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Little Leather Book
Claire climbed wearily down from the library ladder, as the elderly housekeeper placed the tea tray on her desk. “Thank you. Mrs. Henderson,” she said smiling.
She placed the pile of books she had been gathering onto a nearby chair before brushing her hair back from her face. Despite the fact that she usually wore her brunette locks in a ponytail, there was always an air of dishevelment about her. Her father had once called her a typical bookworm with her eyes suffering from too much reading and her appearance always seemingly thrown together.
She eyed the tea tray thankfully as Mrs. Henderson left the room almost as silently as she had entered. Her morning coffee was quickly becoming a welcome relief from her day’s activities. Sipping the hot liquid as she stood, she marveled at the work she'd been able to accomplish in such a short space of time. It was difficult to believe that it had only been one month since her graduation from Oxford.
The library at Harlestone Castle was a drop in the ocean compared to the grandeur of the Bodleian, but the atmosphere and the history were, she thought, just as magnificent. Moreover, with the antiques and artwork surrounding her on a daily basis, she could almost imagine herself back in the Ashmolean. It was almost as if she had never left the rich history of Oxford at all. Sighing, she smiled again. Yes, fortune had indeed been kind to her when she had been accepted for this job.
“Knock, knock,” called a female voice, shaking her from her memories of Oxford.
“Good morning, Rachel. Please come in. Mrs. Henderson has just brought coffee. Shall I call her back?” After spending all morning with the books, Claire suddenly felt eager for human company. Nibbling on her lower lip, she told herself it had nothing at all to do with the fact that Rachel was an extremely attractive woman.
Rachel shook her russet curls and smiled, her charm and good breeding positively dripping from every pore. “Much as I’d enjoy spending the time here, I’m afraid there are several difficulties needing my attention this morning. And you know what they say. No rest for the wicked.” She winked playfully. Nevertheless, she entered the library and placed her clipboard down next to another pile of books. “I just wanted to make sure you’re settling in okay. What with Lord and Lady Cottingford being away, I do realise you’ve been thrown in at the deep end. But I also want you to know that you’re doing a terrific job.”
Claire couldn’t help but smile back. Since the moment she'd first met Rachel Smithfield, Lady Cottingford’s personal assistant, Claire had liked her. In fact, it had been Rachel who'd interviewed her for this particular job, rather than the Lady of the house. She had been surprised, but had merely assumed that such an important person as Lady Cottingford saw no reason to involve herself with lowly members of staff, such as herself.
Though it had been Claire’s first job interview and she'd been nervous as hell, Rachel had somehow succeeded in putting her at ease. In her early thirties, Rachel had been professional and to the point. Yet something in her manner had relaxed Claire and let her speak more easily than she had ever thought she would have with a stranger.
“Your words are appreciated Rachel, but I’m quite happy to be ‘thrown in at the deep end,’ as you say. This is my dream job. Being surrounded by these beautiful books all day and cataloguing them… well, it’s a pleasure I never dreamed would be possible. Books have always been a passion of mine”
Claire noted how Rachel’s brown eyes darkened, yet she continued to smile. “Indeed? And are you happy out of your work as well as in it?”
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