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CHAPTER 1 

 

A Marriage Built on Trust

Sebastian Hale never walked into a room without searching for Elena first.

It was a habit born from love, not possession. Even now, after years of marriage, his eyes softened the moment they found her, standing near the tall windows of their London penthouse, morning light brushing against her skin.

“There you are,” he murmured, crossing the space between them.

Elena smiled before he even reached her. He always said it that way, as if the world only settled once she was in view.

Sebastian pressed a kiss to her temple, then another to her cheek, lingering longer than necessary. “I have a surprise.”

She laughed softly. “You always say that.”

“And you always pretend you don’t love it.”

He guided her to the dining table where a long velvet box rested beside breakfast. Inside lay a delicate diamond bracelet, understated but elegant crafted specifically for her wrist.

“For what occasion?” she asked, already touched.

“For choosing me. Again. Every day.”

Elena’s throat tightened as he fastened it himself, fingers warm, careful. This was Sebastian Hale, the billionaire who could buy anything, yet still believed the smallest gestures mattered most.

Later that evening, he cancelled a board meeting without hesitation.

“I already have plans,” he told his assistant.

The plans were Elena.

He took her to a quiet rooftop restaurant overlooking the Thames, candles flickering in the wind, soft music filling the air. He listened as she spoke about her work, her ideas, her dreams, never interrupting, never distracted.

“You know,” he said, reaching across the table for her hand, “every deal I close means nothing if I can’t come home to you.”

She squeezed his fingers. “You always make me feel like I’m enough.”

“You are,” he said simply. “You’re everything.”

That night, wrapped in silk sheets, he held her close, tracing lazy circles along her back, whispering promises he believed with his whole heart.

Elena fell asleep thinking she was the luckiest woman alive.

She didn’t know that love, real love, can still be fragile when blindness disguises itself as loyalty.





 




CHAPTER 2 

 

The Woman Who Returned After Seven Years

Sebastian Hale was not a man who forgot his past, but he had always known where his present belonged.

That morning, Elena woke to the soft vibration of her phone and the warmth of Sebastian’s arm draped protectively over her waist. Before she could even open her eyes, he pressed a kiss to her shoulder.

“Good morning, my love.”

She smiled sleepily. “You’re already awake.”

“I like watching you breathe,” he said, voice low and sincere. “It reminds me I did something right in this life.”

She turned to face him, brushing her fingers along his jaw. “You always say things like that before spoiling me.”

He grinned. “Caught.”

By noon, a delivery arrived at her office, white roses, her favourite, arranged so perfectly it took her breath away. The card was simple.

Dinner tonight. Wear the red dress. Sebastian

Her colleagues teased her endlessly, but Elena only felt warmth bloom in her chest. Even after years of marriage, he still courted her like she was someone to be won.

That evening, he picked her up himself, stepping out of the car to open her door, eyes darkening when he saw her in the red silk dress.

“You’re unfair,” he murmured. “How am I supposed to focus on anything else when you look like that?”

He took her to a private art gallery showing, one she had once mentioned in passing months ago. He remembered everything. That was Sebastian’s love language: attention.

He walked beside her, fingers laced with hers, occasionally leaning down to whisper his thoughts in her ear, making her laugh softly. At one point, he paused in front of a painting and said, “This one reminds me of you.”

She looked at the canvas, strong, elegant, calm, with hidden depth.

“I see it,” she said quietly.

Later, as they sat in the backseat on the way home, he rested her legs across his lap, thumb brushing slow, comforting strokes along her ankle.

“I don’t say it enough,” he said suddenly, serious now. “But you make my life lighter. Don’t ever doubt that.”

Elena leaned into him, heart full. “I never do.”

It was two days later that Serena Vale returned to the city.

Sebastian mentioned it casually over breakfast.

“I ran into Serena yesterday,” he said, buttering his toast. “From school.”

Elena looked up, curious but calm. “Oh? How is she?”

“Same as ever,” he replied with a nostalgic smile. “She’s back in London for good, apparently.”

Elena nodded, unaware that this name, spoken so lightly, would soon echo through every quiet corner of her marriage.

That evening, Sebastian still wrapped an arm around her as they watched a movie, still kissed her forehead before bed, still whispered I love you like a promise that could never be broken.

But somewhere, seven years of distance quietly disappeared.

And with it, the first invisible crack formed, small enough to ignore, deep enough to grow.








CHAPTER 3 

 

Old Memories, New Boundaries Ignored

The first time Elena saw Serena Vale again, it felt like a ghost of the past had stepped into her living room.

Sebastian greeted her at the door with the same warmth he always reserved for Elena. Only this time, the smile was wider, the handshake firmer, and there was a spark in his eyes she had never noticed before, a spark reserved for old memories and unspoken promises.

“Elena, this is Serena,” he said, introducing them like a man proud to share both parts of his life. “Serena, my wife, the woman who keeps me in line.”

Serena’s smile was radiant, almost predatory in its charm. “It’s so good to finally meet the woman who’s been stealing all his attention all these years,” she said, her tone light, but Elena caught the subtle undertone, possession disguised as flattery.

Sebastian laughed, oblivious. “Elena is amazing. You’ll see.”

At dinner that night, Sebastian couldn’t stop recounting old school stories with Serena. How they had stayed up late during exams, how she had always been his partner in mischief, how she’d been his “queen” in ways that now made Elena’s stomach twist with unease.

Elena laughed politely, sipping her wine, telling herself that jealousy was irrational. After all, Sebastian had always been hers. Always.

But as the night went on, she noticed the little things.


		The way Sebastian’s eyes lingered just a moment too long on Serena when she laughed.

		How he leaned in when Serena spoke, nodding as though her words carried more weight than her own.

		How he seemed to forget the quiet, intimate gestures he usually reserved for Elena.



When they left, Sebastian held Elena’s hand in the car, but the warmth felt different distracted, divided.

“Elena, I hope you don’t mind,” he said softly, “I’ve been meaning to catch up with Serena properly. It’s been seven years.”

Elena forced a smile. “Of course. You go. I’ll be fine.”

But Daniel, Sebastian’s oldest male friend who had always been quietly protective, noticed the shift immediately. Later that night, when Elena confided in him over the phone, he didn’t mince words.

“She’s dangerous, Elena,” Daniel said. “Not in a violent way, but she’ll push every boundary, and Sebastian… he won’t see it. Not yet.”

Elena sighed, trying to steady her voice. “Sebastian’s been doting on me, giving me gifts, dates, affection… he wouldn’t betray me.”

Daniel’s voice was sharp. “It’s not betrayal you need to worry about. It’s distraction. And once that distraction starts, he’ll stop seeing the little things, like how you feel. Watch closely.”

The warning echoed in her mind, but Elena shook it off. She wanted to trust Sebastian. After all, he had never given her a reason not to.

That night, as Sebastian tucked her in with his usual tenderness, brushing her hair back and whispering, “Sleep well, my queen,” Elena felt both love and unease.

The seed of tension had been planted.

And though she didn’t know it yet, Serena’s return wasn’t just a casual visit. It was the beginning of a storm that would shake the foundation of everything she thought was unshakable.





 




CHAPTER 4

 

 The Queen Treatment Elena Notices Too Late

Sebastian Hale had a way of making Elena feel like the centre of the universe, like every gesture, every word, every glance was meant to remind her that she was adored. And for years, that had been enough.

That Saturday morning, he woke her with coffee in bed, perfectly frothed, her favourite vanilla bean blend, and a small handwritten note tucked beside the cup:

"For my queen, who makes every day worth living."

Elena smiled sleepily, running her fingers over the note before pressing a soft kiss to his cheek. “You really didn’t have to.”

“I know,” he said, grinning. “But I wanted to. I love seeing that smile first thing in the morning.”

By mid-morning, Sebastian whisked her off for a surprise: a private helicopter tour of the city. From above, London glittered like a tapestry, and he pointed out landmarks, sharing memories from their early days together, laughing whenever she clutched his arm in delight.

“You always make everything feel so… magical,” Elena said, leaning into him as the wind tousled her hair.

“That’s my job,” Sebastian replied, kissing her temple. “Keeping you happy, feeling special… making sure you never forget how much I love you.”

For a moment, Elena let herself forget the unease from the week before. She watched him, his eyes so full of adoration, and believed in their love again.

Later that evening, Sebastian took her to a private dinner atop the Shard. The table was set with white roses, flickering candles, and a violinist playing softly in the corner. He held her hand across the table, complimenting her endlessly, brushing his thumb over hers with tender precision.

“Elena,” he said, leaning closer so his breath ghosted her ear, “every time I look at you, I feel like I’m seeing you for the first time. You’re breathtaking, always.”

Elena’s heart swelled. She wanted to believe that no one could ever come between them, that this was proof their love was unshakeable.

But later, as they walked back to the car, she caught a glimpse of Serena watching them from across the street. Serena smiled, just slightly, as if she had expected this scene and somehow felt entitled to it.

Sebastian didn’t notice. He never looked away from Elena. Not yet.

Back home, he presented her with a delicate necklace, a chain of tiny sapphires that caught the light in the most beautiful way.

“I saw this, and I thought of you,” he said softly. “Every sapphire is like a memory of us… precious, eternal.”

Elena pressed it to her chest, feeling both love and an inexplicable pang of worry. Something about Serena’s return lingered in the edges of her mind, but she pushed it aside.

“I’m the luckiest woman alive,” she whispered.

“You are,” Sebastian agreed, kissing her forehead. “And I’m the luckiest man.”

Yet, as he held her, whispered his endless declarations, and showered her with affection, Elena could not shake the tiny seed of unease.

Because even the grandest gestures sometimes can’t protect a heart from the subtle, creeping shadows of temptation and not every heart sees the threat coming.





 




CHAPTER 5 

 

Serena’s Love That Never Died

It had been seven years, but for Serena Vale, time had done nothing to dull the feelings she had buried deep inside. She had loved Sebastian Hale in school, not just as a friend, but with a fire she had never dared to speak aloud. And now, standing in London again, watching him with Elena, she felt the old ache stir into something sharp, something insistent.

Their first proper meeting at Sebastian’s office was casual, on the surface. A handshake, a few polite words, laughter over memories of school pranks, but beneath it, Serena’s eyes never left him. She leaned just slightly closer than necessary, her voice carrying an intimacy reserved for people who had shared secret histories.

Sebastian laughed easily, not noticing the way Serena’s hand lingered on the edge of his arm. “You haven’t changed a bit,” he said, smiling as if the years had erased nothing between them.

“I guess some things are impossible to forget,” Serena said softly, her tone carrying a weight that only he seemed to notice.

Elena, waiting in the corner with polite smiles and soft laughter, felt a prick of discomfort she couldn’t ignore. There was something too familiar in the way Sebastian responded, a warmth that had nothing to do with her.

Over the next few days, Sebastian continued his doting on Elena, gifts, dates, affection, whispered words of love, but Serena’s presence was like a shadow that refused


		He would recount memories to Serena first, sometimes forgetting that Elena was right there.

		He laughed more heartily with Serena, leaning in slightly too close during conversations.

		He paused at her messages, smiling at things Elena couldn’t see.
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