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Part 1: The Offer
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The building was quieter than she expected.

Glass, steel, and soft lighting. The kind of place where sound seemed absorbed rather than echoed. Elena paused just inside the lobby, fingers tightening around the slim folder she carried, suddenly aware of how loud her heels sounded against the polished floor.

This was not what she had pictured.

She had imagined something darker. A hidden entrance. Something that looked secretive enough to justify the message she had received. Instead, everything here was immaculate. Controlled. Expensive in a way that did not need to announce itself.

A woman behind the reception desk looked up and smiled, professional and calm.

“Ms. Hale?”

Elena nodded.

“You are expected. Elevator three. Top floor.”

No questions. No clipboard. No request for identification. The woman pressed a button and the elevator doors slid open as if on cue.

That should have been her first warning.

The ride up felt longer than it should have. Her reflection stared back at her from the mirrored wall. She looked composed. Tailored black dress. Hair pulled back. Neutral makeup. Someone who belonged in a corporate tower, not someone answering an invitation that had promised discretion, luxury, and terms that would be discussed in person only.

She had almost deleted the email.

Almost.

The doors opened to a private floor. No reception desk this time. Just a wide hallway and a single door at the far end, matte black, unmarked.

Elena walked toward it, pulse steady but alert. She knocked once.

“Come in.”

The voice was low, calm, and entirely too self assured.

She opened the door.

The office was expansive but restrained. Floor to ceiling windows framed the city like a living painting. A desk sat off to the side, unused. The center of the room was open, intentionally so. A seating area, a low table, a decanter of amber liquid catching the light.

And him.

He stood near the window, jacket off, sleeves rolled to his forearms, posture relaxed in a way that suggested complete ownership of the space. He turned as she entered, eyes sweeping over her with unhurried attention.

Not rude. Not subtle either.

“Elena Hale,” he said. “Thank you for coming.”

She stepped inside and closed the door behind her.

“You said this meeting would be brief.”

A corner of his mouth curved, almost a smile.

“It can be.”

He gestured to the seating area. She remained standing.

“Before we begin,” she said, “I want to be clear. I am not here out of desperation.”

“I would be disappointed if you were.”

That caught her.

He moved closer, stopping a respectful distance away. Tall. Calm. The kind of presence that made the room feel smaller without him doing anything at all.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
=\ The \ f
Temptation
~ Contracts

~ MARAVALE |
== £ Y \

e






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





