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This story contains explicit sexual content intended for readers 18+ only. Specific content warnings include:

Explicit and detailed descriptions of consensual sexual acts (vaginal sex, oral sex references implied, manual stimulation, multiple orgasms)

Graphic language describing anatomy, arousal, and sexual sensations

Power dynamic elements (dominant/submissive undertones, mild verbal command during intimacy)

Semi-public sex (in a university library with risk of being overheard or discovered)

Light restraint (hair-pulling during sex)

Mild dirty talk and possessive language

Unprotected sex (creampie/multiple internal ejaculations) – fictional/fantasy context

Intense physical descriptions focusing on bodies, sweat, fluids, and sensations

All characters are explicitly university students aged 19–21, and all sexual activity is fully consensual, enthusiastic, and between adults.




If any of these elements are triggering or uncomfortable for you, please consider skipping this title. Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
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The upper floor of the Tokyo University library was almost deserted after ten p.m., the long rows of fluorescent lights dimmed to a soft amber glow. Aiko sat alone at a wide oak table near the back, surrounded by towering shelves of leather-bound classics. At nineteen, she was delicately built—petite and slender, her body barely filling the oversized armchair she’d pulled up. Her long, straight black hair spilled over one shoulder like liquid silk, the ends brushing the gentle curve of her small breasts beneath a thin white blouse. The fabric was slightly sheer in the low light, hinting at the faint pink outline of her nipples whenever she shifted. Her legs were tucked beneath her, slim thighs pressed together under a pleated navy skirt that rode just high enough to reveal the smooth, pale skin above her knees.

She was deeply focused on the open poetry anthology in her lap, lips parted slightly as she murmured lines under her breath. The quiet suited her; it always had. Few people ever came up this far, and she liked the solitude—the way the air smelled faintly of paper and polished wood, the soft creak of the building settling around her.

The heavy glass door at the far end of the floor swung open with a muffled thud.

Hiro stepped through, his broad frame instantly dominating the hushed space. Twenty-one, captain of the university soccer team, and built like he was carved for power: six-foot-two, shoulders wide and thick with muscle, chest tapering to a narrow waist that flared into strong, athletic hips. His black training shirt clung to every ridge and valley of his torso—pecs defined and hard, abs visible even through the fabric when he moved. His thighs were massive from years of sprints and drills, straining the seams of his loose gray track pants. A faint sheen of post-practice sweat still glistened along his collarbone and the strong column of his neck, making his tanned skin glow under the lights.

He spotted her immediately and strode over with that easy, predatory confidence athletes always seemed to carry. His sneakers were silent on the carpeted floor, but Aiko still felt the vibration of each step in her chest. When he reached the table, he dropped his bag with a soft thump and slid into the chair directly beside her—closer than necessary.

"Sorry I’m late," he said, voice low and a little rough from training. His breath carried the faint, clean scent of mint and exertion.

Aiko’s pulse jumped. She’d been tutoring him for two weeks now, but the proximity still unsettled her in ways she couldn’t quite name. "It’s okay," she whispered, pushing the anthology toward him. "We were going to start with Basho’s haiku tonight."

Hiro leaned in to look at the page, one muscular arm stretching along the back of her chair. His bicep brushed the bare skin of her upper arm, warm and solid. Aiko’s breath caught; heat bloomed low in her belly, unbidden and startling. She tried to focus on the text, but his scent—clean sweat, faint cologne, something unmistakably male—filled her senses.
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​Aiko froze. The touch was innocent enough to deny, but the heat of his skin seared through the fabric. Slowly, deliberately, his thumb began to trace small circles on the inside of her knee—gentle, testing. Her thighs tensed instinctively, pressing together, but that only trapped his hand there.

"Hiro..." she breathed, barely audible.

He didn’t move his hand away. Instead, his fingers slid an inch higher, calloused tips grazing the soft, sensitive skin just above her knee. Aiko’s lips parted on a silent gasp; wetness gathered suddenly between her legs, warm and shocking.

"Keep reading," he said, voice husky now, eyes locked on hers. "I’m listening."

But his hand kept moving—slowly, inexorably upward—pushing the hem of her skirt with it, exposing inch after inch of creamy thigh. Aiko’s heart hammered so hard she was sure he could hear it. She couldn’t move, couldn’t think. All she could feel was the slow drag of his fingers, the way her body responded with treacherous eagerness, thighs trembling, panties growing damp against her swelling folds.

When his fingertips finally brushed the edge of her cotton underwear, feather-light, Aiko let out the softest whimper—barely sound at all, but in the silence of the library, it felt deafening.

Hiro’s eyes darkened. His thumb pressed firmly against the damp spot on her panties, right over her clit, and circled once—slow, deliberate.

Aiko’s entire body jolted, hips jerking involuntarily into his touch. Pleasure sparked sharp and bright through her core, making her toes curl inside her loafers.

"Good girl," he whispered against her ear, breath hot. "Keep quiet... and let me feel how wet you already are for me."
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Hiro’s thumb pressed once more against the soaked cotton of Aiko’s panties, a slow, deliberate circle that made her hips jerk forward involuntarily. The wet fabric clung to her swollen folds, outlining every intimate detail beneath his touch. Her breath came in shallow, trembling gasps, fogging the air between them.

Without a word, he withdrew his hand—just long enough for Aiko to feel the sudden absence like a loss—and stood. The movement was fluid, powerful, his tall frame rising above her in one smooth motion. He towed her up by the wrist, his grip firm but not bruising, fingers wrapped completely around the delicate bones of her forearm. She stumbled slightly on unsteady legs, her loafers scuffing softly against the carpet as he led her away from the table and deeper into the stacks.

The narrow aisles between the shelves closed around them like a private world. Towering rows of books rose on either side, their spines a muted wall of color in the low light. The air here was cooler, heavier with the scent of aged paper and faint dust. Every footstep was muffled, every breath amplified.

Hiro stopped abruptly in the deepest shadowed corner, where the emergency lighting barely reached. He turned and backed her against a tall shelf of Meiji-era literature, the wooden edge pressing into the small of her back through her blouse. The impact was gentle but unyielding; books shifted slightly behind her with a soft rustle.

He loomed over her, one forearm braced against the shelf above her head, caging her in. At her height, Aiko’s face was level with the hard plane of his chest. She could see the rapid rise and fall beneath his black training shirt, the faint sheen of sweat at the hollow of his throat. His other hand came up to cup her jaw, thumb brushing across her lower lip—still swollen from the way she’d been biting it moments ago.

“Shh,” he murmured, voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. “We have to be quiet up here, remember?”

Aiko nodded, barely. Her entire body thrummed with anticipation, every nerve alight. Hiro’s hand slid from her jaw down the slender column of her throat, tracing the frantic flutter of her pulse. Lower still, over the delicate ridge of her collarbone, until his palm settled fully over her left breast.

Even through the thin blouse and the lace of her bra, the heat of his hand seared her. He squeezed gently at first, testing, feeling the small, firm weight of her. Aiko’s nipple tightened instantly against his palm, a hard peak that ached for more friction. When he rolled it slowly between his thumb and forefinger, a soft, helpless sound escaped her throat—half whimper, half sigh.
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​Hiro’s eyes darkened at the noise. He dipped his head, mouth finding the sensitive spot just below her ear. His lips were warm, slightly parted, teeth grazing her skin before he sucked lightly. At the same time, his free hand slipped beneath the hem of her blouse, pushing the fabric up in slow increments until cool air kissed her bare stomach.

His calloused fingertips traced the trembling muscles there, drawing invisible patterns that made her shiver. Higher, until he reached the lace edge of her bra. With practiced ease, he tugged the cup down just enough to free one breast. The sudden exposure made Aiko gasp—the cool library air tightening her already sensitive nipple into an almost painful peak.

Hiro pulled back slightly to look at her. His gaze raked over the sight: her pale skin flushed pink, small breast trembling with each rapid breath, the dark rose nipple begging for attention. A low growl rumbled in his chest.

“Beautiful,” he whispered, before lowering his mouth to her.

The first touch of his tongue was hot and wet, circling the tight bud slowly. Aiko’s head fell back against the books with a soft thud, her fingers flying to grip his shoulders—digging into the hard muscle beneath his shirt. When he closed his lips around her nipple and sucked—firm, rhythmic pulls that matched the throb building between her legs—she felt fresh wetness flood her panties, soaking through the cotton entirely now.

His hand continued its exploration beneath her skirt, fingers sliding along the damp crease where thigh met body. He hooked one finger under the edge of her underwear and tugged it aside, exposing her completely to the cool
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