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Teasing in the Library
Violet Palmer had the attention of every straight boy at her school and some of the gay ones too. There was a sensual smokiness to her blue eyes and long lashes and her full lips could stiffen a cock with the slightest smile. 
She had the ample breasts, slender waist, and amazing ass that would have made her into the queen of the cheerleaders, but Violet wasn't interested in sports. She preferred a good book so much that she had taken a job working at the public library after school. 
That chilly autumn day at the Clark Memorial Public Library was rather memorable for young Violet. She had dressed in a modest sweater open to reveal a blouse buttoned tight over the ample swell of her bust. Mrs. 
Crabtree, the senior librarian, had given Violet a stern warning in the past about dressing too provocatively. The sweater and blouse were safe, but Violet also wore a dark red skirt that showed off her long, stockinged legs. 
Her heels were high, but wide and otherwise sensible. When she pushed a shelving cart quickly through the book stacks her skirt bounced up to reveal a hint of her white cotton panties and her firm buttocks. 
Mrs. Crabtree hated the way Violet dressed, but Violet wasn't going to compromise her personal style. She was a part time librarian, not a prude, and she enjoyed the looks of delighted surprise she received from the stodgy old men and teenage boys who tended to frequent the library. She could endure the occasional hard stare or muttered comment from Mrs. 
Crabtree. It was the price Violet paid to look sexy in the stacks. 
It certainly helped that Violet had the good favor of Mr. Blanchard, her boss. He had taken a personal interest in Violet from the first day she started and she often caught him staring at her from across the library. Those hungry looks were exactly what she wanted. 
"Good afternoon, Mr. Blanchard," she said as she brushed past him with another cart of books to re-shelve. 
"Hello, Violet," he said, falling in behind her, his gaze on her wiggling hips and firm ass. 
He was a big man in every way, with broad shoulders, an ample middle-aged belly, and a big, boisterous personality ill-suited to being a library director. He was around the same age as Violet's father and her dad had mentioned before that Mr. Blanchard - Jerry as her father called him - used to be a lineman on the high school football team. 
Violet could believe it. Even though Mr. Blanchard had grown paunchy, there was a confidence and forcefulness to him that reminded her of the dumb jocks at her high school. 
As a consequence, whenever she teased Mr. Blanchard, she felt a bit like she was teasing all the boys at her school. She added a little extra swing to her hips with him following her. He walked close behind her down the aisle between the book stacks, close enough that when she stopped abruptly his groin bumped into her plush bottom. She could not help but notice the hardness she felt for that long moment. 
“Oh, Mr. Blanchard,” she giggled, looking at him over her shoulder. “I didn’t know you were following me. Was there something you wanted?” 
She pressed her ass back just a little bit, feeling his cock press the soft cradle of her ass crack. He looked at her like he knew exactly what she wanted. He drummed his chubby fingers on his chest as if thinking about what to say. There was a certain cherubic innocence to him, but she knew from the way he stared at her that he was as horny as the most testosterone drenched player on the varsity team. 
“Actually,” said, Mr. Blanchard, glancing back over his own shoulder as if to check that they were alone, “I do have something I could use some help with in my office.” 
“Oh?” She raised a dark eyebrow. Her smile was as mischievous as her tight skirt. “What did you need help with, Mr. Blanchard?” 
She was holding a copy of the World Encyclopedia of Space, 1940-1990, which she had meant to re-shelve. It was a particularly large book, which she had pressed against her breasts as she turned to speak to Mr. Blanchard. 
This not only mashed her ample breasts, it nearly burst them free from the blouse she wore beneath her sweater. Her boss surely glimpsed shadowed hints of her creamy breasts and lacy bra between the straining buttons. 
“Well, ah, I thought maybe you could help me reorganize my office,” said Mr. Blanchard, his face going very red. “I could use an extra pair of hands. 
Particularly hands so, ah, delicate and, ah, beautiful.” 
“Oh?” She looked at one of her hands, admiring her own French manicure. 
“Yes, I did get my nails done last weekend. Thank you for noticing, Mr. 
Blanchard. That's so sweet! But Mrs. Crabtree gave me a full cart to re-shelve and I really have to get to that first." 
He reached past Violet and gave the cart a shove. It creaked as it wheeled away down the aisle as if dismissed from the conversation. 
“It’s quiet, almost no patrons this late in the day,” he said, moving closer and breathing heavily. He rested a soft hand on her elbow and gazed down into her smoky blue eyes. “You like working here, don’t you, Violet?” 
“Yes, I love it,” she said, smiling up at him sweetly and innocently. 
His hand moved from her elbow to her shapely hip. His fingers curled around and lightly touched the swell of her bottom. She felt a hot thrill of excitement. Mr. Blanchard had never gone this far before! 
“I could find much better uses for your time and talent than returning books to the shelves,” he said, breathing so heavily he sounded as if he was snoring. His hardness pressed undeniably against Violet’s thigh. She enjoyed teasing Mr. Blanchard, but this was getting a little intense. Maybe, she thought, it was time to refuse him and put him in his place, after a bit more teasing…
“I do like working with my hands,” she said with a smile. “And I am very good at finding the right place to put everything. Was there something you wanted me to do? With my hands?” 
“Oh,” he groaned with apparent disbelief. “Yes, well, that would be… with your hands?” 
“Yes, with my hands, Mr. Blanchard,” she said, leaning up on the toes of her shoes. “Was there something you, mmmmm, needed my hands on? 
Some… some books?” 
“Books? Oh!” He seemed almost relieved to hear her innuendo break. “Ah, yes, well, maybe some books. Maybe later.” 
He withdrew his hand from her hip and backed away. Before he turned, Violet was fairly sure she saw a small wet spot on the front of Mr. 
Blanchard’s trousers. The thought made her giggle. Had he cum in his pants or become so excited that his cock was leaking? She wondered if Mr. 
Blanchard had a large cock. It felt large, but she couldn’t be sure unless she actually saw it. Or got her hands on it. 
As she continued to re-shelve the books on the cart, her mind wandered to what she might someday do with Mr. Blanchard. She had to wait for the right opportunity, when it benefited her most, but she was excited to try something with the burly older man. It would drive her friends crazy at school and serve as further evidence for her potent sexual power. She could have Mr. Blanchard doing whatever she wanted, probably with scarcely a brush of her fingers on that hardness she had felt poking against her legs. 
Older men were supposed to be more experienced than the pitiful boys she had been with in high school, but she figured he would probably cum in seconds. He seemed like that sort of guy. Still, the thought of toying with him further prompted an intense heat in her teenage pussy. Why was it so exciting to think of fooling around with Mr. Blanchard? She had wondered more and more if she was perverted to desire such otherwise unappealing older men. 
She had experienced similar feelings about some of her teachers and they weren’t the young and attractive teachers that most of her friends drooled over. They were the likes of Mr. Kowalski, the shop teacher who always wore sweater vests or Mr. Louis, the lumberjack like red-haired vice principal. She even had the occasional dirty thought about Mr. Hartman, who must have been 70 with his tufts of white hair and a look like a skinny Bernie Sanders. 
What was it about those men? 
She pondered this as she bent low, shelving the last of the books from the cart, her skirt riding up the creamy backs of her legs and revealing the lower swell of her ass. 
“Um, excuse me, young lady,” said a deep male voice from behind her. “Do you have a second?” 
Her cheeks flushed as she realized whoever it was had an incredible view of her ass and more than a peek of her panties. She stood up slowly, trying to keep calm and trying to tamp down her excitement. She turned just as slowly and faced the man behind her. 
He was a good bit older than Mr. Blanchard, maybe in his early sixties, with gray hair cut in a military style and deep crow’s feet on the edges of his small, bright blue eyes. He had a long, handsome face with a white smile that, for a man his age, spoke to good dentistry. He was lean almost to the point of being skinny, but his arms were muscular. He wore his tight, button down shirt and blue jeans almost like a uniform, which suited his upright posture and his haircut. 
Violet’s heart pounded a little harder and faster. Most of the other seniors at her high school would have thought this guy was a grandpa, but to Violet, he was hot. Like a retired general or maybe a fighter pilot. 
“Uh, yes, what can I do for you?” She asked, fluttering her lashes and giving him her sweetest, most innocent smile. 
“Sorry if I snuck up on you,” he chuckled, a hint of a southern twang in his deep voice. “Was wondering if you had a minute to help an old man out? 
I'm looking for some old periodicals from the 1970s and I can’t find anything on the computer. That other, um, lady out there says you have
‘em.” 
“Not on the computer,” said Violet, patting the man on the arm and feeling his impressive bicep. “Anything before about 1995 is on the microfiche. 
Come on, I’ll show you how it works.” 
It wasn’t really her job, but her run-in with Mr. Blanchard and this guy’s lanky good looks had her more interested than usual in helping a senior citizen. He followed politely behind her, close enough that she could smell his old-fashioned aftershave and not close enough that he would bump into her like Mr. Blanchard. They descended the stairs down into the basement and she led him to the periodicals archive. This was probably the quietest room in the library. Only hardcore researchers and homeless people trying to sleep or masturbate came down to this room. 
The microfiche machines looked like something out of a science fiction movie from the 1970s. Violet bent down to switch one on and a bright light appeared as the machine began to whoosh. It had a large screen and a simple control for scrolling through each microfiche. 
“I’ve seen one of those before,” said the man. “We used to have them on the base when I was in the Air Force.” 
“Oh, were you a pilot?” Violet asked, feeling a swell of excitement. 
“Yeah,” he said. “Nothing fancy. Flying transport planes in Vietnam. 
Moving people and equipment from one base to another.” 
“In a war though,” said Violet. “I bet that was… scary.” 
“Nah, not too bad for me,” he said with a shake of his head. “That’s what I’m looking for by the way. From the seventies. Anything about Major Nelson Jennings.” 
“Is that you?” Violet asked as he followed her over to the drawers containing the microfiche sheets. 
“Buddy of mine just passed,” said the man. “I was going to see if I could find some old articles about us in ‘Nam for the funeral. My name is Harold Archer, by the way. You can call me Harry.” 
He offered his hand and she shook it. 
“Violet Palmer.” Her shake was gentle and soft against his timeworn grip. 
She winked and added, “You can call my Violet.” 
“Will do, Violet,” he said, returning the wink. “So where do we start?” 
“Well, do you remember specifically what year it was?” 
They began a laborious search through the microfiche, pulling periodicals from various years that Harry thought might include photos and articles about their unit. Each opportunity Violet had, she bent over so he could see up her skirt or touched his arm or leaned her body against his. At one point, she thought she might have felt the growing bulge of his cock, but he never acted like anything other than a gentleman even as she was rubbing on him like a cat in heat. His deep voice and anecdotes about his time in the service were turning her on a lot. 
At one point, he mentioned his wife. She noticed there was no ring on his finger. 
“Are you still married?” Violet asked as she stood beside him at the microfiche machine. 
“Mmmm?” He looked at her with his blue eyes twinkling and a surprised smile on his face. “Why do you ask?” 
“Oh,” she blushed at being called out. “Um, I just heard you mention your wife and I noticed you didn’t have a ring on your finger.” 
He grinned. “You noticed that, huh?” 
“I did,” she said softly. “I think… I think you’re cute.” 
He grinned at her for a moment longer and then turned to the screen. There was a blown-up photograph of Harry and his friends posed in front of a big transport plane in Vietnam. 
“Yeah, I guess I used to be cute,” he said. “Then I got old.” 
“N-no,” said Violet softly and she put her hand on his tanned forearm. 
“Now. I think you’re handsome.” 
“Well I’ll be damned,” he muttered almost under his breath. “You sure about that, sugar? I could be your granddaddy. Pretty young girl like you doesn’t have much business being attracted to an old timer like me.” 
She had pushed it this far. She decided to push it farther. She fluttered her dark lashes over her smoky blue eyes and stroked his forearm. His skin was dry, almost leathery, but he had an even tan that made it easy to imagine him sunning himself by a pool. 
“I have a thing for older guys,” confessed Violet. Harry was the first man she had ever admitted this to. Few of her girlfriends even knew about this secret desire. 
“A ‘thing’, huh?” He sucked air through his white teeth. “Well, this wasn’t what I expected at the library. Okay. I’ll bite. I think you’re just about the prettiest girl I’ve seen since getting out of the Air Force.” 
He gave the door to the periodicals archive a glance. It was closed and windowless. The room felt intimate with the humming machine next to them and the many drawers of old microfiche sheets all around them. Harry put a testing hand on Violet’s hip and watched her for a reaction. She stepped closer to him as he sat on the stool in front of the microfiche machine. Her heart was beating wildly in her chest. 
She could not believe she was going beyond flirting! And here in the library! 
Another step closer and her body brushed against his. Her soft breasts crushed gently against his chest. She searched his face. It was kindly and handsome, with hardness to his eyes that spoke of a life that was not always easy. She could smell that old-fashioned aftershave and a faint minty smell from a pack of spearmint gum in his shirt pocket. 
She put her hand lightly on his leg. Her fingers were so close to the bulge of his cock. It seemed to shift slightly and Harry let out a barely-audible groan. 
He watched her hand as she moved it slowly and deliberately towards that bulge. She looked up at him and they made eye contact again. He had a disbelieving grin on his face. 
Her fingers brushed against the bulge in his jeans. She ran her touch over it and rested her hand on his hardness, fingers against the seam of his jeans. 
She bit her lower lip and squeezed his cock through his pants. 
“Oh, sugar,” he groaned. “What are you up to?” 
“You never answered me about your wife,” she said leaning her face towards his. “Are you single?” 
“Separated,” said Harry. “Recently, if you’d believe that. She gets the house and the dog and I get to sleep at the Budget Lodge out by the interstate. 
Been there about three weeks.” 
Strangely, his unfortunate situation only turned her on more. It took her a moment of staring into those twinkling blue eyes to realize that it was because she knew of the Budget Lodge and could imagine walking into one of those shabby rooms and bending over the motel bed. She could picture Harry behind her, his cock in hand, taking her like she craved to be taken. 
No one would know if she didn’t want them to know. It was just her, in this almost forgotten room of the library, with this hot older man that seemed born from her deepest fantasies. Why not? She squeezed his cock again to be sure this was really happening. Her heartbeat pounded in her chest. 
“You’re not scaring me away,” she whispered. 
"What about you? You got a boyfriend?" He watched the way she stroked and squeezed him through hsi jeans. 
"Does it matter?" She asked, trying not to think about her poor, undersexed boyfriend Kyle. 
“I feel like I won the lotto,” he replied and gave her hip a squeeze to pull her in for an embrace. Their lips met. It was just a peck before she pulled back and looked at him again. She decided she liked it and went in for more. This time, Harry was waiting for her. His hand moved from her hip to the small of her back, beneath her sweater, as he pulled her into an embrace. 
She felt his cock surge beneath her stroking hand as his tongue invaded her mouth. 
It was not like kissing a boy. There was nothing tentative about it, nor was he sloppy or rough. He kissed her forcefully and explored her mouth with his careful tongue. She pressed against him and squeezed his cock again through his trousers. Her tongue swirled with his in a gentle, slow-motion grapple in the hot space between their lips. Even though she felt like she was in a dream, that this couldn’t possibly be happening, everything felt hyper real to her. 
“Mmmmm,” she moaned against his lips. 
Her body had confessed her desire to him completely. He pressed a hand under her skirt, stroking her inner thigh to the soft gusset of her panties. He squeezed her there like she was squeezing him. His big fingers massaged the heat of her teenage pussy through the cotton. She knew he could feel her wetness even through her panties and she didn’t care. His fingers moved up to the waist of her panties and he pushed his hand inside. 
“Mmmmmmm!” She cried against his kiss, her tongue moving more and more eagerly as his fingers caressed the trimmed hair and hot folds of her pussy. 
For long seconds she savored the pleasure of his confident touch as she gasped against his lips. He stroked her slit and spread her slippery nectar over her folds. He knew where to find her clit and he massaged that aching bud to send pulses of pleasure through Violet’s body. Her breasts heaved with her breathing and her hard nipples stood out through her button-down blouse even through her lacy bra. 
Harry’s hardness twitched in his jeans again and Violet was reminded of his pleasure. While the old vet was strumming her clit, Violet unzipped the fly of his jeans and reached her small hand into the warmth. He had on red briefs with a hint of moisture darkening the front. It glistened in the light from the microfiche machine. She squeezed him again, just through his underwear, and she felt the clear shape of his hard cock. 
“No Viagra today,” he whispered against her lips. “Sugar, you stiffened him up like he’s a Colt 45.” 
He punctuated his sentence by thrusting a long finger deep into the hot, slick cove of Violet’s aching cunt. She whimpered against his lips as his finger pressed all the way to the last knuckle and moved inside her, pressing against a spot that sent an immediate wave of pleasure rippling through her. 
He slipped his finger partially out and pressed it in again and another wave of pleasure followed. 
“Wow, you’re tight, sugar,” he chuckled. “You like that?” 
“Mmmmhmmmm,” she said, afraid to try to speak words. 
No boy had ever found that spot inside her before. She could barely find it herself with an hour alone and a vibrator. Harry knew right where it was, curling his finger into the spot a third time and making her cry out. She bit her lip to keep from wailing as a fourth and fifth thrust of his finger drove her to the brink of an orgasm. 
“You look pretty as a picture like that,” murmured Harry, his finger moving in and out of her with deliberate slowness. He added a second finger, stretching her tight channel around them and pushing both into her clutching depths. “Your face all red. Your eyes almost closed. Your nipples poking out like that. Wish I could snap a photo of that.” 
“Oh, god,” gasped Violet. She squeezed his cock in his underwear again, but she couldn’t concentrate on his pleasure as his fingers were driving her inexorably towards her own. “I’m… I’m going to cum, Harry.” 
“Yeah, you are,” he said, leaning up to brush his lips against hers. “Go on, Violet. Let me feel that little pussy squeeze. Cum on my fingers. You like that, darlin'? Getting your little pussy finger-fucked by an old man?” 
"Ohhhhh yesss," she admitted in a hiss. 
She clung to him, her breath coming in soft whines of rising pleasure as Harry’s long fingers pumped in and out of her teenage cunt. The hum of the microfiche machine was not quite enough to cover the wet fleshy sound of Harry’s fingers as he fucked them into Violet. Her grasp tightened on his shirt. Her eyes closed and her lips parted. 
“Go on,” he hissed, fucking her hard and rubbing roughly against her clit. 
“Cum for me, sugar. Let me hear it.” 
“Oooooooh yes,” she gasped. Her voice rose in volume and pitch. 
“Aahhhh! I’m cumming!” 
Her shapely hips jerked as she fucked against Harry’s fingers. Her pussy clenched tightly around him and she felt each knuckle as it slid into and out of her fluttering depths. The pulsing of her orgasm made her lurch against him, her skirt rising up to expose her bottom to anyone who might look in the door of the periodical room. 
“Oh, Harry,” she cried and remembered his stiff cock enough to weakly stroke him. Her pleasure slowly ebbed and her thighs stopped shaking. She straightened up, looking down into his eyes as he sat at the stool in front of the microfiche machine. Her face was deeply flushed and her head spun with the hormones released by her climax. 
He slipped his fingers slowly out of her pussy and out of her panties. His digits glistened in the glow of the microfiche screen and faint scent of her arousal wafted in the air. 
“I reckon I got to fuck you now, sugar,” he said and began to rise from the stool. Violet, coming to her senses a bit, pushed him back down on the stool. 
Some of her lust had subsided in the aftermath of her orgasm. She had not come to her senses exactly, but some sense had returned to her. 
“Do you have a condom?” She asked him. 
“What?” He chuckled and shook his head. “Haven’t carried one of those around in near on twenty years.” 
“Well, I’m not on birth control, so I can’t have any sex if you don’t have a condom.” She glanced at the door, suddenly feeling more nervous than ever that Mrs. Crabtree or Mr. Blanchard might suddenly open the door. 
Harry looked slowly down at his lap. Violet’s soft hand was still wrapped around the shaft of his cock. She seemed to remember as well and resumed slowly stroking him. 
“Would that be enough?” She asked him softly. “For now at least?” 
“You got plans later?” He asked, a smile playing at his thin lips as he watched her watching her hand on his cock. “Want to come over to my motel?” 
“I have to go home after work,” she said. “My parents would freak out if I didn’t.” 
“Mmmm,” he grunted, shifting on the stool. “Go on then. Stroke it. Do you like to stroke off strange men in the library basement?” 
“This is a new one for me,” she said with a laugh. "I've never met any strange men worth stroking off." 
“First time for it,” he replied, taking hold of her other hand and moving it down into his jeans between his legs. “Squeeze ‘em gently while you jerk it.” 
“Like this?” She asked, lightly kneading his balls in her soft hand. 
“That’s good. You can squeeze a little harder.” 
Violet began to squeeze and tug and lightly twist Harry’s balls. She glanced at his expression to make sure she wasn’t hurting him and began to vigorously stroke his cock. She leaned her body over his lap and let a small glob of foamy spittle fall from her mouth and splash against his cockhead. 
The old military man let out groan as she smeared her warm saliva over his cock and down his shaft. 
“I never imagined finding this in the library,” he laughed and leaned back on the stool, watching Violet intently stroking his reddening cock. 
For her part, the dark-haired, shapely teen was enjoying wanking his big, old cock immensely. She had given a few handjobs to boys before and they had moaned and squirted in seemingly seconds. The few blowjobs she had given had ended even more quickly. With Harry, she had ample time to appreciate his incredibly stiff and quite large cock. 
She spit again, adding a glistening wetness to his cock and allowing her fingers to slide easily from his hairy root to the almost purple head of his cock. It was particularly fat and blunt at the tip compared to the few cocks she had seen before. She imagined it thrusting into her tight pussy and she let out an involuntary whimper. 
"You're a dirty girl," he murmured. "You like feeling it swell up. You like watching that old man cock." 
She moaned softly and worked her hand a little harder and faster on his straining cock. 
"I've never had a cock this big in my hands," she admitted. 
It glistened with her spit and made lewd, wet sounds as she pumped her fist from his root to his tip. Her breasts jiggled with her effort. Harry grunted and softly warned, "I will make a mess soon." 
The hot air of the closed room had gotten to Violet's head, but Harry's warning brought her back to reality. She looked frantically around the room. 
No tissues. Not even a trashcan. If Harry came all over the table or the floor it would be a huge mess. 
For a moment, she entertained the thought of bending over and taking him in her mouth, letting him finish there, but she decided to save that treat for Harry if they ever met again. She held his cock in one hand and used her other to slip off her damp cotton panties. She stepped awkwardly out of them as she continued to pump her hand on his glistening purple cock. 
"Here you go," she said and wadded up her panties. She pressed the wad of soft fabric to the head of Harry's cock. 
"Oh, you are dirty as can be," he groaned. "Tell me you want my cum." 
"I want it," she moaned breathlessly as she stroked him into the crush of her panties. 
“Kiss me,” he demanded and pull her to him. She leaned up and he leaned down, their lips locking and their kiss once more melting together. His pleasure rumbled against her lips, growing louder and more forceful as she stroked him into her panties. He tensed in her grasp, his cock jerking against her palm. He thrust slightly into her grip and his cum began to pump into her panties. The wetness of it touched the edge of her hand. He moaned louder against her lips, breaking contact and gasping hotly against her face. 
“Goddamn,” he moaned. “Milk it all out, sweetheart. Every drop of this old man’s cum.” 
She cut her gaze downward and saw the stain of moisture spread on the fabric. She stroked him until he began to pant and the last shudder ran through his body. He slowed her stroke with a hand on her wrist. 
“Alright, baby,” he grinned. “That’s enough. Getting a little tender to the touch.” 
Violet couldn’t resist giving Harry’s cock one last stroke with a squeeze for his sensitive tip. His grin became a grimace and he hissed through his teeth. 
She pulled her hand away and turned her bunched up panties so they could both see the creamy wad of his cum inside, soaking into the fabric. The musk of it was thick in the air of the small, hot room. 
“I’m pretty sure you’re an angel,” chuckled Harry. “And I died and went to heaven.” 
“You think that’s what they do in heaven?” Violet teased. “Hot teenage girls jerk you off into their panties?” 
“I guess that’s not what I learned in Sunday school,” said Harry, tucking his cock back into his pants. “Look, I appreciate that, but I figure that was just like a onetime thing.” 
“You want it to be a onetime thing?” Violet stroked his chest and looked up into his eyes. Her pussy was soaking wet and she wanted more. She had never done anything like this with a man even close to Harry’s age and something about his weathered good looks and his grandfatherly smile made her want more. Their age difference felt intensely dirty and she liked it. 
He gave her a curious look, his smile returning as he slid a hand around her back. 
“Well, is that an offer? You going to let me take you out?” 
“A date?” It was her turn to be surprised. “Sure, we can go on a date. A second date?” 
He laughed. “Sugar, if this counts as our first date, I can’t wait for the chance to have a second. You make an old man feel young again.” 
“I like you old,” she said and stroked her chest as she leaned up on her tiptoes and kisses him. He held her in a long embrace, their kisses still hot, but more relaxed than before. She could hardly wait for her second date with Harry. 
A Second Date
“As old as your grandpa?” Blonde beauty Laura Kirkman stared at Violet in amazement. 
Violet nodded. 
Donna Bianco, with her petite figure, smoldering eyes, and dark brown hair in a ponytail, sat beside Laura on Violet’s sofa with a surprised grin on her face. She leaned towards Violet and whispered, “I knew you said you had a thing for older men, but, like I thought you meant guys in college or something.” 
“Or hot dads,” suggested Laura. 
“I like hot dads,” said Violet. “Hot dads are… hot. But Harry…
mmmmm… he was so sexy and nice. Like a man from another time.” 
“That’s because he literally is from another time,” laughed Donna. 
Violet shot her an angry glare and Donna held up her hands in surrender. 
Laura seemed more interested in the details. 
“So you said you ‘messed around’ with him at the library,” said Laura. 
“Does that mean you made out with him or what?” 
“Yes, that’s right,” said Violet, holding back a grin. 
“I can tell by her look that she did more,” said Donna, wagging a finger at Violet. "You dirty little slut." 
“What did you do with him?” Whispered Laura, her eyes wide and her expression seemingly scandalized. 
Violet’s face heated up with the memory of holding Harry’s cock in her hand, feeling it pulse as he emptied his load into her panties. She wanted to blurt out everything she did with him, to share the naughty details with Donna and Laura, but she couldn't bring herself to say more than, “We messed around.” 
Donna rolled her eyes and Laura sat back with disappointment. Realizing she was losing her audience, Violet continued. 
“I have another date with him tonight,” she said. “I’m supposed to meet him at his place.” 
“You’re going to his house already?” Donna raised an eyebrow and looked over at Laura. “She must be serious.” 
Violet decided not to mention that Harry’s “house” was the Budget Lodge. 
“Well, you be safe,” said Laura. “Older guys just see teenage girls like us as disposable, you know? But, um, be safe. Okay?” 
“Always,” said Violet, giving her friend a grin. “Now you two better go. I have to get ready for my big date.” 
“Alright,” said Donna as Violet ushered them to the door. “You promise to text us if you get into any trouble. We’re just going to the movies tonight, we can come rescue you from Grandpa Harry.” 
“Shut uppppp!” Violet pushed Donna out the door as her friends giggled. 
Once the door was closed, she let out a sigh, but the smile remained on her face. She couldn't stop thinking about Harry as she went bouncing up to her room and started getting ready for her date. She decided to go fairly low key. Harry didn't strike her as the sort of guy who would want to go anywhere fancy. 
She picked out a hip-hugging short skirt in a dark charcoal and a flannel shirt that she tucked into the skirt. She unbuttoned just enough so it showed off a hint of her cleavage, which she accentuated with a heart pendant that rested against the swell of her breasts. 
She was doing her lipstick in the mirror when her phone vibrated with a text from Harry. 
“Still can’t believe this is happening,” he texted. “You are too gorgeous to be real.” 
Violet slipped on her high heels and took a selfie looking over her shoulder at her ass in the mirror. She sent the photo and texted back to him, “You’ll have to pinch me to be sure.” 
“Can’t wait,” replied Harry. 
Violet shouted a goodbye to her mom and dad and hurried out the door before they could ask her where she was going and why her skirt was so short and tight. Her mom shouted something from the kitchen, but Violet was already out the door and hurrying to her car. The drive to the Budget Lodge by the interstate had her heart beating as fast as it did in the periodical archive after that first kiss. She kept glancing at her mascara darkened eyes in the mirror. 
She wondered, Will I blow him tonight? Will I have sex with him? 
She had condoms tucked into her purse, although sex was no foregone conclusion. She usually didn't have sex on the first or second date. Even after giving a handjob on their first encounter it seemed a bit premature. 
He was waiting for her when she arrived. The door opened on her first nervous knock and he welcomed her inside the room. He embraced her and kissed her cheek. The room was outdated and smelled faintly of old smoke, but the lights were bright and everything seemed clean. She glanced at the neatly-made bed and felt her stomach flip-flop. Was that where it was going to happen? 
“My god, you are beautiful,” he murmured. 
“Oh, stop it,” she said, her cheeks going hot. “You look very handsome.” 
He was nicely dressed in khakis and a button down shirt, his face freshly shaved and smelling of his aftershave. His blue eyes sparkled as he looks her over. 
“I clean up,” he said with a shrug. “Are you hungry? Would you like to get dinner?” 
“Sounds fun,” she said. “Nothing too fancy, okay?” 
“Nothing fancy,” he agrees. 
"I know just the place," he said and guided her out of the motel with a big hand on the small of her back. 
She climbed into his old Buick and they set off on a drive that took so many twists and turns Violet began to worry. Harry put a reassuring hand on her thigh and she shuddered with desire. His long fingers caressed her inner thigh and he stole a glance over at her. 
“Just checking that you’re real,” he said and gave her thigh another squeeze. 
“Completely genuine,” she said, trying to hide just how much he is getting to her. 
“Ah, here we are,” said Harry, wheeling the big Buick into the parking lot of a building with so much white and neon the whole thing seemed to glow. 
Pop’s Diner looked like it had emerged from a time machine out of the 1950s. The huge neon sign slowly rotated above the brightly-lit restaurant. 
It was packed inside, the smell of cooking burgers and fries so delicious that it almost distracted Violet from Harry. 
“Get you and your granddaughter a table?” The server asked. Violet went beet red and, for a stomach twisting moment, she thought all of this has been a mistake. 
“Sure thing,” chuckled Harry. He put his arm around Violet’s shoulders and guided her behind the server as she seated them at a prime table in the bustling diner. 
“This place is amazing,” said Violet. “It’s like…” 
“Like you went back in time?” Harry grinned that big, honest grin. “I think that’s why I like it. Reminds me of the place my dad used to take me for milkshakes growing up. I’m not saying the fifties were a better time. Not at all. But there were some nice things back then.” 
“Yeah,” said Violet. “I like the look of the waitresses. The uniforms are cute.” 
“You would look dynamite in one of those,” said Harry, watching one of the waitresses walk past with a tray of cheeseburgers. 
“Yeah, I would. I would go a bit shorter with the skirt though.” She teased him with her foot beneath the table. “Something that really rides up when I bend over.” 
“You’re a naughty girl,” laughed Harry. “Why me? You could have any guy, young or old. Why are you out here with me?” 
“You’re handsome. For starters. I liked your story about being a pilot in Vietnam. You’re brave.” 
“Not that brave,” he laughed. 
“Brave enough to know when to seize the moment,” she said, teasing her foot up his leg and into his lap. She wiggled her toes against his groin and felt the bulge of his cock stir. 
“Ah. Well, I’m not passing up a girl like you.” He looked into her eyes and said, “I’m brave enough for anything with you, Violet.” 
“Mmmm, we’ll see.” She teased her straw with her tongue, pulling it to her ruby lips. She took another sip. “So what do you have in mind for this date, Harry? Cheeseburgers and milkshakes? Dinner and a movie?” 
“Eat light. I was thinking dinner and dancing.” 
“Dancing?” She raised an eyebrow. 
“I still have some moves.” 
They ate light and shared a milkshake. Violet told Harry about her job at the library, her hopes for college, and how her friends reacted when she told them she was going out on a date with a man in his sixties. Harry told Violet about his job in a machine shop and how he worked his way up to manager, how all the machines were automated, and how he mostly just sat and looked at a computer all day long. Violet pressed him about his marriage and he confessed that his wife, Sharon, left him for a younger man. 
“Fifty-two,” he said, that grin returning. “Used to work for me. A real idiot named Roger. Her head would explode if she saw you sitting across from me right now.” 
“Take a pic and send it to her,” suggested Violet. 
“Nah, that’s not the sort of man I am,” he said. “It’s enough that I got you sitting there. I don’t need to rub her nose in it. In fact, until you asked, I had managed to go all night without thinking about Sharon even existing.” 
“Well, good,” she said. “Let’s go back to forgetting about her.” 
“Let’s go dancing,” he said. 
Harry’s idea of dancing was not quite what Violet had in mind. The dance hall was humming with upbeat swing music. The men and women swing dancing on the floor were much younger than Harry, but considerably older than Violet. The bright poodle skirts and rockabilly style contrasted sharply with her understated flannel and charcoal skirt. Harry, who picked the venue, nevertheless eyed it warily. 
“I like the music,” he said. “But I didn’t realize the dancing would be so crazy.” 
“They have to play a slow dance at some point,” said Violet, patting his arm. “We can hang on the sidelines until then.” 
They watched the other couples dancing energetically to the music. Some of them went all-out, the men throwing the women into the air almost like a gymnastics routine. 
"It's wearing me out just watching them," said Harry. "Maybe this was a bad idea. These old bones can't keep up with these kids." 
His sad expression pulled at Violet's heart. She refused to give into his negativity. She took his hand and walked with him out onto the dance floor. 
A new song started, just as up-tempo as the others, the dancers barely pausing in their elaborate swing dancing. Harry looked around at them warily. 
Violet cradled his chin with her hand and turned his face to her. She smiled up at him. 
"Pretend they aren't here," she said. "It's just me and you." 
He nodded uncertainly. She put her hands on his shoulders and he held her by the waist as they began to slowly dance. The swing dancers gave them a wide berth as they moved at their own pace through the crowd. The tempo seemed to slow around them, the other dancers moving out of sync to a music that only Violet and Harry could hear. She leaned up and kissed him softly. His hold on her waist tightened and he pulled her against him. 
"Luckiest man alive," he whispered, his lips almost touching hers. He dipped her low to the floor in a romantic sweep and... 
Dropped her! Violet fell with a shock and Harry almost toppled over as well. He grabbed his lower back, pain contorting his face. 
"Owww, christ," he groaned. He quickly recovered and offered her a hand up. She pulled herself to her feet and rested a hand on his shoulder. 
"Are you okay?" She asked as the dancers around them looked on with surprise. 
"Pulled my back," said Harry. "Now... now we definitely had better go." 
He put his arm around her and she held his weight as they limped together back to his Buick. She eased him down into the driver's seat and joined him in the car. 
"I got some pills in the glove box," he said, still wincing with pain. "They'll take the edge off." 
He popped two tablets from the rattling bottle and drove them back to the motel. She helped him out of the car and lowered him onto his back on the bed. 
"You can get going," he said. "I'll manage." 
"Oh, no," she said with a smile. "You're not kicking me out. I injured you and now I'm going to play the nurse." 
"Oh, yeah? A naughty nurse?" He tried to sit upright against the headboard and something caused another spasm. He laughed through his pain as he flopped flat on his back again. 
"The angelic nurse," said Violet and she walked down to the end of the bed and untied his shoes. His feet were huge, a perfect match for his huge cock. 
She pulled off his shoes and his brown socks and was pleased to see that he was taking care of his feet. A lot of old guys seemed to let things get gross down there. He looked up at her gratefully as she moved back to his head and slid two pillows beneath it. 
"There we go. And don't try to sit up again." 
"When I was your age, I would have show you one hell of s night," said Harry. 
Violet sat down on the bed next to him and stroked his shoulder. 
"If you were my age," she said softly, "I wouldn't have been interested in you." 
He smiled up at her as she began to slowly unbutton his shirt. She pulled it and his undershirt out from his trousers and unbuttoned it completely. 
Beneath the shirt he wore a simple white t-shirt. She ran her hand over his fairly firm chest and felt his tiny nipples. She teased them for a moment, earning a rumble of amusement from Harry. Her hands slid to his surprisingly muscular abdomen. 
The whole time, Harry watched her and stroked her back. He had a dreamy smile on his face. 
Violet worked his belt with the same careful intensity as his shirt buttons. It clinked open and she unbuttoned his trousers. His cock was visible straining beneath them as she opened his pants, unzipped completely, and exposed the mound of his plaid boxer shorts. 
The air conditioner kicked on, startling her and blowing cold air over her legs. 
"I thought someone was grabbing me for a second," she laughed. 
"Scoot a little closer and I will," he said. 
"I can do better than that," she said, kicking off her shoes and climbing onto the bed beside him on her hands and knees. Her mind was made up: she was going to suck his cock. The decision excited her almost as much as his big hand moving from her back to lift the back of her skirt. He caressed her ass in her blue stain panties, clearly admiring the sheer peek-a-boo panel on the seat. 
"You've got one sweet moneymaker," he said and gave her a playful smack on the ass. 
"Oooh, careful!" She giggled and squirmed her ass against his touch. 
She turned her attention back to Harry, sliding one hand into the flap of his boxers and grasping his thick cock. She pulled his swollen manhood through the flap, taking a deep breath before leaning lower, inhaling the faint musk of his sweat as she stroked him and teased her lips against his tip. His hardness jerked in her grasp and a salty-sweet drop of liquid oozed to his tip. She stroked him and smeared his precum over her soft lips. 
"Ohhhh, god damn," he moaned and squeezed her ass hard enough to make her yelp. 
Her pussy throbbed with need as Violet parted her soft lips and gently took the head of Harry's cock into her mouth. His manhood pressed against her tongue and stretched her as she took him deeper, sliding down onto his cock, offering him the warm, wet pleasure of her mouth. One hand gripped the base of his cock and other rested against him for balance. She began to lick him and bob slowly on him, savoring the moment of pleasuring his old cock. 
Harry was at her mercy for more than a minute as she bobbed and softly slurped on his manhood. His hand remained on the ample curve of her bottom, but he forgot to move or squeeze it as he watched her sucking him. 
Her lips caught on his fat glans with each upwards stroke and her tongue swirled devilishly against his oozing tip. She closed her eyes and stroked his cock, her hand meeting her descending lips with every stroke. 
"You're incredible," laughed Harry. He seemed to awaken from his surprise at getting his cock sucked by a beautiful eighteen year old and he peeled her panties down from her ass. Without stopping the blowjob, Violet shifted awkwardly from one knee to the other and stretched out her legs so that he could slip her panties off completely. The cool blow of the air conditioner shifted her skirt and tickled the cool air across the hairless folds of her teenage pussy. 
"That's too sexy," he said, stroking her pussy. 
She popped her lips free from his glistening cock and looked over at him. 
"I keep my kitty shaved," she said. "You can pet her." 
"I want to do more than pet her," he said, teasing her slit with his strong fingers. "Come here. Put that beautiful thing in my face and let me have a taste." 
Violet was enjoying sucking his cock so much that she almost resented being interrupted. She held his wet cock on one hand, stroking slowly, as she rose high on her knees and slipped off her blouse and bra. Harry's eyes lit up at the sight of her creamy mounds and her pale pink nipples, stiff as stones in the cool air conditioned breeze. He reached up with one hand and roughly squeezed her left breast, his callused thumb stroking across her nipple and sending a pulse of pleasure through her body and straight to her clit. 
"You can play with them later," she scolded, pushing his hand away. 
"You promise?" He asked. "I haven't seen tits that nice in a long time." 
"I promise," said Violet and she turned away from him and climbed atop his face, quickly making him forget all about her breasts. His big hands reached around her and pulled her lower and she felt his hot breath on her crack. He groaned with lust as his tongue assaulted her slick pussy. 
Violet turned her attention back to Harry's cock, but as the old man licked her slit, teased her clit, and sucked at her delicate folds, she began to move her hips atop him. Violet was the rare girl that greatly preferred a good dick to being licked, but the relish with which Harry was pleasuring her was threatening to change her mind. His tongue seemed so big and it seemed to get everywhere. He lapped at her clit one moment, sending tickles of ecstasy buzzing from her bud, and the next moment his tongue was plunging deep inside her and hitting spot that no high school boyfriend had ever managed to find with a tongue or finger. 
"Mmmmmoooohhhh," she breathed around his cock, tempted to lift her mouth from him to say something more. She instead returned to sucking him with an even greater need to please. Her spit slipped down his hard shaft and dripped from his tightening balls. She bobbed and slurped on him like a cum-hungry whore. Which, she realized, she was. 
"Nnnnnn ohhhh, baby, that ass," he moaned beneath her and the next moment her eyes widened as his tongue invaded her crack. He gave her tender rim a thorough licking. Not insistent or forceful, not trying to plunge into her ass, but teasing and hot. It was his tongue in her crack that made her decide she needed more from Harry than a hot mouthful of his cum. 
She slipped her lips off his cock and looked back at him over her shoulder as he tongue her tender divot. 
"Are you going to fuck me, Harry?" She asked. "I brought a condom." 
"Can't say no to that," he laughed, smacking her ass with both hands and give her spit-wet asshole a rub of his thumb. "But you gotta be gentle, sweetheart. My back is still hurtin'." 
She dismounted from Harry's face as the cool air kissed her wet pussy and crack. Gentle she could do, she decided. She had a fair amount of experience with guys like her boyfriend, Kyle, who humped at her in a frenzy for about thirty seconds and then exploded. It was why Kyle had only fucked her twice in the six months they had been dating. Slow and steady was more likely to win the race. She wanted to feel Harry's thick cock inside her for a long time and she wanted to cum all over it. 
“You alright with me being on top?” She asked, leaning over the edge of the bed to fish the condom out of her purse. 
“I think it’d be best,” he said. He let out a low whistle as she stretched out, showing off her long legs and firm, round ass while she fished for the condom in her over-filled clutch. He ran his hand up the back of her left thigh, thumb brushing her cunt before he smacked his big hand on her buttock and grabbed a handful of her ass. 
“Got it,” said Violet, the condom in her grasp as she rolled over onto her side and escaped Harry’s groping hand. She knelt beside him, leaning down one to give his cock one more proper suck before she unrolled the ribbed latex over his cock. It was a tight fit and his length filled it will as she gave his shaft a good squeeze with her hand. 
“You’re so beautiful,” he said weakly, stroking her hip as she fondled him. 
“You keep saying that,” she said. “You’re going to make me full of myself. 
I’d rather be full of this big dick.” 
She faced him as she swung her leg over his slender waist. She gripped his cock near the base and teased his tip against her pussy. The condom crinkled softly in her hand as she rubbed his throbbing cockhead up and down her slit. Harry rested one hand on her hip and the other slipped up her abdomen to cup and squeeze her left breast. 
“They’re big,” he croaked, apparently at a loss for more articulate words. 
“So is this,” she said, pressing down with her hips and letting his cock open her tight teenage pussy. He groaned loudly, hand squeezing more tightly against her breast as she gently lowered herself onto his hard cock. She watched his reaction as he felt her tight pussy swallow up his big dick. She rode down on him until she felt his balls beneath her and that was when she reached back and cupped them gently. She had to take a deep breath before she could ride his cock back up to his tip and then push down and filled herself again. 
“Ohhhhh my god,” he moaned, his hand dropping from her breast to cradle her hips in both of his hands. He tried to thrust upwards, but his movements made him wince with pain. 
“Relax,” she said and stroked his chest. “Let me handle it. Nice and gentle, like you said.” 
It was harder to take him slowly than she expected. His cock filled her and touched her in ways that Kyle and Jamie, the two boys she had been with since turning 18, never did. He was so thick that she could actually feel the shape of his cock not just the size of it. Each spasm of pleasure made her already tight pussy clutch even tighter around him and in those moments she could feel the ridge of his glans and the twitch of his pleasure. 
She dared to move a little faster, her breasts gently heaving with each rise and fall of her body. Harry groaned and tightened his grip on her hips, not to urge her to slow down but to communicate his pleasure. 
“Your cock is fucking amazing,” panted Violet, making the bed creak softly beneath them as she worked her hips and rode faster. It was at that moment, on the verge of losing control of her ride atop him, that she felt her first orgasm around his cock. It came with a sudden kick of pleasure. Her cunt muscles seized him tightly and she almost had to stop moving completely. 
The spasms of her pleasure shuddered through her and made her entire body shake. 
“Are you alright?” Harry croaked as he looked up at her. 
“Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned through tightly pinched lips. Her toes curled against the cheap comforter beneath them. For a moment, body flooded with pleasure, she experienced every detail in sharp relief. Every drop of sweat beading on Harry’s face, every subtle shift of her heaving breasts, the faint wetness of her cunt as it swallowed Harry’s condom wrapped cock, and beneath it all the thrilling realization that she was finally doing it. She was finally fucking a much older man. She let out the breath she had been holding and admitted to him, “Yes. Oh my god, yes, everything is alright.” 
He smiled at her as her orgasm receded. Her inner muscles slowly relaxed and she began to ride more vigorously atop him. The bed began to creak again and the headboard thumped against the wall. Harry’s grip tightened on her hips, his fingers curling around to her buttocks as she rode up and down the swollen pillar of his cock. 
“Ohhhh,” groaned Harry and Violet felt his cock seeming to swell inside her. She reached back and beneath her bouncing ass to massage his balls again and she found them tight against the root of his cock. His sack was wet with her juices and he was ready to explode inside her. 
“Cum for me,” she gasped as she rode faster and harder atop him. The headboard thumped rhythmically against the wall and the bed creaked as if it might give out beneath them. If Harry’s back hurt him, he was feeling too good to complain. He even managed a few desperate thrusts. 
“Oh, darling,” he groaned. “You ready?” 
“Yesss,” she cried. “Give it to me! Cum for me, Harry!” 
His face went an unhealthy shade of red and his grip tightened almost painfully on Violet’s ass. He managed three thrusts into the hot cove of her cunt and she felt the distinctive throb of his cock in her clutching cunt. She squeezed him rhythmically with her inner muscles and to her surprise she felt another orgasm rise suddenly through the haze of her pleasure. 
“Oh,” she gasped. “Oh fuck.” 
She arched atop him, steadying her hands on his abdomen as she thrust down onto Harry’s spurting cock and milked him into the condom with each spasm of her climax. She rode up and down in a sudden rush of pleasure, her plump tits bouncing and a cold trickle of sweat down her back reaching the crack of her ass. 
“Oh, slow now,” he moaned, breathlessly, and eased her into the aftermath of his orgasm. “Getting’ a little sensitive.” 
She followed the guidance of his hands and slowed to a stop, his cock still buried in her pussy and occasionally twitching with his aftershocks of pleasure. She collapsed atop him, resting on the cushions of her breasts and leaning her face in to kiss his sweat-salted lips. He parted them slowly and his tongue joined hers in a languid, sensual dance. As they kissed playfully, his cock softened and finally dropped from her freshly-fucked pussy. 
“I’m still alive,” he laughed against her lips. “You didn’t manage to kill me with that body of yours.” 
“Not today,” she replied, giving him another long kiss. “I’ll have to keep trying.” 
She rolled off of him, letting out a yip of amusement as his mostly-flaccid cock slipped with a slurp from her dripping pussy. She caught his manhood in her hand as she rolled beside Harry on the bed. She kissed him again, snuggling against his arm and carefully slipping the squishy condom off his cock. She never broke the kiss even as she tied a knot in the condom and tossed it perfectly into the trash can. 
“Does that mean this isn’t a one-and-done sort of thing?” He asked, stroking a lock of dark hair from her face with his big hand. 
“That’s right,” she said. “I’d like to have some more fun with you. But now, tonight, I have to get home.” 
He relaxed in the bed and watched Violet sit up and pull on her socks and panties. He rubbed her back and she had him buckle her bra for her. She finished dressing even more quickly when saw the clock by the bed and realized it was almost one in the morning. Her parents were generally pretty lenient about her curfew, but this was pushing it. 
“Text me if you want to get together again,” she said, kissing him on his forehead. He was clearly unashamed of his aged but muscular nudity. Not to mention that even flaccid, his cock was quite impressive draped over his thigh. He reached out for his phone on the nightstand and texted her while she loomed over him. Her phone vibrated in her hand. 
“’I want to get together again,’” she read his text aloud. She snorted with laughter. “Alright, I get it. We’ll figure out a time soon.” 
“Good,” he said. “I’m a very busy man. I have TV shows to watch and libraries to haunt.” 
“Feel free to haunt mine,” she said as she backed towards the door. “See you soon, Harry.” 
Even though it was a bit chilly outside, Violet drove home with her car windows down and her dark hair blowing wildly behind her head. She felt like she was stuck in a dream and she did not want it to end. She imagined turning the car around, going back into Harry’s motel, and riding his and making it cum until he was begging her to stop. 
She arrived home and was relieved to see that the lights were off throughout the house. There was an odd car in the driveway – an old Buick – but Violet was used to her father’s old college buddies spending the night occasionally. She crept into the kitchen and saw some empty beer bottles and the remains of what looked like a sausage pizza. She grabbed a room temperature slice and made her way upstairs to her room as quietly as possible. 
She couldn’t help but notice that the spare bedroom door was open and the light was on. She wondered briefly who it might be and whether it was one of her dad’s hotter friends like Anthony or Reggie. Then, before she could fully process everything that had happened to her that day, she was asleep with her face mashed into the pillow on her bed. 
Two Kinds of Trouble
Violet awoke a little earlier than expected to the sound of voices and laughter coming from downstairs. She looked at the pillow beneath her face and groaned at the sight of her makeup smeared over the pillowcase. As she sat up, she could feel her fun last night in her pussy. It was a not completely unpleasant soreness that reached from her clit to her perenium. She really got a workout on Harry’s big cock. 
Not wanting to meet the company in this state, she grabbed a quick shower and changed into her work clothes of a medium-length skirt, stockings, and a button down blouse. Her pink bra showed faintly through the thin material, but not enough to earn a comment from her parents. She wore her hair loose and flouncing about her shoulders as she finally descended into the kitchen. She had even done her makeup to try to make a good impression on what she hoped was one of her dad’s hunky friends. 
It wasn’t. 
Although the man sitting at the kitchen table was not bad looking, he was also not what anyone would think of as hunky. His hair was thinning and he had a hint of middle-aged paunch despite a rather boyish face. He smiled at Violet as he caught sight of her and she recognized that impish grin. 
“Uncle Clark!” She cried and ran to him and threw her arms around his neck. She squeezed him tightly and he let out a grunt of pain. 
“Careful, honey,” said Violet’s mother from where she stood by the kitchen sink. “Bert is recovering from surgery.” 
“Oh, no, I’m sorry!” Violet cried, releasing him from the headlock. 
“Worth it,” he said and his gaze flicked for a moment to Violet’s breasts that she had so eagerly crushed against his face in the hug. “I’ll be fine. It’s just appendix surgery.” 
He lifted his shirt to show her a surprisingly large bandage tapped over his side. 
“It burst,” said Violet’s mom, sliding a cup of coffee over to Bert. “So it’s a bit more than ‘just appendix surgery.’” Violet’s mom turned to Violet and explained, “Bert is recovering from surgery so he is going to be staying with us for about a week. I put him in the spare bedroom across from yours and if you could check in on him once in a while…” 
“I don’t need a nurse,” laughed Bert, although he cut his gaze at Violet again as if momentarily imagining her as his nurse. 
The thought summoned an unexpected pang of desire in Violet as well. Bert Clark was not technically her uncle. He was a close friend of her dad growing up and he actually lived with her dad for a while as a kid when his parents left the country, so he was almost a brother to Violet’s father. She had grown up knowing him as the adult that would always let the kids get away with a bit too much. She remembered one Fourth of July where he secretly passed out fireworks to Violet, her brother, and their friends. 
She looked at him again, at that same boyish smile and those green eyes, and she knew that she was going to be getting into trouble with “Uncle” 
Bert Clark. 
“I’ll keep an eye on him,” said Violet. “I’ve gotta go though, mom. I work morning to afternoon on Saturdays.” 
“Hey,” said Violet’s mother. “What time did you get in last night? I didn’t hear your car and I was worried—“
“See you tonight, Uncle Bert!” Violet called from the door as she hurried outside to avoid her mother’s questions. 
The library was having a book festival in the children’s section, which gave Violet the fun opportunity to interact with the kids and the children’s librarians. She was reading a bunch of entranced kids (and their entranced dads) Very Hungry Caterpillar when she noticed Mr. Blanchard come trundling into the children’s section. He had a smirk on his face as he walked over and stood near her with his arms folded across his chest. He had an oddly intense look on his face that caught her off guard. She rushed through the last few pages of the book. 
At the end of her reading, the kids (and their entranced dads) clapped and thanked Violet for reading a book. She got up from her chair and one of the children’s librarians took over. Violet approached her boss with an uneasy feeling in the pit of her stomach. 
“What can I do for you, Mr. Blanchard?” She asked. 
“Good question,” he said and his voice was unexpectedly sharp. “Come with me to my office.” 
She followed him upstairs and into his office in the back of the library. The administrative section was mostly empty on a Saturday. Only the break room on the other side of the section from Mr. Blanchard’s office had any significant traffic. He closed the door behind them as they entered his office. A sure sign that something serious was about to be said. She wondered if he was finally going to make his move. The timing was a bit strange. 
“Have a seat,” he said, indicating one of two high-backed chairs next to his desk. He always ogled her, which she usually liked, but his eyes had become almost predatory as he watched her choose a seat and carefully cross her legs. “Ms. Palmer, we have a serious problem.” 
“What’s that, Mr. Blanchard?” She said, her tummy flipping and flopping as she looked up at his stern expression. 
“You probably weren’t aware of this, Ms. Palmer, but ever since the homeless have been using the periodical’s archive as their personal jerk off room we installed a hidden camera.” 
Her stomach twisted into a hard knot and fear climbed up her throat. She watched in horror as Mr. Blanchard slowly turned his computer’s screen around so she could see the HD video playing of her kissing Harry and stroking his cock. She watched in horror as she pressed her wadded-up panties to the head of Harry’s cock and made him cum. The detail on the video was so good that she could see the wetness seeping through the panties as he pumped his load into them. 
Mr. Blanchard tapped the space bar on his computer and the video froze on a frame of Violet cooing with lust and Harry contorted with pleasure. 
“This is, of course, a serious violation of at least five different policies,” 
said Mr. Blanchard. “It’s also technically illegal, that being a public space, and our official policy is that I am supposed to report any crime in the library, even by staff, to the authorities.” 
Violet felt like she was going to throw up. Mr. Blanchard smiled and for the first time he transformed from a genial jock past his prime into a predator staring at a juicy piece of meat. 
“Do you have anything to say for yourself?” Mr. Blanchard asked, staring at her over the top of the obscene image on his monitor. 
“I-I-I’m sorry,” she stammered, her body suddenly very cold and her chin trembling. “I don’t… I mean… there’s no excuse… I…” 
She had nothing to say, no hope of fixing this, and she knew it. She had been so happy with Harry the night before, finally living out her fantasy of being with a much older man. She had to pay the price for it. 
“I should call the police,” said Mr. Blanchard. “But I’m not going to do that.” 
“You’re not?” Hope surged anew in Violet. 
“No, it would be cruel,” said Mr. Blanchard. “I like you Violet. I always have. I would like to keep you on at the library.” 
“You’re not going to fire me?” She was shocked. 
“Why should I?” He asked. “Nobody has seen this video other than me. I went down and checked and there was no mess to clean up. Only I know the truth of what you did and I can keep it that way.” 
“Oh, thank you, Mr. Blanchard,” she said with relief. 
He smiled and took her closest hand. 
“Of course,” he said and moved her hand into his lap. “There will need to be some sort of arrangement.” He squeezed his hand over hers, massaging the hard lump of his cock through his trousers using her soft teenage hand. 
Violet wasn’t stupid. She had suspected where this might go as soon as she saw the video on his screen. Now that she knew where his mind was headed, it gave her a fresh thrill of excitement, a twitch in her slightly chapped little pussy. She moved her hand and cradled his cock, squeezing his thick shaft gently. 
“Are you blackmailing me, Mr. Blanchard?” She asked, unable to hide a smile from her full lips. 
“Let’s use the word ‘arrangement.’ It’s much friendlier.” He said and leaned back in his chair to peer over his belly at her hand massaging his cock through his pants. 
“I give you a handjob and you forget about the video?” She asked, sliding out of the chair and onto her knees beside his deck. His smile grew wider. 
“I was thinking a blowjob,” he said. “For today. We can discuss the ongoing price of me protecting you in the… oohhhhh… your hand is soft.” 
She had unzipped his trousers and reached into his pants to fondle his cock. 
If Mr. Blanchard knew she had fantasized about a moment like this for months he might have demanded more. She was all too eager to play along with his little blackmail game. She admired his red, leaking cock. It was thicker than Harry’s although not particularly long. It was also uncircumcised, with a foreskin that shifted over his crimson cockhead as she massaged her hand up and down his length. 
“You want me to suck you?” She asked, her voice soft and breathless. “Put it in my mouth?” 
“Yessss,” he hissed, resting a pudgy hand on the top of her head. “Suck it.” 
He pushed her head down to his lap and she took him into her mouth, sucking eagerly as his cock stretched her lips and pressed against her tongue. He let out a deep groan that shook through his body and into her mouth. She moaned around him, bobbing at the pace and depth he set with his pressing hand on the back of her head. 
The soft slurp of her mouth on his cock, his heavy breathing, and the hum of the computer that had revealed her misdeeds blended into a hot rush of office eroticism. She massaged his fat balls as she sucked him, his cock just long enough to press against her throat and almost gag her. She tensed and he let her up for air. 
“Careful,” she warned. “Unless you want a lap full of my breakfast.” 
“Yeah, right,” he said. “Put it back in your mouth.” 
He pressed her head down again and she obeyed, looking up at him with watering blue eyes as she tongued and slurped on his darkening purple cock. His chair creaked beneath him as his weight shifted. Her lips dragged over his fat glans and she swallowed back the plentiful precum mingling with the saliva in her mouth. He shuddered with pleasure and tensed beneath her. 
“Keep going,” he grunted. “Suck it… suck it out. Suck out my cum.” 
“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned around him. She wanted to stuff her hand down her panties and finger herself while she made him cum. She resisted the urge, focusing on Mr. Blanchard’s surging cock instead of revealing to him just how much she enjoyed serving an older man. If he knew she got off on it, he might get much more demanding…
“Ohhhhh fuck!” He cried, pushing her head down a bit roughly and almost gagging her again. 
A moment later, she felt his cock throbbing against her tongue and a thin spatter of warm, salty cum hit her throat. She swallowed and almost immediately was struck by a massive gush of his thick, hot cum. His fingers tightened in her hair and she sucked as best she could as her mouth was flooded with spurt after spurt of Mr. Blanchard’s bitter spunk. 
Violet swallowed again and again, his cum tacky in her throat and warm down to her belly like a gulp of hard liquor. She looked up at Mr. 
Blanchard’s red, pleasure-twisted, her mouth used by him as he emptied his cum and her head forced down until his fat cap was against her throat and drooling out the last of his load. 
“Fuck,” he muttered, finally letting her up for air. She gasped as she slid his wilting cock from her mouth, the wet length of it smearing across her chin. 
He stared down at her, catching his breath along with her. She wiped her fingers across her chin and smeared cum over her lips. She instinctively licked the salty smear away. Mr. Blanchard passed down a box of tissues and she wiped her face clean. 
“I, um, need to go to the bathroom,” she said, suddenly feeling embarrassed. 
“Of course,” said Mr. Blanchard, scooting his chair back so she could easily get up. “Come and see me tomorrow afternoon when you get here for your shift. We can revisit this issue.” 
“Yes, Mr. Blanchard,” she said, her face hot with embarrassment. He had used her like a sex toy there at the end and she had mixed feelings about that. It made her feel dirty and it turned her on. She wanted to slap him across the face for manipulating her and she wanted to bend over his desk and beg for his cock in her throbbing cunt. 
Instead, Violet got shakily to her feet, her knees red through her stockings, and she excused herself to the restroom. She looked at herself in the mirror, at her red lips and the smudge of red on her chin. She splashed water into her face and dried herself with a paper towel. 
What she needed worse than a cleanup was some sort of resolution to what had happened with Mr. Blanchard. She decided she could find it in one of the bathroom stalls. She locked herself inside the stall, her back against the wall as she thrust her fingers into her panties and began to fuck herself. She pumped her fingers in and out of her pussy, first two and then three, her eyes tight and her mind playing over the events of the last twelve hours. She pictured Harry’s cock and then Mr. Blanchard’s. She imagined both men, taking turns with her, their faces above hers as they plowed into her pussy at the same pace as her thrusting fingers. 
Just as she was about to cum she heard the door to the bathroom open and close. She froze, her fingers in her clutching pussy, on the verge of an orgasm. 
“I know,” said a stern woman’s voice. “I know what you’ve been doing here in the library.” 
Shoes clicked closer. Black patent leather. Right beneath the door of the stall. 
“You don’t have to admit it,” said the woman. “But we will be talking about it soon, Violet Palmer.” 
Who was it? Violet’s mind raced. The voice was familiar but it wasn’t someone who worked at the library. Was it one of the parents from the book reading? How could they know? 
She peered through the space between the stall’s door and the wall and saw a hint of a red sweater and a flick of golden blonde hair. Then the figure moved away, heels clicking as she walked out of the bathroom and left violet in a state of panic. 
She couldn’t finish herself. She slid her slick fingers out of her pussy and straightened her clothes. She returned to the sinks to clean up, steady herself, and fix her makeup. 
She didn’t know it at the time, but the woman on the other side of the stall was going to propel her into a life of intense eroticism that Violet had only just begun to explore. 
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