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Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale


1

“Shhh…”

Emma liked silence.

Or at least, that was the story she told herself every morning — the little mantra that made her choices seem reasonable. The same way other women might tell themselves I like control, or I like being good.

For Emma, it had always been silence.

Silence meant order. Discipline. Space to breathe. In the library, everything had a place — books, codes, boundaries. She could walk the aisles in her tidy flats and feel them bend to her. The spines of books turned politely to face her, the scent of paper and polish curling around her like reverence.

But she knew better than anyone: silence was never empty. It was full of potential.

And lately, Emma had been filling it.

She stood before the full-length mirror in her small campus flat, angled slightly to catch the line of her thighs. The room smelled of talcum powder and fabric softener — fresh tights folded on the bed, blouse ironed crisp. She’d laid each item out the night before, like a ritual. Her cardigan was already on — soft grey cashmere, buttoned to the third loop — but the blouse beneath was sheer, translucent if the light caught it right.

No one ever noticed. Or pretended not to.

She bent forward, slowly, reaching to roll her tights up her legs. Her fingers smoothed them over skin — up from her ankle, across her calf, the delicate friction catching slightly behind the knee. She paused at her thigh, letting her palm rest just a moment longer. The tights pressed flush against the lace of her knickers — pale blue today, sheer and low.

Not practical. Not warm.

But deliberate.

Her reflection gave her a soft warning look.

She was thirty-four. Not old, not young. But there was something in her that still wanted to be reckless. Her chestnut hair was pinned up tight, the bun functional but neat. She leaned closer, adjusting her tortoiseshell glasses, then dabbed a touch of colour on her lips — just enough pink to warm her complexion, not enough to look like effort. Her skin was pale, near porcelain, and blushed easily. Her freckles had faded since summer, but they still dusted her collarbones if you looked close.

Emma stepped back to check her outfit fully:

Pencil skirt, navy wool, high-waisted.

White blouse, snug at the bust.

Grey cardigan, modest but soft.

Thick tights, matte, not shiny.

Simple flats, practical.

But beneath the blouse, no bra. And beneath the tights — those whisper-thin knickers, already damp at the crotch from nothing but her own thoughts.

She could feel the weight of her breasts moving freely with each shift of posture, the brush of fabric against her nipples making them pebble faintly as she walked. It was stupid. Dangerous. Completely inappropriate.

And utterly addictive.

The campus was quiet this early. Students hadn’t returned in full yet, and the library opened before most lectures began. Emma liked that. The solitude. The first breath of polished wood and filtered light through the high windows.

Her keys jingled at her hip. She walked slowly through the marble-floored atrium, heels echoing faintly as she unlocked the staff entrance. Fluorescents flickered on above her — humming softly — and she relished the quiet hush of the space before the world arrived.

The grand reading hall waited upstairs: oak tables, green-glass lamps, leaded windows that caught dust in golden beams. But Emma always started her day in the stacks. She liked the way they pressed in on her — narrow aisles of old hardbacks, cool air, the faint musk of glue and leather.

She took her time shelving the few returns left from the night before. Her fingers lingered on spines, thumb tracing the grain of cloth covers. She paused as she reached up, stretching, feeling the way her blouse pulled tight over her breasts. She didn’t need to stand on tiptoes — but she did.

The tight tug of fabric, the subtle rise of her skirt along the backs of her thighs…

She let herself imagine it.

A student behind her. Just passing. Seeing the outline of her hips, the sway of her body. Wondering.

The first time she’d done this — gone without a bra, worn sheer beneath her layers — it had been almost accidental. A laundry mishap, a forgotten garment. But she’d felt something shift in her when she walked through the stacks that day and saw the way one boy had looked at her. Not crude. Not overt. Just… caught. His eyes dipping low, then quickly away.

She should have told him off.

Should have tightened her cardigan.

Instead, she’d turned around fully.

She’d caught him again the next day. And the next.

Now it was part of the game.

She didn’t know his name — not yet — but he wore a grey hoodie and always carried a red notebook. His fingers fidgeted with the spine when she walked past. Sometimes he’d linger too long in Philosophy or the Modern Lit aisle, clearly pretending to read.

Emma liked to walk the rows slowly. Today, she passed him again — his gaze flicking up, then away.

“Can I help you find something?” she asked, her voice low, precise.

He shook his head, flustered. “Uh—no. I’m just browsing.”

Her lips twitched. She stepped past him, close enough that the fabric of her skirt brushed his thigh. She didn’t apologise. She didn’t look back.

But she slowed.

In the reflection of the metal bookcase ahead, she could see him still watching. His eyes fixed on the shape of her ass as she bent slightly — too far — to pick up a book she’d shelved the day before.

She ran her fingers slowly along the cover. Then traced the seam of the pages.

“Quiet in the stacks,” she murmured, mostly to herself.

But loud enough for him to hear.

She held the book open for a moment — Bodies in Motion — and let her tongue peek between her lips. She imagined the sound her knickers would make if she peeled them down here, slow and soft. She imagined dropping to her knees between the shelves, letting him step closer…

Her cunt pulsed.

Emma placed the book back on the shelf, spine outward. She adjusted her skirt deliberately, smoothing it down as if it had risen by accident. Her hand lingered at the hem, fingertips brushing the curve of her thigh through the tights.

When she turned, he was gone.

She let out a slow breath, blood rushing in her ears.

The day had barely started.

And already she was wet.


2

1 — “Between the Pages”

Afternoons in the library were the quietest.

Morning lectures emptied early, and students drifted off to coffee shops or lounges before the next block began. The 2 p.m. lull was Emma’s favourite — the stillness between hums, when light slanted gold across the tiled floor and even the HVAC seemed to hush itself.

She lingered in the poetry aisle, the dustier stretch no one visited unless required. These shelves hadn’t been fully reorganised in years, and the uneven order comforted her. She liked running her fingers over hardbound spines, checking for call numbers that had slid out of place. She could spend hours there, head down, alone in the scent of age and leather binding.

But today, she wasn’t alone.

She heard him before she saw him — soft footfalls on the worn carpet, the slight rasp of a hoodie brushing against a shelf. Emma didn’t look up. She bent forward instead, just slightly, tilting at the hips as she reached for a book that didn’t need moving.

The hem of her skirt lifted higher over the curve of her ass, tight over her thighs. She knew it. Felt it. She adjusted the weight on her feet so her calves tensed in her tights, ankles crossed neatly in her black flats.

Then: contact.

It wasn’t a full touch — not quite. Just the lightest graze of a hand brushing past her rear. Not clumsy. Not accidental. Intentional. The pressure of fingers curving along the swell of her right cheek, just enough to feel the heat of skin through wool and nylon.

She straightened slowly. Deliberately. Her blouse pulled across her chest, breasts shifting free beneath it — no bra to muffle the motion.

Her eyes found his.

Grey hoodie. Red notebook. Just like the mornings before.

But this time, his cheeks were pink, his mouth half open. He didn’t mumble an apology. He didn’t back away.

Emma raised an eyebrow. “Looking for something?”

The words were smooth, almost innocent. Almost.

He swallowed. “Just… browsing.”

“Ah.” She let the syllable hang.

She turned slightly, angling her body between him and the shelves. She held a book in one hand — an old edition of Plath, worn at the spine — but didn’t shelve it. Instead, she let her fingers idly trace the edge. Her other hand smoothed down the front of her skirt, palms grazing the waistband of her tights. She didn’t break eye contact.

He was trying to be subtle, but she could see it: the tight set of his jaw, the way his gaze flicked to the line of her legs, then quickly back to her face.

She tilted her head. “You know, most students don’t come to this section unless they’re hiding something. Poetry’s not exactly the hot-ticket subject these days.”

He smiled faintly — the first honest thing about him. “I like the quiet.”

Emma’s smile was slower. “So do I.”

She took one step forward. Not enough to touch, but close enough to share breath. Her perfume — faint violet and something darker, sandalwood maybe — lifted in the still air. She didn’t speak again.

She just stood there, waiting to see what silence would do.

Behind them, the library echoed with nothing — no coughs, no chair scrapes, no rustle of jackets. Just the hum of old air through vents and the memory of a touch.

He stepped back first, notebook held stiff at his side.

“I’ll… I’ll let you get back to shelving,” he muttered.

Emma didn’t stop him. Didn’t say goodbye. She watched him go — the awkward retreat, the tension in his shoulders. He didn’t look back.

But when he turned the corner, she saw it: the slight bulge at the front of his jeans, straining.

She exhaled slowly.

The book in her hand trembled just a little. She placed it on the shelf without looking, fingers lingering on the worn paper edge. Her nipples ached — stiff against the blouse, sensitised by the rush of tension.

He’d touched her.

He’d meant to.

And she hadn’t stopped him.

No. She’d invited him to do it again.

Emma didn’t go back to her desk.

Instead, she wandered deeper into the stacks, trailing fingers across the worn plastic of shelf labels, letting herself feel every brush of fabric against her skin. The boy hadn’t said anything crude. Hadn’t begged, groped, or panted. But his touch had been intentional — and her body had answered before her brain did.

She could still feel the ghost of his hand on her ass. The hum between her thighs hadn’t faded.

She paused by a row of literary theory — Derrida, Foucault, unread and untouched. Her reflection caught in the metal end panel: the blouse clinging faintly to the shape of her breasts, the curve of her cardigan opening just slightly as she leaned. Her bun was still tight, glasses still perched where they belonged.

But she didn’t feel like the Emma who enforced overdue fines and corrected shelf codes.

She felt slick between the legs. Her knickers were already damp. And no one knew.

Not officially, anyway.

She bent again, just enough to slide a book onto the lowest shelf. Her skirt tightened over her hips, hem riding slightly higher than necessary. She felt the stretch of fabric across her thighs — the way the waistband of her tights cut into the softness of her belly, anchoring her.

She stayed bent a little too long.

And then she heard it:

The faintest scuff of footsteps on carpet.

Not approaching. Not receding.

Just… hovering.

Emma didn’t turn. Didn’t adjust.

She bent lower.

The angle made her skirt rise higher, exposing more of her thighs beneath the dark knit of her tights. She let her legs drift a little wider — just an inch, maybe two — enough to feel cool air slip between them. Enough to invite speculation.

Her cunt pulsed against the seam of her knickers.

She straightened slowly, spine rolling up one vertebra at a time. Her nipples dragged softly against her blouse — aching now, hard points pressing through sheer fabric and lace. She let one hand linger at her chest, smoothing the material, brushing the curve of one breast.

She could hear him breathing.

Without turning, she spoke. Low. Barely above the hush of the air vent.

“You shouldn’t lurk, you know.”

Silence.

Then, “I wasn’t— I wasn’t lurking.”

Emma smiled. Still facing the shelf.

She reached out and pulled a slim volume from the row — On Eros and Silence — and let it fall open in her hands. Her fingers skimmed a passage, unread.

“You touched me earlier,” she said.

A beat passed. Two.

“I’m sorry,” he said quietly.

“You don’t sound sorry.”

He didn’t reply.

Emma tilted her head slightly, letting her voice drop an octave. “Do you know what happens to students who harass staff?”

“No. I—” he hesitated. “I didn’t mean—”

“I didn’t say I minded.”

She finally turned to face him. He was closer than she expected — maybe a foot away. His hoodie was unzipped now, revealing a plain white tee, damp at the collar. His eyes dropped instinctively to her chest, then jerked back up to her glasses.

Emma stepped forward, closing the distance.

She slipped the book onto the shelf without looking. Her hand dropped to her hip. The other curled loosely at her front, fingertips grazing the waistband of her tights.

She whispered, just for him.

“Hard?”

His eyes widened.

She let her hand drift lower, palm brushing along the curve of her belly — slowly, languidly — until her fingertips pressed between her thighs. Her tights dulled the sensation, but the pressure was there, firm and hot. She pressed harder, smirking as his gaze locked to the movement.

His breath was shallow now.

She leaned close, her lips at his ear. “Quiet in the stacks,” she murmured.

Then she turned her back again.

No further instruction. No demand. She simply walked — slowly — down the aisle, hips swaying, skirt smoothing itself in ripples. She didn’t check to see if he followed. She already knew.

She could hear the sound of his notebook dropping as he caught up.

Emma slipped around the final corner into the farthest row. This one was nearly hidden from view — the heavy books of historical references gathering dust. Her heels clicked once on tile, then muffled into silence on old carpet.

She stopped at the end.

Pretended to scan the titles.

And then, deliberately, she reached down and pressed her palm to the arch of her foot, bending forward so her skirt rode up her thighs again — just a hint, just enough. Her legs parted slightly, tension drawn tight at the apex of her body.

She stayed bent, letting the blood rush low.

Waiting.

She didn’t have to wait long.

The moment she felt him behind her, Emma’s breath slowed.

He didn’t say anything — not a word. She heard the rustle of fabric as he stepped into the aisle, then the faintest pause as he saw how she stood: bent forward, palms pressed to her ankle, legs parted, skirt bunched tight around the tops of her thighs.

She felt the tension roll off him like heat. The indecision. The hunger.

And then: movement.

Slow. Cautious. His hand ghosted along the hem of her skirt, not quite touching. She didn’t flinch. She didn’t look back. She stayed still — letting the moment hang, daring him to break the quiet.

His fingers found her hip. Brushed the side. Waited.

Then: firmer. He took a handful of skirt fabric and drew it slowly up, revealing the curves of her thighs beneath the stretched black tights. She heard the quiet hitch of his breath when he saw how sheer they were, the way the gusset clung damply between her legs.

She shifted slightly, tilting her hips back.

The invitation was clear.

He stepped closer, one hand still on her skirt, the other now pressing gently to her lower back. She arched for him — just a little. Just enough.

When his fingers brushed between her legs, she gasped. Not from surprise — but from the jolt of pleasure. The tights dulled his touch, but the heat of it, the pressure, made her dizzy.

She turned her head slowly, just enough to speak over her shoulder.

“Take your time,” she whispered. “We’re not rushing this.”

He nodded — visible only in her periphery — and knelt behind her without another word.

Emma rested her hands against the cold steel of the shelf, palms flat, body braced. Her skirt was pushed high now, bunching at her waist. She could feel the air against her thighs, the heat of his breath just inches from where she ached.

His hands slid up the backs of her legs — tracing the seam of her tights, thumbs brushing the soft give of her thighs. Then he cupped her ass through the sheer fabric, squeezing gently, reverently.

She was soaked. And he knew it.

His fingers curved under, pressing between her legs, just enough to feel the wetness soaked into the gusset. Emma moaned softly — low, throaty, not loud, but enough to make her nerves light up.

He didn’t ask permission. Didn’t need to.

He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her tights and began to pull. Down over her hips, down her thighs, past her knees. The cold air hit her cunt like a gasp, and she spread her legs wider, one foot flat, the other pointed slightly outward for balance.

Her knickers clung to her — soaked, translucent now. Pale blue lace that framed her lips perfectly, every curve outlined by arousal. He pressed his face close, inhaling.

Then he kissed her. Right there.

Emma nearly buckled.

It wasn’t crude — it was hungry. His lips mouthed at her through the lace, his tongue tracing the shape of her folds before dragging slowly up the seam. Her moan spilled out before she could stop it — soft but sharp, the kind that bounced faintly off the shelves.

She slapped one hand to her mouth.

He didn’t stop.

He pulled the lace aside with one hand, exposing her fully. She was flushed pink and slick — everything glistening in the dim light. He licked her slowly at first, tasting her in long strokes. Then shorter, firmer. His mouth sealed over her clit, sucking gently, tongue circling.

Emma’s legs shook.

She pressed back against his mouth, hips rolling slightly, breath catching again and again. She tried to stay quiet — she did — but her gasps kept slipping out. Tiny sounds, needy and sharp, that filled the aisle like static.

She looked down and saw her glasses slipping on her nose. Her cardigan was still buttoned — barely — but her blouse had come loose where it tucked into her skirt. She could feel the edge of one nipple grazing the inner fabric — aching.

His tongue flicked faster. Deeper.

Her orgasm broke like a wave.

It rolled through her thighs, her spine, her scalp — one long, tremoring ripple that left her half-draped over the shelf, biting her own hand to stifle the cry. Her cunt clenched around nothing, soaked and twitching, as his mouth eased her through it, gently now, lapping slow and lazy.

She whimpered, head down.

“Fuck,” she breathed.

She turned, finally — looking down at him.

He knelt there between her legs, lips wet, chin shiny with her arousal. His eyes were blown wide — wild and reverent, as if he couldn’t believe he’d just made her come in the middle of the university library.

Emma reached down and stroked his cheek.

“Stand up,” she whispered.

He obeyed. She turned to face him fully, tugging her skirt back down but not fixing her tights. Her thighs were still bare, still trembling. She leaned back against the shelves, blouse open now, one breast fully exposed — pale, full, nipple hard and flushed.

She took his hand and pressed it there.

His fingers trembled as they cupped her.

Then he leaned in and took her nipple into his mouth.

Emma moaned again, arching into him. Her hands went to his waistband, tugging him closer by the hips. She could feel his erection pressed hard against his jeans, straining.

She rubbed her thigh against it, teasing.

He gasped.

“Not yet,” she whispered.

She kissed him then — open-mouthed and messy, tasting herself on his lips. Her hands ran up under his hoodie, palms against his bare back, nails scratching lightly.

Then she pressed one finger to his lips again.

“Shhh…”

She turned him around slowly, backing him into the opposite shelf.

His hands gripped the edges, eyes wide.

Emma dropped to her knees — the carpet harsh against her tights — and stared up at the shape of his cock beneath the denim.

She didn’t unzip him yet. Just watched the rise and fall of his breath.

“Do you want me to keep going?” she asked, voice low and thick.

He nodded, breathless.

“Say it.”

“I want you to,” he whispered. “Please.”

She smiled. “Good boy.”

And with that, she reached for his belt.

The sound was faint — just a shuffle, far down the aisle. But Emma froze.

Her hands were halfway to his fly. Her knees pressed into the carpet, warm and tingling. She was staring at the outline of his cock straining against the denim, her pulse still beating between her thighs.

But now her ears were sharper than her hunger.

The boy’s eyes widened. His hands jerked away from her shoulders, suddenly uncertain.

Emma brought one finger to her lips, shhh, and leaned in close — not to unzip him, but to whisper.

“Stay still.”

He nodded. Breath shallow.

Another sound. The creak of a chair, somewhere near the reading desks beyond the corner. Not close. Not immediate. But present.

Emma didn’t retreat. She didn’t stand. She simply shifted her weight lower, kneeling fully, her face now level with his waistband. Her hands stayed at her sides.

“I said take your time,” she whispered, so quietly he had to lean in to hear.

Then she tilted her head, lips brushing his zipper — not opening it, just teasing the metal with the faintest warmth of breath.

He inhaled sharply, then choked it down.

Her hands slid up to his hips, gripping lightly. She rolled her palm over the bulge — not rubbing, just pressing with enough suggestion to make his knees lock.

“Someone’s nearby,” she murmured. “Maybe two aisles down.”

He blinked at her, panic and lust crashing together in his face.

She smiled.

“Tell me,” she said, letting her thumb stroke the edge of his fly, “if I unzipped you now, and sucked you — slow, sloppy, loud — would you stop me?”

His mouth opened. No sound came out.

“Would you tell me no?” she whispered.

He shook his head.

“Didn’t think so.”

She stood, slow and smooth, body brushing his front as she rose. One breast was still out — her blouse open, the nipple flushed and wet from his mouth. She made no effort to fix it.

Instead, she leaned in and whispered into his ear.

“You tasted me between reference volumes. I came on your tongue.”

He swallowed.

“You think anyone saw us?”

A faint shake of the head.

“Maybe not.” She smiled, lips grazing his earlobe. “But I bet they heard.”

The boy was shaking now — from restraint, from adrenaline, from want. His cock visibly throbbed beneath his jeans.

Emma pressed her palm there again — firmer now, stroking just once.

“You’re hard enough to leak. I can feel it.”

He bit his lip.

“You want to come, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

She kissed him then — not sweet, not polite. Wet, filthy, full of tongue and teeth. One of her hands gripped the back of his neck. The other slipped beneath the hem of his hoodie to rest against his bare lower back.

They heard another footstep. Farther this time.

She pulled away, lips shiny, eyes wild behind her glasses.

“I’m not done with you.”

Then she turned, breast still bare, cardigan slipping down one arm, tights tangled at her knees beneath her skirt. She walked slowly out of the aisle, her flats silent on the carpet.

She didn’t check if he followed.

She already knew he would.

The furthest back row of the library wasn’t even labelled.

Emma stepped into the shadows between the tall shelving and paused just long enough to hear his footsteps behind her — hesitant, quick. She didn’t turn around.

Instead, she reached up to the top shelf with both arms, stretching slowly. Her blouse gaped open completely now, one breast fully exposed, the other barely held in place by a crooked button. Her cardigan had slipped low on her shoulders. She didn’t adjust it.

She let her hands rest against the dusty books above, body leaning forward.

Behind her, he stopped.

She could feel his breath again — that short, shallow panting that said he didn’t know whether to beg or bolt.

“Take it out,” she said softly.

He hesitated only a moment. Then she heard the rustle of denim, the clink of his belt, the soft metallic whisper of a zipper.

She looked over her shoulder. His cock was out — thick, flushed, glistening already at the tip. He gripped it tight in one hand, uncertain.

Emma turned fully.

She dropped to her knees again without a word. The carpet scratched at her tights, but she didn’t care. Her blouse hung open, both breasts exposed now — full, pale, nipples flushed pink. Her hair had begun to unravel from its bun, tendrils curling around her cheekbones. Her glasses slipped slightly down the bridge of her nose.

She looked up at him as she took his cock in hand.

He gasped.

She licked once, slow and flat, from base to tip. Then again. Saliva slicked his shaft, her tongue teasing the slit at the top.

Emma opened her mouth wider and took him in — not rushed, not greedy. Just deep enough to feel his thighs tremble.

Her hands gripped behind his knees as her lips slid further down. She didn’t bob. Not yet. Just let her mouth envelope him in soft warmth, tongue pressed tight beneath.

Then she began to move — slow strokes, wet and deliberate. She let her spit gather, let it dribble down his cock, her chin. It wasn’t polite. It wasn’t tidy. It was filthy, and she made it sound like it.

Every slurp. Every gasp. Every guttural hum.

She wanted someone to hear.

He grunted, hips twitching.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

Emma popped her mouth off with a loud, obscene sound and looked up, wiping saliva from her chin with the back of her hand.

“You’re close,” she said, voice husky.

He nodded, helpless.

She stood, blouse hanging open, tights still twisted at her knees. She turned and backed up against the metal step ladder bolted to the end shelf. Climbed one rung. Then another.

It brought her hips just above waist height.

She pulled her skirt back up. Peeled her knickers aside, baring herself again.

Then she bent forward slightly, looking over her shoulder.

“Come here,” she whispered.

He stepped forward, cock in hand, stunned.

She reached between her legs and guided him in.

The first thrust made them both groan. Her cunt was still soaked, still twitching from before. He slid in with barely any resistance, his hands clutching her hips.

Emma braced herself against the shelf, one foot still on the ladder, the other flat on the ground. Her skirt was around her waist, her cardigan nearly off, and her blouse wide open — every inch of her exposed and dripping.

He began to move — quick, frantic strokes that made the shelves creak faintly.

“Slower,” she hissed. “Make me feel it.”

He obeyed.

He gripped her tighter, thrusting with more control — hips rolling deep, pelvis grinding against her ass with every stroke.

Emma let her moans rise now, letting them slip louder each time. She didn’t scream — not yet — but she didn’t hide, either.

“Fuck me,” she gasped. “Just like that.”

His pace stuttered. He was close.

She reached between her legs and touched her clit — tight little circles in rhythm with his thrusts. Her body burned — every nerve alight, every part of her hungry.

She clenched hard around him.

“Don’t come yet,” she warned.

“I— I can’t—”

“Not yet,” she growled, slamming her hips back into him.

She came again — sudden, sharp, full-body. Her legs buckled and she cried out — not quiet this time, a full moan that echoed down the aisle.

Somewhere, a chair scraped. A book thudded shut.

Emma didn’t care.

She was dripping. Her cunt spasmed around him, and she reached back to claw at his hip, pulling him deeper.

“Now,” she panted. “Come inside me. Now.”

He groaned — helpless, almost desperate — and spilled into her, gripping her waist so hard it might leave marks. His cock pulsed deep, heat flooding her, and Emma arched with it, sighing as she felt it fill her.

Silence followed.

Real silence.

Their bodies stilled, their breath ragged, the air hot and thick with sex.

Emma slowly stepped down from the ladder. He slipped free of her with a quiet wet sound, and she turned to face him — his cum dripping down the inside of her thigh, her tights in shambles.

She didn’t speak.

She just reached up, took his face in her hands, and kissed him again — soft this time.

Then she whispered: “You’re going to think about this every time you walk past these shelves.”

He nodded, dumbstruck.

She smirked.

“I hope you come here often.”

Emma didn’t rush.

She stood slowly, tugging her skirt back down over her hips. It clung to her still-wet thighs, darkened slightly at the hem where his cum had begun to trail. Her tights were hopeless — bunched around her calves, the gusset twisted to one side, silk ripped faintly at the seam where he’d pulled them.

She stepped out of them, one foot at a time, and balled them quietly in her fist. Her knickers she left — crooked and soaked, lace barely covering anything.

She buttoned her blouse just enough to contain her breasts — not fastidiously, not carefully. The fabric gaped where it had stretched, clinging damp to one nipple.

Her hair had fallen fully now — pins scattered along the carpet. Chestnut waves tumbled over her shoulders, the bun long abandoned.

The boy still stood dazed, cock softening, half-tucked into his jeans.

He looked ruined. Shaky. Beautiful.

“Don’t follow me,” she said gently.

He blinked.

She stepped close and kissed his cheek.

“You did well. I’ll be shelving in Literature tomorrow afternoon.”

And with that, she turned and walked out of the aisle — no attempt to hide the way she looked: mussed, flushed, skin glowing, legs bare beneath the swish of her skirt.

She didn’t slink. She strolled.

As she crossed through the Philosophy section, she passed two students hunched over a table. One looked up.

Then elbowed the other.

The second boy looked too — and blushed.

Emma didn’t stop.

She walked toward the front desk, dropping her ruined tights into the lost property box without a word. Her fingers lingered on the edge of the counter, the smooth laminate cool under her palm.

Somewhere behind her, a chair squeaked again. A quiet cough. Then whispers — too faint to catch the words, but unmistakably about her.

She smiled.

She wanted to be whispered about. Not in shame — in hunger.

She moved toward the office, locking the door behind her. Alone now, she leaned against the wall, head tilted back, heart still racing.

Her cunt ached, raw and wet. Her thighs were streaked. Her breast still tingled where his mouth had been.

She didn’t clean up. Not yet.

Instead, she pressed one hand between her legs, feeling how soaked she still was.

And whispered, to no one:

“Shhh…”
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Diary Entry: “I Want to Be Talked About”

Tuesday, 8:46 p.m.

Personal Notebook (hidden inside the spine of Ulysses)

I shouldn’t be writing this.

Not because it’s wrong — I don’t believe in wrong anymore. Not in this context. But because I know if I keep putting it down in ink, I’ll stop pretending it’s a secret. I’ll start acting like this version of me is allowed to be real.

And maybe she is.

Today, I let someone touch me in the library. That’s the factual version.

Here’s the truth:

I orchestrated it. I invited it. I made myself the fantasy and waited to be seen.

I bent the rules — the same ones I enforce daily — and waited to see if anyone would break them with me. And someone did. Eagerly.

But what thrilled me wasn’t just the act. It was knowing someone might hear it.

I think I’ve always wanted to be overheard. Not just in sex — in intimacy. In moans and messy noises and whispered filth. I want to be someone they talk about. Did you hear? Did you see? I want my name to become rumour. My body to become myth.

For years I thought I was shy.

But I was never shy. I was waiting.

Waiting for the kind of look that says I see who you really are. Waiting for someone to feel the tension in my blouse, the absence of a bra, the way I bend too slowly in front of the Philosophy shelf.

And now?

Now I’m not waiting.

I can still feel his breath between my legs. The way he knelt like it was reverence. Like he couldn’t believe his librarian had wet knickers and a filthy mouth.

I came with my hand over my mouth, shaking against the encyclopedias. And part of me hoped the sound travelled. Part of me still hopes someone recognised my voice.

The thing is — I don’t think this is the beginning of a breakdown.

I think it’s a reclamation.

For years, I sat quietly. Read quietly. Fucked quietly. Dressed quietly.

But my thoughts were never quiet.

I’ve always had loud fantasies.

Of being used.

Of being overheard.

Of being the one they whisper about in the common room.

Of slipping off my tights in the staff bathroom and leaving a damp patch on the sink — just to know someone might notice.

I don’t want love. Not in the stacks.

I want need. I want tension. I want someone trying not to come in his jeans because I whispered “Hard?” as he walked past.

I want to be the reason someone’s hand drifts under their desk during a tutorial.

I want to ruin people for quiet.

God — that’s it. That’s what I’m becoming. A woman who ruins the silence on purpose.

I’ll see him again, the boy. I know it.

But I don’t need it to be him, specifically. It’s not about him.

It’s about me.

About becoming the woman who gets fingered beside the dictionaries and then calmly checks the Dewey Decimal system.

I think I want more.

I want the reading room next.

I want to moan over hardback covers and feel my thighs stick to varnished wood. I want to leave imprints. Stains. Proof.

I want someone to find me in the act and not stop me.

Just… watch.

And I want them to tell their friends.

—E
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2: “The Study Room Setup”

Emma booked the study room under her own name. She always did.

It wasn’t like anyone checked. She had staff clearance and the system trusted her. But it still gave her a little pulse of pleasure to see Emma D., Senior Librarian listed beside Room 6B from 3:30 to 5:00 p.m. — a quiet block, just enough time to play.

The room was tucked at the end of the corridor near Reference, with walls of laminated wood panelling and frosted glass panes that didn’t quite reach the ceiling. A narrow vertical window in the door let anyone walking past see silhouettes — not details, not expressions. Just outlines. Movements. Hints.

Emma stepped inside and did a quick inspection.

Table: clean.

Chairs: four.

Blinds: slightly warped, perfect.

She adjusted them one at a time, pretending to fuss, though she knew exactly what she wanted — a half-closed pattern that would throw broken stripes across her body when the light shifted.

Then, she reached into her satchel and removed the book.

Classical Textual Obscenities: Volume II.

Dusty brown cloth cover, cracked at the spine. No barcode — it had been withdrawn years ago.

Inside, it was hollow. Literally.

The pages had been cut out and replaced with a foam cavity lined in velvet.

Nestled in the centre: a slim, curved dildo. Pale pink. Silicone. Silent.

She stroked it once with a fingertip — an idle caress — then closed the book again and placed it gently in the centre of the desk.

Everything else was already in motion.

She’d seen the girl earlier. Lily. Soft-spoken, early 20s, always polite. She returned books early, asked quiet questions, and lingered far too long whenever Emma was at the front desk.

She wore long cardigans and oversized jumpers, always pulled over her knuckles. Bit her lower lip when she read. Tucked her hair behind her ear even when it wasn’t in the way.

Emma had noticed.

More than that — she’d tested. A month ago she’d asked Lily to shelve some delicate rare texts, watched how her fingers trembled as she handled them. How she flushed when Emma stood too close.

And now?

Now Emma saw her again, hovering near the poetry shelf, holding a copy of The Bell Jar like it was something fragile and forbidden.

Emma approached, heels silent on the carpet.

“Lily.”

The girl startled — then looked up, eyes wide behind round glasses.

Emma smiled. “I could use a hand with something. Small project. Donation materials.”

Lily nodded too fast. “Yes. I mean — of course.”

Emma led her back toward 6B. Neither of them spoke. Lily’s boots scuffed quietly as she followed, fingers fidgeting with the strap of her bag.

Inside, the room smelled like paper and polish. Emma gestured toward the desk.

“There’s a box of older texts I need sorted — keep or discard. You’ve got good instincts.”

Lily smiled shyly and approached the stack. She didn’t even notice the fake book in the centre — not yet.

Emma took off her cardigan, folded it over the back of a chair.

The blinds behind her shifted with the light, throwing faint shadows across her blouse. She’d chosen it carefully today — pale ivory, sheer if you looked close, with a delicate row of buttons that strained slightly when she reached too far.

She turned her back to Lily and began sorting a nearby pile. Slowly. Letting her body shift side to side, hips rolling slightly as she stretched. She could hear Lily sorting through the box — tentative, careful.

Good.

“Have you ever come across erotic marginalia?” Emma asked suddenly.

Lily looked up. Blushed. “Um… not really. I mean, I’ve read about it…”

Emma nodded. “It’s a quiet little corner of literary history. Filth between the lines. Hidden in plain sight.”

She picked up the fake book. Walked it over.

“Like this.” She placed it in front of Lily and opened the cover.

Lily blinked. Stared.

The dildo sat nestled inside, soft pink against the dark velvet. No commentary. No context.

Emma watched her reaction.

First: a flash of shock. Then fascination. Then something darker. Her knees pressed together. She bit her lip.

Emma smiled.

“I use it here, sometimes,” she said softly. “When the walls feel too quiet.”

Lily opened her mouth. Closed it. Her breath hitched.

Emma reached out and ran a fingertip down the girl’s wrist — featherlight.

“Would you like to watch me?”

Lily didn’t answer right away.

She stared at the open book, the soft silicone toy glistening faintly in the light that streamed through the warped blinds. Her cheeks were pink — not just the usual shy blush, but something deeper, creeping down her neck, blotched and urgent.

Emma stood close. Not touching. But near enough that the heat between them shimmered.

“You don’t have to say yes,” Emma said gently. “But you want to.”

Lily swallowed. Her eyes flicked up, just for a second — and that was enough. Consent, tentative and heavy with wanting.

Emma closed the book carefully. Reverently. Like tucking away a sacred text.

“Then help me prepare,” she said, voice low and melodic. “Let’s make it beautiful.”

She turned away and walked slowly to the chair at the head of the table — the one angled best toward the door’s viewing pane. Her heels clicked softly on the floor, and she allowed each step to carry intention. Her body moved fluid, composed. Not rushed. This wasn’t indulgence. This was ritual.

She stood in front of the chair and slowly began to undo the buttons of her blouse — one by one. No sudden movements. Her fingers were precise. Practiced. She wasn’t shaking.

The fabric parted over her chest, revealing sheer lace — pale lilac, delicate. The kind of bra that wasn’t made to be hidden. The kind meant to be appreciated.

Lily stayed rooted by the desk, lips parted. Emma could feel the girl’s gaze sliding over every inch of exposed skin.

She let her blouse hang open, then reached back and unhooked the bra. Let it fall.

Her breasts were pale and soft, her nipples already pebbled, tinged with arousal. One hand brushed across her sternum — then lower, tracing the line of her stomach through the cotton of her skirt.

“Come closer,” Emma said. “You’re too far away to be useful.”

Lily stepped forward, each footfall hesitant. She stopped just short of touching.

Emma extended her hand. Took Lily’s wrist. Placed it gently against the swell of her left breast.

“Hold me,” she whispered.

Lily’s fingers trembled. She cupped her breast lightly, reverently, thumb brushing over the hardened nipple. Her breath caught.

Emma let her. Just for a moment.

Then she stepped back, moving toward the desk now, and hiked her skirt to her waist.

Her tights were already damp. She could feel it — the patch of soaked nylon clinging to her cunt, the heat of her own arousal warming her skin. She hooked her thumbs beneath the waistband and slid them down, letting them fall in a puddle at her feet. She stepped out of them gracefully and tossed them onto the chair.

Lily’s eyes widened again — but this time, she didn’t flinch. She leaned forward instead, caught in the gravity of Emma’s reveal.

Emma sat on the edge of the table now, skirt bunched at her waist, bare thighs spread. Her knickers were pale pink lace, soaked through. Transparent.

“Do you masturbate, Lily?”

The girl’s head jerked slightly — a startled blink, then a shy nod.

Emma smiled. “Good. That’ll make this easier.”

She picked up the book again. Opened it. Slid the dildo into her hand — slowly, letting it gleam in the fractured light.

“I want you to watch while I use this,” she said. “And I want you to want it. Not just the act. The moment. The performance. I want you to see how good I look with something inside me.”

Lily was breathing faster now. Her fingers had found the edge of her jeans, thumbs hooked under the waistband, fidgeting.

Emma saw it.

“Take them off.”

Lily looked at her — wide-eyed.

Emma didn’t raise her voice.

“If you’re going to watch me fuck myself,” she said, “you’re going to do it honestly. Bare. Open. As wet as I am.”

Lily obeyed.

She undid the button, then the zip. Peeled her jeans down. She wore plain cotton knickers — pale blue, a little faded — and there was a dark patch blooming at the centre.

Emma’s smile widened.

“Good girl,” she whispered.

She spread her legs wider, dildo in hand.

And slid the tip along the wet seam of her knickers, pressing gently against her clit — not yet pushing it in, just teasing. Her hips rolled forward, her breath hitched.

Lily stared.

Emma met her gaze and whispered: “Touch yourself.”

Emma stayed perched on the desk, skirt bunched high on her hips, knickers pulled to one side. The dildo glistened faintly in her fingers, slick from where it had teased her. She rolled her wrist, pressing it against her folds again — not pushing in yet, just sliding it over the wet seam, letting her lips part naturally.

Lily sat opposite her, legs half-folded beneath her, jeans tugged down to her knees. Her hand was between her thighs, fingers frozen in hesitation.

Emma met her gaze.

“Don’t stop touching yourself,” she said softly. “But don’t come. Not yet.”

Lily nodded, lips parted, chest rising and falling under her faded cotton bralette.

Emma tilted the toy, letting the head slip lower — circling her entrance, slow and firm, then retreating again. Her other hand cupped her breast, thumb brushing over her nipple in slow, lazy strokes.

She moaned. Not loud. Just a sound of breath through lips, half a sigh, half a growl.

“Watch what I do to myself,” Emma whispered. “Every time I’m in this room, I picture someone in your chair. Wondering. Hoping. Wanting.”

The dildo’s tip slid just barely inside — and she let it stay there. Her cunt clenched, greedy, aching to be filled. She rocked her hips forward just once, then paused again.

“See how wet I am?” she murmured. “This isn’t new. I didn’t get this way just now. I walked into this room soaked.”

Lily let out a soft whimper. Her hand moved again, deeper now — fingers pressing beneath the fabric, knuckles twitching.

Emma smiled.

“You touch yourself often, Lily?”

The girl nodded.

Emma pushed the toy further inside — slowly. Inch by inch. Her muscles tensed around it, thighs parting wider to accommodate.

“I do too,” she said. “But I never feel as good alone as I do when I know someone’s watching.”

She fucked herself slowly now, shallow thrusts, fingers tight around the base. The sound of it was wet, unmistakable in the hush of the room — slick and messy. Her hips tilted with each motion, her body arching just slightly off the desk.

Lily stared, hand moving faster, eyes wide behind her glasses.

Emma leaned her head back, exposing the pale column of her neck, and let out a deeper moan — the kind that rippled up her spine and left her thighs trembling.

She opened her eyes and looked directly at Lily.

“Touch deeper,” she said. “Two fingers. I want you messy.”

Lily obeyed without a word. Her wrist jerked, thighs clenched.

Emma grinned.

“Good girl,” she whispered.

She picked up the pace now — each thrust sharper, deeper, the toy moving slickly inside her. Her cunt was drenched, the dildo shining with it. Her hand slipped from her breast to her throat, fingers splayed lightly, palm pressing just enough to feel her own pulse.

Her other heel came up onto the desk edge, legs spread wide in full display.

“I want to come,” she said, panting now. “But not yet. Not before I see you taste me.”

Lily let out a choked noise — half gasp, half moan.

Emma fucked herself harder. Loud enough that the chair legs shifted slightly against the floor. Loud enough that the shadows behind the blinds danced. Her moans echoed again — sharper this time, less controlled.

She pressed the dildo in to the hilt and held it there.

Still.

Her legs shook.

Her cunt clenched around the toy like it wanted more.

Then she stilled completely.

Looked at Lily again.

“Do you want to taste what I just did to myself?”

Lily’s cheeks flushed deep crimson. But she nodded. Once. Breathless.

Emma pulled the toy slowly from her body, strings of arousal clinging between her folds and the tip. She lifted it between them — held delicately like a fragile artifact — and let it hover just inches from Lily’s lips.

“Then come here,” she said.

“On your knees.”

Lily moved slowly, as if pulled forward by gravity.

Her jeans were tangled around her knees, her jumper slipping off one shoulder. She crawled across the narrow space between them, hands trembling as she reached the edge of the desk. She paused there, kneeling, staring up at Emma with eyes wide and glassy.

The dildo hovered between them — still slick, still warm from Emma’s cunt.

“Open your mouth,” Emma said, quiet but firm.

Lily parted her lips.

Emma brought the toy closer, resting the tip gently on Lily’s tongue. It glistened between her lips, wet and pink — obscene and beautiful.

“Now close,” she whispered.

Lily obeyed.

Emma didn’t push. She let Lily suck the tip of the toy on her own — slow, tentative, like tasting something forbidden. Her mouth closed around it, cheeks hollowing slightly. Her hands came up to steady herself on Emma’s thighs.

The look in her eyes — awe, maybe. Hunger.

Emma watched, her own cunt still twitching from the dildo’s withdrawal. She spread her legs wider and pressed one hand between her thighs again, rubbing slow, lazy circles as Lily sucked.

“You taste that?” she asked. “That’s what I drip like when someone watches me fuck myself.”

Lily whimpered. She pulled back slightly, lips releasing the toy with a soft, wet pop.

Emma smiled. She brought the dildo back to her own mouth and licked the length of it — slowly — then held it up like a tongue depressor and pressed it against Lily’s lips again.

“More.”

Lily took it again, this time deeper. Her tongue curled around it. One hand left Emma’s thigh and slipped back between her own legs, desperate now, rocking against her own fingers.

Emma could see how wet she was — the dark smear in her knickers, the shine on her inner thigh.

“Good girl,” Emma whispered.

She placed the dildo aside now — carefully, reverently, back on the velvet hollow in the book. Her fingers returned to Lily’s chin.

“Now the real thing.”

She leaned back fully on the desk, blouse wide open, breasts flushed and soft. Her thighs spread until the backs of her knees pressed against the edge of the wood. Her cunt glistened — wet, swollen, lips parted just enough to show the deep pink inside.

“Lick me.”

Lily looked up, pupils blown, lips shiny. Her mouth opened without question.

Emma guided her forward — one hand in her hair, the other gripping the desk edge — and pulled her face between her thighs.

The first lick was hesitant. Shallow.

The second made Emma groan.

“Tongue, not teeth,” she murmured. “Flatten it. Long strokes. Taste everything.”

Lily moaned into her. Obedient now. Hungry.

Emma arched against her mouth, grinding softly. The pressure of a tongue — female, eager, inexperienced but desperate — sent a fresh pulse through her.

She let her head tip back.

She let her moans rise again.

Not quiet this time.

Not muffled.

Lily licked deeper. Her hands clutched at Emma’s thighs, holding them open. Her nose pressed against the soft thatch of hair, her tongue slick and warm as it circled Emma’s clit.

“Good girl,” Emma gasped. “Keep going. Don’t stop.”

She opened her eyes. Looked sideways.

The blinds threw shadows against the frosted glass — their movement unmistakable. A silhouette just beyond the pane. Someone walking past. Pausing.

Emma smiled.

She moaned louder.

“Let them see,” she whispered. “Let them know you’re the girl on her knees.”

She rocked her hips against Lily’s mouth — not forcefully, just enough to chase the tension that built behind her pubic bone. She was close again. Sharp and sudden.

She grabbed Lily’s hair. Pulled her in.

“Make me come with your tongue,” she hissed. “Don’t stop until I soak your lips.”

And Lily obeyed.

Emma spread herself wider, one heel now resting on the back of a nearby chair, the other braced against the edge of the table. Her cunt glistened under the harsh white ceiling light, flushed and twitching beneath Lily’s tongue.

She was close — dizzy-close. Her hands tangled in Lily’s hair, nails pressing against her scalp, not cruelly, but firmly. She held the girl steady and rocked forward again, grinding slowly.

“There,” Emma gasped. “Right fucking there.”

Lily whimpered into her. The vibrations made Emma moan louder, thighs trembling, slick dripping down the crease of her ass. Her hips bucked against Lily’s mouth as the girl licked deeper, nose pressed tight, lips sealed around her clit.

Emma tilted her head and glanced toward the door.

The blinds had shifted again. The shadows on the glass were moving — faint but unmistakable. Someone had stopped. Maybe just for a moment. Maybe longer.

She didn’t care.

She rolled her hips harder, moaning into the open air now, no longer pretending to be quiet.

“I hope they’re watching,” she growled. “I hope they’re hard. Wet. Jealous.”

Lily moaned again — high and helpless — and Emma knew she was still touching herself, hand buried between her own legs, fucking her fingers deep.

Emma reached down and gripped the back of Lily’s head with both hands now, holding her there. Her cunt twitched violently against the girl’s tongue, her body trembling.

“Lick harder. I’m going to come in your mouth.”

Lily obeyed — frantic now, face buried deep, tongue circling and pressing, flicking and sucking.

Emma arched up and cried out — no restraint, no shame, just a full, raw moan that cracked in the middle and echoed off the sterile walls.

She came hard. Shaking. Her thighs clenched tight around Lily’s head, cunt pulsing, spilling onto the girl’s lips, her chin, her tongue. The sound of it was obscene — wet, fast, relentless.

Emma kept her there.

Even after her climax ebbed, even after her hips stopped jerking. She held Lily’s head to her cunt and sighed, one long breath that turned into a wicked smile.

“Stay,” she murmured. “I’m not done using your mouth.”

Lily’s nose pressed against her. Her hands clutched Emma’s thighs.

Emma rolled her hips again — slower now, lazily rubbing herself against the girl’s face. She was soaked. Wrecked. Blissful.

Beyond the blinds, she saw the shadow move again. Whoever had been watching — if someone had — was gone now.

But the trace remained.

She leaned forward, sweat dampening her blouse, and whispered into the hot space between them:

“You like licking your librarian, don’t you?”

Lily moaned in response.

“You like knowing someone saw. That someone knows what your mouth tastes like now.”

Lily looked up finally — dazed, lips slick and parted.

Emma stroked her cheek gently.

“You’re mine now,” she said. “You’ll never walk past this room without remembering what I sound like when I come.”

She leaned back again, one hand still resting in Lily’s hair, the other sliding down her own belly to gather the slick wetness still seeping out of her.

She brought her fingers to her mouth and licked them clean — slowly, never breaking eye contact.

And then, quieter, almost tender:

“You did very well.”

Emma didn’t speak for a full minute.

The air between her thighs was still warm from Lily’s mouth. The girl knelt there, cheeks flushed, lips wet and slightly parted. Her fingers had stopped moving in her own knickers, but her thighs still trembled.

Emma looked down at her — then stood.

Not rushed. Not shy. She unfolded from the desk slowly, stretching her back, blouse hanging entirely open now, one nipple still glossy from sweat and arousal. Her skirt was bunched at her waist, and her inner thighs were slick with the aftermath of orgasm.

She didn’t clean up.

She didn’t adjust.

She walked to the door.

Barefoot now, tights discarded, her soles silent on the laminate floor. She reached for the handle and turned it slowly.

Then opened the door — just one inch.

Just enough for light to shift. Just enough for sound to slip out. Just enough for the scent of sweat and sex to drift into the corridor like a whisper.

She didn’t look out.

She looked at Lily.

“Come back here.”

Lily rose on shaky legs, her cheeks burning, jumper slipping further off one shoulder. She still had her jeans tangled at her ankles, her knickers soaked through. Her knees wobbled as she crossed the space.

Emma sat back on the desk, spreading her legs again, cunt swollen and shining.

She pointed down. “Kneel.”

Lily obeyed instantly.

Emma placed one foot flat on the desk’s edge and let the other hang — parted and open now, so anyone passing would catch the movement, the shape, the suggestion.

“Lick me again.”

Lily leaned forward. Her mouth touched Emma’s inner thigh, then lower, licking softly through the mess.

Emma tipped her head back and sighed.

“No hands,” she murmured. “Just your mouth.”

Lily moaned against her.

Emma turned her head slowly toward the door.

Her voice dropped to a purr:

“Do you know how much I wanted this?”

“To leave the door open, to be heard — maybe even seen — while someone obedient and eager worshipped me?”

She reached down and tangled her fingers in Lily’s hair again. Not yanking — just holding.

“I think you want that too. You want people to know what you are.”

Lily’s response was a soft cry against her clit.

Emma smiled.

“Good girl.”

She let herself fall back onto the desk fully now — spine pressed to cold wood, arms splayed. Her blouse was loose, her breasts rising and falling with each breath. She stared at the ceiling as Lily worked.

The girl was better now — bolder. Her tongue moved faster, in steady, focused strokes. She flicked, then sucked, then circled. The pressure built again, quicker than before.

Emma groaned, hips rising.

Beyond the cracked door, she thought she heard something — a footstep, maybe. A gasp. She couldn’t be sure.

But she didn’t stop.

She raised her voice.

“I want them to hear what I sound like when I’m being devoured,” she said aloud.

Lily moaned into her.

Emma arched hard, back lifting off the desk, her thighs squeezing Lily’s face. Her fingers clenched the girl’s hair tight.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped. “Fuck— don’t stop.”

The orgasm hit her like lightning — sharp, full-body, breath punched from her lungs. She came with a broken cry, hips grinding against Lily’s mouth, cunt pulsing wildly as her thighs twitched and shook.

This time, she didn’t try to hold back the sound.

It was raw. Loud. Shameless.

Her moan cut through the air like a call to prayer.

And she didn’t care who heard.

She lay there panting, chest heaving, body glowing with sweat.

Lily didn’t move.

Emma kept her there — her head resting gently against Emma’s thigh now, hair clinging damp to her cheek. The girl looked wrecked. Beautiful.

Emma reached down and stroked her temple.

“Someone’s outside,” she whispered.

Lily flinched.

Emma smiled.

“Good. I hope they heard everything.”

She slid off the desk and stood barefoot again, thighs sticky, cunt still twitching. She walked back toward the door and closed it slowly. Not hurried. Not panicked.

Just… done.

Emma turned from the door with purpose.

She didn’t speak at first. Just looked at Lily.

The girl was still kneeling, cheeks flushed, mouth shiny with cunt-slick, eyes wide and dazed. Her jumper was rumpled. Her chest rose and fell in shallow, rapid waves.

Emma took one step forward.

Her voice was soft — measured.

“Strip.”

Lily blinked. Her mouth opened, a tiny sound escaping, but no words.

“I said take it off,” Emma repeated. “Jumper, bra, knickers. All of it. Let me see what you’ve been hiding under those oversized layers.”

Lily nodded — tiny, jerky — and pushed herself upright on trembling legs. She peeled the jumper up and over her head, arms awkward. Beneath it, her bra was pale cotton, slightly too small — it pressed against her breasts, lifting them visibly with every shaky breath.

She unhooked it slowly, straps sliding down her shoulders. Her nipples were pink, tight, stiff from arousal. One was already faintly wet, as if brushed against her own hand while she touched herself.

Then she reached for her knickers. They were saturated — a dark bloom visible across the front, the fabric clinging to her pussy lips. She slipped her fingers beneath and pulled them down, stepping out of them with uncertain grace.

Now she stood completely naked in the fluorescent light.

Her body was soft and full in the right places — gentle curve to her waist, delicate poise in her collarbones. Her inner thighs were damp, and her cunt glistened, folds dark and puffy. The fine down between her legs was matted with arousal.

She instinctively crossed one arm in front of herself — but Emma shook her head.

“No hiding,” she said. “You licked me with more hunger than most men fuck. Don’t pretend to be shy now.”

She circled Lily slowly. Her eyes raked down the girl’s back, the delicate dip of her spine, the faint flush spreading over her chest. She reached out and let her fingers trail along her lower back — then lower still, to the soft roundness of her ass.

Lily gasped softly at the contact.

Emma stepped around to face her again. “On the desk.”

Lily obeyed.

She climbed up carefully, skin shivering from contact with the cold surface. She perched right on the edge, legs still slightly closed.

Emma nudged her knee with a firm hand. “Wider.”

The girl’s cunt opened like a secret — folds pink and flushed, lips parting gently to reveal the slick sheen of her need.

Emma retrieved the dildo from the velvet-lined book. Still damp from both of them. It glistened with shared filth.

She stepped forward.

“Lean back.”

Lily rested her palms behind her, elbows slightly bent, chest rising, her breasts high and firm.

Emma let the toy drag slowly up her inner thigh — collecting her arousal like dew. Then over her outer lips, teasing the swollen folds.

“You’re soaked,” Emma murmured. “You’ve been dripping since you walked in here.”

Lily nodded, breathless.

Emma brought the tip to her entrance and pressed — slow, deliberate. The toy slipped inside with almost no resistance, the stretch making Lily cry out softly.

Emma didn’t move yet. She held it deep, watching the way Lily’s cunt twitched and squeezed around the intrusion.

“You take it so well,” she whispered.

Lily whimpered, her hands curling into fists behind her.

Emma began to move — long, slow thrusts that dragged the toy out and pushed it back in with wet sounds. Each stroke made Lily’s whole body shift on the table, her legs splaying wider.

“Feel that?” Emma said. “That’s the same toy I used on myself — minutes ago. You’re full of my orgasm.”

Lily moaned, louder now. Her back arched, breasts bouncing slightly with the rhythm.

Emma leaned in and kissed one nipple, tongue swirling. Then she bit down gently — just enough to make the girl gasp.

“You like being filled, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Lily whispered.

Emma increased the pace, fucking her deeper, harder — one hand gripping the toy, the other sliding up to cup Lily’s face. Her thumb brushed her bottom lip.

“Open.”

Lily parted her lips, and Emma slid her thumb inside, watching her suck it desperately.

“Good girl.”

The dildo moved faster now, slick and loud. Lily’s legs shook, heels scraping against the side of the desk. Her hands reached forward blindly, clutching at Emma’s blouse, her forearms, her hips — anything to ground herself.

Emma pulled the toy free — wet and shining.

Lily gasped at the sudden emptiness.

Emma dropped to her knees.

She grabbed Lily by the thighs, firm and unyielding, and yanked her closer to the edge until her cunt was flush with Emma’s mouth.

Then she licked.

Not tentative. Not gentle. A single, deep stroke from base to clit — wet and aggressive.

Lily cried out.

Emma held her there, tongue working in firm, controlled circles. She licked into her, then sucked on her clit, then back again, alternating pressure until the girl was gasping, whimpering, legs spread wide and shaking.

Emma’s fingers dug into her thighs, pinning her open. Her tongue didn’t relent — she knew exactly how to edge her, exactly when to flick faster, when to flatten, when to grind.

Lily’s voice cracked.

“Oh god— please— I’m—”

Her orgasm hit hard — her whole body clenched, a high-pitched wail breaking from her lips as her cunt spasmed against Emma’s mouth.

Emma moaned into her, riding the wave.

She didn’t stop.

She kept licking — slower now — collecting every drop, every shiver.

When she finally pulled back, Lily was slumped back on her elbows, mouth open, hair damp with sweat.

Emma stood.

She leaned down, pressed a kiss to Lily’s slick, trembling thigh, then whispered into her ear:

“Now you’ll think of me every time you read alone.”

The study room was quiet again.

The scent of sweat and sex hung in the air — thick and unmistakable. Lily lay draped across the desk like a dropped page, her legs still parted, chest rising and falling with shallow, spent breaths.

Emma stood in the space between her thighs, blouse open, bare from the waist down. Her skin still glowed with heat, but the edge was gone. The noise had settled. The performance was complete.

And it wasn’t enough.

She watched Lily sit up slowly, limbs trembling as she slid off the desk. She reached for her knickers, then hesitated. The elastic was twisted, darkened with arousal. She looked down at them as if unsure whether they were hers.

Emma didn’t speak.

She watched.

The girl gathered her clothes wordlessly, skin flushed, hair wild, lips red and slick. She looked ruined — not just from what they’d done, but from how thoroughly Emma had used her.

But there was no shame in her expression. Just awe. And something new — something raw and wide-eyed.

When she finally looked up, Emma was buttoning her blouse again, fingers slow, precise.

“Do I… say thank you?” Lily asked, voice hoarse.

Emma smiled faintly. “No. Just remember it properly.”

Lily nodded. She dressed without another word. Every movement was clumsy now — her fingers trembling as she zipped her jeans, jumper pulled on backward, then fixed.

She left the room quietly. The door clicked shut behind her.

And Emma was alone.

She didn’t rush to clean up. She stood in the centre of the room, skirt still pushed up around her waist, thighs sticky, cunt tender from use. Her nipples still pressed through the thin fabric of her blouse.

She walked to the window and pulled the blind aside just an inch.

The corridor outside was empty.

But she could almost feel the trace of what had happened — echoes in the carpet, tension in the air. There was a heat that hadn’t been there before. A scent that clung to the walls.

She looked down at the table where Lily had come — legs open, mouth gasping, soaked from Emma’s tongue. The fake book still sat beside the mess, the dildo half-concealed beneath the jacket.

Emma reached out and touched it, gathering slick from the base with two fingers. She brought them to her lips.

Still wet. Still warm.

She tasted it. Held it on her tongue.

Then she sighed.

Not regret.

Just restlessness.

This wasn’t enough.

The room had felt like a stage while she was being watched. While Lily had been licking and moaning and obedient. While shadows might’ve flickered outside.

But now, in the silence?

It felt too small. Too contained.

She needed something more.

Not just a crack in the blinds. Not just one obedient mouth.

She wanted witnesses. A full audience. A spotlight and the ruin that followed.

She tucked the dildo back into its velvet cradle, closed the book, and slid it into her satchel.

Then she adjusted her skirt, finger-combed her hair, and stepped into her shoes.

There was still one hour of library time left before close.

And Emma was not done.
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The Girl in the Quiet Corner

Back then, she always sat near the wall.

Not at the big central tables with the ambitious ones, and not buried so deep in the stacks that it felt like hiding. Just close enough to watch others without being watched in return.

Her first year of university felt like walking around inside a too-large coat — someone else’s shape, someone else’s voice, someone else’s body.

She wore clothes that muffled her. Long cardigans. Jeans a size too big. Hair always tied back so tightly it gave her a headache. She didn’t know what kind of girl she wanted to be yet — she only knew she couldn’t be that kind. The ones with visible bras under sheer tops. The ones who spoke openly about hookups in shared kitchens. The ones who seemed to be made for being looked at.

She wasn’t looked at.

She watched.

It started with curiosity. The couple in the poetry section who always disappeared for twenty minutes. The grad student who flirted with the help desk girl, voice soft, fingers brushing hers too deliberately. The sounds from the History carrel late at night — a rustle, a soft moan, a breath caught too loudly.

Emma never joined.

She fantasised.

She sat with a hand tucked beneath her jumper, the heel of her palm pressed between her thighs under the desk. She didn’t move — not obviously. But she’d hold still, pressing harder every time someone walked past, imagining they could see the flush in her cheeks. Her quiet little secret.

She never came. Not then. Not at the desk.

She saved it for when she got home. Lights off. Hand still smelling faintly of old paper.

Even when she touched herself alone in bed, she imagined eyes.

Someone saw me today.

Someone noticed.

Sometimes she’d fake it — pretend to have dropped her pen just to bend over too far. Adjust her jumper in the reflective glass of the catalogue terminals. Leave her bra strap just barely visible under a too-loose sleeve.

It was nothing.

But it was the beginning.

She remembered one afternoon vividly.

A rainy Thursday in February.

She’d been sitting in the far corner reading The Yellow Wallpaper, legs crossed tightly under the table. There was a boy nearby — fourth year, maybe. He kept glancing over. She wasn’t sure if he was watching her or trying to read her notes.

She felt a surge of something hot and ridiculous:

I want you to know I’m wet.

She didn’t act on it. Of course she didn’t.

But later, in the toilet cubicle nearest the philosophy shelves, she closed the lid, sat down, and reached beneath her jeans with shaking fingers. She came in under a minute, biting the side of her hand to stay quiet, the echo of library silence all around her.

It felt like shame.

It felt like victory.

No one knew what she did in there.

But she knew. And it changed something.

Years later, when she returned to the university to work — older, polished, buttoned-up — she found herself walking past that same cubicle, that same corner, and feeling her cunt twitch with memory.

The same walls.

The same silence.

But this time, she had the keys.

She was no longer the girl in the quiet corner, pressing her thighs together, hoping someone might guess.

She was the one writing the rumours now.

She made herself impossible not to see.
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3 — “The Reading Room”

Emma signed her own clearance form.

Nobody questioned it. She marked it “Private Archive Reclassification – Low Priority,” printed it on library letterhead, and clicked her staff pass against the digital lock on the door to the grand reading room.

10:58 p.m. Thursday.

She had two hours. Maybe more.

Inside, the building was dark and quiet, save for the low hum of exit signs and the occasional tick of century-old heating systems adjusting to the night. She walked slowly through the atrium, past portraits of long-dead deans, each one painted with tired eyes that seemed to judge from behind dusty glass.

Emma’s heels echoed like gunshots across the marble floor.

She had chosen them precisely for that.

She paused in the mirror beside the catalogue terminals.

Blouse: soft black silk. First two buttons undone.

Skirt: deep burgundy wool, snug at the hips.

Underneath: nothing. No bra. No tights. No knickers.

Makeup: red lipstick, matte and heavy, reapplied just moments ago.

Hair: pinned high, but too loose — strands would fall when she moved.

Glasses: deliberate.

She looked like every whisper students had ever spread about her. Every fantasy scribbled in notebook margins. Every quiet, curious glance that lingered too long.

But tonight, she wasn’t a rumour.

Tonight, she’d become archive.

She opened her satchel and double-checked her items:

The fake hollow book, with the same pink dildo inside.

A small bottle of lube disguised in a hand cream tube.

A worn copy of Ulysses, page corners soft, annotated in pencil.

A silk blindfold.

A single condom, faded from years in the drawer, likely symbolic.

Emma crossed the threshold into the reading room.

It always took her breath for a second. The ceilings stretched impossibly high, supported by old wood beams and flanked with Gothic arches. Dozens of green-glass lamps lined the long central tables like watchful eyes. The room smelled of dust, polish, and stories — a cathedral of discipline.

She moved slowly to the central table — the one in line with the main aisle, directly under the central skylight. Even in darkness, the moon cast a faint glow across its varnished surface.

She set down the fake book. Unbuttoned her blouse. Not entirely — just enough for the silk to slip from her shoulders when it was time.

Then she moved to the far wall.

Pulled the blackout blinds.

Opened the window.

The breeze whispered in, cool against her bare thighs. She inhaled deeply.

And that’s when she heard it.

A cough.

Not loud.

But present.

Emma didn’t startle. She just turned.

In the furthest corner, tucked behind one of the large reference desks, sat a familiar silhouette.

Lily.

Hands folded in her lap. Shoulders hunched. Bag clutched between her feet. Her eyes wide behind round glasses, her lips parted like she’d forgotten how to close them.

Emma tilted her head slightly.

“You weren’t supposed to be here.”

Lily stood quickly. “I— I just— the side door wasn’t locked. I was early. And I saw the request come through on the system and I—”

Emma raised a hand. Calm. Slow.

“I didn’t say leave.”

Lily stilled.

Emma stepped forward, heels muffled on the thick old rug beneath the table.

“I’m glad you’re here,” she said.

Lily’s breath caught. “You are?”

Emma nodded. “Come closer. You’ve earned the front row.”

Lily approached like someone stepping into water.

Emma didn’t rush her.

She just stood, blouse half undone, hair beginning to slip, face calm and unreadable.

When Lily finally reached the end of the table, Emma stepped behind her. Close enough to let her breath ghost across the girl’s neck.

“This is not a secret,” Emma whispered. “Not anymore. What you saw before? That was preparation.”

She brushed Lily’s hair over one shoulder, exposing her nape.

“Tonight is performance.”

Lily exhaled shakily. “Am I… part of it?”

Emma reached around and rested a hand on Lily’s stomach — flat, soft, trembling under her palm.

“You already are.”

She kissed the girl’s neck once. Light. Chaste.

Then turned and walked away — back toward the table.

She didn’t look back.

She didn’t need to.

She was ready.

Emma stood at the edge of the long central table, directly beneath the arched skylight. The moonlight slanted across her shoulders, cutting through the dust in silver ribbons.

Lily had taken a seat three rows back, obediently. She sat upright, hands clasped tightly between her knees, lips parted. Her eyes never left Emma’s body.

The librarian began slowly.

First, she slid the last few buttons of her blouse free, the silk parting down the centre of her chest, revealing the soft weight of her breasts. No bra. Her nipples were already hard — not from the cold, but from knowing she was watched.

She didn’t shrug it off yet.

She let it hang open as she reached for her skirt.

Her fingers moved with patient care. The zipper slid down with a quiet hiss, then the waistband slackened. The wool dropped to the floor, pooling around her ankles like an obedient offering.

She stepped out of it.

Now she wore only the blouse — open — and the heels.

No knickers. Her thighs bare. Her cunt framed by nothing but shadow and silence.

She could feel herself glistening already.

Not shy.

Not hurried.

Emma turned her head slightly — enough to catch Lily’s expression. The girl’s mouth was parted, chest rising visibly with every breath. Her hands clenched the edge of the desk in front of her like she might fall forward.

Good.

Emma climbed up onto the table.

Not gracelessly, but not carefully either. She made noise — the scrape of heel on wood, the rustle of fabric, the soft thud of knees finding position.

She moved to the centre.

Knees wide. Back straight. Blouse slipping from her shoulders now, falling behind her like discarded reverence.

Her breasts hung heavy and pale in the lamplight. Her nipples flushed. Her thighs parted until the gleam between her legs caught the green-gold light from two nearby desk lamps.

Her cunt was open. Wet.

Visible.

Deliberate.

She reached beside her and opened the fake book. The soft velvet cavity cradled the same pink dildo — familiar, used, scented with memory.

She lifted it in one hand and held it out toward Lily.

“Recognise this?”

Lily swallowed. “Yes.”

Emma smiled.

“I cleaned it. Mostly.”

She brought it to her lips and licked once, slow and shallow. Then trailed it down her chest — over her sternum, between her breasts, across her belly, and down.

She parted her lips with her other hand.

And touched herself.

The first contact was soft. She slid the tip of the dildo through her folds — once, twice — smearing her slick across the smooth surface.

Lily gasped.

Emma didn’t look at her. She looked up at the ceiling. Let the sounds carry.

The lube from her pocket joined next — a clear drizzle down the toy, pooling against her labia.

She slid it inside.

A shallow moan escaped her lips — half breath, half sound.

She didn’t chase speed. She wasn’t trying to come.

She was trying to be seen.

Her hips rolled slowly, the toy gliding in and out of her, her body slick and glistening. The wet sounds echoed faintly off the polished floorboards.

She tilted her head back.

“Lily,” she said aloud, voice steady. “Describe what you see.”

Silence.

Then, faintly: “You… you’re—”

“Say it.”

The girl’s voice cracked.

“You’re fucking yourself.”

“Where?”

Lily swallowed. “On the desk.”

“Whose desk?”

“Ours. The reading desk.”

Emma smiled.

She turned her head and met Lily’s eyes fully now.

“Not anymore.”

She kept fucking herself — slow, deliberate thrusts of the toy, hips rising slightly with every stroke. Her hand moved from her cunt to her breast, pinching a nipple, then back again.

Her legs trembled faintly.

She reached behind her blindly and flipped open Ulysses to a random page. Let it lie there under her thigh. Let her slick drip onto the paper.

She leaned back onto one elbow.

“Do you know what happens when silence is broken in a cathedral?” she asked aloud. “It carries.”

She thrust harder.

“Now imagine breaking it with this.”

A louder moan — pushed through clenched teeth, more breath than voice, but it moved.

Lily squirmed.

Emma turned her head again. “Touch yourself.”

The girl hesitated. Then her hand slipped beneath the waistband of her jeans.

“No,” Emma said sharply. “Unbutton them. I want to see.”

Lily flushed deep. But she obeyed — slow fingers, stiff with nervous tension. She undid the fly, peeled her jeans down just enough to reveal the curve of her hips, the pale cotton beneath.

She slipped her fingers inside. Pressed flat.

Emma watched her.

“Good girl.”

She moaned again — louder — as she fucked herself harder now, the toy dripping wet, cunt clenching, breath ragged.

She braced one hand behind her, the other between her legs, thighs shaking.

The table creaked beneath her.

The green glass lamp rattled faintly.

She loved it.

She slowed the strokes, dragging the toy out until just the tip remained — her pussy lips clinging to it — then pushed it back in with a wet squelch that echoed.

Her breath was ragged now, body flushed.

She wasn’t close.

But she was ready.

She pulled the toy free, dripping, her folds visibly twitching from the withdrawal.

She held it up — wet and obscene — and pointed toward Lily.

“Come taste what you missed.”

Lily stood slowly.

Her jeans were still unzipped, the waistband resting low on her hips. Her hand trembled as she walked forward, her gaze fixed on the dildo Emma held out like a communion offering.

She stopped just before the table.

Emma didn’t move. Didn’t blink.

Lily climbed up.

Her knee found the wood, then her palms. Her eyes never left Emma’s. She crawled forward slowly — like a girl crossing the altar.

Emma spread her legs wider, laid the toy on her tongue like a relic, and held it out.

Lily leaned in. Her breath caught. She opened her mouth and sucked it in — slow, deep, one hand braced on Emma’s thigh.

The heat of her mouth made Emma groan aloud.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “Get it clean.”

Lily obeyed — eyes fluttered closed, lips sliding down the slick toy, moaning softly as she tasted the mixture of sweat, arousal, lube, and library air.

That’s when the door opened.

The latch didn’t click loudly — just a soft metal thump — but it was enough.

Lily froze.

Emma turned her head.

The figure stood in the doorway — silhouetted by the hallway light. Tall, hesitant. Young.

He didn’t speak. Just stared.

Emma smiled.

Another figure moved behind him.

Then a third.

Three in total. All students. Two she recognised from circulation logs. One — maybe staff. All frozen. One had his hand still resting on the door handle, like he wasn’t sure whether to pull it closed again or swing it wide.

Emma didn’t flinch.

She raised her voice slightly. Not a shout — just enough to carry.

“Come in.”

None of them moved.

Lily’s hand twitched on Emma’s thigh. She started to pull away, but Emma caught her wrist.

“No,” she said. “Stay where you are.”

Lily’s eyes widened. Her mouth opened like she might object — but she stayed.

Emma turned back to the newcomers.

“You’re here,” she said. “You may as well look.”

They stepped forward.

Not confidently. Not as voyeurs. As if under spell — drawn in against their better judgment, their curiosity outweighing their shame.

Emma adjusted her posture. She leaned back on her elbows, spreading her legs wider. The dildo, now glistening from both her cunt and Lily’s mouth, rested between her thighs like punctuation.

“You didn’t come by accident,” she said calmly. “You came because you heard the sound.”

The tall one at the front — dark hair, black hoodie, maybe twenty — opened his mouth. “We thought— someone said—”

Emma tilted her head. “Someone said there were noises in the reading room?”

A flush spread up his neck.

“Then stay,” she said. “Since you’re already part of it.”

No one replied.

But no one left.

Emma rose to her knees on the table, then slowly, with feline grace, stood.

Fully nude now, blouse long discarded. Her breasts swayed slightly with each breath. Her inner thighs were still wet, lips flushed and parted. The old table creaked beneath her heels.

She stepped forward, then down — carefully — and approached the newcomers.

She stopped inches away from the tall one. Looked up at him through her glasses.

“You can touch me if you like,” she said.

His breath hitched.

“Here?” he asked, voice barely audible.

“Of course here,” Emma said. “Where else would you be brave?”

She took his hand and guided it to her breast. Pressed his palm against the soft weight, her nipple brushing his skin.

He inhaled sharply.

Behind him, the others watched.

Emma turned.

“You can touch too,” she said. “But only if you look. I won’t be used by cowards.”

One stepped forward. A shorter man — lighter hair, maybe older. He touched her hip gently, then slid his palm to the curve of her ass.

Emma reached back, gripped his wrist, and pulled it harder.

“Don’t pretend you haven’t imagined this.”

She let their hands roam. Her breath caught as one thumb brushed over her clit — not gently — and she moaned, loud, deep, shameless.

The room echoed with it.

Lily still sat at the centre table — knees drawn to her chest, blouse clutched around her, half-undressed, watching everything.

Emma turned to her.

“Get on your back,” she said. “On the table.”

Lily hesitated.

Emma’s voice darkened. “Now.”

Lily obeyed.

She climbed back onto the desk and lay down, thighs clamped together, face pink with heat.

Emma gestured to one of the men.

“Hold her legs apart.”

He blinked. “Me?”

Emma nodded. “You wanted to see something filthy. See her.”

He moved to the table, hands shaking as he reached for Lily’s ankles and pulled her open.

Her cunt was soaked, visibly twitching. She gasped, trying to close her eyes, but Emma stopped her.

“Keep them open,” she said.

Emma turned to the last of the three — the quietest, tallest.

“Fuck me,” she said plainly.

He stammered. “I— do you have—”

She smiled. “There’s a condom in my bag. Or not. Your choice. Just know I want you raw.”

He found it — the old foil packet tucked beside Ulysses.

He tore it open with shaking hands.

Emma leaned over the table and braced her palms on the wood.

She bent.

Offered herself.

When he slid inside her, she groaned — loud, long, shameless — the sound echoing through the vaulted space like thunder.

She was soaked. Clenching. Wide open.

He fucked her slowly at first, then faster, hands on her hips. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, her glasses slipping lower down her nose.

The others watched.

One still held Lily open.

Another stroked himself quietly in the corner.

Emma turned her head and locked eyes with Lily.

“Say it,” she moaned. “Say what you see.”

Lily’s voice trembled. “You’re… being fucked. In the reading room.”

Emma cried out, louder now. “Good.”

And then, before she could climax — before her body could explode — she saw it.

Across the room, just above the green desk lamp, a small red light blinked.

The security camera.

Someone had turned it on.

Or maybe it had always been on.

Emma’s smile widened as her body shook.

She was being recorded.

Finally.

Emma didn’t look away from the camera light.

Even as the cock inside her drove deeper, even as her thighs trembled and the table creaked beneath her, she stared straight into that blinking red dot like it was a lover.

Like it was hers.

She was bent over the main desk now, palms flat, ass high, her cunt stretched around the tall one’s cock. He fucked her in deep, steady strokes — not frantic, but reverent. Focused.

Behind her, the second boy — the one who’d held Lily’s legs apart — stood watching, slowly stroking himself. His eyes tracked every inch of movement: the bounce of her ass, the wet slide of cock inside her, the mess smeared along her thighs.

Emma turned her head toward him.

“Don’t come,” she said. “Not yet.”

He froze. Nodded.

She looked to the third — the quiet one in the corner, the one who hadn’t touched her yet.

“You,” she said. “Your tongue.”

He blinked. “What?”

She crooked a finger.

“Get on your knees.”

He hesitated.

Emma widened her stance slightly, cunt still stuffed full, her clit exposed and flushed.

“I said kneel.”

And he did.

He dropped between her legs and leaned forward. His tongue reached her folds, just below where the other cock entered her, licking up the slick that spilled out with every thrust.

She groaned — deep and grateful.

“That’s better,” she breathed. “Now everyone’s doing their part.”

The boy behind her kept thrusting. The one beneath her licked greedily. And Emma moaned louder now, making no effort to muffle herself. Her voice rang off the vaulted ceiling.

She looked across the room — to the centre table.

Lily.

Still lying on her back, legs spread, hands gripping the table edge. Her cunt was exposed, glistening, untouched.

Her eyes were locked on Emma.

Her lips were parted.

She looked like she might cry, or come, or both.

Emma smiled.

“You may not touch yourself,” she said across the room. “But you will keep your legs open. That’s my rule.”

Lily whimpered.

Emma’s voice was soft, but cutting.

“If I see your knees close, I’ll make you spread them with a book spine.”

Lily nodded, body taut.

Emma grunted — the cock inside her pressed deeper, his pace faltering.

She turned her head, looked back at the boy fucking her. “Don’t stop. Not until I tell you.”

He gritted his teeth and kept going.

The boy licking her worked harder now, his tongue flicking over her clit with desperate rhythm.

Emma moaned again — sharp and loud.

Then reached forward and grabbed her satchel from the desk.

From inside, she pulled out the worn copy of Ulysses. Pages curled. Margins scrawled with faded pencil.

She opened it at random and propped it against the desk lamp.

Her fingers shook as she scanned the text — not from nerves, but from the growing pressure building in her belly.

She began to read aloud:

“Think you’re escaping and run into yourself. Longest way round is the shortest way home.”

Her voice cracked on the last word as the cock bottomed out again inside her.

She gasped — but didn’t stop.

“Every life is many days, day after day. We walk through ourselves…”

Another moan. Her knees buckled.

“…meeting robbers, ghosts, giants, old men, young men, wives, widows…”

The licking sped up.

She almost dropped the book.

She looked up again — at Lily.

“Repeat it,” she panted.

Lily blinked. “What?”

Emma locked eyes with her.

“Repeat it.”

Lily’s voice trembled.

“‘We… walk through ourselves…’”

Emma moaned again, high and sharp.

The cock inside her jerked.

She gritted her teeth and forced her voice calm.

“Don’t you fucking come in me yet.”

The boy groaned, hips faltering.

Emma reached back and clawed at his ass, dragging him deeper with her nails.

Then her legs gave.

She collapsed forward onto the desk, forehead pressed to the worn wood, arms sprawled, body shaking.

But not finished.

She gasped for breath.

The licking didn’t stop.

Neither did the cock.

She forced herself upright again, onto her elbows, hips still presented, mouth open.

“Next,” she said hoarsely. “Who’s next?”

The second boy — the one who’d waited — stepped forward.

He’d already rolled the condom on. His cock stood flushed and twitching.

Emma reached back between her legs and pulled the first one out — slow and wet, cunt stretching with the loss.

She let the second take his place.

He slid in fast — she was ready — and began to fuck her hard, faster than the first.

The boy beneath her licked faster, more frantic now.

Emma’s eyes fluttered.

She tilted her head toward Lily again.

“Come here.”

The girl sat up.

Emma gasped.

“Not to fuck. Just to hold my hand.”

Lily climbed off the table. Still naked. Her cheeks flushed, her chest tight with breath.

She crossed the floor and knelt beside the desk.

Emma reached down blindly — her fingers found Lily’s and gripped them tight.

“Don’t let go,” she whispered. “No matter what.”

The cock inside her sped up. Her clit throbbed. The tongue between her legs circled wildly.

And Emma came.

Hard.

She didn’t scream.

She howled.

The sound cracked and echoed and bounced off every wall in the room.

She collapsed onto Lily’s shoulder, sobbing breathless laughter.

And the camera kept blinking.

Emma lay sprawled across the desk.

Her body trembled from the force of her climax. Her cunt ached — still twitching, still full. Her hair was damp with sweat, lipstick smeared in a wide, red blur across her cheek. Her glasses hung crookedly, one lens smudged with tears or lube or both.

And still, the second boy was buried inside her.

He thrust with a rhythm now: slow, then sharp, then slow again — like he didn’t want to finish. Like he couldn’t believe he was inside her.

Emma didn’t speak. She breathed. Deep, primal, guttural breaths that made her whole torso rise and fall like she was still fucking the air around her.

Then she pushed up — groaning, steadying herself on her elbows.

“Out,” she rasped.

The boy stilled. “What?”

“Out.”

He obeyed. Slid free with a slick sound that made the boy watching in the corner whimper.

Emma sat up fully. Her thighs were glossy with slick. Her cunt was red and wet and visibly pulsing. She reached between her legs and spread herself open — two fingers parting her lips.

She looked at the quiet one — the one who hadn’t fucked her yet.

“You.”

He stepped forward automatically.

Emma held herself open. “Now.”

He stripped clumsily, shirt caught on his chin, pants kicked aside.

Lily still knelt beside the desk, holding Emma’s hand.

Emma squeezed it once — firm, grateful — then let go.

“Sit,” she whispered.

Lily sat cross-legged on the floor, legs still bare, blouse unbuttoned, her thighs sticky from where she’d been watching.

The boy entered her in one stroke.

Emma cried out — a half-sob, half-laugh. Her arms flailed briefly, then locked behind his shoulders. She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him deeper.

He fucked her like he meant it.

Not reverent now — greedy. Desperate. Like he’d waited the whole night for this.

Emma took it. All of it.

Every thrust forced a fresh moan from her lips.

And then another hand touched her chin.

She turned.

It was the first boy — the one who’d started this.

He held his cock in his fist, flushed and glistening.

Emma opened her mouth without speaking.

He slid in — deep.

She gagged once, then adjusted, sucking greedily as her body was fucked from below.

One cock in her cunt. One in her throat.

She was a spectacle now. A feast.

And she loved it.

She looked past both of them, straight into the blinking red light above the lamp.

She moaned around the cock in her mouth — loud and deliberate.

The sound echoed.

Lily trembled on the floor, watching. Her thighs were clenched, hands fisted in her lap, eyes wide and unblinking.

Emma saw her. Even now — stuffed full, lips stretched — she saw her.

And mouthed: Watch me.

The thrusting sped up.

Her cunt ached. Her mouth was raw. But she didn’t stop.

She welcomed it.

The boy in her mouth cried out first — jerking against her lips.

She let him come. Swallowed around him. Didn’t flinch.

Then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and grinned.

The one fucking her followed seconds later.

His breath caught. He stiffened. Then he came inside her with a long, shaking moan, collapsing against her chest.

Emma cradled his head briefly, then rolled him off.

She was alone again on the desk — fucked, filled, glorious.

She turned to Lily.

“Help me up.”

Lily stood and extended both hands.

Emma rose unsteadily — legs quivering, cunt dripping. Her blouse hung open. Her glasses had been lost. Her mouth was stained with semen.

She stood in the centre of the room like a goddess.

Then she walked — slowly, barefoot — back to the central table.

She climbed up again.

Laid flat.

Arms stretched above her. Legs parted.

She didn’t speak.

She just existed.

Used. Marked. Perfect.

Lily approached. She reached for the old copy of Ulysses lying nearby, now stained at the edges, and read aloud:

“Think you’re escaping… and run into yourself.”

Emma smiled faintly.

Then her head turned.

The camera blinked.

She looked straight at it.

And whispered:

“Record all of me.”

Emma lay stretched across the long oak table, her body a ruin of pleasure.

Her blouse was somewhere on the floor. Her skirt was still tangled around one ankle. Her glasses had vanished beneath a stack of defaced dictionaries. Her thighs were spread shamelessly wide, cunt slick and gaping, flushed lips twitching from the repeated use.

And the red light was still blinking.

The camera hadn’t stopped.

She had a moment — just a moment — to close her eyes.

To feel the way the table cooled her back. The way her chest rose with every slow, sticky breath. The way her own slick clung between her legs like syrup.

She could have stopped here.

She could have left it just like this — ruined, exposed, legendary.

But that wasn’t enough.

She pushed herself up on trembling elbows.

Her inner thighs screamed. Her throat was dry. But her eyes gleamed.

“Lily,” she croaked.

The girl was still standing by the far lamp, arms hugging her chest, half-dressed, shell-shocked.

Emma pointed.

“Come here.”

Lily obeyed — steps silent, bare feet soft against the varnished wood.

Emma reached down.

Took her hand.

Pulled her up beside her.

Then laid back and whispered: “Tell them to come again.”

Lily’s brow furrowed. “Who?”

Emma tilted her head toward the boys, still hovering at the edges of the room, breathless, stunned, visibly spent.

“All of them.”

The girl hesitated. Then she turned.

“You heard her.”

The words rang like a spell.

And they obeyed.

One came forward first — no words, just instinct. He dropped to his knees between Emma’s legs and licked her.

She cried out — body flinching.

Another climbed onto the table and cradled her face, kissing her full on the mouth.

A third stood above her, one hand braced against the lamp, his cock twitching back to life as he stared down at the way she was being devoured.

They used her — not with brutality, but with hunger.

One mouth, one tongue, one cock at a time. Hands pressed her open. Fingers traced old marks. Lips kissed her belly, her throat, her ribs. Someone sucked her nipples until she sobbed.

And the whole time — the camera watched.

Emma turned her head toward it again.

Her lips were red, swollen. Her mouth glistened with spit and come.

She moaned again — louder — dragging it out, raw and broken.

“Let the whole university hear me,” she rasped.

Someone fingered her while another kissed her toes.

Someone stroked himself watching her be eaten alive.

One of them came on her breasts.

Another between her thighs.

She didn’t count.

She didn’t care.

She was offered.

And when it ended — when they were all gasping, coated, undone — she lay there.

Arms open.

Cunt wrecked.

Hair splayed like an afterthought.

She didn’t close her legs.

She let them all see.

And the blinking light just kept going.

The room emptied slowly.

One by one, they gathered their clothes — in silence, in disbelief, in reverence. No one spoke. No one dared.

The boy who’d come on her chest wiped her gently with the sleeve of his own shirt. The one who’d fingered her last kissed her ankle. The one who never fucked her at all stared the longest, then bowed his head and left.

Even the air was different now.

It clung to skin and hair and wood — thick with the scent of sex, old paper, sweat and lube and cum and breath.

Emma didn’t move.

She stayed where she was:

Back on the table.

Legs parted.

Cunt raw and open.

Thighs sticky.

Breasts flushed and marked.

Lips swollen, mouth bruised from use.

The red light had finally gone dark.

Someone had turned it off.

She hoped it wasn’t before the end.

Only Lily remained.

The girl sat on the floor beside the table again, blouse hanging off one shoulder, knees drawn up to her chest. Her arms wrapped tight around them.

She didn’t speak.

Emma finally shifted — slowly, like something ancient waking up.

She sat up with a groan. Swung her legs over the side. Her cunt throbbed as she moved — the dull ache of deep use, streaked with the faint pulse of a final, satisfied orgasm still fading from her core.

She looked down at herself. Her inner thighs were streaked with milky residue. Her stomach bore fingerprints. Her chest rose and fell with slow, open-mouthed breath.

No shame.

Just presence.

She reached for the copy of Ulysses and turned to a random page again.

Then she tore one out.

Not carefully.

Not discreetly.

The sound of paper ripping rang through the reading room like a bell.

Emma folded the page in half, then again. Slid it between her legs. Wiped once — not to clean, but to mark it.

She unfolded it.

A dark, wet bloom spread across the centre of the text — the ink beginning to run.

She left it there on the table.

A relic.

She climbed down barefoot. No rush. No hiding.

She pulled on her cardigan but didn’t button it.

She stepped into her heels — still wet at the soles — and walked toward the exit.

Lily stood, suddenly alert. “Where are you going?”

Emma didn’t look back.

“Home.”

The girl hesitated. “Can I come with you?”

Emma turned at the threshold.

Her smile was soft. Exhausted. Knowing.

“No, darling. Not tonight.”

Lily nodded.

Didn’t argue.

Emma opened the door to the hall. The corridor was dark and cold and echoing.

She walked barefoot down the marble steps of the library, blouse open, cunt dripping, body marked.

Not ashamed.

Immortal.
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“Whispers in the Stacks”

The campus was deserted.

Emma’s heels clicked against the flagstones, slow and unapologetic. Her cardigan clung damply to her back, blouse unbuttoned beneath, skirt bunched where it had never been properly refastened. Her thighs were bare. Her lips were still red. Her cunt still pulsed with every step.

She didn’t fix herself.

There was nothing to fix.

The night wrapped around her like breath — not cool enough to chill, just enough to remind her she was real, she was raw, she was still open.

No students passed her. No cars. No staff hurrying between offices or lectures. The buildings were stone silhouettes in the dark, windows blank, blinds drawn.

But Emma knew better.

There were watchers everywhere.

They might not have seen her on the table. Not yet. But they would. Someone would show them. Someone already had.

And when they did?

They’d whisper. The same way they always had.

Except this time — they’d be right.

The cold breeze kissed her thighs, her breasts, the damp curls of her hair now half-fallen from its twist. She stopped under a streetlamp and looked up at the yellow halo surrounding the bulb, moths circling like desperate souls.

She smiled.

She’d always wanted to be a rumour.

Now she was a legend.

Her flat was three blocks east. Quiet, modest, overlooked. Just a few windows lit in her building, most of them kitchen flickers or late-night screens.

She unlocked the door with trembling fingers.

Not from fear.

From pleasure. Lingering. Remembered. Replayed.

Inside, she dropped her shoes by the mat and walked barefoot through the living room, past the spines of her own books — fiction, theory, obscure erotica buried behind more academic jackets. She poured herself a glass of water, drank it all in one go, and pressed the rim to her forehead.

Then she opened her laptop.

She didn’t check her email.

She didn’t look at student logs or late returns.

She went to the university’s file share system — the same one used for lecture recordings and security alerts. The kind that catalogued hours of footage most people never watched.

There it was.

Timestamped: 23:04 to 00:41.

Reading Room – After Hours

Still processing.

Soon it would be stored. Archived.

She could make a copy. She wouldn’t.

She didn’t need to.

It was enough to know it existed.

She sat in silence for a long moment. Let her mind drift back.

Lily’s eyes.

The warmth of the lamp on her stomach.

The gasp when the first hand touched her.

The sound her own body made against the table — wet, loud, holy.

She reached between her thighs and felt it — still slick. Still sore.

Her fingers circled lazily, not to chase release, but to recall.

A memory not just lived but curated.

And then — a knock.

She froze.

Three short raps. Not urgent.

She stood slowly and crossed the floor.

The hallway was empty.

But on the mat — a slip of paper.

She picked it up and turned it over.

Nothing written.

Just a folded page. Torn from something older. The paper was yellowed, edges curled.

Inside: a line of text.

“She read herself into existence.”

Emma’s mouth opened, but no sound came.

There was no signature. No mark. No name.

But she knew.

Lily.

Of course it was.

Not a goodbye. Not a plea. Just a line. A record.

A footnote in the myth Emma had just written in sweat and skin and sound.

She stepped back into the flat and closed the door behind her.

Left the page on the table.

Undressed fully.

Went to bed still bare, still sticky, still seen.

She didn’t sleep right away.

She stared at the ceiling and listened to the silence she’d ruined.

And smiled.
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