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I made a final walk through the library, ensuring everything was in order and neat. I had sprayed her favorite scent around the reading area just a little, not too much. I was happy with everything, so I walked to the front door and opened it.

‘Two hours,’ I thought as I looked at the large clock.

When I took this job working at the old library in town on the weekends, it was a quick and easy buck. I would stand at the desk and check out books anybody wanted. Sometimes, I walked and ensured all the books were returned to their proper places.

It wasn’t a bad gig, better than my full-time job at the gas station. I had just turned thirty, and my life hadn’t turned out the way I expected.

I had grand ideas of being a pilot for a major airline company and knocking up flight attendants all over the world. But after high school, I made one wrong decision after another, and soon, my options became limited. It was all my fault.

As my grandfather said, only the weak-minded blame others for what happens in their lives. I made those decisions no one else, so I had to pay for them.

There was one good thing about working in this place on a Saturday. While everyone I knew was out and enjoying the weekend, I was stuck in this dusty old place. It was her, my Saturday eye candy.

I didn’t know her name; I just knew she was gorgeous from the top of her dark brown hair to the bottom of her feet.

She came in every Saturday at eleven. I had tried to see her around town but never saw her in any of the grocery stores or the local bars. I even went to the four gas stations to see if I could bump into her by chance.

I had asked a few people about her, but no one knew anything about her. She liked visiting the library to check out a book and then leaving. I tried to look her up in the system, but it was an old address, and she left an email instead of a phone number.

Lauren, my boss, asked her to renew her address. She said she was between places but would be glad to when she settled down.

‘One hour,’ I thought as I checked out the old lady from the fruit stand.

I wasn’t the only one who admired the lady’s figure. A few other elderly men came in at half past ten. They took some books and sat down. They would sit there and stare at her as she went around looking for a book, and as soon as she left, they would leave.

The name on the account in the system was Leslie Common; I learned that Leslie had passed away many years ago.

“Good morning,” a voice said as I stared at my phone playing a game.

“Morning,” I quickly got up.

It was her; she was two minutes early.

“Returning,” she smiled.

“I see,” I said as I took the four books and scanned them back in. “Hope you liked them.”

“I did,” she responded, looking at the old men staring at her.

“Back at it again,” she faked a grin as she looked at them.

“Yeah, the usual bunch,” I sneered.

“One day I think I will come in wearing nothing but my bra and panties,” she joked. “Give them a really good show.”

I laughed. “I think you would give them a heart attack.”

She laughed with me. “I will be back Carl,” she winked.

“I am sorry,” I moved to the end of the counter. “I was told I need to update your name; I know we talked about this before, but...”

“No worries, Carl,” she returned. “I have been putting it off because I haven’t,” she paused. “Things have been difficult lately, but it is starting to settle down.”

She took out her driver’s license.

There was her name and address. I tried to hide my excitement as I updated all the information. “Thank you, Eilene,” I said her name for the first time.

“You are very welcome, Carl,” Eilene smiled as she walked away.

I quickly turned my back and looked up the address. It was nearly an hour away in another county. ‘Why didn’t she go to the library over there?’ I thought.

Eilene always wore the same thing white or light gray buttoned shirt that was pulled tight over her chest; her long brown hair fell to the middle of her back, and she wore a long pencil skirt that was tight around her perfectly shaped ass, and black or brown high heels.

It was Eilene’s ass that got most of the males’ attention the way it went side to side as she walked. For me, it was her eyes. They were the brightest blue. I always thought it was odd for her to have blue eyes with brown hair; most people with blue eyes had lightly colored hair.

I had a few books on the cart and decided to return some quickly, hopefully getting a view of Eilene on the way.

“Carl,” Eilene called me as I made my way around.

“Yes,” I answered.

“Do you know if you have this one, or is it checked out?” Eilene asked.

I took my scanner and scanned the sticker next to the empty slot. “Ah, it’s here,” I said as I moved to my cart.

Eilene stood behind me as I rifled through the returns. “There we go,” I said as I picked it up.

“Thank you so much,” Eilene smiled as her hand glided down my arm. You’re a lifesaver. I have been trying to read the whole series; this is one of the last.”

“I could check if we have the last one,” I jumped at the chance to help her.

Eilene smiled. “He hasn’t finished writing it yet,” she grinned at me. “But I am sure you guys will get it when he has finished.”

“I am sure the library near you might have it,” I insinuated, hoping to find out why this woman would drive an hour to an old, dusty library.

“Doubt it,” Eilene sat at one of the desks. “They are more modern; everything there is shiny and new.” She stared up at me through those thin-framed glasses. “I like the feel of old books. I like to read fictional stories told by an author who loves their craft, not someone writing about the future or some teenage love story.”

“Ah, history,” I smiled.

“Or fantasy,” Eilene grinned. “Also, most of the young adults hang out at the library, which is good they are not causing problems on the streets anymore, but it is too loud.”

“Yeah, I could see that,” I stared at her.

“The last time I was there I came across a young woman sucking the cock of her lover,” Eilene said. “She wasn’t doing a good job of it.”

I stopped in my tracks, holding one of the books I was about to put on the shelf. “What?” I asked.

“The young woman, she was in her early twenties I would guess, she wasn’t doing that cock any justice licking it like it was a sour lollipop,” Eilene said as she looked through the book in her hand.

“I don’t know what to say to that,” I returned to my cart.

“There is nothing to say,” Eilene stood up. “I always say if you are going to do something, do it right, or don’t do it at all.”

“I can agree to that,” I smiled.

“I am ready to check out,” Eilene stood with five books in her hands.

“Okay,” I walked with her to the counter and processed her books.

“See you next week, unless you come to the library, and see for yourself,” Eilene smiled. “Good day gentlemen,” she waved at the old men.

They all tilted their heads as Eilene exited the library.

“You guys can go now,” I muttered as I returned to work.
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It took just over an hour to get to the other library. I went there on my next day off. The town was small, like ours, but the people were small towners going about their regular lives.

Eilene was right about one thing: from the outside, the library looked like it had just been built, with glass windows and bright colors, unlike our stone building, which looked older than the town itself.

I walked in, and there were automatic doors and cameras everywhere. There were also self-checkout registers by the door, something that my boss would never approve of.

They even had a coffee shop inside the library. I smiled as I saw the long line of people waiting to be served.

That alone would draw many people into our library. They had a kiosk where people could type in the name of the book they wanted, and it would either check it out automatically for them or direct them to the location.

Then I saw them rows and rows of computers. Some were being used by gamers, who had energy drinks on the table as they played, and others were using them to live stream their podcasts from the library.

“Told you,” A voice said from behind me.

“Eilene,” I said in shock. “How did you know I was here?”

“Cameras,” Eilene smiled.

“You work here?” I asked.

“I designed it,” Eilene admitted. “The outside anyway, and I help with the book keeping.”

“So,” I still had so many questions.

“I like the feel of an old book, as you can see everything here is modern, they don’t have any old books, because they don’t interest the new generation.”

“Ah,” I said.

“Follow,” Eilene said as she led me away.

We went up a flight of stairs and into a large room with monitors. “Sit,” Eilene ordered as she leaned beside me.

There was that scent again. She smelled like lavender; it was intense. She smiled back at me as she showed me a video.

On the video, it showed a young male and female in the back of the library. “This is what I told you,” Eilene said as she pointed it out to him. “She’s not doing that cock justice!”

I watched as the two made out, and it didn’t seem that bad to me. “I mean, she is pleasing him, and it looks like he likes it,” I shrugged.

“Of course, you would say that because she is young and hot,” Eilene spun my chair so I faced her.

“It’s not that,” I tried to get myself out of the hole that I dug for myself.

“What is it?” Eilene asked. “You don’t like older women?”

“Yes, I do,” I quickly responded.

“Really,” Eilene smiled. “How much?”

She pulled on her top, and the buttons flew everywhere, revealing her breasts held inside an oversized bra.

I was speechless. “Not like those young women you are used to, are they?” Eilene held my hand against her chest.

“No, they are much bigger,” I said as she placed my other hand on her breast.

“And I can do a lot with them,” she smiled down at me.

I didn’t say a word as Eilene knelt before me.

She unzipped my pants, and they fell to the floor.

“What are you doing in here!” A security guard came into the room.

I was sitting alone in the room with my pants on the floor.

“Where did she go?” I quickly stood up, looking for Eilene. She was gone.

“Who let you in here?” the security guard said as he grabbed me and pulled me out of the room.

“Eilene, I don’t know her last name,” I tried to say as
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