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	Wrath Unmasked


	Description


	Sebastian Drake built his tech empire with one goal in mind: take down the man who destroyed his family. For a decade, anger kept him upright, steady as steel. Every deal he closed was another brick in the wall he was building around his life. Then he walks into a crowded ballroom, hears the soft clink of champagne glasses, and sees Isabel Hale. His enemy’s daughter someone who should never matter.


	Isabel has spent years carrying a name that isn’t hers to carry. She finds real purpose in volunteer projects, in the quiet work that reminds her people can change if they’re given the room to try. Sebastian is everything she swears she’ll avoid: sharp-eyed, decisive, and intense in a way that settles beneath her skin. But time with him feels different, as if he’s the first person who understands she’s more than a legacy she never chose.


	The pull between them builds slow at first, then impossible to ignore. His past is a wire he wraps tighter around himself. Her trust becomes the only thing he never expected to earn. When Sebastian’s plan lands with brutal precision, Isabel faces the truth: the man she let into her life may have woven their entire connection from deception.


	With old enemies closing in and the weight of history pressing on them both, Sebastian has to reckon with the past he treated like a god, and Isabel must decide if love can endure the damage it leaves behind.


	How do you love someone who was never supposed to be worthy of you?


	*** 


	Together, these stories form the Gilded Sins series where every forbidden passion leads closer to truth, love, and the price of redemption.


	In a world where power seduces and ambition blinds, every billionaire carries a sin they can’t escape. They’ve built their empires on pride, hunger, and the illusion of control lives polished to perfection but hollow underneath. Then love arrives, uninvited and unstoppable, tearing through their defenses one touch at a time.


	The Gilded Sins series pulls back the curtain on wealth and desire, revealing what power can’t hide: temptation that consumes, forgiveness that wounds, and redemption that always demands a price.


	Because when everything glitters, who dares to chase what’s real?




Chapter 1: The Ten-Year Plan


	Sebastian


	The city lights below my office dripped like molten metal, threads of gold cutting through the night. I stood against the glass and watched them, breathing in the quiet the way a wolf tastes blood to remember hunger. Ten years of clawing upward, teeth bared, and this moment was the final step. Every meeting, every sleepless night, every lie… all of it had been for this.


	The file on my desk waited, patient as a blade. My legal team had triple-checked the contracts. The acquisition would gut Aramont Holdings from the inside, starting with the subsidiary that fed half its liquidity. Not a killing blow, not yet… but a slow bleed that would leave Victor Hale begging the same way my family had begged.


	I rested my hand on the cool leather blotter. My reflection in the glass stared back at me sharp suit, darker eyes. People called me a visionary. Some said I was ruthless, a prodigy. They had no idea why. They saw the empire. They didn’t see the ashes beneath it.


	A soft knock.


	“Come in.”


	Vivian stepped inside, tablet in hand. Precise, elegant, annoyingly perceptive. “The board approved the revised timeline. We’ll be ready to announce the acquisition in four weeks.”


	“It needs to be two.”


	She blinked. “Two weeks? You’re asking for regulatory miracles.”


	“I’m not asking.”


	She studied me, then nodded. “I’ll make it happen.”


	I returned to the window. “How many of them know?”


	“Almost no one. And anyone who suspects won’t risk saying it aloud. They think you’re expanding your infrastructure portfolio.”


	They thought wrong.


	The memory struck without warning. My mother at the dining table, staring at a letter she couldn’t comprehend, fingertips trembling. A foreclosure stamp like a bruise. My father seated beside her, silent and hollow-eyed, the man who built everything reduced to dust in a signature.


	Victor Hale had been on the other side of that polished boardroom table and called it business. Due diligence. Market correction. Nothing personal.


	Nothing personal.


	A dry laugh escaped. I had lived a decade waiting to prove him wrong.


	Vivian cleared her throat. “There’s one more item. The Hale Fund Gala confirmed your RSVP. Their PR chair wants to know if you’d like to speak.”


	“Let them wonder why I’m there. I won’t speak.”


	“Understood. You’re attending alone?”


	“For now.”


	She hesitated a fraction too long. “Sebastian… the daughter will be there. Isabel Hale.”


	My chest tightened. Not from emotion anticipation. I knew her file. Graduated top of her class. Clean reputation. Almost antiseptic. Charity work, medical tech pilot programs, volunteer tours abroad. A halo she wore with deliberate calm.


	In the photos, she always looked slightly away from the camera… as if she didn’t want the world to look back at her.


	“Send me her schedule,” I said. “Everything public and private.”


	“Already compiled. I’ll forward it.”


	She left. The door clicked shut. Silence returned.


	On the desk, the projected map of her life shimmered across my screen. Locations, speeches, interviews, her nonprofit meetings. She had no idea I was already at the perimeter, circling.


	I traced the edge of her profile picture with my fingertip. It wasn’t the image that interested me. It was the innocence. The inconvenient truth. The daughter of the man who destroyed everything… smiling as if the world had never bared its teeth.


	I wasn’t attracted to her. I wasn’t curious. This was reconnaissance. A vulnerability. A living key to a locked gate.


	And yet…


	A warning whispered beneath the calm: Don’t look too long.


	Too late.


	***


	The gala was a cathedral of money. Glass ceilings arched overhead, chandeliers like frozen constellations. Elegant laughter rolled through the air, polished and rehearsed. The powerful gathered like predators pretending to be saints.


	I moved among them as if I were one of them because I was. They looked at me with a mixture of awe and mild fear. I cultivated that. It kept them predictable.


	Victor Hale wasn’t present yet. Good. I wanted time.


	I took a glass of champagne from a passing tray. The liquid caught the light like molten fire. It smelled expensive. It tasted empty.


	Then I saw her.


	Standing near the gallery entrance, speaking with a small group of young philanthropists. A black dress draped over her like midnight ink modest, deliberate. The kind of quiet confidence that didn’t need to shout.


	Her hair fell over her shoulder in a simple sweep, light catching soft strands. Hazel eyes calm, unreadable turned toward another guest. She smiled. Not the smile of an heiress or a climber. Something gentler. Something unguarded.

OEBPS/Images/535382-wrath-unmasked-lores.jpg
k IA D PRICE

;ﬁ GIL§D

w‘

Wlu\TH :

!JNMASKED .

hA nger Who Fell for





OEBPS/Images/image.jpeg
Explore more reads & updates





OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





