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King of Sin A Dark Billionaire Romance of Power, Obsession, and Desire

He built his empire on ruthlessness, silence, and the bones of anyone foolish enough to stand in his way. Damien Voss is not a man you fall for. He is a man you survive.

Marian Ellis has survived plenty. She clawed her way from nothing to become one of Manhattan's sharpest attorneys, and she does not intimidate easily. When she walks into Damien's world to handle the most dangerous case of her career, she comes prepared for a difficult client.

She is not prepared for him.

What begins as a professional arrangement quickly unravels into something neither of them can name or control. He is obsessed. She is furious at herself for feeling anything at all. And buried deep inside the case she is fighting to win is a secret that connects them in ways that could destroy everything.

Power. Desire. Betrayal. And a love neither of them planned for.

King of Sin is a steamy, emotionally charged romance for readers who want their billionaires dangerous, their heroines fearless, and their love stories hard-won.
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PROLOGUE
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The night I decided I would never let a man break me again, I was nineteen years old, standing in a parking lot in the rain, holding a box of everything my mother had left behind.

She had loved the wrong man so completely that she forgot to love herself. She followed him into his world, swallowed his lies like medicine, and when he was done with her, he walked away without looking back. He kept everything. The house. The money. The respect. She kept the debt and the shame and a daughter who watched it all happen and promised herself, quietly and with teeth, that she would never be that woman.

I kept that promise for ten years.

Then I met Damien Voss.

He did not seduce me with flowers or soft words. Men like him do not do soft. He walked into his own boardroom like the room had been waiting for his arrival, like the air itself rearranged to accommodate him, and when his eyes landed on me, I felt something I had no business feeling. Not attraction. Not exactly. It was more like recognition. Like some part of me had always known a man like this existed, had spent years building walls specifically because of men like this, and now here he was, standing on the other side of them, looking at me like walls had never stopped him before.

I told myself it was just a case. The biggest of my career, yes, but still just a case.

I told myself he was just a client.

I told myself a lot of things in those first weeks.

I was wrong about all of them.

Here is what nobody tells you about powerful men. It is not the money. It is not the way a city bends around their name. It is the stillness. The way they hold silence like a weapon, the way they look at you and make you feel like the entire room has disappeared and there is nothing left in the world except you and that gaze and the dangerous space between you. Damien had that stillness. He had it in a way that made me forget, sometimes, that I was supposed to be his attorney and not the woman losing her mind over him in the privacy of her own apartment at midnight.

But there was a secret underneath his empire. A secret that had my mother's name written somewhere inside it.

And when I found it, everything I thought I knew about us, about him, about myself, cracked straight down the middle.

This is not a story about a woman who got swept away.

I am not my mother.

This is a story about what happens when the woman who swore she would never kneel meets the man who has never once considered kneeling himself.

One of us was going to have to break.

Neither of us knew yet that it would be both of us. At the same time. In the best possible way.
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Chapter 1: The Devil Has a Name
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There is a particular kind of silence that lives in rooms built for power.

Not the comfortable silence of a library or the peaceful silence of an empty church. This is something else entirely. It is the silence of a space that has absorbed too many hard decisions, too many words spoken without apology, too many lives rearranged by a single signature. You walk into it and your body knows, before your mind catches up, that you are somewhere that does not care about you.

Damien Voss's penthouse office had that silence.

I noticed it the moment the elevator doors opened on the fifty-fourth floor and I stepped out into a reception area that was all clean lines, dark marble, and glass so clear it looked like the Manhattan skyline had been framed and hung on the walls as art. No clutter. No warmth. No personality visible anywhere. Just precision. Just control made into architecture.

I straightened the strap of my briefcase on my shoulder and kept walking.

His assistant, a young woman with the kind of posture that suggested she had been trained never to show discomfort, stood from behind a wide desk and gave me a smile that did not quite reach her eyes.

"Ms. Ellis. Mr. Voss will see you now."

I had not even told her my name.

That was the first thing that unsettled me. Not the height of the ceilings. Not the weight of the silence. The fact that he already knew I was here, which meant he had been watching somehow, from somewhere, and had decided to let me be announced before I had the chance to announce myself. A small power move, subtle enough that most people would not notice.

I noticed.

I followed her down a corridor lined with what I suspected were original paintings, not prints, past a wall of windows overlooking Fifth Avenue sixty floors below, and stopped when she opened a set of double doors at the end of the hall and stepped aside without a word.

I walked in.

The first thing I registered was the light. Floor to ceiling windows on three sides, the whole of Manhattan laid out below like an offering, the midday sun cutting clean lines across a desk that was probably worth more than my car and my apartment combined. The desk was dark wood, almost black, massive and completely bare except for a single open laptop and a glass of water.

The second thing I registered was him.

Damien Voss was standing with his back to me, looking out at the city, both hands in the pockets of trousers that were clearly custom made, his jacket off, his shirt a white so crisp it looked deliberate. He was tall. Broader in the shoulder than the photographs in his press file had suggested. His dark hair was cut close at the sides and slightly longer at the top, and he wore it without any particular effort, which somehow made it worse.

He did not turn around when I entered.

I stood in the doorway for three full seconds.

On the fourth, I walked to the chair in front of his desk, set my briefcase down, and sat.

If he wanted to play the waiting game, I had time.

A full minute passed. I know because I counted, not obviously, just a quiet internal count, the way I always measured silences in depositions to see who would break first. I crossed one leg over the other, set my notepad on my knee, and looked out at the same skyline he was looking at.

It was genuinely beautiful. I gave it that.

"Most people stand when they enter this office."

His voice came without preamble, without him turning. Low, deliberate, the kind of voice that expected to be listened to and had probably never been disappointed.

"Most people probably haven't billed four hundred and fifty dollars an hour to stand in a doorway waiting for someone to acknowledge them," I said.

A pause. Then he turned.

I had seen his photographs. Forbes covers, industry profiles, the kind of candid shots that make powerful men look approachable and powerful at the same time. I thought I was prepared.

I was not prepared for him in person.

It was not just that he was attractive, though he was, in that severe, angular way that made you think of old paintings of dark kings, the kind of men who looked beautiful and dangerous in equal measure. It was the eyes. Dark, very dark, with an intelligence behind them that felt almost physical, like being scanned. He looked at me the way I imagined a chess player looked at a board when they had already seen twelve moves ahead and found the whole thing mildly entertaining.

He walked to his desk slowly. Sat down. Leaned back in his chair and looked at me without any of the usual social performance. No handshake offered. No polite smile. No how-was-your-morning.

Just that look.

"Marian Ellis," he said, like he was testing the weight of my name in his mouth and deciding whether it was worth keeping.
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