
        
            [image: cover]
        


 


 


 


 


HIGH SCHOOL

GLORY HOLE

 


Cammie Cummins


 


 


 


 


COPYRIGHT

 


HIGH SCHOOL GLORY HOLE

 


Published by Cammie Cummins

 


High School Glory Hole Copyright ©
2016 by Cammie Cummins

Cover Art, Copyright © 2016 Cookelma |
Dreamstime.com

Cover Design, Copyright © 2016 by Cammie
Cummins

 


All rights reserved

 


This book is a work of
fiction. All names, characters, locations, and incidents are
products of the author's imagination or have been used
fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead,
locales, or events is entirely coincidental. All characters depicted in this book are 18 years or
older.

 


No part of this book may be reproduced,
scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without
permission. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of
copyrighted materials in violations of the author’s rights.
Purchase only authorized editions.

 


Warning: This ebook contains steamy explicit
descriptions of sexual activities including m/f/f oral and lesbian
sex. It is intended for mature readers who are 18 or older and not
offended by graphic depictions of sex acts between consenting
adults, specifically hot lesbian or m/f/f erotica.


 


 


 


 


 


HIGH SCHOOL GLORY HOLE

 


 


 


 


My first time? It happened on Back to
School Night my senior year.

Mom and my stepdad insisted on going to the
orientation night my school hosted every year. You know the one,
where all the parents lamely follow their kids’ new school schedule
for the year. They go to each classroom and sit through a shortened
class, listen to a ten-minute presentation, and meet all the new
teachers. It’s not like I hadn’t been attending the same school for
the last three very long years. They already knew all my teachers
from when my sister had them before she graduated two years
earlier. But whatever, fine, if it makes you happy Mom and Dad.
Except…

They made me come along too.

“This is your last year, Ivy Rose,” Mom
said. “Don’t be such a downer. It’ll be fun.”

As it turned out, she was right. But not for
any reason she’d approve of.

And there was one other saving grace. There
were dozens of my equally mortified classmates there, being dragged
from classroom to classroom, all looking like they wanted to slit
their wrists, including my BFF in the whole world Leanne.

And so there we all sat, bored, listening to
our teachers' drone on about the class syllabus and the attendance
policy and the importance of class participation and all the end of
year projects—like that wasn’t a million years away.

Then, between third and fourth period, I
made my break. I told Mom I had to go to the bathroom, like I’m
eight instead of eighteen, asking permission. And she said no!

“You can’t miss biology,” she said. But she
finally gave in when I lied and told her it was that time of the
month and I had really bad cramps.

“Fine,” she said, with that icy tone of
hers, not very happy with me.

If she’d any idea what happened next, that
would’ve been the understatement of the century.

The bell rang and the halls cleared out as
all the parents dragged their kids back into classrooms. I texted
Leanne and told her to meet me in the girl’s room on the second
floor outside the computer lab, we’d have a cigarette or
something.

She texted back: Kool.

While I waited I did have to pee so I ducked
into the lavatory and sat down at the far toilet. I debated whether
or not to light up a cigarette, but decided to wait for Leanne. We
share everything.

In the meantime, I planted my elbows on my
knobby knees, my chin in my hands, and I did my business. My pee
tinkled into the bowl.

That was when I noticed a fist-size hole in
the wall that separated the girl’s room from the boy’s bathroom.
OMG. How’d the custodians not fix that over the summer?

With my plaid skirt hiked up around my waist
and my panties gathered around my ankles I crossed my arms and
rested them on my bent knees. Then I leaned over, curious to see if
the hole went all the way through to the bathroom on the other
side. I closed one eye and took a peek.

As I did, I heard a noise from the other
side. Like the rattle of a panel sliding open.

Suddenly the biggest penis I’d ever seen in
my life poked through the hole!

“Oh shit!” I jumped back and covered my
mouth but my eyes remained wide open. I stared at the semi-limp
penis hanging there. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from it.

I’d watched porn on the Internet before, I
mean who hasn’t, but I’d never seen a real live penis before. I
know, eighteen and still a virgin, pathetic, right?

Though I wasn’t a completely hopeless case,
I’d touched one once. Well, I didn’t actually touch, touch it. I
rubbed it—through Billy Makenzie’s dress pants, in the backseat of
his Dad’s Santa Fe while we were making out after the homecoming
dance last year. I was all set to go all the way with Billy, but he
gave homecoming a new meaning for me that night. From all that
rubbing I did, he jizzed in his pants.

Still to my inexperienced eye, the penis
hanging through the wall only a couple of inches away from me
looked to be a large, economy version. Long. Thick. And it wasn’t
even fully erect.

“Who’s there?” I called out. “That’s
disgusting. Perv.”

No one said anything. But the penis didn’t
go away either.

My heart thumped in my chest. It beat so
hard, I thought it would burst from my chest.

I leaned out past the open stall door. The
rest of the bathroom was empty. I was alone.

Well, except for the thick penis hanging out
of the wall with me.

But now what?

I knew what this was. Like I said, I’ve
watched Internet porn. It’s a glory hole. I knew what I was
supposed to do too. With it, I mean. My stomach got all fluttery
thinking about it. Should I? It seemed sort of gross, I’d never…but
kind of exciting too.

It’s what people do, right?

I licked my lips and reached my hand out. My
fingers were trembling. The buzzing bathroom lights reflected off
my freshly manicured fingernails. Fire engine red. I touched it.
The penis.

And it twitched!

I stifled a giggle and pulled my hand back,
but then I reached out and touched it again, running my fingers
along the top of it like I was petting a snake. Again it twitched
and I swear it got bigger!

I put my hand around it, fisted it, like
when I sing into the microphone in Glee Club. God, it was so big a
couple of inches stuck out beyond where my thumb and forefinger
wrapped around it. It was like holding onto a cucumber. A big,
thick, warm cucumber.

Am I really holding someone’s cock!

Even thinking the word—cock—got me kind of
excited. I stepped out of my panties and slid off the toilet and
onto the floor, kneeling in front of it like I was praying to
it.

It was so warm and filled my hand. I put my
other hand around it. Two hands holding the mic. I began to pull on
it. It twitched and swelled in my fist. I could feel it growing,
thicker, and longer and straighter. Hard and excited.

I scooted closer to it.

Then I closed my eyes and took a deep
breath. I opened my mouth wide. Oh. My. God. Am I really going to
do this? I leaned forward. I squeezed the penis in my fist with
both hands. Tentatively, like when I was a kid and forced to try
some new food I put that bulbous, pink helmeted cock between my
lips. I shivered and pushed it deeper and deeper inside my
mouth.

I swallowed hard and wrapped my lips around
that thing like I was sucking on a Popsicle, pushing it deeper into
my mouth. It bumped up against my cheek, filling my mouth. I
blinked and gobbled it deeper. It hit the roof of my mouth and
filled my throat. I sputtered and gagged and pulled it out, but
only a little.

Oh my God. I couldn’t believe how big it
was.

I tried again.

This time I took in more. And each time I
tried, I took in a little bit more.

More and more.

I started bobbing my head, running my tongue
around the thick warm cock in my mouth, slurping, making it slick
with my saliva. I’d never had anything that big in my mouth before,
had anything that tasted like that, anything that excited me that
way. And I couldn’t get enough.

Soon I got into the rhythm of it.

Fill my mouth. Work it down my throat. Back
it off. Stroke it with my fist the way I’ve seen them do in the
porno videos I’ve watched. Then do it again.

I was getting into it. I didn’t want to
stop.

And I didn’t, not even when I heard the
bathroom door open. I didn’t stop when Leanne was suddenly standing
over me, watching me, for I don’t know how long while I sucked
cock, until she said, “Oh my God, Ivy, what are you doing?”

Really? She had to ask.

Panting, I needed a break, to catch my
breath; I slipped the cock from my mouth. “Oh, hey, Leanne.”

“I can’t believe this? Who is that?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know.” I kept stroking
the saliva-slick cock to keep it hard.

Leanne put her purse down on the sink and
stared at me. One sleeve of my dress had slipped off my shoulder
and hung halfway down my arm. My panties lay in a bunch on the
floor. My lips were wet and I knew they had to be all shiny and
sexy looking in the bright bathroom light.

“Here, you want some?”

“Are you crazy? This is insane.”

“I know, right. Come on.” I wagged the cock
in my hand.

“You don’t even know who that is?”

“So? He doesn’t seem to mind.” I wagged the
cock and in a baby voice, like I was talking to a pet dog or a
baby, said, “Do you?”

“Ivy, I don’t know. I never….”

“Me neither.” I smiled wickedly. “Now I
have.” I rolled my eyes toward the cock in the wall. “And here’s
your chance. Take it or I will.”

Leanne hesitated and sort of wrung her hands
but I could tell she wanted to. “I don’t know…”

I scooted to one side and Leanne dropped to
her knees beside me. “I can’t believe this.”

“Right.” I kept stroking the cock. “Wanna
taste it?”

Leanne wore a big nervous grin on her face,
all bright white teeth, and glowing pink chipmunk cheeks. She
hooked her long straight hair over her ear and leaned in closer.
She put a hand on it, rubbed her fingers along it, then she kissed
the side of it, rubbing her mouth along it like she was playing a
harmonica.

“Go on,” I urged her.

She moved her mouth along the shaft like she
was playing a harmonica. When she reached the tip she slipped it
into her mouth, gobbling it up. Then she started working it, using
her mouth and her fist, stroking and sucking.

As I watched I knew this couldn’t be
Leanne’s first-time blow job. She was too good at it.

After a minute I started to feel left out. I
stripped out of my dress. My panties were already on the floor and
my dress quickly joined them. I wasn’t wearing a bra so that left
me completely naked except for my pumps. Sexy, right?

While Leanne continued knobbing the cock I
gathered her long brown hair and scooped it back off her shoulders,
keeping it out of her face. She glanced up at me and with a
mouthful of cock, smiled at me with her eyes.

I couldn’t stand it anymore. With my skin
all tingly and warm, and my face flush, and my pussy soaking wet I
dropped down to my knees beside my best friend, and together we
shared that cock. We rubbed our mouths along that long shaft. We
gingerly stroked that throbbing cock, wetting it with our lips and
our tongues. We both made yummy, slurpy sounds. And each time our
lips touched when we reached and kissed the head of that snake
together, a thrill charged through my body like I’d never felt
before. It made me all shaky and nervous…but in a
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