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Preface




There are some desires you never say out loud.

Helena never expected that a quiet favor would lead her here — to this room, this tension, this man. It wasn’t supposed to mean anything. She was just helping a friend. A brief visit. A conversation.

But from the moment she met Elias…

Everything changed.

Now she’s caught between what she thinks is right, and what her body is screaming for.

And Elias?

He already knows. He always knows.

 





CHAPTER 1: The First Look That Undressed Her

Helena adjusted the neckline of her blouse for the third time.

It wasn’t particularly low. Not by her usual standards. A silky, soft cream fabric tucked just enough into her high-waisted skirt to accentuate the subtle curve of her waist. Her heels added just a whisper more height to her 5'6 frame. Classy. Proper. Unbothered.

But something about walking into this building — his building — made her fingertips twitch. Her pulse had picked up as soon as the elevator began its slow climb. She hated how aware she was of it.

This wasn’t supposed to be a seduction. This was a business referral. A favor. Nothing more.

"Room 47. Top floor," her friend had said. “Don’t let the way he looks at you fool you — Elias is harmless.”

Liar.

The elevator doors opened and Helena stepped out.

And there he was.

Elias didn’t walk — he loomed. He didn’t smile — he measured. Tall, dark, and something else entirely. There was no way this man belonged in finance or marketing or tech or wherever the hell she thought she'd find him. No, he looked like temptation itself in a fitted charcoal button-up, sleeves rolled up to his forearms, veins subtly visible against the fabric. His eyes locked on her before she even finished crossing the floor.

“Helena,” he said, like her name already belonged to his mouth.

She hesitated — just for a second — then extended her hand. He didn’t shake it. He took it. Held it for a moment longer than necessary. Warm fingers. Solid grip.

“Thank you for coming. Your friend said you might be… helpful.”

His gaze dipped. It wasn’t crude. It was deliberate. An inspection.

Helena’s breath hitched.

He just undressed me with his eyes.

“You’re welcome,” she replied, trying to regain footing. “She said you had something you needed help with.”

“I do,” Elias said simply. “But I prefer to get to know someone before I explain what that is.”

His words weren’t casual. They dripped.

And Helena wasn’t ready.

Or maybe she was.

Elias gestured toward the corner of the room — a sleek, modern sitting area with a low table between two deep leather chairs. A tray with a crystal decanter and two glasses was already waiting. Of course it was.

Helena walked slowly, knowing his eyes were on her. Not just watching. Studying. She could feel his gaze trace her steps, linger at the back of her knees, drift up the hem of her skirt.

She sat.

He followed.

Not across from her — beside her. Close, but not touching. Yet somehow it felt like he was already everywhere.

“Your friend told me you’re precise. Discreet. Curious.”

Helena turned slightly toward him. “She exaggerated.”

“She didn’t.” Elias poured the amber liquid into both glasses, the faint scent of something smoky and sweet rising between them. He handed one to her, but didn’t drink from his.

Instead, he watched her fingers curl around the glass.

“You’re composed,” he continued, his voice quiet but impossible to ignore. “But you like being watched.”

Helena’s spine straightened, a flicker of heat sparking low in her belly.

“That’s a bold assumption,” she replied smoothly.

He smiled — barely.

“You didn’t cross your legs until I sat down. You waited for my eyes first.”
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