

Lights Out at the Library

A Trans Librarian and her Nerdy Fling

Copyright Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

© 2018 Alice Layne


Going to the public library was one of my favorite things to do. Going out to parties and such never much interested me. While I had the means to enjoy the parties, a nice car, nice clothes, and even a nice family name, I just didn't like them.

People wanted to assume that I was a spoiled brat, but in reality, I just didn't agree with much of my generation. Maybe I wouldn't be changing anything by keeping my nose buried in books, but at least I was living the life I felt comfortable living.

I was browsing a few books of historical romance when a loud clap of thunder rang out and caused the walls to reverberate. My heart jumped into my throat and I couldn't help but let out a quiet squeak. Today might not have been a good day to go out.

With the weather getting worse by the second, I knew that I would be trapped here for a few hours. Most of the other readers were hurrying out of the library to escape before the storm made it impossible to drive. I never felt comfortable driving when it was pouring down rain. So I stayed.

If the thunder would stop making me jump out of my skin every few moments, this would have been the perfect time to be at the library. The only person here aside from myself was the librarian, Vicky.

She was such a wonderful woman, always helping me find books that I might be interested in. If they didn't have the book I wanted, she tended to order them for me. Such a sweet soul. Even though she was in her late thirties, she still had a body to die for. Not that I would ever tell her that.

There were certain expectations of a Republican governor's daughter. Being bisexual was not something that would be taken lightly by his supporters. So I put my desires aside and continued flipping through one of the books as I stood in the aisle.

Deciding what to read usually didn't take so long. The storm kept distracting me every few moments, I couldn't focus on the blurbs I'd read to remember what the book I was holding was even about.

A crack of lightning flashed brightly outside and as soon as that blinding light faded, the library went dark. I let out a panicked squeak and immediately tried to clutch onto a bookshelf. Of all things, the dark was something I didn't handle very well.

If the power going out wasn't bad enough, I managed to lose my balance and ended up leaning too heavily on the bookshelf.

It wobbled for a second before toppling over and slamming into the wall on the other side. A mountain of books toppled from the shelves onto the floor below and I heard the deep groan from Vicky.

"I'll be over in a second, don't you dare run off now. I'm not going to put those back by myself!" she called out.

I couldn't move. My knees quivered and all I wanted was for the lights to come back on before I pissed myself. Call me childish if you want, but I never got over this invasive fear… Maybe it was part of the reason that I didn't want to go to parties.

Another flash of lightning struck down and lit up the interior of the library for a second. In that moment, Vicky called out over the booming thunder, "Found my flashlight!"

I felt a warm tear trickling down my cheek and I couldn't stop hating myself for being this pathetic if I wanted to. Vicky walked my way with the all-important beam of light cutting a path through the darkness.

"O-Over here," I said in barely more than a whisper.

She turned towards me and shined the light on me. I was still leaning against the toppled bookshelf, afraid to move.

"Lindsey? I would have never guessed you'd be the type to knock over a bookshelf," she said softly and then walked closer to me. "Are you crying?"

I turned my head away and mumbled, "I didn't mean to. The power went out and I lost my balance."

She got closer and handed me the flashlight, "Here, hold onto this while I stand this shelf up."

I nearly snatched it out of her hand and then held it close to my chest as I illuminated her workspace. The solid wood bookshelf didn't look too light, but then again, I'd managed to knock it over and I weighed one thirty-five.

She got it back into position and then sighed heavily, "Do you know how to put books back on shelves?"

"I-I know the system well enough," I mumbled.

"Awesome. I'm going to hold the light and you're going to put the books up. Governor's daughter or not, you're not going to come back to this library without making amends, Lindsey."

She extended her hand for the flashlight and I clutched it tighter, "Can I keep the light?"

Vicky chuckled and ran her hand across her lips to try and wipe away the smile, "Are you afraid of the dark?"

My cheeks burned, even though she couldn't see my expression, I was sure she knew. "It's not funny, Vicky!"

She sighed and gestured to the front desk, "I'm sure I've got another flashlight up there somewhere. Otherwise, you could use your phone's light. I'm not going to run my battery down when I can't charge it."

"Can we try and find the other flashlight?" I asked.

"Sure, I'd love to be able to watch you work," Vicky said.

I didn't know quite what she meant and I certainly intended to find out, "Pardon?"

"What? I'm a woman that can appreciate another woman's figure. You've obviously put a lot of time into yours, surely it's not too offensive for me to compliment you?"

"Er, if that's what you think a compliment sounds like, I guess I should say thank you?"

She chuckled, "Good girl. Now, hurry up. I don't know when the power is going to come back on and I'd rather no one come in later and see this mess that you made."

A pang of guilt shot through me at that comment. Still, she wasn't wrong. Intentional or not, there was a problem that I caused that I should be fixing.

It didn't take long to find the second flashlight and once we had it, I got back to the shelf and started putting books on it. When I glanced over to ask a question to make sure I had things right, she always had to look back up to my eyes.

Honestly, at first, it was a little uncomfortable. After about ten minutes, I wasn't going to deny that I was a little wet. This blonde MILF was practically eye-fucking me and for once, I wasn't annoyed by that.

When guys my age tried to flirt with me, they only cared about how tight my jeans were or if I would part my legs for them. Vicky knew me as a bookworm and from the very few conversations we had about my life. Still, she was someone that I could appreciate being a little discrete. Married women didn't often want others to find out about their flings.

After nearly thirty minutes of work with little progress, she put her flashlight down on the ground pointed towards us and came over to help me.

"Sorry, I'll try to work faster," I mumbled.

She chuckled, "Maybe it's more that I just wanted to be a little closer. You know the old saying, look but don't touch. I'm just getting a better view, that's all. You're doing fine with putting them back."

I knew that I wasn't, hell, in the few moments she was back, she'd already started organizing the books more efficiently for me to put away. "Well thank you, but I don't know if an accidental touch would be all that bad," I said.

My cheeks burned again and I knew that she could see them. "And what if it wasn't an accident?" she asked as she 'accidentally' rubbed the spine of a book across my ass before putting it on the pile.

"Then I'd have to ask you to be a little more careful. Wouldn't want to damage the books," I teased. It felt so wrong to talk to a married woman like this. Add in the fact that she was a woman and I was in heaven. The taboo nature of what I was doing had my pussy soaking my panties.

Vicky boldly put her hand on my ass and gave it a squeeze, "Then we'll be more careful with the books."

A quiet gasp escaped me and I looked down at her. She was on her knees, her other hand still picking up books and looking at them before putting them in an appropriate pile.

How on earth could she be so damn cocky about what she was doing?

I shined the light down at her, "Vicky, you're married."

"That I am, but I'm pretty sure my wife wouldn't get told any details about an affair with the governor's daughter. I get the feeling that your lips would be sealed about this," she said as her hand massaged my ass.

The tight jeans Vicky wore caught my attention. More specifically, the growing bulge in them did.

"Uh, what's in your pocket?" I asked.

"It's a cock," she said casually.

My eyes widened, "I thought you were a woman?"

"Transwomen are still women, Lindsey. If you want me to stop touching you, I will."

"N-No, it's fine. I just wouldn't have guessed."

Her hand continued to grope and tease my ass while we got the books back on the shelves. By the time we were finished, my panties would likely be ruined and I knew that she had to be craving release as well. Still, it didn't seem right. Not only was she married, but she had the biggest dick I'd ever seen.

Vicky grumbled and stood, "I guess play time is over."

"It doesn't have to be," I chirped.

"Oh really?" she asked as her hand snaked down my front. Her fingers pressed against the crotch of my pants and she pulled me against her hips. That thick bulge pressed against my tight ass and she spoke softly, "If it isn't over, then it's time to go to the next level."

"O-Okay," was all I could mumble.

Married or not, this was the one chance I felt I had to actually explore my sexuality a little. The few sex toys I did have weren't the most pleasant. Trying to get a high-quality toy without raising the suspicion of my family about the cost was difficult. Being a politician's daughter, in general, was difficult…

Vicky's hands slid up my sides and she cupped my breasts, "Are you sure you want to get fucked on a library floor?"

"T-There are recliners," I whimpered.

"There are, but what we're doing doesn't exactly feel proper. I want you on the floor, Lindsey. I want to make you beg for my cock while you're being fucked like a common whore," she purred into my ear.

I'd always been treated with respect, even when people were trying to get in my pants. Hearing her talk down to me should have pissed me off. Should was a very operative word. Instead of guessing about the state of my panties, I knew that I'd have to get rid of them no matter what after tonight.

The flashlight in my hand was going to be a bit of a problem. I set it up on the bookshelf to illuminate more of the area. I reached down to my hips and unbuttoned my pants as quickly as I could and started pushing them away.

"That's a good slut, ready to take a cock as soon as it's offered. Tell me how bad you want it while you strip for me, girl," she commanded before stepping away from me.

I watched her in awe as she started taking her clothes off. This was real. I kicked off my shoes and mumbled as I took my own outfit off, "I want you to fuck me with that amazing cock, Vicky. I want it to be worth the risk. Your wife finding out that you cheated on her, my dad finding out I had sex with a woman. Both would be horrible, but even if we did get found out, I want this moment to be worth it."

"Mm, try not to bring my wife up too much. As much as I love her, I don't want to think about her while I'm slipping into your tight cunt," Vicky said.

Her throbbing cock bounced with each pulse of blood. Vicky's eyes looked over my petite frame and she chuckled as she wrapped a hand around her cock, "On your knees, slut. It's time to put those words to the test."

I slunk to my knees before her and looked up at her darkened face as I tentatively opened my mouth. The darkness surrounding us encouraged me to not run away. Then again, I didn't really want to. My inexperience was probably going to be obvious, but Vicky should have known that about me in the first place.

She reached down and gently pulled me onto her cock. Her slightly musky taste wasn't anything foul and after a few swirls of my tongue, the taste had all but vanished. In its place was a deliciously sweet flavor as her precum dribbled onto my tongue.

Vicky moaned softly as I continued to work around the head of her cock. Slowly, she pulled me further onto her shaft until her cock's head started teasing the back of my throat. My gag reflex immediately acted up and my hands shot to her thighs to stop her from pushing further into me.

"It's okay, sweetie. I'm not going to hurt you, I promise," the previous dominant tone she had was nowhere to be found.

The reassurance was all I needed. Vicky had always been good to me, even when she was playing with my ass earlier. She did ask me a few times if it was okay. While cheating on a partner wasn't something I would do, I wasn't going to turn down this experience. Whatever her wife's name was would have to forgive me for what was going to happen tonight.

I took Vicky's cock a few inches deeper into my throat before I couldn't go any further. The gagging sounds immediately caused her to pull back from me until only the velvety head of her cock remained in my mouth. "I get that you're wanting to be my little whore, but you're going to have to slow down. That, or you're going to need to turn around and put your hands on the floor, slut."

The offer was too tempting for me to refuse. Vicky might have been willing to just settle for a blowjob, but I wanted more. I needed more. I needed her.

I pulled away from her cock and wordlessly turned to present my naked ass to her. Her soft chuckle was followed by the rush of air as she got behind me and quickly pressed her cock against my tight entrance.

"Maybe if you come back another time just before we close, I might be able to let you stay a little longer. I might even have a special selection of topics to discuss," she purred as she pushed her cock into my soaked pussy.

"Things like flogging, spanking, restraining, and the list goes on. But that's only if you're a good girl who can keep her mouth shut without needing my cock in it," Vicky said.

My hands curled into fists as I tried to gain some semblance of control. Her words were driving me wild, but the physical sensation of her thick cock spreading my folds kept the words from coming. I wanted to tell her that I would show up for any of those topics but all that came out were loud moans.

Vicky's hands ran along my back as she started thrusting into me. "I'm sure you know how to be a good slut. You wouldn't want to miss out on this, would you?"

I shook my head. She gave my ass a rough smack and I yelped in pain before letting out another low moan. The stinging hurt, yeah, but then the pain was offset by the pleasure. The two sensations highlighted one another and while I didn't want to be spanked, I wanted the sting.

My god, what was this woman doing to me?

"I didn't think you would, slut. But next time you can get words out of that whore mouth of yours, you're going to address me as your Mistress when we're alone. Otherwise," she viciously slapped the other side of my ass, "you'll find out how my paddle feels."

Whimpering moans continued to flow from me like the breeze over the plains. Smooth, uninhibited and always threatening to develop into something far worse. Or, in my case, better. I could feel the tension in my core growing more intense with each stroke of her cock into my depths.

That deliciously thick cock had stretched my pussy like no toy I'd ever owned, but that wasn't even the reason I was nearly ready to squirt. Vicky kept shifting her hips, angling them to reach parts of my cunt that I didn't even know existed. Occasionally, I heard her foot sliding against the carpet before she would start hammering into me again, this time filling me in a completely new way.

Her cock never once left my pussy, but dear god, I would have assumed she was using a sheath to make herself bigger at times!

Vicky's pace continued to increase and soon, I heard soft moans accompany her heavy breathing, "S-Soon, slut!"

I didn't know if that was a threat or a promise, but I was content with either one. Her hand snaked around my waist and she used her fingers to aggressively rock my clit. "Cum for me, whore. Make your Mistress proud of you."

My toes curled and I whimpered out desperate moans as she made me feel like a whole new woman. Had this been anyone else, I would have slapped them and probably told my father about the treatment I was receiving. Yet, when those words came from such a pleasant woman, I couldn't help but feel like I'd earned some kind of badge of honor.

Vicky's cock constantly ground against my g-spot and with the additional pleasure her fingers offered me, I couldn't keep myself from reaching my climax if I wanted to. Waves of fiery bliss tore through me and ignited my body with a passion I'd never felt before. My core tightened and my inner walls convulsed around her cock as my juices sprayed onto the carpet beneath us.

The peachy scent of my sex filled the air in moments and Vicky grunted loudly as she pulled out of my pussy. I immediately missed the sensation of being so full, but as I felt the hot cum spurting onto my ass and lower back, I understood. Even if I wanted her cum inside me, I wasn't on birth control, not right now.

That might need to change if I was going to keep seeing her. I craved that hot cum and hated that I was wasting it right now.

"F-Fucking hell, you've got a wonderful set of lips," she groaned.

"W-Which ones?" I asked teasingly.

Vicky smiled at me and whispered quietly, "Put your clothes back on, slut. I want you to wear my cum like a trophy."

I didn't argue with her, even though I would have loved to have a second round with her before I put them back on. My Mistress told me to do something, even with my limited understanding of BDSM, I knew that I shouldn't disobey her.

"That's a good girl. Now come lick my cock clean so I can get dressed," she purred.

I didn't hesitate to drop to my knees and start cleaning my juices off her cock. My sweet taste wasn't new to me, though I'd only really tasted it when getting my fingers wet to keep from rubbing my clit raw. I could get used to this… No, I would get used to this.
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