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	The Crown’s Confession


	Description


	Prince Adrian of Cardenia walked away from the only life he’d ever known a world ruled by duty, deceit, and the heavy crown he never asked to wear. Now living as Adrian Cole, a billionaire tech visionary, he’s built his own empire from the ground up. Every line of code, every calculated move, is a wall between him and the past he refuses to face. But when an ambitious journalist crosses that line, the truth he buried starts clawing its way back.


	Harper Quinn has made a name exposing men who think they’re untouchable. When she lands the story of a lifetime a reclusive billionaire with no traceable history she expects scandal, not connection. Yet under Adrian’s cool control, she senses something restless, almost tender. One discovery at a time, she uncovers the man behind the precision the man who feels too much.


	As their worlds collide, secrets blur into longing, and trust becomes the rarest currency of all. Now Harper must decide what’s worth the cost the truth she’s built her career on, or the man she’s beginning to believe in.


	Can a man who once vanished ever let himself be truly seen?


	*** 


	Each book in the Bound by Wealth series explores a different kind of power financial, emotional, or moral and how even the most dominant hearts must eventually bow to love.


	They built their lives on ambition and power, chasing what the world called success. But behind every fortune lies a price no one talks about. In places where glass towers touch the clouds and private jets blur the horizon, five billionaires learn that control can’t buy peace and desire can ruin even the strongest plans. From boardrooms to secluded shores, where loyalty is tested and secrets never stay buried, each must face the same truth: the heart is the only empire that won’t be conquered.




Chapter 1: The Vanishing Prince


	Adrian


	I was supposed to be a ghost.


	Not the kind that rattles chains or whispers in hallways but the kind who vanishes so completely that the world forgets he ever existed. I’d gotten good at it. Changing names. Cutting ties. Turning headlines into silence.


	For five years, Adrian Cole had been a man of logic, algorithms, and cold efficiency the kind who could turn a dying company into a billion-dollar tech empire without breaking a sweat. The kind who didn’t flinch when reporters called him ruthless.


	But every ghost has a tether. Mine was a gold signet ring with a crest etched so fine I could still feel its sharp edges in my dreams.


	I kept it hidden in a drawer no one opened because a single glance at that ring reminded me that I wasn’t born Adrian Cole. I was born Adrian of Cardenia, heir to a throne I’d walked away from.


	And now, because fate has a twisted sense of humor, my name was back in the news again.


	“Cole Industries under investigation for data breach.”


	The headline glared at me from the tablet, pixels smudged with coffee. I wasn’t worried about the investigation I was worried about what it might dig up. Someone was sniffing too close to my real past, and that someone had better be either incompetent... or dead soon.


	I leaned back in my chair, staring at the skyline. Tokyo, sunrise. My favorite city to disappear in. The glass reflected my face unshaven, eyes too sharp, tie too perfect.


	“Mr. Cole?” My assistant’s voice came through the intercom. “There’s a Ms. Harper Quinn here for your approval on the exposé feature.”


	Exposé. The word alone made my jaw tighten.


	“Exposé on what?”


	“She says it’s an investigative profile for The Chronicle. You approved it last week.”


	“I did not approve it last week.”


	A pause. Then a nervous throat clear. “Well, she’s already in the lobby.”


	Perfect. The one thing I needed less than a scandal was a journalist.


	“Send her up,” I said. “And bring coffee. The good kind.”


	I had fifteen minutes to decide whether Harper Quinn was an enemy or an opportunity.


	***


	She walked in like she owned the air. Not the room the air itself.


	Black jeans. White blouse. A leather jacket that looked too worn to be fashionable but too deliberate to be careless. A pen tucked behind her ear like it belonged there since birth.


	“Mr. Cole,” she said, extending her hand. Her grip was firm. “Thank you for agreeing to this interview.”


	“I didn’t agree,” I said.


	She smiled like that was cute. “Well, your PR team did. I figured that counts.”


	“You figured wrong.”


	Harper didn’t flinch. “Then consider this a pre-interview. Off the record. I like to meet people before I write about them.”


	“You make it sound like I’m a murder suspect.”


	“You do run a billion-dollar company with a reputation for secrecy. You’re not exactly Santa Claus.”


	I liked her already against my better judgment.


	“Fine,” I said, gesturing for her to sit. “You get fifteen minutes. Impress me.”


	“I’m not here to impress you,” she said, pulling out a recorder. “I’m here to understand you.”


	That line shouldn’t have hit as hard as it did.


	She started asking questions. About business ethics, philanthropy, innovation. I answered them like a politician short, polished, empty. But every time she leaned forward, eyes sharp behind her glasses, I felt a strange pull.
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