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Chapter One
Alistair


The gala is insufferable.

Glittering chandeliers, forced laughter, and too many people with too much perfume. I barely make it through half a flute of champagne before deciding I’ve had enough. I’m done shaking hands with hedge fund weasels and dodging not-so-subtle questions about my “availability” from socialites who wear desperation like designer gowns. My assistant practically begs me to stay, saying something about the board members being disappointed, but I’ve long since stopped caring about the board members. My name alone can buy and sell the room ten times over.

So I walk out without a word, no driver, no entourage, just silence and the need for air. I head toward the Sotheby Rare Collection Archive, one of my quieter acquisitions folded under the Chambers Philanthropic Trust. Most men in my position collect yachts or women. I collect history. First editions, forgotten manuscripts, private libraries that haven’t been touched in decades. Wealth should preserve something worthwhile. Something that doesn’t beg for attention or kiss up to power.

The moment I step inside the archive, everything shifts. It’s quiet here. The air smells of old bindings and polished wood. Heavy drapes filter the dusky evening light, casting everything in gold and shadow. The silence is comforting, the kind I haven’t felt in weeks. The hardwood floors whisper beneath my shoes. No cameras. No crowds. No noise. Just shelves upon shelves of carefully catalogued memory. For the first time all day, I breathe.

I’m heading toward the mezzanine, and toward solitude, when I see her.

She’s kneeling beside a cart of manuscripts, her gloved hands moving gently, like the books might sigh beneath her touch. Blonde hair caught in a loose knot, skin like porcelain kissed by candlelight. Her lips part slightly in focus, unaware of my presence. She’s not posed or posturing. She isn’t performing. She’s just… absorbed.

And something inside me stirs. Sharp. Deep. Possessive. It’s not lust. No, that’s too crude. It’s recognition. Like I’ve been walking through my life in grayscale and just spotted something with color for the first time. My mind, usually a machine of strategy and control, blanks. Everything narrows to her. The gentle swell of her hips beneath a simple gray dress. The way she brushes a stray strand of hair from her cheek. The small hum she makes, soft as moth wings.

I’ve met princesses and movie stars, women who could command armies with a glance. None of them have ever held my attention like this girl, kneeling on a dusty floor surrounded by books. There’s a softness about her. A sweetness that seems too delicate for this world. Too pure for the kind of attention I know she could attract. And the moment I think that, a ferocity rises in me. A primal need to shield her. To lock this door and stand guard over her forever.

I don’t even think. I move.

She flinches when my shadow falls over her, looking up with wide blue eyes that would shame a summer sky. Her lips press together in surprise, and I can see her pulse fluttering in her throat. For a second, I think she might bolt like a startled fawn.

“Forgive me,” I say, keeping my voice low, smooth, non-threatening. “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

She shakes her head, her cheeks flushing the most beautiful shade of pink. “No, it’s… I was just concentrating.” Her voice is exactly as I imagined. Soft. Musical. Shy.

I smile, a genuine smile, rare enough to feel unfamiliar on my face. “It’s a magnificent place for it.” I gesture around the hushed room. “The silence alone feels… sacred.”

Her eyes dart around nervously before landing back on me. She has no idea who I am. Good. I don’t want her to. I don’t want the Chambers name looming between us, warping her perception, making her guard her words. I want her. Her authentic reactions. Her blushes. Her quiet thoughts. I want everything she is, untouched by the weight of my world.

“It is,” she agrees, a little more confidently now. “I’ve always loved old books. The idea that so many stories, so many lives, are held in these pages… it feels important to take care of them.”

A warmth spreads through my chest, deep and satisfying. She’s not just beautiful. She’s passionate. She has substance. She isn’t just a pretty thing to be looked at. She’s a person with values and dreams and a quiet love for the world that I find moving. This isn’t just attraction anymore. It’s something far more profound. A sense of rightness. Like I’ve been looking for her my whole life without even knowing it.

“What’s your name?” I ask, my voice softer now. Intimate.

She hesitates for a fraction of a second, her gaze flickering down to the manuscript in her hands before meeting mine again. “Faye. Faye Alcott.”

Faye. The name suits her. Ethereal. Delicate. It tastes sweet on my tongue. I repeat it in my head, testing its weight. Faye. Mine.

“Alistair,” I say, extending my hand. “Pleasure to meet you, Faye.”

She removes one of her gloves before taking my hand. Her fingers are small, soft, and they tremble just slightly in my grip. The contact sends a jolt through me, a current of pure electricity. I hold on a moment too long, just enough to make her breath catch, just enough to feel the subtle press of her palm against mine. I memorize the texture of her skin, the delicate bones beneath.

“Is this your first time here?” she asks, pulling her hand back and tucking it against her side as if to preserve the feeling.

“It is,” I admit. “I’ve a… business interest, but I’ve never had the chance to explore in person.” A half-truth. I own the place, and thought it was about time to check out my investment, but the interest I have now has nothing to do with business.

Her eyes light up. “Oh! Well, you’ve come to the right place. The Tudor collection alone is… it’s breathtaking. And the 18th-century botanical illustrations in the west wing… they’re my personal favorite.”

I could listen to her talk about books all day. The passion in her voice is intoxicating. She’s transformed from the shy, startled fawn into a confident guide, her posture straightening, her hands gesturing as she speaks. I want to see this side of her always. Vibrant. Alive. But only for me.

“Then lead the way,” I say, gesturing for her to proceed. “I find myself quite suddenly… eager to learn.”

Her blush returns, blooming across her cheeks like roses in the snow. “Are you sure? I don’t want to keep you…”

“Nonsense,” I cut in, my tone gentle but firm. There’s no room for negotiation. I’m not leaving until I’ve had my fill of her. “There’s nowhere else I’d rather be.”

The sincerity in my voice seems to disarm her. She nods, a small, hesitant smile gracing her lips, and leads me toward the west wing. As she walks, I follow, my gaze fixated on the gentle sway of her hips, the soft curve of her spine beneath her dress. Every instinct screams at me to reach out, to pull her against me, to feel her soft body yield to mine. But I hold back. This is a delicate creature, and I must handle her with care. Rushing would only frighten her. I will have her, yes, but not until she’s ready to accept everything I have to offer.

The west wing is even quieter than the main hall, the air smelling of aging paper and faint traces of lavender. Faye pulls out a heavy, leather-bound folio, its cover embossed with a gold-leaf floral design. She opens it with reverence, her fingers tracing the delicate lines of a hand-painted illustration of a thistle.

“This is from the 1760s,” she explains, her voice barely above a whisper. “The artist used a technique called ‘viridian glazing’ to achieve that deep, rich green. It’s… it’s incredible, isn’t it?”

I’m not looking at the illustration. I’m watching her face, the way her eyes light up with passion, the soft parting of her lips as she speaks. I’ve seen priceless art, rare jewels, and artifacts that could rewrite history. None of them hold a candle to the sight of her, lost in a world of books and beauty.

“It’s breathtaking,” I agree, my voice a low rumble. “But not nearly as breathtaking as you, darling.”

Her head snaps up, her blue eyes wide with shock. Her blush deepens, spreading down her neck to the delicate skin above her collarbone. She looks away, flustered, her hands fumbling with the edge of the folio. It’s adorable. Endearing. It makes me want to wrap her in my arms and kiss her until she forgets how to be shy.

I smile down at her. “Why don’t we find somewhere to sit, and then you can tell me more about it?”

Before she can protest, my hand is at the small of her back, a proprietary touch that feels both natural and necessary. Her dress is a flimsy barrier; I can feel the heat of her through the fabric, the delicate curve of her spine. She tenses for a half-second, a little flutter of a bird’s wing, then seems to melt against my palm as if her body understands what her mind has yet to accept. That this is where she belongs.

I guide her toward a pair of wingback chairs tucked away in a secluded alcove, hidden behind a towering shelf of leather-bound folios. It’s a private space, a small world of our own within the larger hush of the archive. She sinks into one chair, her hands clasped around the book in her lap, her eyes fixed on the floor. I take the other, leaning forward, my elbows on my knees, my gaze unwavering.

I think I could spend the rest of my life staring at the beauty in front of me, and I’d still never be able to get enough of her.


Chapter Two
Faye


My heart is a frantic bird beating against my ribs. The small of my back still tingles where his hand was, a phantom warmth that’s more real than the lamplight falling across the ancient books around us. This chair, this corner, it feels like a different world. A world where a gorgeous stranger says things like breathtaking and looks at me as if I’m the last page of the most treasured book in existence.

I can’t meet his eyes. I’m afraid of what I’ll see there. Or worse, I’m afraid of what he’ll see in mine. That I’m blushing so hard my face feels like it’s on fire. That my palms are sweating inside my gloves. That my stomach is doing slow, dizzying flips that have nothing to do with nervousness and everything to do with the deep, pulling current of his presence.

He leans forward, and the space between us shrinks. I can smell him now. It’s a clean, subtle scent of soap and something else, something expensive and dark, like old leather and faint, distant rain. It’s a scent that wraps around me, making me want to curl up in his lap and cover myself in his unique fragrance.

“Faye,” he says, and my name on his lips is a velvet caress. “Look at me.”

My gaze lifts of its own accord, a slow, unwilling journey up the length of his tailored pants, over the crisp line of his shirt, to his face.

And oh, his eyes. They’re a shade of gray that changes with the light, like smoke from a distant fire. They’re intense, focused, and right now, they’re fixed solely on me. There’s a hunger in them that makes my breath catch, but it’s not frightening. It’s like he’s memorizing every line of my face, every flicker of emotion in my eyes.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, and the praise sends a shiver down my spine, warm and sweet. No one has ever called me that. No one has ever made me want to be that.

Something about the way he says it in that British accent makes everything feel more intense, more real. I’ve never been much for accents, but his voice is different. It’s not just the sound; it’s the command in it, the quiet authority.

His gaze drops to the book I’m clutching like a shield. “Now, where were we? The viridian glazing?”

The fact that he remembers. That he was actually listening. It shouldn’t feel so significant, but it does. It’s a tiny spark of warmth in the cold, lonely corners of my heart that I usually keep locked away.

I nod, my throat suddenly tight. “It was a difficult technique. The artist had to apply thin layers of paint, letting each one dry before adding the next. It… it took a lot of patience. A lot of care.”

He smiles, a soft, knowing curve of his lips. “Patience and care,” he repeats, his voice a low rumble. “Two of the most underrated virtues in the world.”

His eyes are back on my face, and I can feel the blush creeping back into my cheeks. I suddenly wish my dress were a little less… gray. A little less forgettable.

“You have a very gentle way with them,” he says, his gaze dropping to my gloved hands resting on the folio’s cover. “The books, I mean. You touch them as if they hold secrets.”

My breath hitches. I do. I’ve always felt that way. Like each book has a soul, a story beyond the words on the page. And he sees it. He sees me.

“They do,” I whisper, my voice barely audible. “They were written by people with dreams and fears and… and heartbreaks. They deserve to be handled with care.”

He leans closer, his shoulder almost brushing mine. The air crackles between us, thick with unspoken things. “And what about you, Faye?” he asks, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Do you have secrets?”

The question hangs in the air, intimate and invasive and yet… thrilling. No one has ever asked me that. No one has ever been interested enough to look beyond the quiet, bookish girl who’s always in the background.

I open my mouth, but no words come out. My mind is a jumble of thoughts, a chaotic mess of insecurities and desires. This is the first time anybody has shown any interest in me, and the last thing I want to do is scare off this enigmatic older man by admitting my one shameful secret. That will be my burden to carry alone.

So I close my mouth and quickly shake my head.

A slow smile spreads across his lips, a knowing, predatory curve that makes my stomach clench in the most delicious way. “Everyone has secrets, darling,” he says. “It’s what makes us interesting.”

His eyes hold mine, and for a moment, I feel completely exposed, as if he can see right through me, past the facade of the shy, unassuming girl to see all my secrets.

“What about you, Alistair?” I whisper, looking for any way to shift the attention away from myself. “Do you have secrets?”

His smile widens, a flash of white in the dim light. “Oh, I have many,” he says, his voice soft and low. “But they’re not nearly as interesting as yours.”

My blush deepens, and I have to look away, my gaze falling on the book in my lap. I’m suddenly acutely aware of my own body, of the way my breasts feel heavy and sensitive, of the growing dampness between my thighs. I’ve never felt this way before, never felt this… alive. This seen.

A twinge of pain in my breasts is a reminder that it’s been too long since my last pumping session. A reminder that no matter how he looks at me, I will never be the kind of woman a man like Alistair would want. After all, who would want a woman so abnormal that a hormone imbalance makes her produce milk when she’s never even had a baby?

I take a deep breath, trying to steady myself. “I… I’m not very interesting,” I manage, my voice barely a whisper.

He lets out a low chuckle, a sound that vibrates through me, settling deep in my bones. “Oh, darling,” he says, his voice thick with amusement and something else, something deeper and more profound. “That’s where you’re wrong. You are the most interesting thing in this entire city. In this entire world.”

He reaches out, his fingers gently tracing the line of my jaw. His touch is feather-light, yet it sends a jolt of electricity through me, a current of pure, unadulterated desire. I lean into his touch, a soft sigh escaping my lips.

“You’re so beautiful, Faye,” he murmurs, his gray eyes darkening with a hunger that makes my stomach clench. “So very, very beautiful.”

His words are a caress, a balm to my battered self-esteem. I’ve always been the quiet one, the one who fades into the background. I’ve never been the one to be noticed or desired. But here, in this hallowed space, with this man looking at me as if I’m the only woman in the world, I feel beautiful.

“Alistair…” I breathe, his name a prayer on my lips.

His thumb strokes my cheek, a slow, deliberate movement that makes my toes curl in my sensible flats. “Yes, darling?”

I don’t know what to say. My mind is a blank slate, wiped clean by the overwhelming force of his presence. All I can do is stare at him, my heart pounding a frantic rhythm against my ribs, my body aching for something I don’t understand.

He seems to understand. He always understands.

“Shhh,” he murmurs, his other hand coming up to cup the back of my neck. His fingers are strong, warm, a firm, possessive hold that makes me feel both small and incredibly, wonderfully safe. “It’s alright. I’ve got you.”

And then he leans in, and his lips are on mine.

It’s not a frantic, desperate kiss. It’s a slow, deliberate claiming. His lips are soft yet firm, moving against mine with a confidence that leaves me breathless. My hands fly up to his chest, my fingers twisting in the soft fabric of his shirt, holding on for dear life as he deepens the kiss, his tongue tracing the seam of my lips with a silent plea for entry.

I open for him without hesitation, a soft sigh escaping my lips as his tongue slides into my mouth, exploring, claiming, tasting. It’s a kiss that speaks of possession, of a deep, abiding hunger, but it’s also a kiss that’s gentle, full of a tenderness that brings tears to my eyes. I’ve never been kissed like this. I’ve never been touched like I’m something precious, something to be cherished.

His hands move down my back, tracing the curve of my spine, a slow, deliberate exploration that makes my body tremble with a need I’ve never known. With unexpected strength, he pulls me into his lap, my legs straddling his thighs, my body settling against his in a way that feels both shocking and impossibly right. I can feel his hard length pressing against me, a solid, undeniable proof of his desire, and the knowledge that I’ve caused this reaction in him, a man so powerful, so in control, sends a wave of heat through me.

One of his hands moves up my side, his thumb brushing against the side of my breast, and I gasp into his mouth, the sensation a sharp, electric jolt that goes straight to my core. A familiar, unwelcome pressure builds in my breasts, a dull ache that’s a stark reminder of my abnormality, my shameful secret. Panic, cold and sharp, cuts through the haze of desire. What if he notices? What if he feels the strange, full weight of them, the telltale dampness that sometimes seeps through my padding even at the best of times?

I pull back, my breath coming in ragged pants, my eyes wide with a fear that I know he can see.

“Alistair…” I whisper, my voice trembling. “Wait…”

He stills immediately, his hands moving to my waist, holding me gently but firmly, a silent question in his gray eyes. They’re not impatient. They’re not annoyed. They’re just… waiting. Waiting for me.

“What is it, darling?” he asks, his voice soft. “Did I hurt you?”

I shake my head, my gaze falling to his chest, to the steady, reassuring beat of his heart I can feel beneath my palm. “No,” I manage, my throat tight. “It’s not… it’s not you.”

“Then what is it?” he presses, his thumbs stroking circles on my waist, a calming, hypnotic motion. “Tell me, Faye. Whatever it is, you can tell me.”

Tears burn the back of my eyes. I want to tell him. I want to bare my soul to this man who looks at me as if I’m the most precious thing in the world. But the fear of his rejection, of the disgust that’s sure to follow, is a cold, hard knot in my stomach. I’ve been hiding this for so long, building walls around my heart to protect myself from the inevitable hurt.

I take a shaky breath, the words catching in my throat.

“It’s just that it’s... it’s late. And it’s past closing time. I should be locking up and going home.”

It’s not a lie. He came into the archive when it was almost closing time, and I must have been talking to him for at least an hour. But he looks at me with those intense gray eyes that seem to see through my flimsy excuse, and I know he knows that’s not the real reason. But he doesn’t press me. He just gives me a small, understanding smile, one that makes my heart ache with a sweetness that’s almost painful.

“Then I’ll leave you to lock up. But I’ll be back tomorrow to see you.” He says, his voice is soft, but it holds a note of finality. As if it’s already decided. As if there’s no other option.

I want to protest, to tell him that this can’t happen, because then he might find out I’m a freak. But the words won’t come. All I can do is let him guide me off his lap, his hands lingering on my waist for a moment too long, his touch a brand against my skin.

He stands up, his tall, powerful frame filling the small space, and for a moment, I feel a pang of loss, a desperate ache to have him close to me again. But then he leans in, his lips brushing against my forehead in a gesture that’s both tender and possessive. A promise.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, darling,” he whispers, his breath warm against my skin.

And then he’s gone, leaving me in the hushed silence of the archive, the scent of him still lingering in the air, my lips still tingling from his kiss. I bring my fingers up to touch them as I remember the possessive hunger in his kiss, the way his hands felt on my body, the way he looked at me as if I was his. A treasure. A prize.

The sound of the main door clicking shut jolts me back to reality. I’m alone. The archive is empty, the silence no longer comforting, but echoing with his absence. With the weight of what just happened. What I almost let happen.

A wave of cold, sharp panic washes over me, extinguishing the warm glow of his touch. What was I thinking? Kissing a stranger. A man I just met.

Tomorrow, when he returns, I will have to tell him I’m not interested. And then, hopefully, he will understand, and he will leave, and I will be safe again. Safe in my quiet, bookish little world, where I don’t have to worry about someone discovering my secret. And then I will die a little bit inside because I will have lost the only man who has ever truly seen me.

The conflicting thoughts tear at me, a war between my head and my heart. A war between my fear of being found out and my desperate, aching need to be loved.

With a sigh, I push myself away from the wingback chair, my legs feeling unsteady, my body still humming with a memory of his touch. I force myself to go through the familiar motions of closing down the archive. I move through the silent stacks, my footsteps the only sound in the vast, empty space. But tonight, the silence feels different. It’s filled with the ghost of his presence, the echo of his words, the memory of his touch.

I lock the main door, the heavy key turning in the lock with a final, decisive click. The sound feels like an ending. A closing of a door on a life I almost had. A life of warmth and light and a love that felt like coming home.

But it’s a life I can’t have.


Chapter Three
Alistair


The morning was a special form of hell. Back-to-back meetings with acquisitions managers, a conference call with the board of my European holdings, a tedious brunch with a potential investor who droned on about market synergies until I wanted to put my fist through the table. Every second felt like a theft. Time stolen from where I was meant to be: with her.

My mind refused to cooperate. It was stuck in a loop, replaying the evening before. The scent of old paper and her skin. The way her breath hitched when I first touched her. The soft, shy surrender of her mouth under mine. The memory of her in my lap, the perfect weight of her, the way she’d trembled… it was maddening. Exquisite. And utterly consuming.

I’d ended the brunch meeting without a word, leaving my assistant to smooth things over. I was done. Today, the only acquisition I’m interested in is her heart. Her everything.

My car glides to a stop outside the archive, and I’m out before the driver can even open my door. The morning sun glints off the old brick, and for a moment, I feel a pang of affection for this building I’d purchased as an afterthought, a mere portfolio diversification. Now, it’s a cathedral. The place where I found my religion. Faye.

I push through the heavy oak doors, and the familiar hush descends, a welcome balm after the cacophony of the morning. My eyes scan the main hall, ignoring the polished mahogany and the gold-leaf spines of priceless editions. I’m looking for one thing. One person.

“Mr. Chambers! A pleasure, sir, a real pleasure.”

A portly man in a slightly-too-tight tweed jacket shuffles toward me, his face wreathed in a smile that doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Harold. The manager. I remember him from a brief meeting we’d had when I bought the place. He seems eager to impress.

“Harold,” I say, my voice cool, clipped. I give him a curt nod, my attention already darting past him, searching the shadowed aisles. “I trust everything is in order.”

“Oh, yes, sir! All running like a well-oiled machine. The new climate control system you funded is working wonders for the vellum collection. A true triumph of modern engineering over the ravages of time, eh?” He chuckles, a dry, rustling sound.

I force a tight smile, my patience wearing thin. This is noise. An obstacle. He’s a gnat buzzing around the periphery of my vision, while my entire being is focused on the center of the room. On trying to find her.

“Excellent,” I say, my gaze sweeping past him again. “I’m just here to… observe.”

“Of course, of course. Feel free, feel free. We’re very proud of our operation here, sir. Very proud.”

I turn my back on him, dismissing him completely, and start a slow, deliberate circuit of the main hall. My footsteps are silent on the polished floor. I’m a predator stalking through a quiet forest, my senses heightened, every nerve ending tingling with anticipation. Where is she? Is she thinking about me? Has she been able to think of anything else?

Then I see her.

She emerges from between two towering shelves, pushing a laden cart. The light catches her hair, turning the pale blonde strands to spun gold. Her head is down, her focus on the books, but then she looks up, and her eyes, those impossible summer-sky blue eyes, find mine.

The world stops.

It’s a physical sensation, a jolt that starts in my chest and radiates outward. She’s real. She’s here. And she’s even more beautiful than I remembered. The soft swell of her hips beneath the pale blue dress she’s wearing, the gentle curve of her breasts, the shy duck of her head as she registers my stare. Everything about her is a symphony of delicate perfection. My girl. My Faye.

My heart hammers against my ribs, a ferocious, triumphant beat.

The sound of Harold’s heavy footsteps behind me is an unwelcome intrusion. “Ah, there she is! Mr. Chambers, allow me to introduce one of our finest archival assistants. This is Faye Alcott.”

I watch her face as she processes the name. It’s a fascinating series of micro-expressions. The initial polite smile. The flicker of confusion. The widening of her eyes as the pieces slot into place. The name Alistair Chambers is not just a name; it’s an empire. A world she couldn’t possibly have imagined intersecting with hers. I see the dawning realization, the sudden, stark understanding that the man who kissed her senseless in a dusty alcove is the same man whose name is on the building. Whose signature is on the paychecks.

Her face pales, and her hand flies to her throat, a gesture of such sweet, helpless surprise that a fierce wave of protective instinct washes over me. She looks utterly stricken. I want to go to her, to wrap my arms around her and tell her that nothing has changed. That she’s still the one thing in this world I can’t live without.

Harold is completely oblivious to the emotional transaction occurring before him. He claps his hands together with a jolly, misplaced enthusiasm. “Well! It’s time for your lunch, Faye. You should be getting off. We can’t have you wasting away in these stacks, now can we?”

Lunch.

The word is a godsend. A miracle of timing. An open door.

I step forward, cutting Harold off before he can say another idiotic word. “An excellent suggestion,” I say, my voice smooth as polished marble, my eyes locked on Faye’s. I watch her swallow, her throat working, her gaze darting between me and her manager like a frightened doe. She looks lost. She looks perfect. “In fact, I was just about to suggest the same thing. Faye,” I say, her name a caress on my lips, “allow me to treat you to lunch. As a thank you for your wonderful tour yesterday.”

It’s not a request. It’s a statement of intent. A fact I am presenting to the universe.

Her blue eyes widen in alarm. “Oh, no, I couldn’t possibly. I… I usually just have a sandwich here.” Her voice is a small, flustered whisper.

I smile, a slow, confident curve that is entirely for her. “Not today, you’re not.”

My hand finds the small of her back, a proprietary touch that feels as natural as breathing. The soft wool of her dress yields to my palm, and I can feel the delicate warmth of her skin through the fabric. She flinches, a tiny, involuntary movement, but I don’t remove my hand. I simply apply a gentle, firm pressure, guiding her forward. Away from Harold. Away from this place. Toward me.

“It was a pleasure, Harold,” I say over my shoulder, my tone dismissing him utterly. “We’ll be back later.”

Harold sputters, a fish out of water, but his words are meaningless noise. The only thing that matters is the woman beside me, the soft scent of her shampoo, the slight tremor in her frame as I guide her out of the archive and into the midday sun.

My car is at the curb, the back door held open by the driver. I tell him to take us to my favorite lunch spot, and he gives a brisk nod. My hand moves from her back to her elbow, a firm but gentle grip, and I help her into the cool, leather-scented interior. The door clicks shut, sealing us in our own private world with the tinted windows and the partition raised to make sure the driver can’t see or hear us. I slide in beside her, and the space, though ample, suddenly feels intimate. Charged.

The car pulls smoothly away from the curb, but my attention is on Faye. Only Faye.

She’s staring at her hands, her fingers twisting in the fabric of her dress. “Actually,” she says, her voice small and timid. “I’m glad you came back, Alistair. Umm, I mean, Mr. Chambers. There’s something I need to talk to you about.”

I lean in closer, reaching past her to take hold of the seat belt and pull it gently across her. My lips brush against her ear as I whisper, “Come on now, Faye. Just a few hours ago, you were in my lap while I devoured that pretty mouth of yours. I think we can do without such formalities. You will call me Alistair.”

I clip the seat belt into place, enjoying the way my closeness brings a beautiful rosy hue to her cheeks. But then her face twists as she winces and pulls the shoulder strap away from her chest, a flicker of pain crossing her features that I don’t miss. My eyes narrow, my protective instincts kicking in immediately.

“Faye,” I murmur, my voice low. “Are you in pain?”

“No, it’s... it’s nothing,” she says, her eyes wide, her body tense. She looks like a cornered animal, desperate to flee.

“It’s not nothing,” I counter, my voice gentle but firm. “You just flinched. Tell me what’s wrong, darling.”

She opens and closes her mouth a few times, obviously trying to figure out how to answer me. But before she can work it out, the front of her dress darkens in two patches, the fabric growing damp and turning from blue to a deep navy.

My gaze drops to her chest, and I watch, mesmerized, as the dark patches spread, a stark, wet stain against the pale blue of her dress. A strange, primal heat surges through me, a reaction so intense, so unexpected, it steals my breath. This isn’t disgust. It’s… reverence. A deep, feral pull that goes beyond simple desire. It’s as if I’m witnessing something sacred. Something fundamentally, beautifully feminine.

Faye follows my gaze, and a soft, choked sound escapes her lips. Horror dawns in her blue eyes. She tries to cover herself with her hands, her face crumbling in shame, her whole body shrinking away from me. She looks utterly broken, and the sight of it is a physical blow to my chest.

“Oh God,” she whispers, a sob catching in her throat. “I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry.” Her words tumble out, a frantic, desperate apology, as if she’s committed an unforgivable sin. “I should go back to the archive. I usually pump at lunchtime, and I obviously need it. Damn it, I didn’t even bring spare clothes to work today.”

Now she’s muttering to herself while she looks around as if trying to find an escape route, her hands still trying to hide the spreading wetness. “You must be so disgusted,” she whispers, her voice barely audible. “I know this is weird. You must think I’m a freak.”

My heart clenches, a fierce, painful ache. She sees this miracle, this beautiful, life-giving secret, as a flaw. Something to be hidden. Something to be ashamed of. And in that moment, I know, with a certainty that settles deep in my bones, that my life’s work is no longer about building empires or collecting rare books. It’s about this. It’s about her. It’s about teaching Faye that every part of her is perfect. That every part of her is mine to cherish.

I reach out, my movements slow, deliberate, gently taking her wrists in my hands. Her skin is soft, warm, and I can feel the frantic flutter of her pulse. I pull her hands away from her chest. Her face is a mess of tears and shame, her eyes wide with a terror that breaks my heart.

“Look at me, Faye,” I command, my voice low, firm, but laced with a tenderness I feel in every fiber of my being. I wait until her tear-filled blue eyes meet mine.

“Alistair, I...”

“No,” I cut her off, my thumb stroking the soft skin on the inside of her wrist. “Listen to me. There is nothing to be sorry for. Do you hear me? Nothing.” I lean closer, my gaze intense, unwavering. “And you are not a freak. You are a marvel. A beautiful, incredible marvel.”

Her brow furrows in confusion, a mixture of hope and disbelief warring in her eyes. “But... it’s weird. It’s not normal. I mean, I haven’t even had a baby and my body has just decided to... to do this. My hormones are messed up, and now I can’t stop this from happening.”

“Normal is a word for people who are content with mediocrity,” I say, my voice low and firm. “You are not mediocre, Faye. You are extraordinary. And this,” I say, my gaze dropping to the damp patches on her dress, then back to her face, “this is a part of your extraordinary nature. It’s a part of you. And I want every single part.”

I release one of her wrists, my hand moving with deliberate slowness toward her chest. Her breath hitches, her body tensing, but she doesn’t pull away. She just watches me, her wide, tear-filled eyes fixed on my face as my fingers, with aching gentleness, trace the edge of the damp fabric. The wool is cool and wet against my fingertips, and the knowledge of what lies beneath, of the warm, sweet life-giving milk she’s producing, sends a jolt of pure desire through me.

“Alistair,” she whispers, a soft, choked sound that’s a perfect blend of fear and fascination.

“Shhh, darling,” I murmur, my gaze softening. “It’s alright. I’ve got you.” My hand moves lower, cupping the heavy weight of her breast, my thumb brushing against the taut peak of her nipple through the wet fabric. A soft gasp escapes her lips, and I can feel the tremor that runs through her body.

“You’re so full, my love,” I say, my voice a low, intimate rumble. “So full of sweetness. It must ache, mustn’t it? This beautiful body of yours, making all this nourishment with no one to share it with.” I stroke her again, a slow, deliberate caress that makes her arch against my hand. “But I’m going to take care of you.”

I press the button on the seatbelt buckle, releasing her. “There now,” I murmur, my voice a low, soothing hum. “Let’s get you somewhere more comfortable. Somewhere I can properly take care of my girl.”

I pull her gently into my lap, her body soft and pliant against mine. She’s trembling, a fine, delicate tremor that I can feel against my chest. I hold her close, my hand stroking her hair, my lips pressed against her temple in a soft, reassuring kiss.

“I’m going to take away that ache, darling. Going to make sure you never ache again.”

With that, I reach behind her, slowly lowering the zipper on her dress. And she lets me. She doesn’t pull away. She doesn’t protest. She just sighs, a soft, surrendering sound that makes my heart ache with a desire so fierce it’s almost painful.

How this beautiful being is so completely oblivious to her own perfection is beyond me. But I will spend the rest of my life proving it to her if that’s what it takes.


Chapter Four
Faye


The sound of my zipper descending is impossibly loud in the quiet confines of the car. It’s a metallic, rasping whisper, a sound of things being opened, of secrets being revealed. Each tooth that comes undone sends a shiver down my spine, a tremor that is half fear, half a terrifying, undeniable want. My heart hammers against my ribs, and my breathing is ragged as I try to draw enough oxygen into my lungs.

Alistair’s breath is warm against my ear, a steady, grounding presence in the chaos of my mind. He’s murmuring something low and soothing in that British accent that creates a flutter in my tummy every time I hear it. But the words are lost to me, drowned out by the roaring in my own ears. The only thing I can focus on is the feel of his hands, large and strong and sure, as he peels my dress down over my shoulders.

The cool air of the car kisses my skin, and I instinctively try to cover myself, to hide the soft, heavy curves of my body that have been a source of such private shame. But his hands are there, gently but firmly taking my wrists, pulling them away.

“Shhh, darling,” he murmurs, his voice a deep rumble that vibrates through my very soul. “Don’t hide from me. Don’t ever hide from me. I want to see all of you. I want to see every beautiful inch of you.”

His eyes are dark, a deep, fathomless gray, and they are fixed on my chest, on the simple white cotton of my bra, the flimsy barrier that is the last line of defense between my shame and his reverent gaze. The damp patches have spread, and the thin fabric clings to me, leaving little to the imagination. I can feel the heat in my cheeks, a burning blush that I’m sure is a deep, humiliating crimson.

“Alistair…” I whisper, my voice a breathy, desperate plea.

He doesn’t answer. Not with words. Instead, he reaches around me, his fingers expertly finding the clasp of my bra. With a soft click, it’s undone. The tension releases, and the straps fall away, leaving me bare to his gaze.

I close my eyes, unable to watch, unable to bear the look of revulsion that I’m sure is on his face. I brace myself for the sharp sting of his rejection, for the inevitable words of disgust. But they don’t come.

Instead, I feel the gentle warmth of his hands as he cups my breasts, his thumbs stroking the sensitive skin in a slow, mesmerizing rhythm. I let out a soft gasp, my back arching instinctively, pushing myself deeper into his touch.

“Open your eyes, Faye,” he commands, his voice soft but firm. “Look at me.”

I force my lids open, my lashes wet with unshed tears. And what I see in his face isn’t disgust. It isn’t revulsion. It’s… awe. A kind of reverence that takes my breath away. His gray eyes are dark, almost black with a hunger that is so raw, so primal, it makes my stomach clench with a need that is both terrifying and exhilarating.

“You are so beautiful, darling,” he murmurs, his gaze fixated on my leaking breasts. “So perfect.”

My breath hitches. I’ve never been looked at like this before. Never felt like I was worth looking at like this. I’ve spent my whole life invisible, and now, Alistair is making me feel like I’m his whole entire world.

He leans down, and for a moment, I think he’s going to kiss me again. But he doesn’t. Instead, his lips trail a path of fire down my neck, over my collarbone, and lower still. My heart hammers against my ribs as his mouth inches closer and closer to my aching breast.

My breath catches in my throat. I’m a stranger in my own body, a passenger on a journey I never expected to take. I’ve spent so long hiding this part of myself, so long ashamed of this strange, unwelcome function of my body. But here, in this moment, with Alistair’s adoring gaze on me, I feel a flicker of something else. Something that feels dangerously like pride.

Then his lips are on my breast, and a soft gasp escapes me as he closes his mouth over my nipple, his tongue flicking against the sensitive peak. The first pull of his mouth is gentle, tentative, a question asked in the language of touch. I arch my back in a silent plea for more. And he answers, his suckling growing stronger, more confident, each pull sending a wave of liquid heat through me, a tingling that starts in my breast and travels down, down, down, until it pools between my thighs.

The ache in my breasts that has been a constant, dull pain for so long begins to subside, replaced by a new kind of ache. A deep, throbbing need at my core that is both sweet and agonizing. It’s the most exquisite sensation I’ve ever felt. I can feel a thin stream of milk escaping from my other nipple, running down my skin in a warm, ticklish trail, but I don’t care. All I can think about is the feel of his mouth on me, the soft, hungry sounds he makes as he drinks from me. He’s hungry for me. He’s desperate for me. And that knowledge is intoxicating.

He pulls away for a moment, his lips glistening, a single drop of white on his lower lip. His eyes are dark, heavy-lidded with desire. “So sweet, my darling,” he murmurs, his voice a deep rasp. “So very, very sweet.”

He moves to my other breast, his mouth closing over the neglected nipple, and the feeling is just as overwhelming, just as utterly consuming. I’m lost in a sea of sensation, my body a vessel for his pleasure and his sustenance. I can feel the hard length of him pressing against my center, and the thought that I’m the cause of his arousal sends a fresh wave of heat through me.

I start to squirm in his lap, a restless, needy movement that I can’t control. The ache between my thighs is growing, a deep, pulsing throb that demands to be soothed. I’m desperate for friction, for pressure, for anything to ease the delicious torment he’s inflicting upon me.

He seems to sense my need. He releases my breast with a soft, wet pop, his gaze heavy-lidded and full of a dark, knowing amusement.

“Something the matter, darling?” he murmurs.

“Alistair,” I breathe, my voice a ragged whisper. “I… I need…”

“I know, my love,” he says, his voice full of a gentle understanding that makes my heart ache. “I know exactly what you need.” He shifts me slightly in his lap, his hand sliding down my side, over the curve of my hip, and under the bunched-up fabric of my dress. His fingers find the edge of my panties, and I hold my breath, my body trembling with anticipation.

He pushes the thin fabric to the side, and his fingers, warm and sure, brush against my slick folds. I gasp, a sharp, indrawn breath at the sudden, intimate contact. His touch is electric, bringing with it a jolt of pleasure that sends a shockwave through me.

“You’re so wet for me, Faye,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire.

His words are a caress that deepens the desire that’s coursing through me, a fire that threatens to consume me entirely. I’ve never felt this way before, never felt this wild, this uninhibited. With Alistair, I’m not the shy, bookish girl who fades into the background. I’m a woman who is desired, a woman who is wanted. A woman who is worshipped.

His fingers begin to explore, a slow, deliberate dance that makes my head spin. He traces the outline of my folds, his touch a feather-light tease that makes me ache with a need so intense it’s almost painful. I push my hips against his hand, and he chuckles.

“So impatient, my darling,” he murmurs, his fingertips finding my clit, a sensitive, swollen nub that begs for his attention. “But don’t worry. I’m going to take care of you.”

He begins to circle my clit with a slow, rhythmic motion that makes me gasp, my body arching against his hand. The pleasure is a current that flows through me, a tingling heat that builds and builds, a promise of something more, something glorious. Each circle of his fingers brings me closer to the edge, to a precipice of pleasure that I’m desperate to throw myself from.

“Please, Alistair,” I beg, my voice a breathy, desperate plea. “I need you.”

“I know, darling,” he says. “I know.”

He slides a finger inside me, and I gasp at the sudden, full feeling. He moves slowly, exploring, learning the shape of me, the feel of me. Then he adds another finger, stretching me, filling me in a way that is both strange and wonderful. His thumb returns to my clit, and he begins to move his fingers in a steady, rhythmic motion, a perfect, maddening friction that makes me see stars.

The world dissolves into a kaleidoscope of color and sensation. There’s only him. Only the feel of his hands on me, the sound of his voice in my ear, the scent of him that fills my senses. And then his mouth is on my breast again, a hungry, demanding pull that sends me tumbling over the edge.

My body convulses, a wave of pleasure that crashes over me, again and again, a shuddering release that leaves me breathless and spent. I cry out his name, a hoarse, ragged sound that is torn from the depths of my soul. He holds me through it with one arm wrapped tight around my waist, while his mouth is a gentle, soothing presence that doesn’t stop, that drinks from me as if he can’t get enough.

When the tremors finally subside, I collapse against him, my body limp and boneless, my head resting against the solid, reassuring wall of his chest. I can feel the steady, rhythmic beat of his heart against my ear, a calming, soothing sound that makes me feel safe, cherished.

He holds me for a long time, his hand stroking my hair in a slow, hypnotic rhythm. I feel sated and happy and adored, a warm, contented glow spreading through me. It’s a feeling so foreign, so wonderful, I almost don’t recognize it.

“That’s my girl,” he murmurs softly against the top of my head. “My beautiful, sweet girl.”

I snuggle closer, my face buried in the crook of his neck, breathing in his scent. He smells of expensive cologne and something else, a warm, masculine scent that makes me feel safe, protected.

I feel like I could stay here forever, but the car slows to a stop, pulling me out of my daze. I lift my head and look out the window, my eyes widening as I see the restaurant we’ve pulled up in front of. It’s an elegant-looking place, with white tablecloths and people dressed up. And here I am, with my dress around my waist and my breasts still damp from Alistair’s mouth.

As if he’s reading my thoughts, Alistair chuckles. “We can’t go in there now. How about I take you home so you can change into something a little less... milk-stained? And then we’ll go back out and have that lunch I promised you.” He presses a soft kiss to my forehead, and my heart does a little flip.

“Okay, that sounds good,” I say softly. “But can I stay here during the drive to my house?” I add, my voice barely a whisper. I don’t want to move from my spot on his lap. It feels too good to be wrapped up in his arms.

“Of course, darling,” he murmurs, his arms tightening around me. “You can stay right here for as long as you want. If I have my way, you’ll be staying here forever.”

I don’t know how to respond to the mention of forever, so I give him my address, which he relays to the driver through an intercom. I rest my head against his chest as the car begins moving again, my eyes closed, my body still humming with the memory of his touch. I’ve never felt this way before, never felt this... cherished. This wanted. And as I sit here, wrapped in his arms, I feel a sense of peace settle over me, a feeling that I’ve been searching for my entire life.

Forever with Alistair is starting to look very appealing.


Chapter Five
Faye


When I walk back into the archive after my lunch with Alistair, it feels like I’m floating on a cloud. A soft, warm, Alistair-scented cloud. My body feels loose and languid, my limbs heavy with a pleasant exhaustion, and there’s a secret, satisfied smile playing on my lips that I can’t seem to wipe away.

My lunch break had been the stuff of dreams. He had waited by his car outside my house while I ran in to change out of my milk-stained dress and into a soft gray cashmere sweater and a dark pleated skirt. He hadn’t even complained about the wait. He had simply leaned against the hood of his sleek, black car, looking like a god who had deigned to walk among mortals, and when I came back out, he’d looked at me as if I were the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen.

Then, he’d taken me to a glorious little Italian restaurant, a place tucked away on a quiet side street that smelled of garlic and fresh basil. He held my chair for me, his hand resting on the small of my back as if he wanted everyone to know I was there with him. He made me feel like a princess, spoiling me with compliments and whatever I wanted from the menu. And the whole time, he watched me with an intensity that was both overwhelming and utterly intoxicating. It was like I was the only person in the world.

I can still feel the phantom weight of his hand on mine, the warmth of his gaze on my skin. I can still taste the sweetness of the tiramisu he insisted we share, feeding me little bites from his fork, his eyes dark and full of a promise that made my stomach clench with a delicious, anticipatory ache.

He has accepted me. Completely. The thought sends a fresh wave of warmth through me, a feeling so profound, so deeply wonderful, it makes my eyes well up with tears. He accepts every part of me. Even the weird, broken part that I’ve spent the last two years hiding, ever since I was diagnosed with the hormone imbalance that has always felt like a curse. Until today, that is.

Alistair doesn’t think I’m a freak. He thinks I’m perfect just as I am. The thought is so overwhelming, so incredible, I still can’t quite believe it’s real. I feel like the luckiest woman in the world to have found him. I can’t wait for him to come and pick me up after work so he can take me out again. He has more meetings this afternoon, he told me, but he promised he would be back for me. And he’s a man of his word. I can feel it in my bones.

I’m so lost in my happy thoughts that I don’t notice Harold watching me as I make my way back to my desk. I’m humming to myself, a soft, tuneless melody, and I’m so busy daydreaming about the feeling of Alistair’s lips on my skin that I almost walk right into him.

“Faye,” he says, his voice a sharp, clipped sound that cuts through my happy haze. “I need to see you in my office. Now.”

My happy bubble pops. The warm, fuzzy feeling evaporates, replaced by a sudden, cold dread. Harold’s voice is tight, his face a stony mask of fury. I’ve seen him angry before, but this is different. This is a cold, simmering rage that makes the fine hairs on my arms stand up. My heart sinks, and I can feel the blood drain from my face. I’m in trouble. I don’t know what I’ve done, but I know I’m in trouble.

“Okay,” I manage to squeak out, my voice small and timid. “Is everything alright?”

“Just get in my office,” he snaps, turning on his heel and marching away without a backward glance.

I follow him, my footsteps heavy and uncertain, my hands clammy with sweat. My mind races, trying to pinpoint what I could have done wrong. I made sure Alistair brought me back right on time after lunch because I know how much Harold hates it when anybody is late, so it can’t be that. Was it something I said? Something I did? I can’t think of anything, and the uncertainty is a knot of ice in my stomach.

Harold’s office is a small, stuffy space that smells of stale coffee. He’s behind his desk, his back to me, staring out of the window. He doesn’t turn around when I enter, and the silence stretches, thick and heavy with unspoken accusations. I stand there, my hands twisting in the fabric of my skirt, my heart hammering against my ribs.

“Close the door,” he says, his voice low and menacing.

My hand trembles as I reach for the handle, the soft click of the door closing sounding unnaturally loud in the quiet room. I turn back to him, my whole body tense, like a cornered animal waiting for the strike.

He spins around, his face a mask of pure fury, his eyes flashing with a cold, ugly light. “I don’t believe the sheer audacity of you,” he spits, his voice laced with venom.

I flinch at the raw anger in his tone, my stomach twisting into a painful knot. “Harold, I don’t understand...”

“Oh, I think you understand perfectly well,” he snarls, his hands flat on the desk, leaning towards me. “I can’t believe you’d be so bold as to try and sleep your way to the top right in front of me. Right under my nose!”

The words hit me like a physical blow, a punch to the gut that leaves me breathless and dizzy. Sleep my way to the top? What is he talking about? I stare at him, my mouth agape, my mind struggling to process his accusation.

“I... I haven’t...” I stammer, my voice a weak, pathetic whisper.

“Don’t you dare lie to me,” he roars, slamming his fist down on the desk. I jump, a squeak of fear escaping my lips. “I saw you! The way he looked at you, the way you let him put his hands all over you. Practically pawing at you in my archive! And then he whisks you off for lunch? Look at you, going out for lunch with the owner of this entire building!”

He’s right about that. Alistair is the owner. But that’s all he’s right about. Everything else is a twisted, ugly fantasy.

“It’s not like that,” I say, my voice shaking, but I try to stand my ground, to force the words past the lump of fear in my throat. “It’s not what you think.”

“Oh, it’s exactly what I think,” he sneers, his eyes narrowed to slits, his face contorted with a disgust that makes my skin crawl. “You’re just a pretty little thing who thinks she can get ahead on her back. Did you think I wouldn’t notice? Did you think I’m stupid?”

“No, of course not! I would never... I’m not after your job, Harold, I swear,” I plead, tears pricking at the back of my eyes, hot and humiliating. “I love my job here. I just... I like him. That’s all.”

“Like him?” He throws his head back and laughs, a harsh, ugly sound that grates on my ears. “You don’t ‘like’ a man like Alistair Chambers, you little fool. You use him. Or he uses you. Either way, I’m not having it. Not in my archive. Not with my staff.”

The injustice of it all, the sheer, venomous wrongness of his words, strikes me with the force of a physical blow. He sees me as cheap. He sees my happiness, the first real happiness I’ve felt in years, as some kind of sordid transaction. The lump in my throat dissolves, replaced by a hot, sharp shard of anger. I have loved this job. I have poured my heart and soul into this quiet, sunlit space, into the preservation of these beautiful, forgotten things. And he is turning it into something sordid and cheap.

“That’s not fair,” I say, my voice gaining a sliver of strength, the tears now spilling silently down my cheeks. “You don’t know anything about me. Or about him.”

“I know enough,” he snarls, jabbing a finger at me. “I know you’re not good enough to get my job on your own. The only way a girl like you gets ahead is by offering up what’s between her legs. But you’re not going to do it here. Not on my watch.”

His words are a slap, each one leaving a stinging mark on my soul. Not good enough. The words echo the cruel whisperings of my own deepest insecurities, a voice I have tried for years to silence. Hearing them from his mouth, spat at me with such contempt, is more than I can bear. The anger in me deflates, replaced by a hollow, aching despair. He’s right, isn’t he? I’m not smart enough, not brave enough, not polished enough. I’m just Faye Alcott, the quiet girl who fades into the background. Maybe Alistair is just a fluke, and this is all a momentary madness on his part. Maybe Harold sees the truth.

“I’m not... I’m not trying to take your job,” I whisper, the fight gone out of me, leaving only a cold, empty ache in my chest. “I just want to do my work.”

“Your work here is done,” he says, his voice flat, final. “I don’t want a woman like you working for me. You’re fired. Effective immediately.”

Fired.

The word hangs in the air between us, a death sentence to my little bubble of happiness. My world crumbles. The archive, my quiet sanctuary, is being ripped away from me. All because I dared to be happy. All because I dared to be seen.

I stare at him, my mind blank, the word echoing in the sudden, roaring silence of my head. He can’t be serious. This can’t be happening.

“You... you can’t,” I stammer, my voice a choked, broken thing.

“I just did,” he says, his face a cold, unforgiving mask. “Get your things and get out. I don’t want to see your face in here again.”

He turns his back on me, dismissing me as if I’m nothing more than a piece of trash to be thrown out. I stand there for a moment, stunned, unable to move, unable to process what just happened. Then, with a choked sob, I turn and flee.

I rush out of his office, my vision blurred by a torrent of tears, my heart a shattered mess in my chest. I don’t look where I’m going, my feet carrying me on their own, out of the office, down the corridor, and out of the building. I don’t stop until I’m on the street, the cool afternoon air a welcome shock to my heated, tear-streaked skin. I lean against the cold, hard brick of the building, my body wracked with sobs that tear from my throat, raw and painful.

I loved that job. I loved the quiet and the sense of purpose I found in those hallowed halls. It was my place. And now it’s gone. Ripped away from me by a man who saw me not as a person, but as a cheap, manipulative slut. A woman not good enough to get ahead on her own merits.

Harold’s cruel words echo in my head, a venomous refrain that twists the knife of my pain. Not good enough. The words are a bitter, poison-laced confirmation of all my deepest, darkest fears. Maybe he’s right. Maybe I’m just a silly, naive girl who got swept up in a fantasy. A pretty distraction for a powerful man who will soon grow bored and move on to the next shiny thing.

A wave of self-doubt washes over me, cold and suffocating. What if I lose Alistair, too? The thought is so terrifying, it sends a fresh wave of panic through me, a frantic fluttering in my chest that makes it hard to breathe. I can’t lose him. I can’t. He’s the first person who’s ever truly seen me, who’s ever made me feel like I’m worth something.

My hand flies to my mouth, a choked sob escaping my lips as the full weight of my situation crashes down on me. I have no job. I have no idea what I’m going to do. And the man I think I’m falling in love with is a billionaire who probably has a dozen women so much better than I could ever be vying for his attention.

The world begins to spin, a dizzying, nauseating blur of color and sound. I need to get home. I need to be in my own space, surrounded by my own things, where I can curl up in a ball and pretend this day never happened.

I push myself away from the wall, my legs shaky and unsteady, and start to walk in the direction of home.

Away from the job I loved.


Chapter Six
Alistair


The final meeting of the day is a tedious, drawn-out affair, a necessary evil in the running of a global empire. I sit at the head of the polished mahogany table, my fingers steepled, my expression a mask of polite interest. I nod and I murmur in all the right places, but my mind is a million miles away. It’s in a quiet, sunlit archive, with a girl who has hair the color of sunshine and eyes the color of a summer sky.

Faye.

Her name is a constant, a soft, persistent whisper in the back of my mind. I can still taste the sweetness of her on my tongue, a faint, lingering reminder of our lunch, of the glorious, intoxicating intimacy we shared in the back of my car. The memory makes my body tighten with a familiar, hungry ache. She is a revelation. A treasure I have stumbled upon by sheer dumb luck, and I have no intention of ever letting her go.

The meeting finally draws to a close, the board members gathering their things and filing out of the room, their chatter fading into the background. I remain seated for a moment, my gaze fixed on the city lights twinkling beyond the windows, my thoughts consumed with the woman who has managed to capture my attention so completely. I need to see her. I need to hold her. I need to feel her soft body in my arms and lose myself in the scent of her skin.

My driver is waiting for me when I exit the building. I slide into the back seat, the soft leather a welcome embrace, and give him the address. The drive to the archive is a blur of city lights and passing traffic, my heart a steady, eager drumbeat against my ribs. I’m a man possessed, my focus singular, my desire a burning, all-consuming flame.

I can feel a smile tugging at my lips as the car pulls up in front of the archive, the familiar, elegant building a welcoming sight. I can almost see her now, her nose buried in a book, her brow furrowed in concentration, a stray strand of golden hair falling across her face. My sweet, clever Faye. My girl.

I stride into the archive, my steps echoing in the quiet, hallowed space. The air is thick with the scent of old paper and leather, a smell that has come to mean home to me. But something is wrong. The usual sense of peace and tranquility is gone, replaced by a tense, heavy silence that hangs in the air like a shroud. The lights are on, but the space feels empty, hollow.

I see Harold sitting at a desk in the corner. He looks up as I approach, his eyes wide with a flicker of fear, before he quickly schools his features into a mask of professional courtesy. “Mr. Chambers,” he says, his voice a little too loud, a little too eager. “I wasn’t expecting you back today.”

“Where is she?” I ask, my voice flat, devoid of any warmth. There is no need for pleasantries. I can see it in his eyes, in the way he won’t quite meet my gaze. Something has happened. Something is wrong.

“Where’s who?” he asks, his eyes darting around the room, looking anywhere but at me.

“Don’t play games with me, Harold,” I say, my voice a low, dangerous growl. “Faye. Where is she?”

He flinches at the tone of my voice, a nervous twitch that gives him away. “She, uh, she’s not here,” he stammers, his gaze fixed on the polished surface of the desk in front of him. “She... she quit.”

Quit.

The word hangs in the air between us, a blatant, offensive lie. It’s so ridiculous, so utterly unbelievable, that for a moment, I’m taken aback. Quit? The girl who practically lives and breathes for this place? The girl who finds more joy in the restoration of a crumbling 17th-century manuscript than most people find in a lifetime of parties and pleasure? It’s a lie. A pathetic, transparent attempt to cover up something else.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” I say, my voice dangerously soft. “She wouldn’t quit this job. She loves it here.”

“Well, she did,” he insists, his voice gaining a sliver of confidence. “This afternoon. Right after her lunch break. She just packed up her things and left. Said she was done.”

I take a step closer, my shadow falling over him, a physical manifestation of my growing rage. “She went to lunch with me, Harold. And when I brought her back, she was happy. She was excited to come back to work. So you will try again. And this time, you will tell me the truth.”

He pales, the thin sheen of sweat on his upper lip catching the dim light of the archive. He’s a pathetic man, a little tyrant in his small, dusty kingdom. But right now, he’s a pathetic man who knows something about my Faye. Something I don’t. And that is an unacceptable state of affairs.

“I... I don’t know what you mean,” he stammers, his eyes darting towards the door, as if calculating his chances of escape. “I’m telling you the truth. She quit.”

I lean down, my hands flat on the desk, my face inches from his. The scent of his fear, a sharp, acrid smell, fills my nostrils. “You’re a terrible liar, Harold. A truly dreadful one. Now, I am going to ask you one more time. Where. Is. Faye?”

The last few words are a low, menacing growl, a promise of the violence that is simmering just beneath the surface of my carefully constructed composure. He flinches, his body recoiling from the intensity of my gaze.

“She... she’s not a good person,” he finally manages to spit out, his voice a pathetic whine. “I saw how you looked at her. How she... she encouraged it. She’s after my job, Mr. Chambers. She just wanted a promotion to manager. I had to let her go. She was using you, Mr. Chambers, and I’m sorry you had to hear that from me.”

A cold, terrifying rage washes over me. The accusation is so vile, so utterly repulsive, it makes me sick to my stomach. To hear Faye’s name, her sweet, gentle nature, tainted with such a disgusting, sordid accusation is more than I can bear.

She’s a good girl. My girl. She is not a manipulator. She is not a social climber. She is an angel. And this pathetic little man, this insignificant speck of dust, has dared to tarnish her with his filth.

“Get out,” I say, my voice dangerously quiet.

“Mr. Chambers, please,” he stammers, his face ashen, his eyes wide with terror. “I was only trying to protect you...”

“Get out of my archive,” I repeat, my voice a low, menacing growl that makes the air crackle with tension. “You’re fired. I want you out of this building before I have you physically removed. Do not come back. Do not lock up. You will leave your keys on the desk, and you will walk away, and you will never, ever set foot in this place again.”

His face crumples, his composure finally shattering under the weight of my wrath. “Please, sir, I have a family,” he pleads, his voice a choked, desperate sob. “I need this job.”

“You should have thought of that before you dared to speak of her,” I snarl, my lip curling in disgust. “You will never work at this company again. Now get out.”

I turn my back on him, dismissing him with a finality that is absolute. I hear him scramble to his feet, the clatter of his keys on the desk a sharp, satisfying sound. He stammers a string of apologies, his words a jumbled, pathetic mess, but I don’t listen. My mind is already elsewhere, already with her.

I wait until I hear the heavy oak door swing shut, the final, resolute click of the latch echoing in the cavernous silence of the archive. Then I turn, picking up the keys Harold left behind. I stride towards the main doors, my movements swift and purposeful, and lock them myself.

As I walk back towards the car, a cold, hard fury settles in my chest, a heavy, suffocating weight. My poor girl. My sweet, innocent Faye, subjected to the venomous, small-minded accusations of that pathetic man. The thought of her hearing those words, of that ugliness tainting her beautiful spirit, makes my blood run cold.

I slide into the back of the car, the soft leather a poor substitute for the warmth of her embrace. “Take me to Faye’s house,” I command the driver, my voice clipped and sharp. “And be quick about it.”

The car pulls away from the curb, and I stare out of the window, my knuckles white where I grip the armrest.

I need to get to my girl and fix this.

Right now.


Chapter Seven
Faye


The world outside my window is a blur of gray and rain, a miserable reflection of the storm raging inside me. I’m curled up on my sofa, a blanket pulled tight around my shoulders, but it does nothing to ward off the chill that has seeped deep into my bones. A box of tissues is slowly being decimated on the cushion beside me, proof of the tears I’ve shed since stumbling through my front door a few hours ago. Not that there are any tears left by now. Now I just feel empty.

I’m a fool. A stupid, naïve, trusting fool.

I let myself believe, just for a little while, that I could have something wonderful. That I could be loved by a man like Alistair Chambers. A man who is so far out of my league, he might as well be a different species. Harold was right. I’m not good enough. I’m just a silly girl with a weird body and a head full of romantic dreams.

Alistair must know by now. He must have gone back to the archive to pick me up, only to find me gone. I wonder what Harold told him. I wonder if he even cares. He probably got the message that I was a cheap little tramp trying to use him for a promotion and decided he was well rid of me. It’s the only logical explanation. Why would a man like him want to be saddled with a mess like me?

I’m so lost in my miserable thoughts that I almost don’t hear the knock at the door. I freeze, my heart leaping into my throat. It can’t be. He wouldn’t come here. Not after… not after what Harold must have told him. I hold my breath, my ears straining, wondering if I imagined it.

Another knock, louder this time, more insistent. Followed by his voice, deep and familiar and filled with a worry that makes my heart ache.

“Faye! Open the door, darling! I know you’re in there. Please, just let me in.”

Oh, god. It’s him. And he sounds… he sounds frantic. Not angry. Not disgusted. Worried. The sound of his voice, so full of genuine concern, is my undoing. I scramble off the sofa, my legs shaky and unsteady, and fumble with the lock. I pull the door open, and there he is.

He looks… he looks wrecked. His perfect, polished facade is cracked, his eyes wild with a fear that mirrors my own. His hair is slightly disheveled, as if he’s been running his hands through it in frustration. He takes one look at my tear-stained face, my red-rimmed eyes, and the puffy mess I must be, and his own face crumbles.

He doesn’t say a word. He just steps inside, kicks the door shut with a sharp, decisive thud, and then he scoops me up into his arms. I let out a soft gasp of surprise as he lifts me as if I weigh nothing, my legs automatically wrapping around his waist, my arms circling his neck. He holds me tight, his face buried in my hair, his body a solid, reassuring wall of muscle and warmth.

“Shhh, my darling, I’m here now,” he says softly. “It’s alright. Everything’s going to be alright.”

I cling to him, my face pressed into the crook of his neck, breathing in his scent. He smells of expensive cologne and rain, a familiar, comforting aroma that instantly calms the frantic, fluttering panic in my chest. He carries me through my small apartment, not putting me down until he’s settled us both on my sofa, arranging me so I’m curled up in his lap, my head tucked under his chin.

“Did you speak to Harold already?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

I can feel the tension in his body, a coiled, angry energy that vibrates through him. “I did,” he says, his voice tight. “He told me what happened.”

My heart sinks. I knew it. I knew this would be the end. “He told you I was using you to get his job?” I ask, my voice cracking on the last few words.

“He did,” he confirms, his voice dangerously soft. “And then I fired him.”

My head snaps up, my eyes wide with shock. “You… you what?”

“I fired him, darling,” he says, his gray eyes dark and serious. “The man is a cretin. A small-minded, vindictive little worm who dared to utter such vile lies about you. He will never work at any of my companies again. He will find it very difficult to find work in this city at all.”

I can only stare at him, my mouth agape, my mind struggling to process his words. He didn’t believe Harold. He fired him. For me. The thought is so overwhelming, so utterly incredible, it steals the air from my lungs. “But… why?” I stammer, my voice a choked whisper. “You don’t have to do that for me. I’m not worth it.”

His expression softens, his eyes filling with a warmth that makes my heart ache. “Oh, my darling, but you are,” he says, his voice thick with emotion. “You are worth everything.” He gently strokes my hair back from my face, his fingers tracing the line of my jaw. “You are worth so much more than that pathetic little man could ever comprehend. You are a treasure, Faye. A rare and precious thing. And no one, and I mean no one, is allowed to speak about you like that.”

Tears well up in my eyes again, hot and overwhelming. They’re not tears of sadness this time, but of a profound, soul-deep relief. He believes me. He’s protecting me.

“I’m going to take care of this,” he continues, his voice firm, leaving no room for argument. “I’m going to take care of you. You don’t have to worry about a thing.” He looks at me, his gaze intense, his gray eyes burning with a feverish light. “As of tomorrow morning, you will be the new manager of the archive.”

My breath catches in my throat. “What?” I whisper, my mind reeling from the sudden, shocking turn of events. “Alistair, no. I can’t.”

“You can,” he insists, his tone brooking no argument. “You are more than qualified. You know that archive better than anyone. You love it. You’ll be brilliant.”

“But… I don’t want you to think that Harold was right about me. I swear I wasn’t using you. I never once thought about his job. I like you, Alistair. Just… you.” I am babbling, my voice trembling as I try to make him understand the most important part of all of this. I don’t want his charity. I want him. “I would never, ever try to manipulate you to get ahead. I just… I just wanted to be with you. I still do.”

He cups my face in his hands, his thumbs gently stroking my cheeks, wiping away the last of my tears. “Oh, my darling, I know. Of course, I know,” he says firmly. “I know you’re not like that. I’m not giving you this job because I think you expect it. I’m giving it to you because you deserve it. It’s yours. It should have been yours from the start.”

He says it with such conviction, such an unwavering belief in me, that I can’t help but believe him. A wave of happiness washes over me that’s so potent it makes me dizzy. The manager of the archive. My own quiet, beautiful kingdom. It’s a dream I never even let myself have. And he’s giving it to me.

“Really?” I whisper, a shy, hopeful smile touching my lips.

“Really,” he confirms, his own smile soft, his eyes full of a warmth that makes my heart do a little flip. “It will be my great pleasure to see you in your new office tomorrow.”

“Okay,” I whisper softly. “Okay. Yes. I’ll do it.” And then, because I can’t help myself, because my heart is so full of love and gratitude for this man, I lean in and press my lips to his.

It’s a soft, tentative kiss at first, a gentle exploration. But it doesn’t stay that way for long. The moment our lips meet, a current passes between us, a spark that quickly ignites into a raging inferno. His mouth opens over mine, and the kiss deepens, becoming more urgent, more demanding. His tongue sweeps into my mouth, claiming me, tasting me, and I meet his passion with my own.

His arms tighten around me, pulling me closer, until there’s no space left between us, my soft curves molded to the hard planes of his body. I can feel the solid, insistent length of him pressing against my thigh, a thrilling reminder of his desire. My body responds, a deep, aching throb starting in my core, a delicious heat that spreads through me like a wildfire.

He pulls away for a moment, his breathing ragged, his eyes dark and heavy-lidded with a hunger that takes my breath away. “Faye,” he says, his voice little more than a guttural rasp. “My darling girl.”

His hands find the hem of my sweater, and he pulls it over my head in one smooth, fluid motion. He tosses it aside, his gaze dropping to my breasts, and I can feel the heat in my cheeks, a familiar blush of shame rising in me. My simple cotton bra is already damp, the tell-tale sign of my condition. I’ve been so caught up in the emotional rollercoaster of the last few hours that I haven’t even thought to express the excess milk.

He lets out a quiet growl, an animalistic sound that vibrates through me. “So beautiful, darling,” he murmurs. “So perfect. Look at you, leaking for me already. So ready to feed me.”

I let out a soft gasp, a fresh wave of heat washing over me at his words. I never thought I’d find a man who would crave my milk like he does. The least I’d hoped for is that someone might tolerate it. But Alistair doesn’t just tolerate it. He worships it. He worships me. The thought is so overwhelming I can hardly breathe.

He reaches behind me, his fingers unclasping my bra, and he slides it down my arms, his knuckles brushing against my skin, sending shivers down my spine. My breasts are free now, heavy and full, the pale skin flushed with arousal, a single, pearly bead of milk glistening on my right nipple.

He dips his head, his tongue flicking out to lap up that single drop, a low groan rumbling in his chest. “Ambrosia,” he moans. “My own personal ambrosia.” Then he closes his mouth over my breast, and I cry out, my back arching as a wave of pleasure washes over me. He doesn’t just drink from me; he devours me. His tongue is a firm, velvety pressure against my nipple, his mouth a hot, hungry suction that sends sparks shooting through me. My body responds, a rush of milk letting down, flooding his mouth, and he swallows greedily, his throat working, a deep, satisfied hum vibrating through him.

This is what he does to me. This is what he turns me into. A wanton, willing creature, drunk on his touch, desperate for more. I have never felt so desired, so utterly consumed by another person’s passion.

His other hand comes up to cup my neglected breast, his thumb and forefinger rolling my tight, pebbled nipple, teasing me and making me ache for his mouth. I thread my fingers through his hair, holding him to me, my hips rocking against the hard length of him.

In a smooth, fluid motion, he shifts us on the sofa, laying me down on my back, his body covering mine, his weight a welcome, grounding pressure. He doesn’t stop his attentions to my breasts, his mouth switching from one to the other, taking what he needs from me. I spread my thighs, and he settles between them, his hips rocking against me in a slow, deliberate rhythm that’s driving me insane.

He pulls back, his gray eyes blazing with a fire that burns me to my very soul. He’s breathing heavily, his chest rising and falling, his lips glistening with a trace of my milk. He is magnificent. A god. And he is looking at me like I’m his goddess.

“I am going to claim you now, my darling,” he says, his voice a guttural rasp, his gaze intense and unwavering. “I’m going to bury myself so deep inside you, you’ll never know where you end and I begin.”

“Yes,” I breathe, the word a desperate, needy prayer. “Please, Alistair.”

He reaches for the zip on the side of my skirt, his fingers deft, his movements precise. He slides the fabric down my hips, his knuckles brushing against my skin, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. He makes quick work of my simple cotton panties, and then I am naked before him, exposed and vulnerable in the soft light of my living room. I should feel shy, I should feel embarrassed, but all I feel is a burning, aching need for this man to take me and make me his.

His gaze sweeps over me, a slow, possessive perusal. “Exquisite,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. “Utterly exquisite.”

He stands for a moment, his hands going to the buttons of his shirt, his movements efficient. He shrugs off the fine cotton, revealing the hard, sculpted planes of his chest, the dusting of dark hair that narrows to a tantalizing trail leading down to the waistband of his pants. My breath catches in my throat. He is a masterpiece of masculine perfection, and he is about to be mine.

His pants and boxers follow, and then he is as naked as I am. My gaze is drawn to his erection, jutting from the dark curls at his groin, thick and proud and so very, very ready. I swallow hard, a mixture of trepidation and a sharp, aching anticipation coiling in my belly.

He kneels on the sofa between my spread thighs, his eyes never leaving mine. “You are a virgin, aren’t you, darling?” he asks, and I wonder if he can see the truth in my eyes.

I can only manage a small, breathless nod, my cheeks flushing with heat.

“Good,” he says, and the word is a deep growl that sends a shiver through me. “I will be your first. Your only. There will be no one else for you after this, Faye. And there will certainly be no one else for me.”

It’s not a question. It’s a statement of fact. And in that moment, I know it’s true. There could never be anyone else for me after him.

He lowers himself over me, and his hand reaches down, his fingers tracing the slick, swollen folds of my sex. I can’t help but moan, and it’s a desperate, needy sound that is barely recognizable as my own.

“So wet for me, darling,” he groans. “So ready.” He slides two long, thick fingers inside me, and I gasp at the sudden, welcome intrusion.

“Please, Alistair,” I whimper, my hands clutching at his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin. “Please.”

He withdraws his fingers, and for a moment, I feel a sense of loss. But then he is positioning himself at my entrance, the thick, blunt head of his cock pressing against my slick opening. He pauses, his gaze locked on mine, and in his eyes, I see a fierce, possessive tenderness that takes my breath away.

“Are you ready to be mine, Faye?” he asks.

“Yes,” I whisper, my voice trembling with anticipation. “Yours.”

With one slow, deliberate thrust, he pushes inside me, breaking through the fragile barrier of my innocence. A sharp, stinging pain flashes through me, followed by a wave of pleasure so intense it steals my breath away. He stills, letting me adjust to the feel of him, thick and hard and impossibly deep inside me. I can feel my inner walls clenching around him, my body instinctively trying to hold him, to keep him inside me.

“Alright, my darling?” he asks, his voice a concerned murmur.

“More,” I manage to gasp out, my hips arching up to meet his. “More.”

He gives a low chuckle, a sound of deep, masculine satisfaction, and then he begins to move. He starts with slow, deep thrusts, his hips rocking in a steady, unhurried rhythm that’s designed to drive me wild. He’s not just taking my body; he’s claiming it, marking it as his own. He’s showing me, with every powerful stroke, exactly who I belong to.

And I love it.

I love the feel of him inside me, the delicious friction, the way he fills me so completely. I love the sounds he makes, the low groans, the guttural grunts of pleasure that are ripped from his throat with every thrust. I love the way his body feels on top of mine, the weight of him, the heat of him.

But most of all, I love what he does next.

He lowers his head, his mouth finding my breast again, and he drinks from me. The combination of sensations is overwhelming, a dizzying, intoxicating cocktail of pleasure. The hot, hungry suction of his mouth on my nipple, the deep, steady rhythm of his cock inside me. It’s too much. It’s not enough.

He is a man on a mission, determined to claim me in the most fundamental way possible. He is marking me from the inside out, and I am more than willing to let him.

“I’m going to put a baby in you, my darling,” he growls against my breast. “I’m going to fill this sweet little womb with my seed until you’re overflowing with it. I’m going to make you a mother. My wife. I’m going to make sure you understand that you are completely mine.”

His words are a dark, delicious spell that speaks to a part of me I never knew existed. The thought of carrying his child, of having a piece of him inside me, is so potent that it sends me spiraling towards the edge of ecstasy.

“Yes,” I moan, my fingers tangled in his hair, my body arching up to meet his thrusts. “Oh, yes, Alistair. Please.”

I am his. I have been his from the moment I first saw him, and I will be his until the day I die.

He lifts his head, his lips glistening, his eyes burning with a feverish light. “Say it,” he commands. “Tell me that you want my baby inside you.”

“I do,” I gasp, my voice a breathy, desperate whisper. “I want your baby, Alistair. I want to carry your child. Please fill me up. Make me yours.”

His response is a low, guttural groan of triumph. He drives into me, harder, faster, his control finally shattering, his movements becoming more erratic, more desperate. He is a man possessed, a primal force of nature, and I am the center of his storm.

The orgasm that tears through me is blinding, a white-hot explosion of pleasure that starts in my core and radiates outwards, consuming me whole. I cry out his name, a high, keening wail of ecstasy, my body arching up off the sofa as my inner walls clench around him in a series of powerful, rhythmic spasms.

He follows me over the edge a moment later, his body stiffening, a roar tearing from his throat as he buries himself to the hilt inside me. I can feel the hot, powerful spurts of his seed flooding my womb, a delicious, intimate warmth that soothes and satisfies a deep, primal part of my soul. He continues to pump into me, his body trembling with the force of his release, a man determined to fulfill his promise, to empty every last drop of himself into me.

Finally, his movements cease, his body going slack over mine, his weight a welcome, comforting pressure. We are both breathing heavily, our chests rising and falling rapidly as we gasp for air.

He doesn’t move, simply stays where he is, his face buried in the crook of my neck. My body is a beautiful, blissful ache, a pleasant, throbbing reminder of his possession. I feel boneless and sated, in a state of complete and utter contentment.

“Don’t move, my darling,” he murmurs, his voice a raspy whisper against my ear. “Just stay right here. Let me stay inside you for a little longer. I want to make sure my seed takes. I want to make sure you’re well and truly claimed.”

I can only hum in response, a soft, contented sound that rumbles in my chest. I am more than happy to stay here, locked together with him, our bodies joined in the most intimate way possible. I feel… whole. Complete. As if the missing piece of my soul has finally been slotted into place. This is where I belong. This is where I have always belonged.

He shifts slightly, propping himself up on his elbows, his eyes, dark and heavy-lidded, gazing down at me. A soft, tender smile touches his lips. “How do you feel, my darling girl?” he asks, his voice a low, gentle murmur.

I look up at him, my heart swelling with a love so profound it’s almost painful. I reach up, my fingers tracing the line of his strong jaw, the rough stubble a delicious friction against my sensitive skin. “Happy,” I whisper, the word feeling inadequate to describe the overwhelming joy that is bubbling up inside me. “I feel… perfect.”

He chuckles softly. “You are perfect, my darling. You are absolutely perfect.” He lowers his head and presses a soft, lingering kiss to my forehead, a sweet gesture that makes my heart ache.

“I love you,” I whisper before I can stop the words coming out. Oh God, he must think I’m crazy for saying that. After all, we’ve only known each other twenty-four hours. The heat rushes to my cheeks. I’m being foolish and impulsive again.

He pauses for a moment, his gaze searching mine, his expression unreadable. Then, a slow, dazzling smile spreads across his face, a smile so full of warmth and tenderness it takes my breath away. “And I love you, Faye Alcott,” he says, his voice clear and certain. “I have loved you from the moment I first saw you in the archive. I love you more than I ever thought it was possible to love another person.”

My heart soars. He loves me. He actually loves me. The knowledge is so overwhelming, so wonderful, it feels like a dream. I wrap my arms around his neck and pull him down for a kiss, pouring all my love and all my gratitude into it.

This is the start of something new. Something wonderful.

And I can’t wait to see where it takes us.


Epilogue
Alistair


Six months later:

The midday sun streams through the grand, arched windows of the archive, illuminating the swirling dust motes like tiny, dancing stars. It’s a sight I’ve come to cherish, a daily reminder of the hallowed ground upon which I found my reason for living. I should be in a meeting. A tedious, interminable board meeting. But I’d dismissed it with an abrupt email sent from my car ten minutes ago. It was an important meeting, they’d claimed, but nothing is more important than Faye.

Nothing.

My footsteps are silent on the worn floorboards as I make my way through the hushed stacks, a familiar path etched into my memory. I bypass the main reading room, my gaze fixed on the small, discreet office tucked away in the furthest corner of the archive.

Her office.

My heart gives a familiar, powerful lurch as I approach the frosted glass pane of the door. Her name is etched there in elegant, gold leaf script. Faye Chambers. My wife. My beautiful, brilliant, pregnant wife.

I can hear her soft humming from within; a sweet, melodic sound that never fails to soothe the ragged edges of my soul. I push the door open without knocking. This is my space as much as it is hers, a truth that was established the very first night I brought her to my home. A truth that was sealed when I slipped a ring on her finger two months after we met, during a dizzying, whirlwind of a wedding that left me breathless with joy.

She doesn’t startle. She never does. She always seems to know when I’m near, as if her very soul is attuned to mine. She looks up from her desk, a warm, welcoming smile spreading across her beautiful face, her blue eyes lighting up with a love that still has the power to bring me to my knees.

And then my gaze drops to the magnificent swell of her belly. Our baby. My child, growing safe and sound within the sanctuary of her body. The sight is a potent, visceral punch to my gut, creating a wave of possessive pride so fierce it makes me dizzy.

I close the door behind me, the soft click of the latch echoing in the quiet office. I lean back against it, a slow grin spreading across my face.

She watches me, her expression curious, her head tilted to one side like a sweet, innocent little bird. “Alistair,” she murmurs, her voice a soft, melodic caress. “I thought you had a meeting.”

“The meeting could wait,” I say. “I couldn’t.”

I push myself away from the door and move towards her, my gaze never leaving hers. I can see the blush rising on her cheeks, a delicate pink flush that I’ve become addicted to. She knows the look on my face. She knows exactly what it means.

But it seems my sweet Faye is in a wicked mood today, too.

As I stop beside her chair, she turns, her blue eyes darkening with a desire that mirrors my own. Her hand comes to rest on my thigh, a light, tentative touch that sends a jolt of electricity straight through me. Her fingers slowly, deliberately, trace the seam of my trousers, inching their way up, up, up, until they are brushing against the hard, insistent length of my arousal.

A low groan rumbles in my chest. My girl is playing with fire.

Her touch becomes bolder, her palm pressing against my straining cock, stroking me through the fabric. My eyes close as I surrender to the exquisite pleasure of her touch. She is a siren, an enchantress, and I am completely, utterly lost in her thrall. It doesn’t matter that we are in her office, in the middle of the day, with the potential for interruption. All that matters is her. The feel of her hands on me. The scent of her skin; a sweet, milky fragrance that is intoxicating.

She makes quick work of my belt buckle, the soft click of the metal a tantalizing promise. Her fingers are nimble, her movements sure, as she unzips my fly and frees my aching flesh from the confines of my pants. My breath hisses out between my teeth as her cool, soft fingers wrap around my hot, hard length.

She looks up at me, a shy, wicked smile playing on her lips. Then she leans in and takes me into her mouth.

The sensation is divine. A hot, wet, velvety heaven that sends me hurtling towards the edge of reason. I thread my fingers through her silky blonde hair, my grip tightening as I struggle to maintain control. Her tongue is a firm pressure against the sensitive underside of my cock, her mouth a tight, hungry suction that is driving me insane. She takes me deep, her throat working, her nose pressing against my abdomen, and I have to bite back a groan, a raw, primal sound of intense pleasure.

I could lose myself in this. I could spend an eternity in the sweet, addictive heat of her mouth. But I have other plans for my girl.

With a supreme effort of will, I pull back, my cock slipping from her lips with a soft, wet pop. She looks up at me, her blue eyes wide with surprise, her lips glistening.

“Alistair?” she whispers, her voice a breathy, confused murmur.

I don’t answer. I can’t. Words are inadequate. I simply reach down, wrap my arms around her, and lift. She lets out a soft gasp of surprise as I set her down on the edge of her desk, sending a stack of books tumbling to the floor with a loud thud. Neither of us flinches.

She is wearing a simple floral dress today, a soft, floaty thing that does nothing to hide the beautiful curve of her belly. It’s my favorite kind of dress on her. Easy access. I reach for the hem, my fingers bunching in the soft fabric, and I pull it up, over her hips, over the beautiful, ripe swell of our child, and over her head. I toss it aside, my gaze raking over her.

She is exquisite. A goddess of fertility. Her pale skin is flushed with a delicate pink, her curves soft and generous, her body overflowing with life and promise. She is wearing simple white cotton underwear, and the fabric is already damp with her desire for me. Her husband.

But my gaze is drawn to her breasts, fuller and heavier than I have ever seen them, the blue veins a delicate, intricate map beneath the translucent skin. A single pearly bead of milk has escaped and is tracing a slow, glistening path down the curve of her breast. The sight of it never fails to ignite a fierce, desperate hunger within me.

I lean down, my tongue flicking out to lap up that precious drop. Her taste is on me again, sweet and life-giving, and my need for her becomes a painful, insistent ache. I need more. I need all of her.

I hook my thumbs into the waistband of her panties, and she lifts her hips to help me in an act of willing surrender. I slide the fabric down her legs and discard it, leaving her completely bare and vulnerable before me. My beautiful girl. My wife. The mother of my child. She is so goddamn beautiful it almost hurts to look at her.

I spread her legs with my hands, my gaze dropping to the pretty, pink folds of her sex, already glistening with her arousal. She is so ready for me. So wet. So willing. The thought sends another jolt of possessive pride through me.

I position myself at her entrance, the thick, blunt head of my cock nudging against her slick opening. Her eyes meet mine, dark and full of a love so profound it takes my breath away.

“Please, Alistair,” she whispers, her voice a breathy, desperate plea.

And how could I ever deny my girl anything?

With one slow, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her. A soft gasp escapes her lips, her body arching up to meet me. I pause for a moment, savoring the feel of her, hot and tight and impossibly welcoming. I am home. This is my home. Not the sprawling mansion or the gleaming high-rise offices. Here. Inside her. Connected to her in the most intimate way possible.

“Look at us, darling,” I murmur, my gaze dropping to where our bodies are joined. “Look at how beautiful you are, taking all of me.” My hand comes to rest on the magnificent curve of her belly, my fingers spreading wide with a worshipful touch. “Look at you, so full of my baby. So fertile. So perfect.”

A pretty pink flush spreads across her cheeks and down her neck. She loves it when I praise her like this, when I worship her body, her femininity. Her hands come to rest on my shoulders, her fingers clutching at the fabric of my shirt.

I begin to move, my hips rocking in a slow, deliberate rhythm. It’s a dance we know well, a primal, ancient rhythm that speaks of ownership, of possession, of a love so profound it transcends words. With every deep, powerful stroke, I am reminding her exactly who she belongs to. And the answer is simple. Me. She belongs to me. Body, soul, heart, and womb.

My gaze is drawn back to her breasts. My mouth waters. My obsession with her body, with the sweet sustenance she provides, has only grown in the months we have been together. I cannot get enough of her. I will never get enough of her.

I lean down, my lips closing over her right nipple. A soft, breathy moan escapes her lips as I begin to drink, my mouth hot and hungry on her teat. The sweet, creamy taste of her milk floods my senses, a delicious nectar that is more addictive than any fine wine. I can feel the rush of her letdown, a warm, powerful surge that fills my mouth, and I swallow greedily, my throat working as I let out a satisfied moan against her soft flesh.

I am a man consumed. A man obsessed. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.

My free hand roams over her body, a familiar, possessive path. I trace the delicate curve of her hip, the swell of her thigh, the soft, sensitive skin of her inner knee. My fingers find their way back to her belly, and I press my palm flat against her, feeling the solid, reassuring weight of the life growing inside her.

I switch my attention to her other breast, my mouth closing over her left nipple, and she cries out, her back arching. I drink from her, my cock thrusting into her as I let the delicious taste of her fill me. This is heaven. This is what I was put on this earth to do. To worship my wife. To love her. To protect her. To provide for her.

My darling girl is panting now, her body jolted by each hard thrust of my hips. She is close. I can feel it in the way her body trembles, in the way her breath hitches in her throat. I lift my head from her breast, my lips glistening with a trace of her milk, and I look at her. Her face is flushed, her blue eyes dark and dazed with pleasure, her lips parted as she gasps for breath. She is the most beautiful creature I have ever seen.

“That’s it, my darling,” I murmur, my voice little more than a guttural rasp. “Let go for me. Come all over my cock.”

It only takes a few more thrusts before her body is arching up off the desk, a high, keening wail of ecstasy tearing from her throat. I should remind her to be quiet, in case anybody outside her office hears us, but I can’t bring myself to silence the moans I love. Her inner walls clench around me in a series of powerful, rhythmic spasms that milk my own release from me. I bury myself deep inside her with a guttural roar of triumph, my own release a hot, powerful flood that fills her, claiming her, marking her as mine once more.

We stay like that for a long moment, our bodies joined, our breathing ragged, the air thick with the scent of our lovemaking. I rest my forehead against hers, my eyes closed as I savor the feel of her, the warmth of her, the sheer, overwhelming perfection of this woman.

Slowly, I pull back, my cock slipping from her tight heat. I see my seed leaking from between her glistening folds, and possessive pride swells in my chest. I tuck myself back into my pants, the fabric now damp and wrinkled from our frantic coupling. I don’t care. I would walk out of here covered in the evidence of our love and wear it as a badge of honor.

She is still leaning back on her elbows, her chest heaving, her body a beautiful, sated mess. Her beautiful breasts are still damp with my saliva, her legs are still spread wide in a posture of utter surrender. And her gloriously round belly is a testament to the life we created together.

I gently help her sit up, my hands lingering on her soft skin. I pick up her discarded dress, my fingers tracing the delicate floral pattern, and I pull it over her head, my fingertips brushing purposely over her flushed skin. I don’t bother with her panties. I’ll keep those. A little souvenir for my pocket.

“I love it when you come to visit me at work,” she says, her voice breathless even as she smiles up at me, her eyes bright with a lingering pleasure. “You make the day better.”

I can’t help but chuckle, a low, rumbling sound that is pure, masculine satisfaction. “Oh, darling,” I say as I gently adjust the soft fabric of her dress over her rounded belly. “You have no idea what a simple sight of you does to me. No idea at all.”

But I can’t wait to spend a lifetime showing her just how obsessed I have become with her.

***
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