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      Hazel Winters adores her job as head librarian in her quaint hometown of Sweetfang. Organizing books in the ancient building makes Hazel feel like she's preserving history, even if she sometimes feels out of place in her curvy body. When a friendly ghost named Samuel starts haunting the library, Hazel is startled yet intrigued.

      Samuel once lived in Sweetfang centuries ago and believes hidden clues within the library could uncover secrets about what really happened to the founding families. As Hazel and the spectral Samuel work together researching the town's past, they form an unlikely bond.

      But when mysterious paranormal activity plagues the library, Hazel worries Samuel isn't as harmless as he seems. To solve the ghostly mystery, protect the library, and embrace love that transcends death, Hazel must look within herself and trust in the power of acceptance.
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      Sweetfang Sweet Cozy Monster Romances offer readers clean romance stories full of heart and happily ever afters. Each book is a standalone story and can be read without knowledge of the other books.
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      Under the glow of antique lamps, librarian Agatha Winters slowly wheeled a wooden cart loaded with leather-bound books down a quiet aisle in the cavernous Sweetfang Library. She slid each volume gently into place on the packed shelves, taking care not to damage their fragile spines.

      Running her fingers across the embossed titles, Agatha's hazel eyes gleamed with purpose. She cherished bringing order to the vast collections around her. As a child, Agatha had always organized her books alphabetically and by subject, finding comfort in their neat rows. Now keeping the library's materials properly cataloged gave Agatha the same sense of accomplishment.

      Consulting her clipboard, Agatha made neat annotations, documenting the tomes' locations meticulously. Her long wavy brown hair was tied back in a loose ponytail that swayed as she worked. She had always taken pride in her organization and record-keeping abilities. Precision and care were the hallmarks of her work.

      Agatha's pace slowed when she opened an ancient book of maps. She studied the ornate pages in wonder, transported back through decades. The faded ink and delicate parchment entranced her. She traced her fingers delicately across the intricate renderings of coastlines and forests. Though dimmed by time, the rich hues of azure, emerald, and gold transported her imagination.

      She envisioned the cartographer hunched over his desk by flickering candlelight, carefully plotting the curves of rivers and islands with a quill pen centuries ago. What adventures had he embarked on to gather knowledge of distant lands and peoples? Agatha pictured the explorer-artist quietly observing majestic mountains touched with snow, or tracing exotic coastlines by ship under endless stars. She imagined his eyes lighting up at a discovery, and his pride upon returning home to commit travelers' tales and landscapes to parchment.

      Agatha was enthralled imagining how people long ago mapped the world relying only on courage, curiosity, and rudimentary tools. The cartographer's passion still radiated from the fragile pages. She felt connected by a bond of knowledge-seeking across the centuries. Though she had never voyaged farther than the next county, looking at the antique maps filled Agatha with longing. She wished she could transport herself back through time and glimpse the lands and cultures depicted firsthand.

      Glancing at her watch, Agatha reluctantly returned the book to its spot. She grimaced slightly while stretching her curvy frame after long hours of shelving. Though she enjoyed her work, the physical demands of moving heavy loads of books could take a toll. Agatha placed one hand on her lower back, massaging gently to relieve the ache that had developed over her shift. She tried not to dwell on how her body's softness made such labor more taxing.

      Emerging from the shadowy stacks, Agatha switched off lamps in the now deserted reading rooms. An unnatural hush had fallen, punctuated only by the groaning of wooden beams. Gone was the usual susurrus of pages turning and chairs creaking. Now oppressive silence weighed down.

      Agatha's heels echoed too loudly off the wainscoting as she moved through pools of darkness. The towering bookcases loomed like disapproving sentries, observing her every step. She dared not make a sound to awaken whatever spirits dwelled here at night.

      Pausing to catch her breath, Agatha scolded herself for letting imagination run wild. But the prickling on her arms warned she was not alone. She looked back slowly, half expecting to glimpse something unnatural creeping up behind. Only shadows stretched across the floor, masking what might take shape within. Swallowing hard, Agatha turned quickly before nerves broke.

      She never fully acclimated to the creaks and groans of the aging building after dark. Each crack sounded like footsteps, every rustle whispered of things stirring just out of sight. Anything could lurk unseen in the maze of shelves.

      Ignoring the shivers down her spine, Agatha focused straight ahead to avoid glancing down the narrow aisles. Too easy to imagine pale faces peering out, tracking her path with unblinking eyes. Time crawled by, each tick of the antique clock booming through the stacks.

      The wind howling outside rattled the window panes, making Agatha jump. Trees cast clawing shadows across the walls when branches scraped the glass. She half expected to glimpse an unnatural shape floating past the windows. Clutching her cardigan tight, Agatha whispered a plea for protection from restless spirits. She dared not linger to find out what apparitions lingered in the corners of her vision, calling silently from the shadows.

      Instead she hurried to finish closing up the reading rooms, movements tense. The oppressive hush and isolation preyed on her nerves. At last satisfied all was secured, Agatha grabbed her belongings. Eager to escape the suffocating atmosphere, she moved swiftly towards the exit. She tried not to imagine what might walk the stacks when even the books slept. Some secrets were not meant for mortal minds after midnight. Especially not a lone woman in an old building wrapped in legend. Better slip away quickly than wait to find out.

      Agatha paused at a window overlooking the town square. Beyond the library's columned facade, the sun set over quaint shops and apartments. Warm light spilled from cozy homes as families gathered for dinner. The aroma of home cooked meals still lingered on the evening air, reminding Agatha of her own empty stomach. But her small rented room awaited her solitary again tonight. Leftover takeout and a few novels were poor company.

      Sighing, Agatha smoothed her long floral print skirt and adjusted the pearl buttons on her cream blouse. She couldn't shake feeling like an oddity in her own skin sometimes. Though she took care to present herself neatly, she often worried her curves marked her as different. Agatha glanced down critically at her rounded hips and stomach. She tried to push away the echo of past teasing about her soft, ample shape.

      As Agatha gathered her cardigan and purse to leave, a cold draft raised the hairs on the back of her neck. She shivered, suddenly aware of how utterly alone she was. The shadows seemed to creep closer. Agatha's practical nature rebelled against the thought, but she could not escape the prickle of fear that she was being watched from the darkness.

      Shaking off the ominous sensation, Agatha hurried towards the exit. She chided herself for letting superstitious imaginings take hold. This was a library, not some gothic haunt.

      But before she could make it to the refuge of the front desk, a pale blue shimmer caught her eye. Agatha whirled around to see a ghostly man hovering beside the circulation desk. She stood paralyzed as he drifted closer, his feet never quite touching the floor. Though startled, she was mesmerized by the apparition gliding silently through the shadows.

      "Who are you?" Agatha asked, her voice trembling.

      "I am Samuel," the ghost replied, his voice echoing through the hallowed halls. "Once, I roamed these shelves in the land of the living."

      Agatha couldn't tear her gaze from his antiquated attire. "You're a spirit? A ghost?"

      "Indeed," Samuel replied. "Though my life ended long ago, I remain bound to this place and its secrets."

      Agatha shivered, her heart pounding. Conversing with a real ghost was beyond anything she had ever imagined. As she studied the translucent features of Samuel's ghostly form and the solemn expression on his face, Agatha's curiosity battled her fear. Could this spectral scholar hold the key to the library's secrets, to its vast history and hidden treasures? Her academic curiosity yearned to learn more.

      But the goosebumps on Agatha's arms warned her that this spectral encounter might not be without danger. Before she could work up the nerve to approach Samuel, he faded from view, leaving her alone in the deserted library.

      Agatha stood there, her heart still racing, as the library's eerie silence enveloped her. Had she truly encountered a ghost from the library's past? What secrets did Samuel hold, and why was he bound to this place? Her curiosity about his origins lingered, like a puzzle waiting to be solved.

      With her belongings clutched close, Agatha hurried to leave the library, her thoughts a whirlwind of questions and uncertainty.
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