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Lesbian Library Liaison

I swear I could hear my own heartbeat echoing through the empty corridors as I made my way to the library. The campus was eerily quiet at this hour, most students either partying or passed out in their dorms. Not me though. I had a date… well, not a date date, but a study date with Jazzy Avila.

The heavy glass doors of the library swung open with a soft whoosh. The fluorescent lights hummed overhead as I checked my phone. 10:57 PM. I was early, which gave me time to calm my nerves. I smoothed down my yellow sweater and white skirt, wondering if I’d overdressed for a late-night study session. But this was the first time I’d be alone with Jazzy, and first impressions matter, right?

I took the stairs to the third floor, my sandals clicking softly against the marble steps. The third floor was the quietest, with individual study rooms and secluded tables hidden between tall bookshelves; perfect for focusing on our project.

I passed the reference desk where a tired-looking librarian was absorbed in whatever was on her computer screen, barely glancing up as I walked by. Great. We’d have privacy.

As I rounded the corner of the anthropology section, I spotted her sitting at a table near the windows, her silhouette outlined by the moonlight streaming in. Jazzy looked exactly how she always did in class—effortlessly cool and handsome in her crisp button-up with the sleeves rolled to her elbows, dark jeans, and those boots I’d been admiring from across the lecture hall all semester. Her short hair was styled perfectly, one side slightly longer than the other.

She hadn’t noticed me yet, completely absorbed in spreading out her notes across the table. I paused, allowing myself a moment to really look at her. There was something so captivating about the way she carried herself; confident but not cocky, with a gentle strength that made my stomach flutter. The harsh library lighting should have been unflattering, but somehow it highlighted the soft curves of her face, the deep tan of her skin, and the fullness of her lips as she absently chewed on the cap of her pen.

I’d always been drawn to her masculine energy, but up close, I noticed delicate details I couldn’t see from across the lecture hall—long eyelashes, the tiny silver hoop in her left ear, the gentle slope of her neck disappearing into her collar.

“Hey,” I finally said, stepping forward. “Sorry if I kept you waiting.”

Jazzy looked up, and a slow smile spread across her face. “Gabrielle. You’re actually early.” Her voice was melodic with just a hint of an accent. “I was just getting everything set up.”

I slid into the chair across from her, suddenly hyperaware of my every movement. “Everyone calls me Gabi,” I offered, setting my bag on the table.

“Gabi,” she repeated, testing it out. “It suits you.” The way she said my name sent a tiny shiver down my spine.

I cleared my throat, suddenly feeling a bit nervous under her gaze. “Thanks for agreeing to meet so late. I know it’s not ideal.”

“Are you kidding? This is perfect.” Jazzy gestured around the nearly empty library. “No distractions, plenty of space, and…” she leaned slightly closer, “…good company.”

Was she flirting with me? The subtle way her eyes lingered on mine made my cheeks warm.

“So…,” I said, pulling out my notebook. “Where should we start?”

Jazzy slid a textbook between us, her fingers brushing against mine as she turned to a bookmarked page. “I thought we could analyze these examples first.”

We bent our heads together over the book, and I caught the faint scent of her cologne, something woodsy and warm that made me want to lean even closer. Every time our shoulders touched, I felt a little spark of electricity.

For the next hour, we actually made progress on our project, but the academic discussion was peppered with personal questions and lingering glances. When Jazzy asked about my major, her hand stayed on the table just inches from mine.

“Do you want some coffee?” Jazzy asked eventually, stretching her arms above her head. The movement caused her button-up to pull slightly, revealing a sliver of skin at her waist. I quickly averted my eyes.

“That would be amazing. I’m starting to fade a little.”

“There’s a vending machine downstairs. I’ll be right back.” She stood, hesitating for a moment. “How do you take it?”

“Sweet, with lots of cream,” I answered.

Her lips quirked up at one corner. “I should have guessed. Sweet things for sweet people.”

After she left, I let out a breath I didn’t know I’d been holding and fanned my face with a notebook. The tension between us was delicious torture. I couldn’t tell if she was just naturally charming or if she was actually interested in me.

When Jazzy returned with two steaming cups, she didn’t sit across from me as before, but took the chair right next to mine.

“Hope it’s not too hot,” she said, sliding one cup toward me.

Our fingers touched again as I accepted it, and this time, I was certain she let the contact linger on purpose.

“Thanks,” I murmured, taking a sip to hide my smile. “Perfect.”

She leaned back in her chair, watching me with those intense brown eyes. “So, Gabi, when you’re not staying up late in libraries with strangers, what do you like to do?”

“We’re hardly strangers,” I laughed. “We’ve been in the same class for months.”

“True, but I feel like I’ve been watching you from afar. It’s nice to finally talk, just us.”

My heart fluttered. “Watching me from afar, huh?”

“I didn’t mean it in a creepy way,” she said quickly, a faint blush coloring her cheeks. It was adorable seeing her momentarily flustered. “It’s just, you always have interesting things to say in class. And you’re kind of hard to miss.”

“Is that right?” I asked, feeling bolder now.

Jazzy’s eyes softened as she gazed at me. “Absolutely, you’re probably the most beautiful woman in our class.” She leaned slightly closer. “I’ve been trying to work up the courage to talk to you all semester.”

The heat rushed to my cheeks immediately, and I looked down at my coffee, suddenly unable to meet her gaze. No one had ever called me beautiful in that direct, matter-of-fact way before, like it was an obvious truth that didn’t need qualification.

“I’m sorry if that was too forward,” she said, misreading my silence.

“No!” I said quickly, looking up. “I just… I’m not used to compliments like that. Especially from someone like you.”

“Someone like me?” Her eyebrow arched playfully.

I took a breath, deciding to be brave. “Someone so effortlessly cool. So confident. So…” I gestured vaguely at her whole presence, “…handsome.”

Now it was her turn to look a little flustered, though she recovered faster than I had. “Well, look at us—two people who’ve been admiring each other from across a lecture hall all semester, finally here together.”

Our eyes locked, and the tension between us shifted into something undeniable. The project papers scattered across the table suddenly seemed like the least important things in the world.

I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt this kind of tension with someone, like the air between us was charged. Jazzy’s knee brushed against mine under the table, and she didn’t move it away. Neither did I.

“It’s so quiet up here,” I whispered, though there was no real need to keep my voice down. We were practically alone in the massive library.

Jazzy glanced around, a slow smile spreading across her face. “I know. Kind of makes you think about all the things you could get away with, doesn’t it?”

My breath caught in my throat. “What kind of things did you have in mind?”

She leaned in closer, her eyes never leaving mine. “Well, for starters, we could ditch the project for a bit. Take a little… library tour.”

“A tour?” I raised an eyebrow, trying to keep my voice steady despite the heat blooming in my chest.

“Mmhmm.” Jazzy’s fingers traced an invisible pattern on the table, inching closer to mine. “This place has so many hidden corners. Rows and rows of bookshelves where no one ever goes. Especially not at midnight on a Thursday.”

When her pinky finger finally made contact with mine, I felt it like a shock through my entire body.

“Did you know there’s a whole section on ancient philosophy on the fifth floor?” she continued, her voice dropping lower. “Nobody ever goes there. You could scream and no one would hear you.”

Her boldness surprised me, but I wasn’t about to back down. I turned my hand over, palm up, an invitation she immediately accepted, her fingers sliding between mine.

“Maybe we should check it out,” I suggested, my voice lower than I’d intended. “For research purposes, of course.”

“Of course,” Jazzy agreed, her thumb now making small circles against my wrist. “Very academic.”

I was having trouble focusing on anything except the feeling of her skin against mine and the way her eyes kept dropping to my lips.

Jazzy led me deep within the library labyrinth, further and further away from the librarian’s resource desk, where the only other person on the entire floor was stations.

“What did you want to show me?” I asked, turning to face Jazzy as she stopped in one of the aisles.

Jazzy stepped closer, so close I could feel the heat radiating from her body. “I wanted to show you how much I’ve been thinking about you all semester.”

Her hand came up to cup my cheek, thumb brushing softly across my bottom lip. My eyes fluttered closed at the contact.

The tension between us was unbearable now, both of us hovering on the edge of something that felt inevitable. My fingers moved to her waist, pulling her closer, but still, she held back.

“Just kiss me already,” I whispered, my voice barely audible even in the silence of the library.

Jazzy didn’t need to be told twice. She leaned down, closing the small gap between us, and pressed her lips against mine. The first touch was gentle, almost hesitant, as if she was giving me one last chance to pull away. But I had no intention of going anywhere.

I sighed against her mouth, my body melting into hers as her arms wrapped around my waist. One of her hands slid up my back, coming to rest between my shoulder blades, holding me steady as she deepened the kiss. My back pressed against the bookshelf, the spines of old books digging into my sweater, but I barely noticed.

All I could focus on was the softness of her lips, the confidence in her movements as she took control, and how she tasted like coffee and mint. I reached up, running my fingers through her short hair, loving how it felt against my hands.

“I’ve been wanting to do that since the first day of class,” Jazzy murmured against my lips before kissing me again, this time with more urgency.

Her body pressed mine further into the bookshelf, one of her legs slipping between mine. I couldn’t help the small sound that escaped me as her thigh pressed against me just right. My hands gripped her shoulders, holding on as if I might float away without her anchoring me.

“You have no idea how sexy you are,” she whispered, her lips trailing down my neck. “Sitting there in class, always so focused, so smart.”

I tilted my head back, giving her better access as her mouth found the sensitive spot just below my ear. “I was always hoping you’d notice me,” I admitted breathlessly.

Jazzy pulled back just enough to look into my eyes, her hands still holding me close. “Oh, I definitely noticed you.”

The sincerity in her voice made my heart race even faster. I pulled her back to me, kissing her deeply, my hands sliding beneath her button-up to touch the warm skin at her waist. She shivered at my touch, and the knowledge that I affected her as much as she affected me was intoxicating.

Her hands were gentle but purposeful as they explored my body, never pushing too far but making it clear she wanted more. When her thumb brushed the underside of my breast through my sweater, I gasped against her mouth.

“Is this okay?” she asked, her voice rough but concerned.

“More than okay,” I assured her, guiding her hand to cup my breast fully.

Jazzy groaned softly, her forehead resting against mine as her thumb circled my nipple through the layers of fabric. “We should probably stop,” she said, though her actions contradicted her words as she continued to touch me.

“Probably,” I agreed, making no move to pull away. Instead, I slid my hands lower, gripping her hips and pulling her more firmly against me.

The sound of a book falling somewhere nearby startled us both. We froze, listening intently, but the library remained silent.

We both held our breath for a moment, hearts racing from both desire and the fear of being caught. After a few seconds of silence, Jazzy’s eyes met mine, a mischievous smile playing at her lips.

“I think we’re still alone,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.

“Good,” I murmured, pulling her back to me, no longer caring about anything except the feel of her against me.

Our lips met again, hungrier this time. My inhibitions were fading with each passing second. I tugged at her shirt, untucking it from her jeans, desperate to feel her skin against my fingertips. Her stomach was firm and warm, her abs tensing under my touch.

“God, you’re so sexy,” I breathed against her mouth as my fingers traced the defined muscles of her abdomen.

Jazzy responded by pressing me harder against the bookshelf, her thigh firmly between my legs. Her mouth left mine to trail hot kisses down my jaw to my neck. The feeling of her lips and tongue against my pulse point sent shivers down my spine, and I couldn’t help but let out a soft moan.

“Shhh,” she reminded me gently, though I could feel her smile against my skin. “We’re still in a library.”

“I can’t help it,” I whispered, tilting my head to give her better access. “You have no idea what you’re doing to me.”

Her teeth grazed my earlobe. “I think I have some idea.”

My hands continued their exploration under her shirt, moving higher until my thumbs brushed the binding she wore. I hesitated, not wanting to cross any boundaries.

Jazzy seemed to sense my uncertainty. She lifted her head from my neck, looking into my eyes. “It’s okay,” she assured me softly. “I want you to touch me.”

That permission was all I needed. I slid my hands around to her back, pulling her closer while my fingers traced the contours of her shoulder blades. Jazzy’s eyes fluttered closed at my touch, and seeing her react to me with such vulnerability made my heart race even faster.

“I’ve thought about this,” she confessed, her voice barely audible. “Being alone with you like this.”

“So have I,” I admitted. “Though I never imagined our first kiss would be in the philosophy section.”

Jazzy laughed softly, her hands finding their way beneath my sweater, warm palms against my waist. “I’m not complaining about the location.”

Jazzy’s hands grew bolder, sliding to the hem of my yellow sweater. Her eyes met mine, seeking permission, and I nodded eagerly. Slowly she lifted the fabric, revealing my purple lace bra underneath. The cool library air against my exposed skin made me shiver—or maybe it was the way Jazzy was looking at me, her eyes dark with desire.

“Beautiful,” she murmured, her fingers tracing the edge of my bra. “So beautiful.”

I couldn’t remember ever feeling so wanted, so desired. My breath stopped as she tugged the cups of my bra downward, freeing my breasts. For a moment, she just looked at me, her expression reverent. Then her hands were on me, warm palms cupping my fullness, thumbs brushing over my already hardened nipples.

“Is anyone else even on this floor?” I whispered, my voice strained.

“Just the librarian, and she’s all the way at the front desk,” Jazzy assured me, her voice low. “We’re completely alone back here.”

Before I could respond, she leaned down and took one nipple into her mouth, her tongue circling the sensitive bud. A jolt of pleasure shot through me, and I had to bite my lip hard to keep from crying out. Her mouth was hot and wet against my skin, her tongue expertly flicking and teasing while her hand continued to caress my other breast.

“Oh my god,” I breathed, my fingers threading through her short hair, holding her against me. The contrast between the hard bookshelf at my back and the soft warmth of Jazzy’s mouth was driving me crazy.

She switched to my other breast, her lips closing around my nipple with gentle suction that made my knees weak. I’d never felt anything so intense from such simple touches. Her free hand slid around my waist, supporting me as she continued her sweet torture.

“You taste so good,” she murmured against my skin.

She placed a soft kiss between my breasts before standing up straight again, her hands still gently caressing me.

“We could get caught,” she whispered, but there was no real concern in her voice, just excitement.

“I don’t care,” I replied, surprising myself with my boldness. “I need you, Jazzy.”

Her smile turned wicked as she pressed her thigh more firmly between my legs, creating a delicious pressure right where I needed it most. “Tell me what you want, Gabi.”

The question hung in the air between us. We were already well past the point of no return, hidden among ancient philosophy texts that had probably never witnessed anything like this.

“Touch me,” I whispered, my hands pulling her closer. “Please.”

Jazzy didn’t waste another moment. Her hand slid beneath my white skirt, fingers dancing up my inner thigh. When she finally reached between my legs, her fingers pressed against the damp fabric of my underwear, and I couldn’t help the whimper that escaped my lips.

“You’re so wet,” she whispered, her voice filled with awe as her fingers traced my outline through the thin material. “Is this all for me?”

I could only nod, words failing me as her touch sent electric currents through my entire body. The bookshelf pressed hard against my back as I instinctively pushed my hips forward, seeking more pressure.

Her thumb found my clit through the fabric, circling it with just enough pressure to drive me wild but not enough to give me what I needed. I bit my lip hard, trying to stay quiet as pleasure coursed through me.

“Please,” I whispered, my hands gripping her shoulders. “I need more.”

Jazzy smiled, pressing a soft kiss to my lips as her fingers hooked around the edge of my underwear. “Tell me to stop if you want to,” she said, her voice serious despite the desire in her eyes.

“Don’t you dare stop,” I breathed against her mouth.

That was all the encouragement she needed. Her fingers slipped beneath the fabric, finally making contact with my bare, slick flesh. We both gasped; her at how wet I was, me at the exquisite feeling of her touch without any barriers.

“God, Gabi,” she groaned softly, her forehead resting against mine as her fingers glided through my lips. “You feel amazing.”

Her touch was confident but gentle, exploring me with a tenderness that made my heart race even faster than my desire. When she finally circled my entrance, I had to bury my face in her neck to muffle my moan.

“Someone might hear us,” she reminded me, though she didn’t stop the movement of her fingers.

“I don’t care,” I whispered against her skin. “Just don’t stop touching me.”

Jazzy’s eyes locked with mine, an unspoken question in them. I nodded, barely able to breathe as she slowly lowered herself to her knees in front of me, her hands sliding down my sides as she went. The sight of her kneeling there, looking up at me with such hunger in her eyes, made my heart pound against my ribs.

“Lean back,” she whispered, her hands guiding my hips against the bookshelf for support.

I did as she asked, my fingers gripping the edge of a shelf behind me. Jazzy’s hands caressed my thighs, her touch reverent as she gently guided my right leg over her shoulder. The position left me exposed, vulnerable, but the way she looked at me—like I was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen—chased away any self-consciousness.

I reached down with trembling hands to hold up my skirt, bunching the white fabric around my waist. Jazzy’s fingers hooked into the side of my purple panties, pulling them to the side rather than removing them completely. The cool library air hit my exposed pussy, making me shiver.

“You’re so sexy,” she murmured, her warm breath teasing my throbbing clit. “I’ve thought about tasting you for so long.”

Before I could respond, her tongue made contact with my wet flesh, a long, slow lick from bottom to top that made my knees buckle. Her strong hands gripped my thighs, holding me steady as her tongue explored me.

“Oh god,” I whispered, my head falling back against the books behind me.

Jazzy took her time, savoring me like I was something precious. Her tongue circled my entrance, dipping slightly inside before trailing back up to my clit. When she finally focused her attention there, sucking gently on the sensitive bud, I had to shove my fist against my mouth to keep from crying out.

My free hand found her hair, fingers tangling in the short strands as I held her against me. The sight of her between my legs, her eyes closed in concentration as she pleasured me, was almost enough to push me over the edge alone.

“That feels so good,” I breathed, barely able to form coherent thoughts as her tongue flicked slowly against my clit.

Jazzy’s tongue worked magic, alternating between gentle lapping and more focused attention on my clit. Her pace was unhurried, deliberate—like she was savoring a delicacy she’d been denied for too long. My legs trembled as she explored every part, every sensitive inch of me with her mouth.

“You taste even better than I imagined,” she murmured against me, her breath hot against my wet flesh.

The vibration of her words sent shivers up my spine. I was completely exposed in this public place, my skirt bunched around my waist, one leg draped over Jazzy’s shoulder, and I’d never felt more alive.

Jazzy’s hands slid from my thighs to my ass, her strong fingers digging into the soft flesh as she pulled me closer to her eager mouth. The possessive way she gripped me made me feel utterly desired, completely wanted.

“Oh god, Jazzy,” I whispered, my voice strained as I leaned more heavily against the bookshelf behind me.

The wooden edge dug into my back, but I barely noticed the discomfort. All I could focus on was Jazzy’s hot mouth between my legs, her tongue making slow, deliberate circles around my clit. She didn’t rush, didn’t try to hurry me toward climax. Instead, she worshipped me with her mouth, taking her time as if we had all night.

My hips began to move of their own accord, gently rocking against her face. Jazzy responded by gripping my ass tighter, encouraging my movements. I braced one hand against the shelf behind me while the other remained tangled in her short hair, guiding her.

“That feels so fucking good,” I breathed, letting my head fall back as pleasure coursed through me.

The obscene, wet sounds of her mouth against me seemed to echo in the quiet library, adding to the filthy thrill of what we were doing. Anyone could walk down this aisle and see us; see me with my legs spread, Jazzy on her knees between them.

Jazzy looked up at me without breaking the rhythm of her tongue, her dark eyes meeting mine with an intensity that made my breath stutter. Seeing her like this, her face glistening with my arousal, her eyes filled with desire, was the most erotic thing I’d ever experienced.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” she whispered against me. “So fucking sexy.”

Her words sent a fresh wave of heat through me. I’d never felt so desirable, so wanton. In that moment, I didn’t care about being a good student or what anyone might think, I only cared about the exquisite pleasure Jazzy was giving me.

She finally slid one finger through my lips, teasing my entrance without pushing inside. The light touch made me whimper with need.

“Please,” I begged softly, my hips pushing forward. “I need more.”

Jazzy smiled against me, clearly enjoying my desperation. “Tell me exactly what you want, Gabi.”

“Your fingers,” I gasped as her tongue flicked across my clit again. “Inside me. Please.”

She didn’t make me wait. One long finger slid inside me, pressing upward to find that perfect spot while her tongue continued its relentless attention on my clit. The dual sensation made me bite my lip hard to keep from crying out.

“More,” I demanded, past the point of shyness now.

Jazzy added a second finger, stretching me as she began a slow, steady rhythm. Her fingers curled with each thrust, hitting that spot inside me that made my vision blur. All the while, her tongue never left my clit, circling and flicking with perfect pressure.

Jazzy’s movements grew more purposeful, her tongue flattening against my clit as she increased the pressure. Her fingers curled inside me with each thrust, no longer teasing but fucking me with intention. The wet sounds of her fingers sliding in and out of me echoed between the bookshelves, impossibly loud in the silent library.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, my head falling back against the books. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

She looked up at me, her eyes dark with desire, never breaking her rhythm. The sight of her between my legs, her face glistening with my wetness, was almost too much to bear. I rocked my hips against her face, chasing the pleasure that was building inside me.

Jazzy matched my movements perfectly, her tongue staying right where I needed it most even as I writhed against her. My thighs began to tremble, and I could feel myself getting closer to the edge.

“Right there,” I whispered urgently, my fingers tightening in her hair. “Just like that.”

I was dimly aware that anyone could walk down this aisle and find us, find me with my skirt around my waist, Jazzy’s face buried between my legs, but I was beyond caring. All that mattered was the mounting pressure building inside me, threatening to shatter me completely.

“I’m so close,” I breathed, my voice barely audible.

Jazzy hummed against me, the vibration sending new waves of pleasure through my body. She didn’t rush, maintaining that perfect rhythm that kept me teetering on the edge without quite pushing me over.

My free hand came up to my mouth, biting down on my knuckles to keep from crying out. The wooden shelf dug into my back, the slight pain a counterpoint to the intense pleasure between my legs.

“Good girl,” Jazzy murmured against me, her voice husky with desire. “I want to feel you come on my tongue.”

Her words sent a fresh rush of wetness between my legs. I’d never felt so desired, so completely worshipped. Jazzy’s tongue flattened against my clit, applying firm pressure as her fingers curled inside me, hitting that perfect spot with each thrust.

The tension built higher and higher, my entire body wound tight like a spring ready to snap. I was so close, hovering right on the edge of something monumental.

“Please,” I begged, not even sure what I was asking for.

Jazzy seemed to understand anyway. She sucked my clit between her lips, her fingers driving into me. The dual sensation was overwhelming, too much and not enough all at once.

“Let go for me,” she whispered against my flesh. “I’ve got you.”

And then I felt it—the wave of pleasure that had been building suddenly crashed over me. My entire body tensed as the orgasm ripped through me, more intense than anything I’d ever experienced.

“Oh fuck, Jazzy!” I cried out, forgetting where we were. My hips bucked wildly against her face as she held me firmly, her tongue never leaving my clit as I rode out the waves of ecstasy.

My legs shook uncontrollably, and I would have collapsed if not for the bookshelf behind me and Jazzy’s strong hands holding me up.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” I chanted breathlessly, grinding shamelessly against Jazzy’s mouth as she worked me through the seemingly endless orgasm.

My fingers tightened in her hair, probably painfully so, but she didn’t stop or pull away. She kept her mouth on me, gentling her movements as the intensity of my orgasm began to ebb, lapping softly at my sensitive flesh.

When the last aftershocks finally subsided, I slumped against the bookshelf, my chest heaving. Jazzy carefully removed her fingers from inside me, placing a gentle kiss against my inner thigh before lowering my leg from her shoulder.

She rose to her feet with fluid grace, her eyes never leaving mine. My juices glistened on her lips and chin in the dim light, and the sight sent another small wave of pleasure through me. Without a word, she leaned in and kissed me deeply, letting me taste myself on her tongue.

The intimacy of that moment, tasting my own arousal on her lips while she held me tenderly, made my heart swell. Her hands caressed my sides, gentle now where they had been demanding before.

“You’re incredible,” she whispered against my lips, pulling back just enough to look into my eyes. “Even more sexy when you cum.”

I felt a blush spread across my cheeks despite what we’d just done. “I… I’ve never done anything like this before,” I admitted, my voice still shaky.

Jazzy tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, her expression soft. “Was it okay? I didn’t push too far?”

“It was perfect,” I assured her, pulling her close again.

Her body pressed against mine, warm and solid. I could feel her heart racing, matching the rhythm of my own. The evidence of how horny she was was obvious in her shallow breathing and the way she subtly pressed her hips against my thigh.

“What about you?” I asked, my hands sliding down to her waist. “I want to make you feel good too.”

Jazzy’s eyes darkened at my words. “You don’t have to—”

“I want to,” I interrupted, suddenly finding confidence I didn’t know I possessed.

A small groan escaped her as I boldly slid my hand between us, pressing against the front of her jeans. Even through the thick denim, I could feel the heat radiating from her.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her hips instinctively pushing against my hand. “Are you sure?”

In response, I kissed her, my tongue sliding against hers as my fingers worked at the button of her jeans. I may have been less experienced, but the way she trembled under my touch gave me confidence.

“Let me,” I whispered, popping open the button and slowly lowering the zipper. “I want to feel you.”

Jazzy’s breath stopped as my hand slipped inside her jeans, over her boxers. The fabric was damp with her wetness, and knowing I had affected her this much sent a thrill through me.

“You’re so wet,” I murmured, echoing her earlier words to me.

“You have no idea what you do to me,” she admitted, her voice strained as my fingers pressed more firmly against her.

I slid my hand beneath the waistband of her boxers, gasping softly as my fingers met slick heat. Jazzy was incredibly wet, her lips swollen and ready for my touch. I explored her slowly, learning what made her breath stop, what made her hips jerk forward.

“Is this good?” I asked, circling her clit with gentle pressure.

“So good,” she groaned, her forehead dropping to my shoulder. “Just like that.”

Emboldened by her response, I increased the pressure slightly, rubbing small circles around her clit the way I liked to touch myself. Her breathing grew more ragged, her hips moving in time with my hand.

“I need more room,” I whispered, my fingers fumbling at her jeans. “Let me…”

Jazzy helped me, unbuckling her belt fully and pushing her jeans and boxers down just enough to expose herself to my touch. I gasped softly at the sight of her. Her clit was much larger than mine, swollen and protruding prominently from her lips.

“You’re beautiful,” I breathed, fascinated by the sight of her. I reached out tentatively, running my fingertip along the length of her clit.

Jazzy’s hips bucked involuntarily, a strangled gasp escaping her lips. “Fuck, Gabi…”

I grew bolder, capturing her clit between my thumb and forefinger, feeling its firmness, its surprising size. I rolled it gently, watching Jazzy’s face contort with pleasure. The power I felt in that moment was intoxicating; seeing this confident, masculine woman trembling at my touch.

“Is this good?” I asked, though her reactions made the answer obvious.

“So fucking good,” she panted, her head falling back as I continued to tease her, running her clit between my fingers. “Don’t stop.”

I was mesmerized by the way it felt in my hand, so different from my own body, yet familiar. Each time I stroked from base to tip, Jazzy’s breath would catch, her hips pushing forward seeking more contact.

“I love how big you are,” I whispered, marveling at how it responded to my touch, seeming to grow even more engorged as I played with it. “I can feel you throbbing.”

Jazzy’s eyes were heavy-lidded, her breathing shallow. “I’ve been horny for you since you walked in tonight,” she admitted, voice rough.

I pressed my body closer to hers, still working her clit between my fingers, alternating between gentle squeezes and feather-light strokes. Her wetness coated my fingers, making them slide easily over her sensitive flesh.

“I need it harder,” Jazzy groaned, her hips bucking against my hand. “Please, baby.”

The desperation in her voice sent heat flooding through me all over again. I’d never heard someone beg for my touch like this before, especially someone as cool and collected as Jazzy usually was.

“Like this?” I asked, increasing the pressure slightly as I rubbed her swollen clit between my fingers.

“Fuck,” she hissed, her head falling back. “Almost. Here—”

Jazzy covered my hand with hers, her fingers pressing mine more firmly against her. She guided my movements, showing me exactly how she liked to be touched, faster and with much more pressure than I would have dared use.

“You won’t hurt me,” she assured me, her voice rough with need. “I like it hard. Don’t be afraid to really work it.”

With her hand still guiding mine, I felt her clit throb between my fingers. It was incredibly arousing to feel how responsive she was, how her body tensed and trembled with each firm stroke.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, gradually letting me take control as I matched the rhythm she’d shown me. “Just like that. Fuck, your hands feel so good.”

I grew bolder, experimenting with different pressures and speeds, watching her reactions closely. When I found a particularly effective motion—firm, quick strokes with my thumb pressed against the underside of her clit—Jazzy’s entire body shuddered.

“Right there,” she gasped, her free hand gripping my shoulder for support. “Don’t stop. God, you’re going to make me cum so fucking hard.”

Her dirty talk sent shivers down my spine. I’d never been with someone who was so vocal, so explicit about what they wanted. It was incredibly hot.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” I whispered, gaining confidence. “I love how wet you get for me.”

Jazzy leaned forward, her forehead resting against my shoulder as her hips rocked against my hand. “Been thinking about your hands on me for months,” she confessed, her words punctuated by shallow breaths. “Imagined you touching me like this during every fucking lecture.”

The mental image of Jazzy sitting in class, fantasizing about my touch while pretending to take notes, made me even more determined to give her the release she craved. I increased my pace, rubbing her clit with firm, deliberate strokes just as she’d shown me.

“You’re doing so good,” she praised, her voice muffled against my neck. “Such a quick learner. Fuck, your fingers feel amazing.”

Her praise emboldened me. I slid my free hand around to grip her ass, pulling her more firmly against my busy fingers. The way she responded with a deep groan and a desperate buck of her hips told me I was doing something very right.

I could feel her getting closer; her clit seemed to swell even more under my touch, her wetness increasing as I worked her with growing confidence. The sounds of my fingers moving against her slick flesh echoed softly in our secluded corner of the library.

“I’m close,” she warned, her voice tight. “So fucking close.”

Her hand covered mine again, not to guide this time but to increase the pressure, pressing my fingers harder against her. Her hips moved with increasing urgency, grinding against my hand as she chased her release.

“Let me feel you come,” I urged, surprised by my own boldness. “I want to feel you throb against my fingers.”

“Fuck, don’t stop,” she begged, her body tensing. “Right there, just like that—”

Her words dissolved into a muffled groan as she buried her face in my neck, her body shuddering violently. I felt her clit pulse rhythmically against my fingers as her orgasm washed over her. Her hips jerked erratically, grinding against my hand as I continued to stroke her through her climax.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted softly against my skin, her hands gripping me tightly as if she might collapse without my support.

I slowed my movements gradually, gentling my touch as her body continued to twitch with aftershocks. Even as she came down, I could feel her clit still pulsing occasionally under my fingertips.

“Holy shit,” she finally breathed, lifting her head to look at me with dazed eyes. “That was… intense.”

I couldn’t help the proud smile that spread across my face. “Good intense?”

“The best kind,” she assured me, leaning in to kiss me deeply. “You’re a natural.”

I carefully withdrew my hand from between her legs, my fingers glistening with her wetness. Without thinking, I brought them to my mouth, tasting her for the first time. Her eyes darkened as she watched me lick my fingers clean.

“That might be the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” she murmured, her voice still rough around the edges.

Jazzy leaned in to kiss me again, softer this time, as her hands gently tucked herself back into her boxers. I smoothed my skirt down, suddenly aware of how disheveled we both must look. My heart was still racing, my body humming with satisfaction.

“We should probably fix ourselves up a bit,” I whispered, reaching up to wipe a smudge of my lipstick from the corner of her mouth.

She caught my hand, pressing a gentle kiss to my palm. “I like wearing your lipstick,” she murmured with a playful smile. “It’s like carrying a little piece of you with me.”

I felt myself blush as I adjusted my bra and pulled my sweater back down. Jazzy tucked her shirt back into her jeans and ran her fingers through her short hair, trying to fix the mess my hands had made of it. Even disheveled, she looked impossibly handsome.

“So,” she said, leaning against the bookshelf beside me. “That wasn’t exactly what I had planned for our study session.”

I laughed softly. “I think we covered some anatomy, at least.”

Her eyes crinkled as she smiled. “Very hands-on learning. I’ve always believed in experiential education.”

“Is that what they’re calling it these days?” I teased, reaching out to straighten her collar.

We stood there for a moment, just looking at each other, neither of us wanting to break the spell and return to the real world. Her fingers traced gentle patterns on my wrist, sending little shivers up my arm.

We stood there for a moment longer, bodies pressed together between the bookshelves, both of us breathing heavily. The reality of what we’d just done—getting each other off in the university library—slowly sank in, but instead of embarrassment, I felt a giddy sort of exhilaration.

“So,” I said, smoothing down my skirt with slightly trembling hands, “about that project…”

Jazzy laughed, the sound warm and genuine as she fixed her jeans. “I think we might need to schedule a few more late-night study sessions.”

“Definitely,” I agreed, reaching up to fix a strand of her hair that had fallen out of place. “For academic purposes, of course.”

“Of course,” she echoed, her smile turning mischievous. “Though I think we might need to explore some other sections of the library. For thoroughness.”

I couldn’t help but laugh, even as heat rushed to my cheeks at the implication. “I’ve always been very thorough with my research.”

Jazzy pulled me close again, her hands gentle on my waist. “You know, I’ve wanted to talk to you all semester. I just never imagined our first real conversation would end like this.”

“Me neither,” I admitted. “But I’m not complaining.”

“So,” she said, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my hip, “now that we’ve thoroughly destroyed any chance of me concentrating on actual schoolwork whenever I see you in class…”

I raised an eyebrow, enjoying the playful light in her eyes. “Yes?”

“Would you maybe want to get coffee sometime? Like, when the sun is actually up?”

The question was so endearingly earnest after everything we’d just done that I couldn’t help but smile. “I’d like that very much.”

Jazzy’s answering smile was brilliant. “Good. Great. That’s… really great.”

We reluctantly made our way back to our abandoned study table, our project materials spread out exactly as we’d left them. It seemed impossible that just hours ago, we’d been strangers trying to work on a class assignment.

“We should probably get out of here,” I whispered, glancing at my phone. “It’s almost closing time.”

Jazzy nodded, gathering her notes and textbooks. “Yeah, don’t want to get locked in… though that could be interesting too.”

Her suggestive wink made my cheeks flush all over again. As I bent down to pick up my bag, my legs wobbled unexpectedly, still weak from our encounter.

“Whoa there,” Jazzy said, catching my elbow. “You okay?”

“Just a little… unsteady,” I admitted with a sheepish smile. “Someone really worked me over in the philosophy section.”

Jazzy’s proud grin was positively wolfish. “I’d say I’m sorry, but we both know I’m not.”

We finished packing our things, stealing glances at each other like teenagers. Every time our eyes met, I’d feel that delicious flutter in my stomach all over again. I couldn’t believe what we’d just done—this gorgeous, confident woman who I’d been crushing on all semester had just made me cum harder than I ever had in my life, right here among dusty old books.

As we headed toward the exit, I felt Jazzy’s hand brush against mine. She linked her pinky finger with mine, a small gesture that somehow felt more intimate than what we’d just done.

“Your hair’s a bit messy,” she whispered, reaching up to smooth it down.

“Gee, I wonder why,” I whispered back, unable to keep the smile from my face.

We approached the front desk where the night librarian sat, her glasses perched on the end of her nose as she typed something on her ancient computer. I suddenly became hyper-aware of how we must look: flushed cheeks, slightly disheveled clothes, my legs still a bit wobbly. Could she tell what we’d been doing?

“Find everything you needed?” the librarian asked without looking up.

Jazzy cleared her throat. “Yes, ma’am. The philosophy section was… particularly enlightening.”

I had to bite my lip to keep from laughing out loud.

The librarian finally glanced up at us. “Did you two get any work done? It’s awfully late to be studying.”

“Oh, we definitely put in the work,” Jazzy said, her face perfectly serious though I could see the mischief dancing in her eyes.

“We worked really hard,” I added, my voice higher than normal. “Very… hands-on approach to learning.”

Jazzy snorted, quickly turning it into an unconvincing cough.

“Well, that’s good,” the librarian said, oblivious to our innuendo. “Too many students these days just want to take shortcuts. Nothing beats putting in the hard work.”

“Couldn’t agree more,” Jazzy said, her voice strained with suppressed laughter. “Sometimes you’ve really got to dig deep into the subject.”

I elbowed her discreetly, but I was fighting my own giggles now.

“Well, we should go,” I said quickly. “Thank you for staying open so late.”

“Good night, girls,” the librarian called after us. “Hope to see you again soon.”

The moment the library doors closed behind us, we both burst into uncontrollable laughter, clutching each other for support in the cool night air.

“Oh my god,” I gasped between giggles. “I thought I was going to lose it when you said ‘dig deep into the subject.’”

“Her face was so serious!” Jazzy laughed, wiping tears from her eyes. “If she only knew what kind of ‘hard work’ we were doing in there.”

We stood there under the moonlight, our laughter gradually subsiding into contented sighs. The campus was quiet around us, most buildings dark except for a few security lights.

We stood there for another moment, neither wanting to be the first to walk away. Finally, Jazzy leaned in and kissed me softly, her lips gentle against mine.

“Goodnight, Gabi,” she whispered. “Sweet dreams.”

“After tonight, how could they be anything else?” I replied.

As I walked back to my dorm, my legs still a bit unsteady and my body pleasantly sore, I couldn’t wipe the smile from my face.
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Fake Dating my Lesbian Best Friend

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GDZ2YPXR

Olivia is finally ready to admit it to herself: she might be into women. Saying it out loud to her lesbian best friend, Riley, feels safer than actually acting on it, especially when the idea of dating makes her stomach flip with nerves.

Riley has a solution. A practice date. No pressure, no expectations, just a trial run to help Olivia loosen up. Olivia agrees, imagining something casual and comforting, until Riley opens the door in a ridiculous, borrowed 80s prom dress and a grin that promises she is not going to make this easy.

On the beach boardwalk, Riley’s playful confidence pulls Olivia out of her head. Between corny games, bad jokes, and Riley’s effortless charm, the line between pretend and real starts to blur in ways Olivia did not expect.
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Roadside with the Lesbian MILF

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GJ974XCN

Jane is exhausted, greasy, and counting the miles until she can finally get home. Ten hours at the auto shop will do that to you. The last thing she expects is to find herself pulled over on the side of the road, staring at a familiar silver BMW and an even more familiar woman.

Maria Vasquez, her best friend’s mother. Polished, composed, and completely out of place on the shoulder of Route 16 in a tight dress and heels, with steam rising from under the hood.

When Jane gets under the hood, it’s obvious that Maria has more than just car trouble. Maria has spent years being a perfect wife, pushing down her attraction to women, and the way she looks at Jane makes it clear exactly what she wants. It doesn’t take long before they’re pressed against the car, breathless and reckless on the side of the road.
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Claimed by my Lesbian Professor

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G678CYD7

Alana Lopez is brilliant, quiet, and used to shrinking herself. As a research assistant to Professor Claire Sloane, a legendary human rights attorney with global influence, she is accustomed to standing just outside the spotlight.

When Claire brings Alana to an international law convention in Italy, the rules begin to blur. Between panels on policy making and private conversations about power, Claire teaches Alana how to command a room, how to take up space, and how to stop apologizing in a world built by men.

After an electric cocktail party where Alana feels more like the woman on Claire’s arm than her colleague or research assistant, the two take their relationship to a new level in their shared hotel room. It’s messy, explosive, and everything the two women had been holding back for too long.
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