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Moist


Chapter 1

Friday afternoon Josslyn was working the front desk at the main Chicago library downtown. It was slow as usual this time of day which was fine with her. Normally she would prefer to be in the back working with the books so she didn’t have to deal with all the people. Books made sense to her; people not so much. But today her friend Adele was working the desk too so it wasn’t so bad. She was pretty much the only person at work Josslyn talked to. Somehow they’d become good friends even though they didn’t have much in common–Adele was an extrovert, talked to everyone, dated a different guy every week it seemed, and Josslyn preferred to stay in on the weekend with her cat, reading a good book or binge watching Japanese animation.

The other reason she didn’t mind working the desk today was Selina. Selina came to the library every week at the exact same time: five-fifteen sharp on Fridays. When she found herself combing through Selina’s book checkout history one day–something that while not strictly against the rules was borderline unethical–she had to admit to herself she was more than a little obsessed with her. And her obsession only got worse when she saw how eclectic and wonderful her taste in books was. Ancient Chinese Architecture? Persian Fusion Cuisine? Who couldn’t help but fall in love with a woman like that?

Josslyn looked up at the large clock at the front of the library, checking it for the millionth time, counting down the seconds until he would walk in through those large glass front doors.

Adele set a pile of books down next to her saying, “Are you going to talk to her today?”

“Talk to who?” Josslyn said.

Adele laughed. “Don’t play coy with me, you know exactly who I’m talking about. Your girlffriend, Selina.”

Josslyn scowled at her, whispering, “Can you keep your voice down please?”

“Relax. Nobody’s listening. Your secret’s safe with me. Oh shit, wait.” She grabbed Josslyn’s shoulder and pointed. “I think that guy over there is spying on us.”

Josslyn looked to where she was pointing. A homeless man in a dirty White Sox hat sat on a bench with a newspaper in his lap, his head leaned up against the wall, snoring. “You’re not funny,” she said.

“I’m just teasing you. But seriously, it’s so obvious you two like each other yet neither one of you has said more than three words at a time to the other one. How does that make any sense?”

“I don’t know why you’re so sure she likes me.”

“Trust me. It’s obvious. Like last week when she waited in line to ask you specifically where the Medieval Literature section was? Come on. You  and I both know she understands the Dewey Decimal system enough to not need to ask you that. I’ll admit, it was cute the first couple times watching you guys get all nervous around each other but now one of you needs to grow a pair and ask the other one out.”

“I don’t know,” Josslyn said.

“What’s there to know? She’s cute. I mean yeah she’s a bit nerdy. But definitely cute. You can tell she stays in shape. And you. You’re a sexy bitch.”

Josslyn felt her face getting warm. She didn’t think of herself as anything remotely sexy. Overweight, yes; but sexy, not a chance.

Adele said, “You have that sexy librarian thing going on. Look at you.” She walked around Josslyn’s chair, checking her out. “Yep, classic sexy librarian. Glasses, hair pulled back, long grey skirt, white button down blouse. Curvy hourglass figure. I mean damn, I’m not a lesbian, but if I was I’d bang you in a second.”

“Adele!” Josslyn looked down at the desk and cupped her hands over her eyes and forehead trying to hide her reddening face.

Adele grabbed her shoulder again.

“I have work to do,” Josslyn said, shrugging her hand away.

“Hey, look alive,” Adele said, “here comes lover girl.”

Josslyn moved her hands just enough to see her walking towards them then glanced over at the clock. 5:15 exactly. She liked how Selina was always there at the same time.

As Selina walked by she gave them a forced smile, and a small wave, then hurried off. She would usually hangout in one of the study rooms in a more secluded area of the library, looking over books before deciding what to checkout for the week. Josslyn, who was in charge of putting books back on the shelves, had taken to planning her route so that she would be near that room when Selina was there. There was a big glass window in the front of the room she could see her through.

After she’d passed them, disappearing among the rows and rows of books, Josslyn’s heart was racing and a slight smile formed on her lips.

Adele said, “If you don’t ask her out today I’m going to do it for you.”

Josslyn shot her a look. “Don’t you dare.”

“No, seriously. This is getting ridiculous. What if she’s the one and you just let her get away because you’re too shy to talk to her.”

Josslyn shot up from her chair, grabbed Adele’s arm and dragged her over to the corner.

“Hey! That hurts,” Adele said.

“Listen,” Josslyn said, trying to keep her voice down, loosening her grip a little. “You’re my friend and I like you a lot. But I don’t think it’s appropriate for me to get romantically involved with people at work. It just wouldn’t be right.”

“Oh, give me a break,” Adele said. “Do what you want but I’m telling you, you need to talk to her.” She went back and sat down at the front desk, shaking her head.

Josslyn sighed. Adele meant well but sometimes she was a bit too much. Anyway, it was almost time to start putting away books if she was going to make it over to the study room while Selina was there.


Chapter 2

On the way down to the basement to collect books, Josslyn thought more about what Adele had said. Maybe she was right–even it wasn’t any of her business. What if Selina was the one and nothing ever happened between them because she was too shy to talk to her. Was she being shy? If Selina liked her she should be the one asking her out, she figured. It wouldn’t be appropriate for her, the librarian, to do it.

When she got down to the basement the familiar damp smell and the piles and piles of dusty books reminded her of why she liked working at the library: it was quiet and peaceful. Like down here. Nobody around to bother her; just tons of books with their infinite possibilities to keep her imagination running wild forever.

Being down there also suddenly made her remember there was a whole shipment of old and rare books donated recently that she meant to go through when she got a chance. Maybe she would do that this weekend during her time off. It wouldn’t hurt to take a peak at them now though. She had a few minutes and maybe she would find something she could recommend to Selina; in her capacity as a librarian of course.

There was a store room in the back where the books were and as she got closer to it she thought she heard an odd sound coming from that direction. Kind of a rhythmic banging noise. Like someone was hammering something maybe. She didn’t know about any scheduled maintenance down here but things were always breaking in this old place so it was definitely possible there was some emergency being attended to.

But as she came to the door, open just a crack, there was the unmistakable sound of a woman moaning inside. Being a librarian, sometimes you caught people performing various sexual acts. It was just a part of the job. Usually nothing more than teenagers making out, but on more than one occasion she’d had to break people up having sex in one of the study rooms, or if they were especially daring like one couple she came across, the woman might wear a skirt so that the man could bend her over behind a row of books for a quickie. There was something about libraries that turned people on apparently. It was her opinion that the library was no place for that and they needed to learn to control themselves better.

Josslyn crept up to the door and listened. There was no mistaking it; the woman was really moaning hard now. Catching someone in the basement would be a first for her. Slowly, she pushed the door open a little wider and peaked in.

She gasped at what she saw, putting her hand over her mouth. A young woman with rather large breasts was up on the table, completely naked and on all fours. Behind her, a man with an athletic body, also naked, had his face buried in her ass and pussy, licking her frantically, his cock huge and erect. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing. They were so lost in the act they didn’t even notice her walk in.

Assuming her most stern librarian pose–something Josslyn had nearly perfected over the few years she’d worked here–hands on her hips, glasses down slightly on her nose, peering over them, she cleared her throat and glared, ready for the embarrassed scrambling for clothes and profuse apologies she knew would follow.

But nothing happened. They kept going just as strong, not noticing her at all. The woman’s tits flopping around, her back arched, moaning so incredibly loud.

Josslyn cleared her throat again, louder this time.

More moaning, no sign they’d even heard her. Even though she felt a stirring now between her own legs at the sight of the couple lost in each other–something she hadn’t experienced herself in who knew how long–this kind of behavior was simply not acceptable at the public library.

She took a few steps towards them and in a voice so loud there was no way they could ignore her she said, “Excuse me!”

Now the woman turned her head and looked directly at her, still moaning, and as she looked at Josslyn a wide grin crept over her face, then she turned back away still lost in the obvious ecstasy of the man pleasuring her.

Josslyn’s fists clinched tight and her eyes narrowed. The nerve of these people! She stomped over and grabbed the man’s shoulder, his skin moist with sweat, and pulled him away from the woman. The woman’s shaved pussy and tight asshole glistened with saliva.

The man stood there now, grinning at Josslyn, looking her up and down, his hard cock pointed straight at her.

She did her best to avoid looking at it, and instead stared at the man’s forehead, reluctant to make direct eye contact but not wanting to look away either. “What the hell do you people think you’re doing?”

“Look babe,” he said to the woman, “a sexy librarian.”

The woman got down off the table and put her arm around the man’s waist, giggling as she looked at Josslyn. “Wow, she is sexy.”

“You need to leave immediately,” Josslyn said. “This area is off limits to readers. There are valuable books down here you could damage.”

The couple just stared at her, then at the same time turned their heads to look at one other before they burst out laughing uncontrollably.

Josslyn felt her face getting hot as the couple laughed at her. She couldn’t believe this was even happening right now. Maybe it was a joke. Adele was friends with these people and had arranged for them to do this. The woman’s breasts bounced up and down as she laughed. No, this was too much even for Adele. “If you two don’t leave,” she screamed, stamping her foot, “I’m going to call the cops and have you arrested.”

They stopped laughing. Finally–she had their attention. But then the man was walking towards her, still grinning, and she was too stubborn to back away, not wanting to show weakness.

“Do you have a sexy cop friend too?” he said. “That would be perfect.” Then to the woman, “Wouldn’t it babe?”

She nodded her head and giggled.

The man was right in front of her now and she started to get worried. It wasn’t natural for someone to act like this. No shame at his hard dick right in front of her. So close she could reach out and grab it. She noticed now just how attractive he was. Washboard abs and hard pecs, not a hair on his torso. It was almost like she’d been dropped into the set of a porno.

Before she could react, the man reached up and groped her breast.

She slapped him across the face, so hard her palm stung.

He put his hand up to his reddening face and looked at her like a puppy  that had been punished but wasn’t quite sure why. Backing away now, all he said was “Oh.”

The woman had a confused look on her face also. “Are you okay?” she said. But she was talking to Josslyn, not her boyfriend.

Josslyn said, “I’ll give you to the count of ten,” pointing her finger at them, breathing hard, “to get dressed and leave or else you’ll be sorry.”

The woman’s hands shot up over her head so fast her breasts jiggled back and forth, and backed away, like Josslyn was holding a gun to her. “Okay,” she said. “Don’t hurt us please.”

“Yeah,” the man said. “I don’t know what we did but we’ll leave right now.”

They still stood their naked, looking at her with those worried looks on their faces. The man’s cock began to wilt now.

“Go!” Josslyn shouted.

They scrambled around finding their clothes which were laying all around the room in random places. As they moved around, pulling their clothes on as quickly as they could, the man’s shirt on inside out and backwards, his cock and balls flapping around wildly beneath it, Josslyn noticed for the first time a large book open on the table.

If these two had damaged a book with their little sexcapade, she was definitely calling the cops. Quickly, she went to the table and slid the huge book over to her. It was old, very old, the pages yellow and worn. The type looked like it had been hand-set and she decided it had to be one of the rare books recently donated.

“Where did you take this from?” she snapped at them.

The woman was hopping on one foot trying to pull a sock on and failing  miserably. She kept loosing her balance.

Josslyn’s nostrils flared, losing her patience with these people. It was one thing to use the library as your own personal sex dungeon; it was another thing entirely to fuck with her books. “Hey!” she yelled.

They both stopped struggling with their clothes and looked at her, their heads tucked down slightly, bottom lips poking out, like two children being scolded.

“I won’t be mad,” she said, “if you just tell me where you got this from so I can put it back. These books were part of a collection and it’s very important they not be moved until they can be properly tagged and categorized.”

The man spoke, looking down at his feet. “It was already out on the table when we got here. Honest.” Looking up at her then with his pleading eyes.

Josslyn looked from his pitiful face over to the woman who nodded her agreement then looked back down to the floor. There was no way these two were lying. But who would have left the book out like that? They really needed to get a lock for this door. She would bring that up at the next staff meeting. It was unacceptable to have books worth potentially hundreds, even thousands of dollars just laying around for anybody to put their grubby hands on. Forget the dollar value, these old books were priceless. And to think these two numbskulls were just happily humping away right next to this rare piece of history, any of their fluids–she shuddered–could have been flung onto it, ruining the book forever. Then no one would be able to enjoy it; and that really would be a shame.

It didn’t look like they’d damaged it but these old books had to be handled with care or else they could just crumble apart. “If you two leave right now,” she said, “and never come back, then I won’t call the cops.”

They both nodded.

“But if I ever see you back here again, I’ll have you arrested for trespassing and destruction of property. Do you understand?”

More nodding, still looking at the ground. They did seem genuinely sorry.

“Okay. You can leave now.”

They quickly gathered the rest of their clothes, and hurried out of the damp store room. Before leaving, the man looked back at her quickly, then to the book on the table, a confused look on his face. He shook his head then scampered off.

She took a deep breath and let it out slowly, letting her heart rate go back to normal. What a bizarre situation. Adele would get a huge kick out of it when she told her. Probably ask her all sorts of questions about the man’s genitalia. Well, Josslyn imagined herself saying with a serious look on her face, if you must know I would say it was about nine inches. She allowed herself a smile as she began inspecting the book.


Chapter 3

Satisfied it wasn’t damaged, Josslyn carefully slid her fingers under the thick leather cover, meaning to close it and put it away, but when she tried closing it the thing wouldn’t budge. That was odd. The binding must be stuck somehow? She had lots of experience handling old books but something like this had never happened before. Probably, she could put her weight into it and close it but with books like these you had to be extremely careful with them.

There wasn’t time to figure it out now so she decided she would just leave it open. Find a spot out of the way to put it for now, then come back later and figure it out. There was a strong smell coming from the book. Not a bad one. It was like… she dipped her head down and inhaled deeply. Wild flowers. Very odd. Anyway, she’d just set it on top of that filing cabinet in the corner and hope no more sex crazed lovers came down here and messed with it.

But when she tried to lift it the book barely moved. There was something funny going on with this thing. It was big but not that big. There was no reasonable explanation for it to weigh so much. Maybe it had one of those secret compartments in it and there was something heavy in there. Gold, maybe? What if there was a bunch of gold hidden in it. She’d turn it in right away of course. Carefully, she tried turning the pages looking for any hiding places, but the pages wouldn’t turn either. It was like they were stuck.

Josslyn looked around the room now. A chill ran down her spine. Either she was on one of those hidden camera shows, and people were going to rush in any minute telling her it was all part of a prank, asking her to sign a release form, or, what seemed more likely at this point, there was something very weird going on with this book.

She couldn’t close it, she couldn’t pick it up, she couldn’t turn the pages. What could she do? Scanning the page now for the first time it seemed like it was a book of poetry or something. At least this page had a verse of some sort on it. The font was tiny and she had to bend her head down to read it.

Repeat three times aloud to invoke the Goddess within… If you dare.

—

All who dally gather dust,

Not knowing the secret contained in lust.

Give me power. Increase my bust.

Release my heart, be mine she must.

—

She read the last sentence again.

–Release my heart, be mine she must.

That reminded her of Selina. She was probably upstairs right this second, pouring over some obscure book of her own, her forehead wrinkled in that cute little concentrated look she would get. Josslyn couldn’t miss that. It was practically the highlight of her week.

But this intrigued her. What a weird old book. She’d never seen anything like it. There was a good chance, she decided, that it could be an old Wiccan book. Witchcraft. She was no expert but based on what she’d read so far and the age of the book, this could turn out to be a real find. From what she could remember, authentic Wiccan sources were quite rare because the religion tended to be passed down orally. Monday she’d find out who the experts were in this field and contact them.

–Release my heart, be mine she must.

She looked around the room again, making sure there weren’t people with cameras about to jump out laughing at her. Well, it couldn’t hurt could it? Just repeat the poem three times aloud. It was silly, but what was the harm in it. It was Friday after all. She needed to learn to let loose some, stop being so serious. That’s what Adele was always saying anyway.

She started reading it again, out loud this time, making her voice loud and stern, as if that would make it work better.

When she got to the end and realized how stupid she must sound she almost turned and left, leaving the strange book right where she’d found it.

But she didn’t.

Josslyn always finished what she started. That was something she learned from her grandfather and she wasn’t about to break the habit now. Not even if it meant doing something silly. So, she read through the text again, using a normal voice this time and going fast to get it over with. Then a third time.

As soon as she finished the third repetition a warm gust of air blew up through her legs. It was so strong it made her skirt fly up to her waist, exposing her pink cotton panties, and the pages of the book ruffled by so quickly from the draft that the leather cover slammed shut with a dull thunk.

She giggled at her skirt riding up, smoothing it back down now, thinking about Selina again and wishing she had been there to see that. Get a nice shot of her favorite underwear.

Well, the book was closed at least. She wasn’t sure why it had closed all of a sudden but that was a mystery for another time. Right now she had a date with the hottie in Study Room 7. Her pussy started to ache thinking about those sexy, thick glasses Selina wore and her tight little ass. She giggled again as she thought about spanking it. Then she pressed her hand against the front of her skirt, prodding her fingers at the sensitive bundle of nerves at the top of her sex. She moaned as her pussy flooded into her pink panties.

Whoa! First things first–she needed to put this heavy-ass book away. Always finish what you start, Josslyn. “Yep,” she said, then laughed when she realized she’d just said something to herself in her head then answered it out loud.

Okay, get a hold of yourself, woman. Let’s pick this thing up then hurry upstairs and find that sexy woman. She wedged her hands down under the edges of the book, and brought her torso down low–so low that her breasts were pressed against the book–intending to use all her body weight to jerk the thing off the table.

On three: One. She took a deep breath. Two. You can do this. Three! With all her weight, she pulled up on it. The book came flying off the table and she went flying backwards along with it, landing on her butt with the old leather book in her lap. She laughed and shook her head. Whoops. It must not have been as heavy as she thought it was. Actually, lifting it up now it was like it didn’t weigh anything at all. “What the fuck?” She put her hand over her mouth. Language Josslyn! This was the weirdest day she could ever remember.

Picking herself up off the ground, wiping the dust off her behind, she took the book over to the filing cabinet in the corner, placing it on top. She’d have to come back later and figure out what the hell was going on with that thing.

Was it getting hot down here all of a sudden? That was weird because usually it was too cold for her in the basement. She grabbed the collar of her white blouse and shook it, trying to get air into the neck, but it felt like her shirt was way too tight in the chest now. She looked down and the buttons were about to pop off around her breasts. “Silly buttons,” she said and unbuttoned the top two. 

That relieved a little pressure but now it was obvious that her bra was too small. How could that be? She’d just bought it last week and the girl at the Victoria’s Secret had insisted on measuring her for it, saying 75% of all women bought bras that didn’t fit, and when she’d put this one on she’d remarked to the girl about how well it fit her. There was no way she’d already gained weight since then.

“Bras are dumb anyway,” she said, looking down at her breasts. “These girls want to be free.” Giggling again while she quickly unbuttoned her white shirt and slipped out of the bra. She held it up over her head, completely topless now, and twirled it around in a circle, pretending like she was a cowboy getting ready to rope a cow. Getting into it, she moved her hips up and down like she was riding a bucking horse. “Yeeeee haw,” she yelled. “Ride ‘em cow girl.” Her breasts moved all around as she rolled her hips. They felt large and sensitive, bouncing up and down.

Then she let the bra go. It went flying across the room and landed on a stack of books. She made a gun gesture with her hand and blew on the tip her finger as if she were clearing the smoke away. “Perfect aim,” she said. “Don’t mess with this cowgirl.”

Putting the shirt back on, she looked down at her bare breasts. Hmm. They seemed… much bigger than before. Much, much bigger. She cupped them in her hands, feeling the weight, lifting them up then letting them fall, and watched them jiggle and bounce around before becoming still again. Grinning, she cupped them in her hands, enjoying how heavy they felt. Why had she never taken the time to play with her breasts like this before? It was like having your own personal toys attached to your chest.

Her nipples hardened under her hands and she squeezed them between her fingers, pinching and teasing them, circling her fingers around the areola. “Mmmm,” she moaned. That was nice. Leaving one hand to play with her breasts, she ran the other one down slowly over her soft tummy, under the front of her skirt, and into her pinky panties. Her finger slipped easily between the moist folds of her pussy, slick with juices. She gathered some wetness on her finger and circled her throbbing clit. “Mmmm. Yes. Just like that Selina.”

Wait! What time was it? She needed to go up there now or else she might miss her. Quickly, she fumbled with the buttons on the front of her shirt. Her breasts were too large to button it all the way now but she managed to get enough of them closed so that she looked halfway decent. The thin fabric didn’t do much to hide her engorged nipples though. Too bad! She took off running for the stairs, breasts bouncing wildly.


Chapter 4

She hoped it wasn’t too late. What if Adele was right and she was the one? Oh, it was all so exciting. The corners of her mouth widened to a smile as she chugged up the stairs.

As she rounded the first floor landing, looking down at her feet to avoid tripping, she ran straight into someone and a stack of papers exploded between them, littering the floor around them. Josslyn immediately dropped down to her knees, starting to collect them. “Oh my god,” she said. “I am so sorry. I was so worried about tripping I wasn’t watching where I was going.”

“Josslyn?”

Looking at the person for the first time. “Adele!” She shot up from the floor and lunged at her friend, throwing her arms around her. “Are you mad at me? I hope you’re not. I’m so sorry. You were totally right.”

Adele pulled back away. “I’m not mad. I thought you were. I wasn’t sure where you went off to. I just came from the third floor. I thought you would be up there spying on your…” She trailed off and was staring at Josslyn’s chest now. “Um, did you do something new, uhh,” waving her hand in front of Josslyn’s breasts saying, “in this area?” A confused look on her face.

Josslyn said, “Listen, I don’t have time to chat right now. I just wanted to tell you that you were totally right.”

Adele nodding her head slowly, still staring at Josslyn’s chest.

“You were right,” she continued, “I just need to go talk to her. March right up there, throw her down on the ground and show her what she’s missing.”

Adele looked up at her face. “Umm, did I say that?”

“I gotta go. Thanks for the advice.” She started running up the stairs again, calling over her shoulder, “Wish me luck!”

By the time she got to the third floor she could barely breathe and her heart pounded beneath her breasts. But there she was, in Study Room 7 like always, sitting at the desk reading with her back to the large window separating the room from the rest of the library.

Josslyn took a moment to collect herself, catch her breath. She smoothed her skirt down, adjusted her boobs making sure they weren’t popping out again, and ran her fingers through her hair. Probably looked like a wild woman. If Selina didn’t like it, well too bad for her.

She marched over to the room then decided on a sneak attack and tip-toed in, biting her lip trying to keep from laughing at how much fun she was having. When she was right behind her, she bent down leaning her breasts on Selina’s neck and covered her eyes with her hands shouting, “Guess who?!”

It must have scared her because she jumped up, ramming the top of her head into Josslyn’s chin. The force of the blow knocked Josslyn back and she flailed her arms, almost falling over, but managed to catch her balance.

“Ouch!” she said rubbing her chin, “that hurt.”

At first Selina was looking at her all serious like a scared animal or something, then her face slowly relaxed. She must have recognized her. Then she swallowed hard and she was looking right at Josslyn’s breasts. They were super popular today it seemed. She decided she should go bra-less more often.

“Hi,” Selina said. “Umm. I don’t know if we’ve ever formally met. I’m–“

“Selina,” she said, “I know. You’re really cute, you know that?”

“Um, I guess.”

“Do you think I’m sexy?” she asked, taking a step towards Selina.

Selina’s face started to redden.

“Awww, don’t get all shy on me. I won’t bite,” she said, smiling. Then she thought of something and quickly added, “Unless you want me to bite.”  Her face serious now to show her she cared. “Are you into that? It’s totally cool if you are we just need to have a safe word.” The words came out of her mouth fast like when kids blow bubbles and at first if they blow too hard the bubbles pop getting soap all over their faces and she realized she was speaking too quickly and tried to slow down. Taking a deliberate pause before saying, “What about Omaha?”

Selina frowned and squinted her eyes. “Omaha?”

“Yeah, for a safe word.”

“Umm.”

“It’s okay we can figure that out later. But right now I’m going to kiss that cute little mouth of yours.” She started moving towards her, feeling sexy and confident, wishing she had done this ages ago.

Selina backed away from her, leaning her head back like a boxer dodging punches. But then she backed herself right into the table and she had nowhere else to go, leaning back still like she was on the ropes trying to avoid that knock-out punch the whole crowd knew was coming.

Josslyn leaned into Selina, her breasts pressed up against the smaller woman’s chest. Selina smelled like lilacs in the spring time. Something Josslyn hadn’t smelled since she was a little girl growing up in Michigan, picking wild flowers with her grandfather.

And then her lips were on Selina’s. As they kissed for the first time all thoughts left her mind. She ran her tongue across her soft bottom lip, and Selina’s mouth parted ever so slightly, inviting her inside. 

When their tongues brushed against each other it was like something went off inside Selina because she stopped leaning away. She wrapped her arms around Josslyn, pulling her tight, and probed her tongue into Josslyn’s mouth.

Then, slowly, Selina moved her head back away from her. Their eyes locked. At this range Josslyn saw her beautiful blue eyes had small flecks of yellow mixed in like sunflowers floating on a lake.

“Wow,” Selina said, still looking steadily into Josslyn’s eyes.

The way Selina was looking at her it was like there was some secret hidden deep inside the dark of Josslyn’s pupils, and if Selina concentrated hard enough she might be able to figure it out.

“I’ve wanted,” Josslyn said, “to do that for so long.”

“Me too.”

“Well, why didn’t you silly?”

“I don’t know,” Selina said, looking away finally. “I didn’t think you were into me.”

She laughed.

“What’s so funny?” Looking at her again, Selina’s eyebrows turning up in the middle.

“It’s just that if you knew how much I am into you, you would never say that.”

Selina leaned forward and kissed her again, their tongues darting back and for, the smooth surfaces gliding over each other, pushing and then pulling away.

Josslyn moaned softly against Selina’s mouth, her moist cunt aching for her. So many nights she’d thought about this moment and now that it was here it was more than she’d ever imagined. She pushed her hips into Selina, grabbed her ass.

Then Selina reached up and placed her hand on Josslyn’s breast, gently squeezing it.

Her nipples were so sensitive even the slightest touch sent her reeling, and as Selina touched her there, Josslyn threw her head back and pulled Selina’s head down into her cleavage.

In her soft way, Selina kissed the supple skin of Josslyn’s breast, massaging her hard nipples through the thin fabric of her shirt.

Josslyn’s pussy throbbed, moist with desire for this woman. This woman she’d been so afraid of for so long. This woman who touched her in a way so soft and with so much good intention she couldn’t believe she’d ever associated her with a feeling of fear.

She took Selina’s hand in hers–it felt so familiar to her; like an old friend–and pulled Selina with her over to the couch, and sat her down then kneeled on the ground between her legs, one hand on each thigh, gripping her tightly, digging her fingers in. Their eyes still locked together, she ran her hands up Selina’s legs until they rested on her mound. She found her engorged clitoris, and pressed it.

Selina’s eyes widened.

“Mmm, somebody’s excited,” she said. “Naughty girl.” Giggling.

Selina grinned at her.

Josslyn’s hands moved to Selina’s belt and she started to open it.

Selina’s hands darted to hers, closing around them. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“Relax,” Josslyn said. “You’ll love it, I promise.”

“I have no doubt I would love it,” Selina said. “But should we be doing this here? Anybody could see.” She pointed behind her to the large window that separated the study from the rest of the library.

“Look,” Josslyn said, “we’ve waited way too long to do this so we have to make up for lost time. Starting right now.” She pushed Selina’s hand away and managed to get her belt open and was working on her zipper when she stopped her again.

“Okay, I agree with that… to an extent. But still somebody could walk in on us. Hell, they just have to walk by that window.”

“People hardly ever come up here, baby,” she said. Liking how that sounded–baby. Something lovers said to each other. “Isn’t that why you’re always here? So nobody would bother you?”

“I guess,” she said.

“So just relax and let me do this. We both need to learn to loosen up some.”

“Hmm.” She didn’t seem totally convinced but she let go of her hand.

Josslyn finished undoing Selina’s pants and grabbed her waistband by her hips. “Up,” she said.

Selina lifted her hips up for her and she pulled her pants and underwear all the way down to her ankles revealing her beautiful, shaved pussy.

“Don’t look so worried,” she said. “You’re going to love this.” She ran her finger tips over Selina’s glistening lips then licked all along her cleft, looking up at her the entire time, wanting to see her expression as she pleasured her.

Selina’s mouth opened and she inhaled sharply when Josslyn’s tongue reached throbbing clitoris.

Josslyn pressed her tongue into Selina’s folds, savoring the sweet nectar she found inside. Selina tasted just as good as she thought she would.

Above her, Selina let out a deep sigh, closing her eyes now, the muscles in her face relaxed.

Selina grabbed tightly around the hair at the back of Josslyn’s head, pulling her mouth tight into Selina’s pussy.

Josslyn pressured her tongue deep into Selina’s folds savoring every part of it. She pulled away for a moment, running her fingers deftly up and down the length of Selina’s smooth cleft, wet with her saliva, before pressing her mouth back against her crush’s sopping wet pussy, flicking her tongue lightly across the hard clitoris.

“Oh, fuck,” Selina said.

Josslyn moaned against Selina’s clitoris, vibrating it. Her own pussy gushed into her panties and she wanted Selina to touch her. But she also wanted Selina to come in her mouth. There would be plenty of time for her own pleasure later, she decided, and took her mouth away from Selina’s cunt, a thin line of saliva connecting them for a moment before it broke. She had a beautiful pussy. Perfectly shaped and currently engorged with blood. She kissed the opening once more stood up in front of her.

“I want you,” Josslyn said.

Selina took a deep breath, then slowly nodded.

Josslyn smiled then reached up under her skirt and pulled her pink panties down. Stepped out of them. They were soaking wet. She unbuttoned her shirt, leaving it on but letting her larger than normal breasts hang freely. Then she pulled her skirt up to her waist, revealing her wet pussy to Selina. She started to climb into Selina’s lap, ready to have that beautiful pussy close to her own.

“Wait,” Selina said.

Josslyn bit her lip. “What is it now, baby? You still think somebody’s going to see us?”

“No. Well, yeah I do, but I was going to say that I have a vibrator in my bag.”

“Oh,” she said. “That’s wonderful. Always prepared.”

Josslyn took Selina’s hand and helped pull her up off the couch then watched her, trying not to laugh while she waddled over to the table with her pants around her ankles, looking very much like an emperor penguin, her cute white butt hanging out below her shirt. Then it was too much for Josslyn and she bust out laughing.

“What?” Selina said, waddling back with the dildo in her hand.

“Nothing, you’re just cute,” she said.

Selina sat back down with the vibrator in her hand.

Kneeling between Selina’s legs again, Josslyn kissed the dildo that the woman now held between her legs like a cock then she stood and hiked her skirt up again. Straddling Selina she took the dildo in her hand and lowered herself down onto it. Her wet lips parting for Selina as the rubber cock slid passed the tight walls of her sex until it was fully inside her.

They stayed like that for a moment, looking into each others eyes–practically strangers yet there was something there that was so familiar, so right.

Josslyn began to rock her hips up and down, making love to Selina and moaning softly, savoring the fullness inside her. Letting the other woman work the dildo in and out at a slow pace. How long had it been?

Selina seemed to know just how to touch her because the way she kissed and licked and nibbled at Josslyn’s breasts was driving her wild.

Josslyn arched her back swaying in union with Selina, moaning louder, getting fucked by this sensitive and nerdy woman. In the library no less. She lost all sense of time as they made love, giving each other everything they had.

After a while Josslyn said, “I want to turn around. Can I do that? Do you mind?”

“You can do anything you want to me,” Selina said.

“Rawr.” She made a clawing gesture at her. “Careful, I might take you up on that.” She got up off her, sighing as the dildo slipped out of her, and took off the rest of her clothes, throwing them over her shoulder. The couple from before came back to her now and she couldn’t remember why she’d been so mad at them. They were just enjoying life. Enjoying each other.

Josslyn bent over at the waist in front of Selina, giving her a full view of her pussy and ass, and looked back at her, biting her lip before she started giggling.

“Come here you,” Selina said.

Josslyn backed up to her, wiggling her butt as she went and lowered herself back down onto the dildo. Oh my god. It felt so amazing. Why oh why had she waited so long to do this. She started fucking Selina again, propping herself up on Selina’s legs, the rubber cock deep inside. Her breasts bounced around wildly and she held one in her hand, so close to coming.

Then through the window she saw someone walking towards them. Oh well, there was no way in hell she was stopping this close to having her first female-induced orgasm in who knew how long. She doubled her concentration into the growing sensation deep inside her pussy. The dildo hitting her in the perfect spot now and the walls of her cunt tightening around it.

The person was right at the window then. But it was not just any person, it was Adele! Her mouth was wide open, just staring.

Josslyn waved at her, grinning. Her breasts still everywhere as she bounced up and down. She motioned for her to come inside. Josslyn was so close to coming herself.

Adele slowly walked in with the cutest, concerned look on her face. “Are you crazy?”

Selina stopped fucking her now that Adele was there so Josslyn was grinding into her. Really close. “Don’t stop,” she said. “I’m so close.”

Then Selina was fucking her again. What a girl.

“Hello? Am I invisible here?” Adele said.

“God, you were so right, Adele,” Josslyn. “I think she’s the one.” The word ‘one’ turning into a moan.

“Did you drug her?” Talking to Selina.

“No, she came onto me,” Selina said, out of breath. “What was I supposed to do? Look at her. She’s so… hot.”

“Yeah,” Adele said, “well Mr. Dent is on his way up here, you better not let him find you like this. You’ll lose your job.”

“Adele! I can’t stop now.” She moaned. “Oh, yeah, right there, baby. Adele, will you distract him? Please?”

“Oh my god,” she said. “Is this my life? Who the hell are you? Just hurry okay?” Then she was gone.

“Oh fuck, baby,” Josslyn said. “I’m about to come.”

Selina thrusted the dildo into her harder, their legs making a loud slap each time they collided.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck.” Her pussy exploded with pleasure and she leaned back onto Selina, letting the orgasm consume her. It radiated out from between her legs, deep into her belly, and her whole body tingled from the rush of energy.

When it was all finished and they were fully clothed again, they lay on the couch speaking to each other in those hushed and caring tones that only lovers use, asking each other questions, learning all about the other one, taking in every small bit of detail, holding onto it, savoring it as if it were the secret to life.

Then it came time for the library to close and Selina walked Josslyn out those large front doors, holding her hand. They exchanged numbers and made plans to meet the next day for their first date. Selina wanted to take her to the opera. She said Josslyn would love it.

On the train home Josslyn felt different. A smile hadn’t left her face since that last kiss Selina gave her on the steps of the library and she’d told her how pretty she was. Josslyn’s shirt fit her normally again, somehow her breasts were back to their normal size and she folded her arms over them, a little self-conscience about not having a bra on. Normally when she rode the train she didn’t talk to anyone, she would just put her head down and read her book. Once she had even pretended she was deaf when someone tried to talk to her. But now she found herself looking around, smiling at people. And they were smiling back.

A cute, old woman got on at the next stop and sat down next to her. She took a pair of knitting needles out of her bag.

“Hi,” Josslyn said.

“Hello,” the woman said and they started talking.

Before she knew it, Josslyn found herself telling the woman that she thought she was in love.

“Oh, how wonderful dear,” the woman said. “When two people come together like that, there can be so much potential for growth. Pushing each other to question their boundaries.”

“Wow. Yeah I think I know what you mean.”

The old woman patted her on the leg and said, “I know you do.”
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Chapter 1

“Ladies and gentleman, we will be landing soon. Please place your seat backs and tray tables in the upright position, and have your seat belts securely fastened.”

I opened my eyes, still groggy, and looked around. I must have dozed off for a little bit. One of the Italian flight attendants walked by and I watched her perfect ass sway back and forth as she checked people’s seat belts. She could check anything she wanted on me, as far as I was concerned. If she was the typical woman they had in Italy then it was going to be a very, very good summer.

I had lots of choices for where I could do my semester abroad, but my criteria for choosing was pretty simple: I wanted to maximize my chance for losing my virginity to a woman. Nobody back home knew I was a lesbian and that was just fine with me. Italy, with its nude beaches and laid-back lifestyle seemed like the perfect fit. And if not, I could just hop on the train somewhere. Like maybe Amsterdam. I heard they had lots of lesbians there so that could be an option if I got to the end of the summer without getting laid. But hopefully it wouldn’t come to that. Either way, my first trip to Europe was going to be amazing.

Once we landed, I collected my bag and filed off the plane with the rest of the people. At the exit, the sexy flight attendant was saying good bye to everyone, and when I passed her she gave me a smile and said, “Ciao,” then winked. I felt my face turning red but I managed to return the smile before I hurried off. Had I already missed a chance? That smile seemed like it was more than normal. It could have meant, “Hey sexy american, why didn’t you finger fuck me in the bathroom?”

She probably was just smiling like that at everyone, I told myself.  No reason to get depressed about missed opportunities before I’d even set foot in the country. There would be plenty of chances. I just had to be patient.

First things first, I needed to find my host family. I’d been exchanging emails with the mother. Isabella was her name and her English wasn’t that great but she seemed nice enough. It was her and her husband and their two children who were about my age. She had all my flight info and told me she’d be waiting at the terminal for me. I looked around as I entered the crowded airport, not sure how I was supposed to find her. There were hip Europeans everywhere and I was immediately struck by the amount of men carrying little purses walking next to smoking hot women. If these guys could land women like that while they were carrying a man-purse then surely I would be golden.

There was no sign of Isabella yet. Mrs. Basso I guess I should call her. Or Signora Basso or something. I’d have to find out how you were supposed to refer to her. But actually I didn’t even knew what she looked like so even if she was standing right in front of me I wouldn’t know it.

After I got my bag and made my way through customs, I started looking for Isabella.

A woman dressed in a tight, white dress showing off her cleavage caught my eye and I tried to nonchalantly look at her without staring, something I’d been working on lately. Her dark hair and perfect olive-colored skin were what I’d imagined Italian women would look like when I’d signed up for this. There was a man in a black suit next to her holding a card with something written on it right. She was looking around and I could’t help but notice her amazing breasts as she did. Then she looked right at me before I had a chance to turn away. Shit. I was so bad at checking women out.

She walked towards me, smiling, the man following close behind, and I felt the familiar warmth in my face as the blood rushed to the surface, letting everyone know I was embarrassed. Why was that even a thing? It made no sense. How could my ancestors have an evolutionary advantage by blushing? I looked down and pretended my shoe was untied and bent down, quickly loosening the laces before I fumbled to get them back together, somehow forgetting how to tie them.

While I tried desperately to get some semblance of a knot going, a pair of heels clacked against the floor in front of me. I looked at them, then my eyes slowly moved up the legs they belonged to, a pair of perfect, smooth brown calves gave way to the bottom of a white dress. I swallowed hard then stood up to face the woman.

My eyes were drawn for a moment to the card the man was holding which for some reason had my name on it, but before I had a chance to process that my eyes darted back and were trapped by the perfect cleavage between her large breasts.

“Hello,” she said in an Italian accent.

I managed to look her in the eyes and was immediately stuck by how beautiful they were. Almost hypnotic. I looked back over at the man and his sign, before coming back to her doing my best to not stare at her tits. I felt my nipples starting to harden. “That’s my name,” I said.

“You’re Lacey?”

I nodded, trying to think unsexy thoughts, not wanting to embarrass myself in front of the very first Italian woman I met.

“Oh wonderful. It’s such a nice American name,” she said, her face lighting up. ‘I’m Isabella!” She lunged forward before I had a chance to react, hugging me, and burying my face in her bosom.

All hope I had of not becoming aroused left as my nose slipped between this sexy woman’s tits. They were so warm and full. “Hi,” I managed to say, pulling away.

She put her hands on my shoulders, her full, beautiful lips spread wide into a smile, and kissed one of my cheeks then the other. I could feel the moisture from her mouth still on my skin and my pussy was starting to become wet.

“I am so excited you are here,” she said slowly, trying to make sure she said the words correctly.

“Me too,” I said and tried to smile and figure out what to say, but nothing came to me, so I just kept smiling and covering myself.

She looked down at the bag I was holding. “Let my driver help you with that.” Her reached his hand out to try to take it but I pulled away just before he could grab it.

“No, I got it.” Then I was worried I’d been too rude and I quickly added, “But, thank you very much for offering.”

“Okay, well my car is parked outside. Let’s head back to the house.”

Her “car” was actually a really nice limo. She didn’t say anything about it and I thought it might be rude to ask so I tried to just enjoy it. I was able to make a little small talk sitting right next to her in the back seat during the ride back to the house. The initial shock of having an actual MILF as my host mother started to wear off and I became a little more comfortable. The Italian country-side was green, and the rolling hills covered in olive trees gave way to the blue sea beyond. It was one of the most beautiful things I’d ever seen.

Their house was high up on a cliff, overlooking the Mediterranean Sea, and it was by far the biggest house I’d ever seen. While the driver collected my bags I followed her inside, stealing glances at her curvy backside, noting the lack of a panty line. 

“I hope you don’t mind,” she said, “but the rest of the family is on vacation for two-weeks. It’s just us.”

I smiled at her. “Just us and the driver?” He had disappeared into the house somewhere with my suitcase.

“He lives in the servants quarters with the rest of the help. They don’t come here unless I call for them.”

That was an unexpected development. I was going to be spending the next two weeks alone with this sexy, rich, Italian woman. Things were looking up already.

“You can have my son’s room until he gets back, then we’ll figure something else out.” She led me to his room. It was simple but clean. The walls were covered with pictures of soccer players, and there was a bed, a desk and a window looking out to the sea.

“It’s perfect,” I said, finding my bag was already there on the bed. “Really, this is amazing. Thank you so much for having me.” I wanted to hug her again, partly to show my appreciation but also to feel those large, soft breasts against my face. I resisted because it seemed a little creepy and I didn’t want to creep her out as soon as I got here.

She put her hand on my head, ruffling my hair, then ran her fingers down my cheek, her long finger nails dragging lightly across the skin. “You’re a good girl,” she said. “I think you’ll really like it here in Italy.”

“I know I will.”

Later, she cooked me a huge Italian dinner but I could barely keep my eyes open during it. I tried to eat as much as I could because I didn’t want to offend her but I kept nodding off. Finally, I told her I had to go to sleep. I think I passed out as soon as my head hit the pillow, because normally I would have masturbated before going to sleep.
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