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Synopsis

Amelia Honey, cutter and suit designer at an
exclusive London Savile Row tailor, is happy with her professional
life, but her love life is barren and cold. When she is asked to
stand in for her boss’s private appointment with the mysterious
Byron De Brek, she couldn’t be more excited—or nervous. Byron is
the perfect example of a dapper butch, and someone who fuels
Amelia’s darkest fantasies.

Will she follow Byron’s lead and explore those darker
needs, or will she run away from what her heart and her body truly
hunger for?
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Dapper

The bleak January rain sputtered against the windows
of Grenville and Thrang bespoke tailors. Amelia Honey tried
unsuccessfully to peer out of the steamed-up shop windows and then
glanced at her watch: 7:26.

She still had a few minutes until her appointment, so
she took the opportunity to hurry over to the mirror and check her
hair and make-up for what seemed like the fiftieth time. Everything
was in place as it had been the other forty-nine times she’d
checked. Her chestnut hair was perfectly twisted into a neat
chignon, her make-up tasteful and light, and her skirt and blouse
tight enough to accentuate her curves and ample bosom, but
businesslike enough to get away with at the shop.

She smoothed down her skirt and said to herself,
“It’s just another ordinary client. It’s only Byron De Brek.”

Even as she said those words she knew she was lying
and laughed internally at the absurdity of putting the words
ordinary and Byron De Brek in the same
sentence.  Ms. De Brek was anything but ordinary.

Even before Amelia had seen Byron in the flesh, when
she’d worked downstairs in the cutting and assembling room, she had
heard many hushed whispers about their very important client. The
staff had said all sorts of things about the mysterious woman and
she couldn’t imagine why one person would merit such persistent
gossip.

 Then six months ago when Amelia was promoted to
work on the shop floor, measuring and making sales with Uncle
Jaunty, the Grenville half of Grenville and Thrang, she got her
first glimpse and immediately understood.

Byron was the most perfect example of dapper butch
that she had ever seen, both handsome and beautiful, and she had
lit a smouldering fire inside Amelia from that first look. Amelia
had only seen her three times in those six months and never spoken
to her—no one really did. Byron was only ever measured and attended
to by her uncle, and mostly after work hours, but that first look
was enough to fuel her fierce imagination.

Amelia looked around the tailor’s shop to
double-check everything was in order. The shop was furnished in
dark varnished wood and green leather upholstery, somewhat like a
room in a gentlemen’s club or a country house. One of the master
cutters had once said to her that the shop looked and smelt like it
had been steeped for years in malt whisky and cigar smoke, and that
was a perfect way to describe it. In the past a woman would never
have been allowed on the shop floor, far less to purchase a suit.
Now here she was, a woman, about to assist another woman in buying
not only a suit but a wardrobe of suits. How times had changed.

At exactly seven thirty she heard a car come to a
stop outside, and Amelia’s stomach started to do flips. She tried
to breathe deeply to calm her heart and to remember the advice
Uncle Jaunty had given her, about the differences in measuring for
a woman.

When he had told her that Byron De Brek was coming
in, she was excited enough, but when he said he was giving her the
job of attending to Ms. De Brek, she was both nervous and elated.
Uncle Jaunty was scheduled for surgery at the same time that Byron
would be in the country. She’d assumed one of the older tailors
would get the job, but he had given her the opportunity and here
she was, about to meet the renowned scion of the De Brek
international banking group.

The bell on the door chimed as it was opened, and the
noise of car engines and the sloshing of wheels going through
puddles filled the room. The first person she saw was a chauffeur
holding an umbrella at the door, and then she saw her stride
confidently through the door.

Wow.

She had seen many good-looking men in here in the
course of her work, but none had worn a suit as well as Byron De
Brek. Today she wore a dark grey three-piece suit, with a matching
silk tie held with a gold tiepin, and an intensely red handkerchief
flourished in her top pocket.

The door was shut by the chauffeur, who remained
outside, and Byron stood a few feet away with an impassive look of
a poker player. Amelia felt her whole body caressed by Byron’s
eyes.

Finally after long moments of silence, Byron said in
a cultured low voice, “Miss Honey, I presume?”

Amelia tried to make herself speak but when she
opened her mouth nothing came out. Eventually she spluttered,
“Honey, Miss Honey—I mean, Amelia Honey, yes. At your service, Ms.
De Brek.”

That response cracked Byron’s impassive restraint,
and the corners of her mouth rose into an amused smile. “Well
Honey, Miss Honey, I’m pleased to meet you. I’ve seen you in the
shop of course, but we’ve never been introduced.”

“No, we’ve never been introduced, no.” God, she
sounded like a gibbering fool. Pull yourself together.

“Won’t you come in and take a seat, Ms. De Brek, and
we can look at fabrics.” Amelia led her to the green leather
armchairs in the consulting area.

“Byron. I prefer to be called Byron.”

Amelia jumped in fright. Byron’s voice was right
behind her when she had thought she was much further away.

“Please sit down, Byron.”

Byron sat, crossed her legs, and clasped her hands in
front of her. “What have you got for me, Miss Honey?”

What did she have? Byron’s presence was making her
head and body go haywire. Byron was dangerous and intimidating, not
in a way that made Amelia fear her, but in a way that made her
wonder what was coming next, as her heart thudded wildly.

“Miss Honey?”

“Oh yes, sorry. I’ll get the fabric books. Would you
like a drink? Uncle Jaunty says you always share a glass of whisky.
He left me your favourite brand.”

Byron looked at the large Rolex on her wrist and
said, “Yes, I’ll have one. Will you join me?”

Amelia couldn’t stand whisky—even the smell made her
nauseous—but she found herself saying, “I’d love to, thank
you.”

She hurried over to the back wall, pulled out a few
suitable fabric books, and put them on the oak table in the seating
area, then quickly went into the small back room behind the counter
where they kept a fridge with bottles of water, and tea and coffee
facilities, to provide customer refreshments.

Uncle Jaunty had left what he said was Byron’s
favourite malt whisky under the counter. As she poured two glasses
she saw the shake in her hand. She put down the bottle, closed her
eyes, and took a deep breath.

“Be professional. She’s a customer,” Amelia told
herself.

She had built up the mystery and attractiveness of
Byron in her mind so much that she’d expected the reality to be so
much more mundane, but when she had looked into those cool steady
eyes out there, she knew it wasn’t true.

Determined to show professionalism from now on,
Amelia popped ice into both glasses and walked out onto the shop
floor. With as much confidence as she could muster, she placed a
glass in front of Byron.

As she bent over, she
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