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Late Shift



The library smells like old paper, lemon polish, and the faint metallic hum of the ancient HVAC system that never quite reaches the upper floors. Quinn adjusts her glasses and pushes the heavy book cart another few inches down the narrow aisle of the 300s. The Dewey Decimal numbers blur together after three hours of shelving, but she keeps moving because stopping means thinking, and thinking tonight feels dangerous.

She’s nineteen, technically a sophomore, though sometimes she still feels like the nervous freshman who got lost on the first day of classes. The work-study job is supposed to be peaceful—quiet hours, no small talk, just her and the books. Most nights it is. Most nights she likes the solitude.

Tonight the quiet feels heavier.

She rounds the end of the row and glances toward the long tables near the tall windows. Only one person remains in the entire west wing: Tariq.

He’s been coming later and later these past few weeks. Always alone. Always in the same seat—the one with the clearest view down the main aisle where she pushes the cart back and forth. Tonight he’s wearing a fitted black long-sleeve thermal that clings to the long, carved lines of his arms and shoulders. Track athlete, she’s heard. Distance, maybe. Something that gives a man legs like that and a waist that tapers in a way that makes her stomach flutter stupidly.

Quinn ducks her head and pretends to scan a barcode that’s already been scanned twice.

She can feel his eyes.

Not leering. Not crude. Just… steady. Unblinking. Like he’s reading her the way he reads the dense journal articles spread across his table. She’s caught him looking before—brief flickers when she bends to slide a book onto a low shelf, when she stretches to reach the top row, when she tucks a strand of ash-blonde hair behind her ear and her blouse pulls tight across her chest. Each time her skin prickles, heat crawls up her throat, and she tells herself it’s embarrassment. She’s not used to being seen.

But it isn’t just embarrassment anymore.

She pushes the cart past his table on her way to the returns bin. Her sneakers squeak faintly on the linoleum. She risks one glance.

Tariq’s gaze lifts slowly from the page. Their eyes lock for half a heartbeat longer than they should. His lips curve—just the smallest tilt, more knowing than friendly. Then he nods once, polite, before dropping his attention back to his work.

Her heart knocks hard against her ribs.

She hurries to the bin and starts sorting returns with shaking fingers. The fluorescent lights overhead buzz. Somewhere on the floor below, a printer whirs and dies. Normal library sounds. Safe sounds.

But her body doesn’t feel safe.

She’s been trying—really trying—not to think about sex lately. The last two hookups were disasters: quick, fumbling, over before she even got close. Both boys finished inside the condom in under three minutes, rolled off, and asked if she came. She lied both times. She’s starting to wonder if she’s broken.

Or if maybe she just needs something… more.

She steals another look toward the tables.

Tariq has leaned back in his chair. Long legs stretched out under the table. One hand rests loosely on his thigh. The other turns a page with deliberate slowness. Even from here she can see the veins that run along his forearm, the way the muscles shift under his dark skin when he flexes his fingers.

Her mouth goes dry.

She imagines—unbidden, unwanted—that hand wrapping around her ponytail. Not hard. Just firm. Guiding her head back so she has to look up at him while he—

Quinn jerks her gaze away so fast she nearly knocks a stack of journals off the cart.

“Get it together,” she whispers under her breath.

She finishes sorting, grabs the empty cart, and heads toward the staff elevator to collect the last of the basement returns. The doors slide shut behind her and she leans against the cool metal wall, eyes closed, breathing through her nose.

She tells herself it’s nothing. He’s just a guy who studies late. She’s just tired and horny and projecting.

But when the elevator dings open on the lower level, the first thing she sees is her own reflection in the polished steel doors: flushed cheeks, pupils blown wide behind her glasses, lips parted like she’s already been kissed.

She presses her thighs together and tries to ignore the slick heat gathering between them.

Upstairs, Tariq is still there when she returns.

He doesn’t look up this time.

He doesn’t need to.

She can feel the weight of his attention anyway—like a hand resting lightly at the small of her back, pressing just enough to remind her it’s there.

Quinn swallows hard and pushes the cart past him one last time.

Tonight’s shift ends in forty-seven minutes.

She already knows she’s going to spend every single one of them wet, aching, and pretending she isn’t imagining what it would feel like to be seen—really seen—by the man who hasn’t stopped watching her all semester.


The Glance



Quinn’s shifts bleed into one another now, each one stretching longer than the last. She tells herself it’s just the monotony of midterms approaching, the way the library grows quieter as finals loom and students retreat to their dorms or coffee shops with louder music. But she knows better.

It’s him.

Tariq hasn’t missed a single late-night session in the past week. Same table. Same black hoodie or thermal that hugs the long, lean planes of his torso. Same slow, deliberate way he turns pages, like he has all the time in the world to watch her move between the stacks.

Tonight she’s shelving in the 800s—literature, poetry, the quietest corner on the third floor. The overhead lights are dimmer here, motion sensors that only fully wake when someone walks directly beneath them. She likes it. The shadows feel safer. Private.

She slides a worn copy of Their Eyes Were Watching God onto the shelf, fingers lingering on the spine. Her mind drifts—unbidden, unwanted—to the way Tariq’s eyes follow her. Not hungry. Not yet. Just… possessive. Like he’s already decided something about her body that she hasn’t admitted to herself.

A soft footfall behind her.

She freezes.

“Don’t stop on my account,” comes that low, velvet baritone. Close. Too close.

Quinn’s breath catches. She doesn’t turn around yet. She can feel the heat radiating off him, the faint scent of cedar and clean sweat that clings to his skin after track practice. Her nipples tighten against the thin cotton of her bra, traitorous little peaks that make her cross her arms instinctively.

“I—I’m almost done here,” she manages. Her voice sounds small. Breathless.

Tariq steps sideways into the aisle. Not crowding her—not exactly—but close enough that she has to tilt her head to meet his gaze. He’s so tall she has to crane her neck. Six-four, easy. She feels tiny next to him. Fragile. Deliciously small.

He reaches past her—deliberately slow—plucking a slim volume of Audre Lorde from the cart. His forearm brushes the outside of her arm. Electric. Intentional.

“Thought you might like this one,” he says, voice pitched low enough that it feels like it’s just for her. “She writes about wanting what you’re not supposed to want.”

Quinn’s throat clicks when she swallows.

He doesn’t hand her the book. He holds it between them, open to a random page, like an offering. Like an invitation.

She takes it. Their fingers brush. His skin is warm, rough at the fingertips. Calluses from gripping starting blocks, maybe. Or from other things she shouldn’t be imagining.

“Thank you,” she whispers.

Tariq’s lips curve. Not quite a smile. More like satisfaction.

“You always blush this pretty when someone talks to you, Quinn?”

Her name in his mouth feels obscene. Intimate. Like he’s already tasted it.

“I—” She can’t finish the sentence. Her cheeks burn hotter. She can feel the flush spreading down her throat, across her chest. Her pert B-cups feel swollen, aching against the lace of her bra.

He leans in a fraction. Just enough that she has to tip her head back further.

“Been watching you shelve books for weeks,” he murmurs. “Way you bend for the low shelves. Way your skirt rides up just enough when you stretch. Thought you might’ve noticed.”

“I… I did.” The admission slips out before she can stop it. Her voice trembles.

Tariq exhales through his nose—a soft, pleased sound.

“Good girl,” he says quietly. Almost tenderly.

The words land like a slap between her thighs. Her clit throbs once, hard. She presses her legs together, mortified at the slick slide she feels.

He notices. Of course he does.

“Don’t hide it,” he tells her. Voice drops another register. “I like knowing I’m getting you wet just by standing here.”

Quinn’s knees threaten to buckle.

She should walk away. She should tell him this is inappropriate. She’s on the clock. He’s a patron. There are cameras—though not many in this section.

Instead she stays rooted. Breathing shallow. Waiting.

Tariq studies her face for a long moment. Then he reaches out—slow, giving her every chance to pull back—and tucks a loose strand of ash-blonde hair behind her ear. His thumb grazes the shell. Lingers.

“Tell me something,” he says. “When you’re alone down in the basement archives after everyone’s gone… do you touch yourself thinking about me?”

Her mouth drops open. No sound comes out.

His thumb traces the curve of her jaw. Barely there. Enough to make her shiver.

“Don’t lie to me, little librarian. I see how you look at me when you think I’m not paying attention.”

“I—” Her voice cracks. “Sometimes.”

“Sometimes,” he repeats. Tastes the word. “Be more specific.”

Quinn’s heart hammers so hard she’s sure he can hear it.

“I… think about your hands,” she confesses in a whisper. “On me. Holding me down.”

Tariq’s eyes darken. His nostrils flare.

“That’s a start.”

He steps back suddenly—giving her space she doesn’t want anymore. The absence of his heat feels like punishment.

“Finish your shift,” he says. Calm. Controlled. Like he didn’t just unravel her in thirty seconds flat. “I’ll be at my table when you’re done checking out the last of the returns.”

He turns and walks away. Long legs eating up the aisle. Broad shoulders rolling under the hoodie.

Quinn stands there clutching the Audre Lorde book to her chest like a shield. Her panties are soaked through. Her thighs tremble. Her mind is screaming at her to run—to clock out early, to pretend this never happened.

Instead she shelves the rest of the cart with shaking hands, pulse roaring in her ears.

When she finally makes her way back to the circulation desk forty minutes later, Tariq is waiting.

He slides his student ID across the counter without a word.

She scans it. Hands him the single book he’s checked out.

Their fingers brush again.

This time he doesn’t let go immediately.

“Tomorrow night,” he says quietly. “Same time. Wear something that shows off those pretty little tits when you bend over.”

He releases her hand.

Walks out into the night.

Quinn stares at the empty doorway for a full minute before she remembers how to breathe.

Later—much later—when the library is locked and the lights are off except for the emergency strips, she slips down to the basement archives.

She doesn’t turn on the overheads.

In the dark, between rows of dusty microfilm cabinets, she leans back against the cold metal and slides her hand under her skirt.

She’s dripping.

Two fingers slip inside easily. She bites her lip to keep quiet.

She pictures Tariq’s hand instead of hers. Bigger. Rougher. Pinning her wrists above her head while he grinds that thick outline she glimpsed against her ass earlier.

She imagines his voice in her ear: “That’s it, little white girl. Get yourself off thinking about the cock that’s gonna ruin you.”

She comes fast—embarrassingly fast—shuddering against the cabinet with his name trapped behind her teeth.

It’s not enough.

It’s nowhere near enough.

Tomorrow night she’ll see him again.

And she already knows she’s going to do exactly what he told her.


Closing Encounter



The clock above the circulation desk ticks past 11:47 p.m. Only thirteen minutes until closing, and the library is a ghost town. Quinn has already dimmed the main-floor lights to their after-hours level—soft amber strips that leave long shadows between the ranges. Her hands tremble slightly as she straightens the last of the returned books on the hold shelf. She’s worn what he told her to wear: a white button-up blouse one size too small, the top two buttons left undone so that when she bends, the lace edge of her bra peeks out. The skirt is the same pleated navy one from last week, but she’s rolled the waistband twice, shortening it enough that it rides high on her soft thighs.

She hates how eager that makes her feel. Hates how wet she’s already been since she got to work three hours ago, just knowing he would be here.

Tariq arrives at 11:52.

He doesn’t sit at his usual table tonight. Instead he walks straight to the desk, long strides silent on the carpet. Quinn’s pulse leaps into her throat when she sees him: black track pants that hang low on his narrow hips, a fitted gray hoodie, sleeves pushed to his elbows. The veins on his forearms stand out under the warm light. His eyes lock on hers immediately—no pretense, no slow build.

“Evening, Quinn,” he says in that deep, rolling baritone. The sound of her name still feels like fingers sliding between her legs.

“Hi.” Her voice is barely above a whisper.

He leans one elbow on the counter, towering over her even though she’s standing on the raised platform behind the desk. The height difference makes her feel small, doll-like. Her nipples pebble against the thin cotton of her bra.

“I need your help with something,” he tells her. “Restricted section. Third sub-level. Rare-books room. There’s a volume I can’t find.”

Quinn blinks. “The restricted section closes at eleven. You need faculty approval after—”

“I know the rules.” He smiles—slow, predatory. “But you have the keys. And it’s just us here.”

Her mouth goes dry. She should say no. She should clock out, lock up, go home and rub one out in the shower like she has every night this week—fingers frantic, imagining his voice, his hands, that thick bulge she’s only felt in glimpses.

Instead she nods.

“Okay. Let me… let me grab the key ring.”

She turns away from him to reach under the counter. When she bends, she knows exactly what she’s doing—knows the skirt rides up the backs of her thighs, knows the blouse gaps open enough to show the swell of her small, pert breasts cradled in white lace. She hears his low exhale behind her. Satisfaction.

When she straightens, key ring in hand, his gaze is fixed on her chest. Unashamed.

“Lead the way, little librarian.”

They take the staff elevator down. The ride is silent except for the soft mechanical hum and her own ragged breathing. Tariq stands close—close enough that his arm brushes hers every time the car sways. She can smell him: clean sweat, cedar body wash, something darker and more masculine underneath. Her clit pulses with every heartbeat.

The doors open on sub-level three. The restricted section is colder than the main floors, the air thick with the scent of old leather and dust. Motion lights flicker on as they walk, illuminating narrow aisles lined with locked glass cases and tall, locked shelves.

Tariq lets her lead, but she feels him right behind her—heat at her back, the occasional brush of his knuckles against the small of her spine when she hesitates at a turn.

“Here,” he says finally, stopping at a narrow dead-end aisle between two towering shelves. “The Hollis collection. Should be toward the top.”

Quinn looks up. The shelf is at least eight feet high. The volume he wants—a slim, red-bound folio—is on the second-to-top row.

“I’ll need the step stool,” she starts.

“No.” His voice is quiet. Commanding. “I’ll lift you.”

Before she can protest, his big hands circle her waist. He lifts her effortlessly, like she weighs nothing. Her feet leave the floor. A startled squeak escapes her.

“Reach,” he murmurs against her ear.

She stretches. Her blouse rides up, exposing the strip of pale skin above her skirt. Her breasts press against the shelf edge as she leans forward. Tariq’s grip tightens, thumbs digging into the soft dip above her hipbones.

She grabs the book. “Got it.”

He doesn’t set her down immediately.

Instead he pulls her back against his chest. Slowly. Deliberately.

Quinn gasps.

His cock—thick, heavy, half-hard—is pressed flush against the cleft of her ass through their clothes. Even soft it feels obscene—long enough to nestle between her cheeks, wide enough that she can feel every ridge of the head, the fat shaft, the heavy balls beneath. Heat pours off it like a brand.

“Feel that?” he whispers. Lips brush the shell of her ear. “That’s what you’ve been thinking about every night you finger that tight little pussy down here in the dark.”

She whimpers. Can’t help it. Her head falls back against his shoulder.

Tariq rocks forward—just once, a slow grind that drags the entire length of his thickening cock along the seam of her ass. The skirt bunches higher. She feels the blunt head nudge against the bottom curve of her cheeks.

“Ten-point-eight inches when I’m hard,” he tells her conversationally, like he’s reading call numbers off a spine. “Thicker than your wrist. You think this pretty white cunt can take it, Quinn?”

Her thighs clench. A fresh gush of wetness soaks her panties.

“I—I don’t know,” she breathes. Honest. Terrified. Aching.

He chuckles—low, dark. One hand slides up her ribs, cups the underside of her breast through the blouse. His thumb circles her nipple. Pinches lightly.

“You will,” he says. “Because you’re already dripping for it. Aren’t you?”

She nods frantically.

“Say it.”

“I’m… I’m dripping for it,” she whispers. Shame and lust twist together until she can’t tell them apart.

“Good girl.”

He finally lowers her to the floor—but doesn’t step back. His erection presses insistently against her lower back now. One arm bands around her waist, holding her in place while his free hand slides down the front of her skirt. Long fingers trace the hem, then slip beneath.

He finds the soaked cotton of her panties immediately.

“Fuck,” he growls against her neck. “Soaked through. Little slut’s been walking around like this all night?”

Quinn’s knees buckle. He catches her easily.

“Answer me.”

“Yes,” she gasps. “All night. Thinking about you.”

Tariq’s fingers hook the crotch of her panties and yank them aside. Two thick digits slide along her slick folds—slow, exploratory. He groans when he feels how swollen her clit is, how her entrance flutters at the barest touch.

“Tiny fucking hole,” he mutters. “Gonna need a lot of work before I can get even the head in.”

She shivers violently at the thought.

He circles her clit once—firm, deliberate. Her hips jerk.

“Not tonight,” he says, pulling his hand free. She whines at the loss. “Tonight you just feel what you’re going to be begging for soon.”

He turns her around. Pushes her gently but firmly back against the shelf. Then he takes her hand—small, pale, trembling—and guides it to the front of his track pants.

“Feel me.”

She wraps her fingers around the obscene length. Even through the fabric it’s hot, heavy, pulsing. She can’t close her hand fully around the girth. Her thumb and fingers don’t meet.

Tariq watches her face the whole time—watches her eyes widen, her lips part, her breath hitch.

“That’s all for you, little white girl,” he murmurs. “Every thick inch. Gonna stretch this pretty pussy until you can’t remember what anything smaller feels like.”

Quinn’s other hand fists in his hoodie. She’s shaking.

He leans down. Brushes his lips against hers—not a kiss, not yet. Just a tease.

“Lock up,” he says against her mouth. “Then meet me in the staff break room in ten minutes. Door unlocked. Lights off.”

He steps back.

Leaves her there—panties askew, thighs slick, hand still tingling from the feel of him.

Quinn slides down the shelf until she’s sitting on the cold floor, knees drawn up, forehead pressed to them.

She’s never been this wet in her life.

And she has ten minutes to decide whether she’s brave enough—or desperate enough—to walk into that break room and let him ruin her.

She already knows the answer.


After-Hours Tease



The sneakers squeak faintly on the linoleum as hurried steps echo down the dim service corridor toward the staff break room. The library has gone officially dark—every public floor plunged into shadow, security system armed except for the motion sensors bypassed with a practiced swipe of the keycard. Heartbeats slam against ribs so violently they echo in the throat, in the fingertips, between trembling thighs. Each hurried stride drags soaked cotton across an already swollen clit, a cruel, constant reminder of how close he came without even shedding a single layer.

The break-room door stands cracked open exactly as promised. No warm light spills into the hallway. Only the faint electric blue from the vending machine in the corner and the dull red glow of the exit sign above offer any illumination.

A small push sends the door swinging inward. It clicks shut behind her—automatic lock engaging with finality. No retreat possible now.

He is already waiting.

Leaning against the small Formica table in the center of the room, arms crossed over a broad chest, long legs stretched out casually. The gray hoodie has vanished; only a fitted black tank remains, clinging to every carved ridge of muscle along the torso. In the low light, mahogany skin gleams like polished wood. Track pants ride dangerously low on narrow hips, revealing the sharp V-cut that disappears beneath the waistband.

Silence stretches for several heartbeats. He simply watches.

She stands frozen just inside the threshold, hands clasped in front like someone awaiting judgment.

“Come here,” he says at last. Voice low. Calm. Absolute.

Legs obey before conscious thought catches up. Three steps. Four. Until the height difference forces a neck craned back to meet dark, unblinking eyes.

A single long finger hooks into the open V of the blouse. A slow tug forward. Breasts brush against a hard chest. A sharp gasp escapes—nipples already so tight they ache at the barest contact.

“Unbutton it,” he instructs. “All the way.”

Fingers tremble as they comply. One button. Two. Three. Fabric parts completely, exposing white lace that struggles to contain pert B-cups. The flush that began on cheeks has spread downward—throat, chest, a deep rose stain against porcelain skin. The sight is obscene: small, pale, quivering, half-undressed in the very room where yogurt cups and textbooks usually occupy the table.

His gaze travels over exposed skin like a physical caress.

“Pretty little tits,” he murmurs. “Been dying to see them properly.” Long arms reach behind. A single smooth flick unhooks the bra. Straps slide down arms. Cool air kisses newly bared nipples; they tighten further—pink, puffy, begging for attention.

He withholds touch for now. Instead he captures the same small hand that earlier felt him through denim and guides it back to the thick, straining ridge at the front of his track pants.

“Stroke me,” he commands. “Through the fabric. Feel how hard you make me.”

Fingers wrap around obscene heat. Even only semi-hard the length is enormous—hot, heavy, pulsing beneath cotton. The fat head, the pronounced corona ridge, the thick vein running along the underside—all traceable with reverent pressure. A thumb circles the tip; a low, guttural groan escapes him—the first fracture in perfect control.

“That’s it,” he breathes. “Nice and slow. Get to know what’s gonna split this tight white cunt open.”

A soft whimper slips free. The free hand clutches at the tank top for balance. Slickness gathers so copiously it slicks the insides of thighs.

Lips brush the shell of an ear.

“You know how many white girls I’ve had in places like this?” The whisper is velvet-dark. “Study carrels. Empty lecture halls. Backseats after practice. They all start like you—nervous, soaked, pretending they’re not dying to be ruined by big black cock.”

Hips rock forward. The full length of the shaft grinds against the stroking palm.

“But none of them were as small as you. None of them blushed this pretty. None of them got this fucking wet just from feeling me through clothes.”

Breath hitches. Fingers squeeze harder—instinct, raw need. He hisses through clenched teeth.

“Gonna stretch you so wide you’ll feel me for days,” he continues, voice dropping to molten growl. “Gonna make this little pussy gape around me. Gonna pump you so full of cum it’ll leak out every time you walk. You want that, don’t you? Want me to own this cunt?”

“Yes,” the word tears free. “Please—yes.”

A large hand slides into ash-blonde hair, gripping the low ponytail. A firm tug arches the neck back.

“Look at me.”

Eyes lift. Glassy behind thin glasses. Lips swollen from biting.

“Beg for it,” he orders. “Tell me exactly what you want.”

Voice cracks on the confession. “I want… I want your cock. Inside me. Stretching me. Filling me. I want you to fuck me until I can’t think—until I’m yours.”

A slow, dangerous smile curves full lips.

“Good girl.”

He releases the ponytail. Steps back just enough to shove track pants down powerful thighs. The cock springs free—heavy, dark, veined, already glistening at the slit. Ten-point-eight inches of thick, brutal perfection. The head flares fat and flushed; the shaft so girthy fingers would never meet if both hands wrapped around it. Heavy balls hang low beneath, full and tight.

Mouth drops open. Gaze locks. Impossible to look away.

Long fingers wrap the base—barely encircling—and deliver one slow stroke. A thick bead of pre-cum wells and drips.

“On your knees,” he says.

Knees hit linoleum instantly. Cold seeps through skin but it registers only distantly. Face now level with the massive shaft—close enough to inhale clean musk, to trace every pulsing vein with hungry eyes.

“Touch it,” he commands. “Both hands.”

Small pale hands obey. The size contrast is dizzying—ivory fingers against dark, veined flesh. They don’t meet around the girth. Slow, reverent strokes follow—skin gliding over steel, head flaring with each twist of wrists.

A deep groan rumbles above. A large hand cups the back of the head—not forcing, simply holding.

“Open your mouth.”

Lips part. Tongue extends. The fat head taps against it—once, twice—smearing salty pre-cum across the surface.

“Lick.”

Long, slow drags from base to tip. Veins traced. Ridge circled. Gentle suction at the slit until a curse hisses between clenched teeth.

“Fuck—look at you. Little white mouth stretched just trying to fit the head.”

He feeds the tip inside—slowly. Jaw aches at once. Lips stretch thin. A soft gag when the head nudges the back of the throat, but retreat never occurs.

Fingers tighten in the ponytail.

“That’s it. Take what you can. We’ve got all night to train this throat.”

Shallow bobs follow. Messy licks. Desperate whimpers muffled around thick flesh. Drool cascades down chin, onto bare breasts. The neglected pussy clenches desperately, aching for invasion.

Long minutes pass before he pulls free with a wet pop. Saliva strings connect swollen lips to the glistening head.

“Stand up,” he rasps. Voice noticeably rougher.

Scrambling feet find purchase.

He spins her, bends her over the break-room table. Breasts flatten against cool Formica. Skirt yanked to waist. Panties shoved down thighs.

“Look at this little pink pussy,” he growls. Fingers spread slick folds—exposing dripping entrance, swollen clit, fluttering hole. “So fucking tiny. Gonna ruin it.”

The fat head notches against the opening. Presses. No penetration—just pressure. Stretch begins. Impossible girth teases outer lips.

A sob escapes—half pleasure, half panic.

“Please,” the plea breaks free. “Please—give it to me.”

He leans over, chest to back, lips at the ear.

“Not yet,” he whispers. “Not tonight. Tonight you go home with my cum on your thighs and my taste in your mouth. Tomorrow—when you’re begging harder—I’ll start opening you up for real.”

A shallow grind wedges just the head past outer lips. A keen tears free. Hips jerk backward instinctively, seeking more.

He withdraws completely.

Then rapid, hard strokes of his own hand—until thick ropes erupt. Hot, heavy cum paints ass cheeks, lower back, the cleft of the pussy. Claiming. Marking.

The still-hard head smears it into pale skin.

“Pull your panties up,” he orders. “Wear me home. Feel me drying on you all night.”

Trembling fingers obey—dragging soaked cotton back into place, trapping warm seed against sensitive folds.

He tucks away, zips, then turns her to face him.

A hard, possessive kiss follows—tongue deep, claiming every inch of mouth.

When he breaks away, eyes burn like dark fire.

“Tomorrow night,” he says. “Same time. Staff lounge again. And…?”

A dazed nod answers.

“Bring a spare pair of panties. You’re gonna need them.”

He walks out.

Leaves her bent over the table—cum-sticky, half-naked, shaking, utterly owned.

Long minutes pass before movement returns.

Just breathing.

Aching.

Counting the hours until tomorrow.


First Surrender



Sleep barely comes. All night long thick cum dries sticky between pale thighs, crusting the lace of panties, rubbing relentlessly against a swollen clit with every restless shift in bed. Morning arrives with fresh soaking arousal mingling with the remnants of last night’s load; frantic fingers plunge inside twice before classes even begin, chasing the ghost sensation of that fat head wedged just past the entrance. Release comes fast but hollow. Nothing satisfies anymore.

The day drags in a haze of distraction—thighs clamped tight under lecture-hall desks, nipples aching stiff against bra cups at every random flash of memory: the velvet growl in an ear, the obscene heavy weight of cock in trembling hands, hot ropes of seed painting skin. By seven o’clock, when the shift begins, the body already trembles with anticipation. In the staff bathroom fresh white cotton panties slide on—simple, innocent-looking—while a spare pair gets tucked into the bag exactly as instructed. Deep down the thin fabric feels laughably inadequate for containing what will be pumped inside tonight.

The library empties early. Midterms have driven most students to dorm rooms or the noisy twenty-four-hour lounge across campus. By ten-thirty the main floor stands deserted except for the low hum of the HVAC and the occasional creak of old shelves settling.

He arrives at eleven sharp.

No sitting. No pretense of opening a book. Long strides carry him straight to the circulation desk; dark eyes lock on like a predator that has already scented blood.

Hands shake while scanning the last few returns. His gaze traces the curve of throat, the cling of blouse over breasts, the short hem riding high on thighs.

“Staff lounge,” he says quietly once the counter is clear. “Now. Door unlocked. Lights off.”

A single mute nod answers. Eyes follow as he disappears down the service corridor.

Front doors lock. Last lights dim. Alarm set to bypass mode. Pulse thunders loud enough to drown out everything else. This is the moment—no more teasing, no more clothed grinding. Tonight he will fuck raw, deep, unprotected. The knowledge sends a dangerous thrill twisting through the belly. No pill. Nothing since those failed hookups months ago. The risk sits heavy and molten between the legs, making everything even wetter.

The staff lounge swallows light when the door opens. Locked behind. Only faint blue from the vending machine and red exit-sign glow remain. He waits—shirtless, track pants slung low on hips, cock already thick and heavy in his fist, stroked lazily.

“Strip,” he orders. Voice rougher than last night. Hungrier.

Buttons fly open. Blouse falls away. Bra unhooks. Skirt unzips and drops. Panties peel down thighs—crotch already darkened with fresh wetness. Naked now except for thin glasses and the low ponytail swaying against bare back.

Eyes devour the exposed form. “Fuck. Look at this tiny white body. Made to be bred by black cock.”

Two strides close the distance. Big hands encircle the waist, lift effortlessly onto the same Formica table from the night before. Ass meets cool surface. Legs spread on instinct. He steps between them, towering.

“Spread wider,” he growls.

Thighs fall open. Pink pussy glistens in dim light—clit swollen and peeking, hole fluttering under scrutiny.

Pants drop. Cock springs free—fully hard, slapping against abs. Ten-point-eight inches of thick, veined mahogany. Head flushed dark, slick with pre-cum. Heavy balls hang low, visibly loaded, ready to pump straight into an unprotected womb.

Mouth waters. Pussy clenches on nothing. A shiver races through—not only lust, but the sharp edge of real fear laced with craving. No condom. No pill. Just bare cock and a fertile, ovulating body.

He grips the base, slaps the fat head against the clit—once, twice, three times. Wet smacks ring in the quiet room. Body jolts each time, soft whimpers escaping.

“Beg for it,” he says. “Tell me you want this big black cock to stretch your little white cunt and breed it deep—risk and all.”

“Please,” the word bursts out, voice trembling. “Please, Tariq—fuck me raw. Stretch me with your huge cock. Ruin my pussy. Breed me—fill me up until I’m dripping your seed. I’m not on anything… I could get pregnant… and I still want it.”

Nostrils flare. Cock jumps in his fist.

“That’s right,” he growls. “You’re gonna take every thick inch bare. Gonna let me flood that fertile little womb. Gonna make you carry my black baby if that’s what happens tonight.”

Head notches at the entrance. Presses. Blunt pressure parts lips, stretches them thin around the ridge. A hiss escapes at the burn, but fear only floods more wetness.

“Relax,” he murmurs. One hand cups the jaw, thumb stroking the lower lip. “Breathe. Let me in so I can pump this tight little womb full. No pulling out. No second thoughts.”

Exhale shudders out. He sinks forward another inch. Head pops inside—fat, unyielding. Walls clamp instinctively, fluttering around the intrusion.

“Fuck—tight,” he groans. “So fucking tight. Gonna have to work for every inch so I can get deep enough to knock you up.”

Shallow, patient rocks follow. Each feeds another fraction. Stretch burns, aches, blooms delicious. Every vein, every ridge drags against sensitive walls. Head falls back, mouth open in silent scream. Risk pulses with every gained inch: one night, one load, a baby—his baby.

Halfway he pauses. Lets adjustment happen. Pussy throbs around him—greedy, desperate.

“Look at me,” he orders.

Head lifts. Glasses fogged. Eyes glassy with overstimulation and terror-laced lust.

“Watch while I fill you up and plant my seed where it belongs. You’re ovulating tonight, aren’t you? I can feel how fucking ready this pussy is.”

Frantic nod. “Yes… yes, I am. God—please don’t stop. Breed me anyway.”

Deeper—slow, relentless. Belly bulges faintly when he bottoms out—ten-point-eight inches buried to the hilt. Balls press flush against ass. Blunt head kisses cervix like a promise. Fullness splits open, dangerously claimed.

He holds still. Lets the sensation sink in: heavy throb inside, walls rippling and clutching, impossible pressure right against the womb.

“You feel that?” he whispers. “That’s your pussy finally getting what it’s been begging for. No more little white-boy dicks. This cunt belongs to me now—and I’m gonna breed it until you’re swollen with my baby. You want that risk? Want me to cum so deep you can’t wash it out?”

“Yes—fuck yes,” the sob breaks free. “Breed me. Risk it all. Put a black baby in me. Make me yours forever.”

Movement begins.

Slow at first—long drags almost to the tip, then deep grinding thrusts that mash the head against cervix. Each stroke rubs g-spot. Each bottom-out nudges that deep place that whites out vision. Wet, obscene squelches fill the room—slick coating shaft, dripping with every plunge.

Hands scrabble at broad shoulders. Nails dig into mahogany skin.

“Harder,” the plea comes. “Fuck me harder—breed me harder! Don’t pull out—ever!”

Growl answers. Hips gripped—bruising—and he snaps forward. Table creaks. Raw, punishing strokes make small breasts bounce, glasses slide down nose.

“Take it, little white slut,” he snarls. “Take every thick inch. Gonna flood this fertile pussy. Gonna make you leak my cum for hours—gonna keep you plugged so none of it escapes. You’re gonna walk around campus tomorrow with my baby growing inside you.”

Orgasm crashes without warning—hard, shattering. Walls convulse around thickness. Gush of wetness sprays between them—first real squirt. Name sobs out, body shaking, pregnancy thought only amplifying the peak.

He doesn’t stop.

“Again,” he grits. “Cum on this dick again while I breed you. Milk me dry so it takes.”

Hips angle—hitting that spot relentlessly. Hand slides between, thumb circling clit in tight, firm strokes.

Scream rips high and broken. Another climax tears through. More squirt. Thighs tremble. Vision whites behind fogged glasses.

Pace falters. Thrusts turn erratic—deep, grinding, possessive.

“Gonna fill you,” he snarls. “Gonna pump this tight white pussy full of cum. Breed you. Knock you up. Make you carry my black baby so everyone knows who owns this cunt. No condom. No pulling out. Just my seed claiming you.”

“Yes—please—cum in me,” babbling starts. “Breed me. Own me. Fill me up—give me your baby! I want the risk—I want it all!”

Final slam—balls tight against ass—and he unloads. Thick hot ropes flood deep. Pulse after pulse. Overflow leaks around shaft, drips onto table. Each spurt aims for the womb, painting insides with claim. Almost possible to feel it seeking, the dangerous edge making walls clench harder.

He stays buried. Grinding through aftershocks. Letting every drop be milked while filthy promises whisper against the ear.

“That’s it… take it all… gonna keep you full of me every night from now on… gonna breed this little white pussy until it’s ruined for anyone else… until you’re round with my child.”

Slow, deliberate withdrawal. Pussy gapes slightly—pink walls fluttering, cum bubbling out in thick white rivulets. Sight draws a groan from him.

“Look at that bred little hole,” he murmurs. “Stretched wide. Leaking my seed. Perfect. If it takes tonight… you’re mine forever.”

Finger scoops through the mess—pushes it back inside. Whimper follows.

“Keep it in,” he orders. “Wear my cum inside you for the rest of your shift tomorrow. Feel it every time you move—feel how I’ve already started claiming you. And if you miss your period next month… you come straight to me.”

Dazed nod—wrecked, euphoric, terrified, addicted.

Slow, deep kiss follows—tongue claiming like the rest of her.

Eyes burn dark promise when he pulls back.

“Tomorrow night,” he says. “We do this again. And next time—I’m not stopping at one round. Gonna breed you until you can’t walk straight… until there’s no doubt.”

He dresses. Leaves her sprawled on the table—legs spread, pussy leaking, body trembling with aftershocks and the razor-edge thrill of what might already be growing inside.

Long minutes pass without movement.

Just lying there.

Feeling the stretch.

The fullness.

The ownership.

And the terrifying, intoxicating possibility that tonight changed everything.


Risky Returns



Aftershocks still hum through every muscle from last night’s raw claiming. Each step across campus during afternoon classes sends a fresh trickle of dried cum shifting deep inside—thick, sticky proof that he flooded an unprotected womb only hours earlier. No shower this morning; impossible to rinse away the evidence. Instead clean panties slide over the lingering mess, crust flaking against sensitive folds with every movement. The risk coils tight and hot low in the belly: no pill, no barrier, just his seed already burrowing deeper. A sudden clench around the remembered fullness nearly draws a moan right in the middle of lecture.

Evening shift arrives and the body feels like a live wire—nipples stiff and aching beneath the blouse, clit throbbing against damp cotton, mind looping his snarled promises on repeat: Gonna knock you up… make you carry my black baby… no pulling out.

He doesn’t wait for closing tonight.

Eight-fifteen and the library still holds a scattering of students hunched over laptops, headphones in. He strides past the circulation desk without a word, eyes flicking up for one searing second—command unmistakable. Then he vanishes into the east wing restricted study rooms: single-occupancy carrels with lockable doors, meant for grad students and “special research.” The master key waits under the counter.

Hands tremble as the key ring is snatched. A quick excuse to the other student worker—“checking a noise complaint”—and escape follows.

The east wing feels quieter, almost abandoned. Motion lights snap on one by one, throwing long shadows down the aisle. Carrel 312 sits at the very end—door ajar, interior dark.

A push inward. Door locked behind. Click echoes too loudly in the small space.

He waits on the narrow built-in bench, legs spread wide, track pants already tented obscenely. The overhead bulb stays off; only faint hallway light leaks under the door, outlining the thick bulge.

“Lock it,” he says. Voice low. Rough.

The lock engages again—unnecessary but deliberate.

“On your knees.”

Knees hit industrial carpet instantly. Rough fibers bite through the skirt. Two crawling steps close the distance, heart slamming against ribs.

Zipper rasps down slowly. Cock springs free—already thick, veined, half-hard and glistening at the tip. Musk hits hard: clean sweat, lingering traces of last night’s cum, pure masculine heat. Like a drug straight to the bloodstream.

“Open.”

Lips part. Tongue extends. Head fed in—slow, deliberate. Jaw stretches wide at once. Saliva floods. Greedy suction follows, cheeks hollowing, tongue swirling around the fat ridge.

A deep groan rumbles above. One large hand cups the back of the head—not forcing, simply guiding.

“That’s it, little white slut. Suck the cock that bred you last night. Taste how hard I get thinking about your tight pussy full of my seed.”

Whimper vibrates around thick flesh. Fresh heat gushes between thighs. Deeper bobs follow—soft gag when the head nudges throat—then retreat to lick the underside, tracing every pulsing vein.

Wet pop when he pulls free. Saliva strings connect swollen lips to glistening shaft.

“Stand up. Bend over the desk.”

Scramble to obey. Small bolted study table barely fits a laptop and notes. Waist bends, palms flat on surface, ass presented. Skirt rides up on its own.

Behind her now. Panties yanked to knees in one rough tug. Cool air kisses soaked folds. Dripping visibly—thick strands of arousal stretching between thighs.

“Look at this messy little cunt,” he growls. Fingers spread open—exposing swollen clit, puffy lips still slightly gaped from last night. “Still leaking my cum. Still stretched. Still begging for more.”

Light slaps land on the clit—once, twice. Body jolts. Lip bitten to stifle moan. Carrel walls thin; footsteps anywhere in the wing could carry sound.

“Quiet,” he warns. “Unless you want the whole floor to know you’re getting finger-fucked by the black cock that might’ve already knocked you up.”

Words trigger hard clench. Fresh gush coats invading fingers as two thick digits slide inside—curling, stroking g-spot at once.

Knees buckle. Table edge gripped hard.

“Fuck—Tariq—”

“Shh.” Third finger joins. Stretch burns sweet. Walls flutter desperately. “You love this risk, don’t you? Getting railed in the library where anyone could walk by. Getting filled again when your womb’s already swimming in my load. What if it takes? What if you’re already pregnant with my baby right now?”

Quiet sob escapes. “I—I don’t know. It scares me… but I want it. I want you to keep breeding me. Keep risking it.”

Ponytail fisted. Head tugged back into arch.

“Good girl,” murmured against the ear. “Keep clenching like that. Milk my fingers. Imagine it’s my cock again—bare, deep, pumping another load straight into that fertile little hole.”

Faster finger-fucking follows—wet, obscene squelches filling the tiny room. Thumb finds clit, circles hard. Thighs tremble. Edge rushes close—dangerously close.

“Cum for me,” he growls. “Cum knowing I’m gonna fill you again tonight. Gonna breed you until there’s no question who owns this pussy.”

Shatter comes silent but violent. Walls spasm around fingers. Gush of squirt soaks hand, drips down thighs, puddles on carpet. Forearm bitten to muffle cry.

No mercy given.

Fingers withdraw—smeared with cream—and pushed into waiting mouth.

“Taste how wet you get thinking about carrying my child.”

Eager sucking follows—tongue swirling, moans around the taste of self mixed with traces of his earlier cum.

Spun around. He sits back on the bench. Pulled onto lap—straddling, skirt bunched at waist.

“Ride me,” he orders. “Slow. Quiet. Take every inch while I talk about how I’m gonna keep pumping you full until you’re round.”

Cock notched at entrance. Sink down—agonizing inch by inch. Stretch still shocks—walls protesting girth even after last night. Lip bitten until blood tastes metallic as hilt is reached, ass flush against thighs.

Hips gripped. Held still a moment—letting full length throb inside, head kissing cervix again.

“Feel that?” whispered. “That’s where my cum belongs. Deep. Against your womb. No condom. No pulling out. Just me flooding you every time I want.”

Slow rocking begins—grinding circles. Friction exquisite. Every shift rubs clit against pubic bone. Already climbing again.

Hands slide under blouse. Nipples pinched—hard.

“Imagine it,” he continues, voice dark velvet. “Your belly swelling. Tits getting heavy. Everyone on campus knowing you got bred by big black cock. Knowing this tight white pussy only opens for me now.”

Rhythm falters. Dripping down shaft—slick sounds barely muffled by bodies.

“Faster,” whispered plea. “Please—fuck me faster. Breed me again.”

Growl answers. Lifted slightly—then slammed back down. Once. Twice. Table rattles. Carrel wall vibrates.

Hand clamps over mouth.

Fucked upward into—short, brutal thrusts hitting cervix every stroke. Balls slap wetly against ass.

“Gonna cum,” he snarls. “Gonna fill this risky little cunt again. Gonna make sure my seed takes. You want that? Want me to knock you up right here in the fucking library?”

“Yes—god yes,” hissed through fingers. “Cum in me. Breed me. Risk it all.”

Deep slam—once, twice—and release. Hot thick ropes paint insides. Pulse after pulse. Splash felt against cervix, womb drinking greedily. Overflow leaks around shaft, coats balls, drips onto bench.

Climax hits with him—silent, shattering, walls milking dry. Small squirt soaks lap.

Locked together long moments—harsh breathing, hearts hammering in sync.

Finally lifted off—slowly. Cock slips free with wet slurp. Cum pours in thick white streams.

Scooped up with two fingers—pushed back inside.

“Keep it in,” ordered. “No wiping. No changing panties. Walk the rest of your shift with my load leaking down your thighs. Feel the risk every step.”

Dazed nod—owned, terrified, euphoric.

Hard possessive kiss—then he tucks away.

“Tomorrow,” he says. “My apartment. Full night. No quickies. I’m breeding you until you can’t stand.”

Slips out first—door left cracked.

Seated another minute—legs trembling, pussy throbbing, cum seeping slowly.

Panties pulled up—trapping mess against sensitive folds.

Skirt straightened. Hair smoothed. Walk back to circulation desk—every step slick reminder of what he’s done.

And what he might have already started inside.


Weekend Overflow



Quinn’s shift ends at midnight on Friday, but she’s already gone in her mind. She clocks out mechanically, hands trembling as she gathers her bag. The library feels too small now—too full of echoes: the creak of the study-carrel bench, the wet slap of skin on skin, the thick drip of Tariq’s cum down her thighs every time she moved behind the desk tonight. She’s worn the same soaked panties since the carrel session. Hasn’t changed them. Hasn’t wanted to. Every step reminds her how full he keeps her, how dangerously close she is to carrying his child.

Tariq waits outside in the parking lot—black SUV idling under a flickering streetlamp. He doesn’t get out. Just lowers the passenger window when she approaches.

“Get in,” he says. Voice low. Commanding. No greeting. No smile. Just hunger.

Quinn slides into the leather seat. The door thuds shut. Seatbelt clicks. She’s shaking—part cold, part anticipation, part the low-grade terror that’s become her constant companion since he first flooded her unprotected womb.

He reaches over without looking. Big hand slides under her skirt, fingers finding the soaked cotton immediately.

“Still wearing my cum,” he murmurs. Approval in his tone. “Good girl. You’re gonna need every drop for what I’ve got planned.”

The drive to his off-campus apartment is twenty minutes of agonizing tension. He doesn’t speak much—just occasional filthy promises delivered in that velvet baritone.

“Gonna fuck you until you can’t walk straight.” “Gonna keep this little white pussy plugged with my cock all weekend.” “Gonna breed you so deep you’ll feel me in your throat.”

By the time they pull into the gravel lot behind the run-down brick building, Quinn’s thighs are slick again. She’s dripping through her panties, clit throbbing with every heartbeat.

Inside, the apartment is sparse—couch, TV, king bed visible through an open bedroom door. No pretense of romance. Just space to ruin her.

Tariq locks the door. Turns to her.

“Strip. Everything. Leave the glasses on—I like watching your eyes roll back when you cum.”

Quinn obeys. Blouse. Bra. Skirt. Panties peeled away—dark with dried and fresh cum. She stands naked in the dim lamplight, porcelain skin flushed from throat to thighs, small breasts heaving, nipples tight peaks.

Tariq circles her slowly. Like prey. Like property.

“Look at you,” he growls. “Tiny. Soft. Already marked. Already leaking. Already mine.”

He grabs her ponytail. Tugs her to her knees.

“Open.”

She does. He feeds her his cock—slow at first, letting her adjust to the girth stretching her lips. Then deeper. Deeper. Until her nose presses against his trimmed pubic hair and her throat convulses around the head.

“Fuck—good little throat,” he groans. “Gonna train this mouth to take me balls-deep while I breed your cunt.”

He face-fucks her—steady, controlled thrusts that make drool run down her chin, onto her breasts. She gags, chokes, but doesn’t pull away. Tears stream behind her glasses. Her pussy clenches on nothing, aching to be filled.

After several long minutes he pulls free. Hauls her up. Throws her onto the bed on her back.

“Legs wide. Hold them open.”

She obeys—hands behind her knees, spreading herself obscenely. Her pussy is swollen, pink, still slightly gaped from earlier sessions. Cum from the carrel has dried in sticky trails down her inner thighs.

Tariq strips—slow, deliberate. Towering over her. Cock jutting out—thick, veined, dripping pre-cum.

He climbs between her legs. Notches the fat head at her entrance.

“No condom,” he reminds her. “No pulling out. You’re taking every drop. Again. And again. Until I’m sure my baby’s growing in this tight white belly.”

Quinn whimpers. “Please—yes. Breed me. Risk it. Fill me until it takes.”

He sinks in—one long, relentless thrust. Bottoms out in a single stroke. Her back arches off the bed. A high, broken cry escapes her.

“Fuck—so full,” she gasps. “So deep—hitting my womb—”

“That’s right,” he snarls. “Right where my seed belongs.”

He starts fucking her—hard, punishing strokes that slap his heavy balls against her ass on every thrust. The bed creaks. Headboard thuds against the wall. Her small breasts bounce wildly.

Quinn’s hands claw at his back. Nails leaving red trails on mahogany skin.

“Harder—please—breed me harder!”

Tariq growls. Hooks her legs over his shoulders—folds her in half. The new angle lets him slam even deeper. Each thrust mashes the blunt head against her cervix. She feels it—pressure, stretch, the dangerous promise of his cum flooding straight into her fertile core.

“You’re gonna cum on this dick,” he orders. “Gonna squirt all over me while I pump you full.”

He reaches between them. Thumb finds her clit—circles hard, fast.

Quinn shatters almost immediately. Walls convulsing. A violent gush of squirt sprays between them—drenching his abs, the sheets. She screams—raw, animal. Body shaking.

He doesn’t stop. Keeps pounding through her orgasm—drawing it out until she’s sobbing, oversensitive, begging.

“Too much—too much—oh god—”

“Take it,” he snarls. “You’re mine to use. Mine to breed. Cum again—milk my cock so it takes.”

He flips her onto her stomach. Yanks her hips up. Slams back in from behind. Doggy style—deeper, rougher. One hand fists her ponytail. The other cracks across her ass—sharp, stinging slaps that leave red handprints on pale skin.

“Light degradation,” he murmurs against her ear. “Little white slut getting fucked like she deserves. Begging for black seed in her fertile cunt.”

“Yes—yes—I’m your slut,” she sobs into the pillow. “Breed your slut—knock me up—please—”

He reaches around. Fingers her clit again. Pinches. Twists.

She comes a third time—silent this time, body locking up, pussy spasming so hard it nearly pushes him out. More squirt. Soaking the sheets. Soaking him.

Tariq’s rhythm falters. Thrusts grow erratic—deep, grinding.

“Gonna cum,” he growls. “Gonna flood this risky little hole. Gonna make sure my baby takes root tonight.”

“Inside—please—cum inside!” she begs. “Breed me—fill me—give me your black baby!”

He slams deep—balls tight against her clit—and unloads. Thick, hot ropes paint her insides. Pulse after pulse. So much cum she feels her belly swell slightly with the volume. Overflow leaks out around his shaft, drips down her thighs.

He stays buried. Grinding. Letting her milk him dry.

When he finally pulls out, cum pours from her gaping pussy in thick white streams. He scoops it up—three fingers—shoves it back inside her.

“Keep it in,” he orders. “All weekend. No cleaning up. I want you dripping my seed every time I fuck you.”

Quinn collapses onto the mattress—legs trembling, body wrecked, pussy throbbing with aftershocks.

But he’s not done.

He flips her onto her back again. Climbs over her face.

“Clean me.”

She opens her mouth eagerly. Sucks his softening cock—tasting herself, tasting his cum, tasting their combined mess.

He hardens again almost immediately.

“Round two,” he says. “Gonna fuck you until the sun comes up. Then again. And again.”

He slides back inside her—slow this time. Deep. Possessive.

Quinn wraps her legs around his waist. Pulls him closer.

“More,” she whispers. “Breed me more. Don’t stop until I’m pregnant.”

Tariq smiles—dark, triumphant.

“That’s my good little white slut.”

He starts moving again.

The weekend has only just begun.


Library Loyalty



Monday evening brings a return to the library like drifting through halls that once felt safe but now pulse with ghosts. Fluorescent lights burn harsher overhead, stacks seem colder, silence weighs heavier than before. Every shelf passed carries a memory etched in: the restricted aisle where thick bulge first pressed firm against ass, the basement archives where frantic fingers first chased release to thoughts of him, the staff lounge where open splitting finally happened and unprotected womb flooded deep. The body remembers just as vividly—deep delicious soreness lingering between thighs, faint bruises blooming on hips from bruising grips, constant low throb in the clit that refuses to fade since the weekend marathon.

Traces of him still leak inside. Even after one reluctant shower—ordered by text to “keep my cum in you as long as you can”—remnants cling stubbornly. Each step behind the circulation desk shifts the slick evidence, a constant reminder that the pussy no longer belongs solely to its owner. Marked. Claimed. Possibly already transforming from within.

Period late now. Three days. No test taken yet—courage fails at the thought of confirmation. Uncertainty twists like exquisite torture and ecstasy intertwined. Every imagined cramp, every fleeting twinge, every wave of phantom nausea could signal the first sign. Could mean his baby taking root. The possibility makes thighs clench hard, sends fresh wetness soaking fresh cotton panties worn today. Addiction to the risk has taken hold completely. Addiction to him absolute.

He arrives at ten-thirty. No books. No studying pretense. Straight to the desk, one elbow leaning on the counter, dark knowing eyes looking down.

“Restricted carrel 312,” quiet command. “Ten minutes. Bring the key. And…?”

Swallow hard. “Yes?”

“Wear nothing under the skirt.”

Breath catches sharp. Small obedient nod follows.

Next ten minutes drag eternal. One last lingering undergrad helped. Single cart of returns shelved with shaking hands. Master key slips into pocket. East wing approached. Motion lights flicker on ahead like accusatory spotlights. Nipples already stiff against thin blouse, rubbing with every step. No bra. No panties. Just short navy skirt and blouse left one extra button undone. Obscene. Exposed. Owned.

Carrel 312 door cracked. Interior dark.

Push inside. Lock engaged.

He waits on the bench—legs spread, cock out and hard in fist. Ten-point-eight inches of thick veined mahogany glisten in faint hallway light leaking under the door. Slow strokes continue, eyes locked.

“Lift the skirt,” he orders.

Fingers tremble as hem gripped and raised. Cool air kisses bare swollen pussy—still slightly puffy from weekend’s relentless use. Thin trail of arousal gleams along inner thigh.

Low groan rumbles from his throat.

“Look at that bred little cunt. Still gaping a bit. Still leaking my cum from Friday night. You been keeping it inside like I told you?”

“Yes,” whispered. “All weekend. Even after I showered. I couldn’t wash you out.”

“Good girl.” He stands. Towers in the tiny space. “On your knees. Show me how much you missed this cock.”

Drop immediate. Carpet bites bare knees. Crawl forward—eager, desperate—take him into mouth without hesitation. Lips stretch wide around fat head. Tongue swirls. Greedy sucking follows, cheeks hollowing, bobbing deep until throat convulses and drool cascades down chin.

Ponytail fisted. Rhythm guided—slow, deep, possessive.

“That’s it. Worship the cock that owns you. The cock that might’ve already knocked you up.”

Moan vibrates around thick shaft. Words send heat surging through core. Hand slips between legs—fingers find dripping clit, rubbing frantically while mouth works him—impossible to stop.

Sudden pull free. Hauled up by hair. Spun. Bent over small table—ass up, skirt flipped onto back.

“Spread yourself,” he growls.

Reach back. Fingers part cheeks—exposing slick pink hole. Still tender. Still starving.

Sharp wet slap lands on clit. Body jolts. Lip bitten to keep silence.

“Quiet, little slut. Don’t want the night-shift guard hearing you get bred again.”

Head notched at entrance. Presses. Sinks in—one long slow thrust stretching open all over again. High broken gasp escapes. Walls flutter around girth, welcoming home.

“Fuck—still so tight,” he groans. “Even after I fucked you raw all weekend. This pussy was made for me.”

Bottoms out—balls flush against clit. Holds. Lets every pulsing inch be felt buried deep, blunt head kissing cervix.

“You know what tonight is?” murmured, leaning over, chest to back, lips at ear.

Head shakes—breathless.

“Tonight you admit it. Out loud. To me. In this library where it all started. You tell me who owns this cunt. Who bred it. Who’s gonna keep breeding it until you’re round and leaking milk.”

Eyes sting—tears of overstimulation, surrender, pure filthy need.

“You,” whispered. “You own it. You bred me. You’re gonna keep breeding me—every night, every chance—until I’m pregnant with your baby. Until everyone can see what you did to me.”

Pleased possessive growl. Fucking begins—slow at first, long drags to tip, then deep grinding thrusts mashing against cervix each stroke.

“Say it again.”

“You own my pussy,” gasped louder—voice cracking. “Your big black cock owns it. Stretches it. Fills it. Breeds it. I’m your white slut—your library-fucked cumdump. Please—keep cumming in me. Keep risking it. Make me carry your child.”

Speed builds. Hard relentless slams. Table rattles. Carrel walls vibrate. Wet slaps echo in tiny room.

“Cum for me,” snarled. “Cum knowing you’re mine forever. Knowing this pussy only opens for black cock now.”

Hand snakes around. Fingers find clit—pinch, twist, rub hard circles.

Shatter silent but violent. Walls clamp like vise. Gush of squirt sprays against thighs, soaks carpet. Body convulses. Tears stream behind glasses.

No pause. Pounds through orgasm—drawing it out until sobbing, oversensitive, begging incoherently.

“Take it—take my load,” growled. “Last one tonight. Deep. Right against your womb. Gonna make sure it takes.”

Deep slam—balls tight—and unload. Thick hot ropes flood. Pulse after pulse. Splash felt against cervix, body greedily pulling deeper. Overflow leaks around shaft, drips down thighs in thick white rivulets.

Stays buried. Grinding. Whispering filthy ownership into ear.

“That’s it… take every drop… you’re mine now. My bred little white slut. My library property. My forever.”

Final slow withdrawal. Cum pours from gaping hole. Scooped up—three thick fingers—pushed back inside.

“Keep it in,” ordered one last time. “Walk home with it dripping. Feel me inside you every step. And when you miss your period…”

Turned around. Kissed—slow, deep, claiming.

“…you come straight back here. And we celebrate. Together.”

Tucked away. Slips out first—door left cracked.

Bent over table long minutes—legs trembling, pussy throbbing, cum seeping slowly.

Straighten finally. Skirt smoothed. Thighs wiped as best trembling fingers allow.

Walk out—past empty stacks, past circulation desk, into night—every step slick with him, every breath thick with scent of sex and surrender.

Pregnancy unknown yet.

One certainty absolute:

Tomorrow night return.

And every night after.

Begging for more.
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