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With Her Billionaire


Locked with Him

 If on a winter's night a traveler by Italo Calvino.

I picked up the slim book, brushing the dust off its cover. A train rushed towards me in the illustration, billowing smoke behind it. This was an original 1981 edition. Signed by Calvino himself. I was lucky to even be touching it.

The pages flopped open in my hands and that smell of paper and ink hit me in the face. How many times would I have read it then? Five? Six?

It didn't matter. One of the perks of being a librarian was that you never needed a library card.

The stacks were so quiet that I could spend my days reading book after book, undisturbed. It was like having an unlimited pass to all the literature I could ever want.

The sharp sound of stiff, crisp pages hung in the air. No one ever wanted the books that were down here. Everyone hung out upstairs, where the popular books were shelved. That's where dozens of copies of Hunger Games, Lord of the Rings, and Harry Potter were shelved.

But down here? I only ever saw anyone if they were lost. Normally some young kids looking for the bathroom. Every now and again there would be a nerdy graduate student, looking for some obscure tome. If they were guys, they'd never be able to look me in the eyes. If they were girls, they ignored me and tried to navigate the maze of the stacks on their own. Good luck with that.

Of course, most of the time they never thought I was the librarian. I guess brown skin and books are not supposed to mix. Sorry for not being skinny, pale, and bespectacled. 

I gently pressed the book open, trying not to crack the spine. I smoothed the pages down, passing my hand over the paper. It was time to start reading.

"You're still here, Penny?"

I jerked my head up. Right when I was getting started…

"Oh, hi Linda," I said. I started to put my head down again when I finally processed what she said. "Wait, why wouldn't I be here?"

I grabbed my phone off my desk and checked the time. It was nowhere near closing hours.

"You don't know?" Linda asked. Then, after a moment she hit her forehead with her palm. "You've been cooped up down here all day haven't you?"

"Yeah, and?"

"It's only supposed to be the worst freak blizzard in the last 50 years. It's supposed to snow over 3 feet!" Linda said. "Almost everybody's already gone home. I figured you were gone, but I wanted to come and check. Good thing I did."

Linda glowered down at me, with her hands on her hips. She was already decked out in her coat and snow boots. Obviously, she was ready to get out of here.

"So," Linda said," you coming?"

"Go on ahead without me. I have to check for stragglers anyway," I said. "You know how they get lost down here."

Linda lingered.

"You sure?" She said. "I don't need to read on the news tomorrow morning that you got trapped in here all alone."

"Don't worry about me, I'm a big girl. And don't you have to go pick up your little sister from school? She shouldn't be out in this weather."

"Fine," Linda said. "But pinky swear that you'll be careful."

"Pinky swear? What are we, in elementary school?"

"No, but I know you won't beak a promise."

She was right. Linda knew me for all of my life. All twenty-two years. I didn't break promises.

"Fine," I said.

We hooked our pinkies together and hugged.

"See you after the storm," Linda said.

I waved goodbye as she walked down the long corridor of the stacks and went upstairs.

The large doors slammed, echoing throughout the library. Then I was alone again. Just me and the books.

I leaned back in my chair and stretched my arms wide. Honestly, I wasn't in a hurry to get back home. My tiny apartment was okay, but it wasn't anything compared to the rows and rows of books surrounding me in the stacks. 

There, the walls were so thin that I couldn't sleep because of my neighbors bumping and grinding throughout the night. Here it was so quiet I could miss a snowstorm. Which would you prefer?

Still, no one wants to get caught in a blizzard. So I had to make my way home. I stood up and walked to the farthest edge of the stacks.

That area was really deserted. We were lucky to have it. It had old first editions and even original manuscripts, all open to the public. Not that it mattered, because I hadn't ever seen a library patron back there even once.

Not only was it in the deepest, darkest, furthest corner of the library, but you needed special permission to go there. That meant you either had to go through the head librarian, or me.

Of course, the automatic shut off lights that sometimes left you completely alone in darkness and the floating cobwebs that maintenance never cleaned it didn't help with its popularity. Neither did the ancient architecture that didn't get renovated with the rest of the library. Something about "maintaining authenticity." It was all enough to make you feel like you were walking into the middle of a horror movie

 So when I saw him there, I almost screamed.

He was standing in the dark, using his smartphone to peer at the pages of the book in his hand. I should have just called out to him. I should have just told him that the library was closing due to inclement weather conditions. But I didn't.

There was something different about him. He didn't look like the other shy guys who came down here. He was tall and wore a crisp blue dress shirt that peaked out from underneath his sweater. The fabric looked soft as it hid what seemed to be well formed muscles. I wanted to touch it.

But what was even more interesting was what he was reading. The Marquis de Sade's 120 days of Sodom.

I tried to peek over his shoulder, but I could only see that he was reading in the original French. The paper looked worn. How old was that edition? And anyway, how did he get down here without me knowing?

"A crazy story, isn't it?" He said. "Imagine being locked up in a castle with those guys for months. It probably wasn't hard to get people to have orgies with four rich men. Of course, things get pretty dark after that."

He spoke without turning around. How had he even known that I was there?

"I went to the Musée des Lettres et Manuscrits to see the original manuscript. The scroll is 39 feet long, and the writing is so tiny I had to use a magnifying glass to read it.

"So when I found out that your library has one of the few first editions published by Iwan Bloch, I had to come. I got permission from your head librarian. She told me you'd be here."

He turned around, and looked me straight in the eye. His gaze sent a shiver down my spine.

"Have you ever been to see the original in Paris, Penelope?"

At first, I couldn't even find the words to answer. Of course I'd never been to the Musée des Lettres et Manuscrits. I was just a librarian, and not even the head! What kind of money did he think I had to go gallivanting off to Paris?

"No," I said. "I haven't."

"You should," he said, "you'd love it."

Something about his voice wrapped around me and almost made me forget why I was there. It tugged at me, drawing me in.

"Look Mr…."

"Matt. Call me Matt."

"Okay, Matt," I said. "The library is closing. I just came to make sure no one was left behind."

"What?" He said. His eyes grew wide. "Why are you closing?"

"The forecast says there's going to be some kind of blizzard coming, so we have to close early today."

Matt's face fell. He closed closed the book in his hand and nearly returned it to the shelf. But then he stopped.

"I know it probably doesn't matter to you, but I've been planning this trip for a long time. I wanted to spend the whole day here," he said. "Do you think you can give me just a little bit more time?"

Something about the tone of his plea hit me. Of course, it didn't hurt that he was actually a good-looking guy interested in books. I didn't want to admit it, but I didn't mind spending just a bit more time with him. Still, we weren't supposed to stay.

I hesitated.

"How about this? I bet there is a book in here that even you didn't know was on the shelves," he said.

"Yeah, right," I said. "I've looked at every book here more times than I can count."

"But you haven't noticed this one, " Matt said. His voice was insistent. "If you're right, I'll be out of your hair. And if I'm right I get to choose my reward."

I crossed my arms over my chest. Who did this guy think he was?

"And what's that?" I asked.

Matt smiled and grabbed my hand. "First, lets see who's right."

Before I knew it, we were off and running. Matt tugged me down the winding corridors of the stacks, turning left and right, looking for a destination I couldn't figure out. 

Instead of resisting, instead of pulling away, I felt something different. My heart raced in my chest. We were probably the only people in the entire library, and we were running around like the kids. It felt… fun.

Finally, we stopped. Matt looked around, scanning the shelves for something. Whatever it was, he wasn't going to find it. I'd been here enough times to know that there wasn't a revolutionary surprise hiding amongst the books.

"Here!"

Matt pulled out a small, unassuming book from the shelf. It didn't look like much. Sure, it was old, but that was all.

"Tamerlane and Other Poems," Matt said.

"This is the surprise you had?" I said. "I've seen that book a thousand times. It's pretty old, but it's just an anonymous print."

Matt turned the book over in his hands, opening it to the title page.

"'By a Bostonian,'" he said. "But what's important is which Bostonian, and it happens to be a very famous one. Mr. Edgar Allen Poe.

"He printed it when he was just eighteen. Just 50 copies, and they sell for $600,000. Only twelve are known to still exist, all in private libraries. Well, twelve plus this one."

Matt turned to me with a smile on his face.

"Guess that makes thirteen, huh?"

No way. After all this time, how could I have missed that? How could all of us have missed it? A discovery like this would be enough to make this library famous. Or rich. Or both!

I grabbed the book from him, careful not to damage the old paper. If he was right, it wasn't the sort of thing just anyone should be handling. 

"I have to report this to the head librarian," I said.

"But shouldn't she be gone?" Matt asked. "You know, with that forecasted blizzard and everything."

Shit. The blizzard!

"We need to get out of here," I said.

 I started to rush towards the exit of the stacks before I even finished talking. I pressed the book against my chest and tried to keep myself from running.

"I just hope the storm isn't already too bad," I said.

We rushed through the darkness and up the stairs where Linda had left. The staircase was long and a little dangerous in the dark. All I could hear was the sound of our footsteps climbing.

"Sorry I kept you back," Matt said. " I wasn't trying to get you in trouble. I just was happy to talk to someone about these things."

"What things?"

"Books."

I didn't want to admit it, but I felt the same way. Even the other librarians didn't care as much as I did. Talking to him made me feel less of a nerd. I felt like he actually cared about all these bound stacks of pages with words scribbled on them.

"I just hope it's not too bad out there now," I said.

"Yeah, we wouldn't want to get stuck in the library together," Matt said. "Although, that doesn't sound like the most terrible idea."

I blushed and didn't answer. My heart beat raced so loudly in my ears that I could hear it. He meant it would be fun to be locked up with the books, right? That must be it.

We finally made it to the top of the long staircase, and I pushed the door open. Cold air hit me, making my whole body shiver. For a moment, I was blinded by the bright light streaming in through the windows.

Then, when I saw it, I froze. I had expected snow, maybe even a lot, but not this much. Snow blanketed everything that I could see, making the entire landscape stark white. There were no cars, no people outside. Nothing. Just snow.

That's what I get for never paying attention to the weather forecast. Well, for that and for getting distracted by a cute stranger.

"Let's go," I said.

I rushed towards the library entrance, and grabbed my coat from the coat rack. As soon as it was on, I pushed the door open. It creaked ajar, struggling to open because of the snow already blocking the way.

The white stuff was above my ankles, and as I tried to walk around, it got harder and harder. Then I slipped. My foot hit a patch of slick ice and kicked up into the air. Before I knew it, I was falling backwards. I braced myself, waiting for my body to hit the cold hard ground.

But it didn't. Instead, I found warm hands wrapped around me. They held me as if I was as light as a feather. Next, I was pressed against a broad, strong chest. The heart inside was racing.

"Are you okay?" Matt said.

When I looked up to him and nodded my head, he remembered himself. His arms fell to his sides, and suddenly I felt colder than before.

"Yeah," I said. "I'm okay."

"Good. You have to get inside. It's not safe here," he said.

We both made our way back to the library, and pushed the large doors shut behind us. I slumped down to the floor, still trying to process the situation I was in. Alone, in the middle of a blizzard, with a complete stranger. Things just couldn't get better, could they?

But maybe the storm would stop. Maybe we only have to wait a couple of hours and it would all be over.I took off my coat and hung it up. I had an idea. 

"Follow me," I said.

I went into the back room behind the checkout counter. We had a system of computers there, and if I was lucky they were still working. I sat down, and typed in my login credentials. After a few minutes, I was online and checking out the Weather Channel. Unfortunately, it wasn't good news.

"The worst storm in over a hundred years," the weather woman said, "people are calling this Snowmageddon 2. 

"More snow is forecasted to fall than during the Great Blizzard of 1888, when 50 inches of snow blanketed the Northeast. Fierce winds mean that, just like in the Armistice Day Blizzard of 1940, 20 or even 50 foot snowdrifts could quickly appear and cause extreme levels of danger."

My stomach dropped. This wasn't what I wanted to hear.

"Meteorologists are not sure what caused this extreme storm, but some scientists are laying the blame on global climate change, or global warming.

"Whatever the reason, authorities recommend residents of all Northeastern states stay put. We have no idea just how bad the blizzard might become, or how long it might last. However, travel will be virtually impossible."

I watched the computer screen with my mouth open. It couldn't be. There was no way that the storm could have been this bad. I needed to get home, out of the library.

I couldn't be stuck in there with the guy I had just met who had a penchant for the Marquis de Sade. Even if he was cute. And smart. And stop me from hitting my head on snow and concrete.

I jumped up.

"I'm going to try again," I said. "We have to get out of here."

Matt's eyes followed me as I walked towards the doors.

"That's probably not a good idea. Remember what happened last time?"

"You don't have to follow me," I said. I grabbed the handle of the door in my fist. "You can stay stuck in here all alone if you want."

I tried to push the door open, but it didn't budge. I grabbed the handle with both hands and pushed again, but nothing. Even when I put my entire weight behind it, I had no luck.

It was useless. I punched my hand into the old wood. All that got me were some sore knuckles and a loud thump.

"Shit!" I yelled.

Matt came up to me. His eyebrow was cocked and he had a slight smile on his face.

"Do you want to get away from me that badly?" He asked.

I was tempted to flip him off, but that would've been bad customer service. When I didn't answer, he dug into his pocket.

"Fine, I think I know someone who can help us."

Matt pulled out his cell phone, but almost as soon as he did, his brow furrowed. He pecked at the screen, and then he brought the speaker to his ear. After a while, Matt frowned.

"Nothing," he said. "There's no signal."

"What?! "

I pulled out my own cell phone, and he was right. There were no bars lighting up my screen. I tried to call Linda anyway, but I couldn't even get it to ring.

Things couldn't get any worse, could they? I slumped to the floor and wrapped my arms around my knees. This was all because I wanted to spend just a little bit more time with a cute patron. If I had left when Linda did, I'd be at home. Warm. Safe.

I dropped my forehead to my knees. "What are we supposed to do now?"

Matt plopped on the floor next to me. The heat of his body radiated and warmed my skin.

"Well, it doesn't look like we can do anything but wait," he said.

I groaned. That was exactly the opposite of what I wanted to hear. Just a second later, a loud noise came from my stomach. My cheeks burned. Please tell me he didn't hear that.

"And," Matt said, "by the sound of things we need to get some food. Do you know where any might be hiding?"

I raised my head and looked at him. He leaned back against the door, looking way too relaxed. How could he be so calm when I was freaking out?

I took a deep breath.

"The breakroom."

"What?" He asked.

"In the breakroom, we have some snacks there. If we're lucky, somebody might have even forgotten their lunch."

"Uh, great," Matt said.

There is a bit of uncertainty in his voice. What was there to be uncertain about? It was just a break room.

Matt stood up and the bottom of his shirt rolled upwards. It was just enough that I could see the beginning of his abs peeking out from underneath. I tried not to look shocked, but a warm flush came over my body. Most of the guys who hung out in the library didn't have cut muscles like that. He pushed his shirt down and held out his hand for mine.

"Lead the way," he said. His strong hands grasped me and pulled me up.

"Follow me, I guess." 

The main floors of the library were totally different from the stacks. As we walked, I watched the fluffy white snow fall down all around us. It was strange how silent it was. At least rain would pelt the roof with water. The snow looked too gentle and was too quiet to be trapping us in here.

"So," I asked. "What exactly were you doing here? Don't you check the Weather Channel?"

"I could ask the same of you," Matt said. "And I told you what I was doing here. Looking for 120 Days of Sodom."

"Yeah, but why come here? Couldn't you just have bought an ebook, like normal people? Are you even from around here?"

"I wanted to see a first edition in person," he said. "I guess you could say I have a thing for books. And what about you? What are you doing here?"

"Don't think I didn't notice that you dodged the last part of my question," I said. "And I work here!"

Then, after a second I added, "And I guess I have a thing for books too."

Just then, we reached the break room. The door was locked so I opened it with my staff keys. I pushed the door open and turned on the lights.

"Tah dah!"

It really was a sad room. Just a few wobbly chairs, a plastic table covered in out-of-date magazines, and our meager snack selection.

I walked over to the fridge and pulled it open. There were a few pieces of string cheese. I looked at the expiration date. 2005. Yeah, not happening.

Next, I went to our snack bar. Well, it wasn't so much a bar as a few child sized bags of chips, some coffee, and old fruits. I tossed one bag of salt and lime tortilla chips to Matt.

"Enjoy the bounty," I said and teared open a bag myself.

As I munched away, Matt seemed entranced by the coffee area. He started pulling together the little sugar packets and the bottle of chocolate syrup we had standing next to the cheap drip coffee machine.

"What are you doing ?" I asked.

Matt turned and looked at me with a grin on his face. "It's a surprise."

I watched him grab two coffee mugs and pour things into them. Sugar, chocolate, milk, oil. It was the strangest hot chocolate mix I had ever seen. Then Matt nuked them in the microwave. All the while, he seemed the most pleased with himself that he was putting something together. Just what exactly did he have up his sleeve?

When the microwave dinged, Matt rushed to open the door. Actually, he burnt his hand, sucking in his breath when he touched the hot handle. Finally, he turned to me.

"Bon appétit," he said.

Carefully, I took the cup in my hand. Matt handed me a spoon, and I peered down into the mug. No way!

"Soufflé au Chocolat," he said with a grand bow. "I learned the recipe from a great Parisian pâtissier."

I opened my eyes wide. Was this guy for real? When he saw my expression, Matt laughed.

"Yeah right! It's just a microwave chocolate brownie," he said. "I figured you'd like something sweet even if we are trapped in the middle of a snowstorm."

I hesitated, but I was too hungry to pass up a brownie. After the first delicious bite, it felt like I inhaled the entire mug.

"That was amazing," I said.

"No, I think you were just hungry," Matt said and laughed.

Suddenly, his face went serious. His eyes locked on mine, and he came close to me. Soon, he was so near that I could feel his breath on my skin. Matt brought his hand to my face and it brushed my cheek.

My heart pounded in my chest, and I felt like I couldn't move. I didn't want to.

The next thing I felt was Matt's thumb at the corner of my mouth. He pressed down and wiped something away. Then, looking at the smudge, he licked it.

"You had some chocolate there," he said.

My ribs felt like they were squeezed tight. Of course. Chocolate. What in the world was I thinking? Why else would a guy like him be touching a girl like me? I jerked out of his touch.

"Thanks," I said and avoided Matt's eyes.

He rubbed the back of his neck and shoved his hands into his pockets.

"Your break room was overflowing with food," he said, "but I think we need to eat something besides stale chips and a brownie."

He was right. If we were stuck in here for a while, what were we going to eat? Even though sometimes I thought I could live on chocolate, it wasn't exactly true. Then I had an idea.

"We have a vending machine!" I said.

It was just outside of the children's play area. The only part of the library where patrons were actually allowed to have food. It wasn't anything fancy, but the head librarian had petitioned for organic and healthy snacks to be available to the kids. Of course, the kids weren't excited about that, but their rich parents were.

I led Matt through a few doors to the kids room. My ears were still burning from before, and I couldn't even look back at him. It felt like his eyes were burning into my skin. But I must have been imagining it, right?

When we arrived, I could have jumped for joy. Organic chips, fruit juices, and even a salad were all sitting inside the little glass case. All we needed was to get them out.

"Do you have any change?" I asked.

Matt dug in his pockets. He pulled out his wallet, but all he had to show me was a stack of hundred dollar bills.

"Are you for real?"

"What?" Matt said. "I don't usually carry around change."

"What kind of person walks around with stacks of money in their wallet?"

He dodged the question. "What's important is how we're going to get any food. Do you have any change?"

I didn't want to admit it, but I almost never had change either. But that wasn't because I was walking around with my pocket full of money. It was because I had none and I used my card for everything. Still, it was worth it to give it a try.

After I scrambled around in my pockets, I came up with a dollar fifty. I showed Matt the coins.

"That's it," I said.

We both stared at the vending machine. I was starting to wish it had never been changed into an organic snack haven. One fifty doesn't go very far when you're talking about organic food.

"We have enough for the salad," Matt said. "The small one."

I looked at it and frowned. It was the most basic version. There weren't even croutons or cheese on it. Why did Snickers bars and Skittles have to look so much more delicious?

I pressed my lips together into a hard-line. Oh well. There was nothing else to be done.

After I dropped the coins into the machine, it spit out the salad. Taking our prize in hand, we went back to the break room. Matt divided up the leafy greens, but by the time he was done I noticed that my portion was significantly bigger than his.

I speared some lettuce with a fork and started to bring it over to his plate, but Matt stopped me.

"Come on," I said, "you have to eat too."

"Yeah, but I don't know if I'll make it through this storm if I have to keep listening to your grumbling stomach," he said.

I should have been mad at him. I should have wanted to punch this strange guy in the middle of his face. But I didn't. He smiled at me and something about the glint in his eye melted my heart.

So instead of punching him, I ate the salad.

It wasn't much, but by the end of it I didn't feel like I was starving anymore. At least that was a step forward. Still, what were we going to do until the storm was over?

I glanced over at Matt. He looked out the window, but he didn't seem to be paying attention to the snow. Something about him seemed very far away.

No, it was better not to ask him. He would probably just send us on some wild goose chase looking for another rare book. And we saw how well that went last time.

"Hey," I said, "do you want to watch a movie?"

Matt jerked out of his daydream. He turned to me, smoothing over his expression as if he hadn't been thinking of anything at all.

"Of course."

That was the great thing about the Internet. Netflix would never fail me. Even in the middle of a blizzard, I had a whole movie theater at my fingertips.

We walked out of the breakroom and headed towards the staff computers again. That's when everything went dark.

At first, I didn't even understand what had happened. I stopped in my tracks, blinking in the darkness.

"Did you flip a switch?" I asked.

"No," Matt said, "I think the electricity just went out."

A cold sweat came over my body. Just when I thought things couldn't get worse. Now there was no electricity? Shit, and no electricity meant no Netflix! We were stuck in the dark, and didn't even have Internet.

Matt took my hand in his. His fingers were rough and the size of his palm engulfed mine. For a second, I couldn't breathe.

He came near me. "We should stick close together."

All I could do was nod my head. Yeah. Of course. Why else would we be holding hands?

It was hard to see in the darkness. At least he couldn't see the embarrassment on my face. All there was were rows and rows of shelves that disappeared off into blackness. What were we going to do if we couldn't even move around?

Then I remembered.

"I have a flash light," I said. "I keep it in an emergency kit. It's at my desk, down in the stacks."

Yes! Linda always made fun of me for having Band-Aids, antibacterials, and anything else you could need for an emergency. But finally, it was paying off.

"Do you think it's safe to go down there in the dark?" Matt asked. "We can barely see up here. Down there it'll be pitch black."

Already, I started to walk towards the stairs. I tried to have sure footsteps. I didn't want him to know I was scared.

"It'll be fine," I said. "I know everything about this library."

"You didn't know about Tamerlane," Matt said.

"I know the important stuff. I've been using this library since I was an undergrad. I even have the rumors and myths down," I said.

It was easier to pretend in the dark. Even thought Matt's skin rubbed against mine, I didn't have to keep a straight face. I could just keep talking. All I had to do was control my voice. That was easy enough to do. Right?

"What rumors?" Matt asked.

"Like the rumor that undergrads sneak into the stacks to have sex right under the librarian's noses."

"Is it true?"

As I was about to answer, my foot stepped into nothingness. Instead of landing on hard stone, it fell through the air. My arms flailed. I couldn't even see the railing to grab onto it.

It was a long way down these stairs. I wondered if I would be tumbling all the way to the bottom. How long would it take for an ambulance to find me?

Then my body jerked backwards. Arms circled my waist and pulled me close. They held me so tight that it was difficult to breathe. For a while, we just stood there. My body was too shaken from the possibility of what could've happened to do anything else.

When Matt's arms relaxed their hold on me, I started to walk down the stairs again.

"Thanks for-"

Before I could finish, his lips were on mine. They pressed against my mouth insistently, flooding me with their warmth. Matt's hands buried into my hair and pulled my head towards him.

I could feel the tension in his muscles. Pressed against him in the dark, all I could focus on were these sensations. The wet, warmness of Matt's mouth. The hardness of his body. The smell of his cologne lingering on his skin.

It wasn't until Matt's hand creeped under my sweater and over my breasts that the spell was broken. I pushed away from him. 

My legs started moving before I even knew where I was going. Even in the dark, they seemed to have a mind of their own. Where was I headed? I didn't know. Away from him.

I wasn't that kind of girl. Not the kind of girl to let a guy grope her in the middle of the library. Not the kind of girl to do that with a complete stranger. Even if he was handsome, and nice, and liked books.

What did I know? Maybe Matt thought black girls were easy. Maybe he thought I was an easy score. And who would know? He would disappear after the blizzard and I'd never see him again. He'd tell his friends about the librarian he banged during the storm.

Tears poured down my face in hot streams. They filled my eyes and obscured my vision, not that I could see much anyway.

Finally, I made it. My legs gave out and I slumped to the floor. Even without looking, I could tell where I was. Rare Books: Mythology. My favorite section.

I wrapped my arms around myself. It was stupid. Everything that had happened was his fault. He made us stay late. He trapped us here.

But still, even though I didn't want to admit it, I was falling for him. I shivered in the darkness. Somehow it felt even colder than it had before. Had we lost heating too? Just how long would I last stuck in here with no electricity, no food, and no heat? I would be a popsicle before I got out.

Oh well. At least I was surrounded by books.

Something rustled in the darkness.

"Penelope?"

A bright light cut through the shadows. It searched left and right, and then trained on me.

"There you are," Matt said. "I was afraid something had happened to you."

Quickly, I wiped the tears off of my face. "Go away."

"Penelope, I –"

"Go away!" I yelled. "I'm not going to fuck you so that you can brag to your friends after this is all over!"

The next thing I heard was the flashlight clattering on the ground. I was surrounded by Matt's warmth again. He pulled me into a deep hug and pressed a kiss against my forehead.

"Is that what you thought it was about?" Matt asked. The deepness of his voice seemed to rumble though my body. 

"Of course I want to brag about you to my friends," he said.

I moved to punch him, but his arms kept me still.

"But that's not why I kissed you," he said. "I kissed you because I knew that I wanted to from the moment you peeked over my shoulder."

Matt's hand came to me cheek and he wiped away a stray tear.

"Now, since we're all alone here, and the heat is out, why don't we keep each other warm?"

"That's a terrible line," I said.

"I know, but you like it."

Matt's lips caught mine again, but this time it felt different. My lips parted for him, letting his hot tongue explore my mouth. This time I wasn't shocked. I wasn't scared. I just wanted him. All of him.

I pulled Matt close, tugging at his shirt. His skin felt like it was burning, even though the air around us was feeling cold. I let my hands roam under his sweater and feel his body. 

Matt pulled my head back, grabbing my hair so that I couldn't resist him. His kisses trailed up and down my neck, leaving behind tracks that felt like fire. His other hand slipped under my shirt again. Matt pushed my bra up, exposing my hard nipples to his rough fingers.He squeezed them, playing with them until I moaned into the quiet air of the library. 

I felt Matts hardness pressing against me. It seemed to grow harder and harder by the minute. When his hand left my breast, I expected him to unbutton his own pants, but he didn't.

Matt reached down to my jeans and unzipped them.With a swift tug, he pulled them off of me. Suddenly, my legs were exposed to the chilly air with no protection. 

His hand creeped between my legs, pressing at the moist fabric of my panties. I squirmed under his touch. I didn't want him there. I wanted him inside me. 

I blushed at my own eagerness. Not that long ago, I ran away from Matt. And now I was on the library floor with my pants off? In the back of my mind, a voice protested. This wasn't what a good girl would do. What would grandmama say?

But I didn't care about being a good girl. All I cared about in that moment was the feel of Matt's touch on my body. I only cared about the way it burned me to my core.

Matt pushed my legs wide and pulled my panties aside. I didn't even have time to brace myself before his large fingers slipped inside me. I let out a moan, and Matt stifled it with his lips.

As he slipped in and out of me, I felt my thoughts disappear. There were no worries. I wasn't scared. It was just me and Matt. 

It didn't make sense. I had just met him. But still it felt perfect.

My whole body started to tingle. Electricity raced through my nerves, reaching every part of me. I looked Matt straight in the eye and saw him looking back at me. That gaze scorched right through my heart. All I could see in it was desire.

I threw my head back and curled my toes. All at once, every part of my body stiffened and I started to shiver. Then, with a loud moan, pleasure wracked my body. 

Matt held me close, never letting go until the shaking stopped and my breath calmed down. When I looked at him again, he was smiling.

"Now that's something to brag about," he said.

I punched him in the arm and he laughed again.

"Okay, okay! Just kidding!"

I wanted to lay there in his arms, but as the heat left me, I started to shiver. That's right, I had almost forgotten. We still had no electricity or heat. Wonderful.

As I pulled back on my pants, Matt picked up the flashlight that he had dropped.

"Is that-"

"Yeah," Matt said. "It's your flashlight."

"Did you dig through my purse to get that?"

"How else was I supposed to get it?" he said. "Don't worry, I won't tell anybody about your Juicy Fruit obsession."

"Ha ha, very funny," I said. "Come on, let's go back upstairs. At least we can see if the snow lets up from there."

Matt grabbed my arm and stopped me from walking.

"Before we go, remember what I said," he said. "I meant it. I'm not going to disappear when we're free."

"Yeah well, let's focus on getting out of here first." My voice was quiet. I tried to stop from showing just how happy that made me feel. But we didn't have time for a happIly ever after while we were stuck with no food.

Matt led the way up the stairs. He held my hand and lighted our path with the flashlight. We finally got to the top of the stairs, he pushed the door open for me.

As soon as we got out onto the main floor, we could hear it. The noise. Something sounded like grinding. It echoed throughout the library.

"What's that?" I asked.

A screeching, scraping sound came from outside. Was that the building? With the snow so heavy that the roof was giving way? I couldn't imagine anything else.

"Hello!"

A voice boomed over what sounded like a speaker or megaphone.

"Hello, is there anyone in there?"

No way. Matt and I looked at one another and then ran in the direction of the noise. It was coming from behind the entrance doors. We pounded on the wood doors and yelled.

"Yes, we are here!" Matt said.

"Please, help us!" I yelled.

We weren't sure if they heard us, but the scraping continued. Were they trying to dig us out? We kept pounding at the door, hoping they would hear us and get us out. Finally, the scraping stopped.

"Stand back!" The voice yelled.

Then the door opened. I was blinded. It had been so long in the darkness, that the bright floodlights filled my vision.

Slowly, I started to see things besides whiteness. There were people. Tons of them.

The brightness of the floodlights was soon replaced by cameras flashing.

"Mr. Dufour!" someone yelled.

Who was that? I looked around. The people seemed to have their cameras trained on me and Matt. A microphone was shoved in his face.

"Who is this woman, Mr. Dufour?"

"Did she save you?"

"Is she your girlfriend?"

Girlfriend? Wait, why were all of these people so interested in Matt? Why did they know who he was?

A woman stood in front of us, facing a large camera that recorded the scene. She talked into her microphone.

"Tonight, billionaire mogul Matthieu Eamon Dufour has been rescued from a library. He was trapped in the middle of Snowmageddon, and rescue teams have been searching for him for hours.

"He appears to be accompanied by an as of yet unidentified young woman. Could she be another one of his flings?"

My jaw dropped. Matt? Matthieu? A billionaire?

I stared at Matt. My look must have said it all, because he turned to me with a pained expression.

"I'm sorry," he said. "I didn't want to tell you like this."

This really was turning out to be one hell of a day.

"Miss!" someone said. "Miss! Smile!"

A flash blinded me. Before I could see again, Matt's hand grabbed mine and we ran.
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Sweat and Curves: A BBW and Her Trainer




Trisha, a voluptuous BBW, goes to her doctor one day and finds out she has to lose weight or risk her health. When she goes to a brand new 24 hour gym, she gets way more than just a workout from her handsome new trainer Evan. She soon finds out that he prefers curvy women when he makes her spread her legs on the gym floor. The gym is pretty quiet late at night, but will they get caught practicing their new "advanced workout" where everyone can see?




Curves for the Chef: A BBW and her Ex-Soldier Billionaire Chef's Erotic Romance




She, Veronica Ward, is a voluptuous journalist who doesn't have the time to cook. He, Eric Walker, is sexy, a self made billionaire, a war veteran with a dark and secret past, and her next journalism subject. When Veronica is assigned to cover the handsome chef, she can't get her mind off of Eric. He offers to show her the ropes in the kitchen, and a lot more starts to heat up besides the stove. Eric's a man who knows how to get what he wants, and he'll make sure she learns a lot more from him than just how to make a soufflé! 




Little Red and the Big Bad Wolf: A BBW Paranormal Erotic Fairy Tale

Scarlett's little town is being stalked by a beast. It only preys on young beautiful virgins, so she thinks her curvy body is off the menu. But when she volunteers to sacrifice herself for the sake of her town, she didn't know exactly what she signed up for. This is no ordinary wolf. Werewolf Rafe has found his mate, and he has to take her body or lose control. Will the voluptuous young virgin lose her innocence to a rough werewolf? Or will she fight against his passion?




Chikan: Taken in Public on the Morning Train

Samantha Lawrence is all alone and defenseless in the big city of Tokyo. Taking the train to her very first day of work, she is sandwiched in front of a man who can't keep his hands to himself. Who would have guessed that she would end up wet, exposed, spanked, and banged, all before 9 AM?




The Tentacle and I

Pearl diver Akiko Yamada is aching to get out of her provincial little town and into the big city. When she tries to make some extra money, she finds herself entangled in the arms of a tentacle monster that wants more out of her than pearls. Can she hold her breath while the monster's tentacles take her in every hole?




Best Friends Forever: A Virgin Lesbian First Time Experience

High-school seniors Bella and Sasha are just one month away from graduation. They are spending their last moments together hanging out as usual, but a risqué school project has them doing things they've never done before. It gets hot and steamy, but will their be able to get their hands and mouths off of each other before Sasha's parents find out?




She's the Billionaire: An Erotic BDSM Story of Female Domination

Book I: Meet Your Boss, Chris Baker

New lawyer Richard Holder can't wait to get personal with the lovely ladies of his firm. But when he crosses the line with his sexy boss, she makes him an offer he can't refuse. He'll have to bend over and swallow much more than just his pride. Can Richard obey his new Dom and keep his job?




She's the Billionaire: An Erotic BDSM Story of Female Domination

Book 2: Who's the Dom?

New lawyer Richard Holder has been blackmailed by Chris Baker, his boss, into becoming her slave. But Richard wants to prove that he's the kind of guy who dominates women, not the other way around. He finds a young girl at a club who is eager to bend to his will, but what will happen when his new Dom finds out he's broken the rules? He gets smothered in her juices, but will she let him find any release?




She's the Billionaire: An Erotic BDSM Story of Female Domination

Book 3: The Dinner Party

Richard, a new lawyer, has completely submitted to Chris Baker, his domme and boss after she blackmailed him. But tonight she has something totally unexpected in store for him. He never imagined that he would see her totally stuffed in all of her holes, but when does he get to join in the fun?




 She's the Billionaire: An Erotic BDSM Story of Female Domination

Book 4: The Final Contract




It's been a long time since young Lawyer, Richard Holder, has heard from his ex-Domme, Christianne Baker. But she surprises him one day with a new offer that he just can't refuse. What tricks has she got up her sleeve, and what will Richard have to do to get it? Richard is bound, spanked, and taken by Baker In more ways than he can possibly imagine. But how will this Domme-Sub relationship end?




Training Kate: The Submission of a Maid

Book 1: Kate's Exhibition

Kate and her dom Michel have agreed on a strange arrangement. He rents Kate out to wealthy strangers who are allowed to do any and everything to her. She's collared, banged, and stripped right in the middle of their living room! But the real fun is yet to begin.




Training Kate: The Submission of a Maid 

 Book 2: Kate's Introduction

Kate, a maid, has been given to a rich older couple by her dom Michel. They get to do whatever they want with for a weekend, and they seem to have something pretty big in store for her. Will Kate be able to become a proper submissive and learn all of their rules? Everyone and anyone can take Kate any time they want, and they do it often. Kate is spanked, banged, humiliated, and thoroughly dominated, but the party hasn't even started yet.




Training Kate: The Submission of a Maid

Book 3: Kate's Ball

The party has finally started. Kate, a submissive maid, has been given to an older couple for training. They are going to teach her how submit completely, and not just to them. Today is the big ball, and everyone that's invited can treat Kate as their sexual toy. Toys, whips, collars, and anything you can think of are on the menu. Will she be able to submit to being the party entertainment and getting taken in front of everyone? 




Mind Control 101: Hypnotizing My Little Sister's Best Friend

College students Trevor and Lindsey are taking an introductory psychology class when they are assigned a group project together. When Trevor discovers that he can use hypnosis to get more than a good grade, Lindsey is in for a steamy class project. He gradually eases her into dropping her clothes, showing off her hot body, and finally getting banged until she loses control. But will their hot after school activities be enough to get them an "A?"




Mind Control 101: Hypnotizing My Big Brother's Best Friend

College students Trevor and Lindsey are taking an introductory psychology class when they are assigned a group project together. Lindsey has always had feelings for her big brother's best friend, and hypnosis might be just the way for her to get more than just a good grade. She convinces him to drop his clothes, show off his muscles, and fill her to the brim with something a little sexier than his school smarts. Can she keep herself from pushing him over the edge, and will their hot after school activities be enough to get them an "A?"




Mind Control 101: Hypnotizing my Sleeping Little Sister's Best Friend

Trevor and Lindsey, two young college students, spend a night out at a club that starts out like any other party night. But it takes a different turn when Trevor returns to his dorm and finds a half-naked Lindsey asleep in his bed. What will Trevor do? Will he be a nice guy? Or will he use his hypnosis skills to take Lindsey as roughly and deeply as he's always wanted?




Mind Control 101: Sharing My Hypnotized Little Sister's Best Friend

Lindsey has a deep dark secret. Even though everyone thinks she's an innocent college freshman, what she really wants is to be taken by three guys at once. Lucky for her, her friend Trevor is going to help her out. He uses hypnosis to release all of Lindsey's inhibitions and let her be as wild as she wants to be. Clothes drop and she's surrounded by three eager men. What will happen when sweet Lindsey gets just what she desires from Trevor and his two jock friends?




Popping My Husband's Cherry: A Strap-on Honeymoon

Newlyweds, Amy and Paul, are spending their honeymoon in a tropical paradise. But all is not well, and Amy realizes that Paul just can't perform like he used to. When Amy's friend, Jessica, introduces her to the advantages of pegging, she has an idea that will make for a much hotter second honeymoon. Will Amy be able to get what she wants and make Paul open his mouth, bend over, and get taken from behind?




Hot Little Shop

Dairymaid Cafe

Cindy Watt is broke. She needs a job, and when the proprietress at the mysterious Little Shop points her to Dairymaid Cafe, she jumps at the chance. But this isn't your regular cafe. After her breast grow, swelling with milk, Cindy realizes that the cafe has a sexy underside. The waitresses serve the customers their own sweet cream, and it looks like it's Cindy's turn to be milked!




Hot Little Shop

Dairymaid Cafe 2: Down on the Farm

Cindy Watt is one of the buxom waitresses at the Dairymaid Cafe. She loves her new job, squirting out sweet cream for her customers. Business is booming. But soon the cafe can't keep up with demand, and the store owner has a new idea. Cindy and her coworkers ramp up production by becoming cows on the Dairymaid Farm. She's stripped, pumped, and exposed to peeping patrons. When it's her turn to be milked, Cindy needs some special help, and three huge men know just what she needs! 




Checking Santa's List: A BWWM Erotic Holiday

Candice is tired of just being a volunteer mall elf. What she really wants under her tree is Brad, her best friend and the sexy guy underneath the Santa suit. When she accidentally shares too much on her Secret Santa card, Brad is more than willing to grant her wish. Candice ends up sitting in Brad's lap and a lot more! But won't they get caught playing their naughty holiday games right in the middle of the mall?




Heating up Jack Frost: A BBW Holiday

Curvy Holly just wants to go home for the holidays. She'd rather be warm with her family than at home without a guy to heat her up. But when a freak snow storm crashes her car and strands her in the middle of nowhere, those plans are ruined. Lucky for her, she's saved by a mysterious, tall, pale, and sizzlingly sexy guy named Jack. He nurses her back to health and Holly soon finds out Jack Frost is way hotter than she thought!




Little Lola

Lola Smith has had more than a little trouble growing up. At 23 she's never had a boyfriend, doesn't have a place of her own, can't find a job, and is generally unhappy with her life. When she meets Tobias White while speed dating, he promises to help with all of her problems. At least, if she agrees to his terms. 

Lola doesn't know what to expect, but it soon becomes clear what Tobias wants. He'll help her navigate this difficult grown up world, but in exchange he'll mold Lola into his own perfect little girl. She blushes as she's stripped naked, bathed, and dressed in little girl clothes. 

At first, Lola's not sure how to react to Tobias' demands. When she rebells, Lola quickly learns that a bare bottom spanking isn't the only kind of punishment she'll get for being naughty. 

Soon Lola and Tobias' relationship deepens, not just sexually but emotionally. Every day, Lola comes closer to being Tobias' perfect girl. But will this arrangement last? Can they form a bond that will last forever? 
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