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Disclaimer

This work is intended for mature audiences aged 18 and older. Please note that the story includes explicit sexual content that may not be suitable for all readers. All characters depicted are consenting adults aged 18 or above. Reader discretion is recommended.
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Teaser

..."Ahh!" I cry out.

His cock, thick and hard, pulsates against my sensitive folds, teasing me mercilessly. I can feel every vein, every ridge, and every inch of him yearning to enter me. My body trembles with anticipation as he slowly inserts himself into me. His girth stretches me impossibly wide, yet the pleasure rises with each passing moment.

"Are you okay?" Paul asks.

"Oh, God, yes!" I moan, feeling him deep within me. The sensation of fullness is overwhelming but in a good way. My body quivers with need and urgency as he begins to move slowly within me. "Yes, Paul, more than okay! I'm great!" I moan softly, unable to resist the sheer pleasure his cock brings. "Fuck me hard!"

He listens to my plea, and I feel his cock push past my resistance until it's entirely inside me. The sensation is both overwhelming and exhilarating.

He moves his hips, adjusting his angle slightly, making me gasp in equal parts pain and exhilaration. Each stroke brings me closer to another release, building my arousal until it is almost unbearable. My legs clamp around his waist as he thrusts deeper and deeper, each stroke sending jolts of pleasure through my body.

Paul is a master at this, and he knows exactly how to hit all the right spots as he pounds his cock into me. His piercing blue eyes lock onto mine as he moves, his face twisted in an expression of pure desire. His thrusts grow faster and harder, turning into a frenzied and passionate rhythm that matches my own growing need...
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The library is my sanctuary, a quiet haven where the chaos of the outside world fades away. I'm sitting at my favorite table, tucked away in a corner surrounded by towering shelves of books. My notebook is open before me, the blank page staring back expectantly. For weeks, inspiration has eluded me, the words refusing to flow.

Then I see him. The quiet librarian, with soft eyes and a shy smile, is shelving books nearby. Something about him draws me in, something gentle and profound. As if sensing my gaze, he looks up, and our eyes meet. The connection is instant, a spark of electricity that jolts through me. I feel my heart skip a beat.

The librarian walks over, his movements deliberate and graceful. "Are you the poet Anna Kingsley?" he asks.

I nod, "Yes."

The librarian blushes as he hands me my latest book, "Could you... Sign this?"

I smile, and he hands me a pen as I take the book, "To whom?"

"Paul Donnelly."

I take the pen from him, our fingers brushing briefly, sending a shiver down my spine. I write a heartfelt message in the book.

As I hand the book back to him, our eyes meet again, locking in a silent exchange of unspoken words. There is something magnetic about him, something that beckons me to unravel the mysteries hidden behind his gentle facade.

Paul hesitates momentarily as if debating whether to say something more. Finally, he takes a deep breath and speaks softly, "Would... you like to join me for coffee sometime?"

I nod eagerly, unable to contain the smile that spreads across my face. It makes me feel good about myself when a very handsome man asks me out. "I would love to," I reply. When can you leave the work?"

"I, uh, now?" Paul blushes, "I mean, I have lunch."

I smile, "So, what if we go for lunch instead of coffee?"

Paul's face lights up with a shy yet relieved smile. "That sounds wonderful," he stammers, his eyes bright with anticipation. "A quaint little café just a few blocks away serves the most delicious sandwiches."

I gather my things quickly, my heart fluttering excitedly at the prospect of spending more time with this handsome librarian who fits perfectly into my adolescent fantasies of a sexy librarian—I've always had a thing about bookworms. As we step out of the library into the bustling street, I find myself stealing glances at Paul, trying to figure out why a man as handsome as him seems to be so shy.

The leisurely walk to the café was filled with easy conversation and shared laughter as if we had been friends for years instead of just a few minutes. Paul's vibrant blue eyes sparkled as he told me about his love for literature and how he spent his evenings pouring out his soul onto paper through poetry. I listened intently, caught up in the cadence of his voice and the depth of his thoughts.

As we arrived at the quaint café, we settled into a cozy corner booth, surrounded by warm hues and the rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee. Our conversation flowed effortlessly as we delved deeper into each other's lives. I learned about Paul's humble childhood in a small town, his dreams of traveling the world and experiencing different cultures, and his unwavering connection to the written word.

In return, I opened up to him about my own struggles and triumphs as a poet, baring my soul and sharing the stories behind some of my most cherished works. We bonded over our love for words and how they have always been our salvation in times of need.

As we talk, I realize there is a rare comfort in being with someone who understands the power of words, sees beyond the surface, and delves into the hidden depths of emotion. Paul listens with an attentiveness that makes me feel genuinely heard, his eyes never leaving mine, as if trying to unravel the complexities of my soul.

Time flies as we enjoy each other's company. Before we know it, Paul's lunch hour is over, and we have to cut our conversation short because Paul needs to return to work. As we walk back to the library, it strikes me odd how much I desire him, considering we've known each other for less than an hour. But then again, it's been almost eight months since I've had sex—or human contact at all.

I long for the touch of another human being against my skin. It doesn't help that most of my time is spent thinking and writing about sex since erotica is my primary source of income.

When we reach the library entrance, I realize that Paul is too shy to make the first move. So, I gently place my hand on his neck and pull him closer for a kiss. Paul hesitates for a moment; then, he reciprocates the kiss. And boy, can he kiss. His lips feel like magic on mine, enough to make my knees tremble just from the sensation.

Our embrace deepens, the world around us fading into oblivion as we lose ourselves in the intoxicating moment. I can feel the heat of his body against mine, his hands tenderly exploring the contours of my back. It's as if we've unlocked a hidden passion smoldering beneath the surface, waiting to ignite.

When we finally pull away, our breaths coming in ragged gasps, I look into Paul's eyes and see desire reflecting at me. The unspoken tension between us crackles like electricity, binding us together in a silent promise of more to come.

"Give me your phone," I say.

Paul's brow furrows as he hands me his phone. I quickly save my number into it and hand it back to him with a smirk. "I'm in there as Anna, the Poet," I say. I expect you to call and take me on a date, and I expect it to happen very soon."

"Uh, okay..." Paul says, "I really have to go back to work."

As I watch him disappear inside, I feel a flutter in my chest, a mix of excitement and anticipation for the future. The chance encounter with Paul has reignited a spark within me, creatively and emotionally.

I walk away from the library with a newfound spring in my step, my mind drifting to what could blossom between Paul and me. The afternoon sun bathes the streets in a warm glow, casting long shadows that point me toward a promising future.

As I make my way home, the sounds of the city and fleeting moments of inspiration surround me. When I finally reach my apartment, I power up my laptop and begin crafting a steamy tale about a librarian. I can't help but feel thankful for the unexpected opportunities that have brought this new source of inspiration into my life.

As I type away, fully immersed in my steamy short story, the sudden ringing of my phone startles me out of my writing trance. For a brief moment, I hesitate to answer the unknown number. Usually, I would ignore calls from unfamiliar numbers. But, as I glance at my phone screen, I realize I do not have Paul's number saved in my contacts.

"Halloo?" I answer.

"Uh, hi... My colleague says that I shouldn't call this early. Apparently, it makes me look desperate, but I, I, uh, I just wanted to call you and, and... oh, sorry, I forgot to tell you that I'm Paul... the guy you met in the library... I, I want to... to..." Paul stops talking.

After he's been silent for so long that it becomes apparent he won't continue, I say, "Paul, I appreciate that you don't engage in those manipulative tactics of dating game. I hate those. And your babbling is cute; I like it too."

"Uh, thanks."

"So... did you call to ask me on a date?"

"Uh, yes, well, no, I didn't get to it, but that was the idea... Dammit! I, uh, just realized that I should have planned this call better, but I decided to call as long as I dare to do it."

A giggle escapes from my lips before I can stop it. "Paul, when do you have some free time?" I ask with a smile.

"Uh... pretty much always after five p.m."

"So... would it be too soon if I'll take you on a date today at seven?"

Paul's voice sounds uncertain on the other end of the line. "Today at seven? That... that's okay, Anna. I mean, it sounds wonderful. Where should we meet?"

I can hear the nervousness in his tone, and it warms my heart to know that he's as eager yet apprehensive as I am about this budding connection. "Let's meet at that little café we went to earlier. How does that sound?"

There's a brief pause before Paul responds, "Perfect. I'll see you there at seven, Anna."

As we hang up, a surge of excitement courses through me.

The clock strikes quarter to seven, and I suddenly remember our plan to meet at the café. My heart races with anticipation for my date with Paul, and my mind already buzzes with thoughts of all the possibilities this evening holds. I quickly finish my work and prepare for the date. I carefully select a simple yet stylish outfit to make a good impression on our official first date. When I arrive at the café, I immediately spot Paul sitting at our designated corner table and eagerly go to him.

"Sorry, sorry," I say as I sit down, "I'm always late, a bad habit, I know."

Paul smiles, "A beautiful lady of elegance should always keep her dates waiting."

I blink, trying to recall if he is quoting someone. But I can't remember, so I just give him my brightest smile. "Thanks for the compliment. You're a handsome man, too."

"Thank you," Paul says.

"I thought we could first watch a movie and then have dinner. How does that sound?"

Paul's eyes light up with excitement at the suggestion. "That sounds perfect, Anna. I'd love to watch a movie with you." As we walk to the nearby cinema, a comfortable silence settles between us, punctuated by the occasional shared smile or sidelong glance that speaks volumes without words.

Once inside the cozy theater, we settle into our seats, the soft glow of the screen casting a flickering light over our faces
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