
Checking Him Out

By

Devyn Morgan 

Copyright © 2016 by Devyn Morgan

All rights reserved

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

***

What might have been...

Cute librarian Tim finds himself long overdue for a boyfriend.  He hasn't even had a date in almost a year.  Which explains why he can't keep his eyes off the handsome construction worker renovating the library!

Sporting bulging biceps and tight jeans, macho Karl seems as straight as the steel beams he carries by the circulation desk.  Still, the blue collar stud's killer smile melts the librarian's heart.

A déjà vu moment leads the two young men to discover the past has a way of catching up with you.  Will fate, and their own choices, deny them the chance to find out what might have been?
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The pounding got more intense as the time went on.  At first, it had been light and gentle, almost soothing.  Then, the pace and the force picked up.  Tim Truman actually felt the vibrations throughout his entire body.  "Oh, God, that's driving me crazy," Tim whispered.

"I can't hear you."

"I said it's driving me...oh, never mind," Tim groaned as his body shook again involuntarily.  The twenty-five year old librarian clenched his fists in an attempt to channel the thoughts running through his head.  

The pounding finally stopped, at least temporarily.  Tim took a deep breath as he glanced across the lobby towards the library function room.  He waited a moment before speaking.  He wanted to be sure the wooden circulation desk wouldn't shake again or the peace-shattering sound of some construction tool didn't start up just as the words formed on his lips.

The construction workers must have been going on a break.  That's the only time the noise ceased for more than a few seconds.  The floor-shaking vibrations came and went depending on what particular equipment the contractors were using at any given time.

Satisfied that the lull would last long enough to complete a thought, Tim spoke again.  "I can't believe they didn't close the library during the renovations.  It's August.  It's ninety degrees outside.  People are on vacation.  Circulation is at the lowest point of the year.  Who can hear themselves think over this constant noise, much less read?"

Carrie, the Assistant Library Director who hadn't been able to hear Tim's earlier comment over the construction noise, shook her head in agreement.  "I know.  We lobbied for closure, even for just a week during the most intense work.  The mayor wouldn't hear of it.  He said his office already received too many complaints about the cost of the renovations.  He didn't want to face the taxpayers' wrath if the building closed down completely for any length of time."

"Then why didn't they schedule the repairs at night, after staff and patrons are gone?"

Carrie smiled.  "Good question.  I love how your logical mind works.  They actually did look into that, but then it would have cost the town even more for the same work because of the nighttime shift pay differential for all those hot construction workers that have been in and out of here lately."

"Yeah, whatever."  Tim accompanied his attempt at casual dismissal with a glance towards the printer that spit out the little due date receipts which he and the other librarians stuck in books.  "I think this thing needs a new roll of paper."

Carrie laughed.  "Nice try."

"What?" Tim asked, his voice and face full of innocence.

"You know what.  At changing the subject."

Tim shrugged silently.

"OK, if you want me to spell it out for you...I mention the obvious excess of attractive men we've  been blessed with and you, my loquacious friend, suddenly have nothing to say."

"Loquacious, huh?  What happened to talkative or just plain blabbermouth?  Someone must have downloaded one of those learn-a-new-word-every-day apps to her phone!"

"And now you're trying to change the subject – again!"

"I'm good like that," Tim grinned.

Carrie cut to the chase.  "When was the last time you went on a date?"

Tim stammered a response.  "Well, um, I don't know..."

"You don't know?  With your memory?"

Tim sighed.  "Fine.  It was last December."

"Go on," Carrie urged.

"I met the guy at the mall for holiday shopping.  He saw a fancy shaving kit in a store window that reminded him of the gift his ex-boyfriend gave him for Christmas the year before."

"And?" 

"And he decided he wasn't ready to start dating again after all.  He wanted to try to get back together with his former boyfriend.  So he called him right then and there."

"A regular Christmas miracle story!"  The sarcasm in Carrie's voice couldn't be missed.

Tim emitted a thoughtful sigh.  "Well, it was my idea to meet at the mall.  So maybe I played some small, if unintentional, part in helping two people who belonged together find their way back to each other."

Carrie placed a comforting hand on Tim's arm.  "That's just like you to be selfless.  To see the whole incident as a positive for them, but miss the fact that you kind of got screwed."

Tim glanced at her with a hint of naughtiness in his eye.  "And not in the good way."

"Indeed," Carrie acknowledged.  "So, my point in bringing all this up is that you're way overdue.  When one librarian tells another something is overdue...you know it's serious!"  Carrie laughed at her own joke.  "That never gets old."

Tim eyed her and teased, "Don't be so sure."

"I think it's time we find you a boyfriend," Carrie declared.

"We?"

"That's what friends are for.  Besides, there's nothing to do around here.  Despite what the mayor thinks, the patrons aren't showing up or sticking around for the most part while the building is being worked on."

"That's true.  But seriously, I'm doing okay, even though I haven't had a date in three quarters of a year.  I've got my job and great friends here obviously."

"What about when you're home?  Alone?"  She emphasized the last word, making it sound like she was referring to bubonic plague.

Tim gestured around the library.  "Books.  I've got easy access to more books than anyone could ever read in a lifetime."

Carrie smirked.  "I'll let you in on a little secret.  Young and single twenty-five year old people like you are supposed to be out living life, having a wonderful time...so that when they're thirty-five year old authors, they have something to write about...so that old, married with kids forty-five year old readers like me can read the books and remember what it's like to be young and single!"

Tim could barely contain his laughter at her analysis.  "Oh, I see.  That's how it's supposed to work, is it?  Good thing you told me.  I must have been out the day they covered that in college.  I think I better get back to work."  He took a step away.

"Instead of changing the subject, now you're trying to run away!  The library is in perfect order.  Well, except for this..."  Carrie placed the circulation desk's portable infrared scanner in its charger.  "Now, we just have to find you the right boyfriend.  I think we should start where the universe led us."

Tim's face scrunched up in confusion.  "I don't get it."

"That's precisely why I'm trying to find you a boyfriend," Carrie winked.  She twisted her head and gestured.

Tim followed her gaze across the library lobby – towards the room being renovated by the construction workers!
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Tim peered over his glasses.  "Me?  And one of the construction workers?"

"I've just got one question," Carrie responded.  "Why not?"

Tim folded his arms.  "Let me ask you a question instead.  Have you been surfing that totally not safe for work website again?  The one where the videos showcase contrasting type guys together?  Like the cowboy and the Wall Street banker or the prisoner and the judge?"

"I plead the Fifth, your honor."

"On the grounds your answer may incriminate you," Tim said knowingly.

"Little bit," Carrie giggled.

"That explains your bout of temporary insanity," Tim joked in keeping with the legal theme.

A patron entered from the outside.  The young lady rushed up to the counter.  "Just returning this book."  She slid the novel across the countertop.  She never looked either librarian in the face.

"Thank you," Tim said as the young woman rushed out without even glancing back over her shoulder.

Carrie and Tim looked at each other.  Carrie's eyebrow shot up.  "Overdue?"

"No doubt!"  Tim opened the book and passed the bar code sticker under the red scanning beam.  The computer buzzed with the overdue warning as expected.  He looked at the screen and reported, "Three days."

"No wonder she rushed out.  She didn't want to pay that seventy-five cents in late fees!"

As Tim processed the return, Carrie got back to her point.  "Don't tell me you haven't been looking at those hunky construction workers every time they walk by the circulation desk.  Those tank tops do such an amazing job of showing off their bulging muscles when they carry their heavy supplies and equipment."

Tim opened his mouth to respond, but Carrie cut him off.  "Don't think about lying to your friend and boss..."

"OK, OK," Tim acquiesced.  "I may have been sneaking a peek here and there."

Carrie rubbed her hands together.  "Now we're getting somewhere.  So, which one do you think is gay?"

Tim huffed.  "What makes you think any of them is gay?"

Carrie waved her hand dismissively.  "The algorithm."

"What algorithm?  The one you just made up in your head?"

"That's the one," she admitted with a laugh.  "You can't argue with math!"

"Or Carrie," Tim muttered.

"You've worked here three years and you're finally catching on.  Attaboy!  So, which one?"

Tim stole a glance towards the function room.  The men still hadn't restarted any of their work noise.  Tim heard the din of their conversation.  They'd been told not to talk too loudly when they took breaks inside, but they didn't pay any attention.  Besides, it was a pointless command anyway considering the noise they made while working which accounted for the other ninety percent of the time they spent there.

Tim lowered his own voice anyway.  The last thing he needed was one of those burly guys overhearing what he was about to say.  "Well, there is this one guy..."

Carrie excitedly shook her head up and down.  She focused all her attention on Tim.

The young man
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