

    
        
          Queen of Silk: Dark Mafia Romance

        

        
        
          The Queen of Sin, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Ruby St. Clair

        

        
          Published by Ruby St. Clair, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      QUEEN OF SILK: DARK MAFIA ROMANCE

    

    
      First edition. February 23, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Ruby St. Clair.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232209780

    

    
    
      Written by Ruby St. Clair.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Queen of Silk: Dark Mafia Romance (The Queen of Sin, #1)

THALIA

DIMITRI

THALIA

DIMITRI

THALIA

DIMITRI

THALIA

DIMITRI

THALIA

THALIA

DIMITRI

THALIA

THALIA

DIMITRI

THALIA

DIMITRI

THALIA

DIMITRI

DIMITRI

THALIA

THALIA

DIMITRI

THALIA

DIMITRI

THALIA

THALIA

Sign up for Ruby St. Clair's Mailing List

Further Reading: Queen of Fire: Dark Mafia Romance

Also By Ruby St. Clair


THALIA

I strip for survival.
I fight for my sisters.
I don’t belong to anyone.
Then Dimitri Sokolov buys the club and fires me like I’m disposable — but looks at me like I’m already his.

When my past comes hunting and my sisters vanish, he doesn’t hesitate. He locks doors. He sends men. He makes threats that sound like promises.

He says he’ll protect us.

But men like Dimitri don’t protect for free.

And I’m starting to realize the price of safety... is ownership.

DIMITRI

I don’t mix business with pleasure.

Then Thalia flips me off and walks away like I’m nothing.

She’s fire. Defiant. Untouched by fear — until her world starts collapsing.

I don’t save people. I eliminate problems.

But for her?
I make exceptions.
She thinks I’m too ruthless. Too dangerous.

She’s right.

Because I don’t protect what I don’t plan to keep.

And Thalia?
She’s already mine.
This is Book 1 in The Queen of Sin Series. Reading Order: Queen of Silk, Queen of Fire, Queen of Steel.

PROLOGUE

I learned early that silence is louder than screaming.

People think trauma sounds like breaking glass. Like fists through drywall. Like sirens and slammed doors.

It doesn’t.

Sometimes it sounds like the hum of a refrigerator at three in the morning.

Like floorboards creaking when nobody’s supposed to be awake.

Like your own breathing when you’re trying to make it quiet enough to disappear.

I was twelve the first time I understood that being scared and being trapped are two different things.

Being scared means there’s still hope.

Being trapped means you already know nobody’s coming.

The house I grew up in always smelled like something sour. Stale liquor. Burnt food. Anger. Even when it was clean, it wasn’t clean. The walls felt stained. The air felt thick.

And my parents — if you could call them that — moved through it like they owned the misery.

I used to think if I stayed quiet enough, small enough, invisible enough, the bad things would pass over me.

They don’t.

They just wait.

There’s a kind of exhaustion that settles into your bones when you’re a kid raising yourself. When you learn how to read moods before you can solve algebra. When you know the sound of a bottle hitting the counter means don’t come out of your room.

By the time my sisters were born, I was already older than I should’ve been.

Kali came first. Big eyes. Soft cry. Clung to me like I was the only thing in the world that made sense.

Kylie came two years later. Loud from the beginning. Angry. Fierce. Like she showed up knowing she’d have to fight for space.

I loved them before I even knew what love was supposed to look like.

I loved them in the way you love something you’d die for without thinking.

I also knew, before I ever said it out loud, that I’d have to get us out.

The problem with getting out is that it costs something.

And when you’re born with nothing, the only currency you have is yourself.

By sixteen, I stopped hoping things would change.

By eighteen, I stopped believing anyone would help.

By twenty-one, I understood that the world doesn’t save girls like me.

It watches.

And sometimes it pays.

That’s how I ended up at The Onyx Room.

The first time I walked inside, I thought I’d hate it.

Dark room. Low lights. Music thick enough to vibrate through your ribs. Men with expensive watches and expensive secrets sitting in leather booths like they were kings of something.

I told myself I was only there for the money.

Fast money.

Money that didn’t take months to scrape together. Money that meant my sisters had school supplies before the first day instead of halfway through the year. Money that meant hot meals and field trips and clothes that weren’t donated or handed down.

I didn’t grow up dreaming about a stage.

I grew up dreaming about an exit.

The name Morgan wasn’t mine at first. It felt like a costume. Something I slipped into when the bass started and the lights hit just right.

Thalia was the girl who checked homework and braided hair and counted every dollar twice.

Morgan didn’t have baggage.

Morgan didn’t flinch.

Morgan didn’t cry.

It’s easier to move your body when you separate it from yourself. Easier to let eyes roam when you tell yourself they’re not really seeing you.

Some men come to clubs to forget.

Some come to prove something.

Some come because they like watching women pretend they’re in control.

I learned quickly how to read them.

The lonely ones tip the most.

The angry ones stare the hardest.

The married ones don’t make eye contact.

And then there are the quiet ones.

The ones who sit back and observe.

Those are the dangerous ones.

Not because they touch. Not because they talk.

Because they don’t.

They calculate.

I never let anyone get close enough to matter.

You smile. You dance. You collect. You leave.

You don’t take numbers.

You don’t go home with anyone.

You don’t blur lines.

That was the rule.

Everything I did had one purpose.

Get my sisters out.

The system likes paperwork more than it likes children.

I had photos. Reports. Bruises documented by teachers who cared just enough to write something down but not enough to do more.

Apparently that wasn’t enough.

Apparently scars aren’t urgent.

Apparently Black girls crying isn’t loud enough.

So I worked.

Every shift. Every holiday. Every night I wanted to be home instead of under neon lights pretending I wasn’t exhausted.

Malik, the bartender, once told me I moved like I had something to prove.

Maybe I did.

Or maybe I just knew what happens when you slow down.

You think too much.

And thinking is dangerous when you’re trying to survive.

Most nights after work, I’d sit in my car in the parking lot before driving home. Engine off. Forehead against the steering wheel. Just breathing.

Not crying.

Just breathing.

Because if I let myself feel everything at once, I might break.

And breaking wasn’t an option.

Not when two little girls still slept in that house.

The hardest part isn’t the anger.

It’s the waiting.

Waiting until you’re old enough.

Waiting until you have enough money.

Waiting until someone finally takes you seriously.

Waiting while the people you love are stuck somewhere you swore you’d never let them be.

Sometimes, when I’d pick them up and they’d beg to stay with me, I had to bite the inside of my cheek so hard I tasted blood.

Because I wanted to say yes.

I wanted to grab them and run and never look back.

But the law doesn’t care about what you want.

It cares about signatures.

And mine doesn’t matter.

So I plan.

I save.

I watch.

And I wait for the moment the scale tips.

Because it will.

Everything breaks eventually.

Even people.

Especially people.

I don’t believe in fairytales.

I don’t believe in knights.

I don’t believe in men who show up and fix things without expecting something in return.

If someone ever did offer me protection, I’d question the motive first.

Because nothing powerful is kind for free.

I know that.

I’ve seen it.

Still.

Some nights, when the club is loud and the lights blur and the money falls at my feet, I imagine what it would feel like to not have to fight so hard.

To wake up and not be calculating every move.

To exist without bracing for impact.

Then I remember.

Softness is a luxury.

And luxury costs more than I can afford.

So I stay sharp.

I stay distant.

I stay focused.

Men look at me and see curves. Confidence. Attitude.

They don’t see the girl who memorized every exit in her childhood home.

They don’t see the teenager who learned how to throw boiling water without shaking.

They don’t see the way my hands tighten when someone raises their voice too fast.

Good.

Let them see what I choose.

Because control is the only thing I own.

Or at least that’s what I tell myself.

Lately, though, something feels different.

The air at The Onyx Room feels heavier. Like something’s shifting.

New money. New whispers. New presence.

I don’t know what it is yet.

I just know the room feels watched.

And not in the usual way.

Not hungry.

Measured.

Evaluated.

It makes the back of my neck itch.

I don’t like not knowing.

I don’t like when variables change.

Because every time my life has shifted before, it’s cost me something.

I can handle struggle.

I can handle exhaustion.

I can handle anger.

What I don’t know if I can handle...

Is someone stepping into my carefully controlled chaos and deciding they belong there.

Because I’ve worked too hard to build these walls.

Brick by brick.

Shift by shift.

Dollar by dollar.

And I won’t let anyone — no matter how powerful, no matter how dangerous — tear them down without a fight.

I didn’t survive everything I’ve survived just to be claimed.

If the world wants to test me again, fine.

I’ve been ready since I was twelve.

But I’m not the girl who waits for rescue anymore.

I’m the girl who sets fires if she has to.

And if something — or someone — thinks they can walk into my life and rearrange it?

They better understand something first.

I don’t go quietly.

Not for fear.

Not for money.

And definitely not for a man.

Not even the kind who watches from the shadows.

Not even the kind who looks like control wrapped in danger.

Especially not him.

CHAPTER 1
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THALIA
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I fucking hate this house.

I hate this whole damn street. The busted sidewalk. The cigarette butts in the yard. The way the porch light flickers like even it wants to get the fuck out of here.

But most of all, I hate them.

The two people who gave me life just to ruin it.

My mother. My father.

They ain't shit. They've never been shit. And when they finally drop dead, I hope it's slow and painful.

I grip the steering wheel, staring at the cracked-open door. They're watching. They always are. Like they know I'm about to do what I do every single fucking night.

Pick up my sisters. Love on them. Make them feel normal. Then drop them back off in hell.

I glance at the backseat. Kali and Kylie ain't saying shit.

Just holding onto their backpacks like I'm dropping them off at a slaughterhouse.

"Thalia," Kali whispers. "Please... can't we just stay with you?"

That shit hits me like a damn bullet.

Because I want to say yes. I want to throw their little asses in my car, speed the fuck off, and never look back.

But life don't work like that.

Not when your mother and father is still their legal guardian.

Not when the system is built to fail kids like them.

I turn in my seat, reaching for their faces. Big brown eyes. Full lips. Round cheeks. They look like me.

"I know, baby," I murmur, pressing a kiss to both their foreheads. "I swear, I'm working on it. Just hold on a little longer, okay?"

They don't say shit.

That's how I know it's bad tonight.

I push open my door, my chest feeling like it's full of fucking bricks as I grab their hands and walk them up the porch steps.

Before I can even knock-

The door flies open.

And there she is.

My mother.

I don't call her that, though. That word is too good for her. She's just the bitch that birthed me.

"Where the fuck have y'all been?" she snaps, grabbing Kylie by the arm and yanking her inside.

My whole body tenses.

"They were with me," I say flatly, gripping the door before she can slam it.

And then I see him.

My father.

Leaning against the doorframe. Smirking. Looking me up and down like he's got a right to fucking look.

I go numb.

I hate him.
I hate her.
I hate both these sick-ass demons.
That motherfucker raped me. And my so-called mother?

She told me it was my fault.

"You walk around this house half-naked, thinking you grown."

I was a child.

––––––––
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BUT IT STOPPED AFTER that night.

The night I snapped.

I still remember it clear as day.....grabbing that pot of boiling water, throwing it straight at his chest, and running for my fucking life.
He screamed like a bitch.

I disappeared. Never looked back.

And yet, here I fucking am.

At this doorstep.

Again.

My mother crosses her arms


























































































CHAPTER 2
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