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I wasn't planning to get hard at the library—but the moment I cracked open that worn paperback tucked behind the poetry shelf, my cock started throbbing. The pages were dog-eared, the spine cracked from repeated use, and when I flipped it open, I immediately saw why. This wasn't just any book—it was pure, unfiltered filth bound in paperback.

My eyes locked onto a passage describing a duchess spread-eagled across a hay bale, her skirts hiked up around her waist as a stableboy buried his face between her thighs. The text was explicit, raw—talking about how she gripped his hair and ground against his tongue until she soaked his face with her juices. I flipped to another page, my heart racing, and found an even filthier scene where she was milking two stableboys at once, jerking them with her hands while describing how she'd ride them until their balls were drained dry.

"Fuck," I whispered, my pants suddenly far too tight. I glanced around the silent library, the afternoon sun filtering through tall windows, dust motes dancing in the beams of light. No one was around—this section was practically abandoned, tucked away behind rows of academic tomes nobody ever touched.

I retreated further into the stacks, finding a corner where two tall shelves met at a right angle, creating a hidden nook. The carpet was worn but clean, and I sank down cross-legged, back against the wall, book balanced on my knee. My cock strained painfully against my jeans, and I needed to adjust myself before I could even think straight.

With another quick glance to confirm my privacy, I unzipped my fly, just enough to relieve the pressure. My cock practically jumped out, hard enough to pound nails. I wasn't planning to jerk off—not here—but I needed to at least shift things around to be comfortable while I read more.

That's when I heard it—the distinct click-click-click of heels on the hardwood floor beyond the carpeted section. I froze, one hand still on my exposed cock, the other clutching the filthy paperback. The footsteps slowed, then stopped. A shadow fell across the carpet in front of me.

"Enjoying your literature?" a sultry voice whispered from above.

I looked up, mortified, trying to simultaneously close the book and tuck myself away. But it was too late. Standing over me was a blonde librarian I'd seen working the reference desk earlier. In my seated position, I was eye-level with her legs—shapely calves in black heels, a pencil skirt hugging full hips. As my gaze traveled upward, I nearly choked.

She was stacked beyond reason—her white blouse strained across her chest, the top buttons undone just enough to show the creamy swells of her breasts. Her hair was pulled back in a loose bun, wisps framing a face that held not shock or disgust, but a knowing smile.

"I..." My voice died in my throat as she tilted her head, looking down at my still-exposed cock.

"Looks like you've discovered our restricted collection," she teased, her voice barely above a whisper. She glanced around, ensuring we were alone, then did something I never could have anticipated. She dropped to her knees in front of me, her skirt riding up her thighs as she settled onto the carpet.

"Naughty boys who read our filth don't leave without paying a penalty," she whispered, letting her gaze drop to my cock.

Before I could process what was happening, her soft hand wrapped around my cock, pulling it fully free from my pants. Her touch was confident, practiced—a firm grip that had me throbbing instantly.

"Wait, what are you—" I started, but my words dissolved into a silent gasp as she leaned forward and wrapped her lips around the head of my cock.

The wet heat of her mouth engulfed me, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip. She looked up, maintaining eye contact as she began to bob smoothly up and down, taking me deeper with each pass. Her blue eyes held mine, glinting with mischief and lust. The sight of this professional woman—a fucking librarian—on her knees between the stacks, sucking my cock with evident skill and enjoyment, was almost too much to comprehend.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
MILKED BY
MILFS

PUBLIC ACCESS, PRIVATE HOLES
SASHA BLACKWOOD





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





