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Chapter One
Charlotte


“Are you sure about this, Charlotte?”

My father’s voice is low and strained, and when I turn to look at him, I see the worry etched around his eyes. He looks handsome in his tailored suit, but it doesn’t quite hide the exhaustion that seems to cling to him these days. Exhaustion that I hope to be able to fix today.

I force a smile that doesn’t quite reach my eyes. “Of course, Dad. This is the best way.”

The best way. The words taste bad in my mouth. I’m standing outside a grand cathedral, the June sun warm on my skin, dressed in a wedding gown that probably cost more than our family home. Inside, two hundred guests are waiting. Guests I don’t know. A groom I’ve never met. This is my wedding day.

“If you don’t want to do this,” he says, reaching out to straighten a stray curl that has escaped my elaborate updo, “we can still walk away. I’ll find another way. I promise.”

I shake my head, my resolve hardening. “There is no other way, not quick enough anyway. This is simple. All I have to do is stay married to him for a few months. A year, tops. Then the business will be secure, stronger than ever. It’s… a worthy sacrifice.”

A worthy sacrifice. I repeat the words in my head, trying to make them feel true. My stomach is in knots, and I don’t think I’ve ever been this nervous in my entire life. But I remind myself that I’m still young. At twenty-two, I’ll have plenty of time to find real love once this whole nightmare is over.

Nathan Sinclair. I’ve heard the name, of course. Whispers in business circles, articles in Forbes. They say he’s ruthless, a shark in the boardroom who devours companies for breakfast. They also say he’s intensely private, rarely seen in public, a ghost in the high-stakes world he dominates. I don’t even know what my groom looks like. There was an opportunity to meet him before the big day, but I’d turned it down because, in all honesty, I was scared thanks to his reputation. I’m starting to regret that decision now, though, when it’s too late to try and pretend this isn’t really happening.

I only hope the ruthlessness doesn’t extend to the bedroom. If we even share a bedroom once I move into his home. I highly doubt it. This is a business transaction, after all. A strategic alliance. He needs a wife to unlock a massive inheritance, and we need the money he’s offering to save Blake Enterprises from bankruptcy. It’s as simple as that. My father had been one of the few people to give Nathan a chance when he was starting out, and now, Nathan is repaying that debt. The only thing he’s asking in return is… me.

The heavy oak doors of the cathedral swing open, and the soaring notes of the wedding march begin to echo through the archway, a wave of sound that washes over me and makes my heart pound against my ribs.

This is it.

I take a deep, shaky breath, trying to still the tremor in my hands. My dad reaches out, his fingers gentle as he pulls my veil down, the fine lace settling over my face like a soft, gossamer cloud. It blurs the world beyond, creating a small, safe space for me to hide in. I loop my arm through my father’s, my fingers digging into the fine wool of his suit jacket.

“One foot in front of the other, sweet girl,” he whispers, and we begin to walk.

The world becomes a kaleidoscope of colors and shapes beyond my veil. The faces of strangers blurred into a sea of muted pastels and dark suits. My steps feel heavy, each one echoing on the polished stone floor. My focus narrows to the end of the aisle, to the lone figure standing at the altar with his back to me. Broad shoulders. An impeccably tailored black tuxedo that fits him like a second skin. A powerful, intimidating silhouette. That’s all I can see. My future husband.

He turns.

And the world stops. It’s like the air is stolen right out of my lungs. I hadn’t known what to expect. Someone older, maybe. A hard face to match the reputation. Someone ugly, if I’m being honest with myself. A cruel face to go with the ruthless businessman. But the man standing at the end of the aisle… he’s breathtaking. He’s got dark hair and a sharp, defined jawline. From this distance, even through the gauzy veil, I can see the intensity in his eyes as they lock onto me. My stomach does a strange little flip, a flutter of nerves and… something else. Something warm and unfamiliar that sends a blush creeping up my neck.

But he gives nothing away. His face is a mask of stoic indifference. No reaction. No hint of emotion at the sight of his bride walking toward him. The little flip in my stomach settles, replaced by a familiar pang of disappointment. I force myself to remember the facts. This isn’t real. This is a business transaction. A contract. And when the terms are fulfilled, I’ll be free. Free to find real love, with someone who actually wants me.

My father’s arm tightens on mine, a silent anchor in the surreal haze. And then we’re there, at the front of the church. My dad leans in, kisses my cheek, and places my hand in the large, warm one of the man beside me. The contact is jarring. His hand completely engulfs mine, the skin calloused in a way that speaks of hard work, not just a life of luxury. It’s an unexpected detail.

“Who gives this woman to be married to this man?” the officiant intones, his voice booming in the vast space.

“I do,” my father says, his voice thick with emotion. He gives my hand one last squeeze, then steps back, leaving me standing alone. Beside a stranger.

The ceremony is a blur of words. I hear snippets… “Dearly beloved,” “holy matrimony.” None of it feels real. I’m too aware of the solid presence of the man beside me. Of the weight of hundreds of eyes on my back, waiting for me to promise my life away to a man I know nothing about.

“And now, Nathan Sinclair, do you take this woman, Charlotte Blake, to be your lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, till death do you part?”

His voice when he speaks is deep, a low rumble that I feel vibrate through my bones. “I do.” The words are clear, unwavering.

My turn.

“And Charlotte Blake, do you take this man, Nathan Sinclair, to be your lawfully wedded husband, to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, till death do you part?”

My own voice comes out as a soft whisper. I have to clear my throat and try again. “I do.”

It sounds so final. So… absolute.

“Now, if the bride would please lift her veil for the exchange of vows,” the officiant says.

My hands are trembling as I reach up to the veil. My fingers fumble with it for a second, and I curse their clumsiness. Then I feel it. A warm, large hand covers mine, stilling my movements. It’s Nathan. His touch is surprisingly gentle. He doesn’t say anything, just helps me lift the veil away, folding it back over my hair with a steady, sure movement that I couldn’t manage.

Then, I turn to face him for the first time with nothing to hide behind.

And he’s even more devastating up close. The gray-blue of his eyes is startling, intelligent, and intense. He’s not looking at me with indifference. Not anymore. There’s something else in that gaze. Something that makes my breath catch and my cheeks flush. It’s… hunger. No, that can’t be right. It’s probably just… I don’t know. I’m probably just imagining things. A trick of the light. This is all so overwhelming, and I’m reading too much into things.

But I can’t look away.

And I suddenly realize it’s going to be more difficult that I thought it would be to keep my heart out of this messy situation.


Chapter Two
Nathan


I’d heard Robert Blake’s daughter was beautiful, but nothing could prepare me for the moment the veil lifts.

It’s a physical blow.

The air is punched out of my lungs. My heart stutters in my chest, a clumsy, irregular rhythm I haven’t experienced since I was a boy. For a man who thrives on control, the sudden loss of it is a jolt to the system.

The woman standing before me is not just beautiful. She is exquisite. Ethereal. A work of art I didn’t know I needed to see. Her eyes are the color of a summer sky, wide and nervous, fringed with dark lashes. They’re the most honest eyes I’ve ever seen. They hold no artifice, no calculation. Only a hint of fear, and a deep, deep well of vulnerability.

And I am lost.

Everything I thought I knew about this arrangement evaporates in the space of a single heartbeat. This was supposed to be a transaction. A pretty ornament for my arm and a temporary solution to a problem in my grandfather’s will. A simple, clean way to help the man who gave me my start. A pretty woman to marry before I turn forty in a few days so that I can gain my inheritance. Logical. Strategic.

But this… this is not logical.

Something primal roars to life inside me. Something possessive and raw that I didn’t know existed. It’s a recognition that’s deeper than thought, deeper than reason. The boardroom king, the man who controls empires with little more than a cold glare, is suddenly powerless. All the control I’ve meticulously cultivated over thirty-nine years vanishes, replaced by a single, overwhelming, all-consuming thought.

Mine.

She’s mine. Not for a year. Not for an inheritance. Forever.

My gaze drops to her lips, soft and pink, slightly parted in surprise. My own lips tingle with the sudden, urgent need to claim them. To taste her. To brand her as mine in front of every single person in this room.

The officiant’s voice is a distant drone, a meaningless buzz from another world. I hear the words about rings, but I don’t process them. My focus is entirely on her. I watch a delicate blush creep up her neck, staining her cheeks with a pretty pink that I want to see there every morning for the rest of my life. My ring. My wife. The thought sends a jolt of satisfaction through me.

My movements are automatic as I take the simple platinum band from my best man. I take her left hand. Her fingers are trembling slightly, and I want to pull her against me, to shield her from whatever is making her nervous. Me, probably. This whole insane situation. But I intend to spend the rest of my life making sure she never has a reason to feel that way again.

My thumb brushes over her ring finger as I slide the cool metal into place. It fits perfectly. Of course it does. She was made for me. I want her wearing my name, to see her wearing my ring and carrying my child. The thought is so vivid, so real, it hits me like a physical wave. I want to see her swollen with my baby, a permanent tie that binds us together, that makes her irrevocably mine. A new family. My family.

Her turn. Her small hand shakes as she picks up my ring. Her touch is feather-light as she takes my hand. The moment the cool metal settles on my finger, it feels right. Like a missing piece has clicked into place. I look into her eyes, trying to communicate the seismic shift that has just occurred inside me. I want to tell her that this is not a game. It’s no longer pretend. This is everything.

But she just looks away, a flush spreading across her cheeks. She thinks this is a performance. She doesn’t know. Not yet. But she will.

“I now pronounce you husband and wife,” the officiant’s voice booms, finally cutting through the fog in my head. “You may kiss the bride.”

Husband and wife. The words resonate deep within my soul. There is no going back. There will be no divorce. There is only her. Me. Us.

I don’t hesitate.

I close the small space between us, my hands coming up to frame her face. Her skin is impossibly soft. I hear a soft gasp from her, but it’s lost as I lower my head and claim her lips.

It’s not a gentle, chaste kiss for an audience. It’s a claiming. A promise. I pour every ounce of the possessive, consuming need roaring through me into that single point of contact. Her lips are soft, giving, and I can’t stop the low groan that rumbles in my chest. I deepen the kiss just for a second, my tongue tracing the seam of her lips in a silent demand for entry. She trembles against me, her hands coming up to rest on my chest, and for a terrifying moment I think she’s going to push me away. But she doesn’t. She just holds on, her fingers clutching at the lapels of my jacket.

I pull back before I lose all control in front of two hundred people. Her eyes are wide, dazed. Her lips are swollen and wet, a dark pink that makes my blood heat. A deep, beautiful flush stains her cheeks, all the way down to the delicate skin above her gown’s neckline. Perfect.

I lean in, my lips brushing against the shell of her ear. She shivers. My voice is a low growl, meant only for her. “If you liked that kiss, Charlotte… you’re going to love our wedding night.”

I feel the rush of air as she inhales sharply. Her blush deepens, a wave of crimson that washes over her entire face. She looks everywhere but at me, flustered, overwhelmed. I want to laugh. I want to scoop her up and carry her out of this church and straight to my bed.

“Y-you… we…” she stammers, her voice a breathy whisper. Then she seems to give up, just pressing her lips together in a tight, embarrassed line.

The music swells again with the triumphant notes of the recessional. I offer her my arm, and she places her hand on it, her touch hesitant. I cover her hand with mine, my fingers pressing down, a silent, undeniable claim. I straighten my shoulders, my gaze fixed on the long aisle ahead.

And we walk.

Every step is a victory. The people lining the aisle are a blur, their faces irrelevant. Their applause is a distant roar. The only thing that matters is the woman beside me, her hand in mine, the sweet scent of her in my lungs. My wife.

My pride is a palpable thing, a warmth spreading through my chest, a fierce, protective joy. I am no longer the ruthless shark in the boardroom. I am a husband. And this beautiful, perfect woman on my arm… she is my wife.

Nothing else matters. I will protect her. I will provide for her. I will fill our home with children. She will never want for anything.

She will be mine.

Forever.


Chapter Three
Charlotte


The bright June sun hits me like a physical force the moment we step outside the church, and I have to blink against it, my eyes adjusting to the glare after the cool, dim interior. I feel a dizzy, lightheaded sensation, a strange detachment from my own body, as if I’m watching this scene happen to someone else.

Nathan Sinclair is my husband now. And my lips still tingle from the force of his kiss.

If you liked that kiss, Charlotte… you’re going to love our wedding night.

His whispered words echo in my head, making my stomach clench and my cheeks burn all over again. I tell myself it was just for show. A performance for the guests, a way to sell the lie. He’s a ruthless businessman, after all. Every move he makes is probably calculated. That kiss, those words… it was all part of the act. Part of the contract. It had to be.

But it doesn’t stop the way my skin seems to hum with an awareness of him, a tingling, electric current that flows between us at the point where my hand rests in the crook of his arm. He’s solid and warm beside me, his presence a gravitational pull that’s both terrifying and intoxicating.

“Right over here, Mr. and Mrs. Sinclair!” a cheerful voice calls out. A photographer, a round-faced man with a kind smile, is gesturing toward a small, manicured garden at the side of the church. “We’ll take some pictures of just the two of you before we bring your families in.”

Nathan slides an arm around my waist, guiding me gently but firmly toward the designated spot. I feel the heat of his palm through the thin silk of my gown, a brand on my skin. My breath hitches.

“Okay, let’s start with something simple,” the photographer says, raising his camera. “Mr. Sinclair, if you could just stand behind your beautiful bride and put your arms around her waist. That’s it. Perfect. Now, Mrs. Sinclair, turn your head slightly and look up at him. Yeah, just like that!”

I obey, tilting my head back, feeling a strange flutter in my stomach when he calls me Mrs. Sinclair. My eyes meet Nathan’s. That intense, hungry gaze that he’d had right before he kissed me is back, and it’s fixed solely on me. As if no one else exists. As if our wedding guests aren’t beginning to form a crowd behind the photographer to watch what’s happening. He’s looking at me like… like I’m the most beautiful thing he’s ever seen. A warm, soft smile plays on his lips, a genuine smile that reaches his eyes, crinkling the corners. It’s not the smile of a man closing a business deal. It’s the smile of a husband who’s completely, hopelessly in love with his wife.

My heart stumbles, then starts beating double-time. This feels too real. The weight of his arm around my waist and the possessive way it holds me. The scent of his cologne. The adoring look in his eyes. It’s all a carefully constructed facade, I know it is, but I can feel myself getting lost in it. I want to believe it’s real. I really, really do.

Click.

“Wonderful! Absolutely beautiful! The chemistry between you two is off the charts,” the photographer chirps, completely oblivious. “Okay, now let’s get one with a little more romance. Nathan, maybe you could kiss her cheek? And Charlotte, while he’s doing that, I want you smiling at the camera.”

My body tenses at the word ‘kiss’ again. Before I can even process the instruction, Nathan is leaning in, and the feel of his lips against my cheek is… not what I expected. It’s not a quick, perfunctory peck. He lingers, the warmth of his mouth seeping into my skin, the faint scrape of his stubble sending a shiver down my spine. I try to remember to smile at the camera, but my lips feel numb, my mind completely blank. All I can focus on is the spot on my cheek where his lips touch. It feels like it’s burning, a tingling heat that spreads all through me.

Click. Click.

“Perfect! Okay, let’s get a little more intimate,” the photographer directs. “I want you facing each other. Nathan, cup her face in your hands, like you’re about to kiss her. But don’t actually do it, not yet. Just hold it there.”

My breath catches in my throat as Nathan moves to stand beside me while I turn to face him, his hands coming up to cradle my face. His palms are warm and slightly rough against my skin, and I’m suddenly very aware of the sheer size of him, of the strength in his hands as they hold me so gently. His thumbs brush against my cheekbones, and my whole body feels like it’s melting. His eyes are so intense, so focused on me. They’re like stormy seas, and I’m drowning in them. The look in them is so… raw.

“I… I’m not sure I can…” I whisper, the words barely audible as I try not to give in to the feeling of being entirely overwhelmed by him.

My eyes dart out to the crowd, my father’s face the only one I recognize, and for a moment, I want to run to him and ask him to take me away from all this after all. How am I supposed to spend a year with Nathan Sinclair and not lose my heart to him? It seems impossible right now.

“Shhh,” he murmurs softly. “You’re doing great. Just look at me, Charlotte. Only at me. I’ve got you.”

I glance up at him again, and I couldn’t look away even if I wanted to. His gaze is a physical force, pinning me in place. I feel my cheeks flush, and I’m sure I must look like a tomato, but I can’t bring myself to care. My heart is hammering against my ribs, so loud I’m surprised the photographer can’t hear it. I don’t know what I expected from Nathan, but it wasn’t this. It wasn’t this… tenderness. This adoration. This intensity. It’s all a performance, I tell myself again. He’s just really good at this. Much better than I am, apparently. Because the way he’s looking at me… it doesn’t feel like acting. Not even a little bit. It feels real.

Click. Click. Click.

The sound of the camera shutter is a distant buzz, a world away. All that exists is the two of us, the space between us shrinking with every second that passes.

“Okay, now that we have that,” the photographer says, his voice breaking the spell. “Let’s get a little closer. I want you to be chest to chest. Nathan, put your arms around her and hold her close. Charlotte, put your arms around his neck. Perfect. Now, just look at each other.”

My hands tremble as I lift them, my fingers brushing against the crisp, cool fabric of his collar before I link them behind his neck. My heart gives another wild flutter as my palms rest against the nape of his neck, and I can feel the slight, ticklish touch of the soft hair there. He shifts closer, and my body is suddenly flush against his, my breasts pressed against the hard wall of his chest. His arm tightens around my waist, pulling me impossibly closer, and a soft gasp escapes my lips.

Click. Click. Click.

The sound of the camera seems so far away as I stare up into Nathan’s eyes, losing myself in their intensity.

“You look so beautiful, Mrs. Sinclair,” he whispers, dipping his head just enough that I can feel his warm breath tickling against my lips.

If hearing the photographer call me Mrs. Sinclair had made me feel flustered, then hearing Nathan use the name... it makes my whole body feel as though it’s been set on fire. I can feel it all over, from the tingles on my skin to the warmth pooling deep in my belly.

“I... Thank you,” I manage to whisper, my voice hoarse. My cheeks feel like they’re on fire, and I suddenly feel so shy and exposed under the weight of his gaze. I have the sudden urge to hide my face in his chest and just stay there, wrapped in his arms, away from the rest of the world. I don’t know where the thought comes from, but it’s strong, and it scares me a little.

“This is great,” the photographer’s voice cuts through the haze again, “but it’s time for you to kiss your wife again, Mr. Sinclair. This is a wedding, after all.”

I almost protest. I almost pull away. I don’t know if my heart can handle another one of those kisses. But it’s already too late.

Nathan doesn’t wait for the photographer to finish speaking. He lowers his head, and then his lips are on mine again. This one is different from the one at the altar. It’s still deep and claiming, but there’s a softness to it this time. A tenderness that makes my knees feel weak. His lips move against mine, slow and deliberate, a silent conversation I’m not sure I understand, but one that my body seems to know the answer to. My fingers tighten in the hair at the nape of his neck, and a soft sigh escapes me.

The world around us fades away again. The guests, the church, the photographer... it all disappears. There’s only him, and the feel of his lips on mine, and the way my whole body seems to come alive under his touch. I can feel the heat building between us, a slow, steady burn that threatens to consume me. I’ve never felt anything like this before, this dizzying, overwhelming rush of sensation.

Click. Click. Click.

The sound of the camera shutter pulls me back to reality, and I pull back from him, my breath coming in short, sharp gasps. My cheeks are on fire, and I’m sure I must look like a mess, but I don’t care. All I can do is stare up at him, my lips still tingling. He’s looking at me with that same intense, hungry gaze, and I feel a shiver run down my spine despite the warm sun.

“Okay, now let’s bring in the guests for a big group photo,” the photographer calls out, breaking the spell that has been woven between us. He lowers his camera, a wide smile on his face. “You two are incredible together. The love is just radiating from you. It’s going to be a beautiful album.”

As the guests begin gathering around us, I wonder how anyone could see that much love between two people who’ve only known each other for an hour. It’s all a lie, isn’t it? A performance. A well-orchestrated lie.

At least, that’s what it’s supposed to be.


Chapter Four
Nathan


The reception hall is a sea of noise and motion, but I barely register any of it. My entire world has narrowed to the woman beside me. My wife. The word still sends a jolt of satisfaction through me, a possessive thrill that’s more potent than any business deal I’ve ever closed.

We’re seated at a small, intimate table, just the two of us. A deliberate choice. I know it’s unconventional not to have our parents flanking us, but I don’t care. When I’d first arranged it that way, it had been because I didn’t want to engage in conversation about how beautiful the wedding had been, knowing that it was all fake. But now that I’ve seen my bride and know I have found the woman I want to spend the rest of my life with... now I’m glad we’re seated alone for a whole different reason. The thought of having to share her, even for a moment, makes my jaw clench. I want her to myself. This is our first day as husband and wife. The rest of the world can wait.

She’s picking at the food on her plate, her movements small and nervous. She hasn’t said much since the photographs, just a few quiet “thank yous” when I opened the car door for her, or guided her through the hotel lobby. Her shyness is… endearing. I watch her for a moment, admiring the way the sunlight catches in her hair, the delicate curve of her neck as she looks down at her plate. She’s exquisite.

I cut a small piece of the medium-rare filet mignon from my own plate, fork it, and lift it to her lips. “Here,” I say, my voice low. “Try this. It’s perfect.”

Her head snaps up, her wide blue eyes filled with surprise. A delicate pink blush stains her cheeks. “Oh. I... I can feed myself, thank you.”

“I know you can,” I reply, not lowering the fork. My tone is gentle, but firm. It’s not a suggestion. “But I want to take care of you, Charlotte. Please.”

She hesitates for a moment, her gaze darting from the fork to my face and back again. Then, with a tiny, almost imperceptible sigh, she leans forward and parts her lips. I slide the piece of meat into her mouth, watching intently as her lips close around the fork. My own mouth goes dry. A slow fire starts to burn in my gut. I can’t wait to get her alone. I can’t wait to see that pretty mouth filled with something else entirely.

She chews slowly, a thoughtful expression on her face. “It’s... good,” she says, her voice soft. “Very tender.”

“Good.” I cut another piece, offering it to her again. This time, she doesn’t protest. She just accepts the food, her cheeks flushing a deeper shade of pink. I feel a surge of something dark and possessive. I like this. I like taking care of her. I like her blushing and accepting my attention. It feels right. Natural. The chatter and laughter from the other tables fade into a distant hum, a background noise to the quiet intimacy of our own little world. I don’t give a damn about any of them.

“So,” I say, placing my fork down and leaning forward, resting my elbows on the table. “Tell me about yourself, Charlotte. What do you like to do? When you’re not saving your family’s company and marrying strangers.”

A small smile touches her lips. “There isn’t much to tell,” she says, looking down at her hands. “All my life I’ve been focused on the future. I was studying for a BBA at college, but I graduated a few months ago, and I’ve been working alongside my father ever since. I think he’s more than ready to retire, so he’s been teaching me everything I need to know to take over.”

“That seems like a lot of responsibility for such a young woman,” I say as I spear another piece of meat with my fork and offer it to her. “Haven’t you ever wanted to just... be young? Go on trips with friends? Go to parties?”

She accepts the food again, chewing thoughtfully. “I’ve just never found that kind of thing fun, you know? After Mom died when I was little, it was just Dad and me, and I idolized him. I watched him give everything he could to grow his business so we could be secure... so we’d never have to worry about money. And I wanted to be just like him. Especially when he was at the peak of his success. But with the way the market crashed and a few bad investments... things got hard for him. I just want to make him proud. I want to take over the company he’s poured his entire life into, and I want to make it thrive again. I know I can do it.”

Her passion is clear. I’m impressed. She’s not just a beautiful, delicate flower. She has a fire in her. A drive. A sense of loyalty and determination. I like it. A lot.

“What about boyfriends?” I ask. “Surely you had a string of them at college?” I try to keep my tone casual, but I’m not. I’m not casual at all. I need to know. I need to know if any other man has touched her. Has kissed her. The thought alone sends a possessive rage through me, and my hands clench into fists under the table. I force them to relax.

Her cheeks flush a deeper shade of red, and she looks down at her plate again. “No. No boyfriends. I... I didn’t have time for that kind of thing. And I’m... I’m a bit shy.”

A wave of relief washes over me so intense it’s almost dizzying. No boyfriends. Good. I will be her first. Her only. The thought is so primal, so powerful, it takes my breath away.

“What about you?” she asks. “I’d have thought a man like you would have plenty of women desperate to marry you.” There’s a genuine curiosity in her voice, but also a hint of something else. Insecurity? Maybe. I’ll have to work on that. I want her to know she’s the only one. The only one who matters to me anymore.

“There have been women. But none that I ever considered marrying. Nobody who ever lasted more than a few weeks. I was too busy building my company. I didn’t have the time or the patience for a relationship. But that doesn’t matter now. None of it does. Not now I have you.”

I watch as a small, shy smile plays on her lips. She’s so goddamn beautiful when she smiles. It lights up her whole face.

The clinking of a glass cuts through the room, the sound ringing out clear and commanding. All heads turn towards the table where my best man, James, is now standing. He taps the glass again with a spoon, the room quietening in response.

“I’d like to say a few words, if I may,” he says, his voice warm and confident. He looks over at us, a genuine smile on his face. “I’ve known Nathan for over twenty years. In that time, I have never seen him look at anyone the way he looks at Charlotte. I’ve never seen him so… happy. So completely and utterly captivated by another human being. Nathan, my friend, you are a lucky, lucky man. And Charlotte, you’ve brought out a side of him I wasn’t sure existed. Welcome to the family. To the happy couple!”

He raises his glass, and the room erupts in a chorus of “To the happy couple!” and applause. I feel a surge of pride.

Now it’s my own turn. The moment I’ve been waiting for. A chance to tell her how I feel. To tell everyone.

I take a deep breath and rise to my feet. My chair scrapes against the floor, the sound echoing in the now-silent room. Every eye is on me. But I want to see only one pair. I turn to face Charlotte, my entire being focused on her.

“I’m not a man of many words,” I begin, my voice steady and clear. “I prefer action. I believe actions speak louder than words. But today, on my wedding day, I need to make an exception. Because I need everyone in this room, most importantly my beautiful bride, to know exactly how I feel.”

I reach out and take her small, delicate hand in mine, her skin warm and soft against my palm. I give it a gentle squeeze.

“From the very first moment I saw you, I knew in that instant that my life would never be the same. I knew I would never want another woman ever again. In that single moment, I knew that you, Charlotte, would be the woman I’d spend the rest of my life with.”

A collective gasp ripples through the room. Only a few people close to me know that this marriage started out as a business arrangement, and everyone else believes it was a whirlwind romance that resulted in a quick wedding. I’ve even heard a few whispered rumors that I’ve had to rush to put a ring on her finger because she’s already pregnant. Of course that isn’t true, but right now, Charlotte carrying my child is the only thing that could make me any happier. Or prouder. A powerful wave of longing washes over me at the thought of seeing her body change to accommodate our baby. To watch her swell with my child.

“Today is only the beginning. I promise you a lifetime of happiness, Charlotte. I promise to devote every single day of the rest of my life to you. To our family.”

I let the words hang in the air for a moment, my eyes locked on hers. Her own beautiful blue eyes are wide, and they’re glistening with unshed tears. She looks stunned, overwhelmed. And then a shy, beautiful smile touches her lips, a dreamy little smile that makes my heart clench in my chest.

“I can’t wait for the day I get to see you carrying my child. For the day our family begins. I want a big family, Charlotte. With you.”

The blush on her cheeks deepens, a beautiful, delicate pink that spreads all the way down her neck. I want to lean in and kiss that blush. To taste it. To feel the heat of it on my lips. But I hold back. That can wait until I’ve got her home tonight, where she won’t have to hold back her moans or hide the way her body responds to mine.

“To Charlotte,” I say, my voice firm, raising my glass. “My wife. My entire world.”

The room erupts in cheers and applause again, the sound a dull roar in my ears. I sit back down beside my wife, placing my glass back on the table. I don’t take my eyes off her. I can’t. She’s looking at me now with that same dazed, dreamy look, and I wonder what she’s thinking. Does she feel it too? This connection? This overwhelming pull? God, I hope so. Because if she doesn’t, I’ll spend the rest of my life making her feel it. I’ll make her mine in every possible way until she can’t imagine a life without me.

I lean in, my lips brushing against her ear. “James was right earlier. I am a very lucky man to have you, Mrs. Sinclair.”

Her breath hitches, a soft little gasp that’s music to my ears. I pull back just enough to look into her eyes, and then I’m kissing her. It’s a soft, sweet kiss this time. Her lips are soft and pliant under mine, and I have to force myself to pull back before I get carried away in front of all these people. Before I do something that will make her blush even more than she already is.

My mind is already racing, already thinking ahead to tonight. To getting her alone. To finally having her all to myself. The thought of her in my bed, her body bare and eager for me, is enough to make my blood heat. I want to learn every curve of her body, every secret spot that makes her gasp. I want to hear her moan my name. I want to claim her, over and over again, until she’s completely and utterly mine.

If there are any lingering doubts in her head that this isn’t real, they will be destroyed by the time I’m finished with her tonight.


Chapter Five
Charlotte


Even after everyone finished eating and the tables were cleared from the center of the room to make space for the dance floor, we still didn’t leave our little table. People keep coming up to us, telling us how much they loved the ceremony and how happy they are for us. And with every congratulations, every hug, every well-meaning smile, the lie feels more and more real.

Nathan’s arm stays wrapped around my waist, a warm, steady weight that I’ve grown so used to in just a few short hours that I almost miss it when he has to move away for a moment. But then he’s back, and it’s there again, a silent, possessive claim that sends a shiver down my spine. He’s been so attentive all day, so perfect. He keeps whispering in my ear, telling me how beautiful I am, how much he loves having me on his arm. And every single word feels like it’s chipping away at the armor I’ve so carefully built around my heart. Especially after that speech he gave. He made it sound so heartfelt that, for a moment, I almost believed him. I almost let myself believe that he was actually in love with me.

And now his speech has left me thinking about what it would be like to be pregnant with his child. To carry a baby that would be a mix of us both. The thought is both terrifying and strangely appealing. I’ve always known that I would like to have a family one day, even though I know it would be difficult to balance work and a child. But I’ve never really let myself think about what that would actually look like. And now I can’t seem to stop thinking about it. About what it would be like to see my stomach swell with new life. To feel a baby kick from inside me. To look at my child and see Nathan’s eyes, or my nose, or a mix of us both.

But those kinds of thoughts are dangerous. They’re the kind of thoughts that will only lead to a broken heart. Because this isn’t real. He might be a good actor, but that’s all this is. An act. A performance. And I’m just a... a prop. The pretty wife to help him get his inheritance.

But if it’s a performance, he should have won an Oscar. Because he’s good. So, so good.

And as the band strikes up a slow, romantic melody, the singer calls us to the floor for our first dance as husband and wife. I find myself being pulled to my feet, Nathan’s hand closing around mine. He doesn’t say a word, just leads me towards the center of the dance floor, a small smile playing on his lips. My heart is beating so fast I can feel it in my throat, and my palms are damp.

As soon as we step onto the floor, all conversations die down, and a spotlight illuminates us. The whole room is watching, their eyes on us, and I feel a wave of self-consciousness wash over me. But Nathan just pulls me closer, his arm wrapping around my waist, his other hand taking mine and holding it to his chest. And suddenly, I don’t care that everyone is watching. All I can feel is the warmth of his body against mine, the steady beat of his heart beneath my palm.

He starts to move, and to my surprise, my body follows, falling into step with him as if we’ve been dancing together for years. I don’t know how he does it, but he makes it feel so natural, so effortless. I’ve always been a bit clumsy, but with him, I feel almost graceful.

I can’t believe how perfect this day has been so far. Everything I’d ever dreamed a real wedding would be. The beautiful church, the flowers, the food, the kind words from our guests... and now this. A perfect, romantic first dance, with a handsome, attentive groom who can’t seem to keep his hands off me. It’s all so perfect. Too perfect.

He holds me close, so close I can feel the warmth of his breath on my hair. He’s tall and muscular, his big, strong arms wrapped around me and holding me against him in a way that feels both protective and possessive. And being in his arms like this creates that now all-too-familiar ache between my thighs. I’ve been feeling it all day, a dull, persistent throb that seems to get stronger every time he touches me. Every time he looks at me. And I wonder, not for the first time today, if I might have got myself in too deep with this arranged marriage.

I knew it would be hard. I knew it would be awkward. But I never expected this. I never expected him to be so convincing. The way he looks at me... the way he touches me... it all feels so sincere, so genuine. But it can’t be. Can it?

“Have you enjoyed our special day, Mrs. Sinclair?” he murmurs against the top of my head, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine.

Mrs. Sinclair. Every time he says it, it sends a jolt straight through me. A confusing mix of pride and fear. “It’s been... amazing,” I whisper, the words barely audible even to my own ears. “It’s been more than I ever could have imagined.”

And it’s true. Every moment has felt like something out of a fairytale. From the moment I saw him standing at the altar, looking so handsome and intense in his tailored suit, I’ve been living in a dream. A dream that I’m terrified is going to end the moment we’re alone and there is nobody around us to perform for.

“Good,” he says, tightening his grip on me, pulling me even closer until there’s no space left between us. “It’s what you deserve. To feel like a princess on your wedding day.”

I can’t help the small, breathless laugh that escapes me. “I’ve never been a princess,” I say, my voice still soft.

“No?” he asks, pulling back just enough to look into my eyes. The look in them is so intense, so... adoring. “Well, you are now. My princess.”

My heart stumbles, then starts beating double-time. My cheeks feel like they’re on fire, and I’m sure he can feel the way my whole body is trembling in his arms. But it’s not from fear. It’s from something else. Something I can’t name. Or maybe something I don’t want to name.

“Thank you,” I whisper, not knowing what else to say. I feel so overwhelmed by him, by the intensity of his gaze, by the possessive way he’s holding me. I feel like I’m drowning in him, and I don’t want to be saved.

We continue to sway to the music, our bodies moving in perfect sync. I don’t know how long we dance like that, lost in our own little world. It feels like a lifetime, and it feels like no time at all. All I know is that I never want it to end.

But of course, it has to end. The song comes to a close, and the room erupts in applause again. For a moment, I feel a pang of disappointment. I don’t want to share him with anyone else. I want to stay here, in his arms, for the rest of the night. The rest of my life.

But then the band strikes up another song, a faster, more upbeat tune, and the rest of our guests join us on the dance floor. Nathan keeps me close for a moment longer, then releases me, taking my hand in his. “Come on,” he says, his voice warm. “Let’s go and mingle.”

He leads me off the dance floor, and for the next hour, we’re caught in a whirlwind of introductions and conversations. He introduces me to everyone as “my beautiful wife, Charlotte,” and every single time he says it, I feel a little thrill. I smile and nod and make polite conversation, but my mind is elsewhere. It’s on him. On the way he looks so proud to have me on his arm; on the way he keeps touching me as if he needs to constantly reassure himself that I’m really here.

I’m not used to this kind of attention. And this may be the only wedding day I ever have, so surely there’s no harm in letting myself enjoy it for as long as I can. Just for tonight. Tomorrow, I can go back to being sensible. I can put the armor back on. But tonight... tonight, I want nothing more than to be his princess.

So I smile brightly and cling to my husband’s arm as we make our way around the room. I let him lead me, let him introduce me, let him show me off like a precious jewel.

And I have to admit, it feels good. Really good.


Chapter Six
Nathan


The party winds down, the music softening, the chatter fading into tired but happy murmurs. It’s late. And I’ve been waiting all day for this. For this moment. The end of the performance. The start of the rest of our lives.

We’re standing by the grand entrance of the hotel’s ballroom, saying our goodbyes. Robert is here, looking older than I remember him, but with a glint of pride in his eyes as he looks at his daughter. He pulls Charlotte into a tight hug, and I can see the unshed tears glistening in his eyes.

“You take care of her, son,” he says, his voice gruff with emotion as he turns to me and claps a hand on my shoulder.

“I will,” I say, my voice firm. “I promise.”

“You’d better.” He gives me a look that’s half warning, half plea. “She’s my whole world.”

I understand. Because she’s becoming mine, too.

Charlotte pulls away from her father, a few tears tracing paths down her cheeks. She turns to me, and I wrap my arm around her waist, pulling her close against my side. I give her a gentle squeeze, a silent reassurance. She leans into me, her body soft and warm.

We wave goodbye to the remaining guests who are gathered outside, watching us leave. They’re calling out congratulations and well wishes, their faces happy and smiling. I guide Charlotte towards the waiting car with a gentle hand on her back, feeling the delicate curve of her spine through the thin fabric of her dress. The driver is holding the door open for us, and I help her in, my hand lingering on her waist for a moment longer than necessary before I slide in beside her.

The door closes with a soft, definitive thud, shutting out the noise of the crowd and leaving us in the quiet, dimly lit interior of the car. It’s just the two of us now. Alone. For the first time all day.

I want nothing more than to pull her into my arms and kiss her senseless. To taste those soft lips again, to feel her body pressed against mine, to finally have her the way I’ve been dying to all day. My blood is already running hot, my cock stirring to life at the mere thought of it.

But she doesn’t move closer. In fact, she does the opposite. She shifts away from me, pressing herself against the opposite door, as far away from me as she can get on the back seat. She turns her head to look out the window, her profile a delicate silhouette against the darkness outside. The curve of her neck is exposed, vulnerable. It takes every ounce of my self-control not to lean over and run my tongue along that slender column.

“Are you okay?” I ask.

She doesn’t turn to look at me. She just keeps staring out the window, her reflection a pale, distant ghost in the glass. “I’m just tired,” she says, her voice small and tight. “It’s been a long day.”

The car starts to move, pulling away from the curb and gliding smoothly into the night traffic. The city lights blur into streaks of color outside her window. We drive in silence for a few moments, the air thick with unspoken words. I can feel the tension coming off her in waves, a palpable, brittle energy.

Then she surprises me.

“Will I have my own bedroom?” she asks, her voice so quiet I almost don’t hear her.

The question hits me like a physical blow. Own bedroom? The thought is so absurd, so utterly wrong, it makes my stomach clench. Why would she want her own bedroom? Why would she want to be away from me? Doesn’t she feel it too? This connection? This need?

“Your own bedroom?” I repeat, my voice rougher than I intend.

She flinches at the tone, her shoulders hunching slightly. “Yes. At your house. Will I have my own room?”

“No,” I say. The word is flat. Final. There is no room for negotiation on this point. She belongs with me. In my bed. In my arms. “You won’t.”

She finally turns to look at me then, her wide blue eyes filled with surprise. A flicker of fear. “What? But... our agreement...”

“To hell with our agreement,” I cut her off, my patience snapping. I reach across the space between us, my fingers wrapping around her delicate wrist. Her skin is warm, and I can feel the frantic flutter of her pulse against my thumb. “You’re my wife, Charlotte. You belong with me. In my bed.”

I pull her towards me, and she comes without a fight, her body pliant, her eyes locked on mine. The scent of her perfume, something soft and floral, fills my senses, making my head spin. She’s close now, so close I can see the tiny flecks of silver in her blue eyes, the dark, dilated pupils that betray her own response to me.

“You don’t have to pretend anymore,” she whispers, her voice trembling slightly. “We’re alone now. There’s no one to perform for.”

The words hit me like a splash of ice water. I’m confused for a minute, my mind struggling to process what she’s saying. And then it clicks. She thought I was acting. The whole time. The speeches, the compliments, the way I couldn’t keep my hands off her... she thought it was all part of the show.

The realization hits me hard, a sudden, sharp pang of something that feels suspiciously like guilt. I’ve been so caught up in my own overwhelming feelings, in the intensity of my sudden, all-consuming obsession, that I never once stopped to consider how this must look from her side. Of course she thought it was an act. That was the deal, wasn’t it? A temporary marriage. A performance for the public eye. I’m the one who changed the rules without ever telling her.

I pull her flush against my side on the back seat, wrapping a possessive arm around her while my other hand comes up to cup her face, my thumb gently stroking her cheek. Her skin is impossibly soft.

“Hey,” I say, my voice soft, but firm. “Look at me.”

Her wide, uncertain eyes meet mine, and I can see the fear and confusion swimming in their depths. It makes something inside me ache. I need to fix this. I need to make her understand.

“That speech I gave,” I say, my gaze locked on hers. “Every word of it was true. I meant everything I said, Charlotte. And as for pretending... I’m not pretending.”

I lean in, pressing my forehead against hers. She’s so close I can feel her breath on my lips, warm and sweet.

“The moment I saw you this morning, walking down that aisle... I felt something. Something I’ve never felt before in my life. I’ve spent my entire life building an empire, controlling every outcome, every variable. But you... you completely knocked me off my feet. I fell for you so hard and so fast that I’m half wondering if I went crazy the moment I saw you.”

I press a soft kiss to her temple, then another to her cheek. I can feel her tense in my arms for a moment, then slowly begin to relax, her body melting against mine.

“This isn’t fake to me anymore,” I murmur against her skin. “None of it. I want you. I want all of you. For the rest of our lives.”

Her breathing hitches, and I can feel the rapid flutter of her pulse against my fingertips as they glide slowly down her throat. Her armor is crumbling. I can see it in her eyes, feel it in the way she’s leaning into me now, her body unconsciously seeking mine.

“I can’t wait to get you home,” I whisper, my voice dropping lower, rougher. “I can’t wait to show you how much I truly want you. How I plan to make you scream my name all night while I prove to you that you’re mine. And you always will be mine.”

Her lips part on a soft gasp, her eyes darkening with a mixture of fear and desire. She starts to get breathless, making soft whimpering sounds that go straight to my cock, making it harden painfully against the confines of my pants.

“I’m going to bury myself so deep inside you,” I continue, my words a dark, possessive promise against her ear. “I’m going to claim every inch of you, over and over again, until you’re completely and utterly mine. Until you can’t think of anything else but me, can’t feel anything but me.”

Her breaths are coming in ragged little pants now, her chest rising and falling with each one. Her body is trembling in my arms, and I know it’s not from fear anymore. It’s from need. From the same dark, hungry need that’s consuming me from the inside out.

“And once my baby is growing inside you,” I murmur, my hand moving down to rest on her stomach, the fabric of her dress soft under my palm. “Once you’re swollen with my child... you’ll have absolutely no doubt that you belong to me. That you were made for me. And I was made for you.”

That’s it. That’s what does it. Her eyes glaze over, a soft, helpless moan escaping her lips. She’s completely lost to me now, lost in a sea of sensation and emotion. I’ve broken through every last one of her defenses.

I can’t wait another second.

I crush my lips to hers, kissing her the way I’ve been dying to all day. My tongue plunges into her mouth, tangling with hers in a desperate, hungry dance. She kisses me back with a fierce, desperate need that mirrors my own, her hands coming up to clutch at my shoulders, her fingers digging into the fabric of my suit jacket. She’s just as hungry for this as I am. Just as desperate for this connection.

“Feel how badly I need you, princess,” I growl against her lips.

I guide her hand down my chest, over my stomach, until it’s resting on the hard, throbbing length of my cock. I press her hand against me, a guttural groan tearing from my throat at the feel of her touch, even through the layers of clothing. Her fingers twitch, a small, hesitant movement that sends a jolt of pure electricity through me. I want her to touch me. Properly. I want to feel her soft, delicate hand wrapped around my bare cock, stroking me, bringing me to the brink of insanity. But before I can act on the thought, the car begins to slow.

I pull back, my breath coming in ragged gasps. We’re here. We’re home.

The car pulls to a smooth stop in front of my house, the sprawling modern mansion silhouetted against the dark, moonlit sky. The driver gets out and opens my door, but I don’t move. I just look at her. My wife. Her lips are swollen from my kiss, her cheeks flushed, her eyes dark and dazed with desire. She looks thoroughly, beautifully ravished. And this is just the beginning.

“Welcome home, Charlotte,” I say, my voice low and rough. “This is where you belong now. With me. Forever.”


Chapter Seven
Charlotte


The word “forever” echoes in my mind as the car door opens and Nathan slides out into the cool night air. He doesn’t let go of my hand, just tugs gently, pulling me out of the car after him. My legs feel shaky, like they might not hold me. My mind is a whirlwind of everything he said in the car, everything he did. The intensity of it was overwhelming. Terrifying. And so, so exciting.

I’m still not sure I believe him. How can I? It’s all too much, too fast. Too perfect. But the way he looked at me, the way he touched me, the undisguised need in his voice... it all felt so real. So genuine. A part of me, a small, foolish, hopeful part of me, wants to believe it’s true. That this isn’t just a performance anymore. That he’s not just saying what he thinks I want to hear. That he might actually be falling for me, just like I’m falling for him.

But the sensible part of me, the part that’s been in control for my entire life, is screaming at me to be careful. To remember the deal. To remember that this is all temporary. That I’m just a means to an end.

But it’s so hard to listen to that sensible voice when he’s looking at me like I’m the only person in the world.

He leads me towards the front door of the house, my hand held securely in his. The house is huge, even bigger than I expected. Bigger than any house I’ve ever seen. It’s all sharp angles and dark glass, looming against the night sky like a modern fortress. A monument to his success. I feel a small pang of... something. Insecurity, maybe. This is his world. A world of wealth and power and luxury. A world I know nothing about. I feel like a small, delicate bird that has somehow found its way into a lion’s den.

He unlocks the door and pushes it open before scooping me up into his arms and carrying me across the threshold. I can’t hold back a little squeal of delight as he literally sweeps me off my feet, and I wrap my arms around his neck. As he steps inside, my eyes wide as I try to take in the vast, open-plan living space. The ceilings are high, the walls are white, and the furniture is all sleek, minimalist, and looks outrageously expensive. There’s a huge floor-to-ceiling window that looks out onto a perfectly manicured garden and a swimming pool that glitters under the moonlight. It’s beautiful.

But I don’t have long to dwell on it, because as soon as the door clicks shut behind us, he’s on me. He lowers me to my feet and spins me around to push me back against the cool, smooth surface of the nearest wall. And then his lips are on mine, hard and demanding. It’s a hungry, desperate kiss that steals the air from my lungs and sends me spinning into a dizzying vortex of sensation.

My mind is still trying to process everything that’s happened today, the sheer overwhelming whirlwind of it all, but right now, all I can focus on is the way he’s making me feel. The way his body is pressed against mine, hard and hot and unyielding. The way his hands are roaming over my body, claiming every curve, every dip, every hollow as if he has every right to. The way he’s kissing me as if he’s starving and I’m the only thing that can satisfy him.

I want this. I need this. And right now, it feels as though he needs me too. It feels as though he’s been waiting for this his whole life, even though I know that’s not true.

But I can’t fight it. I don’t want to fight it.

There’s a small voice in the back of my mind, the sensible one, telling me that I’m a fool. That I’m letting myself believe a beautiful lie that’s going to shatter into a million pieces and leave me heartbroken. But it’s getting harder to listen to that voice, harder to care about the consequences when he’s making me feel like this. He’s overwhelming every one of my senses, filling me up until there’s no room for anything else.

He breaks the kiss, both of us panting for breath, and then he’s turning me around, my palms pressed flat against the cool, smooth wall. I can feel the heat of his chest seeping through the thin fabric of my dress, can feel the hard, heavy weight of his cock pressing against the small of my back. A shiver runs through me, an instinctive response to the sheer, undeniable power of him.

“You have no idea,” he growls, his lips brushing against the shell of my ear, sending shivers of electricity down my spine. “You have no idea how much I’ve wanted this. How much I’ve wanted you. From the moment I saw you... I knew. I knew you were mine.”

His hands are at my back now, his long, clever fingers making short work of the delicate line of tiny buttons holding the back of my dress together. Each button that comes undone feels like another piece of my armor falling away, another layer of my resistance crumbling to dust. I’m completely at his mercy, and the thought should scare me, but it doesn’t. All I feel is a dizzying, heady rush of anticipation.

“I’m going to worship this beautiful body,” he murmurs, his words a dark, seductive promise against my skin. “I’m going to kiss every inch of you, taste every part of you. I’m going to make you mine in every way possible. And you’re going to let me, aren’t you, princess? You’re going to let me do whatever I want to you.”

I can’t speak. I can only nod, a breathy, desperate sound escaping my lips as the last button comes undone. My dress pools around my feet in a soft, whispery sigh of silk, leaving me standing there in nothing but my delicate white lace bridal underwear. The cool air of the room caresses my exposed skin, raising goosebumps on my arms and thighs. I’ve never been this naked in front of anyone before. Never. A wave of vulnerability washes over me that’s so potent it makes my knees weak. I feel shy, exposed, and intensely aware of my own body.

I take a deep breath, then turn around to face him, my heart hammering against my ribs. I force myself to meet his gaze, my hands clenching into fists at my sides. I expect... I don’t know what I expect. A look of disappointment, maybe. A clinical appraisal. I’ve never been particularly confident about my body. I’ve always been a bit too soft, a bit too curvy. Not the kind of woman a man like him is probably used to.

But the look on his face isn’t one of disappointment. It’s something else entirely. Something I can’t quite name. He’s just staring at me, his eyes wide, his lips slightly parted. As if he’s mesmerized. As if he’s never seen anything quite so beautiful in his entire life.

“Charlotte...” he breathes, my name a ragged whisper on his lips. “You’re... you’re perfect. Absolutely perfect.”

He reaches out, his fingers tracing the delicate lace of my bra, then slowly, torturously, sliding down to the waistband of my panties. His touch is light, almost hesitant, but it sends a jolt of pure electricity through me, a current that arcs straight to the aching core of me. I can feel the heat pooling between my thighs, a slick, wet heat that’s beginning to soak into my panties. I’m so turned on it’s almost embarrassing.

“I know you said you haven’t dated much,” he says, his voice a rough murmur as he continues to stare at me, his eyes dark and intense. “But I need to know. Have you ever... have you ever been intimate with anyone, Charlotte?”

My cheeks flush with another wave of heat, and I have to fight the urge to cover myself with my hands. The question is so direct, so personal. But it’s the look in his eyes that really gets to me. It’s not just curiosity. There’s something else there. Something possessive. Something hungry.

I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry. “No,” I whisper, the word barely audible. “I... I haven’t.”

Something shifts in Nathan’s eyes then. A darkness descends, a predatory glint that makes my breath catch in my throat. He seems to snap out of his trance, and a deep growl rumbles in his chest.

“Good,” he says, his voice ragged. “So I really am your first... in every way that matters.” He takes a step closer, eliminating the small space between us. He wraps one arm around my waist, pulling me flush against him, while his other hand comes up to cup my face, his thumb stroking my cheek. “I’m going to be the first man to be inside you,” he murmurs, his lips brushing against mine. “And I’m going to be the last.”

His words, dark and absolute, send a jolt of lust straight through me. It’s a terrifying, exhilarating feeling. His possessiveness should repel me, but it’s doing the opposite. It’s turning me on so much that I feel like I’m going to burst into flames. I surrender to it, completely and utterly.

He begins kissing me again, a deep, tantalizing kiss that leaves me breathless and dizzy. His tongue sweeps into my mouth, claiming it as his own, and I melt against him, my body eager for whatever he wants to do to me. He lifts me off the floor as if I weigh nothing, my arms wrapping around his neck as he carries me through the sprawling, open-plan living space and down a long, dimly lit hallway. I don’t even have a chance to look at my new home, to get my bearings. All I can focus on is the feel of his strong, muscular arms around me, the heat of his body against mine, the taste of his lips on mine.

When we reach his room, he lowers me to my feet, my legs feeling shaky and unsteady beneath me. His bedroom is just as I would have imagined it: large, dark, and dominated by a huge king-sized bed with a simple dark wood headboard. The sheets are a deep charcoal gray, and they look impossibly soft. It’s a room that speaks of control and power. But right now, with him in it, it doesn’t feel intimidating. It feels like a sanctuary. A place where I can finally let go of all my inhibitions and just be... with him.

We stand there for a moment, just looking at each other. The air between us is thick with anticipation, with a tension that’s almost painful in its intensity. And then, I take a step closer to push his suit jacket off his shoulders. When my hands reach up to the knot of his tie, he doesn’t stop me. He just watches me with those intense, burning eyes as I slowly, deliberately, loosen the silk fabric and pull it from around his collar.

I want to see him. I want to see all of him.

My hands move to the buttons of his shirt, my fingertips brushing against the hard, warm muscles of his chest with each one I undo. I can feel the rapid, steady beat of his heart beneath my touch. His breath hitches as I push the shirt open, revealing the hard, sculpted planes of his torso. He’s beautiful. So much more beautiful than I ever could have imagined. A fine dusting of dark hair covers his chest, tapering down to a narrow trail that disappears beneath the waistband of his pants.

My eyes follow the trail, and my breath catches in my throat. I can see the distinct, impressive outline of his erection straining against the fabric of his pants. The sight of it, the evidence of his desire for me, sends a fresh wave of heat flooding through me.

I don’t even think about what I’m doing next. It’s just an instinct. A need. I sink to my knees on the plush, gray carpet in front of him, my eyes fixed on the hard ridge of his cock. I’ve never done this before. I’ve never even thought about doing this before. But with him, it feels like the most natural thing in the world. It feels right.

“Charlotte, what are you doing?” he asks, his voice a ragged, breathless whisper.

I look up at him, my heart pounding in my chest. He’s staring down at me, his eyes wild. He looks... magnificent. Like a god. A dark, powerful god who has me completely at his mercy.

“It’s your wedding day too,” I say, my voice soft, but steady. “And you deserve to feel good as well.”

His jaw tightens, and a muscle works in his cheek. He doesn’t say anything, just watches me with those intense, burning eyes. I take that as a yes.

My hands are shaking slightly as I reach for the button of his pants, but I manage to undo it, then slowly pull down the zipper. My fingers brush against the hard, hot length of him through the thin fabric of his boxers, and a soft gasp escapes my lips. He lets out a low groan that creates another rush of wet heat between my thighs, my desire soaking my panties even more.

I hook my fingers into the waistband of his boxers and slowly pull them down, my breath catching in my throat as his cock is finally freed. It springs up, hard and proud and... big. Bigger than I ever could have imagined. A wave of intimidation washes over me, but it’s quickly followed by a surge of need so potent it makes my head spin.

I reach out, my fingers close to him for a moment before I finally, tentatively, wrap my hand around his thick, hard length. He’s so hot, so hard, the skin velvety smooth over the rigid core of him. Another deep groan rumbles in his chest, and he reaches down, his hand covering mine, guiding me.

“Just like that,” he growls, his voice a rough, ragged whisper. “Stroke me, princess.”

I begin to move my hand, my grip firm but gentle, my movements slow and uncertain at first. I’m just going on instinct, on what I think he might like, but from the way he’s reacting, and the guttural sounds he’s making, I think I’m doing okay.

I lean in and press a soft, shy kiss to the tip of his cock. He twitches in my hand, a strangled gasp tearing from his throat. Emboldened by his reaction, I begin to press a trail of open-mouthed kisses along the length of him, my tongue darting out to taste the salty, musky flavor of his skin. His breathing grows harsher, more erratic, and his hand tightens on my head, his fingers tangling in my hair.

I look up at him as I take him into my mouth, my eyes wide and questioning. He’s looking down at me, his gray-blue eyes dark with a fire I’ve never seen before, a fire that seems to burn straight through me, right to the very core of my being. He looks... feral. Wild. And he’s all mine.

“Charlotte,” he groans, my name a ragged, desperate prayer on his lips.

I take him deeper then, my lips stretching around his thick, hard length. I try to take as much of him as I can, my hand stroking the part of him I can’t fit into my mouth. He’s so big, so thick, that my jaw begins to ache, but I don’t stop. I don’t want to stop. I want to please him.

His hips begin to move, a slow, shallow thrust that matches the rhythm of my mouth. He’s being gentle with me, so gentle, but I can feel the barely leashed power coiled in his muscles. I know he’s holding back, and the thought of him letting go and taking control is so intoxicating it makes my head spin.

“Fuck, Charlotte,” he grits out, his voice strained. “Your mouth... so good... so fucking good.”

His praise washes over me, a warm, heady wave that makes me feel powerful, desirable. It makes me want to do more, to be more for him. I hollow my cheeks, sucking him harder while I press my tongue against the underside of his cock, right where I can feel a thick, pulsing vein.

He groans, the sound deep and guttural. His hand tightens in my hair, his control finally snapping as he begins to thrust a little deeper, a little harder. A few times, he hits the back of my throat, and I gag slightly, my eyes watering. But I don’t pull away. I just relax my throat as much as I can, taking him as deep as I can.

His movements become more erratic, more desperate. His whole body is taut as a bowstring, a fine sheen of sweat glistening on his chest. It might be my first time doing this, but it’s obvious he’s close. So close.

But then, just as I think he’s about to spill into my mouth, he pulls away, his cock sliding from my lips with a soft, wet pop. I look up at him, confused. He’s breathing hard, his chest heaving, his eyes wild.

“Nathan?” I whisper, my voice hoarse.

“No,” he says, shaking his head. “Not like this. I need to be inside you. I need to come inside you.” He reaches down, pulling me to my feet. “I have every intention of getting you pregnant on our wedding night, Charlotte.”

The thought, the sheer possessiveness of it, drives me absolutely wild. It’s a dark, primitive instinct, and it resonates with something deep inside me, something I never knew existed. A part of me that wants to be claimed, to be possessed, to be his in every possible way.

Without hesitation, I take hold of his hand and lead him towards the bed.


Chapter Eight
Nathan


I’m so hard it hurts. Every muscle in my body is coiled tight, a knot of pure, primal need. Watching her on her knees, watching those innocent, beautiful lips wrapped around my cock... it was the most erotic thing I’ve ever experienced. But I couldn’t finish like that. The first time I come with my wife, I’m going to be buried so deep inside her that she won’t know where she ends and I begin.

She guides me towards the bed, her small, soft hand wrapped around mine, and the urge to just throw her down on it, spread her legs, and slam into her is so strong I almost can’t fight it. I want to feel her tight, virgin heat gripping me, milking me, pulling every last drop of my seed from my body.

But I know it’s her first time. She’s innocent. Pure. And I’m not. I’m big, and I know I can be rough. I need to make sure she’s ready for me. I need to make this good for her. I need to make it so good that she never even thinks about another man for the rest of her life.

Before she can lay down, I stop her. My fingers hook into the delicate lace of her bra, the scrap of white fabric that’s hiding those perfect breasts from me. I unclasp it, letting it fall away. Her breasts are even more beautiful than I imagined. Round and full, with perfect pink nipples that are already pebbled and hard. I palm one, testing its weight, my thumb brushing over the sensitive peak. She gasps, her back arching, pushing more of herself into my hand.

Next, I hook my fingers into the sides of her panties. I kneel, slowly peeling the last barrier between us down her legs. Her sweet and musky scent hits me then, and my cock throbs in response. I look up at her, my eyes feasting on the sight of her standing there, completely naked and vulnerable. She’s shy, her hands moving to cover herself, but I stop her, my hands on her wrists.

“No,” I say, my voice low and commanding. “Don’t ever hide from your husband. I want to see all of you.”

I stand and help her onto the bed, laying her gently back against the pillows. She looks like an offering. A beautiful, innocent sacrifice laid out for me. For me to take. For me to ruin.

I climb on top of her, my body covering hers, my weight pinning her to the bed. I can feel the softness of her curves against the hard planes of my body, the heat of her skin seeping into me. I lower my head, capturing her lips in a deep, searching kiss. I pour all of my possessiveness, all of my overwhelming need, for her into it.

I kiss her for a long time, my tongue exploring her mouth, my hands roaming over her body, learning every curve and every spot that makes her moan against my lips. The soft, desperate sounds she’s making are driving me insane. Her body is writhing beneath me, her hips moving as she seeks to find some kind of friction between her thighs.

I break the kiss, my lips tracing a path down her neck, over her collarbones, and then lower. I take one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking on it gently, then swirling my tongue around the sensitive peak. She cries out, her back arching off the bed, her hands coming up to tangle in my hair, holding me to her. Her reaction is so raw, so honest, it makes my cock throb.

I give the same attention to her other breast, loving the way she responds to me, the way her body trembles and bucks beneath my touch. She’s so sensitive, so responsive. It’s intoxicating.

But I’m not done exploring her. I have to taste all of her.

I move lower, my lips trailing a path down her stomach, my tongue dipping into her navel. She shivers, her breath hitching in her throat. I can feel her muscles tense, a wave of shyness washing over her as I get closer to the apex of her thighs.

“Relax, princess,” I murmur against her skin. “I’m going to take care of you. I’m going to make you feel so good.”

I settle with my head between her thighs, my hands gently pushing them apart. Her scent is stronger here, a sweet, musky, intoxicating aroma that makes my head spin. I can see how wet she is, how ready she is for me. Her folds are slick with her arousal, and the sight makes my own need spike, sending a hot, urgent pulse thrumming through my veins.

I lean in, my tongue darting out to taste her. She gasps, a sharp, shocked sound, her whole body jerking as if she’s been struck by lightning. She tastes even better than I imagined, and I can’t get enough. I feast on her, my tongue exploring every inch of her sensitive flesh, my lips sucking on her clit. I want to drive her wild. I want to make her lose control. To make her forget everything but me.

Her hips begin to move, a desperate, instinctive rhythm as she seeks more of my touch. Her breaths are coming in ragged, panting gasps, and the sounds she’s making are getting louder, more desperate. She’s close. I can feel it in the way her body is tensing, in the way her thighs are beginning to tremble.

I slide a finger inside her, then another, feeling the tight, wet heat of her. She’s so fucking tight. The thought of my cock stretching her, filling her, is almost enough to make me come right then and there. I crook my fingers, searching for that special spot, and when I find it, she cries out, her back arching off the bed, her body convulsing as she comes.

I don’t stop. I keep licking her, keep fucking her with my fingers, drawing out her orgasm until she’s a writhing, whimpering mess beneath me. Her whole body is trembling, and her thighs are clamped around my head, holding me in place. Finally, I slow my movements, my tongue gentling its assault as she slowly comes back down to earth.

When I finally lift my head, she’s lying there, her chest heaving, her eyes wide and dazed. A slow, lazy smile spreads across her face, and then she lets out a soft, breathless laugh.

“That’s not fair,” she says, her voice a soft, husky whisper. “You got to pleasure me, but I wasn’t allowed to pleasure you.”

A deep, possessive growl rumbles in my chest. “You will be pleasing me soon enough, princess,” I say, my voice rough with need. “I promise you that.”

I crawl back up her body, my mouth finding hers for a deep, possessive kiss. She doesn’t shy away from the taste of herself on my lips. Instead, she kisses me back with a new, desperate hunger, her tongue tangling with mine. I can feel the heat of her naked body against mine, the softness of her curves, the rapid beat of her heart against my chest. It’s so fucking addictive.

But I’m done with foreplay. I need to be inside her. Now.

“Are you ready to be mine, Charlotte?” I ask, my lips brushing against hers.

She just nods, her eyes wide and dark with need. “Yes,” she whispers. “I’m ready.”

I position myself between her thighs, the head of my cock nudging against her slick, wet entrance. I’m so hard it’s painful, and the feel of her, so hot and ready for me, is driving me insane. I want to slam into her, to bury myself to the hilt in one deep, hard thrust. But I force myself to go slow. I need to savor this. I need to savor the moment I claim her, the moment I make her mine.

I push forward, just a little, the head of my cock breaching her tight, virgin heat. She tenses beneath me, a small gasp escaping her lips. I can feel it. The thin, fragile barrier of her innocence.

“Relax, princess,” I murmur, my lips against hers. “Look at me. I want you to look at me while I take you.”

Her eyes meet mine, wide and trusting and filled with a mixture of fear and desire. It’s the most beautiful fucking thing I’ve ever seen.

I push forward again, a slow, steady pressure. I feel her hymen give way, a sharp intake of breath from her the only sign of the brief, sharp pain. I don’t stop. I keep pushing, inch by agonizing inch, until I’m fully sheathed inside her, my balls resting against her ass. The feeling is... indescribable. She’s so tight, so hot, so perfect. Like she was made for me.

I stay still for a moment, giving her a chance to adjust to the feel of me inside her. I can feel her inner muscles fluttering and clenching around me, a delicious, milking sensation that makes my cock throb. I grit my teeth, fighting for control. I don’t want to come yet. Not until I’ve made her come again. Not until I’ve completely and thoroughly claimed her.

“How does it feel?” I ask, my voice a rough, ragged whisper.

“Full,” she breathes, her cheeks flushed. “So... full.”

I pull out slowly, then push back in, just as slowly. A deep groan vibrates in my chest. Her eyes flutter shut, her lips parting on a soft sigh. I set a slow, gentle rhythm, wanting her to get used to the feel of me, to learn the shape and size of me. I watch her face, watching the play of emotions across her features: the initial discomfort giving way to a dawning pleasure, her body slowly relaxing, her hips beginning to move in time with mine.

The friction is exquisite, a slow, steady burn that’s building a fire deep inside me. I can feel the last of my control starting to slip, and I have to work hard to fight the primal, instinctual need to take her, to claim her, to mark her as mine.

I want to go faster. I need to go faster.

“More,” she whispers, her eyes fluttering open. They’re dark and dazed, her pupils wide with desire. “Nathan... please... more.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. The last thread of my control snaps, and I’m thrusting into her harder, faster, burying myself to the hilt with each powerful stroke. The bed is rocking beneath us, the headboard slamming against the wall with a rhythmic, punishing beat.

“Yes,” she cries out, her head thrown back, her hands clutching at my back, her fingernails digging into my skin hard enough that I’m pretty sure she’s going to end up drawing blood. But I don’t care. I’ll wear her scratch marks like a fucking badge of honor. “Don’t stop... please don’t stop.”

I lean down, my lips brushing against her ear. “You like that, don’t you, princess?” I growl. “You like my big cock stretching that tight little pussy. You like it when I fuck you hard.”

She whimpers, her whole body shuddering at my words. The shy, innocent girl I met a few hours ago is gone. In her place is a wild, wanton creature who is completely lost to the pleasure I’m giving her. A creature I have awoken. A creature who belongs to me.

“You’re going to take all of me,” I murmur, my words a dark, possessive promise against her skin. “You’re going to take my seed deep inside you. I’m going to breed this beautiful body until you’re swollen with my child.”

I expect her to shy away from the words, to be shocked or scared. But she doesn’t. The thought seems to turn her on even more. Her hips buck wildly, meeting my every thrust with a desperate, frantic energy, her cries getting louder, more high-pitched. She’s getting close again. I can feel it in the way her body is tensing, in the way her inner muscles are starting to flutter around my cock. The feeling is so fucking good that I know I’m not going to last much longer. I can feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, a hot, urgent pulse that’s demanding release.

“Come for me, princess,” I growl. “Come all over my cock.”

That’s all it takes, as if she’d just been waiting for my command before letting go. Her whole body convulses, a strangled cry tearing from her throat as she shatters around me, her pussy clamping down on my cock, milking me, pulling me over the edge with her. I bury myself deep inside her, a guttural groan tearing from my throat as I let go, my cock pulsing as I spill my seed into her, filling her up with it. I come so hard that my vision blurs, my whole body shaking with the force of it.

The pleasure is so intense, so absolute, it’s almost painful.

It takes a long moment for the world to stop spinning, for my breathing to even out. I’m still inside her, still hard, still feeling the aftershocks of my orgasm. I don’t want to move. I want to stay like this forever, buried deep inside my wife, with her soft, warm body wrapped around me. This is where I belong. This is where I’ve always belonged.

Finally, I roll off her, my cock sliding from her body with a soft, wet sound. I immediately miss the feel of her. I roll onto my side, propping my head up on my hand so I can look at my wife. She’s lying on her back, her chest heaving, her eyes closed. She looks thoroughly, beautifully ravished. Her lips are swollen, her cheeks are flushed, and a fine sheen of sweat glistens on her skin. I’ve never seen someone look more beautiful than she does right now. And she’s all mine.

My gaze drops to her stomach, and I reach out, my hand resting gently on the warm, soft skin. I wonder if I was successful. If my seed is going to take root inside her, to claim her womb. The thought sends a fresh wave of possessiveness through me, a deep, primal urge to see her body change, to see her swell with my child. To see the proof of my possession growing inside her, the evidence that she is mine and always will be.

“I’m not going to stop. Not until I know you’re carrying my baby,” I tell her, my hand moving in a slow circle over her stomach as if I can somehow will it to happen, right here, right now. “Not until I can feel our child growing inside you.”

Her eyes flutter open, and she looks at me. There’s no fear in her eyes, no hesitation. Just a soft, dazed wonder. A look that says she’s mine. Completely and utterly mine. She reaches out, her small, soft hand covering mine on her stomach.

“I love you, Mrs. Sinclair,” I say, my voice rough with emotion.

A slow, beautiful smile spreads across her face, her eyes shining with tears. “I love you too, Mr. Sinclair,” she whispers.

I lean in and kiss her, a soft, tender kiss that’s full of all the things I can’t bring myself to say. All the things I’m still trying to understand myself.

But there’s one thing I understand as clear as day: Charlotte is no longer a temporary arrangement. She’s my wife. My future. The mother of my children. And I will burn the world to the ground before I ever let her go.


Epilogue
Charlotte


Six months later:

The sand is warm and soft beneath my bare feet, each step sinking into the fine, golden grains. Nathan’s fingers are laced through mine, his grip a familiar, grounding weight. His thumb strokes slow, lazy circles over my knuckles, a simple gesture that still manages to send a pleasant shiver through me, even after six very happy months together.

The sun is beginning its descent, painting the sky in shades of fiery orange, soft pink, and deep violet. The light spills across the water, turning the gentle waves into liquid gold. A warm, salty breeze rustles the hem of the white dress I’m wearing, a flowing, ethereal thing that Nathan picked out for me himself tonight. It skims over the curve of my belly, almost floating over the round swell that’s become my constant companion these last few months. He insists I’m glowing, that I’ve never been more beautiful. Some days, I can almost believe him. Other days, when my feet are swollen and my back aches and I can’t see my own toes, I’m not so sure.

But right now, with the golden light bathing my skin and Nathan’s strong body beside me, I feel... radiant. I feel cherished.

It was his idea to take a vacation before the baby comes, so we can enjoy some quality time together, and his choice to come to the Seychelles couldn’t have been more perfect. Plus, he told me I needed a break after working so hard the last few months. Since the wedding, Dad has allowed me to take more and more control of the family business, and with Nathan’s financial help, I’ve managed to turn things around for the company. It’s now stronger than it’s ever been, and it makes me so happy to know I’ve made both my father and my husband proud of me.

I can sense a difference in Nathan tonight, though. He’s been quieter than usual, more thoughtful. I can feel the tension coiled in his shoulders, the subtle restlessness in the way he walks. I try to catch his eye, to read the expression on his face, but he keeps his gaze fixed on the horizon.

“Is everything okay?” I ask softly, squeezing his hand.

He turns to me then, a small, reassuring smile playing on his lips. “Everything is perfect, Charlotte,” he says, his voice a low, warm rumble. “More than perfect.”

I don’t quite believe him, but I let it go. If something is on his mind, he’ll tell me when he’s ready. I’ve learned that about him. He doesn’t rush things. He takes his time, whether it’s in business, or in bed, or in... well, in everything.

Everything except deciding that he couldn’t live without me, of course.

We continue our walk in comfortable silence, the only sounds being the gentle lapping of the waves against the shore and the soft crunch of our feet on the sand. I lean my head against his shoulder, breathing in his familiar, comforting scent. He’s my anchor in this strange, wonderful new world we’ve built together. My husband. I still can’t believe I’ve been lucky enough to find him.

After a few more minutes, the beach begins to curve, and as we turn the bend, I see it. My breath catches in my throat, my steps faltering as I try to make sense of the scene before me.

It’s a flower-covered archway, a beautiful, intricate creation of white and pale pink blossoms that stands out against the darkening sky. Candles are nestled in the sand around it, their flames flickering in the gentle breeze, casting a warm, romantic glow. And standing beneath it, there’s a smiling woman in a crisp white linen suit, waiting.

“What... what is this?” I whisper, my heart starting to pound against my ribs.

Nathan stops, turning to face me. He takes my other hand in his, his gray-blue eyes meeting mine. They’re shining with an emotion that takes my breath away, a raw, unguarded tenderness that he only ever shows to me. And then he’s lowering himself down onto one knee, looking up at me as he keeps his hold on my hands.

“Charlotte, will you marry me and allow me to spend the rest of my life loving you?”

I can’t help but giggle despite the serious look on his face. “We’re already married, Nathan. I don’t understand what’s going on.”

He remains on his knee, a sheepish smile on his face. “I know we are. But you didn’t get the proposal you deserved last time. And you didn’t get to experience hearing me say my vows and knowing that I mean every word of them. That’s why I arranged this. So we can say them again, and you can finally understand how much I truly love you.”

Tears spring to my eyes as I realize what he’s done. “All of this is for me?”

“All of this is for you,” he confirms, still on one knee. “Will you allow me to do this properly?”

“Yes, Nathan,” I whisper, my voice thick with emotion. “Of course, yes.”

He rises to his feet, pulling me into a tender kiss that’s full of love and promise. “Then let’s go and renew our vows, princess.”

He leads me towards the archway where the officiant is waiting for us. As we stand beneath the flowers, with the last of the day’s light casting a warm glow around us, Nathan takes my hands again. His eyes are locked on mine, full of a love so deep it’s almost overwhelming.

“Charlotte, from the moment I saw you walking towards me at the altar, I was lost,” he begins, his voice steady and sure. “You’ve brought a light into my life that I never knew was missing. You’ve challenged me, you’ve supported me, you’ve loved me in a way I never thought I deserved.”

He pauses, a small smile playing on his lips. “I know I’m not always the best at saying the right thing, but I promise you this: I will spend the rest of my days trying to be the man you deserve. I will love you, honor you, and cherish you forever. You are my best friend, my partner, and the love of my life. I can’t wait to meet our little one, and to see you as a mother. I promise to be the best husband and father I can be, to you, and to our family.”

Tears are streaming down my face now, and I can barely see him through my watery vision. My heart feels like it’s about to burst with happiness.

It’s my turn, so I take a deep breath, trying to compose myself enough to speak.

“Nathan, when I agreed to marry you, I was scared. I was stepping into the unknown, and I didn’t know what to expect. But you have shown me what true love is. You’ve shown me a happiness I never thought was possible.” My voice trembles with emotion, and I have to pause to swallow past the lump in my throat. “You are my rock, my safe harbor, my everything. I promise to love you, to support you, and to be by your side for all of our days. I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you.”

He leans in and kisses me, a deep, tender kiss that’s full of all the promises we’ve just made. When he pulls back, the officiant says a few words, and then pronounces us husband and wife. Again.

As if it’s the most natural thing in the world, Nathan’s hand comes to rest on my belly, right over our little one. His gray-blue eyes are locked on mine, and in their depths, I see a love so profound it takes my breath away. A love that has grown and deepened over the past six months, a love that has changed us both.

“I love you, Mrs. Sinclair,” he whispers, his voice thick with emotion.

“And I love you, Mr. Sinclair,” I whisper back, my heart so full it feels like it might burst.

The sun finally sinks below the horizon, and the sky is awash in a deep, velvety purple. The stars begin to peek out, one by one, like a thousand tiny diamonds scattered across a black velvet blanket. The candles flicker, casting a warm, romantic glow around us. It’s the most perfect, magical moment of my life.

I don’t know what the future holds, but I know that as long as I have Nathan and our little one, I can face anything.

***
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