

        

           [image: ]

        




 


	Greed and Grace


	 


	The Tycoon Who Wanted It All


	 


	Gilded Sins


	 


	 


	Kassia D. Price




Copyright © 2025 by Kassia D. Price


	All rights reserved. This book, including all individual stories and original content, is protected under international copyright law. No part of this publication may be copied, reproduced, distributed, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise without prior written permission from the author, except for brief excerpts used in reviews or academic commentary, which must be properly credited.


	Fiction Disclaimer:


	This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons living or dead is entirely coincidental.


	Creative Tools Notice:


	Some aspects of this book including cover artwork, illustrations, or other visual and creative elements were developed with the assistance of licensed generative technologies under appropriate commercial-use terms. These elements are original compositions intended solely for this publication.


	For inquiries, contact: knowledgelighthouse.books@gmail.com  


	Thank you for reading this book. I hope you enjoy every page inside.


	[image: ]





      ISBN: 9783693302378
Verlag GD Publishing Ltd. & Co KG, Berlin


E-Book Distribution: XinXii
www.xinxii.com
[image: ]









	Table of Contents


	 


	Greed and Grace


	Description


	Chapter 1: The Purchase


	Chapter 2: Claire’s Walls


	Chapter 3: Shackled by the Past


	Chapter 4: Old Embers, New Fire


	Chapter 5: The Price of Control


	Chapter 6: The Deal


	Chapter 7: Softened Edges


	Chapter 8: The Other Side of Wealth


	Chapter 9: Betrayal Echoes


	Chapter 10: Choice


	Chapter 11: Grace Over Greed


	Epilogue: Grace in Bloom


	














	Greed and Grace


	Description


	Marcus Hale built an empire from nothing, yet success never quieted the shadows he carries. When a scandal lands him in community service at St. Haven’s, he expects inconvenience… not Claire Rowan. The center’s manager meets challenges head-on, sleeves rolled, clipboard tucked under her arm. She sees through his expensive suits and sharp answers, which unsettles him more than he’ll admit.


	Claire rebuilt her life with steady work and a promise to protect every child who walks through her doors. The last thing she needs is a man who treats ambition like oxygen. But Marcus keeps surprising her: small thoughtful gestures, late-night talks in the empty hallway, a sincerity that doesn’t match the headlines attached to his name.


	As the weeks pass, something shifts. Marcus leans toward the honesty and warmth he’s never found in boardrooms, while Claire glimpses a man capable of loyalty, patience, and real change. Trust, though, is easily bruised. Old wounds, public pressure, and Marcus’s fear of never being enough strain the fragile connection taking root between them.


	When the world begins to push back, one question remains: can a man who chased everything finally choose the one person who sees him?


	*** 


	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 Purchase


	Marcus


	I should have felt victorious when the final signature hit the page. Most men in my position would. A dying property bought at a steal, a failing institution rescued by a billionaire’s benevolence, an easy opportunity to polish an image I barely cared to maintain. Simple. Efficient. Profitable in reputation if not in cash.


	But standing in front of the gates of St. Haven’s the orphanage where I spent most of my childhood the contract folder tucked beneath my arm felt heavier than steel.


	The place looked smaller than I remembered. The brick walls were sun-faded, the playground rusted at the edges. The yard where I once fought boys twice my size now held quieter chaos: a few children chasing each other, puffs of dust rising beneath their feet. The sight made something twist beneath my ribs, a sensation I hadn’t felt in decades.


	Nostalgia… or guilt. I wasn’t sure.


	I straightened my suit jacket and walked toward the front steps. I hadn’t told the staff I was coming. No reason to. A clean business acquisition didn’t require sentimental announcements.


	The front door swung open before I reached it.


	She stepped out.


	Claire.


	Her hair was pulled back in a loose knot, strands falling in soft waves. She wore a simple blouse tucked into slacks, sleeves rolled up, a clipboard pressed to her chest. Her eyes landed on me, and the look wasn’t shock.


	It was disbelief. Followed by anger.


	The hit of it felt like heat against my skin.


	Her voice came out tight. “You.”


	“Hello, Claire.”


	She descended the steps, every line of her body tense and controlled, like she was holding herself back from saying something she’d regret. She stopped three feet from me. Too close for comfort. Too far for what my body remembered.


	“What are you doing here?” she asked.


	“I own this place now.”


	She stared not blinking, not breathing. A full-body, silent explosion behind her eyes.


	“You what?”


	“I purchased St. Haven’s this morning. It will remain operational. You won’t have to shut anything down. I’m here to discuss next steps.”


	Her laugh came out sharp. “Of course. Marcus Wynn swoops in and saves the day with his checkbook. How generous.”


	“This isn’t charity.”


	“No,” she said. “It never is with you.”


	Her words cut deeper than she realized.


	I held her gaze. “The orphanage needed help. It wasn’t getting it. I can fix that.”


	“You think throwing money at something is the same as fixing it?”


	“It’s how the real world works.”


	“The real world works here too,” she said, gesturing at the building behind her. “You didn’t even talk to me before buying the one place I’ve spent years trying to protect.”


	“You don’t own it.”


	“Don’t patronize me.”


	A child’s laugh drifted from the courtyard. Claire flinched, as if reminded of what she was fighting for. She crossed her arms, clipboard clutched tight. There were shadows under her eyes long days, long nights, exhaustion she wouldn’t admit.


	I knew that look. She’d worn it in our final months together.


	“Let’s not do this here,” I said. “We can talk inside.”


	“No, Marcus. You don’t get to walk in acting like a savior. You had your chance years ago. You left. You chose Wall Street over everything else.”


	“You wanted me to be someone I wasn’t ready to be.”


	“No,” she said quietly. “I wanted you to be someone who cared.”


	The words hit harder than the memories.


	I inhaled slowly. “This purchase wasn’t about us.”


	“It’s always about you. Your control. Your image. Your greed.”


	“I don’t need this for image.”


	“You never needed the money either. But you kept chasing more anyway.”


	For a moment, I almost said the truth. That coming back here had nothing to do with my empire. That I’d been ignoring an ache in my chest for too long. That something inside me had cracked the moment I learned the place might close.


	But I didn’t. I never did.


	Instead, I held out the folder.


	“There’s paperwork you’ll need to see. Financial restructuring. Staff stipends. Safety improvements. I want the transition to be smooth.”


	She didn’t take it.


	“Walk with me,” she said instead.


	She led me through the courtyard. Kids ran across patchy grass, some in worn shoes, some barefoot. A little girl tugged on Claire’s sleeve, whispering something. Claire knelt, listened, and smiled with a softness that didn’t exist when she faced me.


	I watched the exchange longer than I should have.


	She rose and kept walking. “We survive mostly on community donations. But donors paused when they heard we might close. I’ve been fighting to prove we’re stable. Your purchase sends the opposite message.”


	“I stabilized the finances.”


	“You destabilized trust.”


	“You’re exaggerating.”


	“Am I? One announcement from Marcus Wynn and suddenly everything becomes a business deal. These children aren’t assets.”


	“I never said they were.”


	“But you think in numbers first.”


	I stopped. “Numbers saved this place.”


	She slowed and faced me.


	Her eyes softened for a breath. “Then why didn’t you call me? Why didn’t you ask how things were? Why didn’t you visit before deciding you knew best?”


	Because seeing you again terrified me.


	Because the one good thing from my past was the same thing I destroyed.


	Because looking at you now hurts more than losing anything I’ve ever built.


	“I handled it the way I handle everything,” I said instead.


	“Yes. Alone.”


	A teenage boy lingered near the benches, watching us. Dark hoodie. Defensive posture. His eyes flickered between us.


	Claire noticed. “Evan, you’re out of class?”


	He shrugged. “Didn’t feel like it.”


	She touched his arm gently. “You want to walk with us?”


	He shook his head and drifted off. I watched him go. A memory flared to life the slouch, the guarded eyes, the silent plea for someone to notice.
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