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About Trapped with Him

 


Will her dreams come true in the
City of Love?

 


Penelope Hart never expected to be
in the situation. After all, who would expect to be invited to
Paris by the hot billionaire bachelor Matt DuFour? Certainly not a
curvy librarian. Now, Penelope must make a choice. To go, or not to
go?

 


It's a once-in-a-lifetime
opportunity, but Penelope isn't sure what to think. Her heart has
one answer, and her mind another. Is Penelope just a game for Matt,
or should she open her heart to him in the City of
Lights?

 


Will this couple soar on the wings
of love? Or will everything just come crashing down?

 


***

 


Trapped with Him is the third 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.




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 Trapped
with Him: With Her Billionaire, Book 3


 CHAPTER 1

"THEY are tickets to
France."

I blinked my eyes.

"France?"

"Yes, France," Matt said with a
soft smile on his face. "Well, specifically Paris. We'd be flying
into Charles de Gaulle airport."

What was I supposed to say to
something like that? France, of course
I would like to go to France. Who wouldn't? But
my eyes were still red from tears, and I was still shivering even
in Matt's coat. Maybe it's best not to make decisions when you are
an emotional popsicle.

I looked up at Matt and sniffled,
but then something caught my eye. Hastings was coming down the
street with his arms full.

"Monsieur DuFour, Miss Hart, my
most sincere apologies. I tried my best to alert you, but Madame
DuFour is quite… forceful," he said, " please, take these Miss
Hart."

He handed me a smaller, women's
coat. Then he knelt down and held one of my feet while trying to
put a shoe on it. I jerked away.

"No," I said, "I can do that
myself! You don't have to do that!"

Hastings looked up at me with a
smile.

"Please Miss Hart, it's my
pleasure. It's the least I can do," Hastings said. He paused and
then continued. "I know what it is like to be looked down
on."

That's right. It was hard enough
for me, but Hastings has to deal with women like Matt's mom every
day. How does he manage to do it without getting the urge to
strangle her?

"Okay…" I said. "Just this
once."

Hastings smiled and held my foot
again, "Yes, of course Ms. Hart."

He slipped the two shoes onto my
feet, and I was glad not to be standing on the cold snow anymore.
My feet were still cold, but at least it was better. Hastings stood
up and dusted the snow off of his pants.

"Is Maman still at the apartment?"
Matt asked Hastings.

"Yes, she is waiting for you to
return," Hastings said.

Matt grabbed my hand. The warmth of
his skin burned through my cold fingertips.

"Bring the car around, please
Hastings," Matt said and squeezed my hand. "I'd like to go on a
drive."

It wasn't long before Hastings
returned. Matt and I piled into the car. It was so warm inside,
that I melted into the heated leather seats.

"I thought it would be best to take
the Lexus," Hastings said, "it is less conspicuous than the
Rolls-Royce."

Yeah, right… Only people like this
would think a Lexus is inconspicuous.

Gradually, the chill left my skin
and I was just left with the ball of uncertainty bouncing around in
my stomach.

“W-when were you planning to go?"
I asked.

"Next week," Matt said.

I squeezed my fingers together.
Me? In France? Next
week? I've never even left the country.
Hell, I'd never even left the state.

“You said that you'd never been,
so I thought it would be a good first trip for the both of us,"
Matt said.

First trip? Was he already planning a second one? A
third?

Matt reached out across the car and
took my hand. I hadn't even realized that it was shaking until he
touched it. Slowly, it settled down.

"You don't have to answer right
away. If you don't want to do it, it's okay. I just really wanted
to share this with you," Matt said. "Think about it."

"Is it safe at my place?" I
asked.

"Yes, the paparazzi should be
gone."

"Then I want to go home," I said.
"To think for a while. It's hard with you here…"

Matt squeezed my hand.

"Hastings," he said, "I believe you
know the address."


 CHAPTER 2

THE absurdity of it all came rushing
back to me once they had driven off. I kept waiting until the car
turned a corner and disappeared into the city streets.

Then I was alone.

Wearing this dress that was
beautiful, but was probably worth more than my annual salary. With
shoes on my feet that were probably not ever meant for walking on
cracked sidewalks and dodging piles of rotting trash. They were for
being driven places and then walking on smooth marble. Not for my
neighborhood.

What was I, some kind of
Cinderella? At least she
had a fairy godmother. What did I
have?

I rushed up the stairs, trying to
avoid our neighbors. The last thing I needed them to ask was why I
was dressed so fancy. My cheeks burned. I wanted to
hide.

When I reached our door, I tried
to pull it open, but it was locked. Keys! I grasped for my pocket,
but my hands just met air. Of course, I had no pockets in this dress. I
didn't have my purse either. That's what I get for running out
without thinking! Smooth move Penny!

I pounded on the door, just hoping
that Kiara would hear me. But even after two minutes, there was
nothing. I kept going. There was no way I was getting stuck out
here!

Finally, I heard the metal clink of
the door lock turn.

"Look, I thought you guys had
finally wised up, she's not
here!" Kiara said without even looking at
me.

"I'm back," I said.

Suddenly, Kiara opened her eyes
wide.

"Penny?" It only took a second for
her expression to move from confusion to excitement.
"Penny!"

Kiara threw her arms around me and
squeezed until I could barely breathe. She squealed loud enough for
all of our neighbors to hear.

"Hey, hey, keep it down…" I said.
"And could you squeeze just a little bit less hard? You're gonna
crack a rib!"

All she did was laugh and squeezed
me even tighter, picking me up until my feet almost left the
ground.

"Hey! Hey!"

Kiara laughed again and let go. I
sucked in a deep breath.

"Okay, okay," she said. "Get
inside."

The room was just like I remembered
it. There is no reason for it to be any different, but it was
strange to be there again after the time I spent at Matt's place.
The two apartments were so different from each other that it was
hard to think that they could both exist.

Was this reality? Was
that? It didn't seem
fair that some people could go their entire lives without ever
seeing the kind of luxury he lived in for even a second. What
gave me the
privilege?

"Man, your boyfriend moves
fast," Kiara
said.

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, as soon as Prince Charming
showed up to save the day, the paparazzi scattered like ants.
There's only been a couple of them coming around, looking for you.
They must really want that scoop. But most of them stay
away."

"I'm glad," I said and collapsed
onto the couch. It was so formless that I sunk into the soft
cushions. The familiar smell of take-out and Febreeze wafted in the
air.

"And like a few hours later, I get
this call saying that we don't have to worry about our
rent!"

My eyes went wide.

"What?!"

"Yeah, they said that Mr. DuFour
had taken care of it himself. Why should I turn down a deal
like that?"

I never asked him to do that. We
were perfectly fine paying our rent by ourselves. Okay, maybe
not perfectly fine. We'd been a little late once. Maybe more than once. But
still! I didn't ask him to throw his money at me.

"No way! We can't accept that," I
said. "I have to call him and tell him to stop this!"

I reached for Kiara's phone since I
had forgotten mine. She yanked it out of the way.

"What? Are you crazy?"

"No," I said as I tried to wrestle
the phone away from Kiara, "I'm just being reasonable!"

"And what's reasonable
about-"

Somebody pushed the doorbell. It
rang just once, and then it was silent. We stopped in our
tracks.

"Who could that be?" I
asked.

Kiara peeped through the spy
hole.

"There's no one there," she
said.

Slowly, we opened the door. She was
right, there was no one there, but there was something waiting on
our doorstep. Two suitcases. One big and one small .

They weren't like the regular cloth
ones you could buy anywhere. It looked like they were made out of
metal and had the word Rimowa stamped into them. A note was
attached to the front. I grabbed it and ripped the envelope
open.

Penelope,

I thought you might miss your
things. I've sent them along with a few extras. I hope you don't
mind.

Matt

My cheeks burned. Kiara and I
dragged the suitcases into the apartment and I shoved them over to
my side of the room. I was too embarrassed to even open them,
who knows what he
had put inside.

“See what I mean?" Kiara said.
"Your man is fast."

I clenched my fists.

"This needs to stop," I said. "He
can't just buy me-"

Kiara stopped me. She grabbed me by
the arms and made me look at her.

"He's not buying you," she said seriously. "If
he was buying you, I think he could do better than paying for rent
in this run down apartment. He'd just buy you a new one in some
fancy neighborhood. He'd get you a new car. Diamonds, jewels, that
kind of junk.

“But instead, he's getting you
useful things. He's helping you with the rent. He got you nice
suitcases that you can use probably for the rest of your life.
Look, clearly he's thinking hard about this. He cares about you."

Kiara let go of me and relaxed a
little. A smile creeped back into her face.

"Look, if you were dating the
owner of an ice cream shop, you'd expect some free ice cream
sometimes, wouldn't you? It's just that he can do
a lot more for you then
get you free ice cream," she said.

She was right. Of course she was,
Kiara was always the first person to tell me how much she hated any
guy she didn't approve of. But now it was like she was Matt's
personal cheerleader.

If Kiara was so sure, why did I
still feel so uncertain? Should I just jump into this without
worrying? Or was this a situation that would never work
out?

"So, how about you stop spacing out
and you tell me about what happened?" Kiara asked.

I snapped out of it. She was on the
couch, just waiting for me to sit down next to her. I settled back
into the floppy cushions.

It felt good to tell Kiara
everything. Well, almost
everything. It made it feel real, like it wasn't
just some kind of dream.

"His mom's a bitch!"

"Kiara!"

"And so is his sister!"

I grabbed a pillow cushion and
threw it at her. Kiara caught the pillow and just doubled over in
laughter.

"And that poor guy, what's his
name? Hastings? He was trying so hard to warn y'alll. He deserves
some kind of gold-medal for service!"

She thought that was so funny that
tears came to the corners of her eyes.

"Ha, ha, very funny," I said. Then
I took a deep breath. "And there's one more thing.

"Don't tell me his brother showed
up too!"

Did Matt even have a brother? I shook my
head.

"He wants me to go to
France."

Kara stopped laughing. She gasped
and her hands flew to her face. It was like she was struck by
shock.

"OMG! You're going to France!
You've always wanted to go there! It's going to be
so fabulous-"

"No, I said he wants me to go to France," I said.
"I didn't say that I'm going."

"What? Why not?"

"You don't just decide, oh I'm
going to go to France next week!"

Kiara put her hands on her hips.
She sucked her teeth and frowned at me.

"You do if you have a
billionaire for a
boyfriend," she said.

"But I just met him," I said.

"That didn't stop you from spending
the night at his place and meeting his mom," Kiara shot
back.

Why was she going so hard for him?
You'd think that she was the one going to France.

"But –"

Kiara stomped her foot, making the
flimsy floor of our apartment shake.

"No more buts! You're just
scared!" she said with a
stern voice.

I was going to argue, but I
swallowed the words back down. Yeah, I was scared. So what? Didn't that
make sense?

Tears came to my eyes and crowded
my vision. There wasn't quite enough to pour down my cheeks. I
tried to keep myself from going that far.

I was scared. This was scary. No matter how much I
tried to push him away, Matt kept trying to come closer to me. And,
somehow, I couldn't resist him. What if, one day, he managed to
worm his way into my heart and didn't like what he saw? Wouldn't it
be better to keep him just far enough away that he couldn't hurt
me too bad? Was
that so wrong?

Finally, I opened my mouth, “Normal
people don't do this."

"And do you want to be
normal?"

Kiara stared at me.

"Look, all you've been doing since
I've known you is everything you're supposed to do. You went to school.
You got a job. You go to work every day and don't party too hard,"
she said. "But then one day Matt comes into your life and changes
all of that. It's scary. I get
it. But maybe it's not such a bad idea to do
something that scares you every once in a while."

The tears that I had been
struggling to keep inside finally broke free. They streamed down my
face, hot and steamy. As soon as she saw me crying, Kiara pulled me
into her arms. She let me cry into her shoulder, even though I
soaked the fabric of her shirt with my tears.

She patted my head and smoothed my
hair.

"Don't worry, if he hurts you,
he'll have to deal with me," she said. "I took karate in PE
once. I think I can take him."

I couldn't help but
laugh.

"What? You don't believe me?" Kiara
said. "Do you know how many fights I had in high school? You don't
get through Rocky High without knowing how to throw a
punch!"

Soon, I couldn't cry anymore
because I was too busy laughing. The next time I looked at Kiara’s
face, she was smiling at me.

"Look, it'll be
fine…" She
said.

Somehow, after all of that, I
started to believe her. My heart calmed down and I relaxed. Maybe
it would be okay. Maybe it would even be … fun.

Still, there were a few more
problems.

"What about work?" I asked. "I
can't just skip out on that."

"Girl, I've never seen you take a
vacation. You must have at least a month of vacation days stashed
away. Just call Ms. Hamilton and tell her you need a few days off.
Even if it's kind of sudden, I think she'll be able to work it
out."

"Okay, but what about this one? I
don't have a passport. You can't just whip one up through
magic."

Kiara smirked, “Didn't you say
your new boyfriend is a billionaire? Money is magic. Just tell him."

What did she think this was? Money
can't change everything. There are rules and regulations. Even for rich
people.

"Fine," I said. "Let's
see."

I took my phone out of the suitcase
and started to text Matt.

I don't think I can go to France
because I don't have a passport.

I pressed send and put my phone
down.

"I already know what he's going to
say," I said. "He's going to say, ‘Oh, that's too bad. I'll have to
go by myself then. Maybe next -'"

My phone buzzed before I could even
finish talking. I picked it up.

No problem. If you decide that you
want to go, I'll have Hastings take care of it. I know someone who
can put a little more speed on a rushed passport
application.

I couldn't believe my eyes. My
mouth dropped and I read the message again.

"I don't even need to see what he
said," Kiara said. "By the look of your face, I know that he's got
it all taken care of, right?"

Slowly, I nodded my head. I
clenched the phone in my hand. There were all my excuses,
gone. I had no real
reason not to go to France, but I still felt uneasy.

Did I trust Matt? I looked back
over the short time that we had spent together. Did he ever give me
a reason not to
trust him?

Of course, there was the lie. My
heart still hurt thinking about it. Even if it wasn't really a lie,
he didn't tell me the truth. Was I just scared that something like
that could happen again? What else could Matt be keeping from
me?

Maybe it's not such a bad idea to do
something that scares you every once in a while.

I clenched my phone even tighter.
I felt like I was standing at the edge of a big cliff, just getting
ready to go bungee jumping. It should be fine. There should be
nothing to worry about. The harness should hold. But if it
didn't…

Do you trust me?

Matt had said that to me before he
invited me to come to France with him, but I had never answered. I
didn't know the answer. And now, what would I say?

I looked at Kiara, and she was
studying me, waiting for me to say something. I took in a deep
breath and steadied the shaking of my body.

"It looks like I'm going to Paris,"
I said quietly.

“O.M.G!!!”

Kiara was more than excited enough
for the both of us. She grabbed my shoulders and started jumping up
and down, screeching loud enough to disturb the
neighbors.

"You're going to France! You're
going to France!” She chanted like it was some kind of football
cheer.

Soon enough, with all of the
excitement, I couldn't even help smiling. I started chanting with
Kiara.

"I'm going to France! I'm going to
France!"

I was going to France. With Matt. We'd
be going together.

A warm feeling passed over my body
and I smiled. It wasn't that the fear was gone. No, it was still
there. But I made the decision. I was going to trust
him.

Suddenly, Kiara stopped jumping
around.

"Okay Penny, so I need you to bring
me back some French wine… some cheese," Kiara started. "No, scratch
that. I need you to bring me back one of those fine black
Frenchmen. The kind with a real sexy accent. Just snatch him and
stuff him in your suitcase!"


 CHAPTER 3

PARIS. The city of light. The city of
love.

I scribbled the words on a notepad,
circling it over and over again. The library was quiet, and as
usual the stacks were practically empty. That gave me a lot of time
to daydream.

I was excited just
thinking about the trip.
Ever since I called Matt to let him know that I agreed to go on his
little trip, my head was full of romantic ideas. I imagined the two
of us strolling down the boulevard, accordion music serenading us
as the sun set on the horizon.

Okay, even I knew how cheesy that was, but I
couldn't help it. Paris was where people got proposed to, it was
where great love stories happened. Was it so wrong to think that
maybe, just maybe, it could happen to me too?

Ms. Hamilton actually sighed when I
asked for the time off.

"I was beginning to think you must
be some kind of robot," she said. "You're the only person who's
been to here this long and hasn't taken a single vacation or sick day. Just a
little longer, and I was going to force you to take some
myself."

Just like that, it was taken care
of. Three days after I agreed, Matt said that he had my shiny new
passport in his hands. All I had to do was go and pick it up from
him after work. As easy as pie. Almost too easy.

A light flickered on and footsteps
broke the silence. I slammed my notebook closed and started my
spiel.

"Hello, I am the librarian in
charge of the stacks, Penelope Hart. How may I-" when I finally
realized who was in front of me, my voice stopped.

"What? Why don't you finish?" Linda
said before dissolving into a fit of giggles.

"Ha, ha, very funny."

"Come on," she said, "it's
not my fault
you're so lost in your daydream that you didn't even realize I
wasn't a patron. Although I'm pretty shocked that someone like you
is slipping up on the job, Miss
Perfect."

"I hate that nickname!" I said. "I just
like my job! Is that wrong?"

Linda pulled up the chair next to
me and sat down, taking advantage of the generous reclining
feature.

"Yeah, we all like our jobs here.
Well, maybe not Daniel. He always comes to work looking like he's
entering a battlefield or something…" Linda started saying. Then
she seemed to catch herself. "Anyway, what I was saying was, you
take it to the next level. But I hear that Miss Perfect is actually
going to take some days off! What's the occasion?"

I couldn't even say the words
without a dopey grin on my face, "I'm going on a trip to Paris,
with my boyfriend."

Linda's mouth dropped
open.

"Paris? Boyfriend?" she said with her eyes
wide. "Who is it? Is it somebody from here? No, none of us make
enough…"

"It's that guy who was trapped with
me in here during the storm, " I said.

"The billionaire?"

Just when I thought Linda's eyes
couldn't open any wider, they did. She looked like he was going to
faint from the shock. I didn't blame her. The words were still
strange to say, and I was pretty shocked myself. Who ever expected
Penelope Hart to be dating a millionaire, let alone a
billionaire? Hell, I
would've settled for a guy with a full-time, solid, managerial
position.

"The billionaire has a name," I
said, "and it's Matt."

"Oh, okay… Matt…"

"And I have to thank you, if you
didn't go home early that day, I might never have met him," I
said.

Linda looked around like she was a
little confused, "Me? I helped?"

I smiled, "Yeah, you
helped."

"Well, I-" Linda was interrupted by
the buzzing of her phone. She picked it up, and then jumped off her
chair.

"Looks like they caught me," she
said. "Gotta go!"

She gave me a hug before she ran up
the stairs and out of the stacks. Before I knew it, I was alone
again with nothing but the hum of the air conditioning to keep me
company.

Even when she was gone, Linda's
shocked expression stuck with me. The whole thing was pretty
strange, wasn't it? In my mind, I kept alternating between these
two ideas: that it was totally normal, and completely
insane.

Slowly, but surely, Matt was
becoming Matt to me. Not Monsieur DuFour. Not the young, hot,
billionaire. Just my Matt. My boyfriend. But that wasn't how
everyone else saw him, was it?

For a second, all of the old
anxiety flooded back into my mind.

He's too good for me. He's probably
just playing around. Once he's tired of me, he'll just toss me to
the curb and find a new girl. A billionaire would never be
interested in me.

But then his voice broke
through.

Trust me.

I listened to that sound. His
strong, deep voice. His words coming to me as he wrapped his arms
around me. How could I not believe him when I was wrapped in that
embrace?

That's right, I should trust him.
There was nothing to worry about. It didn't matter what anyone else
said. He was mine.


 CHAPTER 4

I spent the rest of the day
switching between keeping an eye out for patrons and planning for
the trip. Matt had given me free reign, It obviously wasn't his
first time in Paris, so he was happy to go anywhere. But there I
was, nearly incapacitated by the number of choices.
Nearly.

Isn't Paris what every girl dreams
of? There were cafés to sit in, vineyards to visit, museums to take
selfies in. And of course, libraries.

My browser was full to the brim
with Parisian libraries. Big ones. Small ones. Any links I found
were open and they all made the old library computer struggle
underneath the workload.

Of course, there was the
Bibliothèque Nationale and Shakespeare and Company (okay, okay,
it's a bookstore, not a library. James Joyce was there! How could I
miss it?), but there was also the gorgeous rococo reading room of
the Sorbonne and the library hidden inside the Musée de l'Opéra
National. I dreamed of going to the Fondation Dosne-Thiers, but I'd
need a recommendation from a number of the Institut de France, so
seeing massive collection of books from the first French Empire was
just a fantasy.

Already, my mind was imagining a
romantic getaway just for the two of us. Just Matt and I alone in
the city of love. No moms. No sisters. Just the two of us (plus
lots of wine and books).

I was so lost in my planning that I
almost didn't even notice that the library was closing. Actually,
if it wasn't for Linda, I might've stayed there until the lights
shut off.

"Look at you," she said, "so busy
daydreaming that you haven't even packed up yet. Come on, it's time
to go! I'm not letting you get locked down here again!"

"Ha, ha, very funny," I
said.

After I shut down the computer and
double checked to make sure there were no patrons wandering the
stacks, we walked upstairs together. Linda peppered me with a
million questions about Matt and the trip.

"So where are you guys staying?
The Hilton?
The Ritz? Some
kind of palace?"

"Actually, I don't know," I
said.

"Oh, does he have a place there?"
Linda asked.

"I don't know…"

While I was caught up in things
like libraries, I hadn't even thought about the most basic things.
My stomach twisted a little. I didn't even know something like if
he had a home in Paris or not. Wasn't that the sort of thing a
girlfriend should know?

Linda gave an awkward laugh and
slung her purse over her shoulder.

"Don't worry about it," she said,
"I'm just being nosy. You'll find out soon enough!"

I forced out a laugh, "Yeah, you're
right."

We walked across the central floor
of the library and pushed the large entrance doors open. As the
fading evening sunlight hit our faces, we stopped still. This was
definitely not a scene I had expected to see.

Hastings was there with a bouquet
of roses, standing in front of a sleek black
Mercedes-Benz.

"Good evening, Ms. Hart,” he said
with a small bow. “These are for you. Now, shall I drive you to
Monsieur DuFour?"

Linda turned to me with her
eyebrows raised, "You know this guy?"

"Yeah, he's Matt's …"

What was he? His manservant? Butler?
Porter? I had no idea what was the correct title.

"He's like Jeeves… You know, from
Batman," I said finally.

It might've been my imagination,
but I could've sworn that I saw Hastings smirk for just a
second.

"Right…" Linda said. She started to
back away. "Well, you look busy so I'll see you around!"

She ran off before I could even
tell her to stop. It would've been nice to have had another
normal person
around.

"Ms. Hart?" Hastings said. "Shall
we?"

***

I spent the whole ride with
butterflies growing in my stomach. It didn't make sense, but I kept
hoping that Matt wouldn't change his mind entirely once he saw me
again. Somehow, even though I was trying to trust, I still felt
like I was dangling from a silk thread. Any second now it could
break and I would fall out of this dream world.

Hastings had given me the bouquet
of roses and by the time we arrived, the petals were all scattered
around the interior of the car. In my nervousness, I was playing an
unconscious game of "He Loves Me, He Loves Me Not." Not a single
stem was spared.

I tried to hide it, but Hastings
opened the back door before I could gather all the petals. I looked
up at him with my hands full of the poor destroyed flowers, and he
looked back with shock in his eyes. But clearly, Hastings was more
composed than I was, because he simply took the petals from me and
guided me out of the car.

"Please Ms. Hart, let me take care
of this," he said. "I trust you can go on ahead without
me?"

I nodded my head. I couldn't even
manage to say anything, the embarrassment was so heavy. He handed
me the elevator key, and I accepted it like giving me some amazing
gift. My ears burned, but I tried to walk through the hotel like I
hadn't just been a nervous wreck who destroyed a bouquet of roses.
Of course. Why would I do a thing like that?

(Hastings, thank you for acting like that was a totally normal
thing to do. You are a life saver.)

When the elevator dinged and the
doors slid open, three people piled into the elevator alongside me.
We each pressed our buttons, and they all stared as I waved Matt's
key in front of the scanner. There is no question where I was
going, but I could see the other questions forming in their minds.
Their eyes swept up and down my body.

What was this plain little black
girl doing going to the penthouse? She's not even pretty. She's
chubby. I bet she stole that key. It's probably not even real. Who
does she think she is?

I tightened my grip on the key and
tried to breathe. I imagined someone pressing the emergency button
on the elevator and calling the police, saying a suspicious person
was trying to go to the penthouse. Then Matt would have to come and
save me. He'd have to explain why I was there even though I didn't
"belong."

I tried to ignore the feeling of
their gaze burning into my skin. I wanted to scream at them, to
yell at them, “What, haven't you ever seen
a black person before? Is it that amazing to see me here? Don't you
have anything better to stare at?”

But I kept quiet. I bit my lip and
stared at the numbers on the elevator and screen as they climbed
higher and higher.

Would I ever belong in his world?
Or would it always be like this?

The elevator dinged and the man
and one of the women stepped off. That left me alone with the last
woman. She looked like a real business lady, with sharp heels and
crisply pressed shirt. I felt like I wanted to shrink into a
corner. It's not like I don't take effort to look good, but I
didn't take as much effort as she
did, especially not when going to
work.

Her hair and makeup were flawless,
not a single strand out of place. And me? Well, let's just say that
it's almost impossible to ride the subway to work and not get a bit
scuffed up.

She opened her mouth and I held my
breath. Please don't say anything.
The woman closed her lips, and I relaxed. But
then she tried again.

"I don't think I've seen you around
before," she said with a perfect white smile. "Are you
new?"

I tried to force back a smile, “You
could say that."

Okay, end it there. That's enough
awkward elevator talk. At least, that's what I thought. But clearly this chick
didn't get the hint.

"So, you're going to the
penthouse?" she asked.

Where else would I be going with this
key?

"Yep."

After that, she didn't say
anything. I let out a breath. Thank goodness, that was the end
of that. I went
back to watching the numbers rise on the elevator
screen.

"If you don't mind me asking,
w-"

The elevator interrupted her
before she could finish her sentence. We had reached the last of
the “regular”
floors. The bell dinged and the doors opened, but she didn't get
off. It seemed like she was waiting for something. Maybe to see if
I really was going to ride all the way to the top.

"I think this is you," I
said.

The woman blinked and then looked
at the floor number.

"Oh, you're right!"

Then, just like that, she was gone.
When the elevator doors closed again, I slumped against the wall
and sighed. At least there were no more floors to stop at. I’d just
be going straight to Matt. But then again, that only made my heart
race even more.

I thought about what I would say to
him, but there wasn't enough time. Before I knew it, the bell
dinged again and the doors slid open.

And there he was. Matt stood in
front of the elevator, his eyes locked on mine. Then he smiled that
smile of his, and my heart melted. Why was it that no matter how
many times I saw him, I still felt this way? I couldn't help
falling for him again and again.

The elevator bell dinged and the
doors started to close. I pressed the button to open them again,
but it was too late. Matt rushed in between the closing doors and
the next thing I knew, he had me trapped against the elevator
wall.

He had his hands on either side of
me, pinning me between them. Then Matt leaned in and crushed my
lips with his. It took my breath away. At first, I was too shocked
to do anything, but then kissed him back.

Even though we were alone and the
elevator wasn't moving, something about it felt forbidden. Just on the other side of
the door was Matt's apartment, but on the side we were in one of
the elevators that the whole building used every day. There was
probably even a security camera staring at us.

But what did I care?

Matt’s body pressed against me. I
could feel his muscles through his shirt, and he slipped his hand
underneath mine. My whole body shivered as Matt worked his fingers
across my skin. They grazed over my belly, moving slowly up… up…
up…

I held my breath. Matt's fingers
lingered just outside of my bra. They brushed the fabric and
tickled the skin that was exposed above it. All he had to do was
pull it down…

The elevator dinged. It jerked to
life and suddenly, we were going down. Matt stopped what he was
doing and grabbed his key out of his back pocket, scanning it
before we had gotten too far down. Then we jerked in the other
direction, speeding towards the penthouse, and stopping at the
top.

This time, Matt pulled me out from
the elevator and into his arms. He threaded his fingers into my
hair and crushed my lips again, this time even more intensely. The
way he was holding me so tight, I felt like he didn't want to let
go. I didn't want to either.

He slipped his tongue between my
lips and tasted me. Matt's hands reached underneath my shirt again,
and tugged the back of my bra. Then suddenly, they stopped. Matt
broke our kiss.

"Hastings said that he would be
right behind you, didn't he?" Matt asked.

"Yeah."

He laughed.

"That was probably him trying to
call the elevator. Lucky that I have priority, or he would have
caught us!" Matt said. Then he gave me another look. “But where are
your roses?"

My ears felt hot again. I looked
away from him.

"Hastings has them."

"Great," Matt said.

He took my hand and led me over to
the couch.

"Wait here," he said, "I'll be
right back."

I sat down on the soft cushions and
looked at the table in front of me. There were a brand-new
top-of-the-line e-reader and iPhone, still in their boxes, laying
there on the table. There were also three different cases for the
phone: a cute one, one that looked like it could survive military
training, and one that looked like an old leather book
cover.

How much money was that just
sitting there?

"Hey!" I called out to
Matt.

"Yeah?"

"Why'd you get a new phone? Yours
looks fine."

A moment later, Matt came out of
the kitchen. The floral scent of Earl Grey tea mixed with something
sweet filled the air. He was looking down at me, holding a teapot
and a plate full of… cookies?

"You seemed to like the tea I made
before, so I thought I'd try and step it up a little," Matt said.
"They are tea cookies."

"You made these for
me?" I asked.

I picked up one of the brown
cookies. He just didn't stop surprising me, did he?
I didn't even know how
to bake, a fact Mom reminded me of every time she talked about why
I wasn't married yet.

Matt poured the amber colored tea
into the cup and placed it in front of me. Steam rose from it, and
I could feel the heat without even touching the
porcelain.

"Don't expect too much. I've never
baked before, and I think they're a bit burnt."

I bit into the crunchy cookie. He
was right. A bitter taste invaded my mouth and I chased it down
with the tea, which burned my tongue. As soon as I had swallowed, I
burst into laughter.

Matt sat down next to me and pushed
the cookies to the side.

"See, I told you," he said.

I felt a little bad. He
had gone through all the
effort to make that just for me. When was the last time anyone but
my mom had done that? Dad couldn't even boil water. Well, he
could, but it was better
for everybody if he didn't.

I grabbed another one of the
cookies and shoved it into my mouth. The bitterness was still
there, but it wasn't as shocking as the first time.

"No, it's great!" I said. "An
acquired taste."

Matt leaned in and planted a kiss
on my lips. He licked the crumbs away and then smiled at
me.

"You're such a bad liar.
They're totally burnt," he said.

"You sure? Maybe you should check
again," I said.

Matt smiled, and reached his hand
around my neck. He pulled me in close and gave me a deep kiss. Matt
parted my lips with his hot tongue and slid it into my mouth. I
tasted tea. Sugar. My heart throbbed in my chest. I didn't want to
stop. Who cared if Hastings is supposed to be coming. Wasn't
discretion part of his job?

Matt pulled away from
me.

"Yep, I'm sure," he said. "Those
cookies are definitely burnt."

Then he sat down on the couch next
to me and picked up one of the cookies. He slid it into his mouth
and grimaced before swallowing.

"Oh, and that phone isn't mine,
it's for you," he
said.

My eyes went wide.
"What? You don't
have to do that. I didn't ask…"

"I know you didn't," Matt said with a
smile. "You wouldn't. That's why I got it for you. Oh, and before
you tell me that you couldn't possibly accept it, remember that
your little CDMA phone isn't going to work once we get to France.
Also, I don't want you getting lost and disappearing on me in the
middle of Paris, so you better use the GPS function on that
iPhone!"

I was speechless.

My mouth nearly opened to tell Matt
to take it back. I could struggle with some five euro phone we got
at a convenience store. But then Kiara's words came back to
me.

He's not buying you…he's getting you
useful things. He cares about you.

I swallowed hard and took a deep
breath, picking up the phone and feeling it's smoothness in my
hands. This, it was mine. A present from my boyfriend
because he didn't want me to struggle. And that was okay. In fact,
it was a good thing.

"Thank you," I said finally. There.
Was that so hard?

Matt looked over at me with a grin
on his face.

"You know, I was half certain that
you would have made up some kind of excuse not to accept it," he
said and laughed.

I threw a punch at his shoulder,
and Matt raised his hands in surrender.

"What? What did I say
wrong?"

I threw another punch and Matt
grabbed it in his hand. He took the opportunity to tug on my wrist
and pull me closer to him. My body was all pressed up against
his.

"Anyway, I'm glad that you didn't
say no," Matt said, "I want to do so many things for you. I want to
shower you in gold, but I know you'd never let me do it. So this is
the least I can do."

My cheeks burned in my heart
started pumping in my chest. Gold? Really? Why did Matt have to
keep talking like that? Couldn't he just let it go at, "You're
welcome?"

I put the phone back on the table
and crossed my arms.

"You better stop talking like that,
before I change my mind and give it back! I can use a map, you
know!"

"All right, all right,
all right!" Matt said.
"But just one more thing: I got the e-reader for you too. You look
like the type of girl who will definitely go over the luggage
weight limit with her books. I don't mind paying the fee, but it
can get pretty difficult to lug all that weight around."

I picked the e-reader off of the
table. It was slim and black, and smelled vaguely of plastic. When
I opened the cover, it flickered to life almost like a mini tablet
in black and white. This little thing was supposed to replace
my books? As
if.

"I don't know about this…" I said.
"I mean, what about the feeling of flipping the pages? The smell of
old ink?"

Matt took the reader from me and
started to tap around on the screen.

"I didn't say that it was going to
replace your books. Think of it as… An addition. A high-tech
addition that can bring you almost any book on the planet in a
matter of seconds."

He handed it back to me and the
screen was filled with books that he had just downloaded. Old ones.
New ones. Classic literature. Modern romance. Just like that. I
have to admit, it was tempting. But still…

"Just give it a try. It's attached
to my account, so you can buy whatever you want. Trust me, before
you know it, you'll be hooked.”

I wasn't so sure, but I still
forced myself to accept instead of reject his gift.

"Thank you," I said.

"You're welcome," Matt
answered.

Just then, the elevator dinged. The
doors slid open to reveal Hastings stepping into the apartment. He
was holding a bouquet that looked exactly like the one I had
destroyed. He walked over to me and handed me the flowers as if
nothing had ever happened. I smiled a full smile as I took the
flowers, trying to convey just how thankful I was through my
expression.

Hastings politely returned the
smile.

"Do you need me Monsieur DuFour? I
see that you already have some tea and cookies
prepared."

"No," Matt said, "I think we can
manage."

"Very good. Then I will continue to
prepare for your upcoming trip."

Hastings left us and disappeared
into another room in the apartment. We were alone again.

"Speaking of the trip –"

Matt started talking, but he was
interrupted by his phone ringing. Quickly, he looked at the screen,
but then ignored the call.

"As I was saying, speaking of the
trip, I was thinking that we can stay at my family's home in Paris.
It's not a five star hotel or anything, but I think it's pretty
nice. The only problem is everything has been put away because no
one has been there in a while. I could tell them to set up the
whole place, but I thought it would be better for them only to do a
few rooms since we're going on such short notice," he
said.

Matt ran a hand through his hair
and a few locks fell over to the side.

"We could do one bedroom for each
of us, or we could… share…"

Matt's eyes stared straight into
mine, but I looked away. My skin was hot, like someone had turned
up the heater all the way. I fiddled with my fingers for a
second.

What was I getting all embarrassed
about? It wasn't like he hadn't already seen me naked. It wasn't
like we hadn't already…

"One room!" I blurted
out.

The flash of shock showed on Matt's
face and then it melted into a grin.

"One room is easier to set up,
right?" I said, trying to sound more calm. "I don't need a lot of
space."

"Not with me, you don't," Matt said
and came closer.

He pushed me down on the couch and
hovered above me. Matt’s hands were on either side of my head, and
his knees kept my hips from wiggling around. I had nowhere to turn.
I closed my eyes.

"How about this?" Matt
asked.

He leaned in close and could feel
his warm breath on my neck. Slowly he trailed hot kisses down my
skin. I sighed. Each kiss left a burning mark on my body, a trail
that led down to my shirt. And when he reached that border, what
would happen? My toes curled in anticipation.

"Is this too close for you? Do you
need more space?"

I took a breath.

"…No," I said.

Matt pressed his lips against my
neck again and bit the skin lightly. I sucked in a
breath.

"Good, " he said.

Then there was a vibration. His
phone. We ignored it at first, but after 10 more times the mood was
already ruined. Matt sat back on the couch and pulled his phone out
of his pocket. He looked at the screen and frowned.

"I'll be right back,
okay?"

I nodded and Matt went over to his
study. As soon as the door was closed, I heard his voice talking to
whoever was on the other end of the phone. It was
loud. I couldn't tell
what he was saying, but whatever it was, Matt wasn't happy about
it.

I sat there, awkwardly waiting for
Matt to come back. It was strange, I had never really heard Matt
get angry before. It seemed like I was discovering a hidden part of
him. One that I wasn't sure I liked. Just how angry did he
get?

After a while, Hastings came out of
the back room. He stopped when he saw me.

"Ms. Hart, did the young master
leave you all alone?" he asked.

 

I gestured in the direction of the
study, "He's on the phone."

Just then, Matt's voice rose loud
enough for both of us to hear it. I cringed a little.

"Would you like more tea?" Hastings
asked. "That must have gone cold."

He was right. The tea Matt had made
wasn't steaming anymore. The two cups sat there unfinished with
rings of tea circling the bottom.

“No, thank you," I
said.

Without saying another word,
Hastings took the cups and teapot away. Before I could argue, he
was gone. He went into the kitchen, and the sounds of boiling water
floated on top of Matt's argument.

I heard Hastings open a cabinet to
take out the tea and then the tea kettle whistling at a high pitch.
Finally, when he poured it out, I could smell the tea wafting all
the way over to me. It was lovely. Just having something else to
listen to was enough to make me relax into the couch.

A few minutes later, Hastings
reappeared with a steaming teapot and a clean cup for me. He placed
the saucer on the table and poured pale yellow tea into the cup
with what looked like years of practice. Not a single drop
spilled.

"Chamomile," Hastings said. “It
seemed that it wouldn't be a bad choice."

I picked up the cup and blew on it
before taking a sip. The hot liquid poured down my throat and
started to melt away my anxiety.

"My pleasure," Hastings
said.

He started to walk back to the
extra room, but then he paused.

“Monsieur Dufour has always worked
very hard. Sometimes he doesn't even sleep. I don't believe that he
has ever taken a full day off from running his business," Hastings
said. Then a slight smile crept into the corner of his mouth. "That
is, until you arrived. This is the most I've seen him relax since
he was a little boy. He doesn't care about taking time off now if
it's for you, but it seems that not everybody at his company is
happy about that these days."

Hastings looked at the study door
and then looked back at me.

"Enjoy your tea, Ms.
Hart."

He disappeared behind the door, and
I was alone again. My chest felt tight. I wrapped my hands around
the teacup, letting the heat scald my palms.

Matt was taking time off, just for
me? And he never had before? I took another sip of the hot tea and
let a smile come to my lips.

Just for me.

My whole body felt warm. I wasn't
sure if it was because of the tea or the happiness. Maybe it was
both.

A moment later, Matt opened the
door to his study. He came rushing towards me and grabbed me in his
arms. His lips pressed against mine so forcefully that it literally
took my breath away. Matt reached his hand into my hair and pulled
my head back so that my whole face tilted up to him.

Matt broke the kiss.

"Now where were we?” he asked
before crushing my lips again.

I wanted to give in to him, but I
couldn't shake the feeling of being watched. Hastings was just in
the next room, he could walk in at any moment. He
wouldn't, but that
didn't matter. It was like my mom being next door.

"Later," I said. "In
Paris."

Matt's hand slipped under my shirt
and rubbed my hard nipple through my bra. A soft moan escaped my
lips and my knees started to buckle.

"Are you sure? That's a very long time from now," Matt said
while reaching his other hand around to unhook my bra. I pushed
against his chest and he paused.

"I'm sure," I said. "It's only a few more
days. I think you can wait that long, can't you?"

I pulled away from him, even though
my whole body was telling me not to.

"Maybe, but can
you?" Matt
said.

There was a growl in his voice that
made my stomach clench. I took a deep breath and another step
back.

"Wait until Paris," I said. "For
now, let's get back to planning, okay?"

Matt stared at me. He wasn't even
trying to hide the desire in his eyes. He took a step forward,
reaching towards me.

"Paris," I repeated.

Matt stopped and stood there
without saying anything for a moment, and then he
sighed.

"Paris, okay," he said and plopped
down on the couch. "I'll hold you to that."


 CHAPTER 5

THE rest of the days leading up to
the trip went smoothly. I got my passport. Mom didn't cry
too much when I told
her. I even had a list of places that I wanted to visit, and
souvenirs that I had to buy. Everything was going great.

Or at least that's what I told
myself.

The night before the flight, Kiara
helped me pack. She folded a dress and placed it on a pile in the
suitcase. I picked it up, folded it again more precisely, and put
it back.

"Hey!" she said. "Do you want me
to help you or not? That's the third time!"

I grimaced. I said I would stop,
but I couldn't help myself.

"Sorry," I said shaking my head. "I
don't know what's wrong with me."

"I know what's wrong, you're too
nervous! You have a packing list, a sightseeing list, an emergency
number's list, a secondary
sightseeing list … You're trying to plan this
trip within an inch of its life! Breathe a little!"

I dropped the socks that I was
trying to roll into perfect little balls to save space in the
suitcase. I looked at the pile of them in front of me. Really, what
was I doing? Who folds socks? Who folds their
underwear?

"I just want everything to be
perfect!" I said. My voice wavered in my throat as if something was
stuck in it. "What if I miss something? What if everything goes
wrong?"

Kiara came over to me and threw her
arms around my shoulders. She held me close and the fruity smell of
her perfume surrounded me.

"If that man of yours is everything
you say he is, you don't have anything to worry about. Your whole
suitcase could get lost, that binder of lists you have could get
burnt in a fire, and you'd still have a wonderful time," Kiara
said. "It's about the two of you getting to spend some time away
from that crazy family of his, right?"

"Right…" I said.

"Come on, you shouldn't be nervous.
You should be excited!"

"I am excited," I said.

"Well damn, if that's you excited, I don't
want to see when you're not," Kiara said and laughed. "If you're so
excited, then act like it!"

Kiara turned on the radio and
started to blast it loud even though it was the middle of the
night.

"Hey! You want to get us in trouble
with Mrs. Amberjack again? Last time she was pounding on the door
so hard that I thought she was going to break it down!"

Kiara turned the radio even louder,
so that I could feel the sound vibrating in my ears.

"Let her come!" Kiara said. "I
don't even know why she complains, that old bat can barely hear
anyway. And I'm not going to let her stop me from having a good
time with my best friend before she goes and leaves me for her rich
boyfriend in Paris! Now let's get packing so that you can get some
sleep before Jeeves comes to pick you up tomorrow!"

"His name isn't Jeeves!" I
said.

"Yeah, whatever!"

We spent the whole night packing
and dancing to the music on the radio, regardless of how loud Mrs.
Amberjack shouted at us to keep it quiet. Any other time, we'd have
been as quiet as two mice, but this time was different. Kiara knew
just what I needed. I needed the loud music to drown out my fears.
And it was working.

Somehow, everything I wanted to
bring managed to fit in the suitcases. Of course, Kiara had to sit
on them while I struggled to close the locks, but they fit. We
celebrated with two bottles of beer and before I knew it, I had
fallen asleep next to the pile of my things.


 CHAPTER 6

THE next time I woke up, it was light
outside. The doorbell rang, buzzing angrily in my tired
ears.

"Who is that?" Kiara asked. "Tell
them to go away."

Gradually, I stood up and wiped the
sleep out of my eyes.

"It had better not be those
paparazzi again," I said.

I stumbled over to the door and
wrenched it open.

"Don't you know how
early it is? It's rude
to –"

My mouth slammed shut. I closed the
door and backed away, my heart pounding. Kiara came up behind me,
complaining.

"Aren't you done yet? Who is it?
Mrs. Amberjack? I'll deal with her…"

Kiara grabbed the door and flung it
open again, but as soon as she saw who was standing outside, her
eyes opened wide and her mouth dropped.

"You must be Kiara. Sorry to meet
you like this. I've heard a lot of good things about
you."

For once in her life, Kiara was
struck silent. She just stood there staring. Then, finally, her
mouth started to work again.

“Y-You’re…” she
stuttered.

"Yes, I'm Matt," he said with a
smile. "I'd love to introduce myself properly, but unfortunately
I'm in a bit of a rush. Is Penelope ready? It's time for us to go.
We don't want to be late."

“O-one second," Kiara said and
closed the door in his face again.

As soon as he was out of sight, she
looked for me. I was hiding on the other side of the
wall.

"Why didn't you tell me that it was
him!" Kiara yelled.

"I was too shocked," I
said.

"You were too shocked?
I'm in my pajamas! I
wasn't expecting a billionaire
to show up on my doorstep!" Kiara said. She
grabbed her satin bonnet and threw it on the floor. "I don't even
let guys I'm dating see me like this!"

“Okay, okay!" I said, "I'll make
it up to you, but right now we don't have time for
this."

I took a deep breath and walked
back over to the door, cracking it open just the tiniest bit so
that Matt could see my face. As soon as I peeked out, he
laughed.

"So, are you awake yet?"

"Ha ha, very funny," I
said.

"I didn't mean to surprise you like
this, but I thought it would be okay," Matt said. "I'm guessing
that you're not quite ready."

"Well, excuse us for not being ready for a
billionaire to pay us a visit first thing in the morning," I said,
frowning.

"Sorry," he said.

Matt held out a single rose to me.
I reached to take it and a sharp thorn pricked my finger. He
grabbed it and pressed it against his lips, sucking at the tiny
wound.

My heart started again, for a
different reason this time. I pulled my hand away, taking the rose
with it.

"I guess I was just too excited to
see you…” Matt said.

"30 minutes," I said.

"What?"

"Give me 30 minutes," I said, "then
I'll be ready."

Matt smiled at me like a kid who
was about to get some ice cream.

"Okay," he said, "30
minutes."

With that, I closed the door and
gave a big sigh of relief. Kiara was standing there, staring at me
with a grin on her face.

"I can see why you fell for that
one,” Kiara sucked in her breath. “He's fine. I certainly wouldn’t mind
being alone in Paris with him.”

"Hey, back off, he's
mine."

Her lips stretched into a grin. "So
he's yours now, huh?"

My cheeks burned and I looked away
from her.

“I-I have to get ready! We're
leaving in 30 minutes," I said and turned away from her.

A hot feeling flooded my chest,
just for a second, and then it was gone. It left behind a faint
ache, like I had been jabbed with something sharp. But nothing had
touched me. What was it? Jealousy?

The idea left a bitter taste in my
mouth and I shook the thought away. No, why would I be jealous?
It's not like he belonged to me or anything. It's not like I even
had any right to claim him…

"What are you doing just standing
around there, don't you have to get going?" Kiara said and jolted
me out of it.

That's right. I didn't have time to
be worrying about things like that.

I wasn't one of those girls that
takes forever to get ready, but it seemed like it wasn't enough
time to do everything. I got dressed. Last night, Kiara and I had
thought about the ideal travel outfit. Something cute, but
comfortable. Something I wouldn't mind the French paparazzi seeing.
We settled on a dress to go under my coat with some boots that were
easy to slip off at the security check.

In a flash, clothes went on, my
teeth were brushed, my hair was done, and Kiara managed to sneak a
little makeup on my face. I checked the cases two and even three
times, weighing them on our little scale. By the time I finished
the last check, the doorbell was already ringing. There he
was.

I rushed towards the door, but
Kiara grabbed my arm.

"Hey, this is no time to play
around!" I shouted.

A mist of rose scent filled the air
and landed gently on my skin. Two more spritzes, and then Kiara
finally let go.

"There," she said with a smile and
her hands on her hips, "now you're ready. A lady has to
smell good
too."

Kiara pulled me into a hug and
wrapped her arms around me tightly. She was wearing perfume,
something fruitier, almost like candy. My body was tense with
stress, but I felt it melt away. Instead I remembered, I was going
to be away from my girl. When was last time I'd left her for so
long?

Something warm and wet dripped on
my shoulder, then Kiara pulled away.

"Now you go have fun," she
said.

She wiped her eyes with the back of
her hand and started to laugh.

"I just got some dust in my eyes,"
Kiara said. Then she pushed me towards the door. "Now go! The
billionaire on the other side of the door is probably tired of
waiting."

I took her hand and squeezed it,
then I went to the door. Finally, I took a deep breath and unlocked
it.

"You look well this morning, Ms.
Hart. Are you fully prepared for your flight?"

"Hastings?" I asked. What was he
doing here? "Not that I'm unhappy to see you, but where's
Matt?"

Hastings smiled. “Monsieur DuFour
instructed me to come because he seems to have caused quite a bit
of trouble the last time he appeared here. He is waiting for you in
the car, downstairs."

"Oh, okay…" I said.

I pulled the suitcase and carry-on
out of the apartment and into the corridor. Even though the wheels
were smooth, it was a struggle because of how heavy they
were.

"Allow me," Hastings
said.

I held onto the suitcases. Even if
he was supposed to help me, I couldn't let Hastings take them. He
was an old man! Probably old enough to be my dad, or even my
grandpa. You don't let older people hold these kinds of
things.

"No, that's okay. I have it!" I
said.

Hastings simply smiled and gently
took the suitcases away from me. He grabbed the handle and picked
them up as if they were as light as a feather. I stared at him.
What, was Hastings hiding a bodybuilder’s physique underneath that
suit and gray hair?

"Shall we?" Hastings
asked.

I nodded my head. As soon as I did,
my heart started racing. This is it. The beginning of the trip. My
first plane flight. My first time out of the country. Alone. With
Matt.

Before we left, I looked back at
the door. There was Kiara, peeking out and giving me a
thumbs-up.

"Good luck!" she
mouthed.

I smiled back at her, and then we
were gone.


 CHAPTER 7

SOMETIMES time moves in funny ways.
The whole ride to the airport, things never seemed to move fast
enough. But at the same time, everything was too fast. I wanted to
get there, get on the plane, and go. But fear squeezed my heart,
wrapping around it like a fist that reminded me humans weren't
meant to fly.

We arrived at the airport, and Matt
took my hand.

"Come on, Hastings will take care
of the luggage," he said.

I hesitated. Stepping into the
airport would just make everything even more real. I looked back at
Hastings, and he was smiling at me.

"Go ahead, Ms. Hart. Monsieur
DuFour is waiting," he said.

I stepped out of the car, and Matt
guided me inside. At first, it seemed like too much. There were so
many people, and none of them were standing still. Some came only
with their backpacks, and some came with what looked like an entire
year's worth of suitcases stacked on top of huge carts.

Poor people. Rich people. Families.
Couples. Airport workers, pushing their way through the crowd. Long
lines full of agitated flyers waiting for tickets, information, and
whatever else the workers could give them.

My stomach clenched and I felt
sick. It seemed like everything was spinning around me. My legs
buckled. I fell back a bit, but Matt caught me.

"Maybe I should have the family jet…" he
said.

"You have a jet?"

Matt looked embarrassed. " Well,
yes, but I don't like to use it. Do you know how much upkeep those
things have? It's easier just to fly like this," he said. "Anyway,
let's get you someplace quiet."

He took my hand again and squeezed
it firmly. It felt like there was no way he could ever let go of
me. I let myself be pulled away through the crowds. They passed by
me in a blur. A mother dragging five children along. A lone man
staring at the floor plan of the terminal. I rich looking couple
carrying a small barking dog in their arms as they stroll towards
the security gate.

They all seemed aimless.
Directionless.But Matt wasn't. He knew exactly where he was
going.

Matt led me up and isolated flight
of stairs. They ended above the main floor of the terminal, high
enough to look down on everything else like they were busy workers
in an ant farm. It was dark and quiet there, totally different than
below. A single woman at a desk smiled at us, and Matt handed her a
sleek black card.

The women's face registered shock
just enough for me to notice it. Just as quickly as the expression
appeared, it was replaced with a calm cool
professionalism.

"Nice to see you again, Mr.
DuFour," the woman said. "Are you aware that your flight will be
departing shortly? We welcome you at any time but –"

Matt interrupted her. "I'm well
aware. I don't intend to stay very long."

"Very well, Mr. DuFour…"

The woman turned to the
inconspicuous computer at her side and started to type into it.
Then she looked up at me with slightly raised eyebrows.

"And this is…"

"My personal guest," Matt
said.

"Very good. So two people
–"

"Actually, please add her to my
account. This is an Penelope Hart, and she will be accompanying me
on my travels from now on," Matt said and wrapped his arm around my
shoulder.

Where he touched me felt so
impossibly hot. I felt the woman's eyes on me, almost like fingers
touching my skin. My breath quickened almost as if I was gasping
for air.

"Right?" Matt asked me.

I swallowed a large gulp of air
before I could answer.

"Right." The corner of the woman's
lips curled upwards just a bit.

"Understood. I'll add her to your
account… Ms. Hart, H – A – R – T, was it?"

"Why – yes," I said.

"Thank you," the woman said and
nodded her head.

A moment later, her typing was
done.

"There, you are both set up," she
said. "Please enjoy your short time with us before your flight, Ms.
Hart and Mr. DuFour."

She flashed a perfect white smile
at us and motioned towards the door I hadn't even noticed before.
It popped open automatically, revealing a dimly lit room behind
it.

We walked through the door and
before it shot, the woman called out to us.

"Thank you for staying with us
again," she said and gave a small bow.

Then we were stuck inside the new
room. I heard the sound of dishes and cups clinking softly. It
smelled like a mix of fresh coffee being brewed and expensive
perfume.

The room was full of people
relaxing at small tables, benches, and couches. The feeling was
entirely different than before. No one was rushing. No one was
confused. Everyone you just exactly when they were going somewhere,
and there was no need to hurry.

I felt my shoulders relax, and my
breathing slowed.

Matt led me to a free pair of
chairs, position next to a small table. The area was only lit by a
small flickering candle that smelled of – what? Lavender.

"I thought it might be a good idea
to take you to the executive lounge," Matt said "are you feeling
better?"

"Yes," I said. "Sorry for making
you worry."

"Why should you be sorry? I brought
you on this trip, didn't I? My job is to take care of you." Matt
said. Then his voice dropped a little bit lower, sounding deeper.
"That's exactly what I'm going to do."

A shiver shot through my body. It
moved straight through me and left me breathless. What was I
supposed to say to that? Who asked him to take care of me? I didn't need anyone to
take care of me. Isn't that what mom told me? Not to rely on any
man. Not even Matt.

But still, I wanted to believe. I
crossed my legs tightly to try and distract myself from the way
Matt's voice pulled something deep out of my body.

"We can't stay long, but maybe you
should drink something," Matt said." I'll get you some
tea."

"Okay," I managed to get
out.

Matt got up and moved in the
direction of what looked like a small kitchen. Then I was
alone.

It didn't take long to notice that,
even though they were trying to be discreet, everyone was staring
at me. I was new. I wasn't dressed like them, even though I tried.
But that wasn't all. I was the only black woman there.

In another corner, there was an
older black man chatting away with some blonde bombshell. He looked
like he fit in, with his tailored gray suit and brightly colored
pocket square. It seemed like he was trying his best not to look my
way. As if acknowledging me meant that we were complicit. As if it
would make everyone noticed that there were two of us in their midst. One too
many. Maybe even two too many.

They probably wondered what Matt
wanted with me. I almost laughed. I'd like to know that myself. I
balled a bit of my dress fabric into my fist. Why me? Why not
someone else who was more… More…

"Missed me?"

Matt came back with a beautiful
ornate looking teapot on a plate full of tiny decorative sweets. It
was the complete opposite of the minimalist set he had at
home.

Matt sat down and poured me a dark
brown cup.

"I only wanted a pot of tea, but
they insisted I take the whole Tajikistani tea set," he said and
pushed one of the small dishes towards me. "Here, let me show
you."

Matt handled it all as if it was
the simplest thing. He took the dark tea and added water until it
was the Golden Brown I was accustomed to. And he took some pale
pink gem from one of the dishes and held it up for me to smell. It
was like walking in an English garden.

"Rose," he said before stirring a
bit into the tea.

"Now, the last part," Matt said,
"you take one of these in your mouth and let it dissolve while you
drink the tea. I know it sounds weird, but you have to try
it.”

Before I could even make a
decision, Matt was already making himself a cup. I looked at the
little treats. They were shaped into tiny flowers and glittered in
the candlelight.

The whole thing seem strange. Why
fuss so much over a simple drink? But Matt seemed happy to show me.
My fingers hovered over the tiny candies, then finally I popped one
of the delicate sugar flowers into my mouth.

It was sweet!

The taste of almost pure sugar was
nearly too much. I grabbed the tea and took a big gulp to wash out
the tapes and was shocked at how bitter it was. Slowly, the
sweetness of the candy and the bitterness of the tea melded
together into something new. Each time I took a sip, it changed.
And each time it changed, I liked it more than before.

"Nice, isn't it?" Matt said more
than asked.

He looked at me with a hungry
smile. Had he been watching me the whole time? I stared down at my
cup while my ears burned.

"Yeah," I said. "I like
it…"

Matt's smile widened.

"Normally a tea like this can take
hours," he said. "You lounge around acting as if you don't have a
care in the world. I used to do it with Maman when I was young. It was our
'bonding time.' Maybe I can show you a nice tea room the next time
we plan to fly."

The next time?

My mind raced back to what he had
told the woman at the front desk.

"She will be accompanying me from
now on."

Just how far ahead was he planning?
I looked at Matt and held my breath. He didn't seem to be lying. He
drank his tea like there was nothing more he'd rather be doing than
sitting there with me. A flicker of hope lit up inside my chest. It
felt strange, like I was floating.

"Next time?" I asked Matt while
staring at my tea. I didn't want to look up at those
eyes.

"Yes, next time," he said. "Unless
you hate Paris so much that you never want to go back."

He paused and then reached across
the table, grabbing my hand and making me look at him.

"Then I'll just have to take you to
London, or Tokyo, or as many places as you need to take you to make
you happy to travel with me."

"And if you never find somewhere?
You can't just keep dragging me all over the world forever," I
said.

"Can't
I?"

Matt tightened his grip on my hand.
My stomach clenched and I pulled away.

"Sorry to interrupt, but your plane
has begun boarding. It would be best if you made your way to the
gate."

Hastings stood in front of us with
a totally inscrutable expression. Just how long had he been
standing there, anyway?

It didn't matter. We didn't have
enough time for me to worry about those sort of things. Or at
least, I felt
like we didn't. Matt seemed much more relaxed about the whole
thing.

"Come on!" I said. "We can't be
late!"

Anxiety was building in my chest
like it always used to right before an exam. What if I didn't have
enough time? What if I fail and could never pass this course? What
if…

"It's okay. You don't have to rush.
They won't leave without us."

"But the tickets say –"

"Penelope, I promise that everything will be
fine. Trust me."

I didn't believe him, but
it was.


 CHAPTER 8

THE flight attendant at the gate
calmly scanned the electronic tickets and escorted us pass the long
line of people waiting to board.

Wasn't she going to yell at us for
being late? Weren't we holding up the boarding process?

No. There was nothing like
that.

Once he stepped onto the plane, the
hostess guided us to the first class seats. Or at least that's what
she called them. They looked more like something that belonged in a
futuristic spa or space shuttle than what I would normally consider
"seats."

The pods tautly wrapped around the
long pillowy looking chairs. Each seat had its own LED TV. A
reclining function, even a pair of sound isolating headphones, and
a cute toiletry kit.

"Please, make yourselves
comfortable Ms. Hart and Mr. DuFour," the hostess said as we slid
ourselves into two pods positioned right next to one another.
"Would either of you like a complimentary glass of champagne to
enjoy while we wait for the boarding process to
complete?"

Honestly, I wanted to take it. Who
in their right mind turns away free champagne? But as I buckled
myself in, my stomach started to turn somersaults inside of me. I
didn't need to make things any worse than they already
were.

"No, thank you," he
said.

The hostess left with an air of
disappointment. When she was gone "they" started to pour in. The
economy class. They stared at us and the other first-class
passengers as they shuffled by us with backpacks and carry-on
suitcases just barely small enough to meet airline standards and
fit into the overhead bins. Some of them were curious, interested
in how the other half lives. Others were angry, looking at us as if
we had somehow cheated them out of something. Maybe the free
champagne?

I tried not to look, but I
couldn't stop. Just a little while ago I wouldn't have even dreamt
of going to Paris. I would have been jealous of them. Even an
economy seat was too much for my librarian salary. And now they
were people who were jealous of me? People who were doing what I
would have given anything to do?

It was strange.

I squirmed in my seat and tried to
pay attention to the e-reader Matt had bought for me. It was
amazing how well it worked. After a few pages, I couldn't stop
flipping and I was lost in my book.

It wasn't until the flight
attendants announced that we were going to start the ascent that I
even came up for air. As soon as I did, I shut my eyes, but it was
too late.

I could feel the plane tilt as we
lifted into the air. My back pressed against the soft cushion of
the pod and the engine roared, shaking the entire plane as we rose.
Then, the weightless feeling filled my belly and I grabbed onto the
handles of my chair.

My fingers dug into the cushion. I
read online that this was the most dangerous part of the fight.
Ascent and descent. Once you make it into the air, you are fine. It
was getting there and coming back down that was the problem. What
if this was one of those times?

I held my breath, trying not to
imagine balls of fire, technical malfunctions, and whatever else
could happen. Was the risk worth it? Shouldn't we have developed a
safe way to teleport by now?

Then a warm feeling surrounded my
hand. It was Matt. He was holding me tight.

"I won't let you fall," Matt said.
"I promise."

He held my hand through the whole
thing. We dropped for a moment and a yelp escaped my lips, but Matt
didn't waver. It wasn't until we were cruising in the air and my
body stopped feeling like I was on the first part of a roller
coaster ride (you know, the part where you're climbing up the
mountain and just waiting to fall) that Matt finally let
go.

He didn't say anything else. He
didn't laugh or make fun of me. He just looked out the window at
the bright sky and floating clouds below us.

There were six hours ahead of us.
All I have to do is make it through six hours in that strange pod
and I would be fine. It was that simple. In less than the time it
took to organize a card catalog, I would be in an entirely new
country.

Most of the flight went without a
problem. The flight attendants pushed bottles of water into our
hands and set us what they claim to be, "a delicious in-flight meal
prepared by a four-star chef." The plane glided along, feeling like
it was impossible for us to be thousands of feet in the air instead
of safely on the ground.

And then "it" happened.

It would have been so much easier
if it had never happened. Even now my body shakes as I
remember.

The clouds outside of Matt's window
grew darker and darker. They started to flash bright with
lightning.

And then we dropped.
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Locked
with Him: With Her Billionaire

Penelope Hart just wants to do her
job. It was supposed to just be another day at work, but when Matt
comes into her library, everything changes.

He's handsome. He's smart. And he's
just too good to be true.

Matt convinces Penelope to go on a
book hunt with him, but unfortunately he doesn't realize a storm is
brewing outside. What will they do when the two are locked together
in the library? Will Penelope be able to stop herself from falling
for Matt's seduction?

When they are rescued and Matt's
secret billionaire identity is revealed, will they be able to be
together? Or will their love disappear like the melting
snow?

 


Stuck
with Him: With Her Billionaire

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
discover that a happy ending with Matt is just a dream?

 


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?

 



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!

 


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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