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SHUSH


Kannan Feng


The library was a dim and echoing place after hours, and Marjo’s stilettos, brand new and shiny black, produced sharp hard clicks against the cold tile floor. In her short black dress, she looked like she should have been at a cocktail party, not a library, and she nervously tugged down the hemline, peering into the darkness.


“Kendall?” she called out uncertainly. “Where are you?”


The echoes had barely died down when a hard hand shot out and snagged her by the elbow.


Marjo’s startled yelp was stopped by a warm hand over her mouth, and she heard a familiar chuckle next to her ear even as another hand stroked her breast, light as a feather.


“Don’t you know you’re supposed to be quiet in the library?” Kendall said, turning her around.


Kendall’s gaze was appreciative, making Marjo blush and stare at her toes. The dress was slightly tight, and her white breasts were dramatically framed by the daring V-neck. Underneath, her bare legs were pale in the dim light and the four-inch heels that she wore so unsteadily made them seem impossibly long.


“You look good, babe,” Kendall said approvingly, reaching out to sweep Marjo’s black hair back from her face. “You look perfect.”


“So do you,” Marjo murmured and Kendall laughed. In her tall boots, jeans and band T-shirt, she looked as slim and tough as a young boxer, but Marjo could still see the elegant curve of her hip and the weight of her breasts underneath her worn T-shirt.


“Well, come on, then,” Kendall said, curving a hand around Marjo’s waist. “I’ve got it all set up for you.”


The reading room was harshly lit with fluorescent lights that buzzed when Kendall hit the switch. There was a large leather-bound book lying closed in the middle of the table. It looked as prim as a bible, but Marjo knew what it really was, and her hands itched to open it.


She reached out to pull it closer to her, but Kendall stopped her with a hard swat to her barely clothed backside. Marjo cried out in protest and Kendall grinned wider.


“Sorry, babe,” she said, not sounding sorry at all. “Look at it where it is.”


Marjo frowned, looking between Kendall and the book. The tables in the reading room were tall, coming up to her waist, and she couldn’t reach the book at all unless . . .


She realized what Kendall wanted, and after a moment, blushing hard, she leaned over the table. She found that when she propped herself up on her elbows, she could reach the leather volume easily. Of course, it left her ass tilted up perfectly to Kendall’s appreciative hands, and Marjo shifted nervously from foot to foot.


“Well, what are you waiting for? We haven’t got all night.”


Marjo nodded and opened the book even as a warm hand slid from her knee up to her inner thigh. Her breath came a little harder as she tried to focus on the first page, where two women touched each other’s corseted waist and a Victorian font described the beautiful art of women loving women.


“Is it good?” Kendall asked, and Marjo nearly jumped because she could feel Kendall’s breath on the side of her thigh even as the other woman’s hand crept higher and higher.


“Yes . . .” Marjo managed to say. “It’s exactly what I wanted . . .”


She tried to read the insectile text next to the picture, but then she gasped when Kendall ran a wet tongue up the back of her thigh, ending at the crease of her buttock.


“Oh!” she whimpered, her hands tightening convulsively into fists, and Kendall’s laugh was low and amused.


“Did you think I wasn’t going to have some fun while you’re checking out antique stroke mags?”


Marjo might have answered that if Kendall hadn’t pushed her knees open, widening Marjo’s stance. She could feel the cool library air on her bare skin and then she felt Kendall’s fingertips, dragging along her slit. She was already a little wet and her flesh parted easily under Kendall’s touch.


“Go on,” Kendall said, her voice a little challenging. “Read your book, Marjo.”


Marjo nodded tightly, and turned the page. Now the one woman had undressed the other, sliding a hand under layers and layers of skirts, and Kendall’s hands spread Marjo’s cheeks, revealing the slick pink skin between.


“That’s nice, you’re already enjoying yourself, aren’t you?”


She didn’t have to reply. Her bent position gave Kendall plenty of clearance to spread Marjo’s cunt with her thumbs, and when Kendall leaned in to taste that damp flesh, Marjo couldn’t resist a soft whimper. She meant to read, but her eyes drifted closed as the tip of Kendall’s tongue darted and dived, lapping at Marjo and making her even wetter.
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