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Clara pushed the cart full of books past the stacks to the last row. It was hidden in shadows at this time of night; the lights dimmed to half capacity as part of the college’s cost-cutting measures. She turned down the aisle and moved to the far end to begin re-shelving the books. It was eerily quiet now, just shy of midnight. But it was one of the reasons she didn’t mind the night shift. The city outside was settled in for the night, and there was an additional hush inside. It was soothing, in a way; peaceful. She could get lost in her thoughts, or she could let the stillness wash over her and let her thoughts go.

Tonight, her thoughts were about the week just past, full of late nights that had kept her from home until well past midnight, and how grateful she was that this would be the last for at least a few days. Her distraction, combined with the carpeting beneath her feet, meant she didn’t hear someone approaching along the row until he leaned against the shelf to her left and entered her peripheral vision.

Startled, she dropped the book she was holding and watched the dark-haired man crouch to scoop it up. His piercing blue eyes stayed on her the whole time, and a thrill coursed through her from the intensity of his gaze. Her creamy complexion heated from having fumbled the textbook, and when he straightened to his full height the flush bloomed over her neck and chest, down her body, and pooled in her belly. He was over six feet tall, and his blue eyes were a striking match to the jet black hair that he wore short at the sides and back, keeping it longer on top. She started to wonder what the dark scruff along his square jaw would feel like against her soft skin but she pushed that thought aside; she should be focusing on her work and not the handsome man currently invading her space
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