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​Craved

––––––––

James loved books almost as much as he loved sex. Almost.

Yet, he never thought the two would actually collide together until he met the cute new employee at the library.

He had been going to that store for many years. Occasionally, there would be an attractive clerk working there. Usually, it was someone who primarily stocked shelves with all the new releases. The work itself required lots of kneeling, stretching and bending.

When one of these cuties worked in his area, he found that sitting in one of the lounge chairs gave him a good view of their comings and goings.

Sadly, though, there seemed to be a high turnaround at the store. Whether to internal staff politics, general attrition (he couldn't imagine doing that type of work for years) or they here migrated to other branches, he never knew. But many hot, and/or cute, (or both) shelf stockers simply vanished from his almost weekly appreciations. 

Or maybe they left because of him? He'd often wondered how obvious he was when he sneaked glances at their bums as the sauntered past, or bent down to add some books (That was certainly his favourite part of their job!). Also, as they were lost in the mundane concentration of their work, the almost never realized he was staring at their breasts. Side boob view was another favourite. You may not get a full appreciation of breasts full on, masked by a sweater or baggy blouse. But turned to the side, the breast was particularly arousing.

Then one day, there was a new little brunette librarian. He couldn't get a good look at her face, but she seemed older than him. She was tiny in stature, but with a slim, yet very shapely figure. Thankfully, a lot of her books needed stocking right in front of where he was sitting.

Playing casual, he peeked at her from over the edge of his book, thus allowing him to ogle her magnificent butt. Jeans were created to be worn by this woman, he thought.

She had bent over, revealing the beautiful teardrop shape of her ass.

He felt himself getting hard, and he looked down at his crotch, making sure everything was still in order and not bulging out at a revealing angle.

“Found what you are looking for?” asked a pleasant female voice.

He looked up, and blanched. It was her. The older cute brunette was standing directly in front of him.

What did she mean? Looking for my boner? A book? Her?

“Uh,” was all he could manage in that moment of shock. Then he realized he knew her! “Adalyn?”

She laughed. “James! I thought it was you. How have you been?”

James was genuinely surprised. Adalyn dated his father last year. He would see her around the house once in a while. But mostly, she was in his dad's bedroom, fucking each other's brains out.

Now here she was, looking sexy as all hell for an older lady.

He became frighteningly aware of bulge growing bigger.

Did her eyes just flicker down at it? He thought, embarrassed. Maybe was she just looking at the book in his hand?

“Enjoying the selection?” she asked, with a crook of her eyebrow. Her expression seemed to show more than a passing interest in what his answer could be.

Was she flirting with him?

“Yeah, great selection. Thanks,” he said. Geez, could I sound more stupid?

His heart was now thundering against his chest. Hopefully, his face didn't go red like it usually did when he was flustered.

“Well, James,” she said with a smile and a wink. “It was really good seeing you again. Maybe we can get together. Real soon.”

“Yeah, definitely,” he said. I wish. Look at that body!

She turned to go, but paused. His heart stopped.

She nodded her head at his... crotch? At his growing hard on? He wanted to cross his legs but his erection would just make it look even funnier.

“By the way, you're reading it upside down,” she grinned wickedly at him, and walked away, pushing the cart. He could have sworn she put in an extra bit of sway to those perfect hips. 

He watched her leave, a bit in a daze. Looking at the book in his hands, he saw that she was right. 

Stunned, he waited for his hard on to die down. He even managed to read a little of the book (right side up this time), until he felt he had embarrassed himself enough for one day.

He was walking toward the exit when he suddenly heard something.

“James!” someone hissed from behind. He turned and was struck dumb when he saw that it was Adalyn. She was leaning around the end of a bookshelf, out of sight of the front door cash register. She peeked down toward the cashier then, looking back at him, waved his hand at him, indicating he should come over.

Thankfully, his legs took the initiative and propelled him to her, before his brain could screw things up.

When he got close, and obviously wasn't moving fast enough for her, she grabbed his arm and pulled him behind the shelves. Her firm touch electrified  his bare skin. He found himself grinning.

She grinned back. “Got a question for you, James.” she said, looking quite beautiful.

“Okay,” was all he could say.

“Wanna fuck my brains out?”

His breath caught.

Oh.

My.

God.

His brain had seized up. Miraculously, he found himself nodding. 

Pleased, she took his hand and quickly led him into a back storage room, which was filled with books, and boxes, from top to bottom. She closed the door behind them.

“Now, you're going to have to wait her until closing and everyone else leaves.” She looked up at him with big wide stunning eyes that melted his heart and began to stiffen his crotch again. “Will you wait here for me, James?”

Duh.

Shrugging, he said, “Yeah, no problem, he said, casually. Like getting propositioned by store clerks was an everyday occurrence for him.

She nodded, but looked at him as if analyzing his honesty. “You know what?” she said.

“What?”

“Let me give you a little taste of what you can expect if you do stay.”

Before he could say anything she dropped to her knees in front of him. His eyes widened, and his boner screamed to be released.

“Whip it out,” she said.

There is a God! his brain seemed to cheer at him.

“Hurry,” she said. “I'm only suppose to be on my coffee break.” She looked up at him. “And I wanna little taste, too.”

He had never unbuckled his belt, and undid his zipper, that fast before in his life. His erect dick practically popped out at her with the sudden motion of pulling down his pants past his waist.

She giggled a little, but immediately grabbed it. The warmth of her hand on his throbbing member, nearly made him cum right there, but he grit his teeth.

“Mmmm, young man cock,” she said. She very gently kissed the tip of his dick. “I like the taste of that.” She stuck out her tongue and flickered it against his prick. She did this for several moments, alternating between kissing and flickering at it.

Then, suddenly, she opened her mouth wide and lunged forward. Nearly his entire cock was swallowed in one motion. He felt the top of his dick slide against the roof of her mouth, and lodge in the back of her hot throat.

He moaned.

“Mmmm,” she said again. At least that's what it sounded like. She did have a big cock in her mouth, after all.

Clinching her lips around his girth, she began to move her head up and down. She sucked at him, gently.

Soon, the only thing he could feel was her determined grip at the base of his shaft and part of her palm against his balls, and the hot sensation of the wonderful wet friction of his member sliding in and out of her mouth.

He moaned again. He was now having a heck of a time not cumming and preventing hot jizz from exploding out of the back of her head.

“Adalyn to the front cash! Adalyn to the front cash!” suddenly said a loud voice.

They both froze.

It was the intercom.

But she didn't lose her cool. Slowly, almost deliberately, she slide up his shaft, which now was slick with her spittle. Her sucking lips slide over his prick, but remained locked on the very tip of it. As she looked up at him he felt her tongue flicker feather-like at the tip.

Then she pulled it out and gave it one last quick kiss. She stood, and he found himself standing in front of her holding his wet throbbing dick. Was it over?

“This is not over young man,” she said, as if reading his thoughts. She stood on her tip toes and kissed him on the lips.

“I liked that taste, and I'll be back for more,” she said. “Think you can wait for me?” She grinned evilly.

“Yeah!” he gasped. Sweet Lord Almighty, Yes!

And with that, she slipped out the door, and closed it behind her, locking it.

He was left standing there, pants down to his knees, holding his dick.

Not wanting to rub one out (gotta save that for later), he did up his pants, and spent the time reading while waiting.

It didn't take long. Soon, some of the lights went off, but a bank of them stayed on in the storage room. Closing time.

Then, after what seemed like forever, the door clicked open, and for a brief moment, he thought someone other than Adalyn was going to come in and find him there.

It wasn't. Face beaming, Adalyn entered, and relocked the door behind her.

“Well, well, well,” she said. “Tired of waiting?”

He sprang to his feet from the chair he had been reading in. “Nope, not at all. Uh, are we alone now?”

She smiled. “Yes, and let me prove it.” Suddenly, in one fluid motion, she pulled off her shirt. James was rendered speechless, as she was not wearing a bra (which he had suspected), and her small, perky breasts presented themselves to the world to be admired.

He also couldn't help but notice she had a flat, well defined tummy.

“Wow,” he said.

“It gets better,” with a couple of quick motions, she pulled down her jeans, as well as her thong panties, down to her ankles. She grinned at him as she kicked off her shoes, and stepped out of everything.

Eager to join in the festivities, James quickly pulled off his own shirt, and tossed it. Then he started on his pants, before she walked over to him, and put her hands on his belt buckle. His eyes were on the trim triangle of hair that was between her well muscled thighs.

“Wait, not yet,” she said. 

Certain he would do as she asked, she moved over to the desk. James' eyes were locked on that amazingly firm butt, and the tiny peek of a pussy they presented.

She glanced back at him, then bent straight over the desk, so her elbows were leaning on the top. Wiggling her ass, James could now see the well shaved pinkness of her pussy. “I want you to spank me,” she said.

Transfixed by the movement of her naked flesh and that wondrous ass, he walked up behind her. Impulsively, he cupped her buttocks. Sweet Nirvana! He thought.

He wanted to fuck her so hard, right then and there, but decided to play along. Holding up a hand at the ready, he looked at her for his queue.

“Spank me, little boy, momma's been bad,” she said. So he did, with a light slap. First one cheek, and then the other. He really enjoyed how her firm buttocks moved when he did so.

She shuddered, and said, “Harder! And don't be a pussy about it!”

Well, okay then, he thought.

He did, this time a little harder, and using his full palm, not just the fingers. She yelped, and he found his hand actually stung.

“More!”

“Yes, Ma'am!” he said, and did so. Over and over he smacked her lovely ass, until it progressed to a full on spanking. Each time she yelped, or groaned. She even gritted her teeth to keep from screaming out, but that didn't last long as he kept at it. Smack, smack, smack.

She raised a hand. “Okay, okay,” she panted. “Stop!”

Disappointed, he did. “Did I hurt you?” He hadn't wanted to have this kinky little exercise end due to him being overzealous.

“No,” she said. “Not yet.” She grinned evilly.

James nearly cam in his pants from her expression alone.

“Not yet?” he echoed, oblivious to the meaning, but wanting to know more, all the same.

She pointed to one of the carts, which was full of thick hardcovers. “Grab a classic.”

Obeying, he walked over to it, feeling his hard-on chaff roughly against the  inside of his pants. Not trying to be subtle, he shifted his dick over with one hand, as he picked out a book from the cart selection with the other.

“How about this?” he asked.

Her panting had lessened, and she was using a hand to reach around and massage her the bright red skin of her ass. “Is it a classic?”

“Classic?” he looked. “Uh, it's about medicine or something.”

She had moved a finger over her raw pussy, and she flinched with ecstasy at the painful touch. “No, not that one. Get something good, something that has meaning.”

Confused at the request, but not wanting to question it for fear of putting a sudden end to this wonderful encounter, he picked out another book.

“The Complete Dickens Collection,” he said hefting the large tome. It was thick and weight a good couple pounds.

She nodded with a smile, one finger teasing the wetness of her pussy around. “That will do. It has Dick in it.”

James actually laughed out loud. She laughed too.

He was not going to argue this, so he stood behind her, and to one side. Fuck she looks hot, he thought. She had braced her arms on the desk again, in preparation of the wonderful pain.

He gripped the big book with both hands, and hoisted it over one shoulder. This view accentuated the wonder curve of her buttock muscles, and again, his boner begged to be released.

“I'd really like to fuck the hell out you right now,” he admitted. He almost regretted blurting it out, but God damn this chick looked fuckable as all hell.

She winked at him over shoulder, “Soon. Very, very soon. But first, do this to me. I need it to get going.” She smiled.

God, I am one lucky guy, he thought. His face actually hurt from
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