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      I never particularly enjoyed going to the library. Beyond the hassle of dealing with crosstown traffic to get there, it always seemed such a chore to find what I was looking for. Whether I was searching through the card catalogue, the microfilm reels, or even asking the librarian, everything moved at a snail's pace. Having to search through the stacks, access the hard copy, then flip through all the pages to pinpoint my reference material—it all seemed so archaic.

      Searching online was so much more efficient. From the comfort of my home office, I could tap in a few search words and within a couple of clicks, get exactly what I wanted.  Unfortunately, today, I had no choice but to do it the old-school way. I needed to reference some old newspaper ads to get some ideas for a design project I was working on, and only the library went as far back as I needed.

      At least I could count on a relatively quiet environment to do my research.  Normally, there were few distractions to get in the way of completing the task at hand.  People seemed to respect the rules of public decorum in a library more than other public places like the movie theater or a restaurant. Freed from trilling cell phones and loud side chatter, everybody went about their personal business quietly and politely.

      But, today, as I walked toward the microfiche department, something unusual caught my attention. A nun in full regalia stood at the reference desk talking with the librarian. There was something about her manner of dress that seemed out of place among the casual jeans and shorts that other library patrons wore. Her black and white hooded frock stood in sharp contrast to the colorful and largely bare-skinned wardrobe of the other customers.

      Like many other bystanders, I caught myself slowing down to stare at her.  I saw a few people whispering and snickering amongst themselves as they pointed at her, and I began to feel sorry for the woman. Why should we judge her any differently, I thought, for quietly practicing her faith? There was something admirable about anyone in today's age who could so thoroughly dispense with the material and ego trappings of the modern world.

      I was about to continue on my way minding my own business, when the nun turned around. She was much younger than I expected, perhaps in her early twenties, and absolutely stunning. The only part of her that I could see was the front of her face from her chin to her eyebrows. The rest of her head was covered in a white balaclava and hood that draped past her shoulders. She wasn't wearing any makeup, which only seemed to magnify her beauty.

      Her pretty face was highlighted with plump rosebud lips, high cheekbones, and soft brown eyebrows. But the feature that stood out most prominently was her eyes. Her irises had an arresting—almost haunting—azure blue color, glimmering like glacial pools surrounded by the snow white hood encircling her head. She could have been a supermodel, and for all I knew, maybe she was. How someone that stunning could turn her back on all the temptations and opportunity that would have fallen into her lap, was a mystery to me.

      Now I was even more intrigued by this stranger, and as much as I wanted to respect her privacy, I simply couldn't take my eyes off her. The librarian handed her a piece of paper and as the nun headed in the direction of the stacks, I followed a safe distance behind. Her billowing robe covered her body almost to the floor, but I could tell from the tight cinch of her belt around her waist that she had a slender figure under her heavy clothes.

      As she walked toward the stacks, I tried to discern the shape and contour of her body, but her heavy vestments wouldn't betray what secrets lay beneath.  But this only added to her allure. It was what I couldn't see that made her even sexier.  I began to undress her with my eyes, imagining a model-perfect figure to match her face, and bit my lip trying to stifle my rising passion. As my panties began to moisten, I felt ashamed responding to this innocent creature in this way, but I couldn't stop.

      Get a hold of yourself, girl, I admonished myself, under my breath.

      When she retreated into the narrow space between two tall stacks, I stopped by a chair and placed my hand on the backrest for support.   I could hear my breath escalating in excitement and had become weak in the knees. I'd never encountered another person—man or woman—who'd had such a powerful and visceral effect on me.  I pulled out the chair and sat down, pretending to look through my purse so as not to be obvious that I'd been following her.

      There were some loose textbooks in the middle of the table, and I grabbed one and opened it, pretending to read. I had no idea what the subject matter was because my focus was blurred trying to watch the nun's movement out of the corner of my eye. My pussy was burning in excitement, and I crossed my legs and rubbed my thighs together, trying to give my aching clit some direct stimulation. If there hadn't been so many people around, I would have torn off my clothes and cum within seconds fingering myself.

      The nun stood in front of the stack tracing her finger over the spine of some books, trying to cross-reference the call numbers with the paper the librarian had given her. Her eyebrows pinched together in confusion, and for a moment I considered going over to offer some help. But I wasn't sure I could even talk, let alone make any sense, I was so smitten by her beauty. When she leaned forward to take a closer look at one of the books, I squinted to see if I could catch the protrusion of her bosom.  But there was nothing to be revealed.  It was almost as if she had multiple layers under her clothes to camouflage any hint of her female form.

      Those Catholics sure know how to design a uniform to conceal a woman's shape. But I suppose that's the whole point. To minimize the possibility of any temptation—from within or without.

      She was wearing a virtually impenetrable barrier to the outside world. My mind began to wander, wondering what kind of undergarments she might be wearing.  Was she wearing a traditional corset or a push-up bra? Granny panties or boy-shorts? Nylons or bare legs? Or maybe nothing at all?

      You could get away with just about anything under all that get-up, I thought.

      I could feel the wetness beginning to spread in the crotch of my tight jeans, and I squeezed my legs together to pull the inseam harder against my throbbing clit. When the nun kneeled down close to the floor to pull a book from the bottom shelf, I couldn't stop myself.

      I wish she were kneeling over my face.  Oh, how I could give her a taste of earthly delights.

      I began to wonder if she'd ever felt the loving touch of another man or woman. Or if she'd even touched herself, for that matter. I didn't know much about a nun's vows, but I knew they had something to do with remaining chaste and renouncing most worldly pleasures. It was hard to imagine having no sexual feelings, but if they kept their bodies covered in this manner, it would certainly minimize temptation. The nun never seemed to look beyond her direct field of interest or make eye contact with anyone other than the person with whom she was transacting. Perhaps she'd been trained this way, because there were plenty of scantily clad attractive young men and women scattered about the room to distract one's attention.

      Suddenly, she stood up and placed a book under her arm.  Then she walked to the rear section of the stacks and turned to walk down the rear aisle beyond my line of sight. After a few moments, I stood up from my desk and went into an adjacent column of stacks to see if I could trace her movement. I pretended to search for a book but instead looked through the space between the shelves to peer through the stacks. I saw her black robe moving to the far rear corner of the library, where she sat down on a large upholstered reading chair.

      I grabbed the largest book I could find then headed in the direction of the nun. Not wanting to appear too obvious, I stopped at another upholstered chair about thirty feet away, turned slightly in her direction. I sat down and crossed my legs, then opened the large book on top of my knee. I laughed at my lame attempt at subterfuge, but at least it afforded a modicum of privacy while enabling me to continue spying on my new obsession.

      As I peered over the spine of my book at the nun, I struggled to see what she was reading. I couldn't make out the title beyond the large cross appearing on the front cover.

      Jesus—is she reading a version of the Bible? Now I'm definitely going to hell for having lascivious thoughts about a devoted woman while she's praying!

      But there was no turning back. I was fascinated by this angelic beauty and couldn't take my eyes off her. As she read her book, I studied her face closely from the side. She had flawless alabaster skin, soft rosy cheeks, and a slender, perfectly-straight nose. Whenever she blinked, I could see her long, full eyelashes fluttering over her iridescent eyes. Her expression rarely changed, but every now and then I'd see the edges of her lips curl upwards in a gentle smile as if taken by a passage of her book.

      How I'd love to feel those lips smiling around my love button, I thought, feeling my clit tingling in my tight jeans.

      The more I looked at her, the more aroused I became, until it was impossible not to touch myself. Having the advantage of elevated padded armrests flanking me on both sides and a large reference book propped up on my legs, I was concealed in my own little cocoon. As long as I was quiet and careful, I could do just about anything I wanted on my chair and no one would be the wiser.

      I looked around the room to ensure no one was watching, then I slowly uncrossed my legs and unzipped the front of my jeans and slid my fingers under my panties. But even with the front unzipped all the way, it was hard to reach far enough down into my tight jeans to reach my clit. My fingers pressed against the tight canvas, making it impossible to provide enough room to move around comfortably.

      I braced my left arm on the armrest and lifted my hips up slightly, then shimmied my hips just enough to pull my jeans about one inch away from my opening. Now I finally had a little room to operate. My panties were thoroughly soaked, and as I began to circle my clit with the middle finger of my right hand, I had to clench my jaw to stifle my moans. When I redirected my attention back toward the nun, I caught her looking up at me before quickly peering back down at her book.

      Shit! I thought. Had she caught on to what I was doing? She probably runs into all manner of perverts exposing themselves to her whenever she leaves the safety of her convent.

      I froze with my hand down my pants, wondering what to do. The nun seemed to have refocused her attention on her book. My shifting position had probably distracted her temporarily. She couldn't possibly know what I was doing, walled off the way I was. I looked around the rest of the room to make sure I was clear, then slowly resumed fingering my sopping wet pussy.

      As I touched myself, I watched the subtle changes in the nun's expression while she read. Her serious countenance made her appear even more model-like, as if she was posing for a camera.

      Did she know I was watching her? Did she sense I was turned on by her? If she had, wouldn't she have excused herself?

      Was she enjoying being watched?

      As I watched her quietly reading, my mind raced thinking of all the dirty things I wanted to do to her if I could get her out of that habit.

      What a funny term for a piece of clothing, I thought. I suppose it signifies her taking on a new form of habitual life. Whatever the garment's etymology, I was rapidly gaining a habit of my own for this sexy girl.

      Forgive me, Lord. Forgive me the sins of my flesh.

      As I began to feel the pleasure rising within me, my legs began to tremble, and I steadied my book on my thighs to disguise what was happening behind my armrests. As I neared my climax, my mouth unconsciously opened and just as I felt my orgasm take hold of me, the pretty nun looked up at me again. She must have known what I was doing from the tortured look of ecstasy on my face, and I looked away in embarrassment.

      But I'd passed the point of no return and could no longer hold back the floodgates. As I jilled my clit furiously under my book, I felt the first wave of pleasure sweep over me. I fought to stifle my moans, gagging on the open air with my mouth wide open. I tried to remain as still as possible as the orgasm washed over me, but with each contraction, my chest heaved spastically in my chair.

      The fact that I had to disguise the incredible pleasure radiating throughout my body only magnified its intensity. As I sat shaking uncontrollably in my chair, I thought the contractions would never end. I couldn't look at the nun for fear of betraying what was happening, so I peered straight ahead into the blurred text of my book.

      When my contractions finally stopped, I slumped down in my chair and exhaled heavily. In my effort to disguise my orgasm, I hadn't realized that I'd been holding my breath the entire time. I panned the room to make sure no one else had witnessed my silent pleasure, then slowly zipped up the front of my jeans.

      As I readied myself to silently slip out of the library, I noticed the nun shifting position in her chair for the first time.  She crossed her legs and I saw a sliver of skin appearing under her frock above her shoes.

      Was she giving me some kind of signal that she knew what I'd done and that she approved? Surely, she'd be discouraged from revealing any more skin in public beyond the small amount of her face?

      After a few moments, I noticed a gentle bobbing of her upper foot over her leg.

      Was she just indicating that she was happily engaged in her book? Or was this her way of revealing that she was really happy under her habit?

      As I peered over the top of my book and watched her more closely, I noticed that her hips were also squirming in her big armchair.

      She’s rubbing her thighs together as I was earlier, trying to stimulate her clit!

      It was hard to be certain, because she continued staring expressionless straight ahead toward her book, but I noticed her eyelashes were fluttering more rapidly than normal. When her lips suddenly parted a few millimeters, there was no longer any doubt.

      She was masturbating herself under her gown in plain view of the entire library! I looked around the room to see if anyone else was paying attention, then looked back at her face. Although she never directly returned my eye contact, the subtle changes of her facial expression and body movements told me everything I needed to know. As she rubbed her thighs together more firmly, her legs began moving more rapidly under her heavy tunic. The bobbing of her foot on her knee steadily picked up pace, and her face began twitching almost imperceptibly.

      Suddenly, a deep flush fell over her cheeks and her back pulled away from her chair as the cloth of her habit rippled in shockwaves. She was cumming under her habit, and I was the only one to witness it! I jammed my hand into my panties and came hard again as I plunged my fingers into my soaking snatch. I'd never witnessed anything so sexy in my entire life.  As I watched her sitting erect in her chair, spasming from her orgasm, my own pussy clamped down over my fingers in sympathy with her.

      Although the pretty nun and I never spoke or made further eye contact that day, something told me this wouldn't be the last I was to see of her.
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      For the rest of that day, I couldn't shake the pretty nun from my thoughts.  It wasn't just her celestial beauty—there was something about her veiled appearance that got me worked up.  Now that I knew she had sexual feelings, my mind raced with a million questions.

      Was this the first time she'd acted on her impulses?  Did she masturbate frequently in the privacy of her own room?  Or had she simply gotten turned on watching me play with myself?  Did she come to the library often for this express purpose?  Was this her only safe outlet for expressing her sexuality?  If so, why did she choose to live such a sheltered life, if she harbored such strong earthly desires?

      But mostly, I just obsessed about what she looked like under all her formal vestments.  As soon as I got home, I tore off my clothes and imagined our bodies bending together in every possible position.   I imagined sucking her and licking her and fucking her, making her come in every possible way I could conjure.  I fantasized about making her moan and scream in ecstasy, as I worshipped every square inch of her gorgeous body.

      After I came for about the tenth time that day, I lay in my bed exhausted and naked, thinking about how I might see her again.  Searching for her at the local abbey was out of the question.  They probably wouldn't even allow me to talk with her, and if so, it would only be through the front gate for a limited time.  And my chances of running into her elsewhere in the Chicago area were practically nil.  For all I knew, the library may have been the only sanctioned area outside the convent that she was allowed to visit.

      My only chance for seeing her again was at the library.  I knew that today's encounter might just have been a lucky happenstance, but I hoped that our silent tryst had awoken a primal urge within her that she'd want to revisit.  My only hope was that she'd return to the library again soon and that this time we'd have a chance to connect on a more personal level.  If so, I had no intention of letting her slip through my fingers again.  At the very least, I hoped we could have a coffee together to give me a chance to get to know her a little better.  I fell asleep that night imagining her lying beside me, our bodies intertwined, her skin still dewy from making love to me all day long.
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        * * *

      

      The following morning, I headed out early to be at the library for opening time.  I didn't want to take any chance that I might miss my blue-eyed nun if she had the same idea as me.  If I had to stay there all day every day for a month, I was ready to do whatever it took.  I packed my laptop to work on client projects in case she didn't show up, but if she did, I planned to be ready.  I wore a mid-thigh skirt and my favorite cream-colored silk blouse, with absolutely nothing on underneath.  As I walked up the front steps of the library, feeling the cool morning breeze wafting up against my bare pussy, my nipples hardened, producing two protrusions in my blouse.

      If she wants more of this, I thought, I'll really give her a show today.

      When the library opened, I searched every floor and every corner of the facility, but the nun was nowhere to be found.  I hadn't expected to see her right away, so I found an open table near the chair where she’d sat yesterday and flipped open my computer.  But as much as I tried to concentrate on my work, I kept glancing over at the vacant chair, thinking about what had happened yesterday.

      I glanced around the room to make sure no one could see my computer screen, then I typed in the search phrase videos of nuns having sex.  I paused before hitting the Enter key, then added the word lesbian.  I didn't want any men polluting my fantasy.  A video titled Confessions of a Sinful Nun popped up.  I clicked the pause button, then inserted my headphones into the audio jack so I'd be able to listen to the video privately.  The video was different from most other pornos, with top-quality cinematography, multiple attractive characters, and a real forty-minute story arc.

      This should distract me for a while, I thought.

      The video began with the mother superior at a convent informing a young nun that two other nuns had missed communion, asking her to search the surrounding grounds for them.  The pretty nun headed out along a trail in the woods, and after a few minutes heard the sound of two women giggling in a sheltered glade.  She peered through the branches and saw the two nuns fondling each other under their habits.  It didn't take long for them to remove most of their clothing, until they were wearing nothing but white stockings.

      As one of the nuns lay on the ground, the other one straddled her face, grinding her bush into the nun’s mouth.  While she humped the girls face, she turned her body and began fingering the other nun's pussy.  Before long, the nun on top began to shake, as her breasts quivered on her chest.  "Oh yes!" she said, pulling the other girl's head tighter against her pussy.  “Right there!"  Just as she came on the other girl’s face, the mother superior suddenly walked up behind the pretty nun and asked her if she'd seen anything.  The other girls overheard the conversation and quickly scampered away, while the third nun covered for them.

      If convent life is anything like this, I thought, no wonder my blue-eyed nun felt the need to travel so far afield to escape the overprotective clutches of her abbey.

      The video was part of an extended series, and as I watched each clip, I fingered myself quietly under my desk.  For over an hour, I took myself to the edge of climax, slowly backing down each time.  I wanted to save myself for my own special nun if she came back.  But when one of the scenes introduced a sister resembling the one I saw yesterday, I couldn't hold back any longer.  I was just about to cum when a familiar black and white figure emerged from the stacks about twenty feet away.

      It was the same blue-eyed nun from yesterday!

      She walked directly past my desk looking straight ahead, carrying another book under her arm.  She sat in the same chair as yesterday and opened the book on her lap, then peered up over the binding in my direction.  Her eyes widened when she recognized me, then she quickly crossed her legs and directed her attention back to her book.  I glanced at the chair I sat in yesterday and was disappointed to see that it was now occupied.  But from my vantage point just a little further away, I actually had a more direct view of the nun.  And from her seated position directly in front of me, she had a clear view of knees and skirt at crotch level.

      This could actually work out better than I expected, I thought.

      But as the nun kept her head buried in her book, feigning disinterest, I began to wonder if we'd crossed signals.

      Had I frightened her away yesterday with my bold overture? If so, why hadn't she just gotten up and moved to a location where I wouldn't be such a distraction?

      When her foot started bobbing again on her knee, her intention became clearer.

      What a sly fox.  She's signaling her interest in me through her body language.

      I closed my computer lid to give her an unobstructed view of my upper body, then unbuttoned two buttons on my blouse to reveal my cleavage.  As my breasts pressed firmly against the silk fabric, I could feel my nipples hardening once again.  The nun looked up from her book and did a doubletake, before directing her attention back down toward her book.

      "Yes," I whispered under my breath.  "Did you like that?  Give me a little more of your attention, and I'll really give you a show."

      The nun had her head down, but I could see her long eyelashes fluttering in excitement against her brow.  I knew she must have been torn between her vow of celibacy and her desire to engage me more directly.

      She just needs a little more incentive, I thought.

      I shifted position in my chair and spread my legs two feet apart.  A few seconds later, she peered up, and I wobbled my knees under the table to redirect her focus.  When her eyes dipped under my desk, they widened in shock when she saw my bare pussy exposed under my skirt.  This time, she didn't look away.

      As I spread my knees further apart, she stared straight into the junction of my thighs.  I reached under the table with my right hand and hiked my skirt up a few more inches.  She now had a clear, unobstructed view of my bare, glistening pussy.  She froze for a moment, staring between my legs, then peered down again into her book, as a flush fell over her cheeks.

      I smiled, knowing how conflicted she must have been between her pact with God and the tug of raging hormones racing through her system.  There was something about the frustration she was experiencing that made this even more of a turn on.  I looked around the room to make sure no one else was looking, then I placed my fingers over my clit and began to circle it slowly.

      If she looks up again, I'll make it impossible for her to turn away this time.

      I squeaked my chair, and within a few seconds, the nun's eyelashes lifted above her book again.  When she saw my hand between my legs, her leg straightened over her knee and her book wobbled on her lap.  As I placed my hand over my vulva and began to rub it over my slit, I could feel my juices spilling out of my pussy, coating my thighs and ass.  The feeling emanating from between my legs was sublime, magnified all the more knowing my pretty nun was getting just as wet as me under her heavy habit.

      As I began to feel my passion rising, my mouth opened unconsciously, and seeing the look of unadorned pleasure on my face, the nun's lips parted also.  Recognizing that we'd made sustained eye contact for the first time, I felt an electric charge go through me, and I pressed my fingers tighter against my snatch.  I could have come at any moment, but I wanted to savor this for as long as I could.

      When her eyes dipped back under my table, I slipped my middle fingers into my opening and began to fuck myself as my two outer fingers slid up and down the inside of my thighs.  I wanted to bring my other hand under the table to massage my clit directly, but it was too dangerous.  It would have been far too suspicious for any onlookers to see a woman squirming in her library chair with two hands pumping under the table.

      Instead, I pressed the palm of my hand against my mound and shimmied my hand up and down over my button while I pressed my two fingers as deep as I could into my hole.  The nun was now bouncing her eyes up and down between my face, my bouncing tits, and my cavitating legs under the table.  Her foot began bobbing more rapidly on her knee and I could see the front of her frock rising and falling as she breathed heavily.

      For the first time, I could make out the bulge of her breasts under her gown, and although they were heavily concealed by all the layers of fabric, I could tell she had a plump set of tits.  As I fantasized about sucking on them, I increased the pace of my finger-fucking and spread my legs wider, until they were almost a full one hundred and eighty degrees apart.

      As my orgasm began rising within me, my mouth gaped open and I nodded, indicating that I was about to cum, and the nun did the same.  Whether she was feeling the same sensations under her robe, or was simply mirroring my expression in sympathy with me, I wasn't sure.  When my climax finally poured over me, I thrust my hand hard against my mound and clamped down over my fingers.

      As the pretty nun watched the look of ecstasy wash over my face, I pressed back against my chair and sat shaking in a spastic seizure for a full thirty seconds.  When my contractions finally abated, I sat up in my chair with my fingers still embedded in my pussy, savoring the heightened sensitivity inside my warm cavern.

      When I finally regained my senses, I realized that I'd been so lost in my own pleasure that I'd temporarily lost focus on what the nun was doing.  I wasn't sure if she'd managed to rub one out herself, or if she had just been concentrating on enjoying my show.  But when she uncrossed her legs and spread her knees apart, her plan soon became apparent.  A few moments later, her right hand disappeared from the edge of her book and I noticed some movement under her gown in the area between her legs as the textbook in her lap begin to shake.

      Clever girl!  It looked like she'd cut a hole in the side of her frock so she could have direct access to her private areas.

      The movement under her gown began to take on a familiar and steady pattern as she began to squirm in her seat.  Our eyes met once again, and her lips parted as her chest began to rise and fall more rapidly.

      Fuck! I thought. She's actually going to let me watch her come this time!

      I pushed my fingers harder into my pussy and began shimmying my palm against my clit again.  But this time, I paced myself so I could cum with her.  As her movements under her robe increased in intensity, I sped up my movements in kind.  We were staring directly into each other's eyes now, and I could tell she was getting close.

      When she nodded her head to me signaling that she was about to cum, I couldn't stop myself from moaning as my second climax took hold of me.  The nun's thighs pulled together as she hunched forward in obvious climax, and I gushed all over my hand as the contractions inside my pussy sprayed my love juices all over my thighs and ass.  I clenched my face trying to stifle my moans, but a few pitiful whimpers escaped.  At this point, I didn't even care if anybody noticed what I was doing.  I was on my own special wavelength with the pretty nun across the aisle, and for now at least, we were the only two people in the room.

      After a few seconds, the nun's body relaxed and she lay back against her chair.  The book resting on her lap popped up as she pulled her hand from between her legs, then she smiled at me softly and closed her eyes, laying her head on the backrest.  I looked around the room to make sure no one else had witnessed our silent affair, then I pulled my sopping fingers out of my cunny and cleaned them with some wet wipes in my purse.

      There was no way I was going to leave the library alone today without at least talking to the pretty nun.  When she stood up from her chair ten minutes later and walked toward the stacks to return her library book, I quickly collected my belongings and followed her.  A dribble of lubrication run down the inside of my thigh as my pussy pulsed in excitement, knowing I was about to have my first real contact with the blue-eyed beauty.
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