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I wasn't planning to get hard at the library—but the moment I cracked open that worn paperback tucked behind the poetry shelf, my cock started throbbing. The pages were dog-eared, the spine cracked from repeated use, and when I flipped it open, I immediately saw why. This wasn't just any book—it was pure, unfiltered filth bound in paperback.

My eyes locked onto a passage describing a duchess spread-eagled across a hay bale, her skirts hiked up around her waist as a stableboy buried his face between her thighs. The text was explicit, raw—talking about how she gripped his hair and ground against his tongue until she soaked his face with her juices. I flipped to another page, my heart racing, and found an even filthier scene where she was milking two stableboys at once, jerking them with her hands while describing how she'd ride them until their balls were drained dry.

"Fuck," I whispered, my pants suddenly far too tight. I glanced around the silent library, the afternoon sun filtering through tall windows, dust motes dancing in the beams of light. No one was around—this section was practically abandoned, tucked away behind rows of academic tomes nobody ever touched.

I retreated further into the stacks, finding a corner where two tall shelves met at a right angle, creating a hidden nook. The carpet was worn but clean, and I sank down cross-legged, back against the wall, book balanced on my knee. My cock strained painfully against my jeans, and I needed to adjust myself before I could even think straight.

With another quick glance to confirm my privacy, I unzipped my fly, just enough to relieve the pressure. My cock practically jumped out, hard enough to pound nails. I wasn't planning to jerk off—not here—but I needed to at least shift things around to be comfortable while I read more.

That's when I heard it—the distinct click-click-click of heels on the hardwood floor beyond the carpeted section. I froze, one hand still on my exposed cock, the other clutching the filthy paperback. The footsteps slowed, then stopped. A shadow fell across the carpet in front of me.

"Enjoying your literature?" a sultry voice whispered from above.

I looked up, mortified, trying to simultaneously close the book and tuck myself away. But it was too late. Standing over me was a blonde librarian I'd seen working the reference desk earlier. In my seated position, I was eye-level with her legs—shapely calves in black heels, a pencil skirt hugging full hips. As my gaze traveled upward, I nearly choked.

She was stacked beyond reason—her white blouse strained across her chest, the top buttons undone just enough to show the creamy swells of her breasts. Her hair was pulled back in a loose bun, wisps framing a face that held not shock or disgust, but a knowing smile.

"I..." My voice died in my throat as she tilted her head, looking down at my still-exposed cock.

"Looks like you've discovered our restricted collection," she teased, her voice barely above a whisper. She glanced around, ensuring we were alone, then did something I never could have anticipated. She dropped to her knees in front of me, her skirt riding up her thighs as she settled onto the carpet.

"Naughty boys who read our filth don't leave without paying a penalty," she whispered, letting her gaze drop to my cock.

Before I could process what was happening, her soft hand wrapped around my cock, pulling it fully free from my pants. Her touch was confident, practiced—a firm grip that had me throbbing instantly.

"Wait, what are you—" I started, but my words dissolved into a silent gasp as she leaned forward and wrapped her lips around the head of my cock.

The wet heat of her mouth engulfed me, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip. She looked up, maintaining eye contact as she began to bob smoothly up and down, taking me deeper with each pass. Her blue eyes held mine, glinting with mischief and lust. The sight of this professional woman—a fucking librarian—on her knees between the stacks, sucking my cock with evident skill and enjoyment, was almost too much to comprehend.

Her hands gripped my thighs, fingers digging in slightly as she established a rhythm. The wet sounds of her mouth working my shaft were quiet but distinct in the silent library—slick, soft slurping noises that seemed obscenely loud in the hushed space. Each time she pulled back, her lips left my cock glistening with saliva before she dove back down.

As she worked, she shifted position slightly, and the movement caused her blouse to gape further. One button popped open from the strain, and suddenly her tits spilled free, contained only by a black lace bra that barely held them. They were massive—full, heavy globes that jiggled with each bob of her head. The contrast of her professional attire with this filthy act happening on the library floor was driving me insane.

"Fuck," I whispered, unable to hold back. "Your mouth feels incredible."

She hummed in response, the vibration traveling through my cock and up my spine. Then she pulled back, a strand of saliva connecting her lips to my tip. "You think this is good? Watch this."

With that, she took a deep breath and sank down, taking my entire length into her throat in one smooth motion. I felt her swallow around me, her throat muscles contracting as she deepthroated me without hesitation. My hand instinctively went to the back of her head, not pushing, just resting there as she held me in her throat for several seconds before pulling back for air.

"Jesus Christ," I gasped, my hips involuntarily bucking upward.

She smiled, a strand of saliva hanging from her bottom lip. "Shhh. Library voice." Then she dove back down, establishing a new rhythm that had me seeing stars. Her tits had fully escaped her blouse now, the black bra pushed down to expose pink nipples that had stiffened to hard points. They swayed hypnotically with each motion as she bobbed up and down my shaft.

I knew I wouldn't last long. The combination of the filthy book, the taboo location, and this gorgeous woman servicing me so enthusiastically had me racing toward orgasm embarrassingly quickly. I felt the pressure building at the base of my spine, my balls tightening.

"I'm going to cum," I warned in a harsh whisper.

She didn't slow down—if anything, she increased her pace, one hand wrapping around the base of my shaft to stroke in time with her mouth. Her other hand cupped my balls, gently massaging them as she worked me toward the edge.

When it hit, it hit hard. My entire body tensed, thighs clenching beneath her as the first pulse of cum shot into her mouth. She moaned softly around my cock, not missing a beat as she swallowed. The second and third spurts came just as forcefully, a full-body spasm of pleasure that had me biting my lip to keep from crying out in the silent library.

She took most of it, swallowing rhythmically, but as I finished, she deliberately let some drip from her lips. A thick strand of cum escaped, landing right between her huge tits. The sight of my seed on her chest, her lips wet and swollen from sucking me off, nearly made me hard again immediately.

With a sly smile, she scooped up the drop of cum with one manicured finger, then brought it to her mouth and sucked it clean with an audible "pop" that echoed slightly in our secluded corner.

"Shhh," she whispered, pressing that same finger to her glistening lips. "This is a quiet zone."

She tucked my still-sensitive cock back into my pants and zipped me up with practiced movements. Then she stood, straightening her skirt and rebuttoning her blouse over her impressive chest. There was no trace of what had just happened except for her slightly smudged lipstick and the flush in her cheeks.

"You can keep the book for now," she said, nodding at the paperback that had fallen to the floor beside me. "But be sure to return it on time. We have... stricter penalties for repeat offenders."

She turned and walked away, heels clicking on the hardwood once she left the carpeted area, hips swaying as if nothing unusual had just occurred. I sat there, dazed and spent, trying to comprehend what had just happened.

The book lay open beside me, its pages spread to reveal another explicit passage. But somehow, the written filth now seemed tame compared to what had just transpired between the dusty shelves of this seemingly ordinary library.
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A week later, I came back to the library—half hoping nothing would happen, half praying it would. I didn’t know her name, or even if she still worked there, but the memory of that blowjob in the stacks had taken up permanent residence in my brain. I lingered near the same section, pretending to browse, occasionally glancing toward the front desk.

That’s when I saw her. The blonde librarian—Ms. Reed, I’d come to learn—locked eyes with me across the room. She gave the faintest smile, then stood and walked calmly toward the back hallway, disappearing behind the frosted glass of Study Room B. No words. No signal. Just a look.

I hesitated for only a second before following.

The main lights had dimmed to their evening setting, casting long shadows down the corridor. Study Room B was at the very end, its frosted glass door showing warm light from within. I hesitated, my hand on the door handle, wondering if this was some elaborate prank. But my cock was already rock hard at the possibility of seeing the blonde librarian again. I turned the handle and stepped inside.

What I saw made my mouth go dry. Not just one librarian waited for me—but three. They were arranged like a tribunal, with the blonde from last week seated on the right in a cushioned chair, legs crossed, twirling a pen between her fingers. On the left sat a brunette with sharp features and cat-eye glasses, thumbing through what looked suspiciously like the worn smut novel I'd been caught with, one eyebrow raised as she flipped a page. And in the center, clearly the leader, sat a redhead with her hair in a tight bun, a wooden ruler laid across her lap, watching me with cool appraisal.

"You're three minutes late," said the redhead, tapping the ruler against her palm. Her voice was crisp, authoritative. "I'm Ms. Page. You've already met Ms. Reed," she nodded toward the blonde, "and this is Ms. Tome." The brunette didn't look up from her book, but her lips curled into a knowing smile.

"I—" I started, but Ms. Page cut me off with a sharp tap of her ruler.

"Strip," she commanded. "We'll see how well you retain information."

My hands were actually trembling as I pulled off my jacket, then my shirt. The room was warm, but goosebumps spread across my skin under their collective gaze. Ms. Reed licked the tip of her pen slowly, deliberately, her eyes never leaving my body. Ms. Tome finally looked up from the book, marking her place with a finger as she watched me unzip my jeans.

"All of it," Ms. Page instructed when I hesitated at my boxers. "Don't be shy now. Ms. Reed has given us a very thorough report already."

I pushed down my boxers, my cock springing free, fully erect and already leaking at the tip. Ms. Tome made a small sound of approval, while Ms. Reed smirked in recognition.

"Mmm, she wasn't exaggerating," Ms. Tome said, setting the book aside and standing. She wore a tight pencil skirt that hugged her ass and a white blouse that strained across ample breasts. As she approached, I
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