
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Unexpected Encounter

The university library was my sanctuary during finals week. I'd found the perfect spot in the back corner of the third floor—secluded enough to focus, yet close enough to the reference section that I didn't have to trek across the building when I needed something. The ancient air conditioning barely reached this far corner, leaving me in a perpetual state of removing and replacing my hoodie as my body temperature fluctuated.

It was during one of these hoodie-off moments that I first really noticed her—Ms. Calloway, the new research librarian. I'd seen her around before, of course. The library wasn't that big, and someone like her stood out. She couldn't have been more than thirty, with dark-rimmed glasses that made her look both scholarly and seductive at the same time. Her chestnut hair was usually tied back in a loose bun, with strands that escaped to frame her face in a way that seemed both accidental and deliberate.

That afternoon, she was shelving books just a few stacks away from my table. I pretended to be engrossed in my textbook, but I couldn't help stealing glances as she stretched to reach the higher shelves. Her pencil skirt hugged her curves, riding up slightly each time she extended her arm upward, revealing more of her toned legs than I imagined library protocol would approve of.

"Need any help with research?" Her voice startled me. I looked up to find her standing beside my table, a knowing smile playing on her lips. Had she caught me staring?

"I'm good, thanks," I mumbled, feeling heat rush to my face. "Just working on a paper for Professor Harmon's class."

"Ah, Victorian literature," she said, nodding at my open books. "One of my specialties, actually. I did my master's thesis on the erotic subtext in Dickens."

I nearly choked. "Dickens? Erotic?"

She laughed, a rich sound that seemed to vibrate through my chest. "There's more between those dusty pages than most people realize." She leaned against my table, bringing a subtle scent of something like vanilla and old books. "Literature from that era is filled with suppressed desire. All those rigid social constraints just made the tension more... intense."

The way she said "intense" made my mouth go dry. Was I imagining the way her eyes flicked down my body before meeting mine again?

"I'm here late tonight if you need any... specialized assistance," she continued. "Thursday evenings are quiet. Most students are at The Rusty Nail getting wasted before weekend classes."

"Thanks, I might take you up on that," I replied, trying to sound casual despite the sudden tightness in my jeans. "I've got a ton of research to do."

"I bet you do." She straightened up, adjusting her glasses. "I'm Ms. Calloway, by the way. But after hours, you can call me Eliza."

"Jake," I offered, extending my hand.

Her handshake was firm, her skin soft. She held on just a beat longer than necessary, her thumb brushing subtly across my wrist before she let go.

"Well, Jake, I look forward to seeing what you come up with." With that, she turned and walked away, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor.

I watched her go, my heart hammering in my chest. Had that been flirting, or was I reading too much into the interaction? Either way, I suddenly had a much more compelling reason to stay late at the library than my Victorian lit paper.

The hours crawled by. I alternated between genuine attempts at productivity and elaborate fantasies involving Ms. Calloway—Eliza—and various secluded corners of the library stacks. By 8 PM, the already quiet library had emptied further. The main floor was still occupied by a few dedicated students, but up here on the third floor, I seemed to be alone.

I decided to look for a specific reference book, partly because I actually needed it and partly as an excuse to wander the stacks in search of the intriguing librarian. As I rounded a corner into the dimly lit reference section, I nearly collided with her.

"Careful there," she said, steadying herself with a hand on my chest. "Were you looking for something in particular?"


Chapter 2: After Hours

"I was looking for Hartmann's 'Victorian Sexuality: Unveiled Desires,'" I said, my voice catching as her hand lingered on my chest. I could feel the warmth of her palm through my thin t-shirt.

"Interesting choice," Eliza replied, her eyebrow arching above her glasses. "That's in the restricted collection. Faculty-supervised access only." Her hand slid down from my chest, fingertips grazing my stomach before dropping away. "But I suppose I count as faculty supervision."

My mouth went dry as she turned, gesturing for me to follow. The sway of her hips was hypnotic as she led me deeper into the stacks, to an area I'd never noticed before. A small door with a keypad lock stood at the end of the row.

"We keep the more... explicit historical texts back here," she explained, punching in a code. The lock clicked, and she pushed the door open, flicking on a light. "Undergrads don't usually get access, but I think you've demonstrated sufficient... maturity."

The small room beyond was lined with bookshelves, containing leather-bound volumes and archival boxes. A single desk sat in the center, with a reading lamp casting a warm glow.

"Some of these texts are quite graphic," Eliza said, closing the door behind us. The soft click of the lock engaging sent a thrill down my spine. "Victorian erotica was remarkably explicit, despite the era's reputation for prudishness."

She moved to a shelf, running her fingers along the spines before pulling out a slim volume. "Here's Hartmann, but if you're really interested in the subject..." She selected another book. "This contains actual erotic writings from the period. Primary sources are always more... illuminating."

As she placed both books on the desk, she leaned forward, her blouse gaping just enough to reveal the curves of her breasts and the edge of a black lace bra. My cock stiffened instantly, straining against my jeans.

"Thank you," I managed, hoping she wouldn't notice my obvious arousal. I sat down at the desk, pulling the chair close to hide my predicament.

Instead of leaving, Eliza perched on the edge of the desk, her skirt riding up her thighs. "I'll need to stay while you review these materials," she said. "Library policy."

I nodded, opening Hartmann's book to a random page. The words swam before my eyes as I became acutely aware of her scent—vanilla and something muskier, more primal.

"You know," she said softly, "I've always found it fascinating how physical responses to arousal haven't changed in centuries." She nodded toward the other book. "The descriptions in there—pulse racing, skin flushing, genitals engorging with blood—they're timeless reactions, don't you think?"

I looked up at her, pulse pounding in my ears. "Absolutely timeless," I agreed, my voice rough.

Her eyes locked with mine, and she deliberately uncrossed and recrossed her legs, giving me a fleeting glimpse of black lace panties. "I can see you're having one of those physical responses right now," she observed, her gaze dropping to my lap.

Caught, I felt my face burning. "I'm sorry, I—"

"Don't apologize for natural reactions," she interrupted, sliding off the desk to stand in front of me. "The Victorians may have repressed their desires, but we know better, don't we?" She reached down and tilted my chin up. "We understand that denying our bodies only leads to frustration."

Her thumb brushed across my lower lip, and I had to stifle a groan. "Ms. Calloway—Eliza—I don't think—"

"That's precisely the point," she whispered, leaning down until her lips were inches from mine. "Less thinking, more feeling."

When her mouth finally met mine, it was like an electric shock coursing through my body. Her lips were soft but insistent, her tongue darting out to taste me. I responded instantly, my hands reaching up to pull her closer.

She broke the kiss, breathing heavily. "Lock the door," she commanded, reaching behind to unzip her skirt. "Now."

I scrambled to comply, fumbling with the deadbolt. When I turned back, she was perched on the desk, skirt hiked up around her waist, legs slightly parted. Her blouse was half-unbuttoned, revealing the swell of her breasts above black lace.

"Come here," she ordered, her voice husky with desire.

I moved between her legs, and she grabbed my shirt, pulling me in for another searing kiss. This time, her hands didn't stay still, roaming down my chest to the waistband of my jeans. She expertly flicked open the button and lowered my zipper, her fingers brushing against my erection through my boxers.

"Fuck," I gasped against her mouth.

"That's the general idea," she replied with a wicked smile, slipping her hand inside my boxers to wrap around my cock. Her touch was firm, confident, stroking me from base to tip. "I've been watching you for weeks, Jake. The way you bite your lip when you're concentrating, the way your hands move across the pages... I've imagined these hands on me."

She guided one of my hands to her breast, and I squeezed gently, feeling her nipple harden through the fabric. Emboldened, I unbuttoned her blouse the rest of the way, pushing it off her shoulders. Her bra was even more enticing up close—black lace with small red bows that matched her panties.

"You're fucking gorgeous," I breathed, cupping both breasts now.

She arched into my touch. "And you're overdressed," she countered, tugging at my shirt until I pulled it over my head.

Her eyes raked over my chest appreciatively. "Very nice," she murmured, leaning forward to flick her tongue over one of my nipples. "All those hours at the campus gym are paying off."

Her hand never stopped its rhythm on my cock, now fully hard and leaking pre-cum. I reached behind her to unclasp her bra, releasing her breasts. They were perfect—full and firm with rosy nipples that hardened as I brushed my thumbs across them.

I lowered my head to take one nipple in my mouth, sucking gently at first, then harder as she moaned her approval. Her hand tightened around my cock, her pace increasing.

"I need to taste you," I whispered against her skin, dropping to my knees between her spread thighs.

Her panties were already damp when I pressed my mouth against them. She gasped, her hands threading through my hair as I kissed her through the lace. I hooked my fingers into the waistband and pulled the fabric aside, revealing her pussy, already wet and swollen with arousal.

"Yes," she hissed as I ran my tongue along her slit, tasting her tangy sweetness. "Right there."

I circled her clit with my tongue, teasing her entrance with one finger before slowly pushing it inside. She was hot and tight, her inner walls gripping my finger as I added a second, curling them to find the spot that made her gasp.

"Fuck, Jake," she moaned, grinding against my face. "Just like that."

I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking it with my tongue while pumping my fingers inside her. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head, her breathing becoming increasingly erratic.

"I'm going to come," she warned, her voice strained. "Don't stop."

I increased the pressure and speed, feeling her body tense before she cried out, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my fingers as her orgasm washed over her. I continued licking her gently, helping her ride out the waves of pleasure until she pushed my head away, too sensitive for more.

"Get up here," she demanded, her chest flushed and heaving. "I need your cock inside me."

I stood, my erection jutting out proudly from my open jeans. Eliza reached into a drawer in the desk and pulled out a condom, tearing the package open with her teeth.

"You came prepared," I observed with a grin.

"I'm a librarian," she replied, rolling the condom down my length with practiced ease. "Being prepared is in the job description."


Chapter 3: The Study Room

After our intense encounter in the restricted section, Eliza and I couldn't keep our hands off each other. We'd been secretly meeting for two weeks, finding moments to slip away between my classes and her shifts. The thrill of potentially getting caught only heightened our desire.

Today, I arrived at the library earlier than usual. The main floor was bustling with students cramming for midterms, their faces illuminated by laptop screens in the dimming afternoon light. I nodded casually to a couple of classmates as I made my way to the central desk where Eliza was helping a freshman with a confused expression.

She looked up as I approached, her professional demeanor betraying nothing of what we'd done against the biography shelves just yesterday. Her hair was pulled back in a tight bun today, making her look every bit the stern librarian. Only I knew how wild that hair looked when I grabbed fistfuls of it while she took my cock down her throat.

"I'd like to reserve a study room," I said, keeping my voice neutral. "For research purposes."

A small smile played at the corner of her mouth. "Of course. Let me check availability." Her fingers danced across the keyboard, the same fingers that had been inside me hours earlier. "Study Room 7 is free for the next two hours. It's in the east wing, quite... private."

"Perfect," I replied, taking the key she slid across the counter. Our fingers brushed, sending a jolt of electricity up my arm.

"The room has some specialized reference materials already prepared," she added, her voice dropping slightly. "I think you'll find everything you need."

I made my way to the east wing, climbing the stairs to the secluded third floor. Study Room 7 was at the end of a long corridor, far from the other rooms. The key turned smoothly in the lock, and I stepped inside, immediately noticing the room's amenities—a large table, comfortable chairs, and blackout blinds already drawn across the windows.

On the table sat a stack of books and a note in Eliza's elegant handwriting: "Lock the door. I'll be there at 5:15."

I checked my watch—fifteen minutes to wait. The anticipation made my cock stir. I flipped through the books she'd left, finding them to be actual research materials relevant to my Victorian literature paper. Clever cover. Tucked between two volumes was a small bottle of lube and a pack of condoms. Even cleverer.

At exactly 5:15, a soft knock came at the door. I unlocked it, and Eliza slipped inside, immediately pressing me against the wall as she kicked the door shut behind her.

"I've been thinking about your cock all fucking day," she whispered against my mouth before kissing me hard, her tongue demanding entrance.

I spun us around, pinning her against the wall instead. "Yeah? Tell me what you've been thinking about."

Her breath came fast as my hands roamed under her blouse. "I've been thinking about you bending me over that table and fucking me until I can't remember my own name."

"Is that right, Ms. Calloway?" I growled, nipping at her neck while I unbuttoned her blouse. "The professional librarian wants to get fucked in her own library?"

"God, yes," she moaned as I roughly pulled her bra down, exposing her tits to the cool air. Her nipples hardened instantly, and I pinched one between my fingers, making her gasp.

"You're such a fucking slut," I whispered in her ear, feeling her shiver against me. We'd discovered she loved dirty talk, the filthier the better. "Walking around helping students while your pussy gets wet thinking about my cock."

"Only for you," she insisted, her hands frantically working at my belt. "Only your cock makes me this wet."

I pushed her skirt up around her waist, revealing a surprise that made my cock throb painfully—she wasn't wearing any panties. Her pussy was already glistening with arousal.

"You came prepared," I said, echoing our conversation from two weeks ago.

"I'm a librarian," she replied with a wicked grin. "Being prepared is in the job description."

I spun her around to face the wall, kicking her legs apart. "Hands on the wall," I commanded, and she complied eagerly, arching her back to present her ass to me.

I ran my hand over the smooth curve of her ass before giving it a sharp slap. She yelped, then moaned as I soothed the reddening skin.

"You like that?" I asked, spanking her other cheek harder.

"Fuck yes," she gasped. "More."

I alternated between slaps and caresses until her ass was deliciously red and she was whimpering with need. My fingers dipped between her legs, finding her pussy soaking wet.

"Look at how fucking wet you are," I said, sliding two fingers into her. "All from getting spanked in your own library."

Her inner walls clenched around my fingers as I pumped them in and out, my thumb circling her clit. "Please," she begged. "I need your cock."

I withdrew my fingers and brought them to her mouth. Without being told, she sucked them clean, moaning at the taste of her own arousal.

Quickly, I rolled on a condom and positioned myself at her entrance. "Is this what you want?" I teased, rubbing the head of my cock along her slit.

"Yes, please, fuck me," she begged, trying to push back against me.

I grabbed her hips firmly. "Stay still," I ordered. "You'll get my cock when I decide to give it to you."

She whimpered but obeyed, trembling with anticipation as I continued to tease her entrance.

"Tell me what you are," I demanded.

"I'm your slut," she gasped. "Your fucking library slut who needs your cock more than anything."

With a growl of approval, I thrust into her hard, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion. She cried out, then quickly bit her lip, remembering where we were. The walls were thick, but not soundproof.

I began to fuck her with long, deep strokes, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. Each thrust pushed her against the wall, her tits bouncing with the force of our fucking.

"Your pussy feels so fucking good," I groaned, feeling her inner walls grip my cock like a vice. "So tight and wet for me."

"Harder," she demanded, pushing back to meet my thrusts. "Fuck me harder."

I increased my pace, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room. I reached around to rub her clit, feeling it swollen and hard under my fingers.

"You going to come on my cock?" I asked, my voice strained with the effort of holding back my own orgasm. "Going to squeeze my cock with this tight little pussy?"

"Yes, yes, I'm close," she panted, her body tensing. "Don't stop, right there, fuck!"

Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my cock as she came, her whole body shuddering with the force of her orgasm. I continued thrusting through her climax, prolonging her pleasure.

As her tremors subsided, I pulled out and spun her around to face me. "On your knees," I commanded.

She dropped to her knees without hesitation, looking up at me with lust-glazed eyes. I removed the condom and stroked my cock inches from her face.

"Open your mouth," I said, and she obeyed, her tongue extending in anticipation. "Gonna come all over that pretty face."

She moaned at my words, her hands reaching up to cup my balls gently. That extra touch was all it took—I erupted with a groan, thick ropes of cum landing on her cheeks, lips, and tongue. She looked fucking incredible covered in my seed, her eyes closed in bliss as she licked what she could reach.

When I was spent, she opened her eyes and swallowed demonstratively. "Delicious," she murmured, using her fingers to scoop the rest into her mouth.

Just as she finished cleaning herself up, a sound from the hallway made us both freeze—voices approaching.

"Shit," she whispered, scrambling to her feet and adjusting her clothing. "Students coming for the evening study group."

We hurriedly straightened ourselves up, Eliza buttoning her blouse while I tucked my shirt in and made sure my zipper was up. She checked her reflection in her compact mirror, ensuring no evidence of our activities remained on her face.

"How do I look?" she asked, smoothing her hair back into its professional bun.

"Like a respectable librarian who definitely hasn't just been fucked against a wall," I replied with a grin.

She laughed softly, then composed her features into a serious expression. "I'll go out first. Wait five minutes before leaving."

With a quick peck on my lips, she slipped out the door, immediately adopting her professional librarian voice as she greeted the students in the hallway.

I sat down at the table, my body still humming with satisfaction, and actually opened one of the research books. Might as well get some real studying done while I waited.

Little did I know that our next encounter would take place somewhere even more daring than a private study room—somewhere where the risk of discovery would push our passion to new heights.


Chapter 4: The Midnight Archives

A week after our study room encounter, I received a text from Eliza at 11:30 PM: "Library basement. Midnight. Archive room 3. Use the service entrance. Key under the brick with the red mark."

My cock hardened instantly at the thought of meeting her again. The library officially closed at 10:00 PM, which meant she was planning something especially forbidden. I threw on a dark hoodie and jeans, then slipped out of my dorm into the cool night air.

The campus was eerily quiet as I made my way to the library's rear service entrance. Sure enough, beneath a brick with a small red paint chip, I found a key. The lock turned silently, and I stepped into the darkened building.

My phone flashlight guided me down the service stairs to the basement level. The archives were a labyrinth of shelves and narrow corridors housing the university's oldest and most valuable collections. I navigated through the maze, heart pounding with anticipation and the thrill of trespassing.

Archive room 3 was at the end of a long corridor. I knocked softly, three quick taps as instructed in Eliza's follow-up text.

The door opened, and my jaw dropped. Eliza stood before me in full librarian attire—but with a kinky twist. Her white blouse was nearly transparent, her hardened nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric. She wore a tight pencil skirt with a split up the side, thigh-high stockings with garters, and stiletto heels that made her legs look endless. Her hair was pulled back in the severe bun she wore during work hours, and her glasses perched on her nose, completing the naughty librarian fantasy.

"You're late," she said, her voice stern but playful.

"Sorry, Ms. Calloway," I replied, playing along. "I got held up."

"That's no excuse." She pulled me inside, locking the door behind us. The archive room was dimly lit by a single desk lamp, casting long shadows across the rows of document boxes and rare book collections. "I've been waiting to discipline you."

Before I could respond, she pushed me against a table and kissed me roughly, her tongue invading my mouth as her hand groped my already hard cock through my jeans.

"Fuck, you look incredible," I growled against her lips.

She stepped back, straightening her glasses. "Strip," she commanded. "Everything off."

I obeyed, quickly removing my clothes while she watched with hungry eyes. When I stood naked before her, my cock standing at full attention, she circled me like a predator.

"Hands on the table, legs apart," she ordered.

I bent over the sturdy wooden table, placing my palms flat on its surface. The cool air on my exposed skin made me shiver—or maybe it was anticipation.

I heard a drawer open behind me, then felt Eliza's hand caress my ass. "I think you need to learn what happens to students who don't follow instructions," she said, her voice thick with desire.

The first strike of the leather paddle caught me by surprise, sending a sharp sting across my right cheek. I gasped, my cock jerking in response.

"Count," she demanded, bringing the paddle down on my left cheek.

"Two," I groaned, my ass warming from the impact.

She continued until she reached ten, my ass burning deliciously by the end. My cock dripped pre-cum onto the floor, harder than I'd ever been.

"Good boy," she purred, running her cool hand over my heated skin. "Now it's time for your reward."

I heard the rustling of fabric and turned to see Eliza removing her blouse, revealing her perfect tits. She'd pierced her nipples since our last encounter—small gold barbells now adorned each pink peak.

"You like my new additions?" she asked, noticing my stare.

"Fuck yes," I breathed. "When did you get those?"

"Last weekend." She cupped her breasts, pinching the pierced nipples. "They're still sensitive. Want to taste them?"

I nodded eagerly, straightening up from the table. She backed away, wagging a finger. "Not yet. Stay where you are."

She disappeared behind a shelf, returning with what looked like rope. "Trust me?" she asked, holding up the silky cord.

"Yes," I replied without hesitation.

She smiled, a predatory gleam in her eyes. "Hands behind your back."

I complied, and she skillfully bound my wrists together, the rope tight enough to hold me securely but not enough to cut off circulation. She tested the bonds, then led me to a sturdy wooden chair.

"Sit," she instructed, and I obeyed, my bound arms resting uncomfortably behind the chair back.

Eliza knelt before me, running her hands up my thighs. "Now, let's see how long you can last without coming," she said with a wicked smile.

She leaned forward and took just the head of my cock into her warm mouth, sucking gently while her tongue swirled around the sensitive tip. I groaned, fighting the urge to thrust upward.

"That's it," she murmured, pulling back to lick a stripe from base to tip. "Feel every sensation."

She continued her exquisite torture, alternating between light licks and deep suction, bringing me to the edge before backing off. Pre-cum leaked continuously from my slit, which she lapped up eagerly.

"Please," I begged after what felt like hours of this teasing. "I need to come."

"Not yet," she replied, standing up. She unzipped her skirt, letting it fall to the floor, revealing a black lace thong that disappeared between her ass cheeks. She turned around, bending over to give me a perfect view as she slowly pulled the thong down her legs.

Her pussy was completely hairless, her lips swollen and glistening with her arousal. "See how wet you make me?" she said, sliding two fingers between her folds and bringing them to my lips. I eagerly sucked her tangy sweetness from her fingers.

Eliza moved to straddle me, positioning her dripping pussy just above my throbbing cock. "Tell me what you want," she demanded.

"I want to fuck your tight pussy until you scream," I growled, straining against my bonds.

"Good answer," she purred, slowly lowering herself onto me. We both moaned as she took me inch by inch until she was fully seated, my cock buried to the hilt in her tight heat.

She began to ride me, slowly at first, her hands gripping the chair back behind me. The position forced her tits right in front of my face, and I took advantage, capturing one pierced nipple between my lips.

"Fuck," she gasped as I sucked hard on the sensitive bud. "That feels incredible."

I moved to her other breast, alternating between gentle flicks of my tongue and harder suction. Her pace increased, her pussy clenching around my cock as she neared her peak.

"I'm going to come," she announced, bouncing faster on my cock. "Going to come all over this big cock."

I thrust upward as best I could with my limited mobility, meeting her movements. "Come for me," I urged. "Let me feel that tight pussy squeeze my cock."

Her rhythm faltered as her orgasm hit, her inner walls pulsating around me as she cried out, her body shuddering. The feeling was incredible, but I managed to hold back my own release, wanting to make this last.

As she came down from her high, she slid off my cock, which was now slick with her juices. "You didn't come," she observed, impressed.

"Not yet," I replied with a strained smile. My cock was painfully hard, desperate for release.

"Such control," she murmured, reaching behind me to untie my wrists. "I think you deserve something special for that."

Once my hands were free, she led me to a clearing between two tall archive shelves, where she had laid out a blanket earlier. From a bag hidden nearby, she produced a small bottle of lube.

"I want you to fuck my ass," she said bluntly, handing me the bottle.

My cock jerked at her words. "Are you sure?"

"I've been thinking about it for weeks," she admitted, getting on her hands and knees on the blanket. "I've been preparing myself for you."

She reached back and spread her ass cheeks, revealing a small jeweled plug nestled between them. "See? I'm ready for your cock."

"Jesus Christ," I muttered, my cock harder than I thought possible. I knelt behind her, gently twisting the plug, making her moan.

"Take it out," she begged. "Replace it with your cock."

I slowly removed the plug, watching in fascination as her asshole clenched around nothing. I quickly rolled on a condom, then generously applied lube to my sheathed cock and her already stretched opening.

"Go slow at first," she instructed, looking back at me over her shoulder.

I positioned the head of my cock at her puckered entrance and pushed forward gently. There was resistance at first, then her muscle relaxed, and the head popped in. Eliza gasped, her fingers digging into the blanket.

"You okay?" I asked, freezing in place.

"Yes," she breathed. "Keep going. I want all of it."

Inch by inch, I sank into her tight hole, the sensation unlike anything I'd ever felt. When I was fully seated, I paused, giving her time to adjust to my size.

"Fuck, you're huge," she groaned, her body trembling slightly. "But it feels so good."

I began to move, slowly pulling out before pushing back in. Each stroke became easier as she relaxed around me. Her tight ring gripped my cock deliciously, sending waves of pleasure up my spine.

"Harder," she demanded after a few minutes. "I can take it."

I increased my pace, gripping her hips for leverage as I pounded into her ass. The sight of my cock disappearing into her tight hole was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen.

Eliza reached between her legs to rub her clit, her moans growing louder with each thrust. "Yes, fuck my ass, fill me up," she babbled, lost in pleasure.

I could feel my orgasm building, my balls tightening. "I'm going to come," I warned, my rhythm faltering.

"Yes, come in my ass," she urged, her fingers working furiously at her clit. "Fill me up!"

Her words pushed me over the edge, and I exploded, pumping my release into the condom as her tight hole clenched around me. She came seconds later, her whole body convulsing as she cried out my name.

I collapsed on top of her, both of us breathing heavily. After a moment, I carefully withdrew, disposing of the condom in a small trash bag she had thoughtfully brought.

"That was..." I began, unable to find adequate words.

"Fucking incredible," she finished for me, rolling onto her back with a satisfied grin. "Worth the wait."

We lay together on the blanket, recovering. After a few minutes, Eliza sat up, a mischievous gleam in her eyes. "We're not done yet."

From her bag, she produced a strap-on dildo, sleek and black. "My turn," she said with a wicked smile.

My eyes widened, but I couldn't deny the thrill that shot through me at her implication. "I've never..."

"I'll be gentle," she promised, strapping the dildo around her hips. "At first."

She lubed up the dildo thoroughly, then instructed me to get on my hands and knees. I complied, nervous but excited. Her finger circled my virgin hole, applying pressure but not penetrating.

"Relax," she murmured, reaching around to stroke my softened cock, which began to respond immediately to her touch. As I focused on the pleasure of her hand, she slowly inserted a lubed finger into my ass.

The sensation was foreign but not unpleasant. She worked me open patiently, adding a second finger when I was ready. By the time she had three fingers pumping in and out, I was fully hard again, pushing back against her hand.

"I think you're ready," she said, removing her fingers. She positioned the dildo at my entrance and slowly pushed forward.

The pressure was intense as the head breached my tight ring. I gasped, instinctively tensing up.

"Breathe," Eliza instructed, pausing to let me adjust. "Push back against me."

I followed her directions, bearing down against the intrusion, and was surprised when this made it easier. Slowly, she worked the dildo into me until it was fully seated.

"How does it feel?" she asked, her hand continuing to stroke my cock.

"Full," I managed. "But good."

She began to move, pulling out slightly before pushing back in. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure through me as the dildo rubbed against my prostate.

"Fuck," I groaned as she angled her thrusts to hit that spot directly. My cock leaked pre-cum, harder than I would have thought possible so soon after my last orgasm.

Eliza increased her pace, fucking me in earnest now. "You like that, don't you?" she taunted. "Like being filled up like the slut you are."

"Yes," I admitted, beyond shame as the pleasure built inside me. "Fuck me harder."

She obliged, pounding into me while her hand worked my cock in rhythm with her thrusts. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, and I felt my second orgasm of the night approaching rapidly.

"I'm going to come again," I warned, my voice strained.

"Come for me," she demanded, thrusting harder. "Come with my cock in your ass."

Her words pushed me over the edge, and I erupted, shooting ropes of cum onto the blanket below as waves of the most intense orgasm I'd ever experienced crashed over me. My entire body shuddered, my ass clenching around the dildo as I rode out the pleasure.

When I finally came down, Eliza carefully withdrew the dildo. I collapsed onto the blanket, utterly spent. She lay beside me, stroking my back as I caught my breath.

"That was..." I began, still unable to form coherent thoughts.

"Educational?" she suggested with a laugh.

"Life-changing," I corrected, rolling over to face her. "I never knew it could feel like that."

She kissed me softly, a contrast to our earlier passion. "There's a lot more I can teach you, if you're willing to learn."

"I'm an excellent student," I assured her, pulling her closer.

We lay together in the archive room, surrounded by centuries of knowledge, having just added our own chapter to the hidden history of the library. As I held her against me, I couldn't help but wonder what other lessons Ms. Calloway had in store—and how many more restricted areas we had yet to explore.


Chapter 5: The Other Student

Three days after our midnight archive encounter, I received another text from Eliza: "My office. 7PM. I have a surprise for you."

Her office was tucked away in a quiet corner of the library's second floor—a small room filled with books, papers, and the lingering scent of her perfume. I knocked at precisely 7PM, my body already responding to the anticipation of seeing her again.

"Come in," her voice called from inside.

I pushed the door open and stopped dead in my tracks. Eliza wasn't alone. Sitting in one of the chairs across from her desk was a stunning young woman with shoulder-length auburn hair, bright green eyes, and full lips painted a deep red. She wore a tight sweater that accentuated her ample breasts and a plaid skirt that barely reached mid-thigh.

"Jake, this is Megan," Eliza said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "She's one of my... special students."

Megan gave me a knowing smile, crossing her legs slowly. The movement caused her skirt to ride up further, revealing the tops of her thigh-high stockings.

"Nice to meet you," I managed, suddenly aware of how dry my mouth had become.

"Megan has been helping me with some... extracurricular research," Eliza continued, moving from behind her desk to lock the door. "I thought you might be interested in observing our methodology."

The implication of her words sent a jolt of arousal straight to my cock. "What kind of research?" I asked, my voice rough.

Instead of answering, Eliza moved to Megan's chair, placing her hands on the younger woman's shoulders. "Megan has been exploring the physical manifestations of female pleasure," she explained, her fingers trailing down to cup Megan's breasts through her sweater.

Megan leaned back, her eyes closing as Eliza massaged her tits. "Ms. Calloway is an excellent research advisor," she murmured, her breathing quickening.

"I thought you might like to watch today's... session," Eliza said to me, her eyes locking with mine as she pinched Megan's nipples through the fabric, making the younger woman gasp.

My cock was already fully hard, straining against my jeans. "I'd like that very much," I replied, adjusting myself.

Eliza smiled. "Good. Take a seat," she instructed, nodding to her desk chair. "You can observe, but no touching—not us, and not yourself—until we say so."

I sat down, entranced as Eliza pulled Megan to her feet and captured her mouth in a hungry kiss. Their bodies pressed together, curves aligning perfectly as their hands began to explore each other.

Eliza broke the kiss, her lipstick slightly smudged. "Megan, why don't you show Jake what you've learned so far?"

Megan nodded eagerly, then turned to face me as she slowly lifted her sweater over her head, revealing a black lace bra that barely contained her generous breasts. Her skirt followed, pooling at her feet to reveal matching lace panties and a garter belt holding up her stockings.

"Beautiful, isn't she?" Eliza murmured, moving behind Megan to unhook her bra. "I found her just like I found you—studying late, looking like she needed a special kind of education."

The bra fell away, revealing Megan's perfect tits—full and round with large, pink nipples already hardened with arousal. Eliza cupped them from behind, kneading the soft flesh as Megan moaned softly.

"Does watching us make you hard, Jake?" Eliza asked, her eyes flicking to the obvious bulge in my pants.

"Yes," I admitted, fighting the urge to touch myself.

"Show us," she commanded. "Take out your cock, but don't stroke it yet."

I quickly unzipped my jeans and pulled out my throbbing erection, pre-cum already leaking from the tip.

"Mmm, look at that, Megan," Eliza purred, one hand still playing with Megan's breast while the other slid down to rub her through her panties. "Isn't he impressive?"

"Very," Megan agreed, her eyes fixed on my cock. "I'd love to feel that inside me sometime."

"Perhaps," Eliza said with a smile. "If you earn it. But right now, it's just you and me."

She guided Megan to the edge of the desk, pushing aside books and papers before lifting her onto it. Megan spread her legs, showing off the damp spot on her black panties.

Eliza knelt between Megan's thighs, her fingers tracing the outline of her pussy through the lace. "She gets so wet," she told me, her voice thick with desire. "Almost as soon as I touch her."

I watched, transfixed, as Eliza hooked her fingers into Megan's panties and slowly pulled them down her legs, revealing her pussy—neatly trimmed with a landing strip of auburn hair, her lips swollen and glistening with arousal.

"You can stroke yourself now," Eliza said to me, noticing how my cock twitched at the sight. "Slowly. Make it last."

I wrapped my hand around my shaft, giving it a long, slow stroke as Eliza spread Megan's pussy lips with her thumbs, exposing her pink, wet center.

"Look how beautiful she is," Eliza murmured before leaning in to run her tongue along Megan's slit in one long, slow lick.

Megan gasped, her hands going to Eliza's hair, pulling it from its bun as she guided her closer. "Fuck, yes," she moaned as Eliza began to eat her pussy in earnest, her tongue circling Megan's clit before dipping into her entrance.

I stroked myself in rhythm with Eliza's movements, watching as she devoured Megan's pussy like it was her last meal. The wet sounds of her mouth working between Megan's thighs mixed with Megan's increasingly loud moans, creating a symphony of female pleasure that had my cock leaking pre-cum onto my fingers.

Eliza looked up at me, her face glistening with Megan's juices. "Strip," she ordered before returning to her feast.

I stood and quickly removed my clothes, my cock bobbing freely in the air as I sat back down, resuming my slow strokes.

"Tell us what you're thinking," Eliza demanded between licks.

"I'm thinking about how fucking hot you both look," I replied honestly. "How I'd love to fuck both your pussies, one after the other."

Megan moaned at my words, her hips grinding against Eliza's face. "Yes, fuck, I want that too."

Eliza smiled against Megan's pussy, then sucked her clit between her lips, making the younger woman cry out. Two of Eliza's fingers slid easily into Megan's soaking entrance, curling to find her G-spot.

"Oh God, right there," Megan gasped, her thighs beginning to tremble. "I'm going to come!"

"Not yet," Eliza commanded, withdrawing her fingers. "First, I want you to taste me."

She stood, quickly stripping off her blouse and skirt to reveal her naked body underneath—she hadn't been wearing any underwear all day. My cock twitched at the realization that she'd been conducting library business bare beneath her professional attire.

Megan slid off the desk and dropped to her knees before Eliza, who leaned back against the bookshelf, spreading her legs to grant access to her dripping pussy.

"Show Jake how well you eat pussy," Eliza instructed, gripping Megan's hair.

Megan didn't hesitate, diving forward to bury her face between Eliza's thighs. Eliza's head fell back, her eyes closing in pleasure as Megan's tongue worked magic on her clit.

"Fuck, she's good at this," Eliza moaned, looking over at me. "Speed up your strokes, Jake. I want you keeping pace with her tongue."

I obeyed, my hand moving faster along my shaft as I watched Megan devour Eliza's pussy with obvious enthusiasm. Her technique was different from Eliza's—where Eliza was methodical and teasing, Megan was passionate and eager, her face moving in a frenzy of licks and sucks.

"That's it, baby," Eliza encouraged, her hips rocking against Megan's face. "Suck my clit just like that."

Megan moaned into Eliza's pussy, the vibrations clearly sending waves of pleasure through the librarian's body. One of Megan's hands was between her own legs, frantically rubbing her clit as she ate Eliza out.

The sight was almost too much for me—Eliza's face contorted in pleasure, her pierced nipples hard and begging to be sucked, while Megan knelt before her in worship, her ass raised in the air as she ground against her own hand.

"Stop touching yourself," Eliza suddenly ordered both of us. Megan whimpered but obeyed, removing her hand from between her legs. I reluctantly released my cock, which throbbed painfully, desperate for release.

"On the desk," Eliza instructed Megan, who quickly complied, lying back on the wooden surface. Eliza climbed up and positioned herself over Megan's face, her pussy hovering just above the younger woman's eager mouth. Then she lowered herself, facing Megan's feet, creating the perfect sixty-nine position.

As Eliza lowered her head to resume licking Megan's pussy, Megan's tongue darted up to continue pleasuring Eliza. They moaned into each other's bodies, creating a feedback loop of pleasure that had them both writhing on the desk.

"Now you can stroke yourself," Eliza managed between licks. "But don't come until we do."

I gripped my cock again, pumping it harder as I watched the two women pleasure each other. Their bodies moved in perfect synchrony, breasts jiggling, tongues working, hands gripping thighs and ass cheeks to maintain the perfect angle.

"Fuck, I'm close," Megan gasped, her voice muffled by Eliza's pussy.

"Me too," Eliza replied, her fingers digging into Megan's thighs. "Come with me, baby."

Their movements became more frantic, their moans louder as they approached climax together. I stroked myself furiously, feeling my own orgasm building in my balls.

"Now!" Eliza cried, her body tensing as she came against Megan's mouth. Megan followed instantly, her hips bucking wildly as she reached her peak.

The sight of their simultaneous orgasm pushed me over the edge. With a guttural groan, I erupted, thick ropes of cum shooting from my cock onto my stomach and hand as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me.

For several moments, the only sounds in the office were our heavy breathing as we all came down from our respective highs. Finally, Eliza disentangled herself from Megan and slid off the desk, her legs slightly shaky.

"That was quite educational, wasn't it?" she said with a satisfied smile, reaching for tissues to clean herself up.

"Very," I agreed, using my own shirt to wipe away the evidence of my release.

Megan sat up, her hair tousled and her makeup smeared, looking thoroughly debauched and incredibly sexy. "Same time next week?" she asked, glancing between Eliza and me with a mischievous grin.

"Perhaps," Eliza replied, her eyes meeting mine. "But next time, I think Jake should do more than just watch. Don't you agree?"

Megan's eyes lit up as she nodded enthusiastically. "Absolutely. I'd love to feel that cock inside me while Ms. Calloway watches... or participates."

The thought of having both women at once made my spent cock twitch with renewed interest. "I'm definitely free next week," I said, already imagining the possibilities.

Eliza laughed, the sound rich and full of promise. "I'll send you the details," she said, picking up her clothes. "In the meantime, I suggest you both get some rest. You're going to need your strength."

As we dressed and prepared to leave separately to avoid suspicion, I couldn't help but marvel at how my simple research paper had led to this extraordinary situation. The term "extracurricular activities" had taken on a whole new meaning, and I was more than eager to continue my specialized education under Ms. Calloway's expert guidance.


Chapter 6: Three's Company

A week passed, filled with anticipation that made focusing on classes nearly impossible. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw flashes of Eliza and Megan's bodies entwined on the office desk, heard their moans echoing in my mind. My cock would harden instantly at the memory, forcing me to excuse myself from lectures more than once.

Friday evening finally arrived. Eliza's text had been explicit: "My apartment. 9PM. Address below. Come hungry."

Her apartment was in a faculty building just off campus—a modern complex with security doors and an elevator that required a key card. She buzzed me in, her voice over the intercom sending shivers down my spine.

The elevator ride to the sixth floor seemed interminable. When I finally knocked on her door, it opened to reveal Eliza wearing nothing but a sheer black robe that did nothing to hide her naked body underneath. Her hair fell loose around her shoulders, and her glasses were nowhere to be seen.

"Right on time," she purred, pulling me inside and immediately pressing her body against mine for a deep, hungry kiss. "Megan's already here."

She led me into her living room, decorated with bookshelves (naturally) and comfortable furniture. Megan lounged on the couch wearing a similar robe to Eliza's, except in deep red. She held a glass of wine, her lips leaving a crimson stain on the rim.

"Jake," she greeted me, her eyes traveling up and down my body. "We were just talking about you."

"All good things, I hope," I replied, accepting the glass of whiskey Eliza handed me.

"Very good things," Eliza confirmed, untying her robe to let it fall open completely. "Specifically, about how we're going to fuck you tonight."

My cock instantly hardened at her bluntness. Megan set down her wine and stood, letting her own robe slip from her shoulders to pool at her feet. Both women now stood before me completely naked, their bodies even more magnificent than I remembered in the soft lighting of Eliza's apartment.

"You're overdressed," Megan observed, moving forward to start unbuttoning my shirt while Eliza set down my barely-touched whiskey and worked on my belt.

Within moments, they had me stripped naked, my clothes scattered across the floor. My cock stood at full attention between us, pre-cum already beading at the tip.

"Look how eager he is," Eliza said to Megan, wrapping her hand around my shaft and giving it a firm stroke. "I think he's been fantasizing about this all week."

"I know I have," Megan replied, dropping to her knees in front of me. Without preamble, she leaned forward and took the head of my cock into her warm mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip.

"Fuck," I groaned, my hands instinctively going to her auburn hair.

Eliza moved behind me, her hard nipples pressing against my back as her hands explored my chest and abs. "How does her mouth feel?" she whispered in my ear before nipping at my earlobe.

"Amazing," I managed, as Megan took me deeper, her lips stretched wide around my girth.

"She's very talented," Eliza agreed, her hand sliding down to cup my balls. "But I think it's time we moved this to the bedroom. I've got some... equipment I want to use."

Megan released my cock with a wet pop, looking up at me with lust-glazed eyes. "You're going to love what she has planned," she promised, rising to her feet.

They led me to Eliza's bedroom, which was dominated by a king-sized bed with black satin sheets. A large mirror covered one wall, and I glimpsed what looked like restraints attached to the bedposts.

"On the bed," Eliza commanded, opening a drawer in her nightstand. "On your back."

I complied, positioning myself in the center of the mattress. Megan crawled onto the bed beside me, immediately leaning down to take one of my nipples into her mouth, biting gently before soothing it with her tongue.

Meanwhile, Eliza removed several items from the drawer—condoms, lube, and what appeared to be a strap-on dildo, larger than the one she'd used on me in the archives.

"Megan's never fucked a man with a strap-on before," Eliza explained, noticing my gaze. "I thought tonight might be the perfect opportunity for her to try it."

My cock twitched at the implication. "I'm willing if she is," I replied, glancing at Megan, who grinned wickedly.

"Oh, I definitely am," she assured me, trailing kisses down my chest toward my aching erection. "But first, I want to feel this inside me."

She straddled me, positioning my cock at her entrance. She was already soaking wet, her pussy lips swollen with arousal. Slowly, she sank down, engulfing me inch by inch until I was fully sheathed inside her tight heat.

"Fuck, he's big," she gasped, adjusting to my size. "Feels so good."

Eliza moved behind Megan, reaching around to cup her breasts, pinching her nipples as Megan began to ride me. "That's it," she encouraged. "Take his cock deep."

Megan established a rhythm, rising until just the head remained inside before slamming back down. Her tits bounced with each movement, her face a mask of pure pleasure.

Eliza, not content to just watch, positioned herself on the bed next to my head. "Eat my pussy while she rides you," she instructed, throwing one leg over my face to lower her dripping center to my mouth.

I eagerly complied, my tongue diving between her folds to taste her familiar sweetness. The position gave me a perfect view of Megan bouncing on my cock, her pussy stretched around my shaft, and Eliza's hands playing with Megan's breasts.

The two women leaned toward each other, engaging in a passionate kiss above me. The sight was incredible—two beautiful women pleasuring each other while using my body for their enjoyment.

I focused on Eliza's clit, circling it with my tongue before sucking it between my lips. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head, her moans vibrating through her body.

"Fuck, I'm close," Megan announced, her movements becoming more erratic. "His cock feels so fucking good."

"Come on his cock," Eliza encouraged, one hand moving down to rub Megan's clit. "I want to feel you come while I kiss you."

That was all it took—Megan's pussy clenched around me as she cried out, her orgasm washing over her in waves. The feeling of her inner walls pulsating around my shaft nearly pushed me over the edge, but I managed to hold back, wanting to prolong this experience.

As Megan came down from her high, Eliza lifted herself from my face. "My turn to ride that cock," she declared.

Megan dismounted on shaky legs, collapsing beside me on the bed. Eliza straddled me next, sinking down on my cock in one swift movement.

"Fuck, I missed this," she groaned, immediately setting a frantic pace. "Your cock fills me so perfectly."

Megan, recovering quickly, moved to straddle my face. "Now eat my pussy," she ordered, lowering herself to my eager mouth. I could taste a mixture of her juices and my pre-cum as I lapped at her sensitive folds.

The two women faced each other, kissing and touching as they used my body for their pleasure. The weight of Megan on my face combined with Eliza bouncing on my cock created a sensory overload that had me teetering on the edge of orgasm.

"Don't you dare come yet," Eliza warned, sensing my struggle. "We're just getting started."

After a few more minutes, Eliza lifted off my cock, and Megan moved from my face. Both women were breathing heavily, their bodies flushed with arousal.

"Time for something new," Eliza announced, reaching for the strap-on. She helped Megan into the harness, adjusting it until the large black dildo jutted proudly from between her legs.

"How do you want him?" Eliza asked Megan, who was stroking the silicone shaft as if it were a real cock.

"On his hands and knees," Megan decided, her eyes gleaming with excitement.

I rolled over, assuming the position as instructed. Eliza moved in front of me, sitting back against the headboard with her legs spread, giving me a perfect view of her glistening pussy.

"Eat me while she fucks you," she ordered, reaching down to spread her lips with her fingers.

I felt Megan position herself behind me, the cool lube dripping between my ass cheeks as she prepared me. Her fingers worked me open slowly, first one, then two, stretching my hole in preparation for the dildo.

"He's ready," she announced to Eliza, positioning the head of the strap-on against my entrance.

I buried my face in Eliza's pussy, using my tongue to distract myself from the initial discomfort as Megan began to push the dildo inside me. The pressure was intense, but thanks to our previous experience and her careful preparation, my body accepted the intrusion.

"That's it," Eliza encouraged, her hands in my hair as I licked and sucked at her clit. "Take it all like a good boy."

Inch by inch, Megan worked the dildo into me until it was fully seated, hitting my prostate in a way that made my cock throb and drip pre-cum onto the sheets. She paused, allowing me to adjust before she began to move.

"How does it feel to fuck him?" Eliza asked Megan, who had started a slow, steady rhythm.

"Powerful," Megan replied, her hands gripping my hips. "I love watching it disappear inside him. Love how he moans when I hit that spot."

As if to demonstrate, she angled her thrusts to directly stimulate my prostate, making me groan into Eliza's pussy. The vibrations from my vocalizations seemed to please Eliza, who ground herself harder against my face.

"Fuck him harder," Eliza commanded. "He can take it."

Megan obeyed, increasing her pace and force. The sound of her hips slapping against my ass filled the room, mixing with our moans and the wet sounds of my tongue working Eliza's pussy.

The dual stimulation of Megan's dildo pounding my prostate and Eliza's tangy sweetness on my tongue had me in a state of almost unbearable pleasure. My cock hung heavy between my legs, untouched but leaking continuously.

"I think he needs to come," Megan observed, noticing my desperate state.

"Not yet," Eliza replied wickedly. "I have one more position in mind."

Megan slowly withdrew the dildo, leaving me feeling empty and aching for release. Eliza moved from the headboard, instructing me to lie on my back once more.

"Megan, ride his face," Eliza directed. "I'm going to ride his cock, and then we're all going to come together."

Megan eagerly positioned herself over my face, still wearing the strap-on harness. The dildo rested against the top of my head as she lowered her pussy to my mouth once more. Meanwhile, Eliza straddled my hips, guiding my throbbing cock into her tight heat.

"Fuck, I'm not going to last long," I warned, my voice muffled by Megan's pussy.

"Then make it count," Eliza replied, beginning to ride me with abandon. "Make us both come before you do."

I redoubled my efforts on Megan's clit, sucking and flicking it with my tongue while Eliza bounced on my cock. The two women leaned toward each other again, their breasts pressing together as they kissed passionately.

"I'm close," Megan gasped, grinding harder against my face. "Fuck, his tongue feels so good."

"Me too," Eliza moaned, her pussy clenching around my shaft. "Come with me, baby."

Their orgasms seemed to trigger each other—Megan cried out first, her thighs clamping around my head as she flooded my mouth with her release. The sight and sound of her climax pushed Eliza over the edge, her inner walls pulsating around my cock as she came with a scream of pleasure.

The sensation of Eliza's pussy milking my cock was too much to bear. With a guttural groan, I finally let go, erupting inside her with the most intense orgasm of my life. Pulse after pulse of cum shot from my cock as stars exploded behind my eyelids.

We collapsed in a tangle of limbs, sweaty and satisfied. For several minutes, none of us spoke, too exhausted to form coherent thoughts. Finally, Eliza rolled off me, lying on one side while Megan took the other.

"That," Megan declared, removing the harness and tossing it aside, "was fucking incredible."

"Agreed," Eliza murmured, one hand lazily tracing patterns on my chest. "Worth the wait."

I nodded, still catching my breath. "Definitely the best study group I've ever been part of."

They both laughed, snuggling closer against me. As we lay there in the afterglow, I couldn't help but wonder what other "research projects" Ms. Calloway had in mind for her special students—and how my education at the university library had only just begun.


Chapter 7: Full Circle

The weeks that followed our threesome were a blur of intense pleasure and discovery. Eliza, Megan, and I met regularly—sometimes all three of us, sometimes in various pairs—exploring every corner of the library after hours and every inch of each other's bodies.

But as the semester neared its end, reality began to intrude on our erotic fantasy. I had my Victorian literature paper to finish (ironically, it had become my best work, fueled by genuine enthusiasm for the "research" I'd been conducting). Megan was preparing for graduation, and Eliza was busy with end-of-term responsibilities.

On the last day of finals week, I found myself back in that same secluded corner of the third floor where it had all begun. The library was nearly empty, most students having finished their exams and left for summer break. I was putting the finishing touches on my paper when I felt a familiar presence behind me.

"Finished?" Eliza asked, her voice sending a shiver down my spine just as it had that first day.

I turned to see her in her full librarian attire—hair in a bun, glasses perched on her nose, blouse buttoned to the throat. Only I knew what lay beneath that professional exterior.

"Just about," I replied, saving the document on my laptop. "Submitting it today."

She sat beside me, her thigh pressing against mine under the table. "I read the draft you sent. It's excellent work—insightful analysis of erotic subtext in Victorian literature."

"I had an excellent teacher," I said with a grin.

She laughed softly, then her expression grew more serious. "Megan's leaving tomorrow—moving to New York for that publishing internship."

"I know. We said our goodbyes last night." It had been an intense, emotional encounter in Megan's dorm room, our bodies communicating what words couldn't quite express.

"And you?" Eliza asked, her hand finding mine under the table. "What are your summer plans?"

"I was accepted into that research program I told you about—the one studying erotic literature across historical periods." I hesitated, then added, "It means I'll be staying on campus all summer. Access to the library is part of the deal."

A smile spread across her face. "Is that so? What a... fortunate coincidence. The library will be almost empty, and I'll be working reduced hours." Her fingers tightened around mine. "We'll have the place practically to ourselves."

"That was kind of the plan," I admitted. "I couldn't bear the thought of not seeing you for three months."

Eliza glanced around, confirming we were alone, then leaned closer. "Submit your paper, then meet me in Archive Room 3 in thirty minutes. I want to give you a proper end-of-term evaluation."

My cock instantly hardened at the memory of what had transpired in that room before. "Yes, Ms. Calloway," I replied, already saving my work and packing up my laptop.

She stood, adjusting her skirt primly. "Don't be late. I have a very... thorough review process."

I watched her walk away, admiring the sway of her hips that I now knew so intimately. As I submitted my final paper, I couldn't help but reflect on how a simple research assignment had evolved into the most educational experience of my life.

The library had always been a place of discovery for me, but thanks to a certain passionate librarian, I'd discovered more than just knowledge within its walls. I'd discovered desire, pleasure, and a side of myself I never knew existed.

And as I made my way toward Archive Room 3, my body already thrumming with anticipation, I knew that my education was far from complete. In fact, with a whole summer stretching before us, it was just beginning.

Inside the archive room, Eliza was waiting, a ruler in one hand and a familiar book in the other—Hartmann's "Victorian Sexuality: Unveiled Desires."

"Your final exam begins now, Mr. Jake," she said with a wicked smile, closing the door behind me with a definitive click.
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