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***

 



Sylvia was indulging in her favorite
pastime; puttering around the library in search of something to
inspire her. She found ideas and new project in the strangest of
places. Sometimes she would be looking for a specific book and
stumble across something even more interesting.


Today she had no specific destination in
mind; she was going to select a book at random and browse through
it, just to see where it led her. She never did anything the easy
way so, of course, the book she wanted was out of her arms reach.
This was one of the many times that she cursed whatever fate
demanded that she be just a little shorter than average.


She glanced around and didn’t see a step
stool or a librarian around so she simply stood on the empty bottom
shelf and reached up. She had the book in hand and was about to
climb down when she accidentally pushed a book from the next shelf
through the other side and right on top of someone on the other
side.


***


Michael was trying to focus on the new
research topic that his adviser had sprung on him. He knew it was
against the rules to bring beverages into the stacks, but he needed
the boost. His intent was to grab the book and then settle down in
a study room.


He did not expect to be so drawn into the
topic that he had to sit down right away and read. He certainly
didn’t expect a book to come tumbling down on top of him, spilling
his coffee all over him. He heard a tiny squeak of surprise and saw
a flash of curly hair appear around the corner of the
bookshelf.


“I’m so sorry. Did I spill anything on the
book?”


He was so surprised he didn’t censor
himself.


“The book is fine; I managed to soak up the
hot coffee with my groin before anything got on the book.”


He didn’t at all intend to be so rude, but
really, books raining down on him when he was trying to work
brought out the worst in him.


“You aren’t supposed to be drinking in the
stacks.”


“I don’t think you’re supposed to be
climbing bookshelves either.”


She made a little harrumph sound and
disappeared back around the shelf.


This little encounter ruined Sylvia’s little
adventure and she took the book to the basket at the end of the
row. She usually re-shelved the book herself, but librarians hated
that and she knew they would already be grumpy because of the
spilled coffee in the next row, so why completely ruin their
day?


Michael got up off of the floor with his
book in hand. A librarian was standing at the end of his row,
glowering at him in the way that only librarians and elderly nuns
could. She pointed to his coffee cup and he threw it away. She took
the book and paged through it to determine if it had been damaged.
When she saw that it hadn’t she returned it to him. Michaels’s
train of thought was completely ruined.


***


Sylvia was on her way to the Library
entrance when she suddenly decided she wasn’t going to let some
stranger’s rudeness spoil her afternoon. She started at the other
end of the library and selected an obscure biography and settled
down with her notebook to browse. She made notations and followed a
few footnotes to the Library’s special collection.


She swiped the pass that gave her access and
found herself engrossed in a seldom read novel. She was so
engrossed in the story that she didn’t realize that the library was
about to close. She had completely missed the warning announcement
and it was only the security guard’s check of the room that kept
her from being locked in. She scooped up her things and hurried
toward the entrance.


She saw a tall man pleading with the grad
student at the circulation desk. He had reddish blonde hair and was
at least a foot taller than she. He was wearing jeans so well cut
they appeared to be made for his slender hips. She shook her head;
the romance in the novel must have clouded her usually clear
thinking.


She approached the desk and heard his rich
deep voice asking if he could put the book on hold until his
advisor could secure it for him. The girl grudgingly agreed, which
Sylvia thought was due more to the man’s attractiveness than
excellent customer service. Sylvia gave her a wave and walked out
the door. She swung the backpack over her shoulder, nearly knocking
the person behind her over.


***


Michael was actually enjoying the new topic
and worked all the way up until closing time. He tried to check the
book out but was told that it was on reserve and could only be used
in the library. After a great deal of discussion he was able to put
the book on hold so he could get his adviser’s faculty card to
obtain the book.


He headed towards the door, desperate for
coffee. His gaze fell upon the girl, woman really, with the long
curly hair. She had an hourglass figure enhanced by her yoga pants
and loose shirt. Her waist was defined by a sweater that she had
tied around her waist. He wished he could get a look at her bottom
so he could see if she if it was as curvy as the rest of her. He
was so preoccupied with looking at her that he didn’t notice when
she swung her huge backpack on her shoulder. It knocked into him
hard enough to make him stumble.


Unbelievable was the only thing Sylvia could
think of when she turned to apologize. She had almost knocked over
the guy with the coffee. No, the rude guy who didn’t follow the
rules about the coffee. He was very handsome with blue eyes and
that strawberry blonde hair. His shoulders were broad and she just
knew they tapered down to a trim waist in a perfect V. He looked a
little taken aback and she stepped away from to offer an
apology.


Michael thought that this was the perfect
ending to what turned out to be a frustrating day. The woman he had
been ogling was the one who had dropped a book on him. Now she had
almost clobbered him with a backpack that probably weighed as much
as she did.


He looked down into her russet colored eyes
and was completely mesmerized. Her beautiful eyes were almond shape
giving her an exotic look. Her hair framed her face in tousled
curls. As she looked up at him, her pink lips were slightly open as
if she was about to say something. He wanted to lean down and kiss
her.


“I’m so sorry about hitting you. I didn’t
know you were standing behind me.”


He accepted her apology and was about to say
something else when she darted away, shouldering the bag without
any further trouble.


Sylvia took her books to her car. She was a
little dazed by running into the guy again. Should she have said
something to him other than her apology? She didn’t think so, but
she still felt unsettled. The alarm on her phone beeped at her and
she grabbed her purse and went to meet her father at the coffee
shop.


He was sitting at his usual table in the
corner, gnawing on the end of his pipe. Smoking wasn’t allowed in
there anymore, not even for a favorite professor, but he couldn’t
break the habit of gesturing with his pipe so he just used it as a
prop. She walked over and kissed him on the cheek, smelling the
familiar comforting smell of pipe tobacco and shaving cream. She
sat in the chair across from him as his favorite waitress brought
her cup of tea. It was a cozy way of wrapping up the afternoon and
she really loved the time with her dad.


“One of my students will be stopping by, I
hope you don’t mind. It wasn’t planned. He sounded like he
desperately needed to speak to me.”


“He probably wants permission to change
socks. Really Dad, you shouldn’t terrify your students into
indecisiveness.”


Her father laughed.


“No, this one, Michael, is different. He ran
into some trouble with his research topic and he needs my signature
before he can continue.”


Her father waved at someone over her head.
She turned slightly to see who was coming over and almost fell out
of her chair. It was the guy from the library. He was heading over
with his long stride and stopped abruptly when he saw her. A bevy
of girls from the high school stared at him with rapturous gazes.
He was completely unaware and kept walking towards the table. Her
father gestured to the empty chair.


“Michael, please, sit down. I would like you
to meet Sylvia.”


Sylvia turned and held out her hand. Michael
gave her a long look as he waited for additional introduction. He
thought Sylvia might be another grad student.


“Sylvia is my daughter, please, shake her
hand. She’ll just hold there all day if you don’t. It’s a bad habit
she picked up from our dog.”


Sylvia gave a low chuckle which did amazing
things to Michael’s insides. He took her hand. It was soft and
firm. He noticed there was a smudge of ink on her finger. She had a
curious smile on her face that reminded him so much of a cat that
he wanted to pet her hair. He suspected that she wouldn’t like that
at all.


Of course Michael was one of her father’s
students. It seemed as if the people she most wanted to avoid were
always attached to her father in one way or another. Except she
didn’t know if she really wanted to avoid Michael; it might be nice
to encounter him without dropping something on him.


Sylvia watched Michael as her father dragged
him into a discussion. Sylvia had no idea what it was about; she
was focused solely on Michael. He was very animated and not at all
like her father’s other students who seemed to be in school only
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