CHAPTER FIVE


Peggy's orgasmic contractions sharpened painfully. The sudden shock of the cold water on her naked pussy increased the spasms that racked her slender body. The blow on her chin had dazed her, and her head spun from the force of her cum. She felt her pussy still going off as her head broke the surface of the water.
With its centerboard halfway up, the Bluejay sailed unsteadily away from her. "Damn! You're a dummy, Peggy," she told herself. The little brunette started swimming after her sloop.
Peggy had to pause. Her bikini panties had fallen around her knees, hampering her kick. Her slender buttocks winked in the sunlight when she dove to pull her suit bottom up. Her long brown hair streamed in her face as she surfaced again. Peggy blushed, thinking of how she'd looked falling overboard.
"My pants down and everything! I hope nobody saw me," she muttered. The olive-skinned little beauty pulled her hair out of her eyes and struck out after the boat.
The sloop seemed to be lengthening the distance. When Peggy had first surfaced, it was only fifty feet away. Now it was more like fifty yards. The little boat yawed from side to side, both sails flapping. Every little way the Bluejay turned across the wind. The boom would fly across with a crash, the jib pulled it to a new heading, and the boat sailed in another direction.
Peggy compromised between the courses the boat hobbled along. She swam toward the point where she ought to meet it – if the wind didn't shift too badly. The twelve-year-old grew angry with herself. Daddy's gonna be so mad! If anything happens to that boat, he'll beat my butt. And it's my fault!
Peggy felt a humming vibration in the water. She kept swimming, plodding doggedly across the yacht basin. The pretty girl refused to turn her head as the humming grew. A hiss overlaid the base vibration with a metallic creaking sound, a shadow flashed over her.
"Ahoy, the swimmer! Need some help?"
Peggy looked up. A young man she'd seen working on, an old ocean racer set the little catamaran back down on both hulls.
"That's a hard way to catch a boat!" he shouted. The pastel-striped triangle of his sail flapped as he looped the boat around, coasting upwind.
"I'm finding that out," Peggy answered. She reached for the young man's hand as the cat stopped beside her. "Thank you. I could have chased that thing all day." Peggy clambered onto the canvas trampoline stretched between the hulls.
"It would have run aground or hit something by then." the young man looked sharply as Peggy sat up. The pink-brown rim of one nipple showed. The budding mounds of Peggy's titties had almost escaped the bikini top.
"I – I'm Peggy Gibson," she stammered. Peggy blushed. She pulled the little cloth triangles down to cover her bosoms.
The man's swim trunks showed a bulge that grew as he looked at her. She felt a lump in her throat and glanced back up at his face.
Peggy followed his gaze. The top of her little slit peeked over her panty! "C-could we go after my boat?" She quickly pulled up her waistband. As she moved on the canvas, the slender woman child realized something else.
My bottom was showing. too! What does he think? The blush spread from Peggy's cheeks and ears to the tops of her little breast-mounds.
"My name's Tom – Tom Sanders," the young man said when he found his tongue. "I tend bar at the club. I haven't seen you around here before." He was an average-looking man, in his middle twenties, with wavy brown hair and light eyes. His nose was a little bent, and he had a yachtsman's tan. He watched Peggy closely as he turned the catamaran around.
Peggy told him how she and her parents had come to vacation at the marina. She tried to sneak little looks at the cockbulge in his trunks as the swift catamaran flew after her unmanned Bluejay.
It's starting to get hard! I can almost see the end of it. Peggy's large brown eyes widened.
Tom smiled at the glances she tried to hide. There was a lewd gleam in Peggy's round eyes. She was obviously too innocent to realize it showed or to attempt to conceal it. He could tell when the slinky youngster was about to check his crotch just before she did it. Her pupils dilated every time.
Peggy sprawled back on her elbows. Tom knew she wanted to tempt him. The tiny orange bikini clung wetly to her mons, showed the swell of her labia. Even the tiny crevice between the lips of her pussy showed.
Tom's cock lengthened. Peggy spoke more slowly as the glands crept stiffly into view at the leg hole of his trunks.
When the tip of his cock was just visible, the catamaran caught up with the runaway sloop. "I – I guess I get off here," Peggy said tentatively. The moist heat in her pussy grew with each peek at the man's prick head. 'Thanks for the ride, Tom. I really like your boat." And I'd love to stay on it I want a closer look at that hard thing. I wonder what that stuff on the end is. I never saw anything like that in my life!
"It's not mine. My boss's son lets me use it sometime," Tom told her. "I could give you a tow back. My boat's just a little way from John Wood's." He waited for her answer, trying to look cool and disinterested. Damn, she looks like a hot little bitch. She's awful pretty, too. Her little butt looks so juicy and tender. I'd love to kiss the daylights out of her titties!
"Okay, Tom! I'd like that," Peggy smiled. "This catamaran is neat!"
"Good! Take the tiller and keep her pointed straight into the wind," Tom ordered. "Don't worry about drifting backwards."
Peggy watched him closely. She admired the way his muscles flexed when he pulled himself into her boat. The little brunette rubbed her pussy as she watched him over her shoulder. The quivery heat in her loins increased. Every move Tom made aroused the twelve-year-old. She wanted to touch him, get Tom's whole length against her olive skin.
Tom watched her from the corners of his eyes. He'd never seen a girl as young as Peggy who looked so sensuous. She looks hungry for cock, he thought. Probably has every kid in her school sniffing after her little ass. Every broad in this bay'll be jealous before she leaves.
Tom Sanders threw the sloop's bow line with controlled, silken precision. He didn't bother to hide his fiercely rampant erection when he boarded the catamaran.
Peggy's curiosity about the rigid tool still boiled in her guts. She felt a spasm of fear when he recklessly showed the cloth-shrouded rod. The orange bikini panties no longer showed the tender crevice of her cunny. Peggy was reserved when she told him, "Maybe I should put my boat away. I'll sail it into our space."
Tom ascribed the quick change of mood to the girl's youth. I have enough trouble understanding grown women. Who can figure out a kid? "Okay. Here, Peggy, pull the painter in like this, and you won't have to get wet again."
Peggy's hand was soft and cool when Tom steadied her step onto the Bluejay. He couldn't resist a quick, caressing squeeze.
The lovely young girl gave Tom an unsettling glance. He stooped to cast off the line, not knowing what her calm brown eyes sought. Tom tossed the quickly coiled cordage onto the sloop's foredeck at her feet.
"Which boat is yours, Tom?" Peggy held the mast of her little boat. Her hip-stance was erotic, deliberately posed. The swell of her cuntal vee curved subtly between her lightly defined hipbones. The white triangles of the sails flapped beside and behind her.
"It's the Sea Nymph-I'm in slip three-forty four." Tom raised his voice as the lovely child drifted backwards. She looked calm as a resting tigress. "Come on by. I'd love to show her to you."
"I might come over later," Peggy called. "Thanks for helping me!" Peggy slipped back to the cockpit and waved. The little sloop heeled over, commanded again, and a surge of wanting rose in Tom's throat.
Peggy spilled out the air from the sails. The little boat barely touched the edge of the dock. The girl popped out of the cock pit and tied up as her father had showed her.
Peggy was just about to step aboard the borrowed yacht. Her high-arched foot was in midair when she heard lewd moans coming from the cabin.
"Oh, Ed, please kiss my pussy again," her mother begged. Ruth Gibson's throaty contralto had an unfamiliar urgent pitch Peggy had never heard.
"Ruthie, honey! It's been years since we lasted so long," Ed Gibson answered. 'It's so gawdam good I'm gonna go crazy!"
"More, please, honey! I know I can make you cum again," Ruth pleaded.
"I haven't shot off three times in a day for fifteen years!" Ed's voice was a groan of amazed pleasure. "I don't know how you're doing this to me, but I love every second of it."
Peggy padded silently along the dock. A small opening between two curtains caught her eye. An electric shock of cuntal heat leapt in her.
Her mother's coal-black hair hung long, rippling with the abandoned rolling of her head. The feather-soft ends trailed across the firm upper slopes of her breasts. The luminous brightness of her teeth dug into her lower lip. Her long, straight nose flared with lascicious eagerness as the sultry woman kneaded her tits, pointing them at her husband. Ruth looked to be in her late twenties, but the lusty matron was actually almost forty.
She was ageless in her insatiable craving for her husband's rock-hard prick. Age had not begun to ravage her slender curves. Even child birth left no marks on her warm-brown, butter soft skin.
Mrs. Gibson's raven puss hairs were soaked with the vital juices of a whole morning's fucking. The curly hairs were sparse, coarse, and shining. Her cunt wasn't overgrown; the front view was a modest delta, and the puffy swell of her feminine profile mimicked the soft arch of her labia.
Ruth sat with her round, full thighs open on the edge of the narrow bunk. Her inner pussylips were as pink and frilly as rose petals. The ventilators in the cabin roof were open, and steam as thick and musky as Cupid's gymnasium flowed out.
Peggy was paralyzed at the sight. She had never thought of her roother this way. The lewd entreaties from the innards of the boat burned Peggy's ears. She watched for another half minute.
Ed Gibson's greying hair cut off the view. The sharp collar line between his carpenter's tan neck and the paler broadness of his shoulders rose in the window. His hairy, naked asscleft surprised Peggy. He growled as he bit and sucked at his wife's hard red-brown nipples.
"Yes! I can cum if you kiss my titties like that! I feel like you're making love to them. Sometimes my whole body is one juicy, hot pussy for you," Ruth gasped. Her head lolled back. Her long, slender arms wrapped around Ed's sweat glistened back.
"You're getting me so goddam hard again! I can't believe how you can do it!" Ed picked his wife up from the bunk. Her head moved loosely to and fro, inches from the rich wooden paneling of the ceiling.
"I get so hungry for you," the girl's mother said. She looked down at Ed. "Being here with you makes me feel so loving-and so horny." Her face blushed with soft eagerness. Ruth's dark beauty simmered, the fire showing in the glowing coals of her eyes.
Ruth's legs scissored around Ed's hips. Peggy tore her eyes away. The couple fell against the facing bunk.
Peggy ran silently away from the rocking yacht. Her loins seethed with heat. Her mind bubbled with frothy turmoil. She marveled at the passionate fucking she'd almost walked in on. Mom never acted like that! She's always so calm and peaceful.
And Daddy! He's so gentle with us both, but his fingers looked like they were bruising her! He doesn't growl like that, he just doesn't!
Mom really seemed to want him. She sounded like I've been feeling! When he picked her up, she went crazy. I wish I could have seen him from in front. Mom put her legs around him and it looked like she opened right up over his… his… COCK!
Peggy slowed to a walk. Her thoughts were new and disturbing. She didn't want to consider the implications of her parents' behavior. The lovely little girl wanted company so she wouldn't have to think about it.
Peggy spied a little sign. Neatly hand-painted, one foot high, it said "300's." The womanly child reflected. She had really only talked with one person besides her family. Sure, some of the neighbors had introduced themselves, but Peggy thought it unlikely they would want to distract a twelve-year-old girl.
She padded barefooted along the grey enameled planks. A few of the boats were open, but almost no one was around. The boat in 344 looked old, but its sleek lines and powerful mast said it was thirty-five feet of phallic intensity. Peggy imagined the Sea Nymph plunging rhythmically, cleaving salt waves with the power of an ocean storm.
Tom wasn't on the dock, nor was he working topside, as she'd seen him the afternoon before. Still bemused by the revelation of her parents' lasciviousness, Peggy walked onto the finger of Tom's slip.
"Peggy, lovely little Peggy," she heard. The voice was quiet, but tense. The slim, leggy girl looked around, seeking the source. There was no one behind her.
"God, but you're beautiful, Peggy." The sound seemed to be coming from aboard the Sea Nymph Peggy bent to peer in through the aft hatch.
"I want you so bad, Peggy." Tom lay on his back, naked. The girl's dark eyes widened. In the cabin's dimness, Tom clasped his erection in his hands. The rigid organ stroked up and down with his rolling pelvic thrusts. His eyes were closed.
The crimson glands fascinated Peggy. Each time it drew back toward his fists, loose skin bunched around it. Peggy strained to see the swollen end when it rose again. The long, sensuously slow extension of the curving shaft hypnotized her. She was still as a rodent stared down by a snake. I wish it wasn't so dark in there! I want to look at that nice hard thing!
The tight-stretched skin gleamed beneath the reddened cap, then folded around it again. Peggy slipped quietly aboard. She blessed the deep keel that kept the racer from tipping under her weight.
Tom's prick moved a little faster. Peggy stepped from the deck into the recessed well of the cockpit. Her cuntal area sent heated quivers through her. The soft warmth of her vagina moistened with anticipation. The wide-eyed twelve-year-old knew something would happen, but she couldn't say what it would be.
"Mmm-hmm, yes, Peggy," Tom breathed. Wrinkles appeared around his eyes when he shut them tighter. "Want you, Peggy," Tom breathed. Wrinkles appeared around his eyes when he shut them tighter. "Want you, Peggy." His whisper was harsh, urgent.
Peggy blinked. A torrid mixture of Tom's ever sliding prick and her parents' heated wrestling whirled in her head.. It seemed like everyone at the marina was constantly horny. In couples or alone, something sexy went on day and night.
Peggy sealed her lips. She didn't want any sound to escape while she crept toward Tom. Well, if Mom likes it so much… and that Sherry! I must be the only one here who can't get naked and… and do it! The little brunette formed a resolution.
Peggy knew she would touch that curious wand of flesh. The knowledge increased the speed and heat of the warm flutter in her belly. Her vulva swelled into hot-pink puffiness. She wanted to open her long thighs to let the heat out. Her pearl-like clitoris stirred in the soft fold of feminine flesh that hid it.
Peggy resisted the urge to finger herself. Moist sensuality spread in her most intimate zones. A rosy blush fanned out on her olive skin. She stooped, taking one step down the ladder. She balanced herself with light fingertips on the side of the hatch. The dark-striped teakwood coaming was smooth and warm in the sunshine.
Peggy feared even the slightest noise would alert him. She held her breath and sneaked further into the dark-paneled cuddy. The low ceiling left just enough room for the leggy woman child to slink closer to the narrow bunk where Tom lay.
His hips moved steadily. Ragged breathing masked the minuscule sounds of Peggy's approach. The skin of her long thighs whispered with her careful steps. Tom's accelerating thrusts began to rock the slender hull.
"Peggy, lovely, beautiful Peggy-I love the way you look. God, you must feel so soft! Help me, make me cum, Peggy!" Tom groaned through stiff lips.
The pretty young girl stood next to him. Peggy ogled the crimson-topped rod. Tom's cock stroked in and out of his tight-clasped hands. Peggy took a breath at last. Her fine-arched nostrils flared with the effort. The heat in her cunt made her soft, olive skin deepen in color. A blush glowed on her cheeks. Peggy's eyes gleamed. She smelled the sharpness of Tom's sweat in the close cabin and the heavier musk of his balls.
Slowly, so painfully she thought she would never get there, Peggy reached. Her slim, soft fingers curved into an open circle. She bobbed her hand, seeking the exact measure of Tom's cockstrokes. She stared at the coarse-haired mass of his scrotum. The sac rose and fell with the tension of the tight-stretched skin.
Peggy's hand hovered. The pretty girl's mouth opened in indecision. Should she touch the crimson knob or investigate the heavy spheres at the base of Tom's cock?
She knew she had to do something. Tom's face reddened. A dusty-scented sweat trickled in little rivulets on his skin. His cock and balls were greasy with perspiration. His hips moved faster with each long stroke.
Peggy's eyes locked onto the heart-shaped prick head. She bent at the hips, and took the shaft! "Wha… I-I…" Tom's eyes snapped open and he sat up.
"Shhh! Please let me, Tom," Peggy wheedled. "I want to, really! I never touched a boy's… thing before."
Tom leaned back, dumbfounded. He let go of his prick and nodded. "S-sure, Peggy. Go ahead." The pretty girl he'd fantasized about since he'd dragged her out of the water actually wanted his dick: It seemed unreal, but he could feel her cool hand on his throbbing hard-on.
"It's soft! The skin's so soft, and it's so hard and stiff inside." Peggy's brown eyes were round with discovery. "It really feels neat."
"It feels good when you touch me, too," Tom volunteered. "Your hands are nice-so soft and cool!"
Peggy lifted the virile cock up from his belly with her palm. She gave the cock a swift, tight squeeze. "Is it always this hot-when it's hard, I mean?" She trailed her fingertips down the outer curve, from the tip to the beginning of Tom's hairy sac.
"I guess so, Peggy," Tom answered. He paused, then added, "You mean you never…" The arches of his dark eyebrows rose. His forehead wrinkled it was not easy to understand this girl who'd sneaked in on him. The weird thing is, I'm not even embarrassed, he thought.
"No, I never did," Peggy stated. She stared closely at the length of his virile meat. "I saw it when you helped me to catch my boat, but I never got close enough to touch one. I never really got a good look." She traced the curve of his coronal ridge with a tapering fingertip. "It makes me feel funny inside."
"Did you like watching me? How long were you here before you touched me?" Tom wondered how many other people could have seen him jacking off. His cock tensed with each touch of Peggy's hands. He watched her exploring fingers rove over his turgid prick while he waited for her answer.
"I only watched for a couple of minutes. I wondered what you were doing." Peggy pulled the thick weapon until it pointed up at her face. "Watching you really got me hot." She touched the pearly drop of slickness on the tip of Tom's glands. Peggy smeared it allover the wide red prick head, asking, "What's this stuff? It feels very nice.
"It cleans out the tube inside when I get hard." Tom worried as Peggy's fingers slithered lewdly over his cock. "Maybe I'd better close the hatchway, Peggy."
"Yeah – I heard you talking when I was up on the dock." Peggy stood up straight, releasing Tom's cock. Her hungry stare followed him as he stood. She touched the cheeks of his ass when he brushed by, and watched the meaty swaying of his scrotum as the hatch shut.
Peggy was inflamed by the closeness of a virile man. She imagined the scratchy play of his coarse chest-hair against her blossoming titties. Her loins burned when she stared at his jutting proud cock.
"Better?" Tom asked. Peggy's olive skin glistened in the dimness. He cranked a vent open.
"I – I'm worried, Tom," Peggy said, looking down. "What if I don't do it right?" She crossed her hands in front of her beginning bosom and leaned against his torso. Her brown eyes were large and liquid, filled with uncertainty and the gleam of horny wanting.
"Hey, Peggy, it's okay. I don't think you could do it wrong, really. I'll say so, if you want, but don't worry." Tom hugged her frail slimness. Peggy's smooth skin was soft as seal fur. His cock pressed into the tender warmth of her stomach.
Peggy's tiny orange bra just touched the tip of Tom's glands. She circled her fingers around his cockshaft. The pretty brunette began a slow, lascivious stroking. She guided him back to the bunk with his sensitive tool. The thin mattress yielded under his hips when she softly pushed him down.
"Would you like to look at me, too?" Peggy asked. Tom nodded, licking his lips. "I like the way your penis feels," the twelve-year-old added. Her light fingers confirmed the statement.
"May I…" Tom began. Peggy rubbed the bulge of her vulva against his thigh. Tom gasped, then slowly lifted her orange bra. The brown rim of her nipple's edge peeked at him. A rush of erotic power gathered in his balls.
Peggy took one hand from his cockshaft. She pulled the bottom edge of the bra cup over her firm mounds. She was glad her tits had begun to grow, setting off the girlish slimness' of her waist.
As soon as Tom touched it, Peggy's nipple began to stiffen. It sharpened to a hard peak, nearly the size of his thumb's end. A deep pink shined through the cocoa-brown of the nubbin.
"Oooh, that's nice," Peggy whispered. The ring of sensitive skin around the pebble contracted into tiny, wrinkled ridges. Peggy twisted to force the firm mound of her little titty into Tom's hand.
"Your breasts are beautiful, Peggy," Tom marveled. His throat had a dry lump from the razor sharpness of her musky-scented closeness. "You're the loveliest girl I've ever seen!"
Peggy was beautiful to begin with. The lewd heat in her eyes and the sensuous moistness of her mouth made her even lovelier. Still caressing his cock, Peggy bent over Tom and kissed him full on the lips.
Tom put his free hand around her smooth shoulders. He caressed her growing bosom more deeply. The softness molded into stiff-peaked mounds of girlish arousal.
Peggy squeezed his cock harder. She stroked Tom's meat more quickly, and his hips began to rock with pre-orgasmic intensity. "Yes, touch me like that," Peggy panted. "Your hands feel so good on my boobs."
The heat in Peggy's cunny grew. She was torn between fingering herself and pulling the ever stiffening shaft of Tom's cock. "Touch me, please," she begged. "Please put your hand on my pussy."
"Oh, God, yes! I wanted to touch you there when I first saw you," Tom said. His tongue wetted his lips and his nostrils flared. The young man slipped his hands down to the sleek swell of her mons. The flesh within was hot, warming his hands even through her panties. They both gasped as Tom cupped the feminine center of her lusty urges.
Peggy pushed her cunt against his hand. Tom's muscular fingers covered the whole swelling vee of her pussy. Vast pulses of sensation raced through her youthfully slim body. It was like an electric shock that tightened every muscle each time her clitty felt the satiny friction of her juicy inner labia.
Tom put his free hand around Peggy's neck. She bent close to him. Her hips rocked and her hand pistoned on his prickshaft. His lips opened, and meteors of heat burned from her nipples. Peggy squeaked at the sudden shock. None of her own nipple-touching had been as nice as his kisses!
Peggy bit her lower lip. Tendrils of voluptuous feeling slithered all through her young body.. She felt her entire pubic zone opening like a castle gate around his touch. Her titties felt twice their usual size.
She pressed her blood-gorged nipples against his face. Every suck on one lengthened the point. Each long, flat tongued lick felt sharp as paper cuts.
Peggy loved his hand on her pussy. The squeezing sent her soaring higher than her own hand ever had. She whimpered as the intense feeling piled up in her loins.
Tom growled. He sucked and tasted her tittiebumps, gobbling at her girl flesh. He marveled at the rubbery tension of each nipple, at the sensuous stretching when he gnawed them. The dampness oozing from the mouth of Peggy's vagina began to seep through her panties. His fingers got slick and-moist.
The vee-taper of Peggy's labia pointed the way to the gushing center of her pussy. Tom's fingers kneaded the yielding point of her cunt, and his palm worked the flesh-covered ridge of her clit.
Peggy ground her cunt against his hand. Lances of feeling flashed from her pussy to her nipples, her mouth, her brain. She was desperate, feeling the burst of her cum just beyond. Tom's hand was slowing, moving irregularly, jabbing into her softness when it moved at all.
Sensations grew inside her belly. Her nerves piled up an overload. The little brunette felt her nerves stretching like platinum wires. Just a little more of that hand would send her off!
Peggy clutched at Tom's ball-weighted sac. She jerked her clenched fist around the flaming steel of his swollen cock. Her asscheeks quivered like jellyfish with each hunching jerk against Tom's hand.
"Yeah, baby, that's it," Tom moaned. "That's gonna do it, Peggy," he chanted as their hands wrestled with each other's lusty flesh.
Peggy pulled Tom's cockskin up and toward her. She forced her cunny against his hand. He pushed and squeezed at her molten wedge. The couple rose together, piling sensations on each other in perfect harmony. She mashed his balls against the base of his prick, and he mashed her cuntal flesh into itself. Peggy pulled mercilessly at Tom's cockshaft and watched it constantly.
Up and up, harder and harder the couple strained. Tom burrowed against her titties. Peggy forced her loins against his hand. Peggy felt his prick tense. His strong hand pressed hard against her crotch. Tom cupped her vulva with a motionless force. Peggy pulled desperately at his cockflesh, and a thick wad of semen blasted out the end of the knob.
Peggy went off. Her knees sagged. She was flying like the gobbet of seed, end over end. Colors flooded the corners of her vision. Another swelling of the glands, and the jerking pulse of Tom's root spewed more of the stringy whiteness to the ceiling.
The waves of Peggy's cum matched the spraying flight of the masses of seed. Peggy urged each wad out, milking Tom's cock with all her remaining strength. Her crotch pushed uncontrollably against Tom's hand.
Jet after jet of milky seed burst from Tom's glands. Peggy watched the stuff, fascinated by the exact matching of their spasms. Her own orgasm had paralyzed her. The twelve-year-old was locked in a limp daze of fulfillment. Thick juices flowed over her hand, and she let go or" Tom's balls.
"Ohmigod, Peggy! I never even thought I could actually touch you, and now look! You really surprised me," Tom breathed. "You did that awfully well- and you really went off yourself, didn't you?"
"I'm glad you touched me," the little brunette answered. "I went off so good! I never got so hot on my own hand, Tom."
Tom kissed the pretty child. "I'm glad you liked it, Peggy. I loved it!" He reached for a towel and wiped the cum from his belly. The cabin was full of the smell of their sweat.
Peggy rested her soft hand on Tom's willing cock. "I didn't think that stuff would shoot so hard! It's neat." She climbed onto the narrow bunk. The twelve-year-old tossed the limber weight of his softening prick. "How soon will it get hard again?"
"Hey, Peggy! Just a second." Tom Sanders grinned and hugged her. The naked little mounds of Peggy's titties pressed against his tanned chest. "Wouldn't you like just a little bit of rest?"
"Oh, all right, I'll rest-but you better put some pants on or I'll keep on playing with this!"
"That's why girls your age are illegal," Tom smiled. "You don't know when to stop!"
Suddenly the little brunette heard a familiar voice. "Peggy, where are you? Peggy?" It was her father, and he was up on the dock!



CHAPTER SIX


Tom dragged on a sweater and pants. Peggy covered her pink-brown nipples with the orange triangles of her bikini bra. Both arms flying, Tom opened the Sea Nymph's forward hatch and opened the chart table. "Peggy! It's lunchtime, baby," Ed Gibson called. His voice rose a tone.
"Daddy? I'm over here," Peggy called, standing up through the hatch. "Tom is showing me his navigating stuff."
Ed walked over to the boat where his daughter stood. His grey eyebrows knitted in parental concern. "I've been looking all over for you, Peggy. You should have told your mother or me when you got back."
Tom Sanders popped out of the cabin behind Peggy. "Mr. Gibson? Your daughter came by and I invited her aboard. I hope you don't mind." The tanned bartender put on his most winning smile. "Yacht clubs are pretty safe places, with the gates locked and all." Tom swept his arm toward the sloop's cabin in invitation. "Would you like to come aboard, sir?"
"Well… maybe a little later. Peggy's mother is keeping her lunch hot right now." Ed Gibson unknitted his forehead and gave a slight smile. "I hope she wasn't bothering you."
"Not at all, really. There aren't an awful lot of people to talk with in the middle of the week here, you know. At least Peggy asks questions I can answer." Tom smiled as Ed helped Peggy onto the dock. "Feel free to come back, either of you."
"I will, Tom," the long-legged twelve-year-old replied. Ed smiled and nodded, leading his daughter back toward the borrowed ketch where Ruth waited.
Peggy expected a lecture from her dad on the way, but he surprised her. Ed talked excitedly about the beauty of the bay and the family's planned cruise to the Channel Islands. "You're going to remember this vacation the rest of your life, Peggy," he said.
Especially if I can get some more of that nice hard cock of Tom's, Peggy told herself.
The long summer twilight faded toward night as Ed and Ruth prepared to go out. "You're sure you'll be all right here alone?" Peggy's mother asked. "You won't be bored?"
"I'll be okay, Mom. I'm awful tired-I'll just make a snack and go to bed." Peggy looked her parents over. Her mother was stunning in a long, slinky dress, and her immaculate makeup accented her dark, exotic beauty. She looked young enough to be Ed's daughter. "You guys look fantastic! I hope you have a super good time tonight." The willowy little brunette went on tiptoe to kiss her parents goodbye.
"Oh, we'll have a good time, baby," Ed grinned. Smiling in his dark suit, he looked like a tycoon, rather than the carpenter he was. "I saved long enough for this that we'd better have a hell of a time!" He gave Peggy a paternal hug, and warned, "Don't let anybody aboard, honey, and don't wait up for us."
Peggy nodded. Her long hair glistened in the cabin lights. Ruth touched her daughter's shoulder and winked, and both parents left.
It was full dark. The moon hadn't risen. Peggy took her sandwich up on deck and thought about her day. She felt her ears reddening when she recalled being knocked out of the boat. Right out in the middle of the channel! My pussy must have been bright red from fingering! I still hope nobody saw me, she thought.
Remembering her rescuer and the hot, hat d feel of his cock.made Peggy's hairless cunny simmer. She stood atop the ketch's cabin, straining for a look at Tom's boat. If there are any lights on, maybe I'll go over there.
Peggy saw the boat, but nobody was aboard. Realizing Tom would be at work didn't stop the juicy heat in her crotch. She scanned the jumble of boats, noticing that the Greens were gone, as well.
A white blot in the channel caught her eye. Peggy wondered if it were Bill Green's runabout, since the little motorboat was missing from the slip.
Pretty, lithe Peggy felt a blowtorch of lust flame in her belly. Neither Sherry's incest nor her Lesbian passions seemed right to the twelve-year-old, but the acts she'd watched excited her. I bet all three of them are doing something out there in that boat. Thai; must be why they aren't showing a light, like they're supposed to. That Janet Green looks so soft – maybe Bill and his sister are licking all over her, her pussy and everything!
The lissome brunette peered through the darkness. A green glow showed briefly under the boat, but winked out quickly. Realizing it was too dark to see anything so many yards away, Peggy went below to lie in her bunk.
Peggy touched her cuntal zone through the tight shorts she'd put on that afternoon. The now-familiar warmth was there, fanned by the pictures in her mind. She unsnapped the waist of the wheat-colored cutoffs and slid them down her smoothly tapered thighs.
The pants fell to the floor. Peggy put her thumbs in the elastic band of her sky-blue cotton panties, and slowly rolled them down, exposing the warm curve of her eager pussy. The lips of her virginal crevice were pink, beginning to swell with anticipation.
Two bumps the size of lima beans poked beyond the firm swellings of Peggy's titties. Even in the dimly lit cabin, the dark circles of Peggy's aureoles showed under the thin fabric of her tee shirt. Peggy rocked and twisted her shoulders from side to side. She relished the feathery thrill of worn cotton against the swollen nipple-buds.
Peggy lay lasciviously on her narrow, short ship's bunk. She slid her heels up along the sheet, opening her knees. The girl's hips were beginning to show the voluptuous curvature of womanly breadth. Her labia shaded like an opening rose, from pale pink at the edges to near-crimson in the slippery valley between. The inner petals deepened as she imagined Tom's prick in her hands.
Peggy rolled her hips, offering the tender mouth of her cunny to her imaginary lover. She caressed her still-clothed bosom. The nipples throbbed with pulsations of stiff feeling.
Peggy closed her eyes and thought of the hard, hot feeling of the first cock she'd ever touched, "Tom, please let me kiss it, she breathed. The nubile child opened her pink lips in a sensual circle. Her tongue beckoned invitingly, with lubricious curling motions..
"I want to suck your cock, Tom," Peggy whispered, "it must taste wonderful! Please let me lick that lovely red knob and put your balls in my mouth."
The slender brunette, naked from the waist down, moved her hands to her loins. "I want you here! I want you to look at my pussy." Peggy spread the hot pink lips with her fingertips. "See how hot my cunny gets? I want you to touch it again, but now I made it naked for you. See how wet I'm getting right here?" and she spread the guarding flesh at the mouth of her vagina.
"Oh, I wish you were here with me! I wish you were really here!" Peggy whined in frustration. Her round dark eyes opened. The beautiful, horny child sat up. "Darn it! Here I am all alone, nobody to walk in, and Tom's working! By the time he gets away from the bar, Mom and Dad will be back! Ohh… damn!"
"All right then," Peggy told herself. "I'll just have to find someway by myself. But…" She looked around her little cabin. Peggy drew the porthole curtains more snugly over the glass.
Peggy felt deliciously naughty. "If I were a pirate…" she said, picturing a dozen naked men bound before her, erections jutting proudly. "I could capture enough of them so they'd always be hard, instead of getting limp like Tom's."
Knowing she would see no one in the passageway, she leaned out of her cramped cabin. Peggy looked both ways, checking the curtains before tiptoeing out of the little room. The white cotton tee-shirt flapped, covering only half of her buttocks' crease and none of her pussy.
The sexy young girl checked each porthole, making sure they were covered. She turned on every light in the boat, then pulled the flimsy shirt over her head.
Peggy's long, heavy brown hair cascaded down her back when the collar popped over her head. She walked back to toss the shirt into her cabin then turned and looked toward the salon of the ketch.
Peggy stood with her feet apart, surveying her nudist's domain. The pinkness of her cuntal crease blazed in the Yellow light of the bulbs. The brunette's little fists were on her hips, her arms akimbo. The main compartment was paneled in white oak, with accents of rosewood. Hard corners and gentle curves defined the space the naked girl ruled.
Peggy stood as regally as an Amazon, but her eyes had the playful light of juvenile discovery. The multiple shadows from the small lamps outlined the soft rounds of her titties. Each out thrust nipple's top glowed in the soft light. Three lines of darkness radiated beneath the eraser-sized buds. Her hipbones poked out, putting a gentle, dual inward curve at the base of her flat belly.
She looked around. The naked child's brown eyes gleamed like the oily dark wood of the fittings behind and beside her. Peggy knew there had to be something aboard that would temporarily quiet the aching need in her crotch.
Peggy's long, long legs and high-arched feet carried her around the salon. Despite her willowy slimness, Peggy moved like a stalking tigress, opening doors and hatches.
"There's got to be something in here," she muttered. She bent and turned, and the muscles of her ass flexed and rippled with each move. "'What the in world can I use?" She bent and the olive skin of her girlish buttocks stretched. The tight pucker of her asshole showed in the cleft, just above the reddened pout of little Peggy's cuntal nesh. "Maybe Mom and Dad have something."
Peggy stalked into the master stateroom. It was near the center of the boat, thus much larger than her own tight quarters. The bed was full size, though half of it jutted under the deck above, leaving very little room to roll over. Peggy felt the slick cuntal juices flowing in her pussy. She wanted very badly to feel the desperate release of her orgasm.
Peggy rattled through jars of lotions and creams in the built-in compartments of the stateroom. The wetness of Tom's kiss on her nipple had told her how sensitive titties could be.
Peggy found a squeeze bottle of baby oil. She picked it up, and caught sight of herself in the full-length mirror beside the bed. She sat on the edge of the bed and spread her knees. The bright pink of her gash surprised her. The little triangle of her inner cuntlips had swelled with her clit, poking a meaty-looking bit of flesh through the top of her slit. She touched the red fold and a little raindrop of pussyjuice leaked out of her hole.
"Mmm… I like that," Peggy said aloud. "That's so sensitive and so nice to touch. It's almost the nicest part of my pussy!" The little girl grabbed a scrap of ribbon from her mother's dressing table and tied her opulent hair back.
Her breasts were going to grow very large, Peggy thought. The mounds were over three inches from top to bottom, even though they hadn't begun to jut out as fiercely as her mother's tits. The lovely young girl watched the firm stretching of the mounds when she raised her arms above her head.
With her hair pulled back, Peggy's throat was a tanned pillar. The lines of cords and muscles rose cleanly from her collarbones. The bow shaped clavicles were delicate as birds' wings. Peggy's skin stretched smoothly from her neck into the high, proud line of her triangular jaw. Her thin lips were redly parted over the blazing white tiles of her even teeth. The girl turned her head from side to side, wondering if her mouth wasn't a little too sensuously wide.
Peggy flared her nostrils, capturing the warm, sweet scent as she uncapped the bottle of oil. She poured a spoonful into her cupped palm. The horny child put the first bit on her shoulder and rubbed it down over her breast.
"Oh, 'yes! I think this might really do it," Peggy sighed. The warm slickness alerted every pleasure nerve in her soft skin. Thin fingers' of lewd heat trailed along under her skin. Peggy's brown nipple twitched its rim into tight wrinkles. The very tip was like a sun warmed pebble, polished by trickles of spring water.
The oil glistened on Peggy's titty. The lights of the master cabin gathered on' the soft, firm surface of her breast. Fireflies danced on the round gland when Peggy caressed it.
Peggy watched herself in the mirror. Heat grew in her belly. She had not appreciated her own youthful, erotic beauty before. The girl's hairless cunny ached for someone to share the knowledge of her vision with.
She poured more of the slick, warm grease into her hands. Peggy coated her torso. The slippery glow spread over both growing breasts. She rose from the edge of her parents' bed.
Peggy's mouth opened. Yes, that's why Janet and Sherry were kissing and licking each other today, the girl realized. A slow-motion picture of the softly rounded little redhead and her big-titted blonde mistress unreeled in Peggy's brain. Peggy could almost feel the ivory softness of Janet's spherical tits.
She stood in front of the mirror. Peggy cupped her oil-slick hands beneath the circles of her tit ties. She slid her palms down, past the arching span of her lower ribs and onto her flat belly. Peggy's waist slimmed even more as her gleaming titties thrust forward.
Peggy turned and watched herself in profile. She didn't feel she needed to touch the eagerly stiff pencil of her clit yet. The act of greasing and showing her breasts made her cunt ooze more hotly as she kept on.
Peggy's smooth buttocks poked out like half globes. Another handful of the oil made the little asscheeks shine. I had no idea my bottom could feel so good! I bet Tom-or Janet, even-would like to touch my butt! God, if one of them would! I could almost go off just from this!
Peggy turned and watched herself over her shoulder, rolling her ass and rubbing the soft moons of her buttocks with both hands. Her curvy cheeks were cleft deep. Peggy ran her fingertips in the valley between, but the skin was not quite as eager for a touch.
Peggy put her oily hands on the top of her pussy-wedge and presented both her holes to her mirror image. She thought about how much her position looked the same as Sherry's, when her brother had shoved his prick into her the night before.
Yes, I want to know what that feels like. I want to feel a man putting that nice, hard thing clear up inside me! I bet I could feel it all the way into my chest if Tom would do it. Peggy thought. The image made her pant. Her slender fingers pressed at the soft swelling of her clit-guarding labia.
Peggy greased her long thighs. She turned to face the mirror again. Her eyes were heavy with lust. The child's lips were redder, and she panted through her open mouth. She bent her knees, pushing with one hand on each side of her pussylips. Peggy pulled the tender, virginal crease apart. The canoe-shaped trough opened, sopping wet. The cuntal pinkness flamed in her crotch.
I want it! I want something in my cunt! I need to feel it-I'm sweating and hot and all greasy, and I need to have something up inside my pussy! Peggy knew the screams were only inside her head-she panted too rapidly to speak. Her eyes wandered desperately about the room and finally came to rest on the bottle of baby oil. She capped the oil bottle and tried to put the top into her steaming hole. It was too slippery for her shaking hands to grip. She couldn't get enough purchase to ram the cap past the rubbery membrane inside her cuntal channel.
"Damn! Damn! I need it," Peggy sobbed. She fell to her knees in her parents' stateroom.. Peggy rubbed and twisted at her clit left handed. She put the oil bottle upright beneath her cunt, and sat down on it.
"Aaaah-hhh! Please, God, please!" Peggy bounced and wiggled, trying to force her vagina to inhale the bottle top. She slowed, pushing rhythmically down, pulling at the flesh that barred the way.
A little bit of the rounded end of the cap slipped past her vaginal sphincter. "Yes, goddammit:" the little brunette said. Tears leaked from her tight-shut eyes.
Peggy was oblivious to the thumping and groanings of her passion. The only thing that mattered was the pre-orgasmic feeling that spread from her cunt to every nerve in her twelve-year-old body.
Peggy felt the sensation growing like a storm in her belly. Her pelvis tried to widen to take in the plastic bottle top that stretched at the girl's hymen.
She couldn't hear the bumping and scraping of the boat's hull, or anything at all. Only the hot rush of blood in her ears and her gasps were close enough to register.
Yes, dammit, it's just about to happen! I'm gonna cum any second! I want a real cock, a real hot, meaty cock to split my pussy wide open! I've got to have it all. Please now, Please! Her brain screamed.
Peggy started cumming. The bottle clung to the mouth of the womanchild's cuntal opening for the first few cataclysmic pulses, then it fell to the floor. Peggy bent farther and farther forward, both hands ravaging at her clit until her forehead rested on the deck.
The awesome power of her orgasm racked Peggy's body. Her muscles slowly unwound in the little jerks that her cum allowed. She slid from her tight-huddled knot into washed-out limpness on the scratchy rug of her parents' cabin. She rolled onto her side.
Peggy lay sweating, trying to get her breath back, until she began to shiver from the chill. Her satiated drowsiness barely clouded her mind, when a metallic clank snapped her eyes open.
"What's that? Are they home already?"



CHAPTER SEVEN


Peggy sat bolt upright. She grabbed the oil bottle. It was slippery with her female juices, as well as the grease from her hands. In one bound, she was in the passageway, then in her room.
The willowy young girl had her short robe around herself before she realized the boat didn't move like someone had come aboard. Peggy turned off the light in her cabin. She peered out at the dock.
"Nobody's there. What's going on?" she asked herself. Peggy tied the belt of the thin, silky robe around her waist. She snapped the salon light off and went out into the cockpit.
An evening fog had come in over the harbor. Peggy could see only a few yards in the moist air. One boat across the way showed a light through portholes. The nearest dock lamps glowed faintly in the swirling mist. She felt wrapped in gray cotton. Even the constant slapping of the wavelets on the hulls was muffled.
The hair on Peggy's nape stirred. She couldn't see the main dock or the end of the row of slips where the borrowed yacht lay. Cold chills gave Peggy goose bumps on her long, slender legs. Her nipples erected, poling through the shimmery robe.
Maybe it was just a fish hitting the keel, Peggy mused. The leggy young girl looked around, then scurried below, back to the yellow-lit warmth of the yacht's innards. Even in her cabin, the foreboding chill continued.
Peggy laid out her warmest pajamas, the flannel set with vertical gold stripes on a white ground. She listened again to all the night sounds of a sailboat at anchor. The wooden hull creaked restively and small sea animals ticked and snapped endlessly as she prepared to wash the slippery oil from her olive skin.
Peggy tried to chive away her internal chill with scalding blasts of water. Though the head was cramped, the twelve-year-old looked over her shoulder constantly. From the center of the ship's bathroom, Peggy could touch all the walls without moving her feet.
Peggy dried and dressed herself for bed. Nobody's here but me, and I locked everything up real tight I'm just being silly. Just calm down, that's all, Peggy -cool it. Besides, who'd be out on a night like this?
The slight rise and fall of the ketch soothed Peggy. She pulled the rovers over her head, and gradually felt her tension dissolving. There, now, you see? Everything's all right, she remembered thinking, dropping off to sleep.
Her dreams were uneasy, nonetheless. Peggy was swimming after the little Bluejay, but no one appeared to help her catch it. She struggled with seaweed that turned out to be her sheets. Dozing again, Peggy felt the ketch splashing through waves, with her father grumbling at the helm. She slipped into a deeper sleep, uncoiling from her worried fetal ball into luxurious stretching.
"Peggy! Peggy!" Her mother was pounding on the girl's locked door. "Wake up, please!"
The girl shook her head. Her father's baritone roared in the companionway. "Peggy! Open the door! What the hell's going on?"
She rolled out of the short, narrow bunk. "Huh? Daddy? What is it, Daddy?" she asked in sleep-laden tones. Peggy snapped the flimsy door bolt and opened the door.
"Oh, God! You're all right, you're still here! Thank you, God," Ruth babbled, wrapping the flannel-clad girl in her arms. I was so scared when you didn't answer! I thought whoever'd done this had… had kidnapped you!"
"Done what, Mom? What kidnap me? What's happening?" Peggy's deep brown eyes were still bleary with sleep.
"Ripped off half the goddam boat, that's what!" Ed snarled. "All my tools and half of John's gear is gone. The sons-of-bitches even busted the dock box!"
Peggy's eyes were wide open now, round as saucers. She had never seen her father so angry. "Did you call the cops, Daddy?"
"He's going to do that right now, aren't you, Ed?" Ruth said. "We were so worried about you when we saw the boat had been broken into that we haven't had time, honey."
Ed pulled open the little cupboard where the phone was kept. "Gawd-DAMN them!" He pointed into the recess. "See that? They even stole the-the telephone!" He slammed the door.
"Stay right here. I'm going up to the clubhouse to call. The dockmaster is going to hear about this!"
Peggy dozed while the police talked with her parents. Ruth took her to bed, and the twelve year-old heard one of the officers say something about a list of the goods.
"I can't get it all listed until morning," Ed said, but the rest of his words were cut off by Peggy's cabin door.
The family was glum at breakfast. Ed looked grim and disheveled. Ruth seemed to have aged ten years during the night. Peggy picked at her food until her mother suggested that she take off while they catalogued the stolen items.
Peggy scuffed her white deck shoes on the grey-enameled wooden planks of the dock. She wandered in a short white dress, brooding about the burglary until she realized she'd come automatically to Tom's boat.
"Hi, Peggy. You look really depressed this morning. What's the trouble?" Tom askedm He put down his brush and the can of spar varnish and waited for an answer.
Peggy stood on the finger of the dock like an accusing ghost. Her head was bent down, and her large, womanly brown eyes gazed unblinking up at him. Her lower lip curled out and trembled. "Somebody broke into Mr. Wood's boat last night. They stole all of my dad's tools, and John's sextant -everything they could lift."
"Oh, no! Not you, too! That's the tenth time somebody's had a boat ripped off this summer," Tom said, dismayed. "Is it insured?"
"I don't know if Mr. Wood was or not," Peggy answered. "My dad's tools weren't. How's he gonna work when we go home?" She covered her face with her hands and began to cry.
Tom scrambled off the cabin top and onto the dock. "Hey, Peggy, don't cry," he said, putting his arms around the slender child. "They'll catch whoever did it. Please don't cry, Peggy!"
Peggy's sobs grew louder. Tom looked around like a trapped animal, then led her onto the Sea Nymph. He sat with her in the cockpit, comforting her as well as he could.
Peggy buried her face in his shoulder. She clung mightily to him, her long brown hair falling along his chest. Tom was embarrassed and concerned. The girl wept and gurgled with the sobs that shook her frail torso.
Tom looked around the cockpit, searching for a scrap to wipe the varnish from his hands. He didn't want to mark her pristine white clothes or her flowing brown hair. There was nothing within reach, so he held Peggy tight, patting her back with the inside of his wrist.
The fit of sobbing tapered off. Peggy raised her head and looked into Tom's face. Her lovely face was streaked with tears when she sat up. The young man grabbed a towel and Peggy dried her eyes. She looked at him expectantly, still ready to loose fountains of tears.
"I-I hear about nearly everything in the harbor when I'm working," Tom began. "Maybe I could find out more from the other people who've been robbed." Peggy's trusting look encouraged him. "We might be able to find your dad's tools in just a couple of days. The burglars must still be around here – nobody else on the whole coast has had so many ripoffs."
"Do you think they live here?" Peggy asked. Her eyes brightened. "Maybe at one of the marinas?"
"Could be, but I doubt it. There's been two or three whole boatloads of equipment stolen, so I don't think any of it's stashed here in the yacht harbor." Tom was very aware of Peggy's bare leg against his and her trusting nearness. His cock stiffened when Peggy spoke. Her wide mouth glistened, the sensual lips red from her bout of sobs.
Tom shifted his weight a bit. Even though Peggy had jacked him off the day before, her nearness in the open, sunlit cockpit of his boat rattled him. "Whoever it is, they know something about boats, and about scuba gear. They don't steal anything cheap, and they've made off with propellers and driveshafts from at least three of the boats."
"Could we go look around and see if we can find anything, Tom?" Peggy parted her lips and leaned closer. "I thought I heard something under our boat last night." She looked very serious and very attractive, staring intently into Tom's eyes.
Tom groaned inside. Peggy's slim body and her vigorous manner excited him. His cock was like a telephone pole inside his Bermudas. "Yeah, we can. Let me clean my brush and we'll take my raft around."
Peggy saw the long penile lump when Tom stood. Her gratitude for his promised help glowed warm in her bosom She wanted to grab his prick and kiss it to thank him for comforting her when she'd cried. Thinking of catching the burglars made her cunny moisten as much as the sight of his rod.
In less than two minutes, Tom had set his tackle to rights and pulled the yellow rubber raft off the sloop's foredeck. He dragged the inflatable boat to the end of the slip and helped Peggy in.
Peggy pulled the hem of her short dress demurely down her thighs. Tom faced her as he rowed. The lovely woman child sat with her legs folded to the side, leaning on the raft's rubber bottom with one hand. She showed an exotic length of smooth leg, and her little bosom was in half-profile. For all the hem-tugging she did, Tom still saw the elastic leg band of her white cotton panties. The curve of her bottom swelled under the tightness of the skirt, and her long thighs melted smoothly into the sensuous line.
Peggy kept glancing down at the vertical length of Tom's erect shaft as he rowed. There was no way his opened legs could have hidden the hard organ-life rafts were't designed for physical modesty, she realized.
Peggy kept her legs folded, anyway. She wanted to help her parents without being distracted by her horniness. I can't even think about his body now. We have to find out who stole all Dad's tools and get Mr. Wood's equipment back. Daddy said that sextant and the chronometer are worth over a thousand dollars! This little raft sure feels sexy though -it moves just like a waterbed over the little waves, she thought.
Tom said nothing while he rowed. The gaps between Peggy's dress buttons showed the small firm swell of her breast. She wore no bra, and the dark circles of her nipples showed as round shadows through the linen. Tom pulled his shirt tail to cover the rigid bulge of his meat. He could see Mr. Gibson and two plainclothes cops checking the topside of the ketch as he approached. I bet he's in a mood to deball any dude with a hard-on within half a mile of his daughter. Don't blame him, either. Peggy's gonna have somebody stickin' his cock to her long before she's legal Tom mused. He felt half-proud of his own restraint.
"I don't see it," Peggy said as the rubber boat came alongside the yacht. "I think that was what I heard last night."
Tom leaned across the oars. "I think you're right, Peggy," he said. "I can see the end of the shaft. The screw is gone, completely. Look how the last part of the shaft shines. They must have stolen it last night, or it would be dull."
"Daddy! Daddy, come over here," Peggy called. "The propeller's gone!"
Ed Gibson looked up from the hatch where the fingerprint man worked. "What? Those bastards even took the prop?" The second policeman joined him at the taffrail. They stood at the very stern of the boat, looking down into the yellow raft.
"I'm afraid so, sir," Tom said. "Nothing left but the shaft and your rudder." He peered downward. "It looks like they got everything but the packing."
"Those common, moldy sons-" Ed Gibson broke off. "Mr. Sanders, would you keep an eye on Peggy for a while? My wife and I have to go downtown with these officers."
"Of course, sir. I'll take care of her while you're gone," Tom answered. The power of Ed's cold tone chilled him. I pity those thieves if he finds them. It's a goddamn good thing he was too pissed off to see this hard-on. I'd like to keep living for a long time, and getting caught with HIS daughter is the surest way to stop!
"Let's keep looking around, Tom," Peggy said when her parents had left. "We might find something around here that the cops won't. It wouldn't hurt to try, would it?"
"No, I don't suppose it would," Tom answered. He watched Peggy settle into a more comfortable position in the boat. "Where do you think we should start?"
Peggy sat Indian-fashion, her knees spread. The short skirt hiked up and showed her panties. The juicy pout of her pussy seemed to blaze under the white cotton of her underwear. "How about just going up and down between the slips? If we see anybody loading a bunch of stuff, we'll watch until we find out if they stole it."
"Well, if you can tell what's stolen, we might as well do that as sit around," Tom said. "Probably do as much good as a sparrowfart in a hurricane."
The tide approached full as Tom and Peggy went up and down between the boats. The docks the yachts were tied to rose on the water, but the main walkway was on solid pilings. There was only an eighteen-inch space under it when Tom saw something floating beneath the planks.
"Duck down, Peggy," he said. "We're going after that yellow thing."
"Huh? Where?" the brunette turned around and bent over as Tom paddled into the manmade grotto. The clinging fabric of her panties reflected the sunlight just before the darkness covered the raft.
"Right over there. On your left – yeah, grab it." Tom let the raft coast. He had bent right over the girl's ass so his head would clear. The hot aroma of her pussy wafted into his nostrils. His pupils dilated, and as he became accustomed to the shadows, he could see the dark cleft of her buttocks. Tom pulled the oars aboard.
Peggy reached for the object. Tom steadied her, putting a hand on her slender waist. His other hand brushed her thigh.
The soft warmth of Peggy's skin sent an electric shock up his arm. The silky girl flesh made his balls contract so hard they almost went up into his belly.
Peggy froze at his touch. She had the floating object in her hand, but it bobbed out of her stiff fingers. Her pussy stewed and her pulse quickened. She'd fantasized about his cock and the hot, hard orgasm his hand had given her, and now the man she wanted to fuck had touched her again!
Ok, God! If I could just get him to make my pussy feel that way, and feel that nice thick penis again! I have to help Dad and Mom, though! Peggy felt like she was tearing in two.
"Catch it, Peggy!" She jumped and reached for it again. "What is it? What did we find?" Tom asked eagerly. He pulled her back into the rubber raft and released her smooth thigh.
"I don't know-it's some kind of tool tied to a diving glove. Here," she said. Peggy wiggled backwards to lie alongside Tom. Her little white dress bunched up around her ribs. They lay face-to-face in the dimness. Peggy's underpants had stretched so that one leg hole curved' over her hipbone. Half of her labia showed, pressed vertically by the tight elastic…
"It's a hex key set. I'll bet this is what undid the propeller!" Tom studied the yellow flotation ring that linked the steel bars. "It says Windsome! That boat's been missing for six months!"
"And the glove has initials on it, I think, but I can't read them," Peggy said. "I'm so glad we found something!" She threw her slender arms around Tom's neck. The raft sloshed in the water as she kissed him.
Peggy felt the joyous excitement of the discovery turning into passion. From the quick hug and peck she'd begun with, her lips softened into pillows of wet caressing. Her mouth opened and she mashed herself against Tom.
Peggy's slimness molded along Tom's body. He clasped the eager girl to himself. His tongue probed the warmth of her mouth, wrestling between her teeth. Their tongues writhed like slippery snakes, first in Peggy's mouth, then melting between both of them.
Tom ran his hand along Peggy's narrow waist. Her skin was soft and hot, as supple as the finest suede. He discovered the full curve of her ribs, and passed his fingers under the bunched white linen of her dress to caress the firm cupcake of her tit. His cock strained at the fly of his shorts.
Peggy felt the rigid length of Tom's prick against her belly. She ground the hard arch of her pubic bone against him. Peggy felt the soft top of her cuntal mound trying to spread under her panties. Her body wanted to capture the fleshy wand and caress it.
Peggy's nipples grew, poking hard against Tom's questing fingers. The flattened globes of her titties sprang back at his palm. The tender female flesh ached for more touching. She wished for his long, wet kiss to slide lasciviously over her whole young body.
Peggy put her hand on the man's shorts. She kneaded his buttocks, trying to force that marvelous hunk of love-muscle against her belly even harder. Her clit rubbed at the middle of the shaft, and Peggy hated the layers of cloth that separated the couple's straining flesh.
The rubber bottom of the boat flexed under their weight. Every hard, hunching movement Tom or Peggy made rocked the other. Peggy pulled back from the saliva-loaded kiss and whispered, "Let me suck it, Tom. Please let me suck your cock."
"Peggy, baby, yes, suck it! Let me kiss your sweet little cunt, too! I want to eat your naked pussy and taste that hot, sweet juice!" Tom was panting. His eyes were half-closed as he pleaded with the lovely, barely nubile woman child.
Peggy wrestled her way on top of Tom, then, bent over, she turned. Cracks between the planks above streamed thin slashes of sunlight over the raft. The little raft was barely long enough for both horny people to twist into position for the act.
"Quietly, very, very quiet," Peggy promised. Her white-clad pussy was in front of Tom's face. His nostrils opened like wings at her clean, hot aroma. The wiggling on the rubberized canvas of the raft had stretched her cotton panties until the cloth accented every detail of Peggy's crotch. The edge of her vee showed beyond the elastic, puffing out toward the junction of her long, tapering thighs. Peggy's cuntal groove showed plainly. Just below the top of the crease, a tiny, meaty bump of flesh stood out. Her erected clitoris had pushed the tender folds of her inner cuntlips up and outward. Below the soft bump, the line was smooth and straight, curving to follow the tapered wedge of labia, finally disappearing behind, merging into the deep valley of her asscleft.
Tom put his fingertips under the panties. The elastic at Peggy's thighs was tight, but he caressed the soft labia under the stringent lines. Peggy gasped at the touch. Her hips rocked demandingly.
Peggy looked at the long lump in front of her. The tab of Tom's zipper stood straight out in his fly. The cloth had been strained so much by his hard-on that it looked ready to give up. She touched the virile swelling. The hardness brought back her sensations of the day before, when she'd stroked the hot member until Tom's cockspew jetted through the air.
Peggy pulled the snap of his waistband. With both hands, carefully, she opened his fly. I'm salivating! I'm actually drooling for his cock! she thought in amazement.
Tom's prick was poking stiffly at her. Peggy looked at it, folding back the fabric of his Bermudas. She traced every red-and-blue vein with her eyes before she touched the iron-hard bar. I never saw anything so beautiful! The end flares, like it's supposed to go up inside me and pull every nerve out of my pussy! I bet that big hunk of muscle could turn me inside out!
Peggy pursed her lips and blew at it. She pushed a tiny jet of breeze along the center of the shaft, then dried the wings of the knob with her breath.
"Peggy! That's fantastic! Just touch me a little and breathe on me like that," Tom hissed. He began to roll her panties down.
Peggy's pussy didn't have the bush of wiry hair that Tom had come to expect. Every cunt he'd seen since he was a boy- had been covered with coarse curls, and it was a pleasant surprise to see the clean, hot nakedness of Peggy's snatch.
Peggy raised her hips and the boat flexed under them. Tom got her panties all the way off, and he spread the hot pout of her pussylips with his thumbs. She moaned and grabbed his prickstem in her little fist. Tom was more interested in her damp cuntal folds than the squeezing of his crotch, though.
The pink moistness of Peggy's inner labia covered her clitoris like a monk's hood. Her unruptured cherry held the lower part of her pubes together, and the labia formed a little canoe around Peggy's clitoral ridge. Her inner pussylips were straight, puffed with excitement. The tender strips gleamed pink when a shaft of sunlight picked them out, slicing between the boards above.
Tom opened Peggy's vulva further. All the inner valley was softly mist, slick between the guarding lips of her pussy. When he moved his thumbs, the spot paled for a second, then blushed deeper red. At the base of the cuntal wedge the slit deepened, winking open like a tiny eye at a touch along the side. Creamy fluid showed when the delicate hole opened. The sphincter was quick and strong. Tom touched next to it over and over, watching Peggy's vagina open, then squeeze out a milky drop of feminine juice.
Peggy was panting, closing her eyes at Tom's feathery touches. She didn't know exactly what he was doing in her pussy. She did know that he could keep on doing it for hours, and she'd love every second of it.
When the fingers in her pussy paused, Peggy let a long, ragged breath flow from deep in her chest. She opened her large brown eyes and examined the pre-cum ooze at the tip of his cock. Peggy remembered seeing it the day before, and she touched the tip of one finger to it. She gently scraped it off with her fingernail and put it in her mouth.
Peggy loved the salty taste. It was 'Strong, a little pissy, but the tiny drop of fluid opened up new taste buds in her mouth. Her lips puckered and Peggy wondered how the rest of Tom's virile cream would taste.
Peggy's long brown hair rippled over Tom's thigh. She rested her head on his hairy leg and pulled the shaft of his prick toward her face. The long red tip of Peggy's tongue extended like a fleshy dagger and traced the blue line of Tom's prick tube. Up from mid-root to the cleft of the cockhead, Peggy lovingly bathed the indented strip.
Tom felt a horny chill grab his crotch. The warm tongue-tip left a trail of cooling spit along his erect saber. He would have closed his eyes, but the pink loveliness of Peggy's cuntal zone fascinated him, He forced his own tongue between the swell of one cuntlip and the soft smoothness of Peggy's slim thigh. Down the "Y" of the intersection, along the inner thigh, and up the other side, Tom's nimble tongue circled the virgin crevice. The little orchid of her vagina winked and beckoned while he tantalized the naked, hairless flesh around it.
Peggy was ready to die from sheer lust. The flickering snake of Tom's tongue froze her girlish loins. Each touch of the pink member made her hope for a complete lick at her clit or her tight pussy hole. She wanted to force her cuntal flesh against his face, but she held herself so tightly still that her hips shook. When is he going to put that tongue inside me? Please fill my hole with it, PLEASE!
Peggy couldn't wait. In one quick movement she captured the spongy red mass of Tom's cockhead. The warmth and the meaty taste surprised her. Salty from his sweat, of course, but with a thick richness like the bloody juice of a rare steak. She hummed with pleasure and let her tongue explore the barb-winged knob.
It seems so much bigger in my mouth! I can feel every pore, and it swells up when I suck it! Peggy was amazed. When she'd jacked Tom off the day before, it had been enough that his cock was stiff, but now she discovered more about the organ.
Peggy rolled her head around. She wanted every part of her mouth to caress the heartshaped glands. Her lips closed around the stem and she sucked it deeper.
Peggy's long, velvety black lashes fluttered over her half-closed eyes. Her cheeks stretched hollow and her lips were a wide pink oval. The size of the ridge on the belly-side of Tom's thick cock delighted her. She reamed the circumsized valley with her tongue, marveling at the contrast in skin textures.
The end is so soft and velvety, but right here under the edge, it's slick! I wish I'd licked him yesterday-sucking his cock really gets my pussy hot. My whole head feels like a second pussy! I love it!
Peggy circled his cockshaft with one hand and pulled the loose skin up and down. Tom's prick head pressed the roof of the pretty girl's mouth and withdrew. He began pistoning in and out other hot, wet mouth when her little fingers caressed the cheek of his ass. Her free hand urged him on, stroking the buttock lightly, then digging in like a claw.
Tom inserted his tongue between Peggy's juicy pink cuntlips. The soft flesh yielded to the slippery invading organ. Tom felt the tiny sphincter open for his tongue, then spasm shut around it. Peggy's knee touched the underside of the dock planks when she opened fully for his lascivious licking.
Tom probed at her pleasure zone. His nose touched the puckered dot of Peggy's rectum when he forced his face against her crotch. He opened his mouth wide on the hairless flesh of the young girl's cunt and poked his tongue deep.
The tip went in past the rubbery membrane. Her cherry circled his tongue, and if Tom pulled her pussy to him, he could flex the tip of his tongue inside the folds of her cuntal channel.
Tom slid one arm between Peggy's thigh and the flexing rubber of the raft's hull. The other hand locked onto her firm, smooth buttock, and he crammed her pussy at his face. His wide-open lips slid wetly on the soft, hot skin of her cunny. He probed deep in her satiny hole with his tongue. His upper teeth sank fanglike in the firm undercurves of her asscheeks.
Peggy opened her crotch as far as she could. The raft let her trapped knee press down, below the level of the water, and the splintery boards of the dock touched lightly on her skin when she bucked with.the uncontrollable ecstasy that flamed in her snatch.
Peggy wolfed at Tom's plunging cock. She matched his tight, rhythmic strokes with sucking lashes of her tongue. Each time the thick, virile wand jabbed in and out, she milked at it with her reddening, spit-slimy lips. The flat side of his swollen knob pressed the back of her tongue down, then swelled even further when she pulled mightily at the rigid mass.
Tom was pleasantly shocked at the avid sucking Peggy gave his cock. Her fingers on his ass made the cum-muscles tense, despite his need to enjoy as lengthy a blow job as possible. He didn't allow himself to imagine how sexy the beautiful little girl's face looked, stretched around his root. Even a hint of that picture in his mind made his balls simmer as if he were about to blast boiling jolts of seed down her throat.
Tom knew he was getting too far ahead of his twelve-year-old partner. Peggy's hips rolled slowly, sensuously, but he was beginning to fuck strong and hard into her beautiful face. His cockhead battered at the roof of her mouth and the gagging tightness of her throat. Tom tried to concentrate on the luscious taste of the vaginal dew he tickled out of Peggy's private channel, but that didn't stow the ball-wrecking heat in his crotch.
Tom tried to force his asscheeks to relax. The tightness just in front of his rectum slacked, but not enough. He pulled his tongue out of the delicious, sleekly wet hole and surveyed the bald beauty of Peggy's perfectly formed pussy.
Her little clit-guarding triangle poked up, and Tom zeroed in on it. He licked upward from her asscleft. The valley between the tiny strips of her inner cuntlips was smooth, so slippery that his tongue felt like sandpaper. Tom wanted to tease her, bring her up to the same fine edge of pre-orgasmic tension he teetered on.
He licked back down toward her hole. Peggy's moist slit responded, the inner labia fluttering around his tongue. The flat of Tom's tongue spread her little crease, pushing the fluttering, blood-swollen petal outward. Each tastebud left a temporary groove in the damp valley. The skin was soft and smooth, as tasty as a rose petal.
Tom's tongue speared out like a miniature cock. The underside of the tiny tool touched the fluttery gates of Peggy's female grotto, then slithered back up toward the pouting triangle of softness that hid her love-button.
Tom pushed the puffy little flap back with his lower lip, exposing the tiny jewel of her clit-tip. The underside of his tongue caressed the sensitive girlie-cock.
Peggy stiffened. Every muscle in her body went tense with the electric thrilling of the wet touch on her clit. Even her sucking lips and flashing tongue jerked to a stop for one short heartbeat. "Mmm-hmm," she buzzed.
Tom felt her instant response. Every sexual detail of this insanely beautiful girl was powerful, stronger than anything he'd yet known. The muscles of her firm buttocks spasmed first, but she stiffened all over. Like ripples around a pond-tossed rock, the tight readiness covered Peggy's whole body.
Tom probed into the labial circle. The little stiffness of Peggy's clit rotated around his tongue tip. Waves of delight seemed to radiate through the lovely child's whole horny body. Peggy whimpered on Tom's cock. The lush sensations in her pussy were driving her out of her mind. She ground her pubic arch against his chin, lusting for more sensual pressure on her tiny jewel.
Peggy forced her mouth to inhale more of Tom's powerful cock. Her fingernails penetrated the skin of his buttock, and small crimson drops gathered. She gobbled and sucked as hard as she could, wanting to tell her cuntlicking lover to utterly destroy her clit with his tongue.
Tom felt Peggy's urgent need. He jammed that hot knob of his prick against the back of her throat. He felt the fiery pain of her fingernails gouging his ass, and the cum-spurting muscle of his crotch tensed.
Tom peeled the labia away from her clit with his fast-flicking tongue. He let the inch of female stiffness stand in the space between his lips, then he sucked Peggy's cumbutton in.
Tom milked the hot flesh around her clit with his lips. A little shield of soft, wet skin rose around the feminine pencil, and he penetrated the fold with his tongue. He flickered back and forth across the tip, then rolled the minuscule organ around in swift circles.
The little yellow boat bobbed furiously under the wide dock. Peggy was oblivious to the streamers of sunlight through the planks. She ignored the knock-knock-knock of her knee against the wood and the furious splashing the raft made.
Peggy curled her back. She forced her eager snatch against him, wanting Tom's lightning tongue to burn her cut with stiff flickers. Her violent hip-thrusts marched the harsh jabs of Tom's steely cock. A knot of cunty tension wound tighter in her belly. She felt the tip of Tom's nose prodding the portals of her most intimate opening.
Tom sucked mightily at the wet heat of Peggy's loins. The smooth nakedness of the twelve-year-old girl's labia had turned inside out, filling his mouth with her taste and smell. The pearly knob numbed his fast-moving tongue. He milked her flesh with his lips. I'm headfucking her! This little girl wants my whole skull in her pussy! he thought, and the realization jolted his balls.
Tom pumped slower. His cock gained power in Peggy's wide-open mouth. He became aware of the heavy swaying of his tight-curled scrotum. His cuntal sucks pulled the soft heat of her labia further into his mouth. The nubbin of her clit pulsed against his tongue.
Peggy's belly contracted. The knot of tight sensation in the exact center of her belly shrunk. She dug her sharp fingernails hard into Tom's ass. The girlish fist around his cockshaft tightened. Her red lips extended, lewdly milking at his granite prick.
Every pounding heartbeat brought Peggy closer to her exploding release. Her brown eyes opened wide. Every cell of the little girl's brain wanted the sensation to last. It gained strength, and Peggy wanted the entire world to disappear when she went off. Half-formed prayers winked out of existence in her head.
Tom held off. He almost smothered on the hairless swamp of Peggy's loins. An icy chill started in his asshole and bloomed along his, prick. His falsetto grunts were lost in the juicy meat of Peggy's crotch. He stroked longer, much slower, in and out of her hard-sucking mouth.
Peggy lost the boat, the dock, the water. She didn't know where she was, and she exploded. Her pussy opened and shut. Her entire pelvis stretched wide with the volcanic bloom of her orgasm.
Tom shot torrid gushes of semen into her mouth. Peggy swallowed the viscous fluid, her head bobbing with the furious power of her own cum. The maddening sensations in her belly absorbed her brain, and her will disappeared in the searing cuntal rhythms of her release.
Tom gasped for breath. His head rolled back from Peggy's grinding pubes. His hands still held her buttocks like two steel hooks. He thrust deep in her mouth, feeling his seed bathe her palate. Her gulping throat touched the tip nerves of his cockhead. Even the soft damp tissues of her mouth scraped his cum slit like a sword's edge, and he pulled his cock out in one convulsive jerk. Peggy still clasped the rampant pole in her little fist. She gasped for air, her body jerking steadily to the encompassing beat of her orgasm. A thick wad of Tom's semen spattered against her cheekbone. With all her senses wrapped up in the lascivious ecstasy in the life raft, she heard the "plop" like a gong inside her head.
Tom watched Peggy's cuntal sphincter open and then spasm shut as her hips rolled. Her orgasm diminished slowly. It lasted far beyond his own stiff shooting. The entire mound of Peggy's pussy was wet with his saliva and her own thick juices. Even the insides of her thighs gleamed in the dimness under the dock.
Peggy delighted in the hot splashes of seed that struck her face. The salty jism flowed thickly, one long strand over the bridge of her fine-molded nose, another smearing along her throat. As her orgasm tapered off, she smeared the creamy fluid over her face and into her mouth.
It made her lips pucker, but Peggy loved the heavy, virile taste of Tom's stuff. She felt one thick gob in the hair at the side of her forehead, and the slow slide of another stream beneath her ear. She kissed the stem of Tom's still-hard penis and laid her head on his thigh.



CHAPTER EIGHT


After soaking in the warm afterglow of their shared cumbursts, Peggy and Tom began to stir. "I can't believe it," Tom whispered. "Nobody ever blew me like that, Peggy. You have the most gifted mouth in the universe!"
"I love sucking you, Tom," Peggy answered. "That really made me dig your penis, the way it moved and tasted in my mouth. Can I do that again soon, please?"
"You sucked my balls completely dry, baby, but you can do it all you like. Any girl with a pussy as tasty as yours and your fantastic mouth can kill a man with pleasure." Tom wrestled around to lie beside Peggy in the bobbing life raft.
"You made my pussy feel so good! Your tongue is so soft and nice down there that I couldn't stop cumming! The only thing I need now is to feel you put all of that nice hard thing up inside me," Peggy smiled. Tom's cum was drying on her pretty face.
"Here, let me wipe that off," Tom said, unbuttoning his shirt. "You'd better put your panties back on before we come out from under here, baby," Tom dipped one short sleeve in the salt water and dabbed at the flaking smears of semen. "Is that better?"
"I wish I could leave it on, like a badge that shows you came on me," Peggy answered, "but I guess my parents wouldn't dig that too much."
Tom smiled softly. "No, I don't suppose they would. We better get our asses back out where people can see us, before they come looking' for us." He wiped her face dry with the rest of the cloth. "I think I should take this glove and the wrenches down to the police station. Will you promise to stay out of trouble while I'm gone, Peggy? Your dad would smash my ass if anything happened to you."
Tom watched the pretty girl slip her white cotton panties on and smooth them over her flat belly. Why in the hell am I so horny for this girl that I risk my goddamn neck to eat her pussy?
Tom used the butt end of the oar to pole the yellow inflatable out from under the dock. He didn't know why, but he felt a small tickling fear when Peggy examined the diving glove in the bright sunlight. Tom toyed with the idea of bringing Peggy along on the trip to the police station, but he dismissed it. She'll be okay.
Peggy looked at herself in the mirror. She stood in the ketch's cramped bathroom with white specks of dried semen in her hair. Her white linen dress was rumpled, with damp spots from the drops of water in the bottom of the raft. That sure was nice I don't think anything could ever be better than a good long kiss on my pussy. She brushed the dry flakes out and tied her long, shining brown hair back.
The long-legged brunette stalked to her cabin. She shucked out of the white minidress and stood in her panties, surveying her wardrobe. Her little breasts poked out boldly. With her hands on her hips, she nodded. The lush ponytail bobbed below her shoulder blades.
W.G. must stand for Bill Green. Now, if I can get a real innocent outfit, I bet I can sneak around his boat and see if he has any more of those tools from that stolen yacht. He might even ask me aboard – he looked at me kind of horny the first day I was here.
He sure seems to be a hot lover, from the way his sister Sherry acted His cock isn't as big as Tom's, though. Besides, anybody dumb enough to put initials on his gloves when he steals stuff… Peggy shook her head. She picked out a baggy maroon sweatshirt and cutoff blue jeans.
With a plan forming slowly, she glanced down at her cotton panties and pursed her lips. She quickly bent and discarded the flimsy garment. She pulled on her cutoffs and was satisfied. Twin crescents of pale skin showed. Her young buttocks overflowed the pants nicely. She pulled the sleeveless sweatshirt over her head and grinned at her reflection in the mirror.
The old sweatshirt billowed loosely around her waist, but had shrunk short enough to bare two inches of midriff above the jeans. The faded blue denim cut into her crotch, outlining the twin swellings of her vulva. A peek through the armholes of her sloppy top almost showed the nipples that poked like fingertips through the well-worn fabric.
Peggy left the ketch, looking carefully around. No one was aboard the Green's big motorsailer, and the white runabout was gone. She was a little bit disappointed. Peggy had hoped to drive Bill Green mad with lust for her jailbait body, but now she didn't have the chance.
The white motorboat hadn't been there all day, she recalled. In fact, Peggy had only seen it in the channel, never tied up at the marina. She stopped, one foot on the edge of the yacht's deck. The runabout was a very common-looking craft, but there were none like it anywhere at the club. She and Tom had looked in every slip.
Peggy stepped aboard and tapped on the hatch leading into the motorsailer's cabin. "Hello? Is anybody here? Bill? Mrs. Green?" The little brunette peered around at the neighboring boats. No one was watching her. She tugged at the hatch.
It was open. Peggy slid the plywood panel forward along the top, then lifted the latch and stepped inside. She looked around.
Peggy's lip curled. This was the first boat she'd seen where everything was left lying about. All the others used intricate stowage neatly, keeping the confines uncluttered under sail or tied up at a dock. Towels and underwear lay on the countertop. Plastic plates jumbled in a messy pile in the stainless-steel sink. A huge revolver, a.41 Magnum, hung in a brown leather holster over the dinette. An open tacklebox spilled lures next to the table.
Peggy picked her way along the aisle. The door forward moved as the boat rocked in the slip. The slender brunette looked into the head as she passed by, then stalked into the main stateroom.
A yellow handle, the same color as the hex key ring, caught her eye. Peggy reached across the tangled sheets of the bed and picked it up. She turned the tool over in her hands and deciphered the peeling gold leaf etched into the handle of the screwdriver. Windsome.
That bastard! He greeted us nice as you please, and then he stole every one of Dad's power tools! A cold flame danced in Peggy's narrowed brown eyes. She looked around the floating bedroom, photographing every slovenly detail.
Peggy dropped the screwdriver. Heavy footsteps thudded down the ladder from the cockpit. She saw a booted foot past the half-open door of the main cabin. Her eyes widened in terror and she backed against the forward door.
Bill Green kicked the mahogany door against the wall. He glared at her, but Peggy's eyes saw nothing but the gaping pit of the Magnum's barrel.
"What is it, Bill?" Sherry's high, clear voice called. "Who's in there?"
"It's the kid from old Wood's boat. Come on down here, Sis." Bill lowered the menacing blind eye of the hand cannon. He looked the terrified girl over. He saw the yellow-handled screwdriver on the deck at Peggy's feet and his face hardened.
The huge-breasted blonde looked over Bill's shoulder. "What's she doing here?"
"Snooping, hon, and finding out too goddamn much. Should we teach her a little lesson?" Bill asked with a coarse leer. "Couldn't hurt anything. If we can keep her out of sight for two days, we'll be clear to hell away from here."
"What are you gonna do with me?" Peggy asked. Her voice trembled. "I haven't done anything. I don't know what you're talking about. I-I just came over to ask if I could have a ride in your little motorboat, and…" The little brunette stopped.
"How many other people have seen that goddamn runabout?" Bill hissed. His tall, blonde sister tightened her lips and shook her head. "I knew we should have stayed on shore. Between you and Janet, this whole deal is getting fucked up."
Peggy wondered what deal Bill was talking about. She glanced back and forth from brother to sister. "Using the runabout wasn't my idea," Sherry began.
"Ripping off this kid's folks was!" Bill snapped. "Now tie her up and we'll put her in the forepeak." Sherry squeezed past him, and Bill Green added, "Don't forget to gag her. Her folks will be back any time and we don't want her making any noise."
Sherry said, "Cross your arms in front of you. That's right." The voluptuous blonde moved Peggy away from the door and reached through for a coil of hemp rope. Her left breast brushed against Peggy's bare arm. It was hot and solid beneath the striped tank top Sherry wore, and her bell-shaped nipples were standing out, hard as pine cones.
Peggy watched wide-eyed as the blonde lashed her wrists together. Sherry's china-blue eyes gleamed. She licked her wide, sensuous lips and showed even white teeth in a lecherous smile.
"Those little tittiebumps are growing some, aren't they, honey?" Sherry asked, tweaking one of Peggy's nipples. "I bet you're scared to death some man will notice them and try to kiss one, hey?"
The blonde woman wadded a handkerchief and stuffed it into Peggy's mouth. "Anybody kiss those titties for you yet, honey?" she asked as she tied the gag in place. "Little girls your age are just ripe for sucking and fucking, even if you don't know it yet."
Peggy was frightened and very uncomfortable. Bill Green smiled as he watched his sister tie Peggy, and the little brunette watched the lump in his crotch grow longer and thicker.
Sherry's long blonde hair swept over Peggy's bare feet when the busty woman knelt to tie her ankles. Peggy looked down at the twin hemispheres of Sherry's butt. The tight shorts outlined her voluptuous moons, and Bill grinned at the cunty bulge showing beneath.
"That's good enough, Sis," Bill growled. "She won't be going anywhere." He put the long barreled pistol down on the bed. "You go get Janet and have her bring the truck. I'll put this little cunt in the forepeak and get all the gear we're taking along ready."
"Save some of her for me, Bill. I haven't had a pretty little thing like her for years." She pulled Peggy's sweatshirt up to her armpits. Peggy's firm little breasts bounced. Her nipples had crinkled with fear, standing in sharp, hard points. Peggy ducked her head, trying to hide, when Sherry slurped her long pink tongue over the brown pebbles.
Sherry yielded to Bill. The buxom blonde looked back over her shoulder as she left. She opened her sensuous lips wide and made a pussy-licking swirl with her tongue. Peggy blushed and squeezed her eyes shut.
Bill bent over and picked Peggy's eighty-four pounds up. He kneed the door open and carried her through two other compartments before setting her down.
The forepeak was a small triangular space at the bow of the boat. It was filled waist-high with sail bags and coils of thick rope. It was musty, the bulkheads close and painted a mildewed white. Peggy landed on her back. A two-foot-square hatch was sealed tight above her. The only light came from the portholes in the compartments further aft.
The coarse canvas of the sail bag she'd landed on rasped her back. Peggy was grateful for the brief decency the toss had given, pulling her sweatshirt down to cover her titties. Water slapped at the hull. It sounded as if she lay below the waterline.
The air was damp and cool. Bill stood over her, looking at the helpless child. Peggy tried her best to be defiant, but there was no way the trussed-up little girl could pull it off. The man was surveying her slender form coolly.
Peggy was glad she couldn't see his face. She had felt the snap of her shorts give when she'd landed. Half of her buttocks felt naked, with the clammy coarseness of the canvas chilling her tender skin.
"I've always thought that little children should not snoop. Do you agree?" Bill asked musingly. "It doesn't matter if you do or not. You're in deep shit, Peggy Gibson, and you walked right into it. We don't have any reason to hurt you. In two days, Janet and Sherry and I will be well out of reach, though, so we don't have any reason to treat you nicely."
Peggy shivered and closed her eyes. Bill undid his belt and she heard the heavy crumpling sound of his jeans hitting the floor. "Look at me, little girl. How old are you? Ten? Twelve?" Peggy nodded convulsively.
"When my sister Sherry was twelve, she knew what this cock felt like. She knew what every cock in town felt like. Are you a virgin, Peggy?" She nodded again, more vigorously.
"Really?" Peggy opened her eyes. She nodded again, pleading with the big brown saucers of her eyes. "Too bad. That means I'm gonna have to save your cunt for my wife and my sister." Bill reached down and unzipped Peggy's tight cutoffs. He raised his eyebrow, when he saw that the pretty brunette wore no panties.
"Well, well. A horny little virgin," he said, clicking his tongue. "And such a pretty little snatch you have, Peggy. You do look tasty-just what the girls ordered." Bill grabbed Peggy's shoulders and rolled her over roughly. He yanked her shorts down to her knees.
"Good ass, for a kid. Getting real juicy and rideable. And that's what I'm gonna do, Peggy."
The canvas stunk under her. Peggy breathed in the mildewed stench of ill-kept sails. She didn't know if it was the reek or Bill's manner that nauseated her. The girl's stomach hurt. Her shins scraped on the coaming of the forepeak hatch.
Bill pulled his jersey off over his head. He tossed the garment over his shoulder. Peggy's pale ass gleamed in the afternoon dimness. Bill pulled a thick coil of hemp rope from the clutter. He put his hand on Peggy's snatch and lifted her, jamming the rope under her naked belly.
The rough fibers scratched her, hurting almost as much as the undignified handling. Peggy was about to cry. The callused hand on her pussy made her feel violated, filthy with a stain that was not her fault.
Bill worked his fingers on her hairless mound. Peggy's holes were both presented to him, defenseless. With her hands bound in front of her and her ass elevated by the rough hawser, there was nothing the pretty child could do.
Bill pressed his face to her asscleft. His long tongue cleaned the puckered ring of her rectum, then plunged inside.
Peggy gasped in spite of herself. Through she was revolted by his sweaty smell and the vile, filthy surroundings, the sensation sent a thrill up her spine.
Bill grinned when he felt the quick twitch of Peggy's rosebud. He knew that enough asssucking would get the coldest of his victims horny for his cock, and this one was going to get more than enough.
Bill's fingers pawed rudely at the tight skinned bubbles of Peggy's buttocks. His tongue ran up and down the smooth, slightly sweaty valley between her cheeks. Bill spread the dual globes with his thumbs and held the little brunette captive with his fingers splayed over her hipbones. He lifted her ass with his strong hands and pressed the pink ring with his lips and tongue.
Peggy was horrified and disgusted when Bill started tonguing her asshole. A thick lump of loathing rose in her throat, but soon the helplessness of her position began to work a change on her feelings. She started to unwind. Her rectum puckered less tightly. Relieving herself of responsibility, Peggy justified her captive, displayed position.
It's not my fault-I only dressed like this so he would ask me onto his boat. Besides, I'm only here because I wanted to help Daddy and Mom. How was I supposed to know that Bill and that icky Sherry would find me here? Now I'm tied up, and I can't do a thing about it-I can't even keep him from licking me back THERE!
Peggy turned her head. She rested on her chin, looking at the inside of the bow. The slender young girl settled herself to endure the degrading actions Bill wreaked on her bottom.
Peggy tried to make herself a little more comfortable. The harsh fibers of the thick rope scratched her belly and the soft skin of her cuntal mound. She moved her abdomen from side to side, and her ass poked further into the air. Peggy heaved a big sigh. Her sphincter relaxed under the constant probing of Bill's tongue. With an effort of will, Peggy detached her mind from the intimate caresses Bill lavished on her asscheeks.
Bill felt the loosening in Peggy's muscles. He flicked his tongue rapidly on the opening rosebud of Peggy's pink asshole. The new, relaxed presentation of her fuck zones meant that the girl had given up. She would no longer resist his tongue.
Bill Green took his mouth off of Peggy's firm buttocks and smiled. He milked his dick briefly. The little girl looked sexy, with her bound ankles, bent over the canvas sail bags. The wide stretched cleavage of her ass pointed out the tight crinkled muscle of her rectum and continued in a straight line through the little hillock of her labia. Her knees were spread a little for balance, and the tight cuntal crevice disappeared under Peggy's rope-scratched belly.
The brawny man bent down again. He sucked heartily at the child's asshole, stimulating the sensitive ring with circling licks. Bill kept squeezing his cock with one hand, wanting all the stiff power he could muster.
Peggy felt a strange sensation. The pink softness of her rectum was responding to Bill's tongue. Her anal crevice was coming to life, acting without her consent. The brunette was surprised, but she started to enjoy the feeling.
Until then, Peggy had only acknowledged her anal sphincter as a waste disposer, the final link in her guts. The only pleasure that had come to her from the little muscle had been relief. The slow loosing without internal pressure was novel, and the sensation almost made her forget that she was bound and gagged.
Bill inserted the tip of his tongue. The soft, hot meat of Peggy's colon was smooth. Past the muscular trap of her sphincter, the flesh was stretchier than her pussy-channel.
The meaty wedge of Bill's tongue pressed slowly further in Peggy, resigned to his indignities, pushed the puckered ring open further. The tip of Bill's tongue curved, exploring the yielding sides of Peggy's back alley. He turned his head from one side to the other, and Peggy gasped.
Bill's pointed tongue was oval, much fatter and stronger over its width than through its height. When his head rolled around behind Peggy, the spit-slimed muscles reamed her asshole. The new nerves flashed sensations to Peggy's brain. She forced her asshole back onto his tongue as hard as a trussed-up hostage could.
Bill slobbered on the slender girl's backside. He wanted her ass to be good and juicy for the next step. She was already fluttering her asshole around his tongue. Peggy had surrendered to the novel pleasures of asssucking. The tart, slightly acrid taste inside her rectum meant that Peggy's asshole had begun to secrete the mysterious lubrication that would help his thick cock during the painful entry.
Bill stood and brushed the grit from his kneecaps. He prick curved upward like a samurai's sword, at the ready. He ducked his curly-haired head to clear the top rim of the hatch. Peggy was beginning to tense up again, he noticed.
Peggy grunted into her gag when Bill's finger slid into her spit-greased rosebud. She hadn't known what the chunky man was going to do to her, and the waiting after he rimmed her had allowed her to worry again.
"There you go, chicky," Bill said. His teeth gleamed in a savage grin. "That's not so bad, is it? I think you're beginning to dig it, Peggy." His finger searched further up the clammy tightness of Peggy's anal chute. He probed gently, and the twelve-year-old relaxed. "You see, honey? Nothing at all to worry about."
Peggy closed her eyes. She had already memorized the planks of the hull and the exact angle of the bow. It was as if Bill was fingering someone else. Peggy was removed from all that, even when his other fingers forked around her, labia.
Bill kneaded the base of Peggy's pussy. The fleshy folds of her labia were sweaty in the close air of the forepeak. He coaxed a little juice from her vagina with his easy stroking. His middle finger slid up and down slowly, convincing her rectum to relax.
Bill thought she was finally ready. His finger had moved more and more easily through the loosening gate of her asshole. The secret juices had coated her walls. Thicker than his spit, Bill felt the mysterious dew greasing his finger.
Bill leaned over Peggy, one hand propping him up. His weight sank a little in the mildewed sail bags. Naked, his hairy body gleamed with the sweat of his concentration. He pulled his finger out of Peggy's asshole.
Peggy opened her eyes. The pleasant, erotic feeling of the anal stimulation had stopped. She felt Bill's weight pressing the sail bag down. She saw his hairy forearm from the corner of her eye. The little girl waited passively. Nothing could bother her like the initial assault on her rectum had. Peggy knew she couldn't be any more defiled.
Peggy was wrong. She started to realize it when a hot, wide hardness pressed at her anus. Bill's fingers spread her cheeks even further.
The chunky, dark-tanned man grimaced. Peggy's asshole had slammed shut at the first touch of his cockhead. He bent his knees, seeking the perfect upward angle to force the sphincter open. Bill brought his other hand up to Peggy's ass.
He spread her butt open with his thumbs. The ends of his fingers dug in next to the clenched muscle. Peggy's whole frame shook. She had closed her rectum so tight that his rock-hard prick bent. Tears flowed from her eyes.
Bill pulled his cock back. He spit in his palm and smeared the flaring head of the powerful tool with saliva. He grabbed a hank of Peggy's hair. Her head bent back as he snarled, "Make it easy on yourself, kid. Push it out-don't fight me."
Peggy tried to nod. She was terrified. The pain of his cock prodding savagely against her rectum was a lancing fire in her guts.
"Once more into the breech," Bill muttered. He gave his virile spear a shake. He released the hank of hair, and Peggy's head rolled loosely on the musty canvas. Bill' tried again to mount Peggy's ass.
Peggy worked her sphincter as if she were shitting, trying to cooperate. Her pink inner flesh showed, and she felt the broad head of Bill's cock nestling into the orifice. She arched her back, Peggy hoped that she could ease the rude stretching by shifting the tiny target.
Bill corkscrewed in. The head of his prick forced the hole open. Fraction by fraction, his cock gained ground in Peggy's ass. He rolled around and around. His fingers stroked Peggy's cuntal zone, and the excitement there made her rectum slacken. A little at a time, the rigid meat slipped into Peggy's back passage.
Peggy hurt. She thought she would split wide open. Even though only the head of Bill's cock had entered, her guts felt full. The new, pleasant feelings still radiated from her bottom, but the stretching pain all but overruled them.
Bill knew he had won when the girl's asshole had yielded to his cockhead. He pushed in a fraction further, then moved back. Peggy's sphincter was incredibly tight. The indentation behind Bill's glands let the clenching ring contract, easing Peggy's discomfort.
The pain gradually disappeared as the thick cock in Peggy's rectum stroked back and forth. She felt the pleasures of buggery growing inside her. Even when Bill pressed further into her colon, Peggy enjoyed it. She began pushing backward, inviting more of his hard tool to penetrate her once-private channel.
Bill warmed up to his work. "I thought you'd dig it when you got started, he said, adding, "I can feel you asking for more." He pushed the widening neck of his prick in. The little girl's ass opened around it. He pulled back, and Peggy's sphincter caressed his wand. Forward again, each stroke a little deeper, the hot moisture of her colon easing the way.
Bill rolled his dick around, pushing the soft red walls of Peggy's colon outward. He put his hands on the youthful firmness of her smooth buttocks. The feeling of her twelve-year-old skin was luxurious, soft as sable.
Peggy reveled in the slow, sensuous cock strokes. The lissome girl had never even thought of the possibility of assfucking, much less that she would enjoy it. The friction of Bill's turgid meat in her rectum pulled at her labia. The soft inner folds remotely caressed her clitorisn and the tiny pleasure organ erected.
Filled with blood, Peggy's cumbutton sent joyous flashes of heat through her body. She tried to reach her pussy, but her bound wrists were trapped under the heavy coil of rope. She knew that her vagina was flooding with musky juices, and the horny, urgent wanting grew in her belly.
Bill rollicked in the tight clasp of Peggy's rectum. The powerful little muscle squeezed his cock like a rubbery fist. He drew her hips toward his crotch with powerful hands. The swollen knob of his prick explored the recesses of Peggy's butt. Her ass was drier than any vagina he'd ever put his cock in, almost furry. The texture of her colon was velvet, compared to the satiny slickness of a woman's cant. His glands relished the difference, though the tightness was all at the puckered entrance.
A warm feeling spread in the virile ravisher's loins. Bill wanted to donate some pleasure to the child he was buttfucking. He released his grip on Peggy's buttock and grabbed one small, firm titty. Her lush, resilient nipple sprang up at his touch.
Peggy gasped. Muffled groans of pleasure passed the gag. Her entire body heated up. Buzzing flashes of lewd sensation sliced from her ass to her nipple and back down to her crotch.
Bill fucked into her with long, steady strokes. Peggy arched her back, presenting her anal passage to Bill's invading prick. The thick, grey smell of her penetrated rectum filled the triangular cubbyhole. The unspeakable pleasure grew in Peggy's ass. A thick lump filled the little girl's throat. She could scarcely breathe, crowning in the perverse, revolting delight of assfucking.
The shape of Bill's cock grew more impressive to her. Peggy knew exactly when the shaft would narrow on his backstroke, and precisely where the hard curve would force her colon open again. Peggy wanted to pull at his balls until his prick jammed to a gut-wrenching stop in her hidden softness.
Peggy's fingers arched into claws as the feeling kept rising. The gag was soaked with her slack-jawed drooling. She gripped the thick coils of the hawser. Peggy welcomed the bristly scratching of the hemp on her naked belly.
Bill reached under the kneeling girl. His sweating, callused hand slid down her mons. He felt the stringent clasp of Peggy's anus wring at his cock when he covered the swampy mound. His fingertips dug into the indented curve around her cuntmouth. Icy fire licked along his cockshaft, wrinkling his hairy scrotum into a stiff, meaty wad.
Peggy's heart pounded. Her nostrils flared, round as nutshells. She gasped for air in the fulsome reek of the forepeak. Aannhh-ahhhh-nnnhh," she implored. The pleasure and revulsion demanded that Peggy cry out. The spit-soaked gag muffled her yodeling gasps as she felt her orgasm building in both her pussy and her-ass.
Bill strove to force more of his cock into Peggy's ass. Her gut had a wall, a kink, deep inside, and his belly barely touched her buttocks when his cock halted. Back and forth, squeezing the whole handful of captured snatch, Bill reamed. He mashed and twisted Peggy's soft, wet cunny, and her asshole started spasming around his adamant shaft.
Peggy felt her whole body explode. She wallowed in the greasy, splitting sensations in her rectum. Her loins blew up, and her ass tried to tear Bill's cock completely off his body.
"God damn! Yeah, fuck on it, baby," he panted. Huge bursts of steaming lava fought Peggy's forbidding ass-clenches and ripped into her guts. It was a struggle to get the vital goo into her ass, but the vivid shock of the glands-tearing spew was worth it. Bill fought to unload the molten burden of his balls and Peggy fought to wring it out of his cock.
Bill's prick was planted deep, taking pistonlike half-inch strokes. Each time his meat bucked with the awesome power of his cum, Bill's spine cracked with a lightning bolt of ecstasy.
Even when Peggy's tender asshole had sucked his balls dry, the girl's wringing anal clasp pulled another shock of feeling from Bill's prick. The twelve-year-old's passion raped Bill's turgid meat until he fell heavily on her bent back.
Peggy kept going off, not even caring that Bill's stubby fingers had quit kneading at her cuntal zone. Her asshole fluttered uncontrollably, never slowing. The raw, mind-blanking power of her orgasm raged full strength for long minutes before slowly tapering off squeezing less tightly, racking them both less and less. After seeming hours of convulsive passion, Peggy's feelings faded. She fell asleep on the moldering canvas before Bill pulled out.



CHAPTER NINE


It was dark when Peggy woke up. She sat, very cramped, and raised her head. The beautiful girl's limbs were aching. She tried to stretch, but her bonds stopped her.
Peggy blushed with morbid shame. She remembered where she was, tied captive in the dank bow of the Green's motorsailer. "Oh, no," she breathed, thinking of her profanely joyous response to Bill's buggering prick.
She wondered if her parents would find her. She felt sure that Tom and both the Gibsons were searching for her. Where are they? Where are Bill and Sherry? My butt feels like he split it right at the top, and I'm cold I have to pee, and I'm hungry. Oh, please, somebody, anybody, come help me!
The hatch leading into the forepeak was shut. Her bare shoulder touched the clammy painted planking of the hull. Her cutoffs were down around her ankles. The stiff, wrinkled canvas of the greying sail bags irritated the tender skin of Peggy's hairless pussy. The little brunette's belly was raw from the scraping hemp Bill had stuffed under her.
Peggy pricked up her ears. Her eyes widened, even though the compartment was dark as the inside of a cow. The boat moved and she sensed vibrations in the hull. Footsteps approached the forepeak, and Peggy heard a buzz of voices.
The snap of the latch was loud in the bows. The lamplight dazzled Peggy, but she recognized the hard hands that pulled her out of the forepeak. It was Bill's touch-she'd memorized it while he sodomized her.
"How ya doin', Peggy?" Sherry asked. "We're taking you out of here. The cops are gonna be looking around for you, and you're the last evidence aboard." "No need to tell her about it, Sis," Bill said. "All you and Janet have to do is deliver her to the beach house and call Raoul. I bet he can find a good use for this little chick."
Peggy started to shake. She looked from one to the other. Sherry was examining her long, naked legs while Bill held her up. Peggy tried to hide her naked pussy with her tied hands.
"That's cute," Sherry said. "She's shy. I think we should break her in good before we sell her to Raoul. You didn't bust her cherry, did you, Bill?"
"Only in her ass, Sis… and what an ass! It goddam near broke my cock in half before I got it in, and then the way she busted her cookies! She almost tore my prick off"
"That wouldn't hurt you any, dear," another voice added dryly. Luscious, round-bodied Janet tossed her long copper-red hair. "It might keep you out of trouble long enough to spend some of the money we're getting."
"That's a helluva thing for my own wife to say!" Bill spluttered. "Before you and Sherry got dykey, you loved all the cock you could get!"
"Until we found you jacking off while you watched us," Janet simpered. Her green eyes flashed. "Just put the bitch in the bag and let us girls bail your ass out again, Bill. We wouldn't have to screw around with this kidnap crap if you hadn't dropped your glove. Sherry told you not to use anything from Winsome!"
"Come on, you guys," tall voluptuous Sherry interjected. "We can bicker later." She turned to her brother. "You're sure everything from Winsome is off this boat?" He nodded. "So let's go!"
Bill dumped a huge spinnaker out into the forepeak. He pulled the drawstring mouth of the sail bag wide, and popped it over Peggy's head. "Curl up," he said gruffly. Peggy stumbled with his push.
The inside of the bag was fetid. The scent was stronger than the compartment she'd lain in had been. Peggy pulled her body into a tight ball. She still had to piss, but there would be no chance for a while.
Bill and Sherry rolled Peggy onto her side. Janet brought armsful of sheets and dirty towels. They stuffed the. bag with unwashed laundry until Peggy had to press her face against the canvas bag to breathe.
In minutes, the sail bag was so full that Peggy couldn't move. She felt herself being lifted, and Bill and Sherry carried the bag the length of the boat.
Her captors grunted and puffed, lifting her up the three steps to the cockpit. She knocked her elbow painfully against the gunwale when they set her down on the dock.
Janet wheeled a dock cart, like a luggage platform, over to the mildewed bag. Peggy felt tears running down her cheeks. It seemed her bladder would burst. The pretty girl couldn't move a muscle, and the tight fetal position put pressure on her belly. With all the other things that had happened that day, Peggy was horrified at the thought of the further shame of wetting herself.
Lifted onto the squeaky-wheeled cart, Peggy felt every bump and joint in the dock's planking. She had to breathe through her nose, with the wadded gag in her mouth. The sail bag and its contents smelled like the underside of a locker room.
"Hello, Mr. Gibson," Bill said. "Have you had any word about your daughter?" Peggy's heart jumped, then dropped into a canyon of depression. She strained to kick out in the bag. Her legs didn't move. A short spurt of piss escaped. "No, we haven't heard a thing. The bar tender from the club lent us his phone, though, and the police have promised to call as soon as they know anything."
"We were awful sorry when we heard she was gone," Sherry said. "I hope they find her soon."
"Thank you." Ed Gibson's footsteps trudged off. Peggy's tears welled up in her eyes.
The kidnapped child choked on dry sobs as she was loaded into Bill Green's van. They aren't going to let me go. They're going to sell me to some man and he's probably going to keep me locked up forever, Peggy thought. She went limp in her bonds and cried all through the twisting ride.
When the van stopped, an exhausted Peggy came alert. She could hear surf when Sherry opened the door. Bill came around and grunted when he slung the sack over his shoulder.
The bumping of Bill's back was agonizing. Peggy was sure she would have to cut loose and soak herself with piss while he trotted to the house. She saw specks of brightness between the fibers of the bag. They were the blue-green of the streelights. Peggy tried to guess how far Bill carried her, but the bumping and swaying disoriented her. She heard a door latch click. The bag spun around and she fell on a hard floor.
There was a light burning and very little furniture in the room. The echoes of Bill's footsteps sounded hollow. Peggy lay huddled and cramped on the floor while her three captors went in and out.
She had no idea of how long it had been since she'd been caught on Bill's boat. Her throat was dry and hunger gnawed at her belly. Stationary on the floor, Peggy felt dizzy. Peggy's once pretty brown eyes were open. The lively glow had fled. The dark orbs stared dully, unfocused, at the cloth that pressed her face.
The front door of the unseen house closed with a final click. Janet said, "Raoul will be here in twenty minutes. We don't have to do anything after he comes until one o'clock. Why don't you put the kid in the bedroom and get her ready?"
Ready for what? What are these crazy people going to do to me? Peggy gave up and pissed all over herself. The salty, hot fluid burned the split skin of her rectum. Her muscles went limp. She flopped in the sack like a broken doll when Bill tugged it across the floor.
Peggy was too worn out to be frightened when Bill opened the sail bag. Her legs were inert as two bags full of dead mice when he untied her ankles. Bill started to wipe the piss off of her with a sweat-spotted shirt from the bag, but after two quick dabs at the naked cunt, he stopped. "Maybe Raoul will like you better this way," he muttered.
The peculiar fittings of the room didn't register on Peggy's fatigued brain at first. Two black-light tubes cast a purple glow against tinfoil-covered walls. An umbrella stand full of different sized sticks and switches stood next to a rough, splintery table. A large, straight-backed chair with straps and buckles dangling from it dominated the center of the room. Handcuffs hung down from huge black-iron hooks in the ceiling and along the walls. An ancient electric heater and photographer's flood lamps had captured a long-handled buggy whip in the tangled coils of their cords.
Bill led Peggy to the table. He untied the cords on her wrists and pulled her maroon sweatshirt off over her head. Peggy felt the table move as she sat. She realized that it had wheels.
Bill pushed the naked young girl down on her back. Her arms and legs molded like clay in his grip as he shackled her limbs to the table.
At least the wood isn't cold. I don't mind the splinters that much. I hope they feed me soon, Peggy thought. Each idea had to struggle slowly up from a numb bog, deep in her mind.
The shackles kept her legs apart. The piss dried slowly in Peggy's cunny, making goose bumps crawl along her soft skin. She was already accustomed to the stinging in her rectum. Her arms were at her sides. Peggy could have raised her head if she'd wanted to watch Bill, but she didn't care to use any effort at all.
This place must be pretty old. They don't use carved doors like that any more. And they don't have molding up on the ceiling. Why did they line the walls? That reflection hurts my eyes.
I like hardwood floors. I don't care if they squeak I sure would like some water. Peggy lay limp, letting her mind wander. The rope that held her gag chafed her lips. The wad of cloth tasted worse and worse, but it had dried enough that she could breathe through her mouth again.
Peggy fell into a trance. Her eyes half -closed and her breathing slowed. No sounds registered, though the trio in the other room spoke in low voices.
After a long wait, Sherry walked into the silver-lined room. Her long, ash-blonde hair trailed over her shoulders and onto the tips of her breasts. She wore only a corset. The stiff black garment was inky in the purple light and the busty blonde's teeth glowed greenish.
Sherry's huge titties were pressed upward from beneath. Her nipples showed in the cutouts at the front. The abbreviated girdle ended in a flare of spiky-looking lace above her loins. She walked to the table where Peggy lay.
"Raoul will be here soon. You want to look good for him, don't you." It wasn't a question. The tone snapped the gauzy strands of Peggy's trance.
"The first thing is to get rid of that gag. If you make one sound before I say you can, I will kill you. Painfully." Sherry's blue eyes shot icy sparks right into Peggy's soul. The twelve-year-old trembled.
Peggy raised her head to follow the meaty rolling of Sherry's buttocks. The tall, cruel blonde opened the foil-wrapped closet door. She pulled out a wide leather band that glinted in the light.
Sherry brought the device closer. The long strap had a loop on each end and was studded with metal buttons like a dog collar. She tightened one loop around each of Peggy's knees, then passed the strap under the table and jerked it tight. Peggy's thighs spread wide. The tendons pointing to her crotch stood up like ropes under her skin. The tension was hard enough to spread the hairless lips of the little brunette's cunny.
Peggy bit her lip. Her eyes rolled with terror. She wanted to scream, but Sherry's threat had taken her voice away. A final golden drop of urine leaked from her pussy as the slender young captive's sphincters lost control.
"I like virgins. Pussy is so much cleaner before a man shoves his cock into it. You really look tasty, Peggy." Sherry leaned over the wooden table and stroked the slight swellings of Peggy's tit. "Your nipples are very nice. I'll bet nobody ever kissed them right."
The tall blonde bent and licked around the milk-chocolate nubbin in the center of Peggy's left breast. "Men don't know how sensitive our titties are. All they want is the nipple." Sherry moved to the head of the table. Her massive, conical jugs spilled out of the corset top. The delicately scented warmth billowed over Peggy's nose and eyes. Sherry's long, red-painted fingernails traced the base of each tender, childish mound. She washed the mildewed stink of the sail bag off of Peggy's bosom with the flat of her tongue.
"Yes, you may kiss mine," Sherry murmured. Her creamy-skinned tits rolled and slithered over Peggy's face. The trussed-up young girl, turned her head and licked timidly at the side of one heavy breast.
Peggy's breast-tips grew. The blunt points stood up from her firm boobs like rosettes on a devil's-food cake. She_ lapped gently from the outside of each corona to the base of the tiny spire, then slowly up the side. The long, fine strands of the older woman's hair tickled along Peggy's ribs.
One elegant fingernail trailed softly around the nipple Sherry wasn't kissing. The aureole set up mazes of stiff wrinkles around the miniscule tower.
Peggy's fears dissolved slowly, like honey stirred into hot tea. The warmth of lewd arousal unfolded inside her. Peggy thought of a flower opening at daybreak as her clitoris gained more and more pearly stiffness.
The little brunette raised her head an inch, burrowing into the warm pillows of Sherry's titties. The voluptuous blonde lowered her torso onto Peggy's face. She tongued one of the little girl's nipples gently, then pulled at it with her soft, full red lips.
Peggy extended her tongue and licked at the deep valley of Sherry's cleavage. It was as if Peggy were moving underwater. She felt weightless, and every movement the two women shared was slow and luxurious. Peggy ignored her bonds. She wanted to be fully exposed to Sherry's lips and tongue. Her skin crept, waiting for the touch of those razor-sharp fingernails.
Peggy's pussy dampened. Sweet, musky juices flowed from deep in her vagina. A deliciously feminine scent, not a Perfume, flowed from Sherry's breasts. The soft eroticism of the blonde's aroma made Peggy drunk.
Soft red lips covered half of Peggy's breast. The thought of the blonde's vivid lipstick outlining her stiff brown nipples made Peggy's cunny tingle. Sherry's caresses made the umber tip stand harder than it had ever done.
Sherry crawled up on the table. Her wide, creamy ass stuck up in the air. Peggy watched her tight-corseted waist move down. The ivory skin where Sherry's hips flared suggestively blazed in the purple dimness.
Peggy's nostrils flared as she gazed on the rich pinkness of Sherry's labia. The wet crease was slightly open, and the dampness shined through the darker blonde of her fine pubic floss.
Peggy recognized the Sherry-scent. The same overtones of aroma filled the valley between the blonde's breasts, but here in her crotch, the bouquet was richer. She breathed it deep and ran her eyes over the older woman's loins.
Sherry started kissing at the base of Peggy's belly. She half-shut her heavy-lashed eyes and made love to Peggy's olive skin. Sherry kissed or tongue-touched all around the center of the girl's femaleness.
The cords stood on each of Peggy's wide-flung thighs. Sherry kissed.the line of the tendon and the little hammock it formed. After cherishing every inch of Peggy's tender thighs with her red lips, the voluptuous blonde licked all the same delightful territory.
Sherry drew her head back. She leaned on her elbows. Her pussy was within inches of Peggy's face. The blonde languidly traced Peggy's outer labial folds with a fingernail.
Even in the purple light, Sherry could watch the exposed edges of Peggy's cunt turn redder. She watched clinically, as cold as a glacier. Her own blonde nest moistened. Sherry scratched a little harder. The ruptured membrane of Peggy's cherry winked open and closed again.
Peggy bit her lip. She forced herself to stifle the tiny mewing sounds of her lust. Sherry's well-furred pussy descended over her face. The musky nearness of it scared Peggy. She was twisting in a simmering jumble of emotions. The little girl wanted to taste the heavy flavor of the hot-scented flesh. Peggy felt it would be wrong, but so pleasurable she would burst as soon as she touched her tongue to the swampy grotto. And what if Sherry didn't want her to? Should she wait to be told?
"Kiss it," Sherry hissed softly. "Lick me, like this."
Peggy gasped as the hot, slippery flat of Sherry's tongue smeared blobs of sensation through her loins. Her head rose involuntarily from the table and she touched Sherry's cunt. Her long, fine-molded nose slithered in viscous cuntal juice. Peggy stuck out her tongue in self-defense.
Sherry's tongue mashed the child's hairless labia flat. The hard ridge of Peggy's clit sent meteors of fiery light exploding through her slender body. Peggy licked desperately at the top of Sherry's slash.
The blonde woman's clitoris was larger and thicker than Peggy's. It extended past the folds of her labia, showing the end of a new pink crayon beneath the curly cuntal thatch.
Sherry hissed and pushed downward, capturing Peggy's face in her loins. "Yes, that's it," she whispered. The blonde Lesbian sucked at the pearly button until Peggy's hips began to fight the restraints.
Peggy felt the hot flower beginning to bloom in her belly. She had never realized how quickly tenderness after terror could make her orgasm build.
It had been the first lesson Bill had taught Sherry.
Sherry released her suckhold on Peggy's clit and began lasciviously tonguing the smooth, silken skin between the button and her vagina. She teased the girl mercilessly, not quite touching either of the two flaming centers of her cuntal need.
Peggy sucked all the harder as Sherry tantalized her. She ran her sharp tongue up into the orchid-like center of the blonde's vagina, then slithered back to her clit. The twelve-year-old girl knew that Sherry would have to give her a good, strong cum if Peggy got her hot enough.
The precocious cuntlapper kept on until Sherry ground her crotch against her face. Each time Sherry tried to roll her pussy against Peggy's tongue, the woman child evaded the eager stiffness of her cut.
After trying to force Peggy to bring her off, Sherry went down on the little girl with a vengeance. She plunged her tongue into Peggy's virgin hole and sucked viciously at her cumbutton. Both pussies ground at both faces now.
The two women, one twelve, the other twenty-two, struggled to bring themselves and each other off. Peggy could have wept. She wanted to use her arms to lever her head up into Sherry's cunt. The little brunette wanted to grip Sherry's lush, tanned thighs and caress her opulent buttocks. Her neck began to cramp. Knots kinked Peggy's shoulder muscles. She was literally lifting Sherry's ass from the table.
Sherry licked and sucked Peggy's hairless cunt. She pulled the girl's pussy into her lipsticked mouth and slashed at the tender flesh with her snake-swift tongue. Air whistled through her gnawing lips. The voluptuous blonde had wanted a young virgin's pussy for years, since before her brother had deflowered her. She pushed her ass down savagely, wanting them both to suffocate in a blinding explosion of cunty insanity.
Peggy growled and gnawed at the blonde's heavy-hanging labia. Fragmented prayers for the final release of her orgasm jumbled in her brain. She pulled strands of fine, dark-blonde pubic hair out with her suctioning lips. A blast furnace roared in her crotch and the dam burst.



CHAPTER TEN


The stiff frill at the bottom of Sherry's corset scraped Peggy's tender nipples. Peggy gasped for air, throwing her head back. Sherry's juice flooded cunt bucked against the little girl's chin.
Peggy's hips jerked. Sherry's red-nailed fingers dug into Peggy's thighs. Blonde hair cascaded over Peggy's gaping loins. Sherry's bell-nippled tits mashed like firm cushions on the young girl's belly. The slender little brunette thrashed frantically under Sherry's buxom weight.
Sherry's creamy asscheeks shook with the rhythmic contractions of her orgasm. Her tanned thighs squeezed pretty Peggy's head. The sound of their husky panting filled the foil-lined room.
Peggy's exquisite features were slimed with Sherry's cuntal flood. Her high cheekbones reflected the eerie glimmer of the black-light. _he wings of her fine-molded nostrils flared with gusty breathing. The air was redolent with the sharply separate female scents.
"Very nice. In fact, inspiring." Peggy froze. The new voice chilled her to the bone. The man spoke softly, with a trace of an accent she couldn't identify. The unseen stranger clapped. His hands sounded soft and wet, like raw liver slapping onto a table.
Sherry raised her head. She lifted her busty, corseted frame off of Peggy and slipped to the floor. "Hello, Raoul. Have you been here long?" the blonde asked. Her voice trembled slightly. The quaver wasn't musical.
"Long enough to enjoy a fine performance. My compliments on your… costume."
Peggy raised her head. Raoul glanced at her, then back to Sherry. Bill and Janet both stood one step behind the stranger, just inside the door. The lights in the front room were off. Sherry moved away from the splintery table and circled around Raoul, staying as far from him as the small room allowed.
"Your name is Peggy. For Margaret?" he asked, strolling across the few feet separating him from Peggy. She nodded and Raoul smiled.
He was shorter than Bill Green, about five-six. He was clean-shaven and a little jowly. His hair was jet black and looked as if it could be dyed. His teeth were very expensive-caps in front showed yellow, clear lavender, and pinkish in the ultraviolet. He was dapper in spite of over-wide shoulders and the beginnings of a paunch. His dark suit's subtle striping was only a hint of color, even under the black-light. Raoul's full lips turned down at the corners when his smile whisked away. His hawk nose contrasted with the dissipated wrinkles under his eyes. The area around his off-black irises was murky and brownish, traced with myriad lines.
Raoul turned away, moving toward the floodlights. Peggy thought, He's going to take off his gloves! Even though he wore none. No jewels, either – his carriage conveyed wealth and a jaded power that baubles could only detract from.
The sudden glare of the photoflood dazzled Peggy. She shut her eyes, and colored spots danced on her retinas.
"Her name is Margaret-Margarethe," he lisped. The girl felt she'd been christened again. An instantaneous lance of pain seared her clit and Peggy jumped. Her mouth opened wide and her back arched, thrusting her pussy upward.
She stared at Raoul. He let the buggy whip fall from his blunt-fingered hand. "The reaction of a perfect slave. You notice how she jumps for the lash?" He loosened his necktie. "But does she have the… ah… gifts for it?"
"She is very good, Raoul," Sherry said. "She is willing, after a little pressure. I think she wants to be dominated." Next to the swarthy Raoul Sherry's strength seemed as pale as her smooth-skinned breasts.
"She is hard to get started," Bill chimed in "but the kid's a hell of a gore when you lay it on her. Never saw a chick turn on to assfucking so fast!"
Raoul silenced Bill with a heavy-lidded glance. "Lovely. Your sophistication astounds me again; Mr. Green." Raoul dropped his cravat on the floor and thumbed Peggy's labia open. "There is an acquaintance of mine in Sao Paulo…" he said. He spoke more to Peggy's vagina than to the other people in the room. "Perhaps four thousand… no, five."
"She's twelve years old and there's a lot of heat out looking for her already," Bill said. "Do you think five grand is enough? I mean, we've got that much in hard goods, not to mention the boats!"
"Five thousand dollars is what I will pay you. We all owe more to my friend in Brazil than I can tell you. I don't feel that a gift is out of order. This is a windfall, pure good fortune. Besides, you have told me over and over that the police have no chance to apprehend us." Raoul shed his suit coat and Sherry rushed to pick it up. The bright floodlight made every hair on her pussy stand wetly distinct from every other.
"Beside, Bill, I don't expect you to sell such a pretty child to someone you don't know. Oh, anything but that, eh?" Raoul stopped unbuttoning his shirt long enough to caress Peggy's nipples. He traced the fine contour of her high cheekbone with one well-manicured finger.
Peggy was glad her bladder was empty. She thought, I'd wet myself for sure if I had any in me. He's scary! He does dye his hair, though. He must be a lot older than he looks, and he looks like he's fifty. A heavy grey thatch sprang wirily when the man opened his shirt.
"Who-what are you going to do?" Peggy asked. Her lively brown eyes were perfectly round. Her thick lashes curled up past her eyebrows and her lips quivered.
"There's nothing to worry about, Margarethe," he said softly. "You are going to be very happy, and you are going to make a very nice gentleman enjoy his life once again." He looked as sadly as a basset hound into her eyes. A tiny smile played around the corners of his full lips and traveled up. "No one could harm a little dove with a broken wing."
Peggy shook like a leaf. I don't like that part about a broken wing. Any grownup who says it's not gonna hurt always lies. I wish I could believe him!
Raoul watched the trapped fluttering in Peggy's eyes. "Mr. Green, will you please do the honors? My fascination with maidenheads died many years ago."
"I-uh, I suppose." Bill paused. "I don't know about a public exhibition like this, though. It kind of take the starch out of me to have you all watching."
"The child will be watching in any case, no? Is it this crowd, or me?" Raoul asked softly. "I will have to watch in any event. I wish to know as much as possible about my gifts before I give them."
"Well, I can't promise anything," Bill said.
"That's no surprise," his lovely redheaded wife sneered. "I wouldn't mind showing off with this girl at all" Janet Green slunk over to the table and repeated, "Not at all." She bent to kiss Peggy's cheek. Her wide-set green eyes signaled passionate heat. The slightly slanted orbs glistened and her pupils dilated when she touched Peggy's face.
"No. Bill will have to deflower her. You must be convincing later tonight." Raoul touched Janet's wrist. The curvaooous woman stood back and let him 'undo the bonds. 'Would it help your performance to watch us, Janet?"
"If I don't think so, I'll leave," she replied.
Raoul detached the knee straps first, then loosed Peggy's wrists. Putting one strong arm under her shoulders, he helped her to sit up. "Don't worry, little one. You'll come to enjoy it all," he whispered.
"Could I have some water?" Peggy asked timidly. "I'm awful thristy."
"Sherry," Raoul said. His voice flicked as quickly as the buggy whip. The busty blonde scurried out of the room. She was back with a glass of water before Raoul had finished unbuckling the wide, soft leather cuffs on Peggy's ankles..
"Thank you," Peggy said. She drank the water slowly and looked around the room. Her muscles ached pleasantly. She still felt the luxurious looseness of cuntal satisfaction, despite the rapid turns of events. The little brunette still didn't know who the thick-set, commanding Raoul was or how he led the Green menage. She handed the tumbler back to Sherry and decided not to worry about it. "I'm kind of cold, Mr. Raoul. Could I have my clothes back?"
"The name is just 'Raoul'. Not Mister," he said. The basset-hound smile showed again. "I'm afraid you cannot have any clothing just now. You understand what Mr. Green is going to do?" She nodded. "He must have all the stimulation you can give him, so putting your clothes on is out of the question."
Peggy sat on the splintery table and rubbed her ankles. Her stomach sunk. I'm not going to get out of here. They really are going to keep me here all night. These people are going to make me into some kind of sex slave! Peggy's lower lip trembled and a tear welled in one eye.
"Can I turn on the heater for her?" Janet asked. Raoul nodded and. the red-haired woman spoke up again. "I've a discipline bra that might fit her." She looked at Peggy and licked her lips. "Would you like a brassiere, darling?"
The distraught little brunette nodded dumbly. "Please, anything!" She wrapped her thin arms around her torso, trying to hide her breasts. Peggy felt more naked and more vulnerable than she ever had in her young life.
Janet reappeared with a black garment that wiggled in her hand as if it were a living thing. Raoul looked at it and smiled, then nodded in response to Janet Green's silent question.
The round-assed Mrs. Green stepped behind Peggy and said, "Lift your arms, honey." Peggy unwrapped her slender limbs from her torso. The sudden shock of the rubber made her skin crawl. It was the gummy, stretchy latex that monster toys are molded from.
Janet deftly slipped the bra around Peggy. She put the girl's gooosebump-covered arms through the straps and set her pink-brown nipples through the holes in the cups. The back band stretched tight across Peggy's spine, and the velcro strips held it tight as a bandage.
The flat black triangles in front pressed her titties almost flat. Janet pulled the straps tighter and the little brunette's nipples sprang through the holes like two fat grapes. Just a little swelling bulged the sticky rubber cups. All the internal pressure of Peggy's titties forced her nipples to extend painfully far through the holes. She felt the blood pounding through the twin turgid masses.
Peggy felt nakeder with the bra on than she had without it. She looked straight ahead. Her eyes were downcast. Her shoulders hunched. Peggy's long, slender legs dangled lifelessly over the edge of the table. She ignored the slivers that prodded into the sensitive skin of her young buttocks.
"Are you ready to start, Mr. Green?" Raoul asked. Without waiting for a reply, he helped Peggy off the table and led her to a spot right in front of the floodlamps.
The heater warmed her shins. The photofloods heated Peggy's torso. Her tortured nipples felt like they were baking. She didn't have any will to resist when Raoul lifted her arms over her head. Even when Sherry helped him fasten the manacles, Peggy stood mute. The twelve-year-old girl had switched off her mind.
Bill Green dropped his pants. Only a pathetic little half-hard stem showed where the assreaming cock had been so proud. "Now what, Raoul?" he asked.
The swarthy foreigner, surprisingly hard muscles rippling in his chest and shoulders, looked at Bill. His expression said, "I should have hired a Billy goat. At least a goat is always ready to fuck." He turned back to his slender hostage, naked save for her rubber bra. "Would you turn around, please, Margarethe?"
Peggy tiptoed around. The handcuffs held her arms stretched over her head. She could not sink down far enough to rest on her heels. Every muscle and tendon in her olive-skinned body was sharply defined. The flowing brown hair continued her vertical line. Peggy looked like a Dali oil, strained to a thread for art's sake.
"Isn't she beautiful, Bill? She is completely defenseless. She is completely ours." Raoul picked up the buggy whip. He traced the fine line of Peggy's arched ribs with the end. Five feet of limber, silk-wrapped spring steel terminated in a whisker of lash less than two feet long.
It was the tool of the animal tamer, and bare-chested Raoul stalked around his prey. His feline movements surprised the watching trio. He popped the thin lash once in the air, and Peggy cringed. She tried to pull away from him, but her tiptoe effort only set her chain to twisting in the floodlit arena.
Raoul flicked the lash again, scoring an exquisitely painful touch on Peggy's breast. The tight-stretched rubber seemed to amplify the noise and. the pain. The little brunette's inhalation turned to a sharp sob. She cut off the noise, biting her lip.
"It really isn't that bad, is it"?"
Peggy shook her head as fat tears rolled down her cheeks.
"You rather like it, don't you?"
Peggy wept openly. The pain excited her and shamed her at the same time. She couldn't bring herself to nod until Raoul flicked the side of her buttock again.
"You see, Bill?" Raoul tossed the limber handle of the whip to the younger man. "Don't mark her badly. Nothing that will leave a scar."
Bill popped the lash three times in the air, watching Peggy shrink away from him. Raoul turned his back and walked to the heavy armchair.
Bill's cock was elongating. His eyes went from the lash to the naked, long-stretched little girl and back. He took a sidearm swipe at Peggy's thigh, not snapping the whip. The silk cord wrapped around her limb above the knee, leaving a pink stripe.
Raoul sat in the chair and watched His dissipated, old-looking eyes began to light up for the first time. Peggy looked pleadingly at him but she saw that he would be the last person in the room to take pity on her.
Bill carefully considered the young captive dangling in front of him His prick jerked as he popped the frayed end of the lash against Peggy's belly. A tiny red star blossomed at the touch. The pink on her thigh was already fading.
Sherry, wearing only her stiff black corset, moved to sit next to Raoul. He lifted his arm from the arm of the chair and fondled her thigh. The swarthy commander crooked his finger and lush, curvy Janet sat on the other side.
Bill took off his loose-fitting linen shirt. His teeth glinted under the bright flood lamps as he considered where to strike next. His wrist flicked, and before the whip even seemed to move, a crimson pinpoint showed on Peggy's buttock.
Janet's hand strayed down into Raoul's lap. Watching Peggy's torture excited the red-haired woman. She was being brought to a fever pitch.
Raoul let her play with his stiffening cock. He sat erect, one hand on each of the two voluptuous women and cautioned Bill, "Draw no blood. No marks can show in two days' time."
Bill glanced at the trio in the chair. Whipping Peggy excited him, but watching his wife and sister fawning over another man made his blood boil. He lashed across Peggy's thighs and belly. He didn't pop the end of the lash. Short, sharp whistles cut the air as the lash swung, red welts sprung up on the girl's skin.
Sherry caressed Raoul's face while Janet opened his fly. His thick, uncircumcised member stood rampant. The deliciously rounded Mrs. Green licked her sensuous lips and began to slither off the arm of the chair. She knelt on the floor, half-watching Bill taking his jealous fury out on their hostage. She leaned over the thick, leathery-looking weapon in Raoul's lap.
Bill no longer glanced at Sherry or Janet. He beat savagely at Peggy's nakedness. The limber steel of the long handle laid crisscrossing lines on her slender asscheeks. He hissed curses between his set teeth.
Peggy twisted and flinched with every blow. The whistling shaft landed time and again on her buttocks, and the braided black silk wrapped around her hips like a serpent. The frayed end landed repeatedly on the soft, clit-filled triangle of her protruding inner labia. The heat of the flood lamps made her sweat rivers. The salty fluid made every stripe and welt blaze like a flare.
Sherry's naked cunt oozed musky cream on.the wooden arm of the bondage chair. Raoul's fingers tugged lightly at her cuntal thatch, then rested, calmly, on her long, tanned thigh.
The little girl's skin glistened in the bright light. She looked as if she'd been lovingly oiled, then painted with a narrow red brush. Peggy's vagina poured thick honey down her thighs, where it mixed with her sweat. The flaming stripes on her buttocks heated her virgin cunny to a steady simmer. Peggy's large brown eyes gleamed through the tears and she flinched more often toward the lash than away.
Bill kept beating at her. Her back was covered with welts. She twisted slowly, too pained and excited to control her hanging body. The chain creaked and the long handle of the whip hissed through the steamy air of the foil-lined room.
He slashed from side to side. Bill felt all his rage strengthening his whip hand, flowing down the handle and flaying the captive child. Power flowed into his balls. His cock was harder than his flinty heart. He flung the whip down and grabbed Peggy by the waist.
Raoul leaned forward in his chair. The women on each side of him watched closely.
Bill hoisted Peggy off the ground. She panted with anticipation. The drastic punishment had heated her cunny even more than Sherry's artful tongue.
"Yes, fuck me! Fuck me hard! I need a big stiff cock in my pussy," Peggy moaned. She pulled up with her shackled arms and opened her legs wide. "Jam it in! I've got to have your cock!"
Bill wrenched the dangling girl to himself. Her wet, hot pussy brushed against his cock He lifted her another inch, and hunched his throbbing prick head up against the tight mouth of her pussy.
Peggy screamed with lust. Her ankles scissored behind his back and she drove her sopping cunt down at his prick.
Bill gasped. The hot flesh of Peggy's pussy was as wet and slippery as a porpoise. His strong, thick hands forced her hips down.
Peggy felt a tearing inside and she welcomed it with a sobbing-cry of relief. Her pussy was at last opened to accept a man's hot stiffness. The pain was much smaller than the pains of her frustration had bee. She rejoiced in the feeling of entry.
Bill felt the little girl's hole open reluctantly around his up thrusting weapon. The warmth of blood and pussy juice rolled down his prick, lubricating it for deeper, harder fucking.
Bill's sac was drawn up in a tight knot at the base of his cock. He guided Peggy's rolling hip thrusts with his thick hands. He faced the, floodlights and the brilliant beams heated his exposed scrotum.
Peggy dangled by her wrists from the black-iron chain. She worked her long, slender legs like a wrestler, forcing Bill's hips to shove his thick cock into her hungry cunt. His thumbs dug bruisingly into the softness of her belly.
Bill's legs opened. His heel rose and fell as he made his whole body jab upward like a deep shoved cock. He ducked his head and his lips tore at Peggy's exposed nipples.
The overheated bulbs of her titties responded like two stiff clits. A bonfire erupted in each compressed breast. Peggy waved her head and her long brown hair shimmered around her shoulders.
Her mouth opened in a soundless scream. The peak of her orgasm poured over her like a tidal wave. She drowned in the sudden flood of passionate sensuality. Her rolling hips and tight-clenching cuntal walls bent Bill's cock.
Bill howled like a madman. Peggy's vaginal sphincter wrung on his prick, clasping the thick meaty pole like wet, pulsing iron bands. His balls exploded. He sent cascading gobs of semen into her deepest, wettest recesses. The tiny cavern of her womb filled with his repeated gushes. Again and again his prick pulsated, trying to spew more seed even when his virile reservoirs had been squeezed dry.
Bill couldn't stop the pounding thrusts. Peggy's mighty cumburst over-powered him. Her legs held him like a vise. Her pussy demanded more and more deep movements from his prick. She pulled more from his cock than it had ever had to give. The whipping had created a monster, and its fangs were the walls of Peggy's prick -gobbling vagina.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


Raoul stood. He beckoned the two women to follow. "Help her down," he ordered. He held Peggy by the arms when the manacles released.
Bill's knees buckled. He sank to the floor, panting, "Wow. Incredible!" He lay in a heap, his eyes glazed with the exertions Peggy's pussy had demanded.
Janet and Sherry picked up Peggy's feet. The three people carried her back to the table and laid her on her back. Peggy smiled. She closed her eyes. A look of sultry victory wreathed her delicate features. A pinkish trail of blood-mixed semen trickled down her loins.
Ok, my God! I never dreamed that fucking could be so beautiful! I could have kept cumming all night! Peggy's thought clung to the heavenly feeling that ebbed slowly in her loins. She panted through her open mouth.
Peggy slowly became conscious of the pulse pounding in her ears. The sounds of her breathing diminished. She opened her eyes and smiled up at Raoul. Her eyes glowed. Spots of high color bloomed on her fine-wrought cheekbones.
"Just as I'd hoped," Raoul murmured. "You enjoyed it, didn't you?"
Peggy's smile broadened. Her head moved in silent acknowledgement. She licked her lips. A thin sheen of sweat emphasized her beauty..
"Bring us some ice water." Sherry scurried to obey. "You will make a beautiful gift. My friend will be very happy," Raoul said softly.
Peggy moved her head. She exposed the olive column of her throat. His compliment was a caress to her. Her excruciating orgasm had emptied her of all her tense fears. She stretched her limbs luxuriously.
Raoul scuffed his shoes off. He undid his snakeskin belt and removed his tailored pants. He stepped to where his coat hung and pulled a hinged ring of carved jade from the pocket. He opened the green circle and placed it around his balls and the base of his cock.
Sherry returned with two glasses of ice water. Peggy raised her head at the cool tinkling of the ice cubes.
Raoul latched the intricately decorated device and returned to Peggy's side. He slipped his arm under her neck and lifted the slender child to sip from the glass he held. He watched her drink the water. Her throat moved as delicately as a fawn in a forest clearing.
Peggy raised her hand to the tumbler. She looked into Raul's swarthy face and smiled warmly. "Thank you." She gently pushed the glass away. "I'm not thirsty any more."
"Yes." Raoul tipped the glass and caught an ice cube in his mouth. He kissed Peggy's thumb sized nipple with chilled lips, then let the ice touch the tip.
"Aaahhh!" Peggy's eyes snapped open. "Holy Jesus! What is that!"
Raoul smiled and moved to the end of the table. Peggy forgot about the splinters that dug into the fresh welts on her thighs and buttocks. She raised her knees as the heavyset man climbed onto the platform. With her feet flat on the table, Peggy exposed her hairless, dripping pussy to him.
Raoul leaned on one elbow over her. He looked down into her doe-soft eyes and winked. He touched the chilled glass to her clit.
Peggy jerked. Her cuntal sphincter slammed shut. She hummed deep in her throat and moved her lips sinuously on the wood.
The powerful man took the ice cube out of his mouth and kissed her nipple again. The glacier tip of his tongue charged Peggy's tits with millions of volts of horny need.
Raoul rubbed the head of his uncircumcised cock against the wet, swollen lips of Peggy's pussy. He slid the foreskin back and pressed the very end against her clit. The leggy brunette writhed under him.
"You are going to be perfect," he assured her. Peggy moaned again, her huge brown eyes begging for him to enter her pussy.
Raoul slipped the ice cube up Peggy's vagina. She squealed with the delicious shock, then moaned hotly when his thick cockhead followed it into her well-greased channel.
In one long, smooth stroke, Raoul's prick glided up to Peggy's womb. She felt the prick head nudge the hard, pear-shaped organ. Her cuntal flesh seemed to melt around him like the ice cube melted in her vagina.
Raoul moved from side to side. He kept his weight off her tight-cased breasts, leaning on his elbows. His prick head explored the innermost portions of her pussy.
Peggy felt the wand moving her insides around, stirring them like a chef's spoon. The jade cock-ring had a tiny knob that pressed against her ditty. Every circling motion of his loins moved the tender, stiff button from side to side. The pressure was concentrated where it would get her hottest, and Peggy started cumming immediately.
Raoul knew that the jade ring would keep his prick hard for hours. He swam lasciviously around in the soupy depths of his twelve-year-old captive. He ignored the cuntal pulsations of Peggy's orgasm. Soon enough, he knew, she would have to match her rhythm to his, and he had hours of pleasure ahead.
Raoul fucked Peggy slowly. His movements never hurried or jerked. Slow, even circular motions welded the couple's flesh together. The involuntary contractions of the little girl's cunt slowed to match his metered strokes.
Peggy gasped. Ecstatic little moans formed in her throat. After ten minutes of languorous fucking, she calmed down and rode under Raoul, carried on the flood tide of a continuous orgasm.
The man slowly changed the rhythm of the couple's moves. He wanted to feel his prick head sampling the satiny length of Peggy's pussytube. He rocked in and out, keeping the little jade bump on Peggy's cumbutton.
Gradually the circles grew smaller, then disappeared in long, even thrusts. Fucking was Raoul's favorite exercise, but eventually his back began to ache. The pleasant warmth on Peggy's inner depths was far too nice to be forsaken.
Raoul straightened his back. Bit by bit, still caressing her inner walls, he lifted Peggy. His strong arms circled her. He grunted as he rose to his knees on the wooden table.
Peggy swung her legs back and Raul carried her slender body around until he could sit on the edge of the table.
His legs dangled. Peggy smiled at him, her arms around his broad shoulders. She leaned back, rolling her hips, and hung over the floor beneath.
Raoul's rigid cock moved against Peggy's abdominal wall. The moving lump of his cockhead pressed her skin outward.
He loved the sight of her pussy grinding against his prick. The hairless labia were spread wide around his thick shaft. The blood-pink nub of her clit peeked at him from the soft folds at the top of her pussy..He held her small, slim fingered hands and kept Peggy from falling.
Raoul pulled up on the lovely little girl's wrists. She tossed her long brown hair at him when she sat upright on his prick again. He turned to one side and laid back.
Peggy rested her hand on each side of his shoulders and rode on his cock. She ground her pubic arch against him. The little jade button pressed her clit as hard as before. She pushed against him, and Raoul relaxed triumphantly under the hot, sweating little girl.
Peggy's long hair hung tickling on his chest. Raoul smiled and enjoyed the child's orgiastic writhing. His cock soaked up sensation. Peggy's pussy had molded to it, and the lovely, slender brunette worked her internal muscles around his fleshy pillar.
Raoul looked to where Bill stood, fully clothed, by the door. He tapped his foot impatiently.
Sherry and Janet sat with their arms around each other. They were enchanted, watching little Peggy gyrate on Raoul's thick member.
Raoul spoke. Peggy worked on, too wrapped up in her ceaseless orgasm to listen. "Is it time?"
Janet looked at her watch. "Almost. I hate to leave."
"Take your frustrations out on your target," Raoul smiled. "He'll oblige you, I'm sure."
Bill glared darkly at Raoul. He gripped Janet's arm as she lingered in the doorway and they left.
Peggy ground on. Her deep, even breathing had turned to whimpery babbling. She was slowing down, weary at last.
Raoul touched her sweaty belly with his fingertips. Peggy moaned low. He pulled her down onto his chest and said, "Rest, Margarethe. Stay upon me and rest. Sherry will bring us some food and drink, then we will continue."



CHAPTER TWELVE


Bill sulked in the van. He only pursed his lips and glared when Janet spoke to him. He didn't like his wife's assignment for the evening, nor the obvious relish she had for it.
Janet's coppery hair flowed long over her ivory shoulders. Her halter showed the buds of delectable nipples. Her luscious breast showed at the sides of the shimmering white fabric.
Bill stewed as she walked away. The red miniskirt swayed from her flaring hips. She teetered a little on high heels, exaggerating the sensuous swing of her ass. The perfectly matched hemispheres of Janet's buttocks looked as succulent as a ripe, downy-skinned peach. It seemed that whoever bit that opulent rear would get a mouthful of honey.
Janet walked into the bar at the yacht club just before the last call. She saw Tom polishing glasses and found a stool right in front of him. "Creme de menthe, please-green."
Tom watched her in the mirror as he poured. Janet was a very high-powered sex bomb and she looked it tonight. Goddam! I'd love to have a big hunk of her ass tonight, he thought.
His cock sprang up like an arrow when Janet paid for the drink. She half-closed her eyes over the tiny glass and slid a bill across the counter. When Tom reached, she gently touched his knuckles with her cool-soft fingertips.
Tom couldn't keep his eyes off her as he prepared drinks for the few remaining patrons at last call. The fantastic, curvy redhead kept her eyes locked on him. She followed his eyes in the mirror, and slowly put the pointed tip of her pink tongue to the rim of her glass.
Tom had to look away. He was sure his zipper would burst if he had one more look from those wide-set green eyes. The redhead was obviously desperate for a cock. He wondered why. She was pretty and sexy enough to have any man in the place after her ass. The funny thing was, she'd come right into the bar and sat at the counter right away. Usually, Tom knew, women looked around, even if they wanted to be picked up.
She looked familiar, but Tom couldn't place her. Every time he tried to figure out who she was, he had to look away again. The bulge in his crotch was blatant.
Tom announced closing time to the members who hadn't left. The slow exodus started. He went back to putting glasses away as the patrons walked out the door.
"Excuse me," Janet said in her throaty contralto.
Tom turned around. The lush redhead stood with her gently-rounded belly pressing against the bar. Her firm tits projected over the bar. The circles around the woman's pinpoint nipples showed dark through the thin, shimmery white halter.
"May-I get some change from you," she asked. Janet heaved a sigh and her breasts rose and fell three inches. She drew a five from her purse and reached toward Tom.
"Of course, ma'am," he answered. He felt his ears reddening. Blood pounded in his temples. Tom's balls ached. He took the bill.
Janet's lewdness leapt like a spark when their fingers touched. Her skin actually shocked him. "How would you like it?" he asked. His throat was dry.
"Oh, just anything, really. Four quarters, I think." Janet's eyes narrowed. She could see that Tom was more than willing to give her all of the hard-bulging cock she'd watched in his pants. "Whatever you like," she whispered.
Tom, she sure as hell isn't talking about the money. I like those tits, and I've always loved red puss hair. "Right away, Ma'am, right away."
Tom fumbled in the drawer. Janet used every horny signal she could think of. Her long pink tongue traced the lush outline of her lips. She brought her fingers to her mouth as if she stifled a yawn, but touched her parted lips instead. The rounded redhead touched his hand again as he counted out the money, then swayed her hip entrancingly all the way to the door.
Tom followed her ripe ass through the room. "I have to lock up. Could you wait just a minute?"
"I'd wait more than that. I've been looking all night," Janet recalled what she'd been looking at. The smoldering heat in her pussy blazed up. Her clit felt as hot as a cutting torch.
Tom locked the money away without counting it. He adjusted his stiff cock. It had sprung up so suddenly when he'd seen Janet, that it pulled at his pubes.
The fog had come in. At two in the morning, the lawn above the yacht club's docks was a grey, shrouded place. Tom let himself out into the damp air and found the red-haired woman waiting for him.
"Hello," he said. I'm glad you waited." He put his arms round her. Her naked back was as smooth as an infant's.
"You hardly gave me time to leave," she smiled. Janet sobered. "I need a man badly. Please don't ask why."
"Here I am, and I won't ask." Tom kissed her marvously soft mouth. Janet slid her tongue into his mouth and their tongues fenced wetly. Her coral nipples bored into his chest like twin augers. Her arms went around Tom's neck. She pulled him close.
When Janet's ivory-skinned arms loosened the needful grip on his neck, Tom pulled his face back. Janet's tongue lingered on his lips for a moment. "My boat's not far from here," he said in a low voice.
"Could we… here? No one can see us if we go out onto the lawn. Please don't make me wait." Janet really was desperate. She meant every word, though she knew her husband was putting evidence on Tom's boat.
The short, curvy woman looked pleadingly at Tom. She raised her hands to her neck and undid the halter. It fell slowly, caressing her proud, round tits. Her nipples looked blood-red in the foggy glow. She turned and walked onto the soft trimmed green carpet of the lawn.
Tom followed. He wanted to feel those magnificent breasts against his chest. He unbuttoned his shirt as he walked. Janet's round ass seemed to wink at him as she teetered across the lawn. He pulled off his shirt.
Janet stopped to take off her high heels. Tom saw a brief wink of creamy buttocks and a trace of the dark cleft under her skirt.
The buildings were hidden in the fog. Baritone horns blew deep, regular notes. A soft, grey light surrounded the couple. Janet dropped her shoes and turned to face Tom again.
Her rosy-tipped breasts gleamed a pure, unsullied white in the foggy light. Her hands went to the fastener at the side of her skirt. Tom moved to touch her, and she shook her head. Janet opened the waist of the short red skirt and let it fall to the grass. She stepped out of it and Tom was dazzled.
The curvaceous redhead wore nothing but a crimson garter belt and sheer stockings under her dress. Her pubis showed a juicy curve under the thin, fine hair of her cuntal nest. Her soft belly smoothed down to elegantly rideable hips. Lush, full thighs met all the way down to her knees. The dark bands of her stocking tops set off the even, creamy tones of her skin.
Tom undid his pants. He kicked out of them. The night air cooled the lusty sweat that sprang up on his aroused body. Tom folded Janet in his arms.
Her cool, Creamy skin was soft. The gentle curve of her belly touched the length of his cock. Janet was softer outside than many women's pussies would ever be. The coral tips of her nipples warmed his chest like two glowing candles.
Janet looked up into his face. "Please, take me now, take me," she whispered. Her open lips invited a hard, savage kiss.
Tom's lips and teeth mashed down on her mouth. His tongue lanced into her, and her wet, red. tissues sucked at it. The woman leaned backward and Tom followed.
The damp grass under them didn't chill the couple's lusty heat at all. Janet broke the kiss and whispered, "Please! I'm ready for it now!"
Her legs were wide open. Janet rolled her hips upward, presenting her wet honey pot to his long, thick cock. She reached under her belly and guided the head into the tender, open mouth of her pussy. She made soft, groaning sounds as the prick head slid into her.
Janet strained to open her cuntal well to Tom's virile staff. The air around filled with the warm, fresh scent of her red-haired pussy. The wet oven of her flesh stretched slowly around the welcome intruder.
Tom gasped with pleasure. The steamy readiness of her runt was incredible. He'd felt the sensuous walls of many pussies, but Janet's cuntal caress was superb. Her hips seemed to divide to urge his cock in.
He slid home in the exquisite cunny. The fog muffled the sounds around them. All Tom's attention centered in the slurping contact of her flesh and his. He could feel the fine softness of every red hair on Janet's delectable pussy.
Around and around his prick slid. Janet panted under him, cooing with wet delight. The superlative femaleness of her loins engulfed him in a tender anguish. The shared mutual pleasure of their fucking laid every nerve bare.
Tom felt little razors of feeling slicing away the skin of his cock. The barrier between his body and Janet's dissolved and he was lost in the deep cup of her loins.
Suddenly, Bill Green screamed out of the fog, "Get the fuck away from my wife!" He ran full tilt at the couple and flailed at Tom with wind milling fists.
Tom jerked his cock out of Janet's pussy. He rolled across the wet grass. Who the hell is this lunatic? he thought, curling up to protect his balls from the man's heavy-shod feet. What the fuck is happening?
Bill aimed a last kick at Tom's back. His sole grazed Tom's ribs. "Come on, goddammit! Move your fuckin' ass, woman!" He yanked the naked redhead's arm, pulling her to her feet. She stumbled, reaching for her castoff skirt. Bill yanked her upright, scooped up the halter, and dragged her off into the fog.
Tom grabbed his pants and sprinted after them. He remembered the redhead's name now. Bill Green. William Green?W.G. That was his glove! That sonofabitch has Peggy! I shouldn't have fallen for that road's cunty trick!
Tom ran to the parking lot. He saw Bill's dark-blue van pull out of a space and 'come toward him. He ducked behind a row of cars. The van swerved and bounced off of a fender, swinging wide out of the lot. The noise was like immense trashcans slung viciously together.
Tom yanked his pants over his rapidly wilting cock. He had seen the van's license plate, but even without that he could identify it. How many dark blue vans are there around with one headlight smashed? He thought. He met the club security guard running up from his booth by the dock.
Peggy felt revulsion building inside her. Raoul lay on his back under her, his artificially maintained hard-on impaling her. The slender brunette sneered inside as he took the preferred wineglass from Sherry.
Jesus! She looks at him like a lovesick cow! I mean, he knows how to turn a girl on, but why in the world should I have to stay on his ugly old prick while he eats his midnight snack?
Raoul's face still glistened with Sherry's cuntjuice. It had been the blonde's fondling while Raoul had them both simultaneously that had revolted Peggy. She had loved the new, marvelously sustained sensations in her pussy, but Raoul must have felt her getting dry. He wouldn't let her stop. He lay on his back, eating big titted Sherry's cunt and moving his prick around inside Peggy's sore pussy.
Peggy heard the van squeal to a stop in the alley outside. The doors slammed, and Raoul scowled. "Why are those two fools making that noise?"
One of the doors opened and slammed against the wall. Janet shrieked, "Come on. Get up, get dressed! That goddamn husband of mine got the cops coming after us right now!"
Peggy braced her knees on the table and pulled off of Raoul's cock. She swung around hitting Sherry's slack-jawed face with her shin. The little brunette fell when she hit the floor but she scrambled on her rubbery legs.
Peggy was low and moving fast. She had just started unfolding from her all-fours scramble when she bounced off of Janet's still naked belly.
The redhead went down on her wide, creamy asscheeks. Peggy levered herself around with a yank on the doorjamb and ran for the front door – any door that Bill wasn't coming through.
Janet's coppery pubic hair flashed in the floodlights as she rolled onto her back. Her stockings gleamed on her white legs. She grabbed for Peggy's ankle and missed.
Raoul shouted, "Stop her!" He leaped off the table, cursing the splinters in a foreign tongue, full of harsh gutturals. He ignored Sherry, laying bloody-nosed on the floor.
Peggy wrenched at the doorknob. Her long, naked legs gleamed white as she ran down the steps and into the street. She tumbled to the ground in front of a skidding police car.
"Holy shit! Izzat the kid that's missin'?" The driver sprang out of the car.
"They're in the house, they're in the house," Peggy babbled over and over. Two more cars raced up. The officer bent over Peggy, then straightened and gestured to the door where a heavyset figure stopped, naked. Raoul's shoulders slumped.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


Three months later, Peggy Gibson walked along the grey-enameled planks of the "300's" again. She walked out the finger next to the Sea Nymph.
It had taken only a second's consideration on Ed Gibson's part to decide what to do with the reward money Peggy had been given. The owners of the Windsome and the other yachts' had been very generous. They were happy to give Peggy and Tom one-third of the value of the boats and equipment recovered.
Ed sold the house in New Mexico and bought a controlling share of John Wood's boatyard. Ruth had insisted that Peggy help get the new house shipshape, but the task was finally finished.
Peggy looked into the cuddy. Tom was reading a magazine with his back to her. She stepped carefully onto the deep-keeled craft. She had one foot on the ladder before he looked up.
"Peggy! How are you? What in the world are you doing here?" Tom's face lit up with the questions.
Peggy smiled wide. Her breasts had grown noticeably in the time she'd been gone. She slid the hatch shut. With her fingers on the top button of her thin blouse, she whispered, "Guess."
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