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      Welcome to Wilde—a small town in Arizona owned by an eccentric billionaire with an unusual will. The old geezer left everything to any grandchildren who agree to manage the estate for ten years. If only it were that simple…

      

      The Wilde Heirs is a contemporary romance series that includes age gap, billionaires, enemies to lovers, small town, love at first sight, bossy, possessive heroes, innocent heroines, and a strong desire to fill the mansion with the next generation of heirs.
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        The moment I set eyes on the buttoned-up librarian, I know that my life will never be the same.

      

      

      

      
        
        Divorce has made me bitter.

        The last thing I need is another woman.

        But then I step into her library.

        She has secrets she won’t divulge.

        She’s obviously hiding in Wilde.

        I don’t even know her real name.

        I’ll eventually wear her down.

        She’ll tell me what she’s running from.

        She has to because she’s going to be my wife.

        She’s going to carry my children.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

        

      

    

    
      Dallas

      

      The first time I step into the small, dilapidated, underfunded public library in the dinky town of Wilde, Arizona, and set my gaze on the only person who appears to be in the building—the librarian—I know two undeniable and disturbing facts.

      The woman is not who she appears to be, and she is mine.

      I don’t know why I know those facts with such certainty. I can’t explain that part, but I do.

      She turns her gaze in my direction as the door shuts behind me. There’s a thick, heavy, pregnant pause as we stare at each other. Only a few yards and the check-out desk separate us.

      I’m unnerved by the realization that not much space will separate us in the future. I don’t even like that she’s so close and yet so far from me. It’s not as if I could walk around to the back of the desk, pull her into my arms, and kiss her until I’m certain she understands she’s mine.

      I don’t even want to do those things. I’m disturbed that I’m even thinking such thoughts. I don’t want to entertain the idea of claiming a woman right now. It’s not on my short list of things to do, and I’m still salty from my divorce, even though it’s been three years since it was finalized.

      Seconds tick by as we hold each other’s gazes. My chest tightens. Her breath hitches, her cheeks turn pink, and she bites the corner of her bottom lip. She knows.

      I almost feel smug that she’s as aware of our connection as I am, but I force myself to paste on a stern, grouchy expression because I’m kind of aggravated with whatever force of nature has put this woman in front of me today.

      When I finally approach the desk, I set my hands on the surface and lean toward her, glancing at the nametag pinned to her blouse. Arianna.

      She’s panting, which pleases me, but I won’t share that detail with her. The first thing I say to her is, “Do those matronly, horn-rimmed glasses even have prescription lenses?”

      She gasps and takes a step back before removing the glasses with shaky fingers and setting them on the counter. She swallows. She’s rattled, pleasing me more.

      My cock gets hard as she licks her lips. “Can I help you with something?” she asks in a wobbly voice.

      I let my gaze roam up and down her frame, taking in every lie and only a few truths. For some reason, she’s trying to look older than she is. She’s in her mid-twenties at most. Her hair is up in a bun, but I suspect if it were down and I pulled one of the brown curls, it would reach midway down her back.

      She’s wearing a white blouse with only the very top button undone. Her skirt is black, polyester, and knee length. I brazenly lean over the top of the counter to see that she has on sensible black pumps and pantyhose. I haven’t seen a woman wearing pantyhose in years. I didn’t even know they sold them anymore.

      It’s like she pulled this outfit out of her grandmother’s closet this morning. I’m not complaining. It’s almost cute. But it doesn’t suit her. This isn’t who she is. The hint of bra I get through the material of her blouse indicates lace. It doesn’t fit with the rest of her ensemble.

      Arianna has no jewelry on, except small gold balls in her ears. Her nails are short, blunt, and well-groomed but not painted. What I can see of her skin is tanned and smooth.

      When I rock back on my feet and return my gaze to her deep brown eyes, I find them wide. Her mouth is open. My blatant perusal has shaken her further.

      She jerks her gaze down and pretends to straighten a pile of what appears to be notecards before I realize they are the check-out cards libraries used to use decades ago. I shouldn’t be surprised that the Wilde Public Library still has them.

      I reach for one of the cards, letting my fingers slide along hers as I gently tug one from her grip. “There are places that still use these things? I know Wilde is behind the times, but what year is it here exactly?” I tease.

      She giggles, and my cock jumps to attention. A moment after, she covers her mouth, sobers, and takes a step back, releasing the cards. “You’re one of the Wilde grandchildren, aren’t you?”

      I nod. “Yep.” I set the card back on the pile and swipe her glasses off the counter so I can hold them up to look through the lenses. I smirk as I set them back down. Just as I suspected. Clear.

      Her eyes are wide, and her jaw hangs open. “Are you always this rude?”

      I chuckle. “I’m pretty sure I can be a lot ruder. My ex-wife would say I’m a total asshole.” I glance at her hands, which she is now wringing together. “You’re not from here,” I point out.

      “Neither are you.”

      I grin. “So, we have something in common.” Am I flirting with this girl? I’ve lost all good sense. I rest my elbows on the counter and lean casually against it. “Are you hiding from someone?” I joke.

      Arianna’s brown eyes widen again, her cheeks turn bright red, and she stumbles backward. She only barely manages to stop herself from falling on her butt when she reaches out a hand to grab the back of the stool.

      I jerk myself upright. “Fuck. I’m sorry. I was kidding.”

      I really am an asshole. My ex was right. I consider rounding the counter to make sure she’s okay, but that would probably make things worse.

      She’s shaking as she rights herself. Her chest is rising and falling rapidly. She’s flustered, and it’s my fault.

      I draw in a deep breath. “I’ll stop being a dick now. I’m Dallas Wilde. I was hoping the library might have old blueprints for various buildings in town. My cousins and I want to assess which buildings need the most urgent attention.”

      She swallows and nods. “Uh, I’m not sure. Maybe. I’ve never taken the time to dig into the archives. There are lots of boxes in the storage room. No one has ever asked for something like that before.”

      “Would you mind if I take a look?”

      She licks her full lips and nods. “Sure. I don’t see why not.” Pointing toward a room behind her, she continues, “It might be overwhelming.” She turns and opens the door.

      I walk behind the check-out desk and follow her into the room. I cringe. What a mess. There are ancient metal shelves lining both walls with stacks of boxes on them. They seem to be labeled on the ends, but I wonder how accurate the information is. A long folding table at least thirty years old extends down the middle of the small room. Four equally aged folding chairs are tucked under both sides of the table.

      “Wow…”

      “Uh, yeah, I haven’t done much with this room. The entire library was in disarray when I first arrived. I’ve been, uh…”

      I turn from looking at the stacks of boxes to look at her. “You’ve been what, Arianna?” I say gently. I need to soften my tone with her. Enough snark. She’s nervous. I’m sending her into a panic.

      I’m even more curious about what her story is by the second, but if I want answers, I’ll need to tone down my attitude.

      She shrugs. “Never mind. You don’t want to hear all this.” She lifts a hand to tuck an errant curl behind her ear, but it pops right back out. I can tell her curls are unruly when her hair is down. Something I intend to see in the near future.

      I pull out a rickety folding chair, uncertain if it will hold me, and carefully sit. “I do. Tell me.”

      She draws in a deep breath, staring at me with narrowed, uncertain eyes before continuing. “The previous librarian was…”

      “Inept?”

      She gives me a small smile. “That’s very kind. Anyway, there were books just left on shelves with no rhyme or reason. I think she had put them in any open space for many years. It’s taken me this long to get everything organized.”

      I glance at the door to this backroom. She called it a storage room. I guess it is exactly that—a room to store old documents. “Does anyone ever come in?”

      She sighs. “Not often. I’d like to get some programs going to lure more people in, especially kids. It was too chaotic to do that until just recently. I’m sorry I’ve never managed to open even one of these boxes.” She nods toward the stacks on the shelves.

      “It’s okay. I’ll dig through them, if you don’t mind.”

      “Not at all.” She takes a step back.

      I should let her go, but I don’t want her to leave. “My understanding is that most of the town is in disrepair and funding is very low. How have you managed to keep the library open?”

      “Grants.” She wrings her fingers together. “I’ve spent a lot of time applying for state grants. There is money available for small-town libraries.”

      “Ah. That’s good.” She’s bright and obviously works hard. She must love books to devote so much energy to a very dismal cause. “Where did you move here from? What lured you to Wilde, Arizona?”

      She stiffens and looks away before turning. “I should really get back to the desk in case someone needs me.” She flees so fast I can’t even respond. She hasn’t gone far, of course. She’s only a few yards away from me on the other side of the door.

      I stare at the open doorway between us for a long time. I want to go after her. I want to ask her a million questions. I want to grab her around the waist, pull her onto my lap, and grill her.

      Why is she in Wilde? Where did she come from? Why is she hiding behind fake glasses and frumpy clothes?

      My follow-up questions are more invasive.

      What does she taste like? What color are her nipples? How loud will she moan when I make her come?

      I don’t follow her, though. I’ll give her some space. I have to. I’m more confused by my reaction to her than she is. I need a minute. I turn toward the endless number of archive boxes and inhale deeply. The good news is it looks like I will have all the time in the world to get to know Arianna, the mysterious librarian, because it’s going to take a lot more than one afternoon to go through these boxes and find out everything I want to about Wilde.
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      Arianna

      

      He’s back. I see him getting out of his truck out front. I wish I could say it was an accident that I’m watching through the window, but it’s not. I’ve started finding things to do near the windows every day. I have no idea why. It doesn’t change anything. All my watching does is emotionally prepare me for his inevitable entrance fifteen seconds later.

      As usual, I rush away from the window so that I’m standing behind the check-out desk, pretending to be engrossed in something important when he walks in.

      I lift my gaze and act surprised. “Oh, hi. How was your cousin’s wedding?” I know his cousin Tiago got married on Saturday. His cousin Ryder got married two weeks before that. These men started descending on Wilde just over a month ago when they received the letters letting each of Amos Wilde’s grandchildren know he had passed and they could come to Wilde to collect their inheritance.

      I also know it’s not that simple. The heirs have to stay in Wilde and help regenerate the town and make it flourish for ten years before they receive a dollar. Dallas has been here for two weeks. Rumor has it he owned a pawn shop in Texas before he sold it to move here. Apparently, he’s taken on the task of dealing with the town’s blueprints.

      There’s an odd smirk on Dallas’s face as he approaches me. It’s nearly always there. It’s his permanent expression, as if he’s judging me and finds me humorous. It gives me the chills. “It was lovely. Just immediate family. The two lovebirds took off for Florida for a week, which is nice. It cuts down on the moaning I have to endure in the mansion by half.”

      I furrow my brows and stare. What is he talking about?

      He chuckles and sets his elbows on my counter before leaning into my space. He does this every day. “Sex, baby. The mansion is filled with sex. Both of my cousins are newly married. They fuck all day.”

      I suck in a breath and continue to stare at him. Is he serious? I can’t believe he would say that out loud. Plus, his gaze roams up and down my body as though he’s considering having sex with me. Ha. He’s sadly mistaken if he thinks I’m interested in such a thing.

      He laughs. “I love it when you get all rattled. It’s adorable.”

      That comment makes me gasp. “You made that up to shock me?”

      He shakes his head. “No, baby. It’s all true. I just said it to shock you. I could have kept it to myself.”

      Why is he calling me baby? He’s never done that before. I’m not sure how I feel about it. I’m not sure how I feel about much of anything anymore. There is no reason for me to spend every waking hour thinking about Dallas Wilde. It’s madness. I’ve never been consumed by a man before.

      I’ve spent a lot of time thinking about why this is, and I’ve rationalized my weird fascination. It’s because I’m bored out of my mind here in Wilde. I love living in this small town, but I don’t have enough interaction with other humans. It’s my own fault, and it’s by design.

      I don’t want to interact more than necessary with anyone else. I don’t want them to ask questions. I don’t have close friends because I prefer not to have to tell them about myself. It’s easier this way.

      The job opening two years ago was a godsend. I’d just finished my degree in library sciences in Phoenix when this position was advertised only a few hours away. When I saw the listing, I jumped at the opportunity.

      Turned out I needn’t have worried. No one else applied. Who would want to move to a small, run-down town to take over a disaster of a library with almost no funding?

      Me.

      I came here for my own reasons, and I’ve never shared them with anyone. I manage to keep my secrets because I don’t let myself get close enough to anyone to have to share any specifics.

      The bonus about being the head librarian—and only employee—of the Wilde Public Library is that there’s a small apartment above it. Because the town knew it couldn’t really afford to pay a librarian when I was hired, they let me live in the apartment rent-free.

      Granted, it’s as run down as everything else in this town, and no otherwise sane twenty-five-year-old woman would stay here and deal with this monumental task, but I do it because it’s the first place I’ve breathed easily in ten years.

      I’m pretty sure the only reason I’m intrigued by Dallas Wilde is because he’s the only man to have ever looked me in the eyes. Or maybe I’m lying to myself. It’s likely there are plenty of men near my age in town who have come into the library to try and woo me, but I’ve kept them at arm’s length and never met their gazes.

      Dallas is magnetic. He forces me to look at him. Not with words. He has a strange power over me. I try to ignore it, but it’s always near the surface, even when he’s not here.

      The highlight of every single day is Dallas. I wake up every morning hoping he’ll come in, hold my breath until he does, and go to bed at night thinking of him.

      To pile madness on top of madness, I’ve started masturbating, which I’ve never done until Dallas. He’s the subject of every daydream I have when I close my eyes.

      Dallas makes my body react in ways I never dreamed possible. Even though I’m a librarian and I’ve read more books in every single genre than the average person, I always thought the things that happened in romance novels were all fiction.

      I might have been wrong. My body physically reacts to thoughts of Dallas, and it definitely reacts to his presence. When he comes into the library, butterflies take flight in my stomach. My otherwise composed and articulate self turns into a blubbering idiot.

      He doesn’t have to be present to elicit that response, though. I’ve grown fixated on a romanticized version of him. A man who comes into my room at night, hovers over me, and then does things to me that I would never speak out loud.

      In the dark, late at night, Dallas is a god among men. He sits in the armchair next to the window, crosses one leg over the other, rubs his day-old beard, and uses the most seductive voice to order me around.

      I don’t know why I picture him that way, except that he projects himself as being incredibly sure of himself and bossy. That part’s not imaginary. He’s the cockiest man I’ve ever met. He’s also significantly older than me and way out of my league.

      Why does he come here every day and flirt with me? It’s almost insulting. Borderline cruel. He’s leading me on. Isn’t he?

      Why should I care? I’m using him for fodder for my newly found sexuality. My panties are wet all the time because of him. Day and night. They are wet now as he smirks at me.

      “You’re not wearing your glasses today,” he teases, nodding to where they sit on the counter.

      I roll my eyes. I’ve worn those glasses every day for two years. They’ve been part of my “look.” Dallas dismantles me, though. It’s like he’s stripping me, starting with my glasses, whether it’s intentional or not.

      The chime over the door tingles, indicating someone else is entering the library, and I grab the glasses and slide them onto my face without thinking about how Dallas will perceive the action. It’s a habit. Sometimes, the weight of them on the bridge of my nose gives me a headache, but I always put them on when someone comes in.

      A glance at Dallas shows that he has noticed. One corner of his mouth is lifted in a much bigger smirk and he’s chuckling under his breath.

      I jerk my attention to the newcomer for a fleeting second. It’s Doug Swanson. He works for Reagan Clegg, who owns the adventure company in town. Reagan is also the wife of Dallas’s cousin Tiago. They are the couple Dallas just mentioned who are on their honeymoon.

      Doug comes into the library now and then. He’s one of the men I’m pretty sure only does so to flirt with me. I look away quickly so that I won’t meet his gaze. “Welcome to Wilde Public Library. Let me know if I can help you find anything.”

      Doug continues toward the desk. “Hey, Arianna.”

      Dallas doesn’t move. He continues to lean on the counter, giving the impression he and I were deep in conversation.

      Doug looks in his direction. “You must be one of the Wildes.”

      Dallas nods. “I am.” He doesn’t introduce himself, and there’s an odd pause during which no one speaks at all.

      Doug slowly returns his attention to me. “I’m looking for some books about rock climbing. Can you help me?”

      I sigh inwardly. I’ve “helped” Doug find books on rock climbing on more than one occasion. He usually checks out a few, sits in one of the library’s comfy chairs to read for a while, and tries to make small talk with me.

      “Of course.” I round the desk, leaving Dallas. Part of me hates to put distance between us because I love our odd daily banter. But part of me thinks it might be interesting to see how Dallas reacts to me being courted by a local man.

      Doug is much closer to my age. He’s probably late twenties. He’s fit and athletic. I suppose most people would consider him attractive. Maybe I would, too, if it weren’t for the fact that no man catches my attention.

      Until Dallas. That man catches my attention just fine.

      Is it possible I can feel him watching me as I lead Doug to the aisle in the library dedicated to outdoor activities? I swear his gaze is drilling holes in my back.

      Doug glances toward the desk as I reach for a book. “That guy is creepy,” he mutters. “He’s watching you. What’s he doing here?”

      I pull out the book and hand it to Doug, even though he’s already checked it out before. Sometimes, he checks out the same books. I’m pretty sure he doesn’t read them. It’s not like he doesn’t know everything about rock climbing already.

      “He’s researching the town’s blueprints,” I inform him.

      “Boring.”

      I inhale slowly through my nose and find myself sticking up for the man still standing at my counter. “Wilde needs his help,” I murmur.

      “Yeah, I guess.”

      I grab another book and hold it out, but when he doesn’t take it out of my hand, I glance up to realize he’s looking past me toward Dallas. “He’s into you,” he whispers. “He’s like twice your age.”

      I stiffen. “Don’t be ridiculous. He’s waiting for me to help him,” I lie. Dallas could go on back into the archive room and start his search without me. He’s done so several times. He doesn’t need my permission or assistance.

      “Want me to stick around? I feel weird leaving you here alone with him.”

      I turn fully toward Doug and look at him without quite meeting his eyes. “He’s just doing research. I’m fine.” The truth is I’d rather be alone with Dallas than Doug any day of the week.

      Doug isn’t exactly creepy. He’s a perfectly nice guy. It’s just that I’m not interested in him, and he clearly only comes to the library to flirt with me. I’ll be glad when he leaves. He’s interrupting my time with Dallas.

      The fact that I think that way is almost as unnerving as Doug being here. I want him to leave, so I take the books out of his grasp and hurry toward the desk. “I’ll get you checked out.”

      When I reach the counter, Dallas hasn’t moved an inch. Not his feet, anyway. He has turned his torso to watch my interaction with Doug. As soon as I’m back behind the desk, he resumes his position, leaning over the top of it on his elbows as though he intends to stay like that all day.

      It’s oddly…comforting, which makes no sense. It’s like he’s watching over me, as if Doug is some sort of threat I need protecting from. What a coincidence.

      Doug hands me his library card, his brow furrowed. He steps too close to Dallas as if he might be able to get Dallas to budge, but he fails. Dallas is a statue.

      The two men say nothing, though the tension in the air is palpable. I’m almost concerned that they might turn, face off, and fight over me.

      I hand the books and library card back to Doug. “Thanks for coming in. I hope you enjoy your reading.”

      Doug takes them from me slowly, hesitating.

      I wonder if he will say something else, but he finally sighs and turns to leave. “Thanks, Arianna. See you next time.”

      The moment the door closes behind Doug, Dallas says, “That guy is creepy.”

      I chuckle. “That’s what he said about you.”

      Dallas gives me his usual cocky grin before his expression turns serious. “He wants to fuck you.”

      I gasp and grab the edge of the counter to avoid stumbling. Did Dallas just say that out loud? I’ve never met anyone as blunt as him. “That’s ridiculous.”

      Dallas growls, shocking me further. “Arianna, that boy wants to fuck you. So do all the other boys in town, single and married. Surely you’re aware of that.”

      I’m aware. The question is, why is he aware? And why are we discussing it? I lick my suddenly dry lips and reach up to tuck an errant, unruly lock of curls behind my ear. “Don’t be silly.”

      Dallas shoves off the counter, rounds it, takes my hand, and pulls me into the archive room. He’s never touched me before, so I’m startled and focused on the way he’s threaded his fingers with mine so casually. The next thing I know, Dallas has kicked the door closed, released my hand, grabbed my hips, and spun me around to flatten me against the door.

      I’ve stopped breathing, and I’m dizzy.

      He releases my hips and plants his huge hands on either side of my head, hovering in my personal space, an inch separating us. “How many of those local boys have been successful, Arianna?”

      I suck in a breath and glance up at his face for a second before jerking my gaze to his chest. His expression is far too intense.

      His voice is softer when he speaks again. “Answer me, baby.”

      My mouth is so dry. “Wh-what?”

      “How many Dougs have you slept with, Arianna?”

      I finally realize what he’s asking and gasp. “None.” I immediately wish I hadn’t answered that question. It’s none of his damn business.

      He releases an odd breath of relief. “Good. I won’t have to stare daggers at every man and boy in town for the rest of my life.”

      What is he talking about?

      “Look at me, baby,” he demands.

      I can’t stop myself from tipping my head back to meet his gaze again.

      He gives me a slow, cocky smile. “Good girl.” His hand comes to my face, and his thumb gently strokes over my bottom lip. “Those boys aren’t good enough for you. You need a real man. Someone who can show you what it means to be cherished.”

      I don’t blink. I can’t breathe.

      “You’re mine, baby.”
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      Dallas

      

      I didn’t plan this. Any of it.

      I came here today, like every other day, to research the town’s archives. Sure, Arianna has consumed my thoughts ever since the first time I stepped into this library, but I’ve never let those thoughts take up permanent residence in my head.

      I’m not in the market for a woman. I’ve spent the past three years keeping women at arm’s length. I could have gone the rest of my life happily single. It’s safer. It protects my heart and my wallet.

      I didn’t seek this out, and it’s not a particularly welcome emotion, but Arianna is definitely mine. The sooner I accept that and she understands it, the better.

      Tiago joked last week that there must be something in the water, and now I’m inclined to agree with him. I’m feeling toward Arianna the same way Tiago and Ryder feel about Reagan and Claire respectively. Possessive, greedy, jealous, and urgent.

      The jig is up. I’ve been strutting in here every day because I couldn’t breathe right when I wasn’t in her presence. Watching another man—boy—flirt with her was the last straw. She needs to know she’s mine so there’s no chance she will ever again fall for the attention of another man.

      I lower my gaze from her stunned, wide eyes to her full lips and continue stroking her bottom one with my thumb as I repeat myself, “You’re mine, baby.”

      She’s not breathing, so I lower my hand to cup her neck and stroke the front. “Take a breath, Arianna.”

      She drags in a deep lungful of air.

      “Good girl.” I have a lot of questions, and it’s time for answers. “Now, tell me what you’re running from and who you were before you changed your name to Arianna Blythe when you turned eighteen seven years ago.”

      My girl’s face turns pale, and her knees give out. I have to grab her hips to keep her from sliding down the wall to the floor.

      I press my torso against hers to steady her before moving my hands to her biceps. She’s not looking at me anymore. In fact, her eyes are squeezed shut as though she can avoid me by not seeing me. She purses her lips. It’s cute, but it’s not going to work on me.

      Even though I’ve told myself over and over that I couldn’t, shouldn’t, and wouldn’t fall for Arianna, that didn’t keep me from doing a bit of digging into her past. I figured I could be curious and concerned without actually allowing myself to care. I figured wrong, of course.

      I called my PI, Jason, in Texas and had him do a bit of investigating. I was rightfully suspicious about my girl. Nothing about her seems real, starting with the bun in her hair and those horn-rimmed glasses and reaching all the way down to the pantyhose and practical, old-lady pumps she wears.

      Sure enough, I now know that my girl has secrets. Lots of them. It’s not going to be easy to get her to talk, which doesn’t surprise me. But I do need to make certain she’s not in danger. “Are you hiding from someone in particular, baby?”

      She swallows hard and shakes her head.

      “Do I need to worry about someone coming after you?”

      She shakes her head again.

      I reach up and tip her chin back, forcing her to look at me, narrowing my gaze so she knows I’m dead serious. “I won’t make you talk to me this morning, but I do insist you not lie to me, Arianna. I can’t protect you if you don’t tell me the truth.”

      She finally opens her mouth. “No one is looking for me.”

      “Good girl. If I catch you lying to me, I will turn you over my knee and spank your naughty bottom until I’m certain you won’t do so again. Understood?”

      Her pretty brown eyes widen to saucers as her jaw drops. I’m coming on fast, hard, and strong. I know it, but this is important. Her safety is my primary concern.

      “The answer I want to hear is ‘Yes, Sir,’” I tell her.

      She draws in oxygen through her nose.

      I lift a brow, waiting while she trembles in my arms.

      “Yes, Sir,” she finally whispers, her entire body shivering.

      I smile. “Good girl.” I slide a hand down to the small of her back and guide her to one side so I can open the door. I don’t want to embarrass her by having someone come into the library and catch her in the archive room with the door closed.
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