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READING BETWEEN THE THIGHS


Chris Westlake


It was seven thirty, just an ordinary Wednesday night. Silence filled the fifth floor of the library. Studious faces were buried deep inside textbooks. The librarian sat behind her large wooden desk, prim and proper in a white blouse, brown hair tied in a perfect bun. A student casually viewed her over the top of his book, observed her updating records on the computer screen. He had no reason to suspect that, hidden away beneath the big wooden desk, her skirt was hitched high over her pink thighs. Or that she leaned forward in her chair, not to closely scrutinize the data on the screen, but to caress her exposed sex against the smoothness of the desk. Or that tonight was far from the first time she had masturbated herself to an orgasm, the rest of the students innocently oblivious.


Amanda Morgan had worked in the library for nine years. She was a fresh-faced twenty-two-year-old when she had faced the scrutiny of the interview panel: three men close to retirement wearing musky old suits. Amanda did her best to look and act the part. She wore a conservative black skirt with a plain white blouse. It was not that difficult; she hardly ever wore anything extravagant.


“Could you please tell us why you want this job, Ms Morgan?” one of the men asked.


She gave a carefully rehearsed response. “I have always been a lover of knowledge. And this great institution will give me an opportunity to enlighten others . . .” She continued – and continued – until she suspected that one of the interviewers had closed his eyes, possibly dozed off.


Amanda did love learning. She loved everything about books, from their own individual scents, to the hidden adventures that lay within the covers. But she was not naïve enough to pretend that these were the reasons for her fascination with libraries.


It began when she was eighteen. Amanda was studying for her A-levels. It had been a Wednesday night. She hid herself away on the fifth floor of the library. It was the top floor – always the quietest one – and after seven thirty it became virtually deserted. Amanda focused on her studies. She was aware that somebody was sat opposite: she had heard muffled movements when they had arrived an hour or so earlier. And she knew that the person was female: she had glimpsed (with some envy) a turquoise sterling silver ring when she sat down. But that was all she knew – their sections were separated by a tall wooden divider. This suited Amanda. She was free to concentrate on her studies in her own little world.


Her attention was only disturbed when something brushed against her underneath the table. She took little notice. It was just an accidental clash of feet. The Renaissance of the fifteenth century demanded all of her concentration. But there it was again. This girl really was a bit careless, Amanda gently chided. She went to pull her chair back. Instead, she froze. The touches had moved from her shoe to her ankle. Only, it was apparent that the unknown girl had removed her own footwear. Amanda was wearing a pleated skirt, and she had no tights on underneath; it was now naked flesh brushing against naked flesh.


Amanda dared not move. She stared at the words on the page; tightly gripped the corners of the book. Her cheeks were burning. Amanda quickly considered her options. She could move away. She could stand up and protest. Or she could sit and do nothing.


She sat and did nothing.


The caresses continued along her calf. It was such a delicate, sensual touch. The soles of her feet were silky smooth, so soft and feminine. Amanda noticed her knuckles whiten as the grip on her book tightened. She cursed herself for how she felt. Goddamn it, she was enjoying it. Amanda had never been with a girl before, although privately she had thought about it often enough. Now she longed to reach down and take the foot in her hands, rub each toe individually with her fingers, direct them to where she craved to be touched the most. She knew though that her palms were dampening at probably the same rate as her sex. So, instead, she gripped her book as if her life depended on it; tried desperately to stop her body from trembling.
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