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Mia crouched down behind the mops and brooms and clamped her hand over her mouth. She was terrified her nerves would make her shriek out as they had whenever she’d played hide-and-seek as a girl. She muffled an excited giggle as she sat on her heels. Her ears pricked as the clack clack of the librarian’s shoes passed close by the cupboard door, and paused...

“Leanne, did you remember to sweep behind the Twilight stand?”

Mia held her breath and scrunched her eyes shut as she heard the click of the handle turning.

“Yes, Mary,” another woman answered, and Mia strained to hear over the thump of her own heartbeat. “And the brush has been put away.”

Mia could imagine the assistant’s eyes rolling and relaxed a little as the door handle clicked back into place and the clacking starting up again. The electric air in the stifling space intensified as she took her hand from her mouth. The feeling of excitement had found its way to her panties, and she squeezed her thighs together and ground her ass cheeks into the leather of her heels. She made a fist and pressed the fabric of her skirt onto her mound. She felt very naughty and very confined. Mia realized her calves were going to sleep and tried to get up. Gathering herself, she used the wall as support and slid her way to standing but then wobbled and tripped over the mop bucket.

“Oh shit!” she exclaimed as she fell out into the main library. Just as she crashed onto the floor she heard the large oak front door slam shut and the delicious click of the key in the lock. Mia clambered up and smoothed down her skirt. With a nervous smile she congratulated herself on the success of phase one of her plan.

Now for phase two—to the computers! Her short time in the tiny space had left her hot and ready for an online session. Feeling her way inside the store room, she quickly found a flashlight, complete with working batteries. She switched it on, and the beam of light slid over the antique mahogany shelves and rows upon rows of books.

Mia twitched. What was that? She thought she’d heard something shift above her and pointed the shaft of light to the ceiling. It was high and intricately corniced with a dusty candelabra slowly swinging directly over her head. She shivered. The library seemed way more creepy in the dark. She gave herself a shake and dismissed the movements as a draft. She had cased the room earlier and knew exactly where to find the computers.

It had been a long and tantalizing two weeks since her own laptop had suddenly and without apparent reason died. She didn’t dare take it to the repair shop for fear that all her erotic drawings and stories would be found. She wondered at the time if her poor old computer had expired from the heat of it all.

With excitement bubbling in her throat, she threw herself into a blue office chair. Springy and comfy, she noted, good suspension for later. She squeaked as she flicked the power switch to all the computers. They blinked to life and she chose one.

Mia was an insomniac, and for months she’d wandered streets and corridors, wailing inwardly for the sweet relief of slumber. It had been a revelation one evening when she discovered the joy of erotic ebooks. She’d found some samples and slowly began buying and downloading more and more naughty reads. The self-love she indulged in after a good story or two, always sent her into a much sought after nap. The trouble was, they only lasted about an hour, so Mia needed at least six or seven really hot stories a night. Out of desperation, she’d hatched the plan to sneak into the library after hours.

She was salivating as her fingers traced their familiar way over the keys. Her pussy warmed as she basked in the electronic glow waiting for the desktop to load up. At last the computer flickered to life and her cursor danced on the screen.

“Damn it!” Mia cursed out loud. She had completely forgotten about the log in. She bit her bottom lip in frustration, hard enough to heighten her want. A hint of iron teased her tongue and she sucked on it, drawing out a tiny seam of blood. As she slammed her fists angrily on the desk, she suddenly remembered where she was.

Books!

What a novel idea. A few interesting titles had caught her eye earlier, but she had been so intent on her online affair she hadn’t paid them much attention. She made her way to the adult corner and chose an anthology at random. It looked brand new and didn’t have any stamps on the lending sheet.

Mia cast the flashlight around to find one of the couches that adorned the big room. As the light caught the end of the sofa, Mia thought she saw a shadow flit around behind it.

“Hello?” Her voice quivered, and a chill ran down her neck. She thought she heard an intake of breath and flung herself around the shelf, sweeping the flashlight back and forth over the books. Nothing. As a non-sleeper she was used to prowling the night alone, but she was most definitely not immune to freaking herself out.

She shrugged and took a seat on the cool, hard leather of the couch. She was cocooned in darkness, and it made her feel a little more comfortable. Taking off her sweater, she placed it at the small of her back, and stretched out her legs down the length of the sofa. As she took a deep breath and got ready to read, the same chill ran through her, over her chest this time, and Mia was amazed to feel her nipples stiffen under her blouse. She aimed the beam at her chest and sure enough, there they were standing proud and erect like frozen little buds. She reached up to one and rubbed it between her fingers. It really was cold. It was the oddest sensation, but one she was keen to explore further.

Holding the flashlight in her mouth, she untucked her top from her waistband and slid her hand up onto her bare breast. She opened the book with her other hand while softly massaging her nipple around and around.

The story began, setting up the characters and plot, but Mia skipped on until she found the words she was looking for: pussy, cock. She felt a flush deep between her legs as the sensation in her nipples intensified to both breasts now. The stimulation from her fingertips was being mirrored onto the other. The icy touch in her left breast was magnifying, as if it was being massaged by another person. She maneuvered the flashlight between her teeth to see the fabric of her shirt being pulled and puckered in time with the sensations. She shrieked, dropping the book and flashlight, and scrambled onto the floor.

“What the fuck was that?” Her voice was breathless and trembling. “Where are you?”

She was met with deathly silence, and she gulped in air to keep up with her heartbeat.

Warmth reclaimed her nipples, and her breathing slowed. She picked up the flashlight and swung it around, knowing that she wouldn’t see anything. Don’t be ridiculous, she kept telling herself over and over again. Shaking with both fear and arousal, she took her place on the sofa. She put the flashlight back in her mouth and picked up the book. As she brought it up to lean on her thighs, she realized it felt different. Her fingertips detected leathery raised text on the cover where before it had been smooth and pristine. She leafed the edge of the pages to feel them soft and worn, and inhaled the musty scent of an ancient tome. Mia was trembling when she finally shined the light on the title.

Ghost Lover.

The beautifully embossed gold font was bordered by strange dark symbols and patterns. Mia was still shaking as she opened the first page. It was blank, but as she looked more closely a smudge of black ink began to form and take the shape of perfectly handwritten words on the page.

My gift to you, Mia it spelled out in stunning calligraphy.

Mia didn’t know what to do. Run? Scream? Enjoy? She’d read about paranormal romance but never actually believed it could happen.

Concluding that she had hatched this plan to read erotica and get some relief from her nocturnal craving, she decided to relax and take this gift. After all, she could be dreaming, and that would be a dream come true in itself.

“Okay,” she whispered through the shaft of the flashlight and leaned back into the sofa, bringing her knees up to hold the book. She parted her legs just the teensiest bit, and a wisp of icy air caught the hem of her skirt and burrowed into her panties. She gasped. “My God, you see everything.”

She opened the book once more and found that she was reading her own story through the eyes of the being that surrounded her.

Once, there was a stranger who came to this place with a need. She yearned so badly to be touched that I was tempted by her and broke the vow. Her bosom heaved, and I had to touch...

Mia couldn’t focus on the words as the chill had returned and was slowly tugging her blouse free from her skirt. One by one the buttons began to twist and open to reveal her body shining in the torchlight, every tiny hair standing in the wake of the ethereal touch. As the cold reached the last button at her chest the entity roughly ripped it apart, and the book fell to the ground.

Mia’s legs were forced open by the presence who lay on top of her. There was no weight, just presence. Mia, still holding the flashlight in her mouth, saw the indents in her flesh and skirt where the ghost lay. Her skirt began to slide up her thighs and over her buttocks. The conflict of heat and damp in her panties and the icy breeze of the ghost made her crush her pussy walls together with desire.

She reached out to the being, but her hand fell right through it as if passing through a cloud. Mia went to take the flashlight from her mouth, but there was resistance. The ghost forced it back in between her teeth and lips and began to slowly pulse it in and out. Mia was utterly turned on and let her head fall back, opening her mouth wide for the flashlight. She started to reach out to the being but found that her arms were pinned to her sides. She tried with all her effort to lift them, but they were stuck.

Air wafted behind her ear with a whispering that she could make no sense of. She wanted to ask the ghost to repeat itself, but her mouth was stuffed and gagged by the flashlight sliding in and out of her lips and cheeks, dripping her saliva all over the cool plastic. She groaned as it trickled down her chin and throat onto her collar bone. Her breathing was hard now, and while the thrusting intensified, long cold fingers laced themselves into her hair, pushing her onto the flashlight again and again. Moaning and sucking and grinding her thighs together, Mia tried to squeeze some feeling into her desperate pussy.

As if reading her thoughts the ghost suddenly abandoned her head and pushed her knees apart, forcing her to arch her back and slide down the couch. The flashlight lost its tension, and she went to reach for it when it was suddenly snatched away and her hands were forced back by her sides. Her mouth felt empty and her lips tender and bruised. Mia probed them with her tongue and teeth, pressing the tender points to intensify the feeling. She looked down at her exposed breasts and arched her back further to thrust them into a shaft of moonlight which suddenly flitted across the room. As it glinted off her nipples, she swore she caught a glimpse of a pair of eyes staring up at her from between her thighs. She blinked and the image was gone as a cloud drowned the moonlight.

The room was once again in darkness, only the single bobbing flicker of torchlight was bouncing around as the entity struggled to grasp it with intention. Mia followed the light, flitting over rows upon rows of ancient-looking books on intricately carved shelves, almost like gothic lecterns with swathes of velvet curtains that shrouded the windows. She was brought back to her own body as the light beam shone straight into her face. It caught her attention all right, and she followed its path as it slowly traveled down her chest, resting on each nipple in turn before dipping into the valley of her belly and rising to her mound where it hovered.

Mia held her breath and stared at her own pussy, aware of it starting to twitch and throb at the intense attention. It seemed like forever she was caught in the lights, her arms pinned to her sides with nothing touching her but an intense icy arousal.

Oh God, please touch me! Mia’s pussy and nipples were in a frenzy now, and she writhed on the leather sofa, trying to grind herself onto something that would give her relief. She needed pressure, she needed to be held, touched, licked, fucked, anything! Her pelvis was bucking and humping, but her ankles were now in a vise-like grip too. The torchlight strobed across her jerking body, and she cried out, “Please!”

Suddenly, everything went dark and she felt pressure at her entrance. Her pussy twitched as it was lit up from the inside, and she imaged how hot and red it looked, aching and pulsing in the glow. It made her wet, and the shaft slid in a little more. Yes, yes, she thought as she clenched around it. The cold seared her flesh, and she gripped and sucked at the flashlight, but the ghost held it maddeningly still.

“Please, please,” she wailed and sucked her own lips into her mouth back and forth to mimic her pussy.

At last the entity stopped its cruel game and began to thrust the flashlight in and out, in and out, harder and colder with every beat. Mia shrieked out and looked down again to see the tiniest hint of glowing red at the end of each thrust as the flashlight threatened to pull out. The fucking increased, and Mia thrashed her head back onto the armrest, flailing it from side to side as the rising began in the depths of her soaking cunt.

“Suck me,” she gasped as she reached the brink of her climax.

Her ghost lover began to take its orders, and the whispering frost of its breath flooded her aching clit. The touch was like ice against her bud, and the pace of the flashlight fucking increased. Mia bucked in time as her pussy walls were tugged and pulled and frozen into ecstasy. At last, as the want mounted into unbearable desperation, the ghost gave one magnificent flick of the wrist and tongue and Mia came with a gush of heat that engulfed the deep chill.
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