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THE WORLD IS HIS. MONEY? More than he could ever spend. Power? Nations bow when he speaks. Women? They throw themselves at him, hoping for a taste of his empire. But none of it matters. Not when the one thing he wants the most is the only thing he can't have. She’s off-limits. Untouchable. And yet, she’s the only thing that makes his pulse race.

Damian Cross built his empire from nothing. A billionaire before thirty. Ruthless, brilliant, unstoppable. His name alone can send stocks soaring or bring markets crashing down. Men fear him. Women adore him. Competitors crumble at his feet. But for all his wealth, all his influence, there’s a hunger inside him. A fire that won’t burn out. Because she exists.

It started with a glance. A moment. A split second where she walked into a room, and everything else disappeared. He’s known desire. Conquered it. Controlled it. But her? She unraveled him with a single look. And now, it’s all-consuming. A need so fierce, so raw, it’s become an obsession.

Her name? Olivia Hart. The one woman in the world he can’t have. The woman engaged to his best friend. A man who’s been loyal to him since day one. A man he trusts. A man who has no idea Damian is losing his mind every second Olivia is near.

She’s not like the others. Doesn’t chase money, doesn’t crave power. She’s got a fire in her, a stubbornness that makes her impossible to ignore. While others bend to his will, Olivia pushes back. She doesn’t fall for charm, doesn’t melt under his stare. She’s a challenge. The first real challenge of his life. And God help him, he’s never wanted anything more.

But he won’t cross that line. He can’t. He tells himself that over and over, like a prayer, like a warning. Yet every time he sees her, he imagines what it would be like if things were different. If fate hadn’t played its cruel hand. If she were his. If she could ever look at him the way she looks at the man who doesn’t even realize how lucky he is.

It’s torture. The kind no amount of money can fix. Because money can buy anything—except the heart of the one woman who refuses to be bought.

So he waits. Watches. Buries himself in work, in deals, in distractions. But nothing kills the ache. Nothing silences the thoughts. The what-ifs. The maddening, relentless pull toward the one thing he can’t touch. He’s a man used to taking what he wants, but this? This is different. This is war. And the battlefield is his own mind.

Maybe he should walk away. Cut ties. Put distance between them before he does something reckless, something irreversible. But every time he thinks about it, imagines never seeing her again, it feels like suffocating. Like the walls closing in. Like losing something he never even had to begin with.

She doesn’t know. Can’t know. If she did, if she ever saw the truth in his eyes, it would ruin everything. Destroy friendships, burn bridges, leave nothing but ashes. So he plays the game. Acts like nothing is wrong. Like he isn’t being eaten alive from the inside out.

But the truth? It’s there. In every stolen glance. In every moment that stretches too long. In every heartbeat that pounds like a warning, like a promise, like a curse.

He has everything. Everything except her. And that makes him the poorest man alive.
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The first time he saw her, the world narrowed. The chatter of the gala faded into a dull hum, the crystal chandeliers overhead refracting light that should have caught his attention—but didn’t. Because she was there, across the room, and nothing else mattered.

Ethan Sterling wasn’t the kind of man who lost focus. Billionaire, kingmaker, a man so precise in his dealings that the stock market seemed to shift at the weight of his decisions. He had everything—a seat at every powerful table, the ability to command silence with just his presence, and control. Always control.

Until now.

She wasn’t dressed to stand out. Not in the way women in his orbit usually were. No plunging gowns or jewels heavy enough to buy a penthouse. Just a sleek black dress, understated, elegant, and the kind of thing that shouldn’t have drawn his eye but did.

Her laughter—low, smooth—broke through the air, reaching him like a melody played just for him. The tilt of her head, the way her fingers curled around the stem of her champagne flute, unhurried, indifferent to the wealth swirling around her. That indifference made her even more dangerous.

“Ethan.” A voice, close. Too close. He turned, finding himself face to face with Charles Davenport, a man he barely tolerated on the best of days. “Did you hear a word I just said?”

“No.”

Davenport let out a dry chuckle. “Christ. I’ve never seen you look at a woman like that before.”

Neither had Ethan.

He turned back, but she was gone. The space where she’d been felt like a wound, an absence that shouldn’t matter but did.

And just like that, the chase began.

He found out her name within hours.

Isabelle Hart. A consultant. Sharp. Ruthless in negotiations. The kind of woman who knew how to wield intelligence like a weapon.

Ethan had dealt with brilliant women before. He respected them, admired them even. But he never wanted them. Not like this.

Not like he wanted her.

It started as a curiosity, a puzzle to solve. Why did she make him feel this way? What was it about her that had pulled him in so violently?

But curiosity twisted into something darker. He saw her everywhere. At meetings, where she held her ground against men who underestimated her. At events, where she moved like she belonged, like she wasn’t just another player in the game but a force to be reckoned with.

Ethan knew desire. He understood control. But this? This wasn’t just longing. It was obsession in its earliest form.

He should have walked away. Should have buried the thought of her before it turned into something dangerous.

Instead, he took the first step toward a disaster he couldn’t stop.

And the worst part?

He didn’t want to.
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