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About Stuck with Him




Penelope Hart used to have a normal life. But after she's forced to spend a night trapped in a library with billionaire, Matthieu Dufour, everything changes.




Crowds of paparazzi destroy Penelope's quiet life, and when it's all too much there's only one man she can turn to: Matt. He promises to take her in and keep her safe.




Matt has the kind of money that can make all of Penelope's problems go away, but should she trust him? Can she get her life back without breaking her heart, or will she realize that a happy ending with Matt is just a dream?




***




Stuck with Him is the second part in With Her Billionaire, an interracial (BWWM) romance series following the story of Penny and Matt. The series contains strong sexual themes, and is not intended for readers under the age of 18.
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Stuck with Him


Chapter 1

Nothing made sense. Snow fell from the sky and landed on my skin, melting on my eyelashes and finding its way into the space between my sleeve and my glove. The light reflecting off of the white powder was so bright that I almost forgot where I was.

That's right. I was outside. We had finally made it outside.

And that light, it wasn't just the sun. No. It was the constant flashing of bulbs going off. Pictures being taken. A wall of people with cameras for heads, following my movement.

But I wasn't alone. There was one warm feeling. The touch of Matt's hand on mine as he grabbed me and pulled me along.

It felt like we were running in slow motion. I couldn't hear the voices that were shouting around me. I couldn't hear anything but the sounds of our breaths panting in the cold air.

Where were we running? I didn't know, and it didn't matter. So long as the warmth of Matt's hand stayed wrapped around mine.

But then he had to open his big mouth.

"Taxi!" he yelled.

The cab screeched to a halt in front of us, spraying snow on my coat. The door popped open and we scrambled inside. As soon as the driver saw our faces, his mouth dropped open.

"Hey, aren't you –"

Matt shoved a wad of bills towards the cabbie.

"Drive," he said.

Without another word, the cab driver took the money and sped off in the opposite direction of the paparazzi. Before long, they were just small dots in the rearview mirror.


Chapter 2

We sat in the back of the cab and Matt was still holding my hand. The smell of smoke clung to the old upholstery, just like the dried bits of old chewing gum. I looked out the window at the buildings rushing past us, and that's when I remembered.

Everything. Being trapped in the library. Finding out that Matt wasn't really Matt. He was Matthieu Eamon Dufour. A billionaire. Who lied to me.

I tore my hand away.

"Don't touch me!" I yelled.

"What?" Matt looked at me with his eyes wide. "What's wrong?"

"What's wrong?" I asked, "What's wrong? How dare you ask me that!"

I wished I had something to throw. 

"Are you angry with me?"

I couldn't believe him. Was I angry? Of course I was angry! What the hell else would I be?

"You lied to me," I said. "I don't even know who you are."

Matt took a deep breath and looked into my eyes.

"I didn't lie to you. I just was looking for the right time…"

I clenched my fists and punched into the dirty upholstery.

"The right time for what? Huh, Mr. Matthieu Eamon Dufour? To tell me that this is all just a big game that you were playing? To tell me that you were just fucking with me?" I yelled. It was so loud that I even surprised myself.

"Penny, I –"

The cabbie stopped the car and we lurched forward. He turned around.

"Listen you two," he said, "I don't know what's going on back there, but if you two can't calm down, I'm kicking you both out of my car. Got it?"

He waited for the both of us to nod before he turned back around.

"I don't care who you are," he said. "And there won't be any refunds either."

After a moment, the car started to move again. I pulled out an old receipt from my pocket and scribbled my address on it. Then I shoved it towards the cabbie.

"Take me here as fast as you can. I want to get away from this creep," I said.

"Yes ma'am," he replied.

Then I sat back in my seat, arms crossed, staring out the window so I didn't have to look at Matt's face. For a while, we didn't say anything. The only thing surrounding us was the noise of the city.

I wasn't even sure how I felt. I was angry. I never wanted to talk to him again. But somewhere inside of me, I was yearning for Matt to talk to me. To apologize. To tell me that everything was okay. I wanted to feel his warm hand on mine again. But was that wrong?

"What do you want to know?" Matt asked.

I slowly turned my head to look at him. He was staring at me without any anger in his face. He just looked… sad. Seeing him like that, I felt my heart ache a little. Was that my fault? Did I make him feel that way?

I looked away from him again and stared out the window. No. I was the hurt one here.

"What's your name?" I asked. "Your real one."

"It's Matt, like I told you –"

I whipped my head around and fixed him with a stare.

"Okay, okay. Matthieu Eamon Dufour is what it says on my birth certificate, but nobody calls me that. At least nobody I care about. Except for my mom. Matt is the name I want to be called by."

"Why?"

"Come on," Matt said, "who is going to take you seriously if you go around introducing yourself as 'Matthieu Eamon Dufour?' That's just weird."

A laugh bubbled up inside me, but I stifled it. I wasn't going to fall for his tricks.

"Are you really a billionaire?" I asked.

Matt looked away for a moment, as if he didn't want to answer.

"Yes," he said.

"And it is it all your daddy's money? I bet you've never had to work a day in your life."

Matt's body tensed, but then he relaxed. I could tell I was hitting a sore point.

"Yes and no," he said. "My family is wealthy. They've always been wealthy. So no, I've never had to work a day in my life. But I wanted to."

Matt's hand reached out towards me, but then stopped as if he was about to touch fire. He took a deep breath.

"I started my own electronics company when I was a teenager, so I know what it's like to work. Maybe not like a waitress, or even a librarian, but I work. I have a trust sitting in a Swiss bank account somewhere, but I never touch it. I work for everything I need," he said. Then his voice went low. "Any other questions?"

The growl in his voice stirred up something deep in my belly, but I tried to push away.

"And w-what were you doing in the library? Do you even like books?" I asked.

Matt laughed. It was the first time he'd laughed in a while and he threw his head back, with his bright smile opened wide.

"Do I like books?" Matt laughed. He covered his mouth with his hand and squeezed his eyes tight until the laughter had left him. "Do you really think I go sneaking around libraries to pick up unsuspecting girls? If that's what I wanted, wouldn't it just be easier to go to a club?"

My cheeks burned. Okay. So that made sense. He was a billionaire; girls were probably throwing themselves at him every day! Still, he didn't have to laugh at me.

I crossed my arms. "Look, I don't know what kind of freaky stuff you're into."

Matt's laughter faded. He looked at me and licked his lips just enough to make me catch my breath.

"That's true," he said, "you don't know."

Matt paused just enough for the words to sink in.

"I was at the library for exactly the reason I told you. To examine the library's copy of 120 days of Sodom," he said. "I run a small rare books business to feed my reading hobby. It was just icing on the cake that the librarian turned out to be a beautiful girl."

Even in the cold of the taxi, my skin was hot. It was embarrassing. I wanted to hate Matt, but my body kept giving in to him. My lips were burning to kiss him, but I wasn't going to give in that easily.

"And what exactly do you want with me, or are you all finished now that we're not trapped anymore?" I asked.

Matt grabbed me. His fingers wrapped around my arm, holding me tight. 

"How many times do I have to tell you that I'm not going anywhere? What I want is you. Inside the library. Outside of the library. I don't care where or how. I just want you," Matt said. With each word, his fingers squeezed my body. 

"What about you?" he asked, "What do you want from me?" 

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

What did I want from him? The question seemed too difficult. I could answer in a million ways, but which one was the right one? It seemed like it was just on the tip of my tongue.

"Here we are!" The cabbie said. 

We came to a halt right outside of my building. I looked up at it. Up a steep flight of stairs and down a narrow hallway was my apartment. One room. No kitchen. Barely a bathroom. That was my life.

I looked back at Matt. He probably lived in the kind of place they wouldn't even let me step inside. Full of spotlessly clean elevators and concierges waiting at your every beck and call. The kind of place where the help comes in the back.

Matt grabbed my hand. The size of his hands swallowed mine, covering them completely. He pulled me close enough to him that if I fell just a little bit forward, we would kiss.

"It looks like you have two choices," he said. Matt's voice was quiet, but serious. "You can get out of this car and go back to your life, or you can come with me."

My heart started to race. It knocked against my chest, from what? Fear? Excitement? I wasn't sure. Matt came a little closer, close enough that I could feel his breath on my skin and get wrapped in his musky cologne.

"Of course, I can't promise that I'll leave you alone even if you do go," he said with a smile. "I don't think I'll be able to help myself."

That was enough to steal my breath away. Was he really that serious? If he was, shouldn't I just say yes, even after everything? It seemed so easy. All I had to do was fall in his arms…

"Hey lady," the cabbie said, "I don't have all day here. Are you getting out or not?"

The driver's voice broke the spell that Matt had over me. I pulled my hand away from him and pushed the car door open.

Standing outside in the cold, with the noise of the city around me, it felt like I had woken up from a dream. This was the real world, not whatever promises Matt had for me. In the back of the cab, he was still holding out his hand, waiting for me to grab it.

"You can still change your mind," he said.

"Nope, sorry," I said. 

I slammed the door shut. The cab sat there for a moment, and then started to pull away. Matt didn't take his eyes off of me until they were so far off in the distance that I couldn't make them out amongst the sea of other cabs.

"I've made up my mind," I said, half to him and half to myself.

Then I was alone. I walked up to the door of my apartment building and a strong smell of urine hit my nose. I recoiled. Gross!

I was definitely back in the real world. After being trapped in the library, the paparazzi, and everything, it felt strange. My block looked like it always had. As if nothing had happened, and I was just coming back from work like any other day.

Yes, that's right. I was just going to go back to my life and pretend like this never happened. It was just another day at the library. That's all.

The old gate creaked as I opened it and made my way upstairs. One of my neighbors was already having dinner, and the smell of spices seeped into the hallway. As I passed their doors, I could hear TVs blaring. Mrs. Richards was watching her telenovelas.

Finally, I got to my apartment. I opened the door and was hit by the smell of grease and beer. Before I could take two steps, another body ran into mine.

"Penny!"

Kiara wrapped her arms around me and pulled me into deep hug.

"You're okay!" she yelled. Her tears wet the side of my face. Then she pulled back and punched my arm. "What's wrong with you? Why didn't you come back early like everyone else? I couldn't get through to your phone! I even called Linda and she said you decided to stay late. Do you know how worried I was? I even ordered Chinese for you!"

I looked over to the kitchen table and saw three half-eaten boxes of cold noodles and chicken. Next to them were two bottles of beer, one closed, and the other open and nearly finished. I turned back to Kiara and raised an eyebrow.

"What?" she asked. "I got hungry!"

Kiara pulled me inside and slammed the door behind me. The TV was channeled to a "news" station. The headline read, "Who Was the Mystery Woman Found with Matthieu Eamon Dufour?" I grabbed the remote and turned off the TV.

"What happened with you and that guy?"

"Nothing. I don't want to talk about it," I said. I took off my coat and flung it on the couch.

"Nothing?" Kiara asked. "There is no way I would be stuck with that guy and nothing would happen. He's fine."

I clenched my jaw. Couldn't she just get off the topic?

"Yeah well, he's not my type." I grabbed the bottle of beer and took a long swig before plopping onto the couch.

"Really? A super hot billionaire is not your type? Right."

I turned the TV back on, changed the channel, and raised the volume until I couldn't hear Kiara's chattering anymore.

"Look," I said, "there's nothing to say. So let's just change the subject."

Kiara stormed over and stood in front of the television. She put her hands on her hips and glared at me.

"Penny, you're going to tell me everything that happened, or you're going to have a fun time explaining to your mom that ever since you left home you started drinking, partying, and getting up to strange antics with white boys in libraries. "

My eyes opened wide. "You wouldn't."

"Try me," Kiara said.

I could tell by the look in her eyes that she wasn't joking, and I didn't have the energy to deal with my strict mom yelling at me over the phone line. Kiara won this war.

I slumped forward, burying my face in my hands.

"Fine…"

That was all it took. Kiara jumped into the couch next to me.

"So, so, what was he like?" she asked.

"He was…" I searched for a word that didn't give away too much. "Nice."

Kiara jabbed me in the side. "Nice? Just nice?"

"Okay, maybe not nice. He was cute. He was… Hot. Okay? He was hot!"

Kiara smiled. "Now that's more like it!"

"He came into the library looking for a rare French book –"

"Sounds like just your type," Kiara interrupted.

"Anyway, we ended up spending too much time looking at the collection and that's how we got stuck. We tried to figure out how to leave. And then one thing led to another…"

Kiara's jaw dropped. She grabbed me with both hands, looking like she was going to jump off the couch.

"No," she said, "you didn't!"

"It's not what you think! I didn't let him hit it or anything. It just got pretty, well, intimate."

"There's only one kind of intimate I can imagine with a guy who looks like that," Kiara said. "So when are you going to see him again? I want to meet him!"

That's when the smile fell from my face. I hugged one of the couch pillows to my chest.

"I'm not, and you won't," I said.

"What?"

"I don't ever want to see him again," I said. "I just want to go back to my regular life."

"You've gotta be out of your mind," Kiara said. She slumped down into the cushions.

"No, I just don't want to get caught up in his nonsense."

"His nonsense? I'd love to get caught up in that 'nonsense.' Girl, you made the wrong decision. That nonsense could have kept you and your whole family fashionable and taken care of. Why would you throw that away?"

I jumped off of the couch and walked to my bed on the other side of the room.

"I'm not gonna talk about it anymore," I said. "Good night."

Kiara didn't reply. She stomped over to her side of the room and pulled out her divider so I couldn't see her. I couldn't even remember the last time she'd used it. Kiara brought it with her when she moved in and we didn't know each other, but once we became friends it almost never came out. Yet there it was, standing between us.

My heart sank a little. Maybe I was being too stubborn. She only wanted the best for me, after all. Wasn't it her who gave me the courage to apply for the job at the library anyway?

I grabbed my towel and hid myself in the bathroom. It would be better if I could just forget about all this. Forget about Matt, about making Kiara sad. Right, what I needed was a long hot shower.


Chapter 3

It took a moment for the water to heat up after I turned on the faucet, but as soon as it did I jumped under the stream. It felt delicious. After being so cold for so long, it was amazing how a little bit of warm water made everything all better.

I let the steam built up around me and the water flow down my skin. I didn't have anything to worry about. The only choices I had were whether to use strawberry scented or chocolate scented body wash.

But then I felt it. His touch. Strong hands pressing into my legs and spreading them wide.

My heart throbbed in my chest. It felt so… so good. Without even thinking, I slipped my hand between my legs.It was a surprise just how wet I was.

Even if I wanted to forget him, my body remembered. In the shower, it all came racing back to me.

Matt's hot lips, burning as they pressed against my own. His cologne mixing with the scent of his sweat as his hot breath panted against me. His desire so obvious as he pressed my legs open and plunged his fingers inside of me.

Just the way I was doing. Just the way I wished he was doing again.

Before long, my breath was ragged. I leaned against the smooth tile, supporting myself as I thrust my own fingers in and out. One hand covered my mouth as I tried not to moan too loud. If Kiara heard, she would never let me live it down.

I wanted my fingers to be his. The feeling wasn't quite right. Mine were too small, too thin, too smooth. Where does a rich boy like that get such rough hands? Where does he learn to make women squirm and scream under his touch like that?

I told myself I didn't really want him. It was just a fantasy. I could fantasize about Idris Elba without ever meeting him, so why couldn't I indulge myself in a fantasy Matt?

Well, my fantasy Matt was done with his fingers. I plunged deeper inside myself and imagined him filling me up. That big white dick I had felt pressing through his pants slid into me up to the hilt.

That was all I needed.

My body shuddered. I almost lost my footing as my legs buckled beneath me and my stomach clenched. My toes curled and a long moan escaped through my fingers despite myself. When it was all over I was limp, wet, and exhausted.

I stepped out of the shower and started to get ready for bed. As I brushed my teeth, a little voice popped up in the back of my mind.

Why not go to him, it said.

Another voice, angrier, answered. Because he's a liar. He'll only cause trouble.

What about all that money? It would make life easier.

I don't need his money. I worked hard for what I have. I don't need any handouts.

But isn't he hot?

That's where the imaginary argument ended. He was. I couldn't argue with that. But there was still a problem: he was white. I'd always imagined myself with a black man, raising little brown children. A whole family portrait of brown faces gathered around the table at Thanksgiving. Tiny brown hands struggling to hang up ornaments on the Christmas tree.

I shook my head. What in the world was I even thinking about that for? It wasn't like he had asked me to marry him!

I finished getting ready for bed and hopped under the covers. Kiara was still tucked away behind her screen. Oh well. Maybe she would forgive me in the morning.


Chapter 4

The next morning, a loud noise woke me up from my sleep. With bleary eyes, I swatted at my alarm, but no matter how many times I pressed it, the noise didn't end. That's when I realized my alarm wasn't going off. What I was hearing was the sound of people.

It sounded the way a concert does, or a theme park. A constant roar of human voices, indistinct from one another. But where would that be coming from?

Had we left the TV on? Was it a very strange music track?

I ran over to Kiara and shook her awake.

"Kiara! Do you hear that?"

At first she was too sleepy to reply, but then her eyes went round.

"What is that?"

"That's exactly what I want to know!"

We started searching the room, looking under the few pieces of furniture that we had, but there was nothing.

"I think it's coming from outside," Kiara said.

"That doesn't make any sense, why would it be coming from outside?"

Then I saw her face. Kiara peaked behind the curtains, and whatever she saw struck her speechless.

"Kiara?" I asked. "What is it?"

She just pointed out the window. I came next to her and looked outside. What I saw took my breath away.

It was a crowd of paparazzi. As soon as they saw my face, the noise intensified. They started to scream and so many flashes went off that I could barely see. They had the entire building surrounded. I closed the curtain and pressed myself against the wall.

"What. The. Hell." I said. My hands were shaking.

"I think they're here for you," Kiara said.

"Thanks for the newsflash."

"No reason to be rude, Penny," Kiara said. Her lips were pursed.

"I know, I know, I'm sorry," I said. "This is just crazy."

"No shit," Kiara said and walked away from the window.

I slumped to the floor. This was all his fault. Now these crazy people were surrounding my home. How was I even going to get to work?

Kiara paced around our small room. She looked too deep in thought, and then suddenly she stopped in front of me.

"I have an idea," she said, "but you're going to need to get ready to go."

I didn't ask questions. I went through the motions of brushing my teeth and getting dressed as if I was sleepwalking. The entire time my stomach was tying itself in knots. I didn't have any brain capacity to spare for such boring things when my life was being turned upside down.

"All done," I said.

"Good," Kiara said.

She looked out of our peephole, and almost immediately jumped back. She pointed to the door, and I peeked out.

The paparazzi weren't just outside. A few intrepid "journalists" were parked outside of our door, just waiting for me to come out. Just the thought of it made a cold sweat cover my body.

"Okay," Kiara said, "I'm going to take one for the team. I'll distract them so you can go, but you owe me."

She had put on her most serious voice, as if I was supposed to be afraid of that. It was just another thing to add to the long list of stuff I owed her.

I walked over to Kiara and gave her a hug. "Thanks."

"Don't thank me," she said, "I'm doing this because I fully expect to be treated to a dinner at that new fancy restaurant when this all blows over."

Kiara grabbed the handle of the front door.

"Ready?" she asked.

Even though it wasn't quite true, I nodded.

"Good, let's go!"

Kiara flung the door open. Almost immediately, it began. The paparazzi started to yell, trying to get a good picture of me behind her.She threw her arms out wide, blocking their view.

"Get a look at this!" she yelled.

I ran down the hallway. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed an elegant vase filled with flowers. One of the paparazzi bumped into it and the glass shattered on the floor.

Was that supposed to have been for me? Was it from Matt? I didn't have time to worry about it. I just had to get out of there while Kiara distracted everyone.


Chapter 5

I managed to make it to work without incident. There were no crowds following me, no pictures being taken. A clean getaway.

I was back to the peace and quiet of my home away from home. As I checked in, the head librarian, Ms. Hamilton came up to me.

"Hey Penelope, are you sure you're ready to come back so soon?" she asked.

"Yeah," I said, "I just want to get back to life as normal, you know?"

Ms. Hamilton smiled and patted my shoulder. 

"Good. We're glad to have you back," she said.

A few of the other librarians asked me about what happened, but after a while it was back to business as usual. Stock the shelves. Quiet rowdy patrons. Track down missing books. And of course, plenty of time to read in between.

I had almost managed to forget about the whole incident that morning. I was so calm underneath the towers of books that I had managed to convince myself everything was okay. And it was. At least for a while.

It wasn't until an hour before closing that Ms. Hamilton came to talk to me again. I walked into her office, wondering what could be the matter.

As I closed the door behind me, she folded her hands into a steeple on her desk.

"It seems that we have a bit of a problem," she said, "are you aware?"

"A problem?" I searched my brain for what it could be. "I know I spent a little extra time in the lunch room today –"

"No, a different kind of problem," Ms. Hamilton said.

She turned to her computer and typed in something on her keyboard. Then she turned the screen to face me. As soon as I saw what was on it, my stomach dropped.

"Do you know these people?"

The screen showed the video feed right outside of the library. It was filled with paparazzi pressing against the door.

"The first one came around lunchtime," Ms. Hamilton said, "and they started filtering in one by one. Now there are so many that the patrons are having trouble entering and exiting the library."

She returned the monitor to its original position, pinched her nose, and then sighed.

"So what are we going to do about this?" she asked.

How the heck was I supposed to know? I threw my hands up. "I – I don't know!"

"You know I can't have this sort of disruption to the library, Penelope. If this is your fault, I don't want to have to let you go, but…"

I didn't want her to finish that sentence.

"Maybe they'll lose interest. It's just a small story, right? I'm sure they'll go away!" I said.

Ms. Hamilton looked back at the screen, and then to me. She sighed again.

"I'll give you a week. If they're still here on Monday, then…"

"They'll be gone!" I said hurriedly. "Don't worry about it."

As I left Ms. Hamilton's office, I wanted to punch someone. More specifically I wanted to punch one of those stupid paparazzi and break their cameras into a million pieces. How dare they? Even here, of all places!

Not only were they impeding on my life, but they were threatening my job. How was I supposed to deal with that?

I finished up my shift, but Ms. Hamilton's ultimatum was on my mind the entire time. I didn't even notice it was time to go home until Linda told me.

"Penny, you okay?" she asked.

"Huh? Oh, yeah I'm fine."

"You always get so lost in work that you never know when it's time to quit," Linda said. "Come on, I'll walk you out."

"No, it's okay really. I can make it on my own." 

I didn't want her to have to deal with the paparazzi. That was my problem, not hers. It took me a while to notice that my refusal brought a frown to her face. She hovered near me, looking like she was lost in thought.

Then Linda finally spoke.

"I should have made you go home," she said.

"What?"

"I should have made you go home. I shouldn't have left you behind. That's how this all happened. None of this would've happened if I just made you leave. I heard what Ms. Hamilton said. I don't want to work here without you," Linda said.

Her lips were trembling. I jumped up and wrapped my arms around her.

"It's not your fault," I said. "Don't blame yourself."

I gathered up my stuff and took Linda's hand.

"Come on, let's go."

We had to escape through the back, down a small alley. It was the only place the paparazzi hadn't managed to surround. Once we got onto the subway, we were safe. There was no way that they could all fit on the train, was there?

Linda's stop was before mine, and she stood at the platform waving goodbye to me as the train pulled away. It wasn't until then that I realized I had been forcing a smile the whole time. My body slumped, and the fear from this morning came rushing back. Would they be there again? How was I going to live like this? When would it stop?

When the train reached my station, I almost didn't want to get out. I knew they would be waiting for me. I spent a long time standing at the stairs to the exit, just convincing myself to walk up.

Once I finally got above ground, things felt a little better. There were no paparazzi waiting for me. Maybe they had lost interest.

Or at least that's what I would've thought until I got a block away from my apartment and I saw the huge mass of people waiting outside. My feet stopped, unable to even take a single step forward.

How the hell was I going to get home? It took me another two hours, running around in back alleys, to figure out a way to get home without being spotted. When I reached our door, I was breathless.

I unlocked it and basically fell into the room.

"Penny, what happened to you?" 

I slumped to the floor, covered in sweat despite how cold it was.

"Our new friends," I said, "they are very persistent."

Kiara stormed over to the window and stuck her middle finger out at the crowd.

"I just want to go out there and smash all of those cameras," she said. "They shouldn't be allowed to do this to people. There should be some kind of law."

"Yeah well, there isn't. And they even followed me to work. If there not gone by Monday, my boss is gonna let me go."

Kiara turned to me with her eyebrows raised.

"You can't be serious!"

I simply nodded my head and stood up. Then I walked over to my side of the room.

"Yep," I said. "This week is going really well for me. Anyway, I'm going to bed."


Chapter 5

I don't remember my dreams from that night. I think they were calm, boring dreams. At least the paparazzi didn't follow me there. But from the moment I opened my eyes, the story was the same.

There they were again, our early-morning alarm clock. Then they were at work, stopping children from going to their story time. I had hoped they would be gone by Friday, but I'll give them one thing, they're persistent. By then, the crowds had simply become a strange part of my life. An intricate daily hide and seek between me and them.

It wasn't until Friday afternoon that I realized just how bad things were.

I had just come home from the library when my phone rang. The screen lit up with a picture of my mom.

"Hi Mom!" I said. 

I hadn't talked to her since the whole library incident. It had taken me hours to calm her down.

"Penelope, baby, is everything okay with you?"

My stomach dropped. Why wouldn't things be okay?

"Yeah mom, why? Did anything happen?"

"Well, there are these people at the house here. They are asking me all kinds of questions about you," she said. "They have all these cameras, and are taking pictures. I think they said this will be on TV…"

My heart stopped. How dare they! Now they were going after my family too? That was too much.

"Mom, don't you talk to those people. Just stay inside. I'll get this sorted out," I said.

"Are you sure? Is anything going on over there, Penelope?"

"Nothing that I can't take care of, Mom. Gotta go."

Mom's voice was hesitant. "Okay baby, bye."

"Bye."

I clenched my phone in my fists as I hung up. My arms were shaking. Not from fear, but from anger. It was one thing to come after me, but to come after my mom? I would drag those paparazzi's away from her front door myself if I had to.

No, but I knew whose fault this was. If it wasn't for him, none of this would've happened. Matt. It was his fault. And he was going to fix it.

I scrolled over to the contacts list on my phone before I realized that I had just one problem. We never exchanged phone numbers.

Whatever, that wasn't going to stop me. Besides, Mr. fancy pants Dufour was probably all over the Internet. There had to be some way to contact him. 

I opened up a search engine and started typing. I looked for his name, his family, and then finally his company. That led somewhere. It wasn't a personal number, but it was something. I pounded the numbers into my phone.

"Hello? This is Dufour Incorporated, how may I help you? If you require technical assistance, please call our support hotline at 1-800 – "

"I want to speak to Mr. DuFour," I said.

The woman on the other end of the line sputtered. "E- excuse me?"

"I want to speak to Matthieu Eamon Dufour," I repeated.

"That's not possible," the woman said. She sounded like she was on the verge of laughing.

"Tell him that Penelope wants to talk to him."

"I'm afraid I won't be able to do that. If you would like to talk to one of our assistants –"

"I wonder how quickly you'll lose your job when he realizes that you refused to connect me with him. What do you think? Within a week?"

There was a pause on the line. I heard some typing and then a gasp.

"Are you Ms. Hart?"

"What do you think? Maybe we should ask Mr. DuFour," I said.

That's when her tone completely changed. 

"Miss Hart, I'm so sorry for the inconvenience!," she said. "I'll connect you right away!"

She must have been at the bottom of the food chain, because I spent the next few minutes bouncing from one department to another, rising up the ranks. I guess it took a lot before they found someone who could actually put me through to him. Smooth jazz music streamed through the line while I waited.

"Hello, Ms. Hart?"

"Yes," I said, "how long before I –"

I thought it was just another receptionist, but it only took me a moment to recognize that voice.

"I see you're terrorizing my employees," Matt said. I could almost hear him smiling.

"Yeah well, I didn't have your number so …"

My cheeks started to burn and my hands were clammy. What was I getting flustered for?

"I'm happy to hear from you again. Did you like the flowers I sent you?" he asked.

I remembered the vase that was sitting in front of our door, how pretty it looked.

"Yes. They were beautiful, thank-" I caught myself. "That's not what I wanted to talk to you about."

"Oh?"

"I want you to make it stop."

"Make what stop?"

"The paparazzi! They're stalking me, they're stalking my family. There even at my job! I can't escape them!" I yelled.

"Yes, you've been very popular lately. Everybody wants to know about the mysterious woman who was with me in the library," Matt said. "But what am I supposed to do about it?"

I hated how calm his voice was. Didn't he see this was a serious situation?

"I don't know," I screamed, "something! This is your fault, so you should fix it! They are even bothering my mom!"

What could he do about it? I didn't know. But with all that money, he should be able to do something. Anything. I just wanted him to make it stop.

"If you were with me, I could protect you," Matt said.

I went silent. What was he saying? Was this some kind of joke?

"I could protect you and your family. The paparazzi wouldn't bother you again. I could take care of you," he said.

My mouth opened, but the words stuck in my throat.

"Or, if you prefer, I could make a public statement. I could tell them that we're not involved and find a girl to distract them. They'd lose interest then, but I don't think either of us wants that solution." Matt paused. "Do we?"

I hung up and threw the phone on my bed. My pulse was racing. The thought of Matt with another girl, of him saying that I was nothing, made my stomach churn. I punched my thin mattress and the metal frame jumped.

Who needs him? I would take care of this myself. No more hiding. Tomorrow I would show the paparazzi who they shouldn't mess with.

As I got ready for bed, the potential scenes played out in my head. What was the worst-case scenario? It couldn't be that bad, right?

By the time I laid under the covers, I was covered in sweat. No matter what position I got into, nothing felt comfortable. When I closed my eyes, all I could see were hundreds of cameras flashing in my face. It must've been hours before I finally fell asleep.


Chapter 6

The next morning I jumped out of bed and walked over to the window while holding my breath. Maybe they were gone. Maybe it was all over.

I pulled back the curtain, and there they were. Just as many as before. Actually, it looked like there were even more. Maybe they came out of hiding on the weekends. As soon as they saw my face, the cameras started flashing. Before long, our window was filled with nothing but white light. I pulled the curtain closed.

My chest tightened when I thought about going out there all on my own. The room spun around me, and I was almost certain I would vomit. I bent over.

Kiara turned over in her bed.

"Hey, good morning Penny," she said. Then, when her eyes finally opened and she saw me, she rushed out from underneath the covers.

"Penny! What's wrong?"

"Nothing," I said. "It's just that I'm a little nervous."

"About what?" she asked.

I pointed toward the window.

"About them. I'm tired of running away. Today's the day I face them."

Kiara looked at me like I was crazy. "Are you sure?"

I nodded my head. 

"I have to, or this will never stop."

She looked over to the window and then back at me. Then Kiara took a deep breath.

"I'll go with you," she said and put her hand on my shoulder.

I smiled. She really was a good friend.

"No," I said, "I have to do this on my own. This is my problem, not yours."

I stood up straight and tried to gather up some courage. Kiara was still looking at me with fear in her eyes.

"Don't worry about it! What's the worst that could happen?"

As I prepared for the day, those words kept repeating in my mind. My stomach felt like jelly, but I kept telling myself the same thing. Don't worry. What's the worst that could happen?

When I was all done, I looked at myself in the mirror. I wanted to look good, so I wore a simple dress and heels. After all, my photo was probably going to be in all the tabloids that afternoon. I didn't have much, but I brushed a little makeup onto my face. When I was satisfied, I walked over to the door.

"Wish me luck ," I said.

Kiara looked at me with worry in her eyes. Then she finally said, "luck."

Then I opened the door and walked out. Each step down the stairs and out of the building seemed like one step closer to a war zone. The quivering in my stomach only got worse, and by the time I was at the front door of the apartment building, it felt like there was a giant lump in my throat. One more step and I would be outside on the street with them.

I grabbed the door handle and took a deep breath. Okay. Showtime.

It began as soon as the door opened. The lights flashed in my eyes. The voices were deafening.

"Over here Ms. Hart!" "Is it true that you're Mr. DuFour's mistress?" "Smile!"

They had me surrounded on all sides. It looked different from afar, the middle of it was like being trapped in a hurricane. One person after another called my name. It was so loud that I had to cover my ears. I couldn't even remember what I had to say.

"How much did Mr. DuFour pay you?" "Are you upset that he's already left you for another woman?" "Is it true that you are about to lose your job?"

They shoved microphones in my face and pressed against me. The circle became tighter and tighter until I had nowhere to go. I couldn't run away if I tried. I was a trapped animal.

"Please be quiet!" I yelled. "I have something to say!"

But it was no use. I could barely even hear my own voice over the crowd. No one stopped to hear me.

Then, somewhere behind me, someone pushed. I fell forward. The concrete rushed up towards me and I closed my eyes. My hands jutted out to brace against the impact.

But they didn't find concrete. Strong arms wrapped around me, and I was surrounded by the scent of a familiar cologne.

"STOP."

The voice was strong, not scared. Not even angry. Just a matter of fact. As if it was only a given that this crowd of wild animals would listen to him. And they did.

In a moment, everything was quiet. I looked up, and it was him. Of course it was him.

"Fancy meeting you here," he said.

Tears came to my eyes and I buried my face into his chest.

"Okay," I said.

"Okay?"

"Okay," I said again, "I'll go with you. Just make it stop!"

Matt was quiet for a moment, and then he kissed the top of my head. 

He bent down to whisper close to my ear, "okay."

I floated into the air as Matt picked me up. He walks towards the street and the crowd parted for him like he was some celebrity. Well, of course that's what he was.

There was a car waiting. As soon as Matt came near, someone came out and opened the door for him. I could see a momentary flash of confusion on the driver's face, but then he bowed and averted his eyes as if his boss wasn't carrying a strange black woman in his arms.

"Hastings," Matt said, "take us home."

"Right away, sir."

Gently, Matt lowered me onto the leather seat. He closed the door behind him and came in on the other side. After that, we left the crowd behind. A few of them followed, snapping pictures, but most of them just watched as we drove away.

"How are you feeling?" Matt asked.

Without looking at him, I answered, "fine."

I didn't want to see him, didn't want to talk to him. Sure, he saved me, but being so close to him made my head spin. And that was bad. Already, I had my mind made up. Even if I let Matt protect me, I was never going to let him in. I couldn't. Love was out of the question.

As we drove, the neighborhood started to change. The buildings morphed from the unkempt complexes near my apartment to fancy houses. They were taller, sleeker, shinier. They had little canopies with valets standing outside, ready to help at a moment's notice.

A totally different world.

I couldn't tear my eyes away from the window. Sure, I'd seen buildings like this on TV, but we kept driving to fancier neighborhoods. Soon we were near a building that was more impressive than any I had ever seen. Just looking at it gave me vertigo. I thought we'd pass it, but we didn't. The car stopped.

Hastings came out and opened the door for me, but I hesitated.

"Where are we?" I asked.

Matt laughed. "Weren't you listening? I said we were going home."


Chapter 7

I don't think I had ever been so happy not to be wearing a hoodie and tennis shoes. Of course, even with my dress and makeup, I still wasn't quite prepared for all of this.

The huge glass doors slid open and revealed the most impressive hotel lobby I'd ever seen. The place was filled with soft, warm light. The floor was either covered in rich, golden wood or creamy slabs of marble. Everywhere you could look, there were places to sit, chat, relax. This was the sort of place for people who had time to sit and do nothing.

I looked up and realized that the ceilings soared above me. It looked like it could swallow my whole apartment building in its height. One of the walls, near the bar, was completely filled with bottles of high-end champagne. Another wall, near what looked like a reading nook, overflowed with books.

As we walked forward, every single person in the hotel greeted us. Well, they greeted Matt.

"Welcome home Mr. DuFour," they said.

He didn't answer them. He just nodded and kept walking in the direction of the elevators. When one arrived, he held the door open and then entered behind me.

"Is this your home?" I asked. I still couldn't believe it.

"Well, no. I just stay in an apartment here from time to time," Matt said. Then he paused, and lowered his voice as if he didn't want me to hear, "but I do own the building."

For just a second, I lost my breath.

Matt took a special key out of his pocket and waved it before a scanner on the elevator. Once he did, the elevator jerked. I toppled in my heels and fell forward. He caught me.

"You really have problems with balance, don't you?" Matt asked. He laughed.

My body was pressed against his chest. I looked up with Matt and our eyes locked. He pulled me closer, but I pushed away.

"Why doesn't it show where we're going?" I asked, pointing to the elevator's screen.

"Well, they don't exactly like to advertise my penthouse to the regular customers," he said.

"You live in a penthouse?" I asked.

The elevator dinged and the doors opened. Instead of a hallway appearing before us, we were right in the middle of someone's home. Matt's home.

"Yeah, you could say that," he said.

My mouth dropped as I stepped out of the elevator. It felt like I could never get used to the amount of luxury he seemed to take for granted. While Matt kicked off his shoes, I was afraid my old heels would scuff the shining floor. My eyes darted everywhere, but I was afraid to move. It wasn't my home, after all.

Matt must've noticed my hesitation.

"Welcome to my humble abode," he said and spread his arms out wide.

Humble? Yeah right!

"Go ahead and look around. Get comfortable," he said. "I have some calls to make."

I watched as he walked over to a door that seemed to lead to some kind of office. He took out his cell phone and started to dial some numbers while closing the door behind him. Then I was all alone.

My eyes circled around me again. How in the world did I end up in a place like this? It seemed crazy. How could this be the same city? It didn't make sense.

The penthouse had huge glass windows, looking over the city. I walked up to them and gazed out. Below me, the people on the street seemed infinitely small. Tiny. Like ants who didn't even know about the kind of world I was experiencing now. Like me, just a few moments ago.

A bitter feeling developed in the pit of my stomach. I stepped away from the window.

The apartment had all the normal things: couches, a TV, a kitchen. You know, standard stuff. I guess Matt wasn't the kind of guy to have a waterfall in the middle of his living room.

But even though everything was recognizable, it wasn't really normal. It wasn't cluttered, like my mom's place, and it wasn't empty like mine. His decor was all sleek, clean lines, like it had just come out of an interior design catalog.

I walked up to the couch and ran my hand over it. What I felt was the softest leather I had ever touched in my life. My fingers simply sunk into it.

There were a bunch of open doors, and I walked through one of them. As soon as I entered, my heart jumped. The entire room was lined, from top to bottom, in books. Besides the books, they were only two other things in the room. A few lamps, and some comfortable cushions big enough to lay on. My eyes opened wide. It was like a scene out of my dreams!

There were authors that I knew, and even some that I didn't. I scanned the stacks, pleased that the books weren't just for show. Most of them had cracks in their spines, post-it notes, paper stuck between the pages. For some people, that would be sacrilege. For me, it was a sign of real love. (For the books, of course. Love for the books. )

Suddenly, I saw something. There were many rare books in Matt's collection, but one of them stuck out. Actually, when I first saw it, I thought my eyes were playing tricks on me. I reached out and pulled down the book, my hands shaking.

Then there it was, on the first page:

Mr. William Shakespeare's Comedies, Histories, And Tragedies. Published According To The True Original Copies. On To Which Is Added, Seven Plays, Never Before Printed In Folio.

My eyes scanned down.

The Fourth Edition.

Once I had read it, I almost dropped the book. A fourth edition folio? It was worth more than I had ever made in my entire life! Over $200,000, and it was just sitting here in Matt's library?

As carefully as I could, I placed it back on the shelf and caught my breath. I looked around again at the books lining the walls. Just what kind of treasures did he have here? How many libraries would kill for a collection like this?

It was all too much for me at once. I walked out of the library.

"I was wondering where you had gotten to," Matt said.

He sat on the couch. On the table in front of him were a teapot, two cups, and two sandwiches. I walked over to him, looking at the food. My stomach grumbled. Had I been hungry all this time?

"Did you make this?" I asked.

He looked away, a little embarrassed, and ran his fingers through his hair. 

"Yeah," he said. "I've been teaching myself to cook. My mom doesn't know how they never taught me, but I don't want to become one of those people who can't do anything for themselves. You know?"

No, I didn't know. I'd always had to do everything for myself. As the oldest daughter, I started cooking when I was only seven, standing on a stool.

 When I didn't answer, Matt started to push the food to the side.

"Normally I have a chef make the food because I don't have time, but I sent all the servants home today. But if you don't want this, I can call them back –"

"No!" I said.

I hadn't meant to be so forceful. It was just that everything was so strange already, I didn't need to deal with other people too.

"No," I repeated, "this looks great."

I sat down and together we drank tea and ate the simple sandwiches. He wasn't a culinary genius, but my stomach didn't care. I was surprised by how much more relaxed I felt with my stomach full. Once we were done, I leaned back in the couch.

"So what would you like to do now?" Matt asked. "I took the day off to be with you, so we can do anything. We can stay here, or head out…"

The crowd of paparazzi flashed in my mind again.

"Let's stay here!" I said

As soon as I said it, I regretted the words. What was I supposed to do all alone with a man I barely knew? Of course, it wasn't like that hadn't happened before. But that time… I blushed, remembering just how intimate we had gotten. No. That wasn't happening again.

"Let's… Make it a movie night!" I said. Great. Good idea. "We never did get to watch Netflix."

Matt smiled at me, and I felt myself weaken for just a moment. He seemed amused.

"Great, I'll make the popcorn," he said.

I was impressed by his set-up. Instead of having to lean over a tiny laptop screen, he had Netflix built into his TV. All I had to do was click around to find a film. That was the problem. Every other thing I saw was a romance. Just what kind of guy watches this many chick flicks?

When the popcorn was done, I joked with him.

 "You have a really girly taste in movies," I said.

He poured the warm, buttery goodness into some bowls.

"Oh, that's not me. That was my ex," he said. "She loved watching those things."

My stomach sank. I felt the smile leave my lips. What did it matter to me anyway? Of course he had ex-girlfriends. And I wasn't his girlfriend anyway. Not really. That's just what the paparazzi thought. Still, it was hard to shake the disappointment.

I forced a smile. "Maybe you should choose something."

We ended up watching a French drama. I don't think I had ever actually spent time with someone who would willingly choose a movie like that. Normally I was the one forcing my friends into the situation. It was like a trade-off: this time we would watch an existential French film, and next time we would watch the latest superhero flick. A good trade, right?

Before I knew it, we were both relaxed in front of the TV. We talked back and forth, joking about the characters and their situation. I wasn't even certain how many bowls of popcorn I had eaten. Once the movie was over, we couldn't stop there.

Matt found his favorite TV series and convinced me to watch it from episode one. In the blink of an eye, we had finished an entire season.

We were just about to start another season, when Matt paused. He looked out the window, and I followed his gaze. Somehow, without us noticing it, night had fallen.

"Guess we were having too much fun," he said.

My stomach growled and I clamped my hands over it. Maybe he didn't hear?

"I'm feeling kind of hungry," he said. "What about you?"

My cheeks burned, but I forced a smile. At least he was polite.

"It's definitely time for some dinner," I said.

"There is a three star Michelin restaurant in the neighborhood. If you want to, I could reserve the place for tonight. We'd have it all to ourselves."

He must've noticed the way that my hands were starting to shake already, because he added, "Or not. What do you normally have?"

"…Chinese," I said.

"You mean something like Momofuku Ko?"

"I mean take-out."

Matt was silent.

"Delivery," I said.

"Oh!" A wave of recognition came over Matt's face. "I've never done that before."

"Done what? Eaten Chinese?"

"No, I've been to China. I've never had take-out."

I stared at Matt. Just what kind of person was I talking to, anyway?

"Just a second, I'll take care of it," Matt said.

He pulled out his cell phone and called someone, ordering food for both of us.

"There, it should be ready soon. Want a beer?"

He got up and grabbed two bottles before I could answer. Well, at least this was something I could recognize.

I had expected the Chinese to take longer, but within only five minutes someone was in the elevator. It was Hastings. He had a huge cart filled with platters, bowls, and bamboo boxes.

One by one, Hastings lifted the lids. There were dumplings, potstickers, mounds of rice, and delicately fried vegetables. It looked nothing like my usual box of greasy chow mein.

"How did you get all this?" I asked. "How did it get here so fast?"

"I just asked Hastings to pick it up from a restaurant I knew."

"And does that restaurant normally have a take-out option?"

"No…"

Of course. I couldn't complain though, because everything looked delicious. Sometime later, I would have to teach Matt what real take-out tasted like. I caught myself. Why was I planning for our future together? We had none. He could find out about takeout on his own.

Hastings left the cart behind and we were alone together again. I stared at the huge mound of food. The silence was uncomfortable.

Then Matt turned to me.

"Season two?"

I grinned. "Do you even have to ask?"


Chapter 8

"Hey sleepyhead."

I was leaning against Matt. We were in a huge apartment, on a big soft couch, with mountains of food in front of us. Was I dreaming?

Matt ran his fingers over my cheek.

"Hey there," he said, "you should get ready for bed. It's been a long day."

No, I definitely wasn't dreaming. I jerked away from Matt and gave him a look. He raised his hands and shrugged his shoulders.

"It's not my fault that you can't hold your beer. Was I supposed to push you away?"

I looked at the table, there were three empty bottles sitting near me. Had I drunk that much? My body felt warm, tingly. Yep, that was beer all right.

"The bathroom is that way," Matt said. "I'll clean up."

As I walked in the direction he pointed, Matt started to pick up the dirty plates and bowls. It felt surprisingly domestic. I watched him for a while, and then hurried away.

The bathroom was bigger than my apartment. Not bigger than my bed, or even my side of the room. No, it was bigger than my entire apartment.

A huge basin ran along the length of the wall, and as I approached it water began to flow from the faucets. There was already a small toiletry kit waiting for me, so I used that to brush my teeth and wash my face. So far so good.

There was just one problem. Where was the shower? The room was a huge flat plane. There was no glass box, or even a demarcation to tell me where the shower should be. It wasn't until I walked around and a torrent of water came down on my head that I found it.

"AH!" I yelled.

"Are you okay?" Matt asked.

Hurriedly, I answered, "Yes, I'm okay. Don't come in!"

My clothes were wet, and so was my hair. Great, I was going to be a mess tomorrow. Oh well, it was too late to worry about that. I undressed and stood under the shower. As much as it was strange, it was probably the best shower I had ever had. It felt like standing in the rain.

When I was done, I realized my second mistake. Now I had no clothes. Not even something to wear to bed. I wrapped a towel around me and slumped to the floor. What was I going to do now?

Just at that moment, I heard a knock on the door.

"I promise I won't look," Matt said.

"What do you want?"

"I have something for you," he said.

He cracked the door open a little, just enough to shove his hand through. I grabbed the clothes from his hands and shut the door.

Once he was gone, I looked at what Matt had brought me. I shook my head slowly. I couldn't believe it. Only a man would do this.

Matt had handed me some underwear and clothes to sleep in. That was strange enough, but I was thankful to have something to wear. Now, the problem was just exactly what type of clothes he chose. 

It was a light pink nightgown. The fabric was nearly transparent, and the neckline plunged down so far that it left almost nothing to the imagination. Its length didn't even manage to cover the curves of my backside.

"Matt!" I screamed.

"Is everything okay?" he asked when he got to the bathroom door.

I flung the door open.

"Look at this! Just exactly what were you thinking?"

"I see what you mean," Matt said. Even though he tried to suppress it, his lips curled into a smile. "I guess I was just thinking about what I'd like to see you wearing."

I felt his eyes burning into my skin. He licked his lips, looking almost hungry. My heart started racing.

 Well, he wasn't getting whatever he was hungry for! I covered my chest with one hand and slammed the door shut with the other.

"Get me something decent to wear," I yelled.

Then, when I heard him walk away, I slumped down to the floor. My heart was still racing. What did he look at me like that for? I dropped my face into my hands. This was going to be a hard night.

There was a quiet knock on the door. Matt turned the knob and quickly left some clothes on the floor. I picked it up. It was one of his shirts. A big white T-shirt.

I pulled it over my head and it fell down almost to my knees. The shirt completely covered the lacy lingerie Matt had given me at first. That was more like it.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I noticed a smell. I brought the fabric to my nose and sniffed. It smelled like him. His detergent, his cologne. I smelled it again. Something about that scent was comforting. I felt like I wanted it all around me, always.

I dropped the shirt and laughed at myself. Yeah, right. Why was I getting so excited over a stupid shirt?

I left the bathroom and walked into the living room.

"That's not too bad either," Matt said.

I shot him a look and he shut his mouth.

"You can have my bed tonight," Matt said. He pointed in the direction of his room. "Sorry, but I'll have to take this luxurious couch all for myself."

"Are you sure? I can take the couch," I said. I felt bad kicking him out of his own space.

"No way, I'll think of this as camping!"

I ended up smiling despite myself. It seemed to be happening a lot lately. Today, I just couldn't manage to keep hating him.

Matt waved at me.

"Good night!" he said.

I walked into his bedroom, but turned around before I closed the door.

"Good night," I said and shut the room.


Chapter 9

Just like every other room in this place, Matt's bedroom was huge. But unlike with the other rooms, I was too sleepy and drunk to really care. I stumbled into his bed and got under the covers. Just like his shirt, it smelled of him.

I was almost certain that as soon as my head hit the pillow, I would fall asleep, but that's not what happened. Instead, every little worry I had in my mind came to me at once. 

Maybe it was being alone in such a large room. Maybe it was being in a strange place. Whatever it was, I shivered under the covers, and not from the cold.

Would my mom be all right? Would the paparazzi leave her alone now? What about Kiara? How is she doing, dealing with them on her own?

These thoughts, and more, ran through my head. I stared into the darkness with my eyes wide open. Suddenly, I felt very alone.

I stood up and walked to the door. When I peeked out, I saw that Matt was already asleep, sprawled across the couch. I almost went back to bed, but when I saw the darkness again, I changed my mind.

"Hey, Matt," I said.

He turned in his sleep, but he didn't wake up. I decided to raise my voice.

"Matt!"

That was enough. His eyes opened and he sat up.

"Penelope? What's up?" he asked, groggily. His hair was a mess, and he was only wearing a pair of boxers. I tried my best not to look away from his face.

 "Could you," I stammered. "C – could you come and sleep with me?"

Matt's eyes opened wider. I waved my hands and shook my head.

"No, no! I just mean … I'm kind of lonely in there. It would be nice to have someone else in the room," I said.

"You sure?" Matt asked.

I nodded.

He stood up and walked behind me into the room. I got into the bed on one side, and he got into the other. I pointed my back at Matt and squeezed my body so that there was no way we would touch. Not that I needed to, since the mattress was so large.

After a while, I started to relax. Hearing the sound of his breath was enough to keep my anxiety away.

"Hey Penelope?"

I turned around to look at him. "Yes? Shouldn't you be sleeping?"

Even in the dark, I could see smiling.

"I will, but I just wanted to say something," Matt said. "I'm really happy you decided to come with me. Even if it's only for today, I'm happy. I just didn't want everything to end at the library. I wanted to be able to spend just a little more time with you. "

Matt paused. "That's all."

My heart melted. This whole time I had been trying so hard, so hard, not to see him like I did then. There wasn't much light, but it was all I needed to see the same man who convinced me to search for a book with him in the library. The same man whose smile I couldn't resist from the moment I first saw it.

What was the point in continuing to hate him? Even if I told myself I did, it wouldn't be real, would it?

I reached out and brushed the hair out of his eyes. Matt caught my hand. Just a few moments ago, I would've pulled away, but this time I didn't. His hand swallowed mine, completely wrapping it in its warmth.

"Penny," he said.

Matt grabbed me and pressed his lips against mine. I must've jerked away, because he pulled back. His eyes were wide, searching my face. I didn't have an answer for him, so I simply kissed him back.

After that, Matt's lips crashed onto my own. He rolled on top of me, pinning me down with his weight. Everything seemed to be moving so fast. He acted like he was hungry, like he'd been waiting forever for that moment.

My heart raced. Somewhere, in the back of my mind, was still a voice saying that I shouldn't trust this white boy. He would kick me out tomorrow. It wasn't real. But the feeling of his lips drowned out my worries. I just wanted more, feel more, taste more of him.

Matt tore off my clothes even faster than I could have myself. He threw them all over the room, letting them fall on the floor. It wasn't until he was done and I was naked beneath him that he stopped.

I looked up at him, and it almost seemed like he was frozen still. After all that commotion, suddenly Matt was just looking at me with his wide eyes.

"Matt?" I asked.

He seemed to break out of his trance. He shook his head and smiled.

"It's just… you're so… beautiful."

I laughed. "Yeah right, billionaire boy. You don't need to lie to me."

I reached for the blanket to cover myself up, but Matt's hand held my wrist.

"Why would I lie to you?" he said.

He bent down and softly kissed my lips.

"You are." Another kiss. "The most." Two kisses. "Beautiful thing ." A third. "That I have ever seen."

My heart clenched. Tears balanced on my eyelashes and it was hard to breathe. What was he saying those kinds of things for?

Matt reached out and dried my tears. He lowered himself on top, and held me tight. The whole while, he kept kissing me so gently until my body relaxed. In his arms, I felt calm.

It didn't take long before we weren't just kissing. Matt's hands roamed over my body. He took breasts in his hands and rolled my nipples between his fingers.

I moaned. The sensation ran through my body, shooting all the way to my toes. It made me hold on to Matt tighter, wrapping my arms around him. I brought my mouth to his neck and bit into the skin. I heard him suck in a long breath and felt the hardness in his boxers press against me.

Matt's hands made their way down my body. They explored my stomach, my hips, my thighs. They moved over my curves like they were treasures. Then, slowly Matt's fingers slipped between my legs.

I pressed my thighs together to keep him out, but he pulled them apart again. I wasn't even sure why I was struggling. Maybe it was habit. Already, I knew what I wanted, and that wasn't to stop with kisses. No, I wanted more.

Matt's fingers slipped against my wetness. He teased me, sliding his fingers until I arched my back underneath him. Every moment that he wasn't inside of me felt like torture. Did he know? Did he feel the same way?

Maybe he did, because the teasing didn't last much longer. Matt pressed his fingers inside of me until they were buried up to the knuckle. I gasped, clutching onto him. 

He slipped in and out, and my mind went back to the first time I felt his fingers this way. That time, his eyes were full of desire. This time, he burned with it in his entire body. Every single touch set my skin on fire.

Matt took my nipple in his mouth and sucked on it while his fingers kept pressing between my legs. After that, everything else melted away. How did he always make me feel like that, like there was no one and nothing else in the world. Just us.

When his lips left my breast I missed the sensation, but it was soon replaced. Matt kissed his way down until his head was between my legs. For a moment, everything stopped, but then I felt it. Matt's warm tongue slipped in and gave me a long, slow lick. 

I gasped. It was warm, softer than his fingers. Nothing happened again for a while. I could feel Matt's breath against me, waiting for something. Then, all at once, he gave me several small quick licks. This time, I yelped, my stomach clenching.

Then the teasing was over. He licked me up and down, faster, slower, everything. I relaxed into it. This felt good. It felt right. I grabbed on to Matt's hair and pulled at it. He looked up at me with a smile in his eyes and then started to lick even more wildly.

Matt slipped his fingers back in and started to thrust while his tongue moved over me. At first, when the feeling came over me, I tried to keep quiet. Wasn't that silly? We had a whole floor to ourselves. There was no one else around. But still, I didn't want to wake the neighbors. That didn't matter, though. Because soon I couldn't control it.

My whole body tightened and then, all at once, it came. I shook, screaming so loud that I would have woken the neighbors if we had any. Pleasure shot from the tips of my toes all the way through the rest of my body and kept coming.

It felt like an eternity before I could relax and breathe easily again. After a few minutes, Matt lifted himself above me again.

"You should tell a guy that it's dangerous to be down there," he said, smiling. "I didn't know you had such strong thighs."

I balled my fist to punch him, but Matt caught it before I could do anything. He kissed me on the lips and laughed.

As he hovered over me, his hardness pressed against my thigh. I pulled at his boxers until he decided to slide them off himself.

Matt brought his face close to mine.

"Just the other day, you couldn't get rid of me. Are you sure this is what you want?" he asked.

"I'm sure," I said. "Are you?"

Matt's voice grew low, rumbling above me." You have no idea."

I heard the sound of foil unwrapping. For a moment, he pulled away, but then he was back. Suddenly, Matt's lips clamped over my mouth. At first, I thought it was just another kiss, but he muffled my yell as he slid inside.

I felt like I was on fire. My whole body shook, but Matt held me. No matter how I twisted and turned, he was there. I dug my nails into his skin, drawing them down his back. Even as he thrusted, I wanted more. Deeper. Harder. Faster.

What was I thinking? It was like I was insatiable. I wanted everything Matt could give me. What did that mean? For the moment, it didn' t matter. What mattered was that, for this short moment, we were together.

Matt groaned above me. I felt his muscles tighten, pulling me closer. With one last thrust, he pushed us both over the edge. I threw my head back and yelled until my throat was raw. My thighs wrapped around him, as if I never wanted to let him go.

We laid there together as our bodies shook. It took a long time before either of us had any energy to move.

Eventually, Matt slipped out of me. He threw the condom away and then came back to bed, wrapped with his arms around me. It took no time for him to fall asleep. Before I knew it, I was asleep too.


Chapter 10

I woke up in bed alone.

The room was empty and dark. The curtains were drawn and I couldn't see any sign of Matt. The same old thoughts came to my mind. See, what did I say? Now that he got what he wanted, he's gone.

It took everything I had not to listen to those thoughts. I forced myself to stand up and walk out of the door. Maybe he was just an early riser. There was no reason to be afraid. Right?

I opened the door and the first thing that hit me was the smell of bacon. I followed it to the kitchen, and there he was. Matt had two pans going on the stove: one full of eggs and one full of bacon. He didn't leave. He was just making breakfast.

"Good morning sleepyhead," Matt said.

"Morning," I said.

"I'm almost done in here, why don't you go get dressed?"

That's when I realized that Matt was already totally dressed. His hair was done, his clothes were crisp and ironed. Just how long had he been awake?

I turned to go, but stopped when I remembered I had nothing to change into.

"Don't worry," Matt said. "Everything's already waiting for you.

He was right. There was a big basket in the bathroom. It was full of toiletries, hair products, and even perfume. It looked like someone went to the store and bought the most expensive products they could find targeted at black people. As I looked at each thing, I chuckled to myself. Did he know that black people use regular soap too? Not everything had to have shea butter in it.

Still, I smiled. At least he was trying.

It took my time, enjoying the experience of using products I could never afford. Then there were only two more steps: Get dressed and do my hair. There was a dress in the basket, and I pulled it on. It wasn't exactly the sort of thing I would have ever chosen. The dress hugged all of my curves while somehow managing to be modest. It came down to my knees.

The last step was my hair. I looked in the mirror and sighed. After getting wet and then going to sleep without my satin scarf, it looked like a mess. What was I going to do?

I went back to the magical basket. Maybe there was something that could save me in there. I almost jumped for joy when I found it. The perfect flat iron! Now all I had to do was get to work.

It took a little time, but finally I was done. I was almost embarrassed to go back outside, but my stomach was growling. I needed to eat.

"Your food was going to get cold," Matt said. "I was just about to get –"

He stopped in the middle of a sentence when he saw me. My ears burned, but he didn't seem to notice my embarrassment.

"What?" I said. "Why'd you give me this dress? I feel like I'm going to poke somebody's eye out with my butt."

Matt came close, pulled me into a kiss, and grabbed my ass. Then he tugged at the zipper.

"Then why don't we get you out of it?"

He picked me up and brought me over to the couch. Matt laid me down, and was about to pull at my zipper again when his phone buzzed. He picked it up and his face dropped.

"No, not now…"

I jumped up. "What's wrong?"

The elevator dinged. We both froze, looking in the direction of the door. Slowly, the doors slid open.

"Maman?"


Chapter 11

There were two women in the elevator. If it wasn't for the difference in ages, they would have looked like twins. They shared the same long, curling brown hair. Neither of them wore much makeup, but they both had clear skin to go with their green eyes and pink lips. It almost seemed unfair how good-looking this family was.

"Maman," Matt said again. "What are you doing here?"

The older woman seemed to ignore him for a while as she walked inside and made herself comfortable on one of the couches. Behind them, Hastings came out of the elevator with a look of regret on his face. Had he tried to warn us?

"Mathieu, aren't you pleased to see your mother?" She asked.

"Yes but-"

"I wanted to see how you were feeling after the whole ordeal. You know, I was very worried about you," she said. "That's why I came with your sister."

I pursed my lips together. For some reason, I just couldn't believe this lady.

Then, she acted as if she had only just noticed me.

"Oh, and who is this?" She said. "Oh of course! Enchanté. I'm so excited to meet the beautiful young lady who was saved alongside my son."

She came up to me and kissed me on both cheeks.

"N-Nice to meet you, Mrs. DuFour," I said.

I had hoped that maybe sometime in the future I'd meet his parents, but not so soon! And certainly not when we were right about to… I pushed the thought away from my mind.

"But what are you doing here?" She asked. My heart jumped. "Have you become friends? Did we just happen to visit at the same time?"

I didn't know what to say. I opened my lips, but nothing came out. I looked at Matt.

Without a moment's hesitation, he strode over to me and wrapped me in his arms.

"Penny is my girlfriend," he said while staring her in the eyes.

The smile on her face dropped, but only for a second. Then it came back, stiffer than before.

"Oh, well isn't that… lovely," she said.

For the first time, Matt's sister spoke. "Then that will make us sisters," she said. She also kissed me on the cheeks. "I'm Philippine, but you can call me Pippi."

"Sure...Pippi."

I wasn't sure if I would call her a sister, but I was grateful for the break from talking with Matt's mom. Thank goodness I'd changed already! What if they walked in and I was still in my PJs?

"Hastings!" Matt's mom yelled. "Don't just stand there, bring us some tea!"

"Oui, Madame," he said.

We all settled on the couches. Mrs. DuFour and Pippi sat on one side, while Matt and I sat on another. He held me close, almost as if trying to protect me. What did he need to protect me from?

"So Penny, why were you at the library? Do you also collect rare books? You know our Matthieu loves that sort of thing."

"No, I work there," I said. "I'm a librarian."

Hastings returned with several plates piled full of cookies. He placed them on the table in front of us. 

Mrs. DuFour didn't even look up, but I whispered to him. "Thank you."

She took one of the cookies and started to nibble at it.

"Oh, a head librarian, that's wonderful!"

There was a pain in my chest. How did this woman manage to make me feel so terrible?

"No," I said, "just a regular librarian."

The word "regular" left a bitter taste in my mouth.

"So this is your hobby? How nice!"

My eyes and cheeks felt hot. I looked away from her. Until she came here, everything was going great…

"No –"

"No, Penny is a wonderful librarian," Matt said. "It's not her hobby. She loves her job. Right, baby?"

He hugged me closer and then kissed my cheek. I felt just a little better. He was right, I did love my job.

"Yes, it's great!"

"Well, how perfect! What could be better than a book lover and a librarian?" Mrs. DuFour said.

She cupped her hands together and curled her lips into a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes.

Hastings came again and placed a large, ornate, silver teapot on the table. He also gave each of us a teacup and tiny saucer.

"Votre thé, Madame. Shall I pour?"

She waved him away with one hand. "I'm sure Penny here would love to serve us."

I bit my lip. I was very close to saying something that I shouldn't have. You should have respect for your elders, but she was pushing me, I could feel it. Still, I put on a smile.

"Of course," I said.

My hands shook as I picked up the teapot. As a little girl I had sets that imitated things like this, but I'd never seen a real one. Somehow, I managed to pour her cup of tea without spilling any. 

But when I got to Matt's cup, he jumped up. His phone was ringing.

"Not now," he said. Someone spoke to him on the other side of the line, and his face changed. "Can't it wait at all?" There was more talking, and then Matt hung up.

He looked at me as if begging me to forgive him. "I've got to step aside for a little bit, okay?"

I nodded. Matt went into his office and closed the door behind him. As I watched them go, I spilled some of the tea on the table and myself. The hot water scalded my skin and stained the dress.

Immediately, Mrs. Dufour jumped up and patted me down with a kerchief. When I was dry, she sat next to me.

"Thank you so much," I said. "I wasn't paying attention –"

"I hope you don't plan on continuing this for very long," she said.

I thought my heart had stopped. "What?"

"This charade. I'm sure you thought you hit the jackpot when the two of you were trapped in that library of yours, but don't even think about it."

What was she saying? I looked over to Matt's sister, but she didn't seem to offer any help.

"She's right you know," Pippi said. "He's just playing around until he gets married."

I balled my hands into fists. "What do you know? I didn't go chasing after him. He chased after me!"

"Of course darling, whatever you want to believe," Mrs. Dufour said.

I moved away from her on the couch. Were these people crazy? I couldn't believe what I was hearing.

"I know my son," she said. "And you are temporary."

"I don't believe you," I said.

"Well you should, since he's engaged."

It was as if the floor had just fallen out from beneath me. My stomach dropped and I felt nauseous. Engaged? It couldn't be true.

Pippi pulled out her phone and showed me the screen. There, in a picture, was Matt and a beautiful girl who was everything I wasn't. Tall. Blonde. White.

"Sofia can't wait to become the new Mrs. Dufour," she said.

All at once, everything went black. I felt numb, cold. How stupid was I to believe him? He was a liar, and a cheater.

I forced myself to keep it together just for a little while longer. I smiled.

"She is gorgeous," I said. "I just remembered that Matt asked me to get something for him. I'll be right back."

I walked over to the elevator and stepped inside as calmly as I could. I calmly waited to reach the first floor. I calmly walked out of the lobby. I calmly made it down the block.

And then I ran.


Chapter 12

He doesn't really want me.

The cold air burned my lungs. I didn't have a coat on, not even a sweater. My skin was freezing. It was hard to run in my heels, and I wobbled, almost falling.

People got out of the way as I came. They probably thought I was crazy, a madwoman running down the street. Maybe they were right.

Where can I go? I can't go home.

One of my heels got stuck in a crack. It snapped in two as I tried to yank it out. In frustration, I threw both of them on the ground and kept running. Now my feet were cold, probably getting frostbite from the snowy floor.

I had no idea where I was going, but I just wanted to get far. Far away from him. It didn't matter where.

I can't go to work. 

This was all his fault. I knew it was, but I forgave him. How stupid of me. If he hadn't come to the library that day… If I hadn't stayed behind …

My heart hurt. It felt so heavy. Just when I was thinking everything might be okay. Just when I had let him in.

What do I do?

 This was why I didn't mess with white boys. How many times had I heard this story? I knew it. Of course it would turn out the same.

I felt so tired. Everything in my body was cold. I wanted to sleep, rest, go anywhere. I stopped, crouching on a stoop.

I could imagine the headlines now. Girl From The Library Goes Crazy, Runs Through The Streets With No Shoes!

It's all over.

I reached for my phone. Maybe I could call Kiara. She would know what to do. But when I looked at it, I could see it was shattered. I slumped forward. Of course. That's why I hadn't gotten any calls this whole time. She must be going crazy.

A taxi appeared at the end of the street. I jumped up, running over to flag it. I didn't have any money, but I'd work it out. I just needed to get out of here.

The cabbie stopped in front of me. I pulled the door open and got inside.

"Where you goin'?" he asked.

Before I could answer, a strong hand pulled me out of the car.


Chapter 13

I stumbled backwards but familiar arms caught me. I didn't need to look to know who it was. I pushed away from him. The taxi drove away.

"I knew it !" I screamed. I pointed at Matt and tears started to stream down my face.

He seemed confused. "Knew it? Knew what?"

"About your fiancée!"

"What are you talking about?" he asked.

"Don't fuck around with me!" I yelled. "They told me everything. About how you're engaged to be married. Her name's Sofia isn't it? Or do you have more than one?"

Matt tried to come near me, but I backed away.

"Don't. Touch. Me."

"Penny."

"I don't want to hear it –"

There was a rush of air and then all of a sudden I couldn't move. Matt held me tight so that I couldn't struggle. He had wrapped his coat around me and the warmth from his body was thawing my skin.

"Let go..." I said weakly.

He only held me tighter. Matt tilted my chin up with one hand and gave me a burning kiss on the lips. I stopped struggling.

"Don't listen to her," Matt said.

"Who?"

"My mom. Don't listen to her. She doesn't know what she's talking about."

"But they had pictures –"

"She wants me to marry Sofia. Her family has money. I took her on a single date for my mom's sake, and now she goes around, saying that we are engaged."

I heard anger seep into his voice. He looked down at me.

"I'm not five years old, Penny," he said. "I don't have to do what my mother says. I have my own money. I can make my own choices. And I chose you."

He released me a little bit and wiped away my tears with his hands.

"I'll be honest, this is the first time I've ever dated a black girl, so all of this is news to me too. But the first time I saw you, I couldn't tear my eyes away. I knew at that moment that I wanted you. I just had to have you.

But I didn't say it would be easy. Actually, it'll probably be hard. My family has problems, as you can see.

But I'll try my best never to be the person who makes you cry like this. Do you trust me enough to believe that?"

I hesitated. Those were a lot of nice words, but were they real? I thought I had trusted him before. But now, even after his explanation, I wasn't sure.

"I…"

I stepped backwards. Matt grabbed my arms, squeezing tight.

"What can I do to prove it to you?" he asked.

I shook my head slowly. "I don't know."

I really didn't, but I wished I did. Matt looked away for a moment, as if he was deciding whether or not to do something. What was he thinking?

"If anyone ever, ever talks to you like that. Let me know. I'll take care of them. I don't care who it is," Matt said.

Then he paused again. He took a deep breath and looked into my eyes.

"Penelope, I didn't want to say this so soon. I didn't want to scare you. But I think if I don't tell you now, I'll never get to," he said. "I love you."

His words pierced straight through my heart. It was racing so fast that I was sure it would burst any second now. It didn't seem real. Maybe I was dreaming.

"I have a surprise for you. I've been thinking about it ever since that night in the library," he said.

Matt reached into his pocket. I found myself hoping that he wouldn't pull out a jewelry box. I wouldn't be able to keep from fainting if he did.

"I hope you don't mind," he said.

Finally he placed them in my hands. Airplane tickets? To where?
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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! 




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? 




CODY'S DISCIPLINE: A COWBOY'S RULES

Ava Grant is out of control. She's drinking, smoking, and doing more than riding in cars with boys. When her parents realize she's flunking out of college, that's the last straw. They take her out of her dorm and send her to the family ranch.

The only thing is, she's not alone. Rough rancher Cody has been running the ranch on his own for years, and he's not about to take any trouble from wild Ava. He has rules, and she better obey them.

When Ava insists on continuing her big city ways, Cody shows her what it means to mess with a country cowboy. She's over his knee for a searing bare bottom spanking, but her punishments don't end there.

Despite herself, Ava falls for Cody. But can she convince him to notice her? And will she agree when he says he wants to fill her up so there are three on the ranch?




Rose's Bear

Innocent Rose has been living in her safe glen for her entire life. Nothing happens there, good or bad.

But everything changes on her eighteenth birthday. When her life is threatened, Rose is saved by a huge wild werebear who just happens to have a name. Khole.

Rose's mom always told her not to trust things that come from the forest, but she grows closer to Khole everyday. 

Should she trust him? Is he hiding something under that quiet exterior? And who is the man who comes to ravish her in the night?
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