
        
            [image: cover]
        

    


The Librarian & The
Gloryhole

Minnie Zevon

 


Published by Minnie Zevon at
Smashwords

 


Copyright 2012 Minnie Zevon

 


Discover other titles by Minnie Zevon at
Smashwords.com.

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


*****

 


Sarah Harker eyed the dingy, shadowy
storefront from across the street, over the edge of a free real
estate guide. She felt out of place here, especially in her smart
wool blazer, matching pencil skirt, and low heeled work outfit. But
the Grayson County Library just didn’t have the kind of information
she was looking for.

The neon sign flashed in lurid pink and
yellow: FRISKY’S. Underneath the sign, a placard read ‘Open 24/7’.
Curtains covered the windows. The painted silhouette of a naked
woman was the only thing advertising the store’s content.

“You should go home,” Sarah whispered to
herself. Her nipples felt pebble-hard. She squirmed as her sensible
white cotton panties rode up against her most sensitive spots. She
wasn’t the sort of person who’d patronize such an establishment, oh
no; Sarah spent her days gliding through the whisper-quiet stacks
at the library, volunteered weekends at the Habitat House, and
sometimes attended both the Sunday services and Wednesday night
bible studies. She knew all about temptation, and about not going
into it. She and her husband, Martin, had made pledges and
installed filtering software at home to avoid just such a thing
happening. The close monitoring of searches by the library brass
meant that research there was strictly chaste. And since she’d gone
straight from home school to a religious college to the library and
life with Martin, Sarah had never exactly learned so much about…
sex.

But the thing was... she was pretty sure she
was supposed to be having it. She and Martin, in their three years
of marriage, had had ‘encounters’ in the beginning. But they’d been
quick and furtive, lights off, clothes on and opened just enough to
allow only the most necessary contact. She’d been content to let
Martin lead then. But he hadn’t ‘led’ in months, despite her hints
and suggestions, and too often Sarah had awakened from dark, stormy
dreams with her hand buried between her sticky, sinful thighs. She
knew there had to be more.

Maybe, she’d thought, she just needed to know
what to do. How to be more attractive... in a certain way. How
to... do more things. But she couldn’t risk the embarrassment of
leaving a trace. She was a role model in the community, and any
untoward behavior could result in dire consequences. Martin’s
weekend business trip had given her the perfect opportunity. She’d
brought cash and driven half an hour to the small, seedy store
listed in the yellow pages.

Now that she was here, however... Sarah
gulped. The FRISKY’S sign buzzed with electricity.

Down the dark and quiet street, she heard
laughter and conversation. In the streetlights, she watched a group
of people round the corner and head towards her.

Now or never, Sarah thought. With the real
estate ad in one hand and her other on her purse, her heels clicked
quickly over the asphalt, up the sidewalk, the steps, and into
Frisky’s.

Inside the store, it smelled smoky and
exotic. Incense, she guessed, after dodging a shoulder-high rack of
the stuff. Sarah saw the word ‘erotic’ on one of the boxes and
stopped to look at them. Each box advertised a different scent,
things like 'Purple Passion' or 'White Tiger', and was painted with
a nude man and woman embracing. Oh, no, not embracing, they
were…

Hurriedly, Sarah set the incense down and
backed away from the rack.

“Ma’am?”

Sarah jumped.

Behind the nearby counter, a clerk smiled at
her. He was younger by a few years, clean-shaven all the way to his
bald head. A tight white t-shirt set off his smooth caramel skin.
“It’s adults only. I’ll need to check your ID.”

“My... my ID?” she gasped. He’d know her
name. Someone would find out she’d been there. It was too risky.
“I, ah, I don’t have it.”

The man raised an eyebrow. He crooked his
finger at her, beckoning her closer.

Sarah took a single step toward him.

He leaned in and whispered. “Look, if you’re
not 21, I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”

She blinked. “Of course I’m over 21. I’m old
enough to be your...” She considered this. “Older sister. But I’d
rather not give out my personal information to just anyone who
asks.”

The clerk looked amused. He folded his arms
and leaned over the glass counter. “You let the cashier see your
license when you buy beer, don’t you?”

“I don’t drink,” Sarah shot back. The objects
inside the glass counter captured her attention. They were crafted
of glass and steel and plastic, each long and pointed at one end.
Strange, she thought. And then she thought about how she or Martin
might use such things. Her eyes widened.

The clerk smirked. “Tell you what. How about
you cover up your name and your address, and just show me the year
you were born, huh?”

Sarah’s suit felt hot and too tight. It
seemed reasonable. “Okay.” She took out her license, covered up as
much as she could with her fingers, and held it out for the man to
see. “There.”

The clerk nodded. “Good. I’m Lee. Can I help
you find anything?”

She froze. “Um.”

“Let me give you the tour. Vibrators, plugs,
other toys over there. Movies are that way. Lingerie, bachelorette
party supplies, massage oils and lubes...” The muscles bulged under
his t-shirt as he pointed out sections of the store.

Sarah swallowed. She couldn’t think, not with
this strange man watching her. “Books,” she blurted. Books were
safe, comfortable. She understood books.

“Back there, next to the booths. We don’t
carry all that many, but if you’re interested in a particular
subject or title, let me know and I can look it up for you,” Lee
said.

“Ah, no, thank you. I’m just... exploring,”
Sarah said as she turned toward the inner recesses of the
store.

“Have fun,” Lee called.

Sarah blushed, but she forgot her shame after
a moment. She’d done it! Her pulse quickened as she steered clear
of the few customers that populated the store. She passed odd
packaged implements - bondage gear. One picture made her pause. A
woman knelt at her man’s feet, a bright purple gag in her mouth.
She wore heavy mascara and a tight, barely-there top. Despite the
humiliating position, she looked happy. Then Sarah noticed the man
holding a thick, heavy-looking paddle.

“Maybe not,” she told the store, and hurried
on. She paused at the racks of brightly-colored vibrators. They
hung from floor to ceiling, and in every shape imaginable. One
looked like a leaf; another, like a rubber duckie. Those were
almost fun-looking, Sarah thought. She turned and her throat ran
dry as she faced a row of huge, realistic vibrating dildos.

This was no place for lady. Sarah rushed by.
She paused at the mouth of the aisles of videos. Naked, writhing
bodies, some alone, some mid-act, some covered in various
substances - they screamed out at her from shocking covers.

Sarah fled to the safety of two small racks
of books. She breathed a sigh of relief; these had to be what she
was looking for. Some had titles and covers as garish as the
movies, but some featured the words ‘guide’ and ‘learn’ and ‘how
to’. Sarah collected a few of the most promising and leafed through
the first.

The beautiful couple she found inside stood
together, then embraced, and before Sarah knew it they’d lost their
clothes and engaged in a number of acts which, in her social
circles, she’d be forced to call ‘disgusting’. She read highlights
and shifted from one foot to the other as the couple demonstrated
oral sex. Sarah imagined herself and Martin - and then somehow
Martin became the tall, muscular man from the book. She imagined
lying back on her bed and slowly opening her legs. The muscular man
would kneel down in front of her. He’d touch her knees as she slid
up her skirt and showed him her panties. She’d feel his hot breath
on her crotch. Then he’d slip her panties down her thighs and
spread open her sex - her pussy, she thought, borrowing again from
the book - and his warm tongue would lick her up and down, swirling
on her clit until she would squeal with pleasure.

She paged ahead in the book, where the
muscular man revealed his fully erect cock and the woman
demonstrated beginner and advanced ‘oral techniques’. Sarah read
on, rapt, as the woman swirled her tongue on the head of the man’s
cock. As she read, she imagined herself kneeling next to the woman,
imagined what it would taste like to lick the head of that strong,
proud cock - to suck his balls!

Sarah squirmed. She felt hot. The store’s
warmth made her suit uncomfortable. But as she unbuttoned her
blazer, she noticed how her hard nipples stood out starkly against
her silky blouse. She couldn’t take it off. Even her pantyhose felt
too warm, too stifling. But the lure of the book was too great. She
couldn’t stop now. Not only was she learning so much about sex, but
she’d learned so many dirty words! She devoured page after page,
each new position and variation fueling the hunger growing inside
her. As she read, she absently squeezed her thighs together. The
friction felt so wicked and delicious. She clenched her buttocks in
a rhythm, marveling as the material teased her clit. She turned the
page and gasped as the muscular man fucked the woman from behind.
She leaned over the arm of a couch and bit a pillow as he angled
his shaft for maximum penetration. Sarah imagined his hot cock
fucking into her wet pussy, the big love muscle plowing into her
while she held on -

A bell rang.

Sarah looked up, startled. She’d forgotten
herself. The smoky, earthy scent and fluorescent lighting of the
store flooded back. She was aware of the dampness in her panties
and how fast her pulse raced. She needed to buy these books - all
of them, she decided - and go. She already had a hiding place
picked out at home.

A familiar voice spoke at the front of the
store.

Sarah’s eyes were like saucers as she turned
and caught a glimpse of Minister Daniels. The tall,
salt-and-pepper-haired man preached at the local Baptist church and
volunteered with her and Martin. He must’ve been there doing
mission work, she thought, and now he was going to catch her and
let it get back to her congregation that she was some horrible,
depraved woman. “Oh, God, no,” she gasped.

A sign caught Sarah’s eye: Private Video
Booths, 25 cents. A row of three doors stood next to it, each with
a little sign reading ‘Open’ above a handle.

Sarah abandoned her stack of books and dove
into the first booth. She found the lock on the door behind her and
slammed it shut. She breathed a sigh of relief and sat down on a
low, dark bench. She’d wait here until he’d left, then she’d sneak
out. No one would ever know she’d been here.

Before her, there was a dark screen and a
slot for coins.

Sarah always had some change on her. She knew
she had at least a dollar in quarters in her purse; she kept it for
an emergency soda or snack from the machine at work. She also knew
that whatever was on the other side of that screen, she probably
wouldn’t like.

Unless.

Unless there were people like in the book on
the other side. A beautiful couple. Possibly married in real life,
and acting in their spare time. What could be wrong with that?

Sarah sat on the bench and crossed her
ankles. For long moments, she sat with herself and let the good,
righteous voices in her head try and convince her to keep
still.

Then she counted $2.75 in quarters. She
tucked the rest away and fed one into the slot.

The screen in front of her rose like a
miniature curtain. Speakers cut on.

Sarah sat very still as a woman in sunglasses
and a red bikini sunned herself poolside. She grabbed a bottle of
suntan lotion from the side of her lounge chair, squirted some on
her hands, and then began to spread it over her sun-kissed skin.
Finally she tugged down on her top, revealing pert breasts. The
woman pinched her nipples and moaned.

Sarah thought it might be okay to take off
her blazer in the privacy of the booth. She slid it off. Her poor
nipples ached in sympathy as the girl onscreen pinched and twisted
her own. Sarah’s fingers found her buds and rubbed lightly. A bolt
of pleasure shot from her nipples to her crotch, making her sex
throb.

She made herself put her hands back on her
knees and take slow, deep breaths. Sarah was just going to stay in
the booth for a few minutes, just until she was alone. Then she’d
go.

The sunbathing woman moaned. She’d slipped
off her bottoms and had buried three fingers deep in her slit. Her
sunglasses fell off as she bucked and rode them, groaning all the
while about how good it felt.

Sarah stared. Sometimes she’d rub up against
her fingers. Sometimes she’d wake to slick knuckles. And once in a
while, she’d even delve between her tender folds and rub a secret,
sensitive spot that made her shiver. But she’d never tried that.
She hadn’t known that was possible. (Maybe you had to be a
professional...?)

The black screen slid shut. She fed the slot
another quarter.

A man arrived. He was big and broad, as
tanned as the girl and with a bleached white grin that let her know
he was happy to be there. He watched as the girl rode her fingers,
unaware of his presence. Finally he perched on the lounger, removed
her hand, and replaced her fingers with his own.

It seemed a little presumptuous to Sarah, but
both of them seemed to be enjoying themselves. The booth felt
stifling, her pantyhose binding. Well, she thought, since the door
was locked, what harm was there in taking them off? She slipped off
her heels, and, glancing around for some kind of hidden camera or
other surprise, inched up her skirt and yanked down her hose. She
rolled them off and into a small ball which she stuffed into her
purse. Sarah sighed in relief. That was better. And that’s when she
saw it.

The Hole.

It was a round, black hole a few inches in
diameter. As she sat on the bench, it was just below shoulder
level.

Oh, no! Sarah thought. What if - what if
there were a camera on the other side? What if someone had been
spying on her? Cautiously, she leaned down and put her eye to the
hole. She saw nothing but blackness on the other side.

She leaned away. Maybe it was just for
ventilation? The small booth was a little stifling.

Sarah cleared her throat and slipped her
heels back on. No sense getting comfortable. In a few seconds, when
the movie had cut off, she would peek out of the door and see if
the coast was clear.

The couple on screen kissed passionately.
Then the tanned man lined up his big, thick cock with the woman’s
pussy and slowly, deliberately penetrated her. She moaned in
response and caressed his chest as he fucked her.

Sarah watched, spellbound, as the
enthusiastic woman moaned and squealed. Her breasts bounced as she
held on for forceful, savage thrusts.

When the screen closed, Sarah put in another
quarter. The woman onscreen bounced on the man’s cock, repeatedly
impaling herself as she rubbed her clit. Sarah reached for the hem
of her skirt. She drew it up an inch at a time, feeling a
sympathetic throb in her own pussy each time the woman sat down
fully on that magnificent cock. She slipped her hand into the
crotch of her panties and pressed down.

“Yes,” she hissed. It wasn’t just hot in the
booth; her panties were damp with her own juices. She felt for that
secret spot. Her head hit the back of the booth as she found her
sensitive little nub. Slowly, she began rubbing it in circles, like
the sexy woman in the movie. She tried to imagine herself riding
that giant pole, taking it all deep inside her. Sarah stifled a
groan. Her free hand groped at her tits. She wanted them loose,
free to bounce like the girl in the movie, so she yanked open her
top and tugged down the cups of her lacy white bra. She squeezed
them; her nipples stood up as hard as pebbles. It felt good, but it
wasn’t enough. Sarah felt a tension building inside her. Her pussy
clenched down, suddenly. Sarah felt the need to be filled, to be
fucked. She slid her free hand down to her slit and experimentally
slid a digit inside.

God, that felt good! She hardly went a thrust
before adding a second finger. She humped up into her hand as she
rubbed her clit. The woman onscreen moaned and Sarah echoed her,
“Fuck me, fuck my horny cunt.”

“Yeah, baby.”

Sarah froze. For a moment, she thought she
was hearing the movie.

“Yeah, stick those fingers in that fuckhole.
Get ‘em all wet and juicy,” the voice said.

Sarah swallowed. She’d been caught. Caught
watching dirty movies in the back of a disgusting adult store by
some pervert in a booth. Caught fucking her own fingers like some
sort of ...slut.

“What are you waiting for? You gonna make
that hungry little cunt of yours come? I bet you’re just a nasty,
filthy whore, aren’t you?”

It was filthy. She was filthy. “Filthy,” she
cried out, and began fucking herself on her fingers while she
rubbed her clit.

 

“Yeah,” the voice urged her on. “You like
that? You look so slutty like that, your tits hanging out, your
fingers stuffed in your gash. You want more? You want another
one?”

Sarah found herself nodding. “Yes,
please.”

“Then shove another finger in that slutty
hole.”

She squeezed in another finger. All three
together were almost too big; she groaned with pleasure as she got
it in. “Oh, yeah.”

“That feel good, baby?”

“Yeah,” she panted.

“I bet it does. I bet you can’t wait to shove
my cock up there, too.”

Sarah’s eyes widened. Her thrusting stilled
as she glimpsed a fat, firm cock slip through the hole on the side
of the booth.

So not for ventilation after all, she
thought.

The man’s erection looked big and swollen,
with a pair of huge, pendulous balls hanging down just beyond the
other side of the hole. Its head stood out proudly from the thick,
veiny shaft. A pearly drop of pre-come dotted the hole at its
tip.

Before she understood what she was doing,
she’d leaned forward to get a better look. He was huge! Maybe even
bigger than the man in the book.

"Wow," Sarah breathed, examining the erection
before her. And then it seemed natural to open her mouth, and let
her tongue touch just the tip of the stranger’s cock. The droplet
tasted a little salty, a little tangy, but not bad.

The stranger groaned.

She’d made him do that, Sarah realized.
Because she'd touched him. She'd touched another man's cock! With
her tongue! This was not okay, not okay at all. Even if it was
very, very big and hard. And, she reasoned, if she really wanted to
learn something, she'd have to handle one eventually. This way, she
could get all the awkwardness out of the way and bring some
bona-fide skills to the bedroom.

Also, she was really curious about the way it
would feel to have the whole thing in her mouth.

She slid her fingers back into her pussy and
kissed the head of his dick. It jerked and smacked her softly on
the nose.

Sarah startled, then giggled. Those things
practically had minds of their own.

The screen slid shut on the movie, plunging
Sarah’s booth into darkness. In the silence, she could hear the
man’s labored breathing. She recalled the way the woman on the
movie had done it, and experimentally wrapped her lips around the
head of the stranger’s cock. It jerked again in her mouth, and
Sarah felt a wicked surge of power as she slurped the tip of his
dick. She considered stopping to ask the stranger if she was doing
it right, but judging by the way his hips began to piston forward,
he didn’t have a problem.

Who was he, she wondered briefly, but then
her fingers circled her clit again and again as she leaned down and
sucked that hot, hard flesh and her mind focused on one thing: she
was sucking a cock. Sarah began to feel that desperate, hungry
tension surge once again.

The stranger’s prick suddenly withdrew,
popping from her lips. Sarah made a bereft sound and moved her
mouth to the hole, chasing him.

“That was a nice warm-up, but I want some of
that pussy, slut.”

Sarah paused. She’d just sucked a cock, her
first ever... and it hadn’t been Martin’s. It belonged to some
disgusting stranger. It was bad, but to actually let a stranger
fuck her pussy? A stranger with a big, fat come-spewing prick
fucking her dirty, slutty little pussy... The thought made her
dizzy. “How?” Sarah whispered through the hole like a
confessional.

“Just back that hot ass right on up.”

Sarah discovered that if she straddled the
bench and bent forward, she could almost line her pussy right up
with the hole.

“Get rid of those panties, fuck slut, and get
naked. Quick, now.”

Sarah shimmied out of her skirt and panties;
the blouse and bra followed them onto the floor. She bent over once
again, this time dressed in only her heels. Goosebumps broke out on
her naked skin. She imagined the booth’s walls falling down,
exposing her naked body to the shoppers, the clerk, the Minister.
She pictured Martin being there, her husband gasping in horror as
he saw how filthy she was. “Filthy,” she gasped.

“Aww, yeah, back it up, just a little
more...”

Suddenly, she felt a warm, blunt head at her
pussy.

Wait, thought Sarah. What if…?

The invading cock slammed home.

Sarah grabbed the bench and cried out. Oh,
God, he was so big! The stranger’s hot cock pumped her full - and
she could still feel more of him coming. He spread her open with
his thick shaft, penetrating her deep on the very first slide. Her
unaccustomed pussy couldn’t handle his whole length. She slid
forward an inch. The uncomfortable fullness eased, leaving behind
only the new sensation of being well and truly fucked.

Martin must’ve been on the small side, she
thought, and then the stranger pulled back and pumped forward.
Sarah squealed as the prick sank fully inside her. His size and
strength were overwhelming. "Wait a second," she said, but the
stranger began pumping his cock back and forth relentlessly. She
held onto the bench hard and gasped and just listened to the wet
sounds of him fucking her. That tension in her pussy ratcheted
higher and higher with every thrust until she couldn’t take it
anymore - she screwed her eyes shut let go of the bench long enough
to furiously rub her clit - and then she cried out with a groan as
her pussy contracted and spasmed around the thick, driving pole.
She shook and shivered. Tears formed at the corners of her eyes as
she came hard on his cock.

Sarah finally groaned and collapsed forward.
She let her head rest on her folded arms as the stranger’s cock
continued its onslaught. Aftershocks of her orgasm spread through
her body. “Filthy,” she purred. Her tits bounced just like the
woman’s in the movie. She felt dirty and disgusting and so, so fond
of the man’s cock filling her. She didn't think she'd ever come
like that before. Her pussy fluttered around the man's thrusting
shaft. Sarah squealed - she wondered if she had it in her to go
again?

Just then, the fat cock slid out of her
pussy.

Sarah raised her head. “Aw, that was it?” She
just gotten used to the delightful fullness. With a start realized
she wanted to fuck it again, right now, in every position possible.
She wanted to ride the stranger on top, and feel him crush her
against a mattress.

Or maybe she only thought she did. After all,
she didn’t know anything about the man on the other side of the
booth. What if he were some nasty pervert in a trench coat, the
kind who’d expose himself to passersby? What if he were some dirty
old man? She could be fucking anyone, absolutely anyone. What if
she were fucking Minister Daniels?

An unexpected shiver of excitement rocked
through her body. What if Martin himself had taken a detour on his
business trip and ended up in a place like this? What if he were
fucking some other slut in a back room somewhere? What if he were
whispering dirty things to her through a dark hole?

“Let’s see how you take it in the ass,” the
stranger said.

“That’s disgusting,” Sarah said. He wanted to
fit that big blunt thing up her ass? As she considered the
ramifications, she felt a finger slide into her sopping pussy.
“Ohhh,” she moaned as the fingers withdrew. They slid upward and
spread her juices on her anal pucker. Slick fingertips massaged the
sensitive ring of flesh. Sarah shook her head. Her pussy was one
thing. Her ass? Wouldn't that hurt?

Except the fingers actually felt... not bad.
But it was her ass! “This is filthy,” she told the stranger. But he
didn’t answer, preferring instead to push a wet finger into her
asshole. “Nngh,” she grunted. She felt it intimately as her channel
clamped down on the man's finger.

The stranger chuckled. "Deep breaths."

Sarah tried the suggestion. After two, she
relaxed somewhat. The man’s hot finger squirmed inside her tender
butthole, twisting and massaging every inch. Just when she thought
he was finished, he re-drenched his fingers in pussy juice and this
time probed her with two.

Sarah couldn’t stop making noises. Groans and
grunts just slipped out. She was being too loud. Someone would hear
and come knocking. She fumbled for her purse and her collection of
quarters. She fed one into the slot and relaxed a bit as another
scene played, filling the booth with sex noises. The man's fingers
slid in up to their knuckles. She held the bench in a grip as tight
as her ass felt. No, no way could she handle that big cock sliding
into her ass.

Oh, you’re so big! the girl on screen
shouted.

“Filthy,” Sarah said. Her pussy twinged in
response as the fingers withdrew and something big nudged at her
tiny rosebud. No, she couldn't. She wouldn't open for him. An
immense pressure built at her tight asshole. She became alarmed,
and then the stranger’s cock slid through her outer ring and
inside.

“Oh, shit,” she cried. “It’s so big. It’s too
big.” She shook her head as if to tell the booth: nope, this isn’t
working. But the stranger’s dick plowed further inside her,
stretching her ass to its limit. She reached up between her legs to
try and slow its penetration, but the unstoppable prick kept
coming.

Sarah propped one of her knees on the bench
to try and get a better angle. It felt like she had much better
control in this position. She slid forward, until just the tip of
the stranger’s cock remained in her ass.

“Don’t tease me, you slutty little anal
whore,” the man hissed.

“Sir, you have a filthy fucking mouth,” Sarah
fired back, and squealed as she rocked back slowly onto the man’s
cock, taking him deeper inside her than before. To her surprise,
the booth prevented her from going further - her tight ass had
swallowed his entire cock! Her fingers found her clit, still tingly
from her orgasm, and as she fucked her ass back on the stranger’s
dick, she diddled herself. It felt wonderful, rapturous -
disgusting.

The stranger grunted and drove his cock into
her with harder, faster strokes. “Ugh, yeah, baby, I’m gonna dump a
load right here inside your pretty little asshole.” He pumped again
and again.

Sarah imagined dripping with the stranger’s
spunk. As she rubbed her clit hard she looked up and watched two
topless girls on the screen get their tits and faces splashed with
come. They licked it from each others' chins. Nasty, Sarah thought.
So fucking nasty! Drinking come and getting her ass fucked… “I’m so
fucking nasty!” Sarah howled as her orgasm ignited; her unfilled
pussy spasmed. Even her asshole clenched around the stranger’s
plowing cock.

The stranger groaned, “Yeah, take it!” and
his smooth thrusts became hard jerks.

He was coming in her ass, Sarah realized. “So
fucking nasty,” she purred, and kept rubbing her clit until the
man’s cock finally slipped from her hole.

Sarah laid down on the bench as she caught
her breath. Sweat beaded on her forehead. Her abused pucker
quivered from the recent use. Her pussy felt a little sore.

God, it was good.

“Same time next week?” the stranger asked
through the hole.

You wish, Sarah thought, but she didn’t have
the energy to respond. She heard the man zip up and exit his booth.
In a few moments, the black screen slid over the movie.

Sarah felt the come drip out of her asshole.
She pushed and a few more drops followed it. “Gross,” she whispered
to the booth, and smiled.

She found a tissue in her purse and wiped up.
As best she could, Sarah put on her clothes: bra, wrinkled skirt
and blouse, blazer over them. Her panties were soaked; she wadded
them up and slipped them in her purse with her hose. She tried
blotting at the sweat. Her makeup, already fading after work,
probably looked like a wreck.

No one lurked outside. No sign of Minister
Daniels. A lone customer browsed racks of anal toys. Sarah didn’t
glance at him. She tried to hurry by, but her legs felt like jelly.
As she walked, she felt another drop of come drip down her bare
thigh.

“Ma’am?”

Sarah froze. She didn’t quite look the clerk
in the eye.

“Did you find what you were working for?”

“Ah. Yes, thank you.”

“Can I ring something up for you, then?”

“No. I mean, I’ll be back for it later. Thank
you,” Sarah said.

“Thank you,” the clerk said.

Sarah risked a glance at him.

The clerk, Lee, looked... a little ruffled.
He grinned at her.

Could it be...? He was the…? But maybe he'd
just heard. There was no way to tell. “Goodbye,” Sarah said.

“Come back soon,” he called after her. “We’re
always open.”

Sarah strode out of the store on shaky legs.
As she walked to her car, she made herself a mental note:

Next time, bring spare panties.
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