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CHAPTER ONE


Jennifer Hastings found it difficult to get through the day without playing with her pussy at least once. She was a very horny young lady, and it was rather surprising that she was still a virgin – but her cherry had only been preserved by the diligent manual attention that she paid to her crotch. No boy had even got her alone when she was too hot to turn him down, mainly because she always frigged herself off before she went out on a date. She had started masturbating in junior high, discovering the pleasures of self-stimulation almost, but not quite, by accident. She was amazed when the thrill of a climax came racing across her nubile loins; it had been so wonderful that as soon as she stopped panting, she did it all over again.
After that, she played with her pussy two or three times a week, at first, but as she grew older and hornier, she began to frig herself with greater regularity. By the time she was a sophomore, she was doing it every day and by the following year, she had commenced a twice-a-day routine.
She would do it first thing in the morning, while she was still groggy with sleep and the act had a dreamlike quality that she found pleasant, and would do it as the last thing at night, enjoying a long and leisurely hand-job as she drifted towards slumber. Sometimes she fell asleep before she came, but she didn't mind that – it was handy to wake up and discover that her hands were already cupped over her cunt, all ready to start frigging again.
Her cunt was exceptionally creamy.
When she came, cunt juice dripped from her fingers and trickled down into the crack of her ass and soaked the insides of her smooth thighs. She was not a particularly vain or conceited girl, but she was not given to false modesty, either, and she knew full well that she was possessed of a cunt of quality.
Some young man was going to strike it lucky.
The rest of Jennifer was nice, too. She was a tawny redhead, tall and nubile. Her waist was tiny, and her hips flared out in carnal contours that made men think of the treasure that lay between them. Her ass was full, shaped like a teardrop, firm and well packed, and her tits were large and thrusting.
She wore her red hair in a sweeping frame around her face and, with her high cheekbones and slightly slanted green eyes, she looked like a lioness, ready to gobble up unsuspecting prey. Those tilted eyes were green as jade and her mouth was wide and sensual.
As much as Jennifer frigged herself off, the sexy girl had inspired even more masturbation among her admirers.
Ninety percent of the boys in her class at school had, at one time or another, pulled their pricks while they thought about Jennifer Hastings in various ways, according to their tastes. They thought of that well-packed ass that seemed designed specifically to grind a man to a frazzle between her thighs and of those thighs, which had been formed so perfectly to act as hooks as they drew a man between them. They imagined how her tits would look, bared, as they industriously beat their meats and, the more depraved, or imaginative, or experienced ones, often fantasized about those sensual lips covering the heads of their pricks.
Not only young men were inspired by Jennifer!
Every one of the male teachers below the age of sixty-five had been turned on by the gorgeous redhead. The single ones had whacked off with as much gusto as the students, and the married ones had all fucked their wives with their eyes closed, while they made believe that they were pouring the prick to Jennifer.
The janitor, a crude and loutish fellow, frequently retired to his broom closet where he beat off while he imagined he was sliding his cock up her asshole.
Even the female teachers were not immune to Jennifer's charms, and the gym teacher in particular missed no opportunity to look at the redhead in the locker room or in the showers, after which she usually fucked herself silly with a big rubber dick and wished that she had a real prick of her very own to use on Jennifer.
Gallons of jism had been spilled over thoughts of Jennifer.
None had yet been spilled into her.
She was obviously not frigid, and she was certainly not without opportunity but somehow she had never been fucked. She wondered why that was. This was the age of permissiveness. She had no particular desire to save her cherry for marriage. In fact, she knew that she would be glad to be rid of the damned thing because, once she had been fucked for the first time, she knew she would be more relaxed and less inhibited and could fuck any guy she wanted to fuck.
But somehow it had not yet happened.
The time and the place and the man had not yet worked out just right for her. If she had time, they were not alone. If she found herself with time and privacy, she didn't fancy the man. If she was about to yield, something interrupted them.
Soon she would be fucked.
She had never sucked a prick, either.
But, horny young lady that she was, she had thought about it and found the idea attractive.
Soon she would do that, too.
She had been felt up by a few young men and finger fucked by a couple and had certainly enjoyed having hands fondle her body, coming at the touch of her clit or the caress of a taut nipple.
She had jacked off one lucky fellow in his car at a drive-in movie. What a thrill it had been to feel his hot cock throb in her hand as she slowly pulled it up and down, and then to see the creamy blossom of his jism erupt from the knob! But, of course, it had made her wonder what that stout prick might feel like if it were stuffed up her cunt or taste like in her mouth. If only the young man had asked her to, Jennifer would have gladly taken his cock into her mouth and let him shoot that lovely stuff there, or she would have spread her sleek thighs and taken it up her cunt for the first time.
But he hadn't asked.
He had been enjoying the hand-job so much that he hadn't looked beyond it or realized that Jennifer was willing to go further, and Jennifer did not think it seemly for a girl to pop a prick into her mouth without an invitation, or to ask a man to up it in her pussy without having him coax her first.
It was the young man's own fault, for lacking confidence and failing to see how willing Jennifer was, and the episode, although she had enjoyed it, had left her unfulfilled and frustrated.
Frustration was nothing new to her, however.
Often, Jennifer found it hard to get through the whole school day without giving herself a hand-job. She frigged off every morning and every night now, but while she was in school, it was not such a simple matter to find the privacy and solitude that a hand-job required.
The teachers were lucky, she thought.
They had staff rooms where they could go for a smoke, and, presumably, for a frig – if teachers did such things. But all a poor schoolgirl had was the lavatory. It was better than nothing and sometimes, when she could bear it no longer, she would lock herself in a cubicle and rub her cunt to a lather.
But a toilet wasn't really a comfortable place for the taking of such pleasure and those hand-jobs were more necessary and perfunctory than enjoyable. That got the job done and she got her rocks off, but not nearly as well as she did in bed. Sometimes she sat on the toilet seat, legs extended, working on her pussy with both hands, and at other times she stood up, leaning against the wall, finger fucking herself in that position, with her legs trembling under her shuddering weight.
But other girls were always coming in and, although they could not see her in the cubicle, she was always afraid that they might overhear the sounds that she made, for she was a loud masturbater. Not only did she whimper and moan and pant as the thrill built up, but her cunt was such a juicy affair that it squelched and squished as she caressed it. Such sounds were incriminating and easily identifiable by other horny young ladies.
Still, sometimes she had to do it.
Otherwise, there was always the danger that she would come as she sat at her desk, unable to stifle the whimpers that accompanied an orgasm and, even worse, the other kids in class might notice the thick cunt juice running down her legs.
So it was that Jennifer was frequently hot and unhappy as the hours of the school day dragged on, and it seemed she would never get a chance to get at her smoldering cunt.
When the final bell sounded on those days, the poor girl had to sprint home, pussy pulsing and dripping, to claw her climax out before she creamed her panties.
Today was one of those days.
But today Jennifer discovered that the school library happened to be an excellent masturbatorium.
And she discovered other things, as well.



CHAPTER TWO


The school library was not open during the afternoon, since most of the students had classes, and one day, the week before, one of Jennifer's teachers had sent her to the library with a key to fetch a reference book required in class. Jennifer had done so, but she had forgotten to return the key. She discovered the key in her handbag today, and having a free period, thought she would return it to the teacher whom had given it to her.
She was walking through the corridors, heading for the teacher's classroom and passing the library on the way. She had actually gone past it when she suddenly stopped, struck by a marvelous idea. The library would be deserted at this hour. It was a comfortable place where a girl could relax, without worrying about interruptions or having juicy, incriminating sounds overheard. It was, in fact, the ideal place for her to get her rocks off during her free period.
Jennifer grinned with enthusiasm.
She had been trying to sublimate the yearnings in her loins. Now her pussy began to steam with anticipation. She turned and went back, looking around to make sure there was no one else watching her, but not really worried because she could always claim that she was merely returning the key.
The corridor was empty. She unlocked the door to the library and went in, locking it behind her again. She giggled, feeling like a burglar or sneak thief. That feeling added to the thrill of the situation. Sexy things were almost more exciting when they were a bit naughty, or a bit risky, she thought. And if they were really naughty they would be awfully exciting. That was why she always let her imagination run away with her when she was giving herself a hand-job. She was liable to imagine the most wicked things that added spice to the act.
For instance, she liked to pretend that she was getting gang banged. Now, Jennifer never for a moment expected that she would ever be a willing party to a cluster fuck, but thinking about it was tremendously stimulating. De pending on the mood she was in, she would imagine that half a dozen lusty young men were fucking her, one right after the other, shooting their cum into her cunt in sequence while she came on each prick, in turn. Or she might really stretch her imagination to the limits and pretend that three men were screwing her at the same time. One would be in each orifice, with her nubile body buffeted between them, squirming with pleasure as those three stout pricks hosed her from all sides and she melted in creamy release. That fantasy really turned her on, but it was just that, a fantasy. It could never really happen because, although she knew that eventually she was going to get fucked, she never dreamed of taking it up the ass in actuality.
And what should she think about today?
A dozen escaped convicts, maybe?
That was always a lovely fantasy.
Huge, hard, hairy, horny criminals, just broken out of prison, devoid of women for years and with vast loads of cum stored up in their balls during their incarceration. She imagined their long cocks, massive and rampant, more like the tools that these men had used to break into safes or batter down locked doors, than normal cocks. Sometimes she thought of being raped by the convicts, and at other times she imagined herself taking pity on them, because they hadn't been fucked for so long a time, and spreading her legs as they fucked her, one by one and then came back for seconds.
Or the basketball team?
Most of the boys on the team were kind of ugly, gangly lads with plenty of blemishes but they were tall. Jennifer liked to imagine that their pricks were in proportion to their heights and that, when they shot, a lump of jism as big as a basketball was dunked into her hairy pussy hole.
Maybe the football team!
She had a pet fantasy about sneaking into the locker room at halftime and giving head to the whole team while they were wearing their padded armor and helmets, still hot and sweaty from the violent game and then blowing the water boy, too, just for the hell of it.
The baseball team had certain fantasy value, too.
Pricks the sizes of bats could get a girl churned up; no doubt of that. Their cum whacked into her like a fastball into a catcher's mitt, or slipped in like a sliding base runner.
Sometimes she even thought about girls.
Jennifer was certainly not a lesbian, neither practicing nor latent, and because she was sure of that, she didn't mind fantasizing about other girls, she thought that lesbianism was terribly perverted and that made it all the more exciting to imagine and pretend.
She thought about playing with plump titties and stroking juicy cunts and once in a while, when she was feeling really hot and horny and naughty, she would wonder what it was like to suck a cunt. She never imagined making love with any girl she knew, but always with some stranger whom she had just met, some girl or woman who did not even know her name, so that she could be as depraved as she wished and not have to worry about being embarrassed later, when she saw the girl again.
Often the fantasy girls were faceless, often they were dumb, frequently were shadow-figures but they always had nice fat, creamy cunts and big stiff nipples, and they panted and moaned and whimpered when Jennifer made them come.
It was hard to decide which fantasy to think about today.
She didn't like to switch from one to the other. She preferred to carry the same image on through the hand job.
She decided that she would simply start stroking her pussy and see what image sprang to her mind.
Then she wondered where to do it. The librarian's chair looked comfortable. But the desk was right in front of the door and it might not be that safe because it was always possible that some teacher might stop by with a key. Jennifer didn't like to have to worry about interruptions when she was frigging merrily away on her pussy. It was really awful to have to stop in the middle of pleasant pussy petting or, worse, in the midst of a climax.
She vividly remembered one time when that had happened. It had been both frustrating and embarrassing. Jennifer had been playing with her pussy in the bathtub, a place she frequently enjoyed a hand job. She had soaped her plump tits up first, pretending that the soap lather was cum. Her nipples became nice and stiff and tingling. Then she had settled back, knees lifted, rubbing her cunt to a foam just below the surface of the warm water.
She had just started to come when her father walked in!
He had not realized that the bathroom was occupied, but he wasn't embarrassed by it. He had merely come to get something out of the medicine cabinet, and excusing himself to Jennifer, had proceeded to do so. It obviously had not occurred to him that his daughter was now a nubile and sexy young lady and that he should not be looking at her, naked in the bathtub.
Nor would it have embarrassed Jennifer if her nipples had not been erect and her cunt just starting to melt.
Her father had got what he came for and turned, smiling. Then he raised his eyebrows when he saw that his daughter's tit-tips were standing out.
A fleeting frown crossed his brow.
What thought was her father having? Had he just realized that his little girl was no longer a little girl? Had he understood the reason for her nipples being so stiff? Was he, perhaps, disturbed by some unexpected hint of an incestuous thought?
Jennifer had blushed and tried to look innocent and not at all concerned that he was looking at her.
Then, to her horror, her pussy had creamed! She had stopped finger fucking herself when her father had entered the bathroom, of course but her hot cunt had reached the point of no return and it rippled into a juicy orgasm. Oh, the shame of it! Already blushing, Jennifer now turned red as a beet.
Her father stood there, a puzzled look on his face. He seemed about to say something, for his lips trembled and parted, but no words came out.
Cunt juice came out, however.
The slippery stuff was flooding from Jennifer's crotch and floating to the surface of the water in blobs. It spread out in slimy tentacles from her hairy crotch. The poor girl was absolutely mortified. Surely her father must realize what the stuff was! He must be able to recognize cunt juice – after all, he must have fucked her mother to many a creamy orgasm.
Furthermore, despite her shame, Jennifer could not keep herself from moaning and squirming around as the thrill of her coming laced through her overheated loins.
She snatched up the soap and began to lather her belly furiously, pretending that the little whimpers she was making were caused by the pleasure of laving herself and working up a thick lather to conceal the incriminating cunt juice in the water.
Her father had stared for some time.
Then he had smiled – a rather strange and strained smile, in fact – then turned away, leaving the room.
Jennifer sighed with relief.
She figured that he hadn't realized what she had been doing, after all. Her cunt juice did look quite a bit like soapsuds, all frothy and lathery, and a girl might well squirm and moan, in all innocence and purity, when she was soaping her belly.
She relaxed. Then, quite suddenly, a wash of lust coursed through her, running like malaria through her veins.
Incest was awfully naughty. And awfully exciting, too.
Jennifer would never dream of committing such a sin.
But she could think about it, in all the juicy details, while once more she rubbed her cunt to a foam.
In fact, Jennifer's father had been perfectly aware of what his daughter was doing in the tub, and he had identified that cunt juice the moment he saw it float to the surface.
And what was his reaction? Was he shocked by the revelation? Shocked or not, he was certainly affected by it. He had not, in truth, really looked at Jennifer before – not as a man looking at a woman. Now he was stunned to realize that she was nubile and sexy and, obviously, horny. Her soap-slippery body was tremendously stimulating, infinitely desirable, absolutely inspirational.
She had those sweet, plump titties, floating on the surface of the water like water wings, and her fat nipples looked like the valves by which those water wings had been inflated! Her gently rounded belly and her smooth, slippery thighs seemed to cry out for the caress of a man's eager hands – not, to mention her cunt! Her pubic triangle, as red as the hair on her head, was like a burning bush and, lower down, her cunt slit had been parted and filled with juice, a creamy flower begging for the pollen out of a prick! And his prick had reacted, as would any man's.
Leaving the bathroom, Jennifer's father had rapidly been getting a thundering hard-on.
He gnashed his teeth and rolled his eyes.
The man was determined to will his erection to collapse. He thought it was wicked to get a hard-on because he had seen his daughter naked, and he vowed to force such incestuous thoughts from his mind. But his cock was resolute. The more he willed it to subside, the bigger it grew. His balls also were swelling up like balloons.
He was suffering agonies of shame, but his cock didn't give a damn. He concentrated on other things. He thought of the Boston Red Sox. His prick flaunted itself like a baseball bat. He thought of mowing the lawn. His prick was humming like a lawnmower. He staggered downstairs, off balance, the great bulk of his groin throwing him off balance, the bloated dimensions of his gorged balls forcing him to walk with a bowlegged gait. Lust hummed in his ears.
There was another humming sound coming from the front room. In his confusion, he imagined that it must be another hard prick, vibrating with urgency.
He staggered into the room.
His wife was vacuuming the carpet.
Her back was to him. She stood in the doorway, his cock pointing at her, dragging the front of his trousers out to a point. He looked at her firm, well-rounded ass. She was a redhead, like Jennifer. From the back, she looked very much like Jennifer.
He simply had to empty his balls.
There was no way on earth that his enormous erection was going to ebb until he had drained it.
He opened his fly and his cock sprang out like a coiled spring, twanging as it snapped upright. Cock-first, he moved across the room. His wife did not hear him approaching because of the noise that the vacuum cleaner was making. She was bobbing up and down as she moved the cleaning device back and forth. He came up behind her, his prick throbbing. I will not think of Jennifer! He vowed.
I must not pretend that my wife is my daughter! He was absolutely determined not to do that, not to commit a sin of mental incest.
He lifted his wife's dress and tugged her panties down.
Startled, she looked over her shoulder. Then she smiled as she felt his throbbing prick press against her ass.
"Why, what a nice surprise," she said.
She spread her legs. He slipped his cock between them, driving up along her crotch. The head of his prick came poking out from her groin.
She was astride his cock as if she were sitting on a pole and her cunt lips slurped on his cock shaft. Then he dipped his knees lower so that his prick angled up and his cock head slipped into her pussy.
"Ummm," she purred as she felt that bloated slab of hot meat nuzzling at the entrance to her pussy.
He held steady for a moment, then pushed up her cunt, burying his prick balls deep with the first long, rippling stoke. She had been taken by surprise and had not been horny, but she was a woman who needed little encouragement to get turned on. Her cunt was wet and slippery already. The very surprise of the unexpected approach had turned her on, plus the fact that they were fucking in an unusual position and in an unusual place. She loved to get fucked. They fucked a lot and she would have liked to fuck even more often. She appreciated a good fucking like this, totally out of the blue.
She shuddered and squirmed on his cock.
He held the full penetration for a long moment, trembling with the ecstasy of being buried up her pussy, every inch of his hot cock squeezed by her sweet, slippery cunt, and let ting her savor the thrill of being full of his prick.
Her panties were hobbling her around the knees.
She squirmed out of them and kicked them off. The movements caused her cunt to caress his cock. He groaned and clamped his hands on her hipbones, gripping her hard.
She rotated her pelvis, winding her cunt around on his cock like a nut onto a bolt.
She was still leaning on the handle of the vacuum cleaner, bracing herself against it as she moved her ass. The vacuum cleaner was still switched on, buzzing merrily away. She did not switch it off.
Like Jennifer, she was inclined to make a lot of noise when she creamed, and it seemed a good idea, with the girl in the house, to cover the sounds of lust with the innocent humming of the vacuum cleaner.
His cock was humming inside her loins.
She could feel his hot cock vibrate.
Her cunt was sucking on it like a vacuum cleaner, as if to drag the cum from his balls.
"Fuck," she whispered.
He braced his knees, clinging to her hipbones, then began to pour the prick to her with furious intensity.
She had no idea what had turned her husband on this morning, but she welcomed it. She met him with equal energy, pushing her ass back against his belly, grinding her hips from side to side, jamming her hot crotch down to meet him as he fed his cock up her cunt hole. He slammed in, jolted in, cork-screwed in. Her cunt was working like a wringer, clamping and pulling on his prick. He fucked faster.
His balls swung against her crotch as he stuffed his prick in to the root, driving his cock head deep into her belly.
Her flaming hair cascaded as she tossed her head from side to side. That hair was the same color as Jennifer's but no! He must not think of such a thing!
She began to come.
"Oh! Darling, shoot up me!" she cried, wanting him to come with her, to share the moment of joy.
"Yes!" he rasped.
His balls were ready to burst.
I'm fucking my wife! He thought desperately.
And then his hot jism was hosing her cunt. And, sure enough, be pretended she was his daughter.
Afterwards, with his cock and balls emptied, Jennifer's father was heartily ashamed of his lascivious thoughts and his incestuous fantasies. But he hadn't been able to help it. And, in time, he came to realize that there was no real harm in the imagining of such things. As long as it never went, beyond fantasy.
He thought about his teenaged daughter quite often, after that, while fucking his wife.
And Jennifer, too, had a new frig-fantasy. It was even naughtier, she thought, than the one about giving head to the football team or the one about putting out, charitably, for the sex-starved escaped convicts.
She often thought about fucking her father when she finger fucked herself. Sometimes she pretended that she was sucking his prick, too. She worked up a lovely scenario in which she sneaked into her parents' bed in the dark of night and sucked her daddy off while he thought that it was his wife who had gone down on him.
And, when she got really carried away, she pretended that she had moved over, after she had milked her father's cock, and gave her mothers cunt a good tonguing, as well.
That one was so naughty that, even when she was really hot, Jennifer had to blush when she imagined it. But it was very exciting, she had to admit.
Yes, Jennifer was a girl who masturbated a lot and who thought of many naughty things while she did so.
She was all set to give herself a good hand job now.
And she didn't know, yet, that she was in for an unexpected treat.



CHAPTER THREE


Jennifer's school was new, modern and characterless – brick squares and glass oblongs, functional and plain. The school library, however, was totally different. It was older than the school and had originally been the town's public library. When a new and larger library was given to the town by a local lad who had gone away and made his fortune and never returned but, out of guilt, had a modern architect design a modern – plain and functional and ugly – Library, the older library had been used as the foundation of a new school built around it. Thus, right in the center of the low, square schoolhouse, the old doomed, vaulted stone library remained.
The library was so out of place that stepping into it, from the school corridors, was like traveling through time, returning to more gracious ages. The main room was large, with tall, conical windows and a veritable maze of bookshelves in which an unwary researcher could become lost. Many of the original books were still there, not having been transferred to the new public library and no one had yet catalogued them. The school books and reference works necessary for students were all at the front. The shelves in the back were an unknown wilderness.
That was why the library was kept locked when the librarian was not there. It was feared that unsupervised students might wander into the back and discover unwholesome volumes or lascivious tomes. It was even rumored that a copy of Fanny Hill lurked somewhere in those shelves and it had been whispered that Frank Harris' biography lay, like a vein of gold in a cleft, somewhere within those high stone walls.
Now Jennifer Hastings moved into that mysterious jungle of wood and stone and leather, not seeking a book, but looking for a comfortable place to give her pussy some welcome attention.
Halfway along a cross-corridor, she found a padded leather bench that looked just right. She looked up and down the corridor, automatically, even though she knew that she was alone in the library. The idea of finger fucking herself in a public place was exciting, but she certainly didn't want to be caught at it.
She removed a book from the shelf behind the bench, then drew the opposing book out, so that there was a clear space through which she could look toward the front of the library. It gave her a perfect view of the door and the librarian's desk, as she had hoped. Just in case a teacher or the librarian was to come in unexpectedly, Jennifer would be able to spot them and take evasive action. If she were found among the books she might be scolded, but at least by that time she would have had a chance to cover up her cunt.
It was a nice spot for pussy playing, she thought. Sunlight from the tall windows ran along the colored spines of ancient leather volumes, leaving the bench in shadows. Dust motes danced in the light. It was very quiet. She wondered if the suction sounds that her fingers made as they pushed up her cunt would echo in the room.
She lifted her skirt.
She pushed her panties down and stepped out of them. They were already soaked at the crotch-band, but she folded them neatly and put them in her handbag. She sat down on the bench, her skirt above her waist. She leaned down, looking at her pussy. She felt a great affection for her hairy, juicy cunt. It gave her so much pleasure. She was looking forward to giving it to some handsome young man. She looked at her pussy for a while. Her cunt rippled under her gaze, as if her vision were a laser beam, warming that creamy cunt by visual caress.
She was leaning right down over her groin, so close that she could feel the heat of her pussy wafting up into her face, steaming under her chin. If only she could have bent down a few more inches, she would have been able to use her tongue on her clit and that idea made her tremble. But she had tried it in the past and knew that she could not quite manage it, and that it was so frustrating to make the attempt and have her hot tongue fall just short of the mark. Maybe she would start practicing yoga, she thought. She wondered if nimble acrobats and lithe contortionists and ballet dancers went down on themselves? She figured that they probably did.
She would have loved to see a woman tongue herself!
Why, she might even give her a hand.
That fantasy sprang into her mind and it was as exciting as any of them. Jennifer decided that she would think about licking a cunt while she frigged herself off. She spread her cunt lips apart with her fingers and gazed up the open slot at the dark inner flesh, streaked with silvery juice. She pretended that it was another girl's cunt and that she was just about to clamp her mouth on it like a suction cup and suck and tongue until the woman creamed. Her pussy flooded with cunt juice.
She was just about to start finger fucking herself when she heard the door open.
Damn! She thought.
She wasn't worried about being found there. The worst thing she could be accused of was looking for naughty literature. But she had really been looking forward to giving herself an orgasm and it annoyed and frustrated her to be interrupted.
Maybe whoever it was wouldn't stay.
She got up and lowered her skin, then peered through the gap in the bookshelves to see who had come in.
It was the librarian.
Miss Julia Childress was only about thirty years old, but she looked older because she effected the style of the traditional, unmarried librarian, the classic spinster. She wore no make up whatsoever, and she kept her hair pulled severely back into an old-fashioned knot. She always wore plain tweedy skirts and high-necked blouses under utilitarian cardigans. Jennifer had never really taken much notice of the woman. She was just part of the furnishings, of the library, as unremarkable as a filing cabinet or a chair.
But she looked different today.
For one thing, she was smiling.
Jennifer watched through the slot, hoping that Miss Childress had simply come to fetch something and would go out again in a moment, so that she could get on with her hand job in peace.
Miss Childress moved over to her desk. Then she did an unusual thing. She plucked at the back of her severe hair style and it came loose. Her hair tumbled down, long and silken, a rich auburn color.
Jennifer was amazed at the transformation in the woman. She had instantly become a pretty young lady instead of a dried-up spinster. The loose hair and the mysterious smile had totally altered her appearance. Jennifer wondered if the woman had a life separate from that which she assumed when she was at school? A boy-friend? A lover perhaps? Was her spinsterish attitude a mere facade? Why was she smiling like that? It really was a Mona Lisa smile, hard to define and yet giving her countenance a radiant glow.
Jennifer was finding it interesting to spy on the woman.
She wished there were something more interesting to see.
And then her wish was granted.
Miss Childress did a thing far more remarkable than letting her hair down had been.
She lifted her tweed skirt.
Jennifer gasped.
Under that sexless tweed skirt, Miss Childress wore a black garter belt and black panties!
And then she tugged the panties down, squirming out of them. Her cunt was bushy. Jennifer caught a glimpse of damp pink cunt lips as the woman raised her knee to take the panties off her arched foot. She tossed the panties onto the desk, then sat on the edge.
My God! Jennifer thought. Miss Childress has come here for the same reason that I did! She's going to finger fuck herself!
It was truly startling, all the more so because Jennifer had never thought of Miss Childress as having a sex life, as having normal human urges and needs, or even having a cunt between her legs, beneath her old-fashioned clothing.
Jennifer grinned.
Now she was pleased that the woman had come in. She was thinking that it would be really kinky to frig herself while she secretly watched Julia Childress tending to her own cunt.
If she had dared, Jennifer would have made her presence known and maybe suggest that they suck each other off! But she was far too shy for that, of course.
Jennifer cupped her cunt in her hand and waited for Miss Childress to start playing with herself.
Miss Childress raised her hand.
But she merely looked at her wristwatch.
Why was she waiting? Was she so strict that she only masturbated at a certain hour? Did she wait until the sun was over the yardarm before she frigged out her first orgasm of the day?
It was a puzzle.
And then the puzzle was answered – to Jennifer's total amazement and absolute voyeuristic joy.
A key turned.
The door opened.
Jennifer expected Miss Childress to lower her skin.
But Miss Childress kept her skirt up, sitting with her trim ass on the edge of the desk, her cunt fully exposed.
In came Mark Hammond, the gym teacher. He closed the door behind him, smiling.
He was a tall, handsome, athletic man with close-cropped blond hair and shoulders as wide as a horizon. He was wearing a tracksuit. He had a big smile on his face and a big lump in the front of his pants.
Jennifer stared at the lump of his erection in awe. Miss Childress, too, was gazing at that promising bulge, and it was evident that it was not the first time that she had looked fondly upon it.
The librarian and the gym teacher must be lovers! Jennifer realized. And they were going to do it now! And she was right there in a perfect position to watch them fuck!
Her cunt steamed in her hand. She cupped it, but kept her hand from moving, wanting to wait until the action started before she began to masturbate, to time her self-imposed pleasure with that of these eager fuckers.
She had never realized before just how much fun it was to be a voyeur.
Hammond moved toward the desk and paused halfway between the door and Miss Childress. She parted her thighs, letting him look at her pussy. He seemed to enjoy the sight and so did Jennifer. Miss Childress' pussy was foaming with cunt juice and her cunt lips were unfurled so much that they seemed to be turning inside out.
Hammond began to undress.
He removed his tracksuit and underwear and stood naked before the librarian. His torso was rock hard with well-defined muscles, his legs were like tree trunks, and his prick was enormous. Jennifer wondered if he had developed his cock, like the rest of his body, by exercise or if he had been born with such a whopper. It must have been newly a foot long, she thought.
Jennifer was certainly no authority on cocks, having only jacked one off in her life but she could tell that this was no common garden-variety prick, it was a masterpiece. The head was a huge purple slab, flaring out from the thick stalk, and his balls were like over-inflated balloons. The sight of his prick was causing Jennifer's pussy to melt and her mouth to water. Lucky Miss Childress!
Hammond stood there, shoulders back and prick out, proudly displaying his cock. The head of his prick rose up so high that he seemed to be looking over it, like a gun sight, as he gazed at the librarian's pussy.
Miss Childress reached behind her and picked up her panties from the desk. She tossed them onto the floor.
Hammond grinned.
He got down on his hands and knees.
Whatever were they doing? Jennifer wondered.
Whatever it was, it was exciting to watch.
Hammond began to growl like a dog. He lowered his head and snatched up the soaking panties in his teeth, chomping on them. As his jaws tightened, cunt juice was wrung out of the panties.
He moved toward the librarian, on hands and knees, the panties hanging from his jaws. She watched him with a smile. His head turned as he worried the panties. He was peering up at Miss Childress like an obedient dog waiting for a command.
She waited for a while. She obviously liked to have him groveling before her, to see him chewing her panties. Her cunt was overflowing now, the thick juice running down her crotch and soaking into the crack of her ass, dripping from the edge of the desk. The black straps of her garter belt framed her crotch. Her pussy was juicy.
"You may suck my cunt," said Miss Childress.
Jennifer almost cried out loud when she heard that.
Hammond let the panties drop from his jaws. Who needed to chew second-hand cunt juice when the real thing was spread out before him? He crawled in, his tongue starting to lap even before he had reached her pussy. Miss Childress perched on the very edge of the desk and arched her back, thrusting her cunt out to meet him.
Jennifer creamed.
She hadn't been frigging herself – she was simply cupping her cunt in her hand, but the sight thrilled her so much that she came, the thick cunt juice filling her hand. She shuddered. Her orgasm rippled through her and subsided, laving her as hot as ever.
Hammond was tonguing up the insides of Miss Childress' thighs with long, fluid slurps, stopping just short of her cunt. He lapped up the creases where her legs joined her pelvis, his tongue running parallel with her open pussy. Miss Childress was panting and shuddering.
Hammond was facing away from Jennifer. She could see his asshole and his huge balls hanging down between his legs. She could see Miss Childress' foaming cunt, in all the juicy details. Jennifer was as eager for the gym teacher to start sucking that tasty-looking cunt as the librarian was.
Jennifer wondered if the librarian had ever had a woman suck her off? She obviously adored being tongued – it gave Jennifer ideas. She was no dyke, but she would have been willing to go down on Miss Childress, if the librarian would return the favor. She would have loved to have Hammond fuck her, too, or shoot in her mouth. She began clawing at her cunt, knowing that it didn't matter if she came fast, that she was going to come and come and come, time and again, as she looked upon this inspirational sight.
Then the gym teacher buried his face in Miss Childress' crotch. He tongued and sucked. Jennifer could see his hot, nimble tongue stabbing up the librarian's cunt hole, his lips pulling on her swollen clit. She could hear the juicy sounds that he made as he sucked avidly. His head bobbed up and down. He was whimpering, obviously enjoying this feast, eating her cunt with relish and gusto. Miss Childress stroked his close-cropped hair. Her shapely legs clamped around his head, then opened wide again, her feet arched.
"Stop!" she said.
Hammond gave her cunt a last slurp and drew back obediently.
Why had she made him stop? Jennifer wondered. Wasn't she going to come in his mouth.
The librarian slid down from the desk. She turned around and leaned over the surface. Her hands cupped the cheeks of her ass and spread them apart, exposing her tight brown asshole.
"Rim me out," she demanded.
Hammond began to run his tongue up the crack of her ass, then stabbed it up her asshole. She squirmed, grinding her ass in his face as he spiked her asshole on his tongue.
"Ummmm," the librarian purred.
He tongued away with relish.
"Now do my cunt again," Miss Childress whispered.
Mark Hammond slid down and buried his eager face once more between her thighs, sucking her cunt from the back now. Miss Childress began to shudder wildly as the thrill enveloped her. Her whole body was vibrating, and she was panting like a steam engine. Hammond's tongue lashed up her creamy cunt and he sucked steadily in her clit.
Cunt juice cascaded over his tongue and bubbled on his lips, and he sucked the sweet nectar from her pussy greedily.
Jennifer was coming again, as if her cunt were magically linked with the librarian's pussy and enjoying the lavish attention of Hammond's hot tongue.
He sucked her through a series of spasms. Miss Childress slumped down on the desk, her pert ass jutting up in the air, her orgasm ended.
Hammond kept tonguing to make sure that he had lapped out every spark of sensation and gobbled every drop of her cunt juice.
Then he stood up, his face coated with cream, grinning with delight. His cock was like a heated crowbar. Oh, I hope they fuck now! Jennifer thought, wanting to see more.



CHAPTER FOUR


Miss Childress was sprawled over the desk, face down, her legs trailing down to the floor and her thighs still parted as they had been when she allowed Hammond to feed on her pussy. Her silken, auburn hair was spread out around her head and shoulders in a gossamer web. Her ass was at the highest point of her posture, thrusting pertly up at the very edge of the desk, round and firm and smooth. Although the gym teacher had sucked her pussy dry, her hairy pussy was already starting to fill up with another creamy load. Ribbons of the slippery stuff ran down her crotch and trickled down the insides of her thighs.
Hammond stood behind her, his cock jutting out and up, so massive that it looked more like a weapon than a sexual organ. His prick had been enormous to begin with, but it had swollen and hardened even more while he was feasting on the librarian's hot, tasty pussy. Now it was a bulging bludgeon of bloated cock meat.
A few thick drops of preliminary spunk had seeped from the gaping cleft and glistened on the tip. One fat drop ran sluggishly down the slope of his cock head and onto his stalk, tracing a slimy trail along the dark, pulsing vein that seamed the underside of his thick, gnarled cock shaft.
The sight of that huge prick was driving Jennifer wild.
She gazed in rapture at the huge cock head, wishing that she could take it into her mouth, to have her first taste of cock meat and cum from that delicious-looking prick.
She wished it were she, not the librarian, who was spread out over that desk, awaiting his prick. Yet, even as she wished it, she wondered if her virgin cunt would be able to accommodate a cock of such vast proportions. It seemed far too big for a normal pussy, pliable as pussies are. Jennifer was intrigued by the thought of watching that thick prick pry a passage into Miss Childress' cunt.
Hammond moved in closer.
The head of his cock jutted out over Miss Childress' uplifted ass. A drop ofspunk fell onto her ass.
The librarian gave a little wriggle to signify that she was ready for him to fuck her. She whimpered softly and invitingly. Hammond placed his hands on her ass and dipped at the knees, lowering his cock down to the level of her groin. His thighs bunched with muscle. His huge, cum-filled balls were hanging down between his legs like a massive weight on the end of a cable.
He spread the cheeks of her ass apart as he edged the head of his cock into her crotch. Her parted cunt lips began to pull and suck eagerly, even before he had entered her pussy. He paused for a moment, with just the tip, of his cock meat nuzzling into her cunt slot, enjoying the expectation.
He tightened his cock muscles and his huge prick pulsated. The fat, purple knob of his cock was throbbing. He used his cock like a giant spoon, moving it up and down in her pussy, stirring her cunt bowl to cream. Steam drifted up from her crotch as his prick caressed her cunt. She was awash with juice again, her groin soaking with the foamy stuff.
Hammond inched his cock head up her pussy.
Despite the massive bulk, his cock slipped in without resistance. Her cunt lips collared his shaft behind the knob and her cunt hole spread, fluttering, to allow that thick prick to forge a fluid, lubricated passage.
Jennifer, watching this fucking with total fascination, saw that there was not going to be any difficulty at all for Miss Childress to accommodate that monster prick.
Hammond had paused again, holding steady, with only the head of his prick inside her cunt and the long rod standing out between them like a rivet bolting his balls to her cunt.
Miss Childress was wriggling her ass and humping, eager for him to push all of his prick up her hole.
"Put it in me," she panted. "Give me all of it. Fill me up with that hot meat!"
Hammond began to feed it up her cunt an inch at a time, slowly working the huge cock knob and thick stalk in with a screwing motion. She gasped and sobbed with pleasure. Slowly and steadily, his cock disappeared up her cunt hole. It seemed as if his huge cock would split her pussy. But her cunt was elastic and well oiled by its own juices. Her pussy spread around his cock, taking him easily. He pushed in the last inch and then his cock was buried to the very root in her hot cunt. His balls were jammed tight to her crotch, and his belly was flat against the arch of her ass.
He held the full penetration for a moment. Her cunt was brimful of cock meat.
Jennifer was stuffing all four fingers up her own cunt now, pretending they were a giant prick, while her thumb was messaging her clit as she did so.
Hammond slowly pulled his cock out.
His cock emerged, slathered with cunt juice.
He drew back until only the head was still lodged in her pussy. He paused, then shoved the whole thing in again. He repeated the stroke. He was fucking into her slowly, with long, rippling thrusts. Her trim ass was tilted up and down on the lever of his cock. He seemed to be prying her loins up from the desk like a smooth boulder from the earth as his mighty crowbar wedged in and out.
The librarian had gone wild with the bliss of being fucked so satisfyingly full. She was moving faster than the gym teacher, her hips rotating and her belly humping and her ass churning in a wild frenzy, a horizontal dance of desire.
Jennifer could hear her cunt squish.
Jennifer's own cunt echoed the moist sounds as her four fingers, bunched together, slipped in and out.
Hammond's prick was slurping as it slid in. Then he pulled his prick out of the librarian's cunt.
"No-no-don't stop!" she wailed.
Jennifer figured that his cock had slipped out by mistake, putting too much effort into the backstroke, and that he would bury it again immediately, but the gym teacher had other thoughts in mind. He was still gripping her by the cheeks of her ass, spreading her ass globes apart. Her taut brown asshole was fully exposed. He raised up a few inches and, when he thrust again, the head of his cock nestled into her asshole.
Jennifer expected the librarian to scream. Surely no asshole could accommodate a cock of that size!
But Miss Childress whimpered and pushed her ass back against his mighty cock.
Hammond began to slowly force his meat up her asshole. The flaring cock-knob worked in, widening her asshole, preparing her shit chute for the full load of his prick. Miss Childress was pumping against him, helping him to work it up her shit chute. His ass corkscrewed. His hands tightened on her hip bones and he dragged her back toward him, pulling her asshole onto his cock. Millimeter by millimeter, he slid his cock up into her bowels.
Then he was buried once more, and Miss Childress was moaning with the pleasure of having an ass full of huge prick.
The fascinated girl was still finger fucking herself vigorously. Now she moved her free hand behind herself and began to push her middle finger up into her asshole. This was a new idea for her. She had often thought of taking a prick in the cunt or in the mouth, but she had never considered taking one up the ass. Now, seeing how much Miss Childress was enjoying that rear-end load, Jennifer found a new fantasy. Her finger slipped up easily enough. She could feel her other fingers, through the slender membrane, as she stirred them up her pussy.
She was so hot she felt numb.
She couldn't tell if she were coming again or not.
She was just hovering at heights of desire, with the thrill pulsing steadily, as if waiting to time her orgasm to coincide with Hammond and Miss Childress.
The gym teacher was stroking in and out of the librarian's asshole now, buggering her with long, slow lunges. When he pulled out, her asshole dragged on his cock. It seemed he might turn her inside out, like an inverted glove. And when he shoved it in, his cock was so long that he must fill her belly with it. Jennifer, in awe, would not have been surprised had she seen the head of his prick come pushing out of Miss Childress' mouth.
Then Hammond began to switch holes.
He shoved it up her ass, then he shoved it up her cunt, giving each hole a single slow stroke.
Both of the librarian's holes were slippery and spread open now, and there was no resistance in either one. His massive cock meat went in fluidly. He continued to alternate. He was prolonging the act by switching holes, not falling into the steady rhythm that would bring him off, but giving his prick a chance to cool down each time he removed it from her body, long enough to redirect the next thrust.
His cock was dripping with cunt juice as it went into her ass and sailed from her bowels as it went up her cunt.
Miss Childress' loins were thrashing about in frenzy, and she was moaning and panting and crying out in joy.
Jennifer wondered which of the librarian's holes would receive the gym teacher's jism, when he finally shot his wad.
That exquisite moment was drawing near now.
Although he was doing his best to delay and prolong it, Hammond was nearing the peak, fucking faster and harder.
Miss Childress cried out. She was coming again. She wanted him to come with her, to feel his jism hose her as she creamed. Hammond grunted and slammed his cock up her cunt. He ground it in to the roots, stirring her pussy. He had stopped switching holes now.
He began to concentrate on her cunt, pouring the prick in with gusto.
"Oh-oh-ah!" the librarian wailed.
"Now!" Hammond groaned. "Take it, baby!"
His cum shot into her cunt in a silver streak. He poured geyser after geyser into her, and her cunt juice blended with it. The mingled juices sprayed out as his big prick stuffed her to the brim, soaking her crotch and his belly.
"Come – come – come!"
Miss Childress was gasping for cum. And even as she pleaded for the stuff, Hammond was pouring it into her, filling her cunt up with a deluge of jism. His balls seemed bottomless, his orgasm endless. He was squirting it up her, hosing her with it, flooding her with load after load. The slimy jism burst out in ropes and coils and jets.
His powerful body was shaking now, as every bit of his vitality, all of his energy, rushed out through his prick. She responded with equal vitality. Each time he shot another dose into her, a wave of cunt juice gushed out to meet it. Her ass flew wildly up and down. His belly whacked against her ass as he rammed the meat home.
Hammond pounded his orgasm out to the last dregs. He emptied his cock and balls into her.
Then he held rigid while Miss Childress continued to squirm on his cock, working her own climax off to the last rippling spasms and the final juicy flow.
At last she, too, stopped moving.
Hammond leaned on the desk for support.
His muscular legs were quivering and limp, his body seemed drained, as if he had spent all of his life force into her cunt, as if he had shaken his skeleton apart and blew his brains out through his prick. But that big prick was still stuck all the way up her pussy.
They both smiled contentedly.
Jennifer, busily finger fucking her cunt and still working one finger into her tight asshole, continued to gaze at the couple on the desk. Jennifer was coming now – a multiple orgasm, one peak rushing through her as soon as the one before had passed.
Hammond's balls had diminished slightly, but they were still swollen. Was there more cum to come? Was his lovely cock still hot and hard inside Miss Childress' cunt?
Jennifer sure hoped so. She hoped they would fuck again. It was so much fun to watch.
But Jennifer would have been startled had she known that she, too, was under keen observation at that very moment.



CHAPTER FIVE


Jennifer Hastings was not the first person to discover that the library, was a convenient place in which to masturbate, and to play the voyeur. The school janitor had also been known to spill his seed among the book-shelves. His name was Claude Plunkett and he was forty years old. He was not, and never had been, married and so he had to pull his prick by hand with great regularity. Most of the time he whacked off in his broom closet or in the basement, behind the furnace, but recently he had found that the library was also a handy place.
He had keys, of course.
There was a small door at the back, never used by any students or staff, and it was through that door that Claude jerked his hard-on when he was feeling the need to empty his balls.
Claude was not a literary fellow. Normally he had little interest in books, but they were okay to shoot on, which he did. But then he had made an interesting discovery. He had removed a volume from the shelf to mop away his cum from the spine, and it had fallen open at a spicy passage. Claude took an interest in such things.
After that, he had searched out some of the naughty books that had lurked secretly on those back shelves through the years. He liked to browse through a provocative passage or, better yet, gaze at a suggestive picture, while he stroked his cock.
He had been doing this, off and on, for some time.
Claude was a small, skinny guy with straw colored hair and a crooked mouth. He was not handsome and he was not personable and so his love life had never blossomed. He'd only fucked a couple women in his whole life, and they had both been uglier than he was. But Claude did have a secret charm. If more girls had known about it, the janitor would undoubtedly have fared better in matters of love.
He had a huge prick.
It was one of those tapering cocks, thick at the base and narrowing up to a pointed tip, that seemed to have been designed for prying into tight pussies. The knob was elongated and the stalk was as gnarled as the root of an olive tree, sprouting out above a set of balls that could fire four or five times without pausing to reload.
Claude didn't have a great imagination, but he was not totally devoid of one, and he thought about lots of depraved things when he was jacking his pounding prick.
He thought about fucking, of course.
He thought about having his cock sucked, a thing he had never experienced. This intrigued him. But most of all he thought about fucking a woman up the ass.
One reason why this was his pet perversion was the physical shape of his prick. Tapered the way it was, his cock seemed to have been fashioned expressly for such a task, the pointed cock-knob leading the way for the thick shaft, casing the entry. If a man had a tool designed for a certain job, it seemed only proper that he use it for that job.
But there was another reason for his inclination towards the nether entrance to a girl's loins.
Claude had ass fucked his sister when they were teenagers.
It had been the best sex that he had ever had, far better than either of the ugly women who had provided him with pussy and Claude had longed for another chance to bugger a girl. He had been in junior high when his older sister had suggested it.
His sister had not been perverted or depraved, however. Quite the opposite, in fact! She was a wholesome, chaste sort of girl who wanted to retain her virginity for marriage and who would never have dreamed of committing the unspeakable sin of incest by letting her brother fuck her cunt. She was also a fastidious girl who found the thought of sucking on a mouthful of cock most distasteful. Thus, because of her purity, there was only one thing left for them to do and she invited Claude to bugger her.
They had both enjoyed it enormously.
She would kneel before him, clawing at her cunt, while he plunged his prick up her ass and filled her bowels with ball juice. They fell into the habit of fucking this way, and then did it several times a week for a year or so. But then his sister found herself a boyfriend and lost her cherry and even became indelicate enough to take it in the mouth, and poor Claude was left without a single asshole to bugger.
He had yearned for some ever since.
He liked to look at the nubile schoolgirls as they strolled through the corridors between classes. He admired their tits and bellies and legs, too, but most of all he adored their asses.
Jennifer Hastings, in particular, turned him on.
Claude had not pulled his prick yet today.
He was looking forward to it at the moment, and he was trying to decide if he wanted to use the broom closet, the furnace room or the library. He had already decided what he was going to think about, however. He was going to think about Jennifer's splendid asshole.
Because he intended to use his imagination, he would not require a book to browse through and so there wasn't any particular reason for choosing the library. It was a whim of fate that he did so.
Claude's cock was iron hard and gorged, stuffing the front of his overalls out in a great, bloated lump. He carried a mop before him, to hide that incriminating bulge, as he sneaked through the school halls toward the, back entrance to the library. He encountered no one. He went in and closed the door quietly behind him.
He moved into the maze of the bookshelves.
Then he halted, puzzled.
Strange, moist, muffled sounds could be heard from the front of the library. It sounded just like a fat cock sliding in and out of a hot cunt, he thought. He figured that his imagination must have run amuck. It wasn't possible that there was fucking afoot in a library.
He advanced with caution.
He opened his fly and took his prick out and, as he stalked through the bookshelves, he looked like a big-game hunter warily pursuing a wounded man eating tiger, his heavy caliber gun thrust out before him. He peered around a corner and almost fainted.
The librarian was sprawled across her desk and the gym teacher was stuffing his cock up her ass!
Claude could hardly believe his good fortune.
He crouched down and watched, fascinated. He saw that Hammond was alternating his strokes, feeding it up her ass and then up her pussy, but it was the ass strokes that truly thrilled the janitor. He began to pump his prick.
He had arrived towards the end of the fucking and he had only given his meat a few strokes when Hammond began to pour the spunk into Miss Childress' creaming cunt. Claude was kind of sorry that Hammond hadn't come up her ass, but still, he couldn't very well complain – that sight had been a rare treat.
They slowed and then halted.
Claude slipped back cut of sight, figured they were finished now and not wanting them to see him peeking around the shelves. Now he bought seclusion for his own prick draining.
He moved down a row of bookshelves. He came to a junction and glanced around it and Claude received another shock.
Jennifer Hastings, that gorgeous redhead with that sexy ass, was standing there, looking through a gap in the books; watching Hammond fuck the librarian!
Her dress was raised. Her panties were off. She was fingering her pussy with one hand, and to his absolute joy he saw that she was also pushing a finger up her asshole!
Why, the girl must be depraved!
She was a voyeur! She was a finger fucker! And she was giving herself some up the ass, to boot! Visions of delight danced like sugar-plum fairies in Claude's mind. Did he dare approach her? He couldn't decide.
She was obviously horny or she wouldn't be giving herself a hand job, and what horny girl would rather have a finger than a cock? Claude was not sightly, of course, and he didn't suppose she would fancy him, and yet if he let her get a look at his massive cock, it might be a different matter. She was staring in rapture at the gym teacher's prick, and Claude figured that his own prick was every bit as big, even if it had a different configuration. Oh, if only he could bury it up that sweet asshole!
He was trembling with lust and indecision.
He made up his mind. He stepped out into full view, his loins thrust forward so that when Jennifer looked around she would see how huge his cock was, standing rampant before him, the tapered tip extending all the way up to his breastbone.
He stood there, waiting for her to notice him.
But Jennifer did not look around.
She was still staring through the gap in the bookshelves, and she seemed as interested as ever.
And she was.
Because Hammond and Miss Childress had not finished yet!



CHAPTER SIX


Hammond had recovered enough of his vitality by this time so that he could make the effort of uncoupling from Miss Childress, who was still sprawled out, belly down, on the desk, her pussy impaled upon his emptied, but still hard, cock. Being a gym teacher, Hammond kept himself in shape, and, although his coming had been as strength sapping as the librarian's, he had recuperated first.
He placed his hands on the up-thrust mound of her ass, holding her down on the desk as he began to slowly draw his fat prick out of her cunt. It was obvious that he had to hold her down, because even from where Jennifer was watching this, she could see that Miss Childress' cunt was not willing to be vacated.
The librarian squirmed around, as if trying to help Hammond unlink from her loins, but her pussy was not being helpful at all. Her cunt hole sucked and dragged and pulled on his retreating cock meat. The circular muscles that worked so well when she was getting fucked were still working, clamping closed in a series of concentric rings, loath to be empty of cock. The thick root dragged out inch by inch. More and more of his fat cock came into sight, but his long prick seemed almost endless.
He grunted, pushing dawn with both hands while his taut ass dragged his loins back.
At last his cock head appeared in her pussy. Her cunt lips clung to that last slab of meat so firmly that they were being turned inside out. Her pussy was like a Chinese finger puzzle – the harder he pulled to retract his prick, the more he narrowed and tightened her cunt hole.
At last his cock came free.
His cock-knob slipped out with a popping sound, like a cork from a bottle of champagne. It didn't sag at all. The instant that it was plucked free of her pussy, his big prick jolted into an upright position, standing before the gym teacher's muscular torso like an iron-hard bar. From her open, abandoned pussy, a great deluge of cum and cunt juice gushed out and slid down her hairy crotch.
She gave a little whimper.
Hammond stood back, posing, proud of the fact that his prick was still standing resolutely.
He tightened his cock muscles, causing it to snap. A fine spray of cunt juice flew from it. He made it pound and hammer, standing with his fists on his hips, tightening and relaxing that sinewy prick as if running through a series of exercises designed to firm and delineate the muscles. Hammond worked out rigorously every day. He was capable of doing one hundred pushups effortlessly and he scarcely worked up a sweat when he ran off fifty chin-ups on the bar. He could press two hundred and fifty pounds without strain. Sometimes he lifted weights when one of his gym classes was looking on, impressing the youths, enjoying, with a touch of vanity, the respect and acclaim they gave him.
But his most important work was always done in solitude.
Every morning he strapped a five-pound dumbbell to his prick and then imagined erotic things so that, as his prick got hard, it was forced to lift the dumbbell.
Hammond's cock was possessed of stamina and endowed with endurance and seldom faltered after a climax.
It was a fact that the lewd librarian appreciated every bit as much as the gym teacher did.
Miss Childress was inordinately fond of cooks.
Because she wanted to treat them right, she waited out just as Hammond did, in distaff fashion, practicing and developing her cunt muscles on a fat rubber prick every morning and pushing another dildo into her mouth to keep her tongue and lips in trim.
She was a sort of Doctor Jekyll and Mister Hyde character.
When her hair was drawn severely back and her tweed skirts were not lifted, she was a prim and proper lady, elegant and cool. This was not a facade or sham. The woman actually did feel pure and chaste, even prudish, when she wore her cloak of respectability.
But the removal of the pin that held her auburn hair in place was like the quaffing of a potion that transformed her completely. The lifting of her skirt turned her from a prissy librarian into a raving wanton in an instant. She ware her sexy black garter belt and panties under her tweeds like Superman wore his costume.
The librarian and the gym teacher had only become lovers recently. He had always thought her frigid, and she had always supposed that he was a moronic jock. But then he came to the library one afternoon, looking for a book on weight-lifting techniques. School was out for the day. The students had gone home, and Miss Childress was in the act of working her daily transformation, changing into a lewd lady just in case she met a man with a big prick on her way home.
Her hair was already down when Hammond walked in. He gaped at her in amazement, never having realized how attractive and desirable she was, and she stared back at him seeing for the first time that his well-developed body might prove excellent for the prolonged propelling of prick. They merely looked at each other for a few minutes, with electric sparks flying back and forth along the line of their vision.
Then Miss Childress had slowly raised her skirt, revealing her wanton undergarments, and the front of Hammond's gym pants had commenced to bulge with his favorite muscle and, without a word having passed between them, they had fucked furiously on the floor.
After that, they met at least once a day.
They didn't have much to say to each other and seldom passed more than a word or two but did they fuck and suck!
Now Miss Childress turned sinuously around on the desk, as if revolving around on her own crotch, and gazed at Hammond's erection. Her eyes glowed. Her pink tongue ran across her lips.
Hammond caused his cock to jerk.
His fat prick was slimy and slippery. It was slathered with cum and cunt juice and it had also been dipped up her asshole, gathering up more exotic traces and the sight was making the lewd librarian's mouth water and her tongue tingle.
Just as her personality changed when she let her hair down and lifted her skirts, so did her sexuality alter once she had had an orgasm or two! Until she had been eaten out or fucked – or both – her desires were all centered in her groin. But after she had creamed, her tongue seemed to turn into a clit and her mouth got as hot as her cunt had been. Miss Childress was a double-ended fucking machine.
Now she was hungry for cock.
Jennifer, still watching with total amazement, saw the librarian lick her lips.
Oh! Is she going to blow him too? She wondered.
She hoped so. Cock sucking intrigued the girl, in theory, and she was keen to observe some in practice and eventually to practice some of the tasty act, herself.
But his prick had been up her asshole!
Surely a librarian would not want to take such a soiled cock into her mouth? Would she? Well, there was nothing to do but wait and find out. Jennifer leaned closer, her face pressed right up to the narrow gap where the books had been removed from the shelf.
Her skirt was still hitched up above her hips and, as she leaned over the shelf, her delightfully rounded ass jutted out. Her thighs were parted.
Cunt juice ran down in thick ribbons. She was licking her lips as she anticipated what she hoped was going to happen, as if vicariously enjoying the prospect of sucking that massive cock. She cupped one hand over her cunt, all set to rub and frig herself off again, as soon as the next performance began.
But she didn't finger her asshole this time. She had only done that when Miss Childress had been getting an ass full of prick. Now it seemed likely that the librarian would be getting a mouthful instead. Naughty Jennifer wanted to keep one hand free so that she could bunch the fingers up into a phallic shape and push them in and out of her own mouth, in imitation of what she was watching.
Thus, her lovely ass was bared.
And the sight was giving Claude, the janitor, convulsions!
He stood at the end of the row, his huge prick sticking out of his overalls, waiting for the redhead to notice him and hoping with all his heart that she would look fondly on his rampant member.
But she still hadn't seen him. She was too interested in Hammond and Miss Childress and all her attention was absorbed in observing them. What should he do? What could he do? Claude was suffering terrible indecision.
If he made his presence known, she might reject him. She might even cry out in alarm or scream with surprise, and then the cat would be out of the bag. Yet, this golden opportunity was far too good for him to pass up. How could a man settle for jacking himself off, when a glorious ass like that was presented to him?
Claude rolled his eyes and grated his teeth.
He had to take a chance!
But he figured he would be better off to wait a bit longer, until the girl was really worked up from her voyeurism. He wondered, too, just what Hammond and Miss Childress were doing now, but he wasn't going to bother to sneak another look at them. Claude was an ass man and he could imagine nothing that he would rather be looking at than that smooth and naked ass that was thrusting out so near.
He unbuttoned his overalls and slipped them off.
Naked, he began to creep down the aisle, coming up behind the girl, drawn to Jennifer's ass like an iron filing to a magnet. And his cock was as hard as any iron filing. Claude's body was skinny, and his prick was out of all proportion to his scrawny torso. His cock looked like it had been grafted on as an after-thought or fitted as a retread – a slender man fitted with the prick of an elephant. His massive prick towered before him, thrusting toward the ceiling. He was bending over from the waist. His cock head almost brushed him under the chin. He kept his eyes glued on the wonderful sight of Jennifer's shapely ass.
She never heard him.
A herd of horses could have thundered down that row of bookshelves without breaking the girl's concentration now, for her hopes were about to be realized.
Julia Childress was going to suck Hammond's prick.
Jennifer bunched her fingers up, ready to emulate the act.
Claude crept ever closer, he came right up behind the unsuspecting teenager.
The shadow of his prick fell over her ass like the pointer of a sundial – a sundial calculating the remaining moments of Jennifer's innocence.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Miss Childress was perched on the edge of the desk, in the same position she had been in when Hammond had knelt between her legs and gobbled her pussy, but she was leaning forward now, her back bowed instead of being arched as it had been. She continued to gaze appreciatively at the gym teacher's athletic prick. There was a definitely hungry look in her face.
Hammond moved a step closer, his prick so long that he looked like a pole-vaulter about to compete. The librarian was sliding her cardigan down over her shoulders. Then she began to unbutton her high-necked blouse. When she opened it, the transformation was similar to that when she lifted her dress, for she wore no bra under the plain blouse. Her tits were perfectly round, meeting in a line of deep cleavage and capped by hard, pointed tips. It was evident that the librarian wore those plain cardigans to conceal the stiff peaks of her nipples just as her tweedy skirts hid her garter belt, and now she had removed the garments as she prepared to give head.
Miss Childress was an enthusiastic cock-sucker, and she drooled and dribbled heavily and often a prick would overflow her mouth, as well, and she hated to get cum stains on her prim, respectable clothing. She was quite fastidious about that, and she had even been known to tuck a table napkin under her chin before sucking a man off. She was not, however, at all fastidious about what she put in her mouth and the fact that Hammond's giant prick had recently been delving in her bowels did not faze her in the slightest. In fact, she had always thought that a cock was even tastier if it had been well basted in female juices and spices and sauces. She loved, for instance, to blow married men who had fucked their wives or buggered them and had not had a bath since.
She leaned forward again.
Her plump titties bobbed up and down, and the tips stood out like fleshy bullets ready to be fired.
There was a look of welcome in her gleaming eyes and her lips had pursed up, forming a kissing motion.
Hammond moved in.
His mighty cock loomed over her tits. The head, already coated with the juices of their previous encounter, had started to ooze juice again. Thick, glistening drops of cum bubbled from the cleft and trickled down the huge shaft.
She eyed his cock happily.
She opened her mouth slightly, as if to let the man get a look at what he would soon be getting his prick into. She was salivating like a Pavlovian dog now. Her tongue slid back and forth. She felt a real, physical hunger for Hammond's delicious cock and yet she wasn't going to gobble it up, for she loved the preliminaries as well.
Miss Childress approached the sucking of a prick as she would have a feast, a banquet that bad been tastefully laid out before her, appreciating the appetizers before she moved on to the main course. She thoroughly enjoyed lingering over the meat dish before she swallowed down the creamy dessert.
She reached up and cupped his balls, gently lifting, as if gauging the weight of the cum load they held.
Her other hand folded around the root of his prick.
She drew him closer, but at the last minute dipped his cock down, tapping his dripping cock head against her nipples, each in turn. When she released his prick his cock snapped upright. Creamy drops of jism coated both of her nipples.
Her chin touched her breastbone as she looked down at her cum-smeared tits. Then she cupped her tits in both her hands and lifted her fat tit-mounds toward her face.
She began licking the spunk from her tit tips.
"Ummm – yummy," she purred.
Hammond was greatly inspired by the sight of her tongue sliding over her nipples and by seeing his cum on her tongue. His mighty prick began to pound like a jackhammer.
The librarian raised her face, smiling, then leaned out and began to work on him.
She started at his balls.
Her tongue curled and coiled all over the bloated sac, stirring the hard nuts inside the loose, hairy bag. She lifted his balls and licked the underside. Ball meat had a distinctive flavor, subtly different from cock meat. It whetted her appetite.
She pushed her tongue out and flattened it and drew it all the way up from the hilt to the head of his prick with long, moist slurps. Saliva flowed down his prick. Then she repeated it, with her tongue criss-crossing as it moved up the underside of his prick, tracing along the path of the throbbing vein.
She was purring like a cat at a cream bowl. Hammond had begun to groan with the sensation.
Lapping up to his cock-cream, she concentrated for a long time on the ultra-sensitive area where the head flared out from the shaft and the fat vein spread into a delta on the underside of his knob. She kissed it and licked it.
His cock head was expanding and turning a darker hue.
Cum dribbled out and slid down, some of it running into the corner of her mouth. She lapped a few drops up and let them slip over her taste buds, savoring the delectable flavor for a moment, then drank them down greedily. Like fine aged cognac, the cum heated her belly as it went down.
She shifted a bit higher and began to tongue the head of his prick now, laying it thoroughly, licking all over the fat, bloated cock meat and pushing the tip of her tongue right up his wet, parted piss hole, as more spunk bubbled from it.
Each time she had polished his cock-knob to a luster, another trickle of jism poured out to soak it again. But this was only preliminary stuff. She knew from experience that Hammond could hold back and prolong his orgasm for a long time and that she would be able to enjoy sucking his cock for ages before she got a load to drink – a real load, so much more wholesome and nourishing than the first drops.
Hammond swayed back and forth near her, mesmerized by the delights of her nimble tongue.
Jennifer gasped silently as she watched Miss Childress' skillful tongue lave all over the delicious-looking slab of cock head, wishing that she had a cock of her very own to tongue.
And, not realizing that a giant cock, at that very moment, was rearing up behind her, biding its time. For Miss Childress, it was time to start sucking.
Licking was all well and good, but for true satisfaction a girl had to take it right into her mouth and milk it dry. The lewd librarian kissed the very tip of Hammond's bloated cock and then let her lips part, slowly feeding the meat into her mouth. She took his cock head in, and her lips closed behind it, collaring his stalk.
She took her first slow suck.
Her cheeks drew in, hollowing, as her lips pulled.
"Ummm," she sighed ecstatically as she savored that delicious mouthful of hot cock meat. The sound was muffled on his prick. She sucked again. Her tongue was still working, but inside her mouth now, laying and sweeping back and forth against the underside of his dripping cock head. Her lips slurped. She still had only the cock head in her mouth and the thick stalk stood out between them. It was angled upwards into her face and her saliva began to run down the cock shaft toward his balls.
Hammond balanced on his toes, agile and lithe. He placed his hands on either side of her face. He began to slowly push his prick in and out, fucking her mouth now. She relished the mouthful. He went in deeper. His cock head lodged in the entrance to her throat, then slipped right down her gullet. As he drew back, she sucked adoringly every precious inch of his cock, then worked with relish on the knob.
"Ummmm," she sighed as he fed the cock to her. Then she gasped as it stuck in her throat.
Then he drew his cock slowly out.
Miss Childress had gone suck crazy now.
Her lips pulled and her cheeks dragged and her tongue had folded into a moist bridge over which his prick slid as it rippled far back into her throat. He had started to flow heavily now. The tasty juice was filling her mouth, coating her tongue and pooling up in her cheeks and trickling down her throat.
He wasn't coming yet, but the flow was getting heavier and thicker and she knew it would not be long before she was drinking from a meat hose.
A little jet of jism spurted into her cheek. A sold nugget hit the roof of her mouth and hung suspended there. The more she drank, the thirstier she was becoming and, although she was truly savoring the meaty mouthful, Miss Childress began to yearn for his ejaculation.
"Come," she panted, right onto his cock head. "Come for me – come in me! Oh, shoot in my mouth, darling! I want to drink all of your thick, hot jizz!"
Hammond groaned.
He began to fuck her face harder and faster now, holding her head steady between his big hands and pouring the prick in with gusto. Her face bobbed up and down, taking all of his cock willingly. Her nose nestled in his wiry pubic hair and her chin brushed his balls as every inch of his long, thick cock vanished down her gullet, then her lips pulled as he drew back.
"Here it comes, baby!" he gasped.
"Ummm-ummm-ummm!" she whimpered eagerly.
He pushed in, and the head of his cock exploded in a mighty cascade of thick cum. The first spurt doused her throat and white washed her gullet. He drew back and plunged in fast, just in time to shoot the second great geyser on the in-stroke.
Miss Childress was swallowing as fast as she could, but there was too much of the sticky slime to drink it all at once. It overflowed her sucking lips and ran down her chin. Thick globs of it dropped from her jaw and splattered on her heaving tits. He was coming steadily, shooting as he withdrew as well as when he pushed in, and she was sucking the sweet jism out of him joyfully.
She didn't think she had ever had a man shoot quite that much jism into her mouth before and what a treat it was. When Miss Childress drank cum, she wanted a whole lot of it to drink.
Her lips dragged up his stalk and as his thick rod came out of her mouth, a creamy wash of saliva and spunk poured down in a foaming cascade. Pulling up to the top of his prick, she sucked adoringly en the spurting knob, then bobbed back down again, feeding all of that massive prick back into her mouth.
At long last his balls were empty. A last trickle of cum oozed from his cock head and dribbled down onto her flashing tongue.
Miss Childress kept sucking to make sure that she had milked out every precious drop. She could feel his cock begin to soften in her mouth and it was no longer as hot. After a while she drew her lips off the big slab of purple meat, and, sitting back, looked at it wistfully. She could have swallowed a few more spurts of spunk, too. But that was pure greed, she realized. No girl could fairly ask for a nicer mouthful than what the gym teacher had just treated her to.
His cock was still rigid, but instead of angling upwards in front of his body it had sagged down from the root, so that it stuck straight out from his groin, parallel with the floor. It twitched and sagged another degree. The cock-knob was no longer a bright purple but had faded to a lavender hue, the fat vein no longer pulsated, the stalk no longer throbbed and his balls seemed to have shrunk.
Miss Childress had to realize that she was not going to get another load out of that particular prick for the moment. She leaned forward again and began to use her nimble tongue to gather up the streaks of jism that had run down his shaft and to lap up the slippery stuff of his balls. When she had tongued him to a luster and not a single drop of spunk remained on his meat rack, she sat back and licked her lips. Then she scooped up the thick puddles of cum that had fallen onto her tits and lapped that, too, up from her palms.
She regarded Hammond as she slurped up his spunk to see how this affected him.
His cock did twitch at the sight.
But his prick did not rise again. It was still sagging down and the tip was pointed at the floor now. Even in this state, it was an impressive hunk of meat that sprouted from Mark Hammond's loin. It coiled out in a wide parabola, arching in a fat curve down his thigh, a truly mouth-watering and cunt melting sight.
"Well, I'd better be off, now," he said.
He seemed to feel a bit sheepish about his wick collapsing after only two ejaculations – even though he had blown more spunk out in those two dynamic eruptions than a normal man would spill in a month.
"I've got another gym class." He grinned and began to gather up his clothing.
Miss Childress sat there, mouth open and legs open, knowing she was being greedy for wanting more. Hammond moved to the door. He looked back, eyebrows lifted.
"Tomorrow?" he asked.
"Same time, same place," said Miss Childress.
"I'll be here," the gym teacher said, and he went out.
And so will I! Jennifer thought, delighted to know that she would be able to spy on them again the every next day, already looking forward to another session. Jennifer had become confirmed voyeur with her very first experience at the watching game.
She wished that some other teacher would come to see Miss Childress right now.
She was wishing that there was some way she could sneak into the gym and get a look at Mark Hammond and his whole class of lusty young men, naked in the showers, big pricks swinging.
She began to finger her cunt again.
Then Claude the janitor made his presence known…



CHAPTER EIGHT


Claude had been leaning right over Jennifer, looking over her shoulder and enjoying the sight of Miss Childress giving head to Mark Hammond. His prick had actually been in contact with the red-headed teenager, laid across her up-thrust ass, but the girl was so hot, so thrilled by what she was watching – and so absolutely unaware of another person's presence behind her – that she had not realized there was a cock pressed to her ass.
Now Claude shifted.
His big prick burrowed into the crack between the cheeks of the girl's juicy ass. It wasn't pointing up her asshole yet, but simply snuggling along the crevice, his balls in her creamy crotch and his cock-knob jutting out over the small of her back.
Not expected to have a cock there, Jennifer failed to identify the presence against her heated flesh. She slipped her hand into her crotch to give herself a rub and felt Claude's hairy, cum-filled balls jammed into her groin from behind.
Claude held his breath.
How would the girl react?
And Jennifer was puzzled. What the hell was that between her legs? It sure wasn't part of her. Her fingers traced over the swollen, hairy scrotum as she tried to identify it. How very strange, she thought. It seemed as if she had magically grown a set of balls.
Claude's hands moved on her flanks.
Then slipped around and cupped her tits.
Jennifer gasped, beginning to get the idea that she was no longer alone. Those hands massaged her tits and her nipples exploded in the palms. A giant prick throbbed up the crack of her ass. She cupped the mysterious balls in one hand and reached behind her ass with the other, getting a handful of prick. It was most definitely a prick, she realized.
Jennifer was totally confused. Her first emotion was shame for whoever it was had obviously caught her playing the voyeur and playing with her pussy. But the shame passed quickly away as she saw the situation logically. Her unexpected visitor had his prick out and so, obviously, had not been scandalized by what he had seen.
Jennifer had been longing for a cock. Now she had a cock of her own!
But to whom was that cock attached? Aye, there's the rub, she thought, rubbing the prick.
She turned her head and looked over her shoulder.
Claude clung to her, grinning.
When Jennifer realized that it was the ugly janitor who was pressing his loins against her, she was dismayed. She wanted cock and no doubt of it, but she didn't want Claude Plunkett's cock.
She pulled away, turning.
His face was really hideous and his naked body was scrawny and – and then her gaze went down, and she gave a little gasp as she saw that his prick was as huge as the gym teacher's!
Claude pushed his hips out, making fucking motions at her.
Jennifer's eyes were glued on that lovely hunk of cock meat.
She started to protest, to refuse him.
Claude held a finger to his lips.
He was right. Miss Childress was still at the front of the room. It would never do for Jennifer to make a noise, to let the librarian know of her presence.
Instead, of speaking, Jennifer shook her head, scowling to show her displeasure.
But Claude was determined now. He humped again and his cock loomed out toward the girl. She backed away. Claude followed, his big prick preceding him like a figurehead of a ship – a ship intent on harboring in Jennifer's loins.
She didn't know what to do.
But whatever she did, it would have to be done in silence, to keep Miss Childress ignorant of her presence – both because she had been spying and didn't want the fact known and, more to the point, because she wanted to spy some more tomorrow.
So she couldn't scream.
She didn't even dare leave because her footsteps would echo in the quiet chamber.
Nor was she even sure that she would have fled even if Miss Childress were not at the front desk because, although Jennifer certainly did not want an ugly fellow like Claude the janitor, she had to admit that his big cock looked attractive.
Jennifer backed slowly away down the aisle. Claude moved after her, crouching and grinning.
She shook her head from side to side.
Claude nodded up and down vigorously.
Jennifer held her hand out, palm open, warding him off.
Claude crooked a beckoning finger. Jennifer was in a panic. She could not retreat much farther or she would be out of the hidden aisle and the librarian would see her. She couldn't feint and dash past the janitor without making too much noise. She thought fast and hard.
Claude was obviously being driven wild by lust. The fact was manifested in the turbulent thundering of his enormous cock and the swelling of his overfull balls. It would be impossible to reason with him when he was in such a desperate state, even if she had dared to speak. The only way to bring the lust-crazed fellow back to his senses would be to empty his cock and balls.
Jennifer had no intention to lose her virginity to the repulsive man, but she guessed it would do no harm to jack him off. As sue considered it, she found the idea was rather exciting, in fact. Although Claude was ugly, his prick was quite nice looking. If she were to give him a hand job, she could close her eyes or she could lower her gaze, looking at his handsome cock and not at his unsightly countenance.
It seemed a clever idea.
Jennifer stopped retreating and Claude moved up to her, crouching, ready to pounce.
Jennifer reached out and folded her fist around the root of his towering prick, getting a firm grip on it and holding it by the hilt, as if it were a club with which she was threatening to whack him on the head. She cupped his balls in the other hand. They stood there, face to face, his cock jutting up between them like a meaty monolith. Jennifer took a long, slow stroke, her fist skimming up to his cock head and then dragging back down to the hilt.
Claude was no fool.
He realized what the girl intended to do – that she was going to jerk him off instead of yielding her ass to him. But it had been a long time since Claude's cock and balls had been fondled by female hands and it felt far too good to stop the manual action. Further more, Claude knew something that Jennifer had overlooked – Claude knew that one creamy climax would not even put a dentin his hard-on! The redhead could jerk him off first and it would merely get him warmed up for the more interesting action to follow! He grinned happily at the thought.
Jennifer assumed his grin meant that he was going to be satisfied with a hand job and demand nothing more. She fell to the task with vigor.
It did feel wonderful to have that fat prick throbbing in her skimming fist and to squeeze his cum-bloated balls in the other. She began to really enjoy what she was doing.
She tried to stare at his prick and avoid looking at his face but in this she was confounded. Claude's prick was so big that the towering knob reached almost to his chin as he crouched before her and so, looking at his cock head, she could not help looking, too, at his leering face in the background.
She focused on his cock, going cross-eyed.
His face blurred then, but it was still right there lurking behind his prick, distracting Jennifer.
There was only one thing to do.
Jennifer knelt down in front of him, so that her face was right on a level with his cock head, and she could look at the handsome wedge of meat without looking at his face, as well. She gazed in fascination, watching her fist pull up and down. She saw the way the fat, dark vein pulsed up the underside of his stalk, saw his foreskin curl up behind the crown and then drag tautly back as her hand fell, causing his cock head to flare out like a hooded cobra ready to strike.
Claude humped, fucking through her fist.
It was making Jennifer terribly horny to be handling that huge cock. She squirmed in closer and touched her tits against the bloated slab of his cock-knob, massaging her nipples with his cock head and then slipping it into her soft, deep cleavage for a moment. She thought that it would be nice to let him shoot on her tits when he came.
Then, naughty and frustrated girl that she was, she wondered if it might not be even nicer to let him shoot in her face? The thought was thrilling. She might even open her mouth a little, part her lips. And maybe stick her tongue out! Oooooh! She might get her first taste of cum.
As soon as the thought occurred to her, Jennifer began to drool.
She began jerking his cock faster, her face right over the head of his cock, eager, to make him come so that she could feel the hot, thick sap spurt into her face – into her mouth! Her lips parted and her tongue came out. She stared at the cleft of his crown, waiting for the jism to come jetting out of it.
Claude was fucking, pushing his cock head towards her face.
He had never had a blow job! He lusted for this girl's ass most of all, but with her kneeling before him like this, in one of the classic blow-job positions, he was trying his best to get his prick into her mouth. The cock knob plowed up, stopping just short of her chin.
Jennifer realized what, he was trying to do.
A wave of hot desire rushed through her.
Should she tongue his cock? Should she suck it? The idea of blowing Claude the janitor, as an individual person, was repulsive – but the idea of sucking his big cock was delightful. If she were to take it in her mouth, with her face turned down, she could suck it without looking at Claude. She could pretend that he was someone else and she would get her first mouthful of cock!
After all, she had intended to jerk him off in her face, with her mouth open, it wouldn't be any more naughty to enjoy the taste of his meat before she got the cream, would it?
Her tongue was tingling and her lips had started to suck just as if she already had them full of prick. She hadn't quite made up her mind if she should go so far as to actually blow him.
These are not decisions that a girl takes lightly.
Janitor jacking was one thing and blowing was another, and she thought that maybe she should save her virgin mouth for the cock of some young man whom she really liked.
But would she ever meet a man with a cock this big, this delicious-looking, this horny?
Just then a thick drop of cum oozed out of his piss hole and clung to the tip of his cock-knob.
Jennifer gasped as she stared in fascination at the glistening nugget of delectable jism.
She simply had to taste it!
She pushed her fist down to the root of his cock and held it there, causing the cock-knob to expand under her face. Her tongue slipped out and glided across the heated tip of his prick, gathering up that thick glob of cum without touching his meat. She rolled the delicious droplet around on her tongue, thrilled by the idea of having cum on her tongue as much as by the delightful succulence of the stuff.
She swallowed it.
Oh, it was no wonder that Miss Childress drank jism with such evident enjoyment! The stuff was sweet nectar. She gave him another hand stroke, trying to pull another blob out so that she could lick it up.
The head of his prick was glowing like an incandescent light-bulb. Jennifer felt dizzy with desire. Now that she knew what spunk tasted like, she wanted to find out what the cock from which it came tasted like, as well. She wouldn't actually blow him, she told herself – she would just take a single lick, to satisfy her curiosity.
Her face tilted to one side.
She pushed her tongue out again, and this time she ran it in a flattened, slurping lick right over his cock head. She took just the one lap, then drew back. The meaty flavor tingled on her taste buds.
"Suck it," rasped Claude.
Jennifer whimpered. One lick was not enough.
"C'mon! Suck my cock!" Claude growled, louder.
His voice wasn't really very loud, at all, but it gave the girl all the justification that she needed. She had to keep the janitor quiet and there was only one way to do that, at the moment.
Jennifer decided to suck Claude's cock.
It never occurred to her that an enthusiastic blow job could be a noisy affair, delivered in the silence of a library.



CHAPTER NINE


Julia Childress had not started to put her clothing on again because she had been considering giving herself a good fucking with the fat rubber prick that she kept locked in her desk. She felt like another orgasm, but she hadn't quite made up her mind if she should give herself one, or wait until school was out and get picked up by some horny gentleman. She was just giving her stiff clit a soft rub to see how hot she really was when she heard a faint but distinct slurping sound.
Miss Childress frowned and cocked her head.
The sound came again.
It was a sound with which the lewd librarian was very familiar, although she usually heard it at closer range and on more intimate turns, being the one who caused it.
Again the soft slurping echoed through the library.
There was not the faintest doubt in Julia Childress' mind.
Somewhere in that book-lined room, a cock was being sucked!
Was the librarian shocked or startled? Perhaps not – for she smiled in eager expectation. She moved toward the bookshelves at the back of the big room, and she moved as silently as she could because Miss Childress was an experienced voyeur in her own right and always welcomed a chance to spy on lovers.
Her voyeuristic experiences had been many, and varied.
Loving cocks as she did Miss Childress had time whereby she could get to gaze at the multitudes of big pricks. It was a clever concept. She had pinned her hair up – not to look prim this time – and hidden under a fedora hat. She was dressed in a pin-striped suit and carried an umbrella and, for all the world, Miss Childress had looked just like a man.
Wearing this masculine disguise she had gone out and frequented public toilets and baths, getting a chance to look at all the pricks that she wanted. She had ventured into the locker rooms of golf clubs and the shower rooms of youth clubs and the men's shower rooms at swimming pools.
It had been fun – if a bit frustrating – because she was not able to have any of the cocks at which she gazed so longingly. She had been tempted to try, but had decided against it, not wanting any man to think that she was queer and not wanting any man who would allow a queer to take the sort of liberties that she would have.
One day, wearing her male disguise, Miss Childress had made a mistake that led to a new and enjoyable experience.
She had been going from bar to bar, having a drink and waiting for some handsome man to go to the bathroom so she could follow him in and inspect his prick. But after she had been to a dozen bars and had a dozen drinks, she had gotten a bit tipsy, and forgetful.
She forgot, in fact, that she was in disguise. Having a last drink in a nightclub, Miss Childress felt the need to go to the toilet herself, for reasons more natural than voyeurism and cock-watching and, without thinking, she went into the ladies room. She had just finished pissing and was about to leave when in walked one of the showgirls – a gorgeous big blonde.
"Hey you're in the wrong room, Buster," the girl said.
Miss Childress realized her error.
Making her voice as deep as possible, she said, "Excuse me, I must have read the sign wrong."
Blushing, she started to leave.
But the blonde showgirl had stepped in front of her, blocking her retreat and smiling lasciviously.
"You're a pretty good-looking fella," the showgirl had said. "How about giving me a quick fuck while you're here?"
Miss Childress was appalled.
How could she get out of this perilous situation?
She blurted out a silly excuse, and the showgirl gave a most suspicious look, obviously wondering if she were either impotent or queer.
Miss Childress felt obliged to offer an explanation.
Keeping her voice as deep and manly as she could, she told the blonde showgirl that she had drank too much that night and that she would be unable to perform. Miss Childress was blushing furiously as she spoke, but she guessed that a man, admitting to temporary impotency, would most likely blush, as well, and so she didn't suppose that her coloring gave her away.
The showgirl looked Miss Childress up and down.
"Too bad," she said.
She seemed to accept the excuse.
But then a naughty gleam came into her big blue eyes. She turned and drew the bolt on the door.
Miss Childress looked puzzled.
The showgirl faced her again, her fists on her wide, flaring hips, one thigh thrust provocatively out of her skirt, her bearing arrogant, her demeanor, superior. She tossed her head and her thick golden tresses cascaded around her heavily made-up face.
"Listen, Buster," she said. "If you can't get a hard-on, you can give me some head."
Miss Childress gasped.
"I don't do that," she squawked.
"You do now, Buster."
"Really! I never – I mean…"
"Don't be an asshole," said the showgirl, with certain eloquence. "It won't hurt you to eat some pussy. It's good for a guy. Especially…" – she looked at Miss Childress with disdain, her sensual lip curling up in a sneer – "…especially a guy that can't hold his drink and can't get a hard-on when a girl wants some prick."
Miss Childress shook her head.
"Well, okay, asshole, then I'll call the management and tell them there's a pervert in here," the showgirl threatened.
Miss Childress was horrified.
The showgirl didn't know how true that was! What if they carted her off to jail and discovered that she was in drag? They would certainly get the wrong idea about her motives. They would think that she was a dirty old lesbian.
How would she ever be able to explain that she was anything but, that her male masquerade was designed strictly so that she could get a look at a multitude of cocks? Even if they believed her, it was probably ever bit as illegal as being a traditional transvestite. How in hell could she get out of this situation? She saw that the showgirl was slightly intoxicated and not in the mood to be reasoned with.
She was in the mood to get sucked, instead. Now that blonde bombshell had lifted her skirt and tugged her panties down, displaying the golden glory of her groin. Her pubic hair was a mane of thick curls. She tilted her pelvis forward and parted her lush thighs. Her cunt was open and wet. Smiling, she lovingly drew her hand along her crotch and her cunt lips unfurled further, the pussy hole already filled with the juices of lust.
Miss Childress stared at the showgirl's cunt. "C'mon, Buster, eat me out," urged the blonde.
Miss Childress had never before considered sucking a cunt. She loved cocks and she had always been strictly heterosexual. But now she had to admit that the showgirl's juicy pussy did look rather delicious. And what choice did she have, really? If she refused to do it, the woman was going to report her to the management. It seemed that Miss Childress had no options. She was going to have to eat that cunt!
As soon as she resigned herself to the fact, Miss Childress found that the idea was not at all unpleasant, that the prospect was exciting, rather than disconcerting. Dressed as a woman, she would never have done it, but in her disguise as a man – well, who would ever know? She could suck that sweet-looking cunt as much as the showgirl wanted – and the fact that she had committed a deviant act would never be revealed to the world.
She smiled timidly.
"Well, all right," she whispered.
"That's better," the showgirl said.
Miss Childress slowly sank to her knees before the blonde. The showgirl was grinning in anticipation and Miss Childress, too, was looking forward to this new experience with pleasant expectations. She licked her lips. The showgirl thrust her hips forward, her sleek thighs parting pound the librarian's face and her creamy cunt jamming in.
Miss. Childress hesitated for a moment.
Then she buried her head in that soaking crotch and began to gobble her first cunt with relish.
From the very first taste, Miss Childress realized that cunt-sucking was an enjoyable task!
It startled her to realize that she adored doing it.
She ran her tongue up the girl's pussy with long, moist slurps. She licked and sucked on the stiff clit. She stabbed up the hole as far as her tongue would reach. Although this was her first time, she seemed to know just how to do it, as if cunt-sucking were the most natural thing in the world, the sort of thing that a girl just knew how to do automatically, without any need for experience or practice.
And she realized that she was getting as much pleasure as the showgirl was, that her hot tongue was tingling just as much as the stiff clit she was licking, and that she was going to have an orgasm merely by sucking the woman off!
Miss Childress cupped the showgirl's hips in her hands and tilted her head back, slurping on that flowing pussy. The showgirl began to twitch. Her hips jolted as if she were on stage, doing her sensual routine before an audience. Her gently rounded belly churned against Miss Childress' brow and her thighs clamped around the librarian's cheeks as she worked her foaming cunt against that eagerly sucking mouth and stabbing tongue.
"Come – come – come!" Miss Childress moaned.
Now that she knew the joy of sucking pussy, she was eager to know what it was like to have a woman cream in her mouth. She was sucking with such vigor now that her head was bobbing up and down violently and her fedora fell off.
The showgirl gasped, staring.
Miss Childress looked up, frightened that she had been discovered but her mouth was still clamped on that sucking cunt like a limpet to a mossy rock. She was terrified that the showgirl would reject her, now that her sex was known – that not only would she be arrested and exposed, but that she was not going to know the joy of having the blonde come on her tongue.
The big blonde had been shocked and amazed when the falling fedora had revealed her oral lover to be a girl.
But then the surprised faded from her face and she smiled.
"Well, I'll be damned!" she said.
Miss Childress wanted desperately to explain that she was not a lesbian, but that she had been forced by circumstances into this act – but she didn't want to remove her mouth from the showgirl's cunt long enough to offer an explanation.
Then it wasn't necessary.
"Keep right on sucking, honey," said the showgirl.
Miss Childress kept sucking and the showgirl, far from being put off, responded with even more vigor as she worked her frothy cunt around in the librarian's upturned face.
"Suck-suck-suck," panted the show girl.
"Come – come – come…" whimpered the cunt-hungry librarian.
Then, with a wail and a moan, the blonde bombshell creamed and Miss Childress found herself gobbling up mouthfuls of sweet cunt juice and swallowing the delicious stuff down, discovering that making a woman come with her mouth was a wonderful experience.
She was happy, when, afterwards, the showgirl went down on her and sucked her off, as well.
A new dimension had been added to Miss Childress' life.
Julia Childress still adored cocks – and plenty of them – but every once in a while she got the urge to do some cunt-sucking and found that there were any number of sexy girls who were only too pleased to spread their legs for a librarian's tongue.
Sometimes, wearing her disguise, she pretended that she was a man when she went down on them and at other times, dressed as a woman, she pretended she was a lesbian. But it was only a pretense, she assured herself. Miss Childress was no lesbian.
She just happened to like sucking cunt.
And so it was that Miss Childress silently advanced to the back of the library, following the slurping sounds of a blow job in process…



CHAPTER TEN


Jennifer was using only her tongue, at first, when she began giving head for the first time.
Claude was humping and thrusting, trying to get his prick into her mouth, but she was enjoying licking it, and in no great hurry to move on to the next stage. As he pushed the fat cock into her face, she tilted her head, so that it ran along her cheek instead of into her mouth. Then, as he drew back, she fluttered hot tongue on his cock shaft and laved the head again.
His big, purple cock head was slathered with her saliva and dripping steadily from the tip now, so that his jism was blending with her spit. She tongued down to his balls and lapped at his hairy cum-sac with relish, then licked back up to the flaring cock-knob.
His prick was so hot it burned her tongue.
Claude was growling and snarling like a wild animal, his haunches jolting and his legs trembling.
The flow from his cock head was getting heavier.
As much as she was enjoying tonguing his meat, Jennifer realized that it was time to start sucking on it because she didn't want him to shoot his delicious load before she had taken his cock into her mouth. She was dying to drink his joy juice.
She tipped her head back, lips parted.
Claude pushed his prick out again and this time she did not turn away. It bumped against her lips and she slowly opened her mouth, letting him run the long, thick prick into her maw.
Oh, what a heavenly sensation!
She adored the feeling of his hot cock sliding far back into her mouth. The tapered tip slipped into her throat. Her tongue was still flaring as it washed the underside of his prick and now her lips had joined in, pulling and sucking with relish. He had buried his cock. His balls were jammed against her chin, and her nose was pressed right up against his skinny belly.
He cupped her face in his hands, holding her in place while he held the full length of his cock into her face, buried to the balls in that sweet sucking mouth. Claude gnashed his teeth and rolled his eyes in ecstasy. It was wonderful to have his prick in a girl's mouth, he had discovered. It was better than a cunt – it was almost as good as having it up his sister's asshole!
Then he began to hump, fucking her in the mouth with long, steady strokes. He drew back out until only his big cock head was collared in her lips, then pushed the whole thing in again, running his tapering cock head right down the girl's gullet. His scrawny ass corkscrewed and jerked. Jennifer was sucking every precious inch as it went in and out. She turned her head from side to side as she did so, adding twisting oral torque to the in-and-out action.
His jism bubbled out, lubricating the strokes.
She swallowed some. It made her hungry for more. More poured out. The girl was gargling the stuff, loving it and knowing it was only the preliminary taste, that there was a whole heavy ball load of the stuff to be savored in the end.
His hands were flat on the sides of her head, and she was holding him by the hips now, pulling his prick into her mouth, timing his thrusts. Her tongue flashed, bathing the underside of his cock-knob, letting his cock-shaft push in and draw back out. Her cheeks hollowed in as she sucked, then puffed out as she blew, experimenting. Sucking was a lot nicer than blowing – why, she wondered, did they call it a blow job?
Her head tilted and she took his slippery cock head into her cheek. It tilted to the other side. Then she faced straight on and took it down her throat again. Her lips were turning outwards, sucking hard on his retreating cock and twisting around it like a wringer as she sought to milk the cum from his tasty cock.
Grunting, he fed the cock to her, delirious with pleasure.
He was gazing down, enjoying the sight, watching his thick cock vanish into her mouth, then pull back out between her lips.
He seemed to be dragging her mouth inside out, so determinedly was she sucking his cock as he withdrew.
Had Claude looked up then, he would have seen Miss Childress peer around the corner of the aisle. But he had eyes only for his cock and Jennifer's mouth.
Miss Childress gave a little gasp when she saw that the janitor was fucking the redheaded student in the mouth.
She grinned.
She had no intention of interrupting them not yet – and she ducked back behind the bookshelves and peered out, enjoying the sight of the cock sucking almost as much as she enjoyed sucking cock, herself. For an instant, she wondered why they had chosen the library to do it, and how long they had been here. Had they, perhaps, witnessed the scene that she had had, earlier, with Mark Hammond? It seemed quite likely.
But Miss Childress didn't think it was anything to worry about because Jennifer and Claude were obviously as sex-oriented as she and the gym teacher – and perhaps it was the sight of that previous action that had inspired this blow job!
She watched Claude's prick go in and out.
She leaked at Jennifer's dripping cunt, too and with equal appreciation, for the redhead had a very tasty-looking cunt.
She cupped her cunt, her hand not moving as if she were holding the juices of love inside her hole – saving them for whatever transpired next. She watched in fascination.
And the interesting scene unfolded before her eager eyes.
Jennifer was giving head with passion now, her face bobbing up and down as she fed the prick to her gullett.
Claude's balls looked as big as watermelons as they prepared to discharge their creamy burden.
Cum was already overflowing her compressed lips for, although he had not yet shot his wad, the initial flow was so heavy that the girl had not been able to swallow all of it. She pulled her mouth up to the tapered tip of his prick.
"Shoot," she pleaded, starving for the stuff. "Shoot in my mouth! Give it to me!"
Then she bobbed down again, filling her mouth with cock.
Claude cried out. She saw his balls contract and felt his stalk expand in her lips, and she knew that his sweet load was on the way. The cum-hungry girl pushed her head down onto his prick, whimpering – and felt his hot jism burst in her throat. He came so hard that her head was almost blown off the end of his cock. His jism hosed her throat, forcing her back up the shaft, her lips clinging to the slippery, sliding meat. But then she clamped her lips tight around his shaft, just behind the knob. He shot a second creamy geyser into her. She pushed down against the delicious flow, burying his cock into her mouth in time to get his third spectacular river of cum.
Jennifer milked him dry.
He continued to fuck her mouth until he was drained, then he stood there, slumping, his legs shaking, while the cock-hungry girl continued to suck greedily on his spent meat, wanting more of the sweet joy juice.
Despite his coming, his cock stayed hard. Jennifer kept her mouth on his prick.
Although she hat wallowed a lot of the thick stuff, there was still plenty of cum in her mouth and his prick seemed to be floating in the stuff. She continued to work gently and lovingly on his meat, nibbling softly, pulling her compressed lips up and down through an inch or so just behind the head of his cock.
She was reluctant to stop mouthing his delectable meat, even though she had already drained it.
It was still swollen grid stiff – maybe he would be able to shoot another wad into her mouth, if she kept working on it.
But her cunt was steaming now, her own lust magnified to tremendous urgency by the cock-sucking she had savored so much.
Should she let him fuck her now?
She slowly drew her lips off the tip of his prick and gazed at it. It was such a lovely hunk of meat – what did it matter that it was attached to a small, scrawny, ugly fellow? She wanted to feel that sweet cock blow a wad of jism up her cunt! She wanted to lose her cherry on that churning cock! If only she didn't have to look at him!
And then the naughty girl had a clever idea! If she were to turn around on her hands and knees and let him pour the prick to her from behind – doggy style, she guessed it was called – she would be able to enjoy the pleasure of a cunt full of wonderful cock without having to look at Claude!
As soon as she thought of it, she made up her mind. She slipped his rubbery cock head back into her lips and gave it another minute's sucking and laving, to make sure that it was as hot and as hard as possible. Then she pulled her mouth off the tip, smiled up at him and lithely turned away, dropping onto her hands and knees.
Her cunt, flooding between her thighs, was easily accessible from the back and she supposed that the janitor would get the idea.
But her cunt was also just under her ass.
And the janitor, being a confirmed buggerer, got the wrong idea.
Miss Childress looked on, fascinated.
Jennifer waited, eager to get her cunt stuffed.
And Claude, with a gasp of pleasure, prepared to stick his huge cock up the girl's asshole!



CHAPTER ELEVEN


Claude was half demented with lust as he got down on his knees behind Jennifer. He was slobbering and his eyes glowed, red-rimmed, the pupils rolling recklessly. What a happy day this was for him!
When Jennifer had assumed that position on all fours in front of him, her taut and shapely ass thrusting up, it was only natural that Claude should think she wanted her ass stuffed full of cock. Since that was a pleasure he thought of day and night, it did not surprise him to find that the red-headed student who gave such great head and swallowed the stuff might have similar desires.
Nor did Claude consider that ass-fucking was a perversion, because of the way he had been introduced to it – fucking his sister up the shit chute to preserve her virginity. Perhaps Jennifer, too, was a virgin – maybe that was why she was offering her asshole now, instead of her cunt. Relatively without experience, Claude thought that proper cunt-fucking always took place in the missionary position, the girl on her back with her legs spread, the man mounted upon her loins. Had he thought of, say, doggy-style fucking, it was likely that he would have considered it deviant behavior. So, to Claude, sticking his prick in an asshole or a mouth was relatively chaste. And how he had enjoyed that blow job! The girl was an oral artist. She was even prettier than his sister and the sight of his fat cock sliding in and out of her mouth had thrilled him almost as much as the physical sensation of that sucking. And her ass was as shapely as an ass could get!
He knelt behind that delightful ass.
His prick, despite having been milked to the bone a minute before, was so taut that it was humming like a tuning fork and the tip was beginning to drip again. But he paused, gazing in rapture at Jennifer's ass, enjoying the anticipation for a moment.
Jennifer wondered why a prick had not been thrust up her cunt, and she looked back over her shoulder, smiling, encouraging the janitor to slap the meat to her.
But when she saw his contorted, lust-crazed face, she turned her own face to the front again. She had forgotten that the object in taking it from behind was to avoid the necessity of looking at the hideous fellow, to be able to pretend that there was a more handsome man on the other end of that big cock. She was not unreasonable and knew that a girl shouldn't expect everything, however, and she was thinking that an ugly man with a huge, cum-filled pecker was better than a handsome man with a small or empty meat rack would be.
Yes, Jennifer was quite prepared and perfectly happy to let the janitor put the prick to her pussy.
Then she got a surprise.
Claude placed his hands on the cheeks of her ass and spread them apart, exposing the tight brown bud of her asshole. He thrust his pelvis out, pushing the tip of his tapering prick into that nether entrance. It was the sort of cock that was designed for wedging into a narrow hole, being painted at the tip, but Jennifer's asshole resisted and his cock nuzzled there without penetrating at first.
Jennifer thought he had made a mistake.
"You're in the wrong hole," she said, tossing her head and attempting to shift her ass higher so that his cock head would slip down into her creamy cunt.
But Claude clung to her and his hands slid around to clamp on her hipbones. He began to pull her ass back to meet him as he pushed his iron-hard prick into her asshole.
Jennifer was confused.
It dawned on her that perhaps he wasn't making a mistake, that maybe he wanted to put it up her ass.
An hour before, that idea would have revolted the virgin. But she had recently watched Miss Childress happily taking an ass full of prick and the librarian had seemed to enjoy it as much as she did a cunt full. The though of getting ass fucked still seemed very naughty to Jennifer – but it was all the more exciting because of that. She even saw certain benefits in allowing Claude to fuck her asshole instead of her cunt.
She would get the pleasure of being stuffed full of cock, and she would still be a virgin.
She could give her cherry to some handsome young man, face to face. And, too, she had sucked the janitor's cock and drank his jism surely it would not be any more wicked to take it up one end than it was the other? It might be the only chance she would ever have to find out what it felt like to get buggered. She didn't suppose that most men preferred ass to cunt and she was far too shy to ever suggest to a fellow that he try it in her bottom.
Jennifer stopped squirming.
But she was trembling now with expectation.
Now she only hoped that it would fit!
Claude pried and wedged.
He levered and corkscrewed.
Jennifer thought that it was not going to work and that be would have to switch to her pussy, but Claude was determined. The first time he had fucked his sister up the ass, it had been a tight fit and he knew that, with a deter mined effort, it would work. After all, a girl would not be fitted with a fuckable hole if that hole could not be filled. He dragged her haunches back by the hips and pushed his cock steadily out and, millimeter by millimeter, his cock head began to slip in.
It hurt a little, but not too much, and Jennifer was willing to suffer a little pain in order to have the pleasure.
Then the pain lessened as her asshole adjusted to the novelty of having a fat cock going up it. It wasn't really pain, then, it was just a warm tingle that added to the thrill, one more aspect of the sensation, another delightful dimension.
She began to help him.
She willed her sphincter muscles to relax.
She pushed her ass bask to meet his prodding prick.
Reaching back between her legs and giving her cunt a squeeze, en route she got a handful of balls and tugged, pulling his cock to her ass. She was happy to feel that handful swell and to know that the janitor's balls were filling up with another lovely load. She was wildly eager to feel that hot jism squirt into her bowels.
His sharply tapered cock-knob slipped in.
Jennifer gave a little gasp. Claude gave a grunt. Her asshole had parted to admit his pointed meat, then compressed in a tight collar around his stalk. He stopped pushing in for a moment, letting her asshole adjust to his cock, bracing his knees as he prepared to renew the anal assault.
He gazed down, looking at his thick prick, the tip buried and the wider shaft standing out between them. Jennifer was looking back, too, staring between her legs at the man's balls. She had lowered her face to the floor and her ass was at the highest point of her kneeling position.
Then he began to work the rest of his prick in.
The narrow, elongated cock-knob forged a passage, blazed a trail, opening her asshole for the thicker stalk that followed. Inch by inch he crammed the huge cock up her ass. Jennifer was panting, her ass churning, encouraging him to continue.
His cock head felt like a lump of white-hot iron sliding deeply into her bowels. His shaft was like a crowbar, levering up the taut crack of her ass.
His progress slowed as the penetration grew deeper and the widest part of his prick was pushing in, spreading, her asshole.
Then he slipped up the final inch and his prick was buried to the root in her asshole.
Jennifer wailed with joy.
His belly was tight against the slope of her up-thrust ass, and his balls were jammed into her crotch and she was full of cock! Claude held it up her all the way, making his cock muscles pulse so that his fat prick was swelling inside her. Jennifer was full and filled with the thrill. How could her asshole accommodate such a bulk. His cock-knob seemed like it was all the way up into her stomach. She wondered vaguely what effect digestive juices would have on living meat? She had an image of Claude drawing his prick out and finding it had been digested.
The big prick stirred. Now it seemed to extend beyond her belly. The girl felt like a pig, on a spit, slowly roasting over the fires of desire. He still hadn't started to hump; he was merely holding his cock all the way up her, buried to the hilt, and making the long prick pulse, the cock-knob flare.
Jennifer writhed wildly on his prick. She wanted him to start stroking, wanted to feel the friction now that she had felt the stuffing.
Claude renewed his grip on her hips and pulled back.
At first, the action failed. The fit was too snug. When he tried to draw his prick out of her on the backstroke, her asshole was dragged back on his meat, as if they had fused into one piece. Her loins were stuck fast on his cock, shifting with it.
But then her asshole loosened another degree.
His fat cock came pulling out of her. He drew back until only the tip remained lodged in her asshole, paused, then slid the whole thick prick back into her bowels.
Jennifer wailed with joy.
She began to meet him with equal energy, her ass dancing wildly, her haunches trembling, her hips rotating as she wound her asshole around on his plunging prick. He humped faster and faster as her asshole lubricated itself, easing the passage. His prick hissed in and out, and her asshole clamped to it, massaging, sucking, pulling on the hot meat. His balls swung in and out, whacking her cunt as they looped in under his thrusting prick. The sound of his lean belly slapping against her arched ass echoed through the library.
He fed the prick to her from all angles. He corkscrewed straight in, then poured a low, under-slung stroke up her, then wedged in from this side and that, battering, plowing, banging, fucking faster all the time as the thrill built up in both of them. He was feeding the phallic fuel to the fiery furnace of her bowels, shoveling it in furiously. He had started to whimper and moan, the sounds of his passion mingling with the steady wailing coming from the ass-stuffed teenager.
Jennifer was driven forward under the force of that steady coupling, crawling ahead on all fours as his mighty prick filled her ass. She was pushing her ass back to meet his strokes, wanting his meat buried to the root with every thrust, but despite that, she was being slowly propelled down the aisle.
Her tits swayed under her like ripe, plump, juicy fruit ready to be plucked from the vine. Her head bobbed up and down.
As Claude's cock pushed in, it tilted her ass up into the air and the girl's head went down so that, looking past her own swinging titties, she was watching him pour the prick to her. Then, as he drew out, her asshole sucked on his retreating cock so that her haunches were dragged down with him and her head rose up, in turn.
And it was as Claude pulled back and Jennifer's head came up that she noticed Miss Childress watching them.
Miss Childress had been peering around the corner of the bookshelves, enjoying the sight, but wishing that she were positioned at the other end of the aisle, so that she could watch the janitor's prick going in and out. Still, it was lovely to see the pretty teenager's face, contorted by passion, as she got ass-fucked and it was mouth watering to see those fat tits swinging under her as she crawled slowly down the aisle.
Miss Childress realized that Jennifer had seen her even before Jennifer realized what she had seen.
It took a moment and two strokes before the sight that her eyes were focusing on registered on her brain.
Claude ground his prick in.
Jennifer's head went down.
He pulled out of her dragging asshole until only his cock head was stuck up her and her head came up and she saw Miss Childress' excited face again and gasped.
My God! The librarian was watching them! She was taking it up the ass under observation!
Basically a shy and timid girl, Jennifer blushed furiously.
But there was nothing she could do about it now. The damage was done, and she could not expect – nor did she want – the janitor to stop fucking until he had emptied his big cock and swollen balls into her hot bowels. And it could have been worse, lots worse. The librarian, after all, was no prude. Jennifer had recently been watching her suck and fuck and bugger, and turn-about was fair play. Nor was the librarian at all scandalized by the fact that her library was being used for ass-fucking – that was evident from the expression on her face.
Jennifer, ashamed of herself despite the justification, tried to keep her head down. Like an ostrich burying its head in the sand, the girl felt that it would be less shameful if she did not return the librarian's gaze.
But it was impossible.
As Claude's mighty cock dragged out on the backstroke, her ass was pulled down and she simply had to lift her head to counterbalance her weight and keep his prick from slipping out.
The next time she looked ahead, Miss Childress had given up her attempt at secrecy. She had also removed her tweed skirt. Jennifer's gaze rose slowly up. She saw a smooth, open arch. That arch was formed by Miss Childress' legs, as she stood naked in the aisle, her fists on her hips, her thighs parted, her belly and crotch thrust out. The librarian had, without realizing it, assumed the same posture that the showgirl had taken on that memorable occasion in the bathroom when she had demanded that Miss Childress suck her cunt.
The librarian's gaze was challenging and welcoming.
Jennifer found herself staring in fascination at that juicy cunt that had been thrust out before her.
Jennifer was no lesbian.
Why, then, did that cunt look so tasty?
But the girl had no time to speculate on that strange fact, at the moment, because the janitor had fallen into the savage strokes that heralded his climax. He was clinging to her haunches, plastered to her ass, mounted on her like a jockey as he fucked his cock into her bowels. He, too, had seen Miss Childress step out in front of them, but at that frenzied moment he could concentrate on nothing but the sweet asshole into which he was about to squirt his cum.
Jennifer squirmed wildly under his strokes, wanting to scream when he did. She wasn't sure if she would, however. Her cunt and clitoris were not receiving any attention. She considered using her hand to bring herself off, timing her climax to coincide with Claude's, but she didn't really went to do that. She could frig herself off anytime. Now she wanted to see if she could manage to come with her cunt empty simply because she felt a hot geyser of jism flood her bowels. If not, she could come later, one way or the other or – well, there was something about the gleam in the librarian's eye that gave the girl the idea that maybe she might get her pussy attended to in a way she hadn't imagined before.
They had crawled almost up to Miss Childress' widespread feet and, as Jennifer's head bobbed up, her face was almost in the woman'scrotch. She could feel the fiery heat of that juicy snatch wafting over her face. If Claude had humped her one step farther, Jennifer might well have found herself with a mouthful of cunt without even intending it. But now the horny janitor was about to blow his wad, and he gripped the girl tightly, holding her ass steady as he poured his last thundering strokes into her ass.
"Gonna come, girl!" he rasped. "Gonna fill your sweet little ass with hot spunk!"
"Ooooh! Do it," cried Jennifer.
Claude howled like a beast in torment and slammed in hard. Jennifer gasped as she felt his thick jism gush into her ass, stream after stream of the stuff. She knew from drinking it how much cum his big balls held, and now she was getting as much up her asshole as she had gotten in her mouth. He fucked in and the stuff poured out. Jennifer was awash with it. If cum were lighter than air, she would have floated, ass-first, right up to the ceiling.
Her head continued to bob up and down. Her face was still right in front of Miss Childress' creamy cunt.
Claude fucked his cock into her again and again, until at last his balls had been drained. Then he slumped over her, clinging to her flooded ass like a shipwrecked sailor to flotsam.
Jennifer was so hot that she couldn't tell if she had come or not. She might have. A great thrill had rushed through her when she felt his cum fill her bowels. And yet, if she had had an orgasm, it had not been very effective because she was as hot as ever.
She raised her eyes up to the librarian's smiling face.
Miss Childress looked down, seeing the red head's pretty face hovering there, right in front of her crotch.
Jennifer, still slightly embarrassed, said, "I hope you don't think I do this sort of thing very often, Miss Childress."
"I enjoyed watching it," said the librarian. "You don't have to feel embarrassed, with me."
"I – I never did it before, really," Jennifer said, feeling that she simply had to explain why she had let the ugly janitor fuck her up the ass. If the librarian had caught her doing it with someone else – someone young and handsome Jennifer would not have bothered to account for her behavior, but she was sort of ashamed of getting buggered by Claude.
Miss Childress tilted an eyebrow. "Never did what, dear? Bugger or suck cock?"
"Oh! You were watching that, too, huh?"
"You were making so much noise as you mouthed his prick that I couldn't help but notice. You seemed to enjoy it, too." Miss Childress licked her lips, as if vicariously enjoying the taste of Claude's cum. "A nice hot drink on a stick," she sighed. "Yummy."
Jennifer wondered if the librarian were mocking her.
Defensively, she said, "Well, you blew the gym teacher!"
Now the librarian raised both eyebrows, surprised – but only slightly, and not at all disturbed. "So, you were spying on me, too, huh?"
"I – I didn't mean to. I'd only come here to frig myself off in peace, really, but then you came in and I looked through a gap in the bookshelf and saw – well…"
Miss Childress suddenly laughed.
"But that's what libraries are for, dear," she said.
Jennifer looked puzzled.
"Looking through books!" said the librarian.



CHAPTER TWELVE


Claude Plunkett was hauling his prick out of Jennifer's asshole. Her ass seemed reluctant to be vacated, clinging and dragging on the retracting meat. But at last he had pulled it out.
He sat back on his heels, gazing down at his prick. Both girls, too, looked speculatively at it. His first orgasm, the one he'd poured into the redhead's hungry mouth, had not diminished his cock at all, nor had it softened it. But this second creamy climax, up her ass, had reduced his potency somewhat. His cock was no longer jutting up in front of his belly, but neither was it drooping. It was standing straight out, like a hose or a spray gun ready to white wash the walls.
Miss Childress, who was an expert in such matters, knew that Claude's cock would be ready to fuck in a short time. It could easily be handled or sucked into a new hard-on.
The thought was tempting.
But Miss Childress had just finished getting plenty of prick from Mark Hammond and so, although she loved cock most of all, that lewd librarian had another idea, at the moment.
Jennifer, not as knowledgeable as Miss Childress, was frowning as she wondered how long it would be before the janitor's cock was ready for some more employment. The girl was determined to get fucked! She had had a mouthful and an assful and it seemed high time that she found out what a cuntful felt like.
Miss Childress seemed to read her mind.
"You poor girl," she said. "You've sucked him off and let him have you up the ass and your poor pussy has been neglected."
"I – I don't make a point of blowing janitors or getting buggered and I've never been screwed," Jennifer admitted.
The librarian made a small tremulous sound as she heard that Jennifer's cunt was cherry. She had never sucked a virgin pussy and that thought excited her. She had eaten out plenty of pussy, but they had all been well steeped in cum, and Miss Childress was looking forward to a snack of Jennifer's cherry pie.
Jennifer was gazing up at Miss Childress, wondering what was running through her mind and hoping that she had guessed right. Their eyes locked and passion sparked along the visual path. Miss Childress placed her hand alongside the girl's cheek and gently drew her head forward, until her face rested on the librarian's belly.
Jennifer's chin was snuggling in the librarian's wiry, curly wedge of pubic hair. Miss Childress stroked her head.
Jennifer whimpered. She was amazed by her own desires – by what she longed to do. She blew her warm breath out between the older woman's legs. Miss Childress trembled and purred. Jennifer pursed her lips and kissed the librarian on the rising mound of her groin, her lips brushing in the thick hair, not quite low enough to touch her cunt. She blew her hot breath into that juicy crevice again. The woman's clit erected.
Jennifer wanted, without any doubt at all, to suck that hot pussy and stiff clit and to make Miss Childress cream.
But she was still shy and timid – she was waiting for the librarian to tell her or ask her to do it.
Miss Childress understood Jennifer's hesitation.
She certainly looked forward to having the teenager eat her cunt out, but being older and more experienced, she was thinking it might be a more comfortable a situation if she were to do a bit of cunt sucking first, to sort of break the ice by demonstration. The idea was exciting, for Miss Childress was as hot at tongue and lips as she was at pussy, at the moment.
She stepped back.
Jennifer looked up, confused and puzzled.
But Miss Childress knelt down now, too, and they were face to face and belly to belly. The librarian tilted her head and her lips parted. They kissed, lightly at first and then passionately, grinding their parted lips together. They began to swap tongues. Jennifer sucked on the librarian's hot, wet tongue as it slipped into her mouth and then pushed her own tongue out, in turn, to be sucked upon. As they kissed, mouths locked together, their tits rubbed against each othes and their hot bellies were grinding together.
Claude gazed at this, puzzled.
He scratched his head.
How come two women were kissing like that? He knew damned well that both of them loved prick, so they couldn't be lesbians. It was sure strange, he thought. Then he got the idea.
It was the same as sucking cock and taking it up the ass, a clever way to have some fun with out losing purity and chastity!
And it was an inspirational sight, too. His cock, which had been sticking straight out, parallel with the floor, began to angle up into a fucking position once more, the tapered cock-knob expanding as it elevated and the thick vein starting to pulsate up the underside of the stalk. In moments, Claude was all ready to slip his cock into out of those six available holes. But he was so interested in watching the girls that he waited, head cocked and cock raised, content to observe before he plunged in. He didn't for a moment believe that he who hesitates is lost – on the contrary, Claude Plunkett figured that a man should look before he leaped.
Miss Childress drew her mouth off Jennifer's, leaving the girl panting, lips still parted. The librarian lowered her head and began to suck on the girl's titties, alternating between them. She slurped the nipples into her lips and she ran her tongue up the girl's smooth cleavage, curling, circling, rising to the stiff nipples again.
She intended to move on from there, going lower, licking and kissing her way down the girl's sleek belly and into the creamy cunt. But as she started down, Jennifer drew her back up. Jennifer was willing to let the older woman take the initiative and lead the way, but like Miss Childress, Jennifer was hot at both ends. She wanted to follow the process step by step.
She bobbed down and sucked on the librarian's tits.
Oooh, it was so nice – if a nipple could come, tit-sucking would be as wonderful as cock sucking, she thought, with an electrifying vision of those stiff tit tips shooting hot cum into her mouth.
Jennifer would have loved to suck those lovely tits for a long time, but her lips and tongue were too effective. Miss Childress began to moan. She pushed Jennifer away and then down onto her back. She crouched over her, drooling like a ravenous wolf over a carcass. Then she lowered her hungry face and buried it between the girl's widespread thighs.
Jennifer cried out in ecstasy as, for the very first time, she discovered the joy of having her clit and cunt tongued. Miss Childress' open lips were plastered to her pussy like a suction cup.
Jennifer's cunt melted instantly.
She shuddered and panted through the thrill. It ebbed and then built back up again. The girl knew that she was going to come time and again on that nimble tongue.
But she wanted the other end of it, too.
"Turn around!" she pleaded. "Oh, please turn around so that I can suck you, too!"
Miss Childress knew a good thing when it was presented to her. She twisted lithely around without removing her mouth from Jennifer's delicious cunt. Her legs and haunches rotated around, and she turned into the sixty-nining position. Jennifer had begun to tongue even before the librarian's cunt had lowered, and when she got her first slurp on that foaming pussy, Jennifer went wild with the pure bliss of cunt-sucking.
She cupped her hands on Miss Childress' flanks and tilted her up as if her cunt were a chalice from which she was drinking and from that hairy pussy the sweet nectar flowed. Jennifer tongued and sucked and swallowed the joy juice while her own hot fluids were pouring out into the librarian's greedy mouth in a frothy river.
Both women were having multiple orgasms. Each time they creamed, they started a new build-up towards another climax, the waves cascading and crashing. They ground together, belly to tit, heads buried, lips glued to cunt lips and tongues churning up creamy cunts and lapping out the love juice.
They rolled over and Jennifer came up on top without breaking off the mouth-cunt contacts.
This was a rare sight for Claude, but it had inspired him so much that he could wait no longer. He crawled in behind Jennifer's grinding ass and started to fit his prick into her asshole again.
But Miss Childress saw that cock approach, I above her face. She reached up and grasped it by the hilt. For a terrible moment, Claude thought that he was to be deprived – that the librarian was a possessive sort who wanted the sweet virgin all to herself.
But Miss Childress had other, better, ideas. Drawing Claude's prick down, she fitted the sharp tip into Jennifer's flooded pussy. Jennifer gurgled with delight as she felt the initial contact and realized that she was finally going to get fucked properly and sucked at the same time!
Claude hesitated for a moment.
Then he fed his whole prick into that virgin cunt hole.
He grinned in delightfor the first time in his life, Claude had found a cunt as tight as an asshole! He realized instantly that fucking such a sweet pussy was all that a man, even a confirmed asshole man, could ever yearn for.
Jennifer was transported to seventh heaven. She had her cunt full of prick and a tongue and lips loving her clit and, at the same time, she had a sweet, juicy pussy to eat out with relish. But it was not one-sided, for she was giving as good as she was getting.
Claude was in rapture, for not only was he fucking up a tight hole, he was getting his cock and balls tongued as they went in and out, and Miss Childress was enjoying being sucked while she was able to give head to a cunt and a cock.
The girls reached the final peak.
Claude timed it right – and all three of them creamed at the same wonderful moment, cum and cunt juice and saliva flooding the intricate carnal construction of their coupling. That mutual orgasm drained them so much that all three had to rest for a while before they did it again.
It seemed like a long while.
But it was only three minutes.
And when the gym teacher joined them, after his last class, both girls were pleased to see him.
It had been a memorable day for Jennifer. She had discovered the joy of sex, in all the varieties, on the same wonderful day.
And she had discovered another thing, as well.
Looking through books was very instructive…
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