.

- over i-ri" i \l,kwnh the scent "' s |
of lavender from Lhe‘candles she had lit, a
desperate attempt to calm her racing thoughts.
The door was locked, and the silence was

deafening. '

She had dismissed all of her maids, not wanting
anyone to nag her about her quiet and
somewhat groggy state. She needed time, space
—to think, to feel to process everything that had

happened the night before.

She undressed slowly, her fingers trembling
slightly as she removed each piece of clothing.
When she was finally bare, she took a few
seconds to assess the light pink marks on her
body--the sensual "branding left by Liam as if

he wanted to claim her, ‘Lo make sure she would
constantly think of hlS‘ to|u ' ‘ Al
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But the physical relief did little to ease the 3
turmoil inside her. Her mind was a whirlwind of
emotions, and no matter how hard she tried, she
couldn't stop thinking about last night—about
Liam, about everything that he did to her in his
relentless fit of passion.

Amelie kept scolding herself for being so cold to
her husband this morning. and again during
their flight back home. It wasn't fair, and it
certainly wasn't how she truly felt, but she
couldn't help it. She was exhausted and in a lot of
pain, she wanted to be a little sulky too. 2

Amelie closed her eyes, leaning her head back
against the edge of the tub as the memories of
their passionate night together flooded her
senses. It had been the most intense,
exhilarating, and most erotic experience of

e l— S
entire life.




‘aloofness had hurt him deeply, that he was
probably beating himself up right now, thmkm
he had disappointed her. '

But he hadn't. Oh, how far from the truth that
was.

Amelie let out a small laugh, though it was tinged

with a hint of exasperation.

"Liam... you giant teddy bear,' she murmured to
herself. She wasn't disappointed—far from it.
The problem wasn't him; it was her. She had

never experienced anything like that before.

Her previous marriage had been nothing
compared to this—this overwhelming wave of
passion that Liam had awakened within her. It
was thrilling, yes, but it was also terrifying. Her
body was still aching from the intensity of it all,
and she hadn't been able to do anythmg

. -after because of it.




that meant they might do that very same thi
every night. 2

Her cheeks flushed a deep crimson at the
thought. Amelie could barely handle the memc
of last night, let alone the idea of it becoming a
regular occurrence. She remembered Liam's
insatiable behavior, how he had been so
completely consumed by his desire for her. It
had felt like both pleasure and torture all at
once, and while she had loved every second of if,
she wasn't sure if she was ready to embrace that

level of intensity on a nightly basis.

It was almost like he was an entirely different
person... So greedy, So possessive... I've never
had anyone lusting after me so much." 1

Amelie slid her hand over the places where her
husband had touched her before and felt her




The bathwater had grown cold by the ’Ume Ml ;H' L |
Amelie finally emerged, her skin soft and clean "‘, 1
and her mind a little clearer too, though still
clouded with uncertainty.

She wrapped herself in a thick, plush towel,
savoring the soft fabric against her skin, and
then padded over to the vanity, where a glass of
wine, prepared by Mary, waited for her lips. She
took a small sip, hoping it would calm her
nerves, before taking another, larger one. The
wine was rich and smooth, but it did little to

quell the storm inside her.

She sat down in the chair by the window, the
cool night air brushing against her damp skin as
she waited for Liam to return.

’Knowmg his personality, I'm sure he wzll be taou

step.”
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"Amelie?" Liam's voice was tentative, almosi:‘
meek, and it tugged at the woman's heart. S
could picture him standing there, hesitant, I
unsure if she even wanted to see him. Almost
like a scolded puppy.

She quickly downed the rest of her wine, feeling

the liquid warmth spread through her chest, and
stood up. With a deep breath, she walked over to,
the door and unlocked it, opening it to reveal

her husband standing there, looking
uncharacteristically unsure of himself. Smaller:

been. Shrunk.

resoundmg sound.

Liam looked down at her, all;,ﬂ 1

pushed him gently agams;t Frl“i e do
' l} wieill L




gentle kiss to his soft lips.

She felt him relax slightly under her touch, his
tension easing, but as he moved closer to kiss
her again, she pulled back, placing her fingers
against his lips. He ended up kissing her
fingertips instead, his breath hot against her

skin.

‘Liam..." she began, her voice soft but steady. "I
wanted to apologize for being so cold to you this
morning, and during our flight back home. The
truth is... I really enjoyed our night together, but
it was a little too much for me 2

stormy eyes, but she could see t
care in his expression.

Amelie rubbed her o e




" fmg : t, but you have to understand me...
to control myself when you're so b‘eaut-i:fu

His wife's heart fluttered at his words, and she |
blushed deeply.

"But [ don't want this to push you away," he
continued, his lips curling into a reassuring
smile. "So... let's take it the way you feel
comfortable with. I'll let you decide when you
want us to be together like that again, and I'll let
you decide how exactly you want it to be.
Although it will be hard, | promise | will listen to
you and stop when you want me to stop. What

do you think about this arrangement?"

Amelie felt a wave of relief wash over her, a small
smile forming on her lips. "Yes... I think I like it."

Liam's expression softened even more as he

kissed her forehead again. "So, how do you

to proceed from here?"




as she wrapped her slender fingers iar'ouridf:h !
husband's forearms. "It's too late to do it now,x
silly. But I'll sleep in your bed starting from :
tonight

Liam's cheeks flushed slightly, and she could see
the familiar glint of desire in his eyes as he
pulled her closer. "I thought I would be on cloud
nine the moment | hear those words, but now |
realize I'll be the most miserable man on Earth.
To share a bed with a woman like you next to me
and do nothing... God, I'll need all the help in the
world to keep my hands off you."

She chuckled, sliding her right hand over his

cheek. "Gosh, you are definitely a player
flirt!" Rt




