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When the county board slashed the library’s budget, I feared my parents would be proven right about my college major in library sciences and never let me forget it. Mom had pointed out that the job opportunities were limited and didn’t pay well. Dad had rolled his eyes and said libraries were full of liberal nutjobs and lesbians, which was when I rolled my eyes.

My job ceases to exist in less than three weeks.

I’ve found plenty of job opportunities, but all of them involve moving to the middle of nowhere and for half the money I’ve barely been able to live on, even with two roommates.

Then a company called Hourglass International messaged me on one of the job recruiter websites where I posted my resume. They want someone to run their private library. I have this mental image of a mansion in the suburbs, but instead the interview is scheduled for an office building in downtown Richmond. Thankfully for my Toyota’s suspension, the Rigney Building isn’t on the cobblestone portion of Cary Street, and since its after seven on a Tuesday night, there’s plenty of street parking available.

The building I’m going to resembles all the architectural evils of the seventies with a light grey cement exterior and sunk-in windows that remind me of a giant cheese grater. The inside isn’t any better with a lobby covered with a dated-looking granite floor and wooden panel walls.

“You must be Belinda Middleton.” The man meeting me in the lobby is handsome in an artificial way that isn’t pleasant, like he was poured into a mold. His black hair is so perfectly styled that I doubt a hurricane could tousle it. The black suit fits his lean body with a scalpel’s precision. Probably costs more than my current annual income. I purchased the navy-blue pantsuit I’m wearing on an app for selling secondhand clothing.

“I assume you’re Mr. Gabriel?” I give him a gold star for not trying to crush my hand when we shake.

“No, I’m Mr. Gabriel’s assistant, Leonard Ward.” He points towards the elevators. “Why don’t we take you up to the Library?”

So much for my fantasies about working in a mansion. “It’s here?”

“In a manner of speaking.” Once we’re in the cramped elevator, he inserts a key into the panel and then punches the button for the eighth floor. The elevator shimmies as it ascends. I check the certificate underneath the columns of floor numbers to see when it was last inspected. Someone serviced this deathtrap a month ago. Still not comforting.

“Are you well?” Mr. Ward tilts his head and leans towards me. The way he’s staring, I wonder if I’ve got a colossal zit on my nose.

I move back as far as the elevator allows, which is only another step. “I’m a little claustrophobic.” Which is to say that confined spaces scare the shit out of me faster than a pharmaceutical laxative.
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