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wmwm.uauheemﬂ
mmmlummm
dared stop him.

But he hadn't. He was just waiting there.
Without complaints.
Without a bad mood

mmmmmmmm
seemed to lit up with a smile.

'Howareyw.mloﬂ'he-kedmemnly.
andmyheaﬂbﬂtncedﬂlemwayltﬂwayl
did when he was around.

No matter what he called me.
Warrior.
Emerald.
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Phoenix.
Spitfire.
Wife.

Every name used to give those strange, delicious
tingles.

"How am I?" I walked up to him and placed my

handsonmyhlps,'l‘lred.mrty.my.l'm
feeunghowaheadwarrloulmﬂdfeel'

He chuckled while watching me, "And still you
manage to look beautiful”

lrolledmyeyuandbrmhedputhlm.mdmg
brﬂwdoof.mmlmmsmwm
believe them, Sebastian”

'Andwhywolﬂdldoﬂut?'l-lefolowedme
inside.

lkeptmyﬁmmmmmm
dldn'taffectmhulde,ﬂmgh.lcwldfeelmy
stonnd\domgtlmeﬁnmy.rldlmlmumps.

Onceweweremme,lplaeedmydagerdown
onthetable.'leameheretohavelmu:h...‘ltold
him with a fake smile, "Alone.

Didn't we already share a meal last night?

He leaned against the wall, utterly unbothered,
*Funny. That's exactly why I came here... to have
lunch. With you!"
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[ was trying my best to give him an annoyed
look, but the fu*cker had already gotten into me
last night. I realized late that the dinner was his
first step towards me.

Though I didn't know why he was struggling
when he could have any woman he wanted.

'l.lar!'lmmedawaytohldethesmllen-ymgto
form on my lips.

*Liar! Me!" he sounded surprised, “Look at me,
wifer”

Damn! He was doing it again!

Mwswulwuwmmhleﬂnm
1ook at me. To let him see who [ was becoming.
To let him touch me in places I never knew
existed.

1 slowly turned to face him, with my tongue
touching the inner cheek, “What?"

l-leslowlycunetomrdlmuﬂplnchedmy
dﬂn,'Youantakeyowmaskoff,Amom...‘he
suggested softly.

His fingers then brushed to the side of my face,
and he was doing it so gently, like I was made of
glass and he was afraid I might break.

Being extremely patient, he slipped the mask off.
I froze. Last night I did it just to get rid of him.
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But today in daylight? I felt na*ked.
Vulnerable.
As if someone had exposed me.

He seemed to understand because his palm
came up to cradle my cheek. And then he leaned

ahead and pressed his lips softly against my
battered cheek.

Mylmeesnearlybuckled.oom.wmtwu
happening to me?

1 could feel his minty breath fanning across my
aklnasheatnyedclote.llharmnmkedaroluld
my waist and pulled me into him.

Whenheupohe.hhvoleewumandhmky.
'Lastnlghtlukedpummmwlmmmd
you give it a thought?*

*Not" I said without thinking, but that was a lie.

Since last night, that was the only thing I had
been thinking about.

Two years back, when I was residing in Luna
quarters, how desperately I tried to meet him.
Last night's date didn't mean that I had forgotten
everything.

I wanted to be rude to him, but I couldn't.

His face got too close until his mouth kept
finding mine for those soft, coaxing kisses.
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Those kisses were not only stealing my breath
but also my resolve.

"Sebastian," | whispered, clenching his shirt in
my hands, but his lips didn't stop.

"Say yes, darling;’ he murmured, his lips brushing
against mine again, tasting me. Asking me to

give in.

Goddess. He wasn't even letting me breathe.
*S..Sebastian..." | managed between those
kisses,buthisllpsweren‘tlemngmenpeak.

“Hmm..." he seemed to have forgotten what he

had asked me and was continuously torturing my
llps,bltlngmemllghﬂylnbetweenkluu.

“Sebastian, my palms pressed against his chest,
p P

He kissed me again and at last pulled back a little
to look at me, “I what..." he muttered. His mouth

was slightly open, like the kiss had stolen his
breath as much as mine.

While looking at me, he wasn't even blinking.
What was happening here?

To control my emotions, I stepped back to put a
little distance between us.

*I ... I'll think about it, Sebastian,’ I straightened
my shirt and turned to look around my room for
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something... for anything that could keep me
busy.

I had barely taken two steps when his strong
arms wrapped around my waist from behind,
pulling me back against his chest.

"Aurora;” he whispered, "Make up your mind,
darling. Don't keep me waiting.’

My throat tightened.

Damn him.

My heart was melting... it was slipping right out
of my hands. What was he doing to me?

1 bit my lip hard, but the unexpected tears came
anyway, spilling before I could stop them.

“Hmm; my reply was short so that he wouldn’t
notice my teary voice. But of course, he was not
a fool

Within a minute, | was being turned in his arms,
his eyes were scanning my face, and then his
mouth was on me again.

This time, not exactly for the kiss but to drink
my tears.

*Aurora” he whispered, his lips were busy
kissing each tear one by one, "Don't cry, darling”
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Another tear slipped, and he caught it too.
Between scattered kisses across my skin, his
voice broke, "Please... don't" (1)

1 clenched the fabric of his shirt, holding it
tighter as I lifted myself on my toes and opened
my mouth to taste his lips.

1 was getting tired of running away, treating him
like a forbidden fruit.

“Sebastian...” | whispered, trying to control my
trembling voice.

“Aurora... my wife..."
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