
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One

The Gala of Perfect Faces

Lena Reyes had always hated medical galas. They were sterile affairs disguised as glamour—surgeons in tuxedos preening like peacocks, nurses in cocktail dresses whispering about who was fucking whom, and enough Botox in the room to paralyze a small army. But tonight, as she sipped her third champagne flute in the glittering ballroom of the Waldorf Astoria, something felt different. The air hummed with possibility, or maybe that was just the bubbles hitting her empty stomach.

She’d come for the networking. At thirty-four, she was the youngest ER attending at Mount Sinai, but ambition burned hotter than any scalpel. A fellowship in trauma surgery was her ticket out of the chaos of night shifts and into the elite circles where real change happened. Or so she told herself. Deep down, she knew it was also about proving she belonged—brown skin, curly hair tamed into a sleek chignon, curves that no amount of scrubs could hide—in a world still dominated by old white men with steady hands and wandering eyes.

Her gaze snagged on one such man across the room. Dr. Harlan Voss. Even in a sea of egos, he stood out: tall, mid-forties, with silver threading his dark hair like deliberate highlights. His tuxedo hugged a body honed by discipline, not vanity—broad shoulders, narrow waist, hands that moved with the precision of someone who reshaped faces for a living. World-renowned plastic surgeon, philanthropist, the kind of doctor who rebuilt war-torn children in Africa between nipping and tucking Manhattan’s elite.

He caught her staring. Smiled. It wasn’t a polite gala smile; it was a blade, sharp and inviting. Lena felt it slice through her, heat pooling low in her belly. She looked away first, cursing the flush creeping up her neck.

By the time the speeches ended—something about innovative reconstructive techniques—she found him beside her at the bar, ordering a scotch neat without asking if she minded the company.

“Dr. Reyes,” he said, voice low and smooth as surgical steel. “I’ve followed your work. That paper on rapid hemostasis in urban trauma? Brilliant.”

She turned, champagne flute halfway to her lips. “Dr. Voss. Flattery from the king of perfection. Should I be honored or suspicious?”

His laugh was genuine, crinkling the corners of his eyes. “Both. But call me Harlan. And you? Lena, right?”

They talked for hours—or what felt like hours, the ballroom emptying around them. He was charming without trying too hard: stories of botched celebrity facelifts (names redacted), the ethics of aesthetic vs. reconstructive work, the thrill of holding someone’s self-image in your hands. Lena found herself opening up—about the ER’s endless grind, the patients she couldn’t save, the faint scar on her cheek from a childhood accident that no one ever noticed but her.

“May I?” he asked, reaching out.

His fingers brushed her cheekbone, cool and steady. The touch lingered, thumb tracing the invisible line. Lena’s breath hitched. No one touched her like that—like she was a canvas to be studied, improved.

“Perfect as is,” he murmured. “But if you ever want…”

She pulled back, heart pounding. “I don’t need fixing.”

His eyes darkened. “Who said anything about need?”

The invitation came naturally: his penthouse for a nightcap, just a few blocks away. Lena knew better—affairs with colleagues were messy, and Harlan’s reputation whispered of a messy divorce—but the champagne buzzed in her veins, and his hand on the small of her back as they left felt like fate.

His place was a modernist dream: floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Central Park, minimalist furniture in whites and chromes. But the real surprise was the private OR suite tucked behind a hidden door—his “home lab,” he called it, for late-night inspirations.

“Creepy or impressive?” she teased, running a finger along the stainless-steel table.

“Functional,” he replied, pouring scotch. “And private.”

The kiss started slow—his lips firm, tasting of peat and control. Then it ignited. Harlan backed her against the OR wall, hands roaming with surgical precision: unbuttoning her gown, exposing lace lingerie she’d worn on a whim. He peeled it away like dissecting layers, mouth following fingers—nipping her collarbone, sucking a nipple until she gasped.

“Beautiful,” he growled against her skin. “But let’s see how you respond.”

He lifted her onto the table, cold metal shocking her bare ass. Lena laughed, nerves and arousal mixing. “Kinky, Doctor.”

“You have no idea.”

He bound her wrists loosely with surgical tubing—playful at first, then tighter when she didn’t protest. His mouth worked lower, tongue circling her clit with maddening slowness while fingers plunged deep, curling to hit that spot that made her arch. She came fast, hard, thighs clamping his head as waves crashed through her.

But he didn’t stop. Harlan shed his tux, cock springing free—thick, veined, insistent. He entered her in one thrust, bare and burning, the table creaking under them. The sex was dominant, relentless: he pinned her hips, dictating the pace, whispering filth about how perfectly she fit him, how he’d sculpt her into ecstasy. Lena met him thrust for thrust, nails raking his back, lost in the blur of pleasure and power.

Hours later—or minutes, time dissolved—she floated in afterglow, body bruised and sated. Harlan kissed her forehead. “Rest now. You’ve earned it.”

A faint prick in her arm—a sedative? No, just exhaustion, she thought, eyes drifting shut.

She woke alone in his king-sized bed, morning light streaming in. Harlan was gone, a note on the pillow: Coffee’s brewing. Last night was perfection. -H

Lena stretched, wincing at sore muscles. In the bathroom mirror, she examined herself: love bites on her neck, thighs sticky with their mingled release. But something else—a faint tenderness on her cheek, the scar… smoother? She leaned closer, heart skipping.

Just imagination. Swelling from the night.

But as she dressed, a nagging doubt bloomed: Why did her lips feel fuller? And where were the Polaroids she’d glimpsed on his nightstand, tucked away like secrets?

She shook it off. Paranoia after great sex.

But deep down, the blade of his smile lingered, cutting just a little deeper.
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