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Also By Madeline Woulfie

Emma hardly noticed the library around her anymore. Not just because she was at one of the most secluded corners of it, hiding in the dark like Batman, but also because she had finally found a book that she could get lost in for hours, literally. 

The world had narrowed down to the book propped against her knees, the glow of a tiny, barely working lamp spilling over the page. It was an ancient lamp,  bright enough for her to read, but dim enough that you won’t even notice that it's turned on unless you were looking for it, especially from a short distance. But none of that mattered. At least, not yet. 

Nonfiction usually dulled her brain after three chapters, too dry and repetitive, but this one wasn’t half bad, not that good either as she had to do a lot of skimming in between yawns, but good enough to enjoy and great compared to the rest. 

Most books she’d read before this were full of long-winded theories and lists that stretched a single point into multiple chapters. At that point, she might as well go back to listen to lectures in her classroom. 

She was in her last year anyway, who knows, she may miss those boring essays once it’s over. She would most certainly miss some of the handsome professors. 

This is another reason she wanted to go to those boring lectures. She’s always had a thing for older men. The only person she told this to was a friend who looked at her as if she’d confessed she had a foot fetish. 

Her friend had gone on and on about how weird and predatory it could be. Emma defended her desire by stating that she was not a teenager but a 24 year old soon to be a college graduate woman who was capable of making her own decisions, but that had barely swayed her friend’s argument. She just kept yapping. 

Emma was just glad that none of her friend’s yapping reached her parents, who still saw her as a schoolgirl and not a College girl. Girls who can and do have sex. In hindsight, that may not help the argument. She might as well be a sophomore student in their eyes. 

In reality, she was a college student who’d already slept with 2 boyfriends, both around her age, both barely scratching the itch she had. But it's not like she can just go out and hit on some older men, most of whom would be married. 

Her friend pointed that out and each excuse Emma made to drop the subject just turned into discussions about boys her age, especially the athletic ones, as if either of them stood a chance with those jocks. After a while, all that gossip about who was dating whom, who broke up, who dropped out, etc, just became noise. Speaking of which...

She pulled out one earbud and frowned, realizing how quiet it had gotten. It’s a library so it was supposed to be quiet but still, this was... too quiet. 

The overhead lights had dimmed, almost to darkness, and it stretched from one row after another leaving her in nothing but shadows. Her heart skipped as she realized what just happened. 

Emma sat up fast, tugging her headphones out. “Wait—” But the silence swallowed her voice. The college library being one of the biggest in the world, had once been a perk for the marketing of this University. It was impressive too, the library, funded by different countries and the state, was big enough to be a mall, if not bigger. 

The impressive size had now become a problem, as in her panic, and the haunting darkness, she struggled to remember where the exits even were. She only has been in this part of the library once, and now it was going to be her last. Not making that mistake again. The library was either closing, or already closed, and she was about to be locked in, either briefly, or for quite some time. 

“Crap.” She stuffed her notebook and pen into her tote, hugging the heavy book against her chest as she hurried down the carpeted aisle. She reached the front doors, glass panels tall and severe, and pulled the handle.

Locked. Shit! 

She tugged harder, rattling the door until her panic flared. Emma turned in a quick circle, her breath catching. Her phone. She dug it out, thumb sliding against the screen. No signal. Of course. This wing was notorious for dead spots. She’d rolled her eyes at the signs posted by the stairwell: Reception may be limited in this area.

Now she cursed under her breath.

The silence pressed in. The air felt thicker somehow, the shadows deeper. She knocked on the door, then banged. “Hello? Excuse me! I’m still in here!”

Nothing. Her throat tightened. This is how a lot of horror stories started. 

Just as she drew back to bang again, a sharp glow cut through the far end of the hall. A beam of light, moving steady.

Emma froze. For a moment she felt like the final girl in a slasher movie. 

Footsteps followed. Slow, even. The beam angled toward her until she had to shield her eyes. 

Then a voice, calm and dry: “Looks like we’ve got a stray.”

Relief whooshed through her so fast her knees wobbled. “Oh my god—” She dropped her hand from her face as the light lowered.

The man holding the flashlight stepped into clearer view. Black uniform shirt, dark hair falling slightly over his forehead, a guarded expression that softened at the edges when he looked at her. Mid-thirties, maybe. And far too good looking for someone catching her at one of her most embarrassing moments. 

Emma clutched her tote tighter. At least he wasn’t Freddie Cruger, Jason Voorhees or the masked guy from Halloween. Although he was familiar. “I didn’t realize it was closing time. I thought... Well, I lost track of time.”

“Nonfiction will do that to you,” he said, mouth twitching. “Puts people right to sleep. At least you’re still conscious.”

Her cheeks burned. “It wasn’t that bad.” 

“It seems that way. Otherwise, you would’ve noticed the place closing.” His tone was teasing, but not unkind. “Unless of course you fell asleep and don’t want to admit it. You know, the proud nerd type.”

She blinked at him. “Do you... mock everyone you rescue?”

“Only the ones banging on doors.” He shifted the flashlight toward the side hall. “Come on. The front entrance is locked once the system arms itself. We’ll have to try the staff side.” Something about the way he said it made it sound like Skynet was in charge of the building’s security system. 

Emma hesitated, glancing back at the heavy doors, then at him. His presence filled the emptiness of the library too easily. Like a professor who knew what he was doing, in a classroom full of chatty students. 

Still, what choice did she have? Besides, she knew she could trust this man. She recognized him somewhere, but her brain struggled to place him. His attractive features didn’t help her concentrate much either. 

She adjusted the tote strap on her shoulder and followed, the beam of his flashlight bobbing just ahead.

The silence was different now, not oppressive but laced with awareness. Her footsteps echoed behind his, too loud against the marble floor.

“So,” he said after a moment. “What’s your excuse? Most people don’t wander into lock-in territory unless they’re cramming for finals.”

“I... wasn’t.” She winced at how lame that sounded. “I was just... reading.”

“Just reading,” he echoed. “Radical choice in a library.”

Her laugh came out sharper than intended. “I know, okay? It’s stupid. I lose myself sometimes, and I forget to check the time.”

He glanced over his shoulder, one eyebrow raised, the faintest curve of a smile on his lips. “Not stupid. Happens more than you’d think.”

“Really?”

“Sure. You’d be surprised what people forget in here. Their laptops, umbrellas, kids, dildos...”

She blinked. “Kids?” The word jumped out of her mouth so fast, she almost forgot he also said dildos. Someone had masturbated in the library and forgotten her dildo. How is that even possible? 

“True story. Some Dad on his phone, wandered off. We found the kid in the biography section building a fort.”

Emma shook her head, half amused, half unsettled, as she realized he meant the kid. She wanted to ask about the dildo and how that came to pass, but something inside her told her that was going to be an embarrassingly generic answer. 

She could picture the conversation already; some girl or woman left it accidently or was caught using it, and he would probably tease her by claiming that it can be found in the lost and found section, if she was interested. 

She decided to skip the awkward conversation entirely. “So compared to that, I’m not too bad.” 

“Not even close, unless of course you’ve forgotten something at or under the table and won’t remember until you’re home.” 

“I’m pretty sure I have everything I need right in here.” she pointed at her tote. 

“It’s always good to be completely sure, just in case.” He winked. Who was this guy? She kept trying to remember where she’d known him but it's almost like her brain froze at the very end each time she thought about him, like a download stuck at 99%.

“I don’t even own any dildos at home, if that’s what you’re worried about,” she stated without thinking. He paused walking, gave her a quick glance, his flashlight aimed the light toward her, again, before he resumed like nothing happened. But during that short glance, her mind was cursing at her; I can’t believe I just said that. 

“Good, it seems you’re practically responsible,” he said and she nodded, unsure of which reaction to reply to his nod with. “From my personal experience, the women who own vibrators are much more responsible than the ones who own dildos.” That statement from him made it so much worse especially because she knew he knew what he was talking about. 

“Good to know,” she said casually, not letting him know that she understood what he said




























































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
,,,y—yr?rrr ///( : o
V ]
‘ | |
MADELINE Wé:!l!
= e





