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Lola Lollipop stepped off the escalator with the lazy grace of someone who knew exactly how her body moved in the world. The black ruffled hem of her tiny skirt swayed against the smooth skin of her upper thighs, brushing the tops of her black thigh-high stockings with every step. Her glossy pigtails bounced gently, framing a face that looked almost too sweet behind thick black-rimmed glasses. A bright cherry lollipop rolled slowly across her tongue, the wet clicks and soft sucking sounds barely audible over the mall’s ambient hum.

She was twenty-two, petite but unmistakably curved—full, perky breasts straining against the thin grey crop top that left the soft plane of her stomach bare, a delicate navel piercing glinting whenever she shifted. Her ass was round and firm, the kind that made strangers forget their destinations. Between her legs, she already felt the familiar warm throb of anticipation, that delicious ache that came whenever she decided it was time to play.

Lola didn’t hunt. She simply existed in public spaces, radiating an innocent sensuality that drew eyes like moths to flame. Today she carried nothing but her phone in one hand and the lollipop stick between glossy lips. No bag, no plans, just the quiet thrill of possibility.

She loved the moment of choosing.

It always started with a glance. Sometimes a man—tall and nervous, eyes flicking to the way her skirt rode up when she reached for something on a high shelf. Sometimes a woman—confident stride faltering as Lola “accidentally” brushed her body in a crowded line, letting the heat of her skin linger a second too long. Lola never spoke first. She let her body do the talking: the slow swirl of her tongue around the candy, the deliberate arch of her back that pushed her ass out just enough, the way she would bend at the waist instead of crouching, offering a teasing flash of lace or bare skin beneath the ruffled skirt.

Her pulse quickened at the thought of what came next—the sharp intake of breath from a stranger when her hand first made contact, the way cocks hardened instantly against her palm or ass, the slick heat that would coat fingers or tongues when she guided them between her thighs. She adored the contrast: her sweet, cartoonish appearance against the raw, animal urgency she unleashed in others.

Most of all, she loved the release—those sudden, shuddering climaxes ripped from strangers in the most inappropriate places. The hot pulse of cum spilling across her tongue or deep inside her, the trembling of a woman’s thighs as she came on Lola’s fingers, the wet sounds of skin meeting skin barely masked by background noise. And then the quiet aftermath: pulling her clothes back into place, licking her lips, and vanishing into the crowd with nothing but a satisfied smile and the faint, sticky evidence of the encounter still warm on her body.

Lola paused near a fountain, tilting her head as she scanned the afternoon flow of people. Her tongue curled lazily around the lollipop, drawing it deeper into her mouth with a soft, obscene pop. She felt her nipples tighten against the thin fabric of her top, a shiver racing down her spine to settle as a fresh trickle of arousal between her folds.

Somewhere in this ordinary day, someone was about to have the most memorable few minutes of their week.

Lola smiled around her candy, eyes gleaming with playful hunger behind her glasses.

The game was about to begin.
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THE UNIVERSITY LIBRARY smelled of old paper and polished wood, the kind of hush that made every small sound feel dangerously intimate. Lola Lollipop moved between the tall shelves with deliberate slowness, her black thigh-high stockings whispering against each other with every step. The tiny black ruffled skirt barely covered the lower curve of her ass, and each sway of her hips threatened to reveal the delicate lace edge of her panties. Her grey crop top clung to the soft swell of her breasts, nipples already faintly visible through the thin fabric from the cool air and growing excitement.

She paused in a narrow aisle deep in the stacks, tilting her head as if searching for a title. The bright cherry lollipop rolled slowly across her tongue, the wet, rhythmic sucking sounds soft but unmistakable in the quiet. She let her fingers trail along the spines of books until one slipped deliberately from the shelf and tumbled to the floor with a muted thud.

A young man appeared almost instantly—tall, lean, with messy hair and glasses of his own. Shy eyes widened behind the frames as he crouched to retrieve the fallen volume. Lola didn’t move away. Instead, she bent forward at the waist, presenting the full view of her round, firm ass as the short skirt rode higher, the ruffles lifting to expose the smooth skin where thigh met cheek and the thin strip of black lace nestled between.

His breath caught audibly. Lola turned her head just enough for him to see the playful curve of her smile around the lollipop stick, her dark eyes gleaming behind thick black rims. She straightened slowly, letting her body brush against his side as she took the book from his hands. Their fingers touched. The contact lingered.

Without a word, she caught his wrist and tugged him deeper into the shadowed aisle, away from the main walkway. The moment they were hidden by rows of forgotten textbooks, Lola dropped gracefully to her knees on the worn carpet. The lollipop stayed between her glossy lips as she reached for his belt, her movements unhurried yet confident. She freed his cock with practiced ease—already half-hard, thickening rapidly in the cool library air. The vein along the underside pulsed visibly as blood rushed in.

Lola looked up at him through her lashes and glasses, the picture of innocent mischief. She drew the lollipop from her mouth with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting it briefly to her tongue, then set it aside on a low shelf. Her small hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, feeling the heat and the velvet-smooth skin stretched tight over rigid flesh. She stroked once, slowly, from root to tip, watching a clear bead of precum well at the slit.

Leaning in, she dragged the flat of her warm tongue along the underside, tracing that throbbing vein all the way to the head. She circled the swollen tip with lazy, deliberate licks, tasting the salty slickness. His hips twitched. A low, stifled groan escaped him. Lola smiled, then parted her lips and took him inside.

The first inch slid over her tongue, filling her mouth with heat and girth. She sucked gently, hollowing her cheeks while her tongue pressed and swirled. Deeper she went, relaxing her throat until the head nudged the soft back of her palate. Saliva gathered quickly, coating his cock in shiny wetness that dripped from the corners of her mouth and down her chin. The obscene, wet sounds of suction filled the narrow space—soft glucks and slurps as she bobbed her head in a steady, sensual rhythm.

Her pigtails swayed with each movement, brushing against his thighs. One hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently, feeling them tighten as tension built. The other gripped the base, stroking in time with her mouth. She took him deeper still, until her nose brushed the soft hair at his groin and her throat constricted around him in rhythmic swallows. His breathing turned ragged, hands hovering uncertainly before finally threading into her glossy black hair, not guiding, just holding on as pleasure overwhelmed him.

Lola moaned around his cock, the vibration traveling straight through his length. She increased the pace slightly, sucking harder, letting her lips drag tightly along every inch as she pulled back, only to plunge down again. Thick strands of spit trailed from her mouth to his balls, glistening on her chin and dripping onto the tops of her breasts where they spilled slightly from the crop top.

His thighs began to tremble. The muscles in his abdomen clenched visibly. Lola felt the telltale swelling against her tongue, the pulse growing frantic. She didn’t pull away. Instead, she looked up at him again—eyes half-lidded with lust behind her fogging glasses—and sucked with renewed hunger.

He came with a choked gasp, hips jerking forward as the first powerful spurt flooded her mouth. Hot, thick ropes of cum coated her tongue, salty and slightly bitter. Lola swallowed greedily around him, milking every pulse with rhythmic contractions of her throat. More followed, filling her until she had to swallow again and again to keep up. A small trickle escaped the corner of her lips, running down her chin to join the mess of saliva already there.

Only when his cock began to soften and the last weak spurts faded did she slowly pull back, lips shiny and swollen. She licked him clean with long, tender strokes of her tongue, savoring the final traces. Then she rose to her feet, adjusting her glasses with one finger while licking the last drop from the corner of her mouth.

She gave him a soft, satisfied smile, picked up her lollipop from the shelf, and slipped it back between her lips. The sweet cherry taste mixed with the lingering salt of his release as she turned and walked away down the aisle, hips swaying gently, the faint wet spot on her panties a secret reminder of how much the encounter had excited her too.

The shy student remained leaning against the shelves, chest heaving, staring after her disappearing figure.

Lola hummed a soft, playful tune under her breath as she vanished around the corner.
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