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  Naughty Librarian





  




  My name is Eva. I wait the evening shift at an upscale restaurant – I’d get in trouble if I told you the name. The tips are great, but the work is exhausting. They always seem to be short-staffed on the busiest nights. I run from table to kitchen to table to table, flirting with the men, kvetching with their wives, making funny faces at the occasional child. By the end of my shift my feet ache, and my back begs for a pair of strong hands to ease the aches away.




  #




  Unfortunately for my back, I’m single at the moment (unless you count my cat, Billie Jean) but instead of looking for a beau to soothe my weary muscles, I often just want to relax and disappear. Alone. And my favorite place to do that is in our public library.




  Yes, I admit it; I have a thing for libraries. I like to go there during sweltering summer days and hunker down amidst the stacks of books in one of their comfy chairs and read while the air conditioning keeps me cool. Or in the winter, when the temperature is in the single digits (or lower) I enter the literary fortress and forget myself in the other worlds of books, while the icy grip of the season is kept at bay.




  And okay, maybe lately I’ve been listening a little more closely to the ache in my calves and neck and back, because sometimes I come to catch glimpses of the new librarian; a thirty-something hunk of intellect and muscle with a smile that makes my body blush and flush with heat. As a bonus, he wears black-framed glasses – one of my weaknesses. There’s something about them that – especially on this fella – accentuate the angles and symmetry of his chiseled features.




  Sometimes, when I pass him by at the checkout desk on the way to the stacks, his smile makes it hard to concentrate on whatever I happen to be reading. My eyes skim the pages, but my mind thinks of him. Instead of my imagination being taken over by the printed word, it lingers on the new librarian, wanders over his body, peels off his clothing one article at a time.




  I should talk to him. I know that. But so far, that damn smile of his takes my breath away at such inopportune moments; any words I want to say swell and stick in my throat. Recently, after passing by the checkout counter and seeing him, feeling his eyes on me, I couldn’t concentrate on my book no matter how hard I tried. The black-inked words morphed into his dark eyes, his lips, his fingers probing me, feeling me…




  Finally, I gave up trying to read and hurried out of the library, finding myself moist with the thought of him. I drove home in a flustered rush, locked Billie Jean out of my room, flew onto my bed, ripped off my clothes, vibrator in one hand, and flesh colored dildo in the other. My book laid splayed open where I had dropped it, forgotten on the floor.




  I thought of him. Closed my eyes. Conjured him in my mind as I guided the vibrator across my hardening nipples. I eased it down the middle of my torso, the vibrations tickling, spreading across my belly like the rings spreading from a stone dropped in water. I slid the tip of the vibrator down, down to rest against my clitoris.




  What was his name? I’d find out tomorrow. Surely I would. He wore a nametag, didn’t he? Why had I never taken note of it?




  I slowly inserted the dildo inside of my longing vagina – I was already soaking wet down there – and started sliding it in and out while imagining him, him, that nameless him, the new librarian.




  Imagining him on top of me, cock sliding deliciously in and out of me, the vibrator his finger flicking at my clit as he thrust harder and harder.




  I came fast and hard and lay panting on my back, dildo and vibrator resting next to me, slick and shiny. And I imagined him lying next to me, covering me with post-coital kisses, my forehead snuggled against his neck, his cock against my hip, still wet with the both of us.




  A girl can fantasize, right?




  #




  At the library the next day, he said hi to me. Even said my name. At first I wondered how he knew, but of course, he’d seen my library card. In the past whenever he checked out my books, I pretended to study my nails or read the cover blurbs of whatever other books lay around the counter. This time, however, I looked up at his face to find that glorious smile of his; perfect teeth, white and shining at me, lips thick and luscious, dark eyes that penetrated deep into my soul, as if trying to dismantle my willpower. And…his glasses.




  “You come in here a lot, don’t you?” he said.




  I cleared my throat and nodded. “Yes.” Oh, what a clever woman I am!




  “It always brightens my day to see you walking through those doors,” he said, smiling.




  I made sure not to let my mouth drop open. “Thanks.” I nodded and gathered up my books, hastily making for the exit. My face burned. Did he know what kind of affect he had on me? Could he sense that I was practically in heat whenever I came within eyeshot of him?




  One of my books slipped out of my grip and dropped to the floor. I bent over to pick it up, and as I stood, I glanced back at him. He grinned at me.




  Oh God, Oh God…I am a cat in heat, and how can he not sense it?




  Again, I went home unable to concentrate on any of the books I had. Instead, I hopped in the bathtub and turned on the hot water. I ran a bar of soap all over myself, slowly, luxuriously, until the soap slipped from my grasp. Instead of reaching for it, my fingers found their way to my pussy. I scooted up to the faucet, lifting my legs in the air, ass against the end of the tub, so that the powerful flow of hot water slammed right onto my sensitive mons.




  I forgot to check out his nametag again.




  It was a fleeting thought as his image grew sharply in my mind and I came in a deliciously slow-building orgasm. I lay there a moment before turning the water to cold so that I’d be able to get on with my day once again.




  #




  No, I’m certainly not a prude; I just haven’t found the will to go on the dating circuit. I’m signed up to three online dating sites, but haven’t checked them out for months. Dating can be so annoying when things don’t work out, and I’ve come across my share of creeps and weirdoes, not to mention the already-married guys. Come on, fellas – enough of that, already! I was taking a break from all of that. And for a while, it had just been my job, Billie Jean, books, and the occasional episode of Young and the Restless. But then along came my librarian.




  My naughty, naughty librarian.




  Well, okay – perhaps I was the naughty one, but a girl can hope, can’t she?




  #




  Another busy shift. A table of a dozen businessmen and women kept me hopping like nobody’s business.




  Tomorrow. I had tomorrow and the next day off. Tomorrow I would drive to the library and look that man, that librarian, that naughty librarian with the heavenly…everything…right in the nametag. I would learn his name. Find a good book. Sit in a conveniently placed comfy chair so that when I needed a quick mental drink of him, I could simply lift my eyes surreptitiously over the top edge of my book.




  Drink him in…mentally undress him if need be.




  I found myself squirming in bed as I thought about it, but then Billie Jean decided it was high time to hop up on the bed and crawl onto my stomach. She put a paw on my face.




  “Yes, I know,” I said, petting her. “I should get to sleep.”




  The cat purred contentedly on my chest and I slipped into dreamland.




  #




  Morning. Billie Jean woke me with her meowing – Feed me! Feed me! – after which I groggily took a shower and shoveled down some breakfast. After two cups of coffee and a two-mile walk around the neighborhood, I was finally wide-awake.




  I drove to the library, parked and walked through the double doors. I held my head high, shoulders thrown back (confidence, confidence, as my mother often chided me) and put on a smile. I would not only learn his name, but I would also ask him out for dinner.




  Or lunch. Or dessert. Or coffee.




  Or breakfast.




  Or, or…all of the above?




  I glanced at the checkout desk. Two librarians stood there staring at computer monitors, but neither was my librarian.




  Crap.




  My shoulders drooped. I checked the reference desk.




  Nope.




  My smile dissolved with each step. I roved the shelves looking, but he was nowhere to be found. Finally, I stomped back to the checkout desk, head hung low, and I conferred with one of the librarians in a quiet voice, “Excuse me, but…there was another librarian here the other day? He…his name…”




  “You mean Chad?” the librarian offered.




  My smile returned. “Yes, Chad! Will he be in today?”




  “This evening,” the librarian – who was neither Chad nor even remotely male – said.




  I nodded. “That’s what I thought,” I lied. “Just wanted to make sure. I have something for him.”




  “You can leave it with me. I’ll make sure he gets it,” the non-male, non-Chad librarian said.




  “Thank you, but that’s okay. I’ll just come back later.”




  I swear I saw her smirk as I turned to leave.




  #




  Finally. Evening came. I went in a half hour before closing time. Walked quickly past the checkout counter, my heart pounding when I saw my librarian – Chad! – scanning the bar-codes of a pile of returned books.




  Courage. Courage.




  I forced myself to turn around. The library spun. I walked slowly back to the counter and stood in front of Chad.




  “Hello,” I said.




  He looked up from his work. “Why hello there. I know you.”




  “You do?” I blurted.




  “Well, yes. You come in here often.”




  “Oh. Of course.” I blushed. Then I looked at his smiling face. Blushed some more. I bit my lip to try to keep myself from turning into a complete idiot. I held out my hand. “I’m Eva,” I said.




  He took it and shook and before letting go, rubbed the back of my hand gently with his thumb. “Yes, I know,” he said, winking.




  I winked back, or at least tried to. It probably looked to him more like a nervous facial tic. Geez.




  He stared at me. I stared back. What…was he waiting for me to say something? What should I say?




  “Dinner,” I said. “Would you like to go out for dinner? Or coffee? Or a drink?”




  His eyes widened, but he did not look displeased.




  “How about all of the above?” he asked.




  I nodded quickly. “Yes,” I said. “Yes, that would be lovely.”




  “When?” he asked.




  “Now,” I said.




  He laughed. “Well, how about after I’m done with my shift. Say about an hour? After we close, I have a few things to get done before I lock up. Meet me here?”




  I nodded again. “Yes,” I said. “Here.” I opened my mouth to say something else, but then thought better of it. I quickly closed it.




  Chad chuckled. “I’ll see you then.”




  I nodded, turned, and walked out the door.




  #




  I drove home, took a quick shower, checked to make sure Billie Jean’s food and water dishes were well supplied, got dressed, and tried to wait calmly. I don’t know why I was so damn nervous – it wasn’t like I was a sweet young thing anymore, getting ready for her first date. But there was something about this guy, this librarian, this Chad…




  Hmmm….




  A smile formed on my lips. I couldn’t help myself.




  Finally, the time arrived. I drove the short distance to the library. Only a few lights shone from inside. I tried the large glass double doors, but they were locked. I knocked on the glass. Soon, Chad came into view, smiling. He unlocked the doors for me. “Come on in,” he said.
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