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Dedication
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To the fearless hearts who dare to chase their desires without hesitation. This story is dedicated to those who understand that love and ambition often walk a razor’s edge, where the stakes are high and the risks even higher. To the women who fight for their place in a world that tries to define them, and to the men who learn that true strength lies not just in power but in vulnerability. May Vivienne and Damian’s journey remind you that the path to the heart is never simple, but always worth the chase. To the dreamers, the fighters, and the lovers—this book is for you.
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Preface
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From the moment Vivienne stepped into Damian Crowe’s world, she knew life would never be the same. A world where glamour masks danger, desire blends with deception, and every move counts in a deadly game of power. This story is not just about a billionaire and the woman who chases his heart—it’s about the complexities of love tangled with ambition, the shadows lurking behind wealth, and the fierce battles fought in both boardrooms and bedrooms. As you journey through their lives, you will witness a tale of lust and loyalty, crime and compassion, fantasy and reality. It’s a story of broken pasts and bold futures, where every choice shapes the path forward. Welcome to a world where she gets whatever she wants—and the price she pays is the ultimate test of love.
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Prologue
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The night was a velvet tapestry punctuated by the gleam of city lights that stretched out endlessly, as if the stars themselves had descended to earth and scattered across glass towers and marble streets. In this world, where the elite played a game far beyond the reach of ordinary souls, everything glittered with the promise of power—and the whisper of danger.

Vivienne stood at the edge of the grand ballroom, her posture calm but her heartbeat pounding like a war drum beneath the silk of her gown. The chandelier overhead spilled warm golden light, catching the subtle shimmer woven into the fabric that clung to her slender form. She was a vision of calculated elegance, a woman who had learned early how to bend a room to her will. But tonight, beneath the mask of poise, she was a woman chasing something far more elusive than any prize she’d claimed before.

Across the room, the murmurs rippled like an electric current through the crowd. Heads turned as the man they called Damian Crowe made his entrance—a figure carved from shadows and silk, the billionaire with a reputation as dangerous as it was magnetic.

Damian’s gaze scanned the room with an almost predatory precision, eyes dark and unreadable beneath the thick sweep of his lashes. He was a man who had mastered control—of empires, of people, of every circumstance that might dare to threaten him. Yet tonight, something unexpected tugged at his attention. It was a woman whose very presence dared to challenge his carefully constructed fortress.

Their eyes met across the sea of glittering guests, and for a moment, the world outside the ballroom ceased to exist. Vivienne felt the sharp edge of his look, a blend of appraisal and something far more dangerous: desire tempered by the chill of power.

She took a slow step forward, her voice barely more than a whisper carried on a current of silk and fire.

“Damian Crowe.”

The name fell from her lips like a challenge wrapped in silk.

He smiled—a slow, almost cruel curve of lips that promised both pleasure and pain. “And you are?”

“Vivienne,” she said, her tone steady even as her pulse raced. “I’m exactly what you didn’t expect.”

His eyes flickered with interest. “Everyone expects me to play a certain game. Tell me, Vivienne, what game are you playing?”

Before she could answer, a commotion erupted near the entrance. Security shifted uneasily as a man in a dark suit was led out by heavyset guards. Damian’s jaw clenched—a flicker of something almost human flashed in his eyes.

But Vivienne’s curiosity wasn’t deterred. If anything, it was stoked into a burning flame.

She had come here tonight not just to be seen, but to uncover secrets that whispered in the shadows of Damian’s empire. Rumors of betrayal, hidden alliances, and deals made in the darkest corners of the city. She knew the stakes were high—higher than most dared imagine—and yet, here she was, on the brink of a game she might not survive.

“You want to know the game,” Vivienne said softly, stepping closer so only he could hear. “It’s the one where I get whatever I want.”

Damian’s eyes darkened with both warning and challenge. “And what is it that you want, Vivienne?”

She let the silence stretch between them, then smiled with a confidence that masked the storm beneath.

“You.”

The air was thick with unspoken promises and dangerous possibilities. In the world where power was currency and love was a battlefield, Vivienne and Damian were about to ignite a firestorm that would consume everything in its path.

Because when she chases the billionaire’s heart, she gets whatever she wants—and the price will be more than either of them ever imagined.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Collision of Worlds
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Vivienne adjusted the strap of her stiletto as she stepped off the sleek black car, the cool marble of the grand entrance reflecting the vibrant city lights around her. The buzz of the gala whispered through the air like an electric charge, rich with laughter, clinking glasses, and the soft pulse of expensive music. She moved with calculated grace, her every step measured, her eyes sharp and alert beneath the carefully crafted mask of elegance. Tonight was more than a social event—it was the arena where destinies shifted, alliances forged, and secrets exchanged under the guise of glamour.

She slipped inside the towering doors, greeted by a wave of warmth, chatter, and the subtle scent of expensive perfume mingled with cigar smoke. The ballroom was a cathedral of wealth—crystal chandeliers cast glittering light over polished marble floors, while walls draped in deep crimson velvet embraced the elite crowd. Business magnates, politicians, artists, and socialites mingled with a practiced ease, their conversations floating just beneath the surface, heavy with unspoken agendas.

Vivienne’s gaze cut through the crowd as she moved. This was her world too—a world where charm was currency and power a silent but deadly force. But beneath the sparkle of the evening lay currents far darker than the surface suggested, and Vivienne intended to dive deep. She wasn’t here to be another pretty face; she was here with a purpose that demanded every ounce of her cunning and resolve.

Her attention snapped when a hush rippled through the room, all eyes turning toward the entrance. He arrived with the quiet authority of a man used to command—Damian Crowe, the billionaire whose name was spoken in whispers and awe. Tall, impeccably dressed, his presence cut through the crowd like a blade. His dark eyes scanned the room with the precision of a predator, lips curved in a faint, knowing smile. The kind of smile that suggested he had secrets others would kill to uncover.

Vivienne’s breath hitched for a fraction of a second before she centered herself. Damian Crowe was a puzzle wrapped in enigma—ruthless, magnetic, and dangerous. The rumors that clung to him were as varied as they were chilling. Some said he built his empire on cutthroat deals; others whispered of shadows that lurked behind the polished veneer. But what fascinated Vivienne wasn’t just his power or his wealth—it was the challenge he represented.

Their eyes met across the room, a brief but electric collision. Time slowed, and the noise around her dimmed to a distant hum. His gaze held hers, unreadable and intense, as if he were weighing her worth in an instant. Vivienne felt an unexpected thrill—a spark that ignited a flame of defiance deep within her.

Without hesitation, she closed the distance, weaving through the clusters of admirers and well-wishers who dared to approach him. When she reached his side, the air seemed to shift, charged with a tension neither of them broke.

“Damian Crowe,” she said, her voice steady and clear, yet soft enough to draw him in.

He turned fully toward her, his eyes dark pools of curiosity. “And you are?”

Vivienne smiled—a slow, deliberate smile that spoke of confidence and secrets. “Vivienne. I’m the woman you didn’t expect to see here tonight.”

He studied her as though peeling back layers, lips twitching with amusement. “I like surprises. They keep life interesting.” His voice was smooth, low, and edged with a promise of danger.

She met his challenge without flinching. “Then I’m glad to be here.”

For a moment, they existed in a bubble—two forces circling, each sizing the other up. Around them, the gala carried on, but they were locked in a silent dance that neither wanted to end.

Suddenly, the sharp clang of a dropped glass shattered the moment, drawing their attention to a commotion at the far end of the room. A man in a tailored suit was being escorted out by stern-faced security. Damian’s jaw tightened; a shadow flickered across his expression. Vivienne’s curiosity deepened—what trouble had followed him here?

“I see your world isn’t as perfect as it seems,” she murmured, eyes narrowing slightly.

He shrugged, but there was a hardness beneath the gesture. “Nothing worthwhile ever is.”

A waiter passed, offering champagne. Damian took a glass, swirling the pale liquid thoughtfully before taking a measured sip. Vivienne matched his movement, the ritual a brief bridge between their silent understanding.

“So, Vivienne,” he began, voice low enough to avoid prying ears, “what brings you to my world tonight? Business? Pleasure? Or something far more complicated?”

She let out a soft laugh, eyes gleaming. “Let’s just say I have a vested interest in seeing what lies beneath the surface.”

His smile deepened, dangerous and inviting. “Be careful what you wish for.”

Before she could respond, the lights dimmed slightly, and the host took to the stage to announce a charity auction. The crowd’s attention shifted, but the unspoken connection between Vivienne and Damian lingered like a charged wire.

Vivienne took a slow breath, steadying herself. The night was far from over, and she knew the real game was just beginning. Damian Crowe was a man who had everything—and yet, beneath that façade, there was a vulnerability she sensed but didn’t yet understand. She was determined to uncover it.

Across the room, Damian watched her with an intensity that bordered on obsession. Vivienne wasn’t like the others—she was a puzzle he couldn’t ignore, a storm he wanted to chase.

Their worlds had collided tonight in a moment that neither would forget, setting into motion a dangerous dance of power, desire, and secrets. And in this game, Vivienne was ready to prove one thing—she got whatever she wanted.

The evening stretched on, conversations weaving in and out of laughter and subtle threats. Vivienne moved through the crowd with ease, each encounter sharpening her focus. Her phone buzzed discreetly in her clutch—an encrypted message that confirmed her suspicions. Damian’s empire was riddled with cracks, and she was about to exploit them.

As the final auction item—a rare painting rumored to be cursed—was announced, Vivienne caught Damian’s eye once more. A silent challenge passed between them, a promise that the night’s true stakes were far beyond money and status.

When the crowd erupted in applause, Vivienne slipped away toward the exit, her mind racing with possibilities. The collision of their worlds had only just begun—and neither of them knew how deeply their lives would entwine.
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Chapter 2: The Temptation Game
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Vivienne entered the dimly lit lounge nestled within Damian’s towering penthouse, the city sprawled beneath them like a glittering maze of ambition and desire. The air was thick with the scent of aged leather and faint traces of expensive cologne, mingling with the low hum of a jazz saxophone weaving through the silence. Her heels clicked softly against the polished hardwood floor as she made her way toward the bar, eyes catching the subtle play of shadows cast by the muted lighting.

Damian was already there, leaning against the counter with that familiar calm that belied the storm beneath. His tailored jacket hung perfectly from his broad shoulders, the crisp white shirt beneath open just enough to reveal a hint of skin and an aura of dangerous confidence. His dark eyes lifted to meet hers, an unspoken invitation lingering in the space between them.

The bartender poured a glass of deep red wine and slid it toward Vivienne without a word. She accepted it with a slight nod, savoring the richness before letting her gaze wander back to him.

“So,” Damian began, voice smooth and controlled, “you said you weren’t here for a casual encounter. Care to elaborate?”

Vivienne smiled, swirling the wine lazily in her glass. “I’m drawn to the complexity beneath the surface. To the unspoken truths people try to hide.” Her tone held a challenge, bold and unapologetic. “I want to know what makes you tick.”

He chuckled, a low sound that resonated deep
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