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	Gilded Claws


	Description


	In the ruthless world of rare-metal empires, Kael Dravik reigns like fire given form gold in his hand, hunger in his eyes. A dragon-shifter who built his empire through sheer will, he’s learned that power bends to no one. Until Aurelia Voss.


	Once the heir to a fallen phoenix line, Aurelia has clawed her way back from ruin to reclaim what’s hers. Her strength glows beneath the surface, steady and dangerous, shaped by betrayal and loss. Her first mission: dismantle the man who crushed her father’s empire. Yet every calculated strike pulls her deeper into his orbit. And every look, every near-touch, feels like standing too close to a flame.


	Their rivalry blazes across continents. Their nights dark, quiet, electric blur the line between victory and surrender. But in a world ruled by fire and greed, one secret could burn it all down.


	When dragons and phoenixes collide, what’s left standing ashes, or something born from them?


	*** 


	Within this world of wealth and instinct, [Book Title] begins the first forbidden merger between power, pride, and primal desire.


	In a world where power buys loyalty and dominance defines survival, the alphas who move through the shadows are more than men they’re predators built to rule. Obsidian Alpha follows rival billionaires tied to bloodlines older than legend, their empires forged in secrecy and flame.


	Each story unravels a war between desire and control, where enemies collide and submission cuts deeper than trust. Passion is a weapon. Loyalty is a leash.


	And surrender? The costliest luxury of all.




Chapter 1: Inferno in the Boardroom


	Kael


	The glass walls of the conference hall reflected golden light from the chandeliers, a thousand shards of brilliance fractured across polished surfaces and sharp suits. My reflection blinked back from every panel calm, contained, the perfect image of control. Beneath the tailored black suit and silk tie, my pulse beat slow and deliberate, a dragon’s rhythm masked beneath human calm.


	The global metals summit was a battlefield in disguise. Smiles concealed fangs, handshakes carried the weight of power plays. My empire, Dravik Global, had just absorbed Lirium Core a rare-metal conglomerate with reach across Asia and the Pacific. The announcement had been timed perfectly. Every investor in this room now knew my name burned hotter than theirs.


	“Mr. Dravik,” the moderator said, his voice trembling slightly as the crowd broke into applause, “your company’s expansion redefines the landscape. Any closing remarks?”


	I leaned toward the microphone, my tone smooth as heat on glass. “The world is built on what we forge. My company simply ensures the fire never dies.”


	Applause filled the marble hall, echoing through every reflective surface. But beneath the glow and noise, my senses caught something else something electric, alive, familiar in a way that scraped against instincts I’d buried long ago.


	The scent came first: smoke and sweetness, burning cedar laced with something softer. Then she appeared.


	Aurelia Voss.


	She stood near the edge of the crowd, posture straight, eyes sharp enough to cut through armor. Golden light flickered through her copper-red hair, and her lips curved in the faintest mockery of a smile. Phoenix Industries. The last ember of a once-great empire. Her father’s downfall had made room for my rise. Seeing her here was like catching sight of the sun through smoke beautiful, dangerous, impossible to ignore.


	I didn’t need the teleprompter anymore. Every word from here was instinct. “To progress,” I said, eyes locked on hers, “sometimes we must burn away what refuses to evolve.”


	A murmur rippled through the audience. She didn’t flinch. She didn’t even blink. Her smile deepened, and for a second, the air around her shimmered faintly as if heat itself bent in her orbit.


	Afterward, as delegates swarmed the refreshment area, I turned to leave the stage. But she was already there, blocking my path with a glass of champagne in hand.


	“Kael Dravik,” she said, voice low and calm. “Still breathing fire in public, I see.”


	I smiled faintly. “Aurelia Voss. I thought you turned to ashes years ago.”


	Her eyes flashed gold within brown. “Funny. My company’s still standing. Yours just looks bigger because you’re standing on what’s left of mine.”


	“That’s business.” I reached for a drink from the passing tray. “And survival.”


	She tilted her head, studying me. “And you still believe you’re the only one who knows how to survive?”


	There was something about her voice steady, unyielding that stirred the part of me that still remembered flame and wind, the freedom of the sky. She wasn’t supposed to be here, not after her father’s company collapsed. But she was. Reborn. Unbroken. And suddenly every plan I’d made for the day felt slightly off balance.


	“Enjoy the summit,” I said, brushing past her. “Though next time, you might want to bring fireproof gloves.”


	“Don’t worry,” she murmured behind me, “I’ve learned to handle the heat.”


	Her tone lingered longer than her footsteps.


	***


	Aurelia


	He was exactly as I remembered too tall, too composed, and entirely too sure of himself. Kael Dravik, the man whose smile could melt stock prices and whose ambition had buried my family’s legacy. The man who once shook my father’s hand and then burned the bridge they stood on.


	But I wasn’t that girl anymore. The daughter who hid behind gilded doors, watching empires rise and fall. I had rebuilt what he thought he destroyed. Phoenix Industries wasn’t a ghost it was a fire waiting to catch.


	He didn’t notice how the air trembled when he passed me. To everyone else, he was a businessman, cold and untouchable. But I saw the shimmer beneath the surface the subtle heat radiating off his skin. I’d studied him for years, and the more I learned, the more I understood. The Dravik dynasty’s roots weren’t entirely human.


	And neither were mine.


	I sipped my champagne, my heartbeat steady. Still breathing fire in public, I’d said. The words had come easier than I expected. He’d smiled like a man used to winning, but something in his eyes had flickered. For a heartbeat, I’d almost seen the gold burning through the ice.


	Later that evening, my assistant Mia caught up with me as I left the hall. “You shouldn’t provoke him,” she said quietly. “Dravik plays dirty. His lawyers could bury us before you even sign the next contract.”


	“I’m not provoking him,” I said, sliding into the waiting car. “I’m reminding him that fire isn’t his alone.”


	The city lights streamed past the window, streaks of white and gold across the night. My reflection glowed faintly, a thin line of light tracing the pulse beneath my skin. When I closed my eyes, I could almost feel the wings I used to dream about feathers of heat, rising from ash.


	He thought I’d lost everything. He didn’t understand that sometimes destruction is the only way to be reborn.


	***


	Kael


	The night ended in silence, but my mind didn’t rest. Back at the penthouse overlooking Lake Geneva, I poured a drink and watched the city pulse with light. The surface of the water shimmered faintly, like molten glass.


	Aurelia Voss. The name burned through my thoughts. She shouldn’t matter. She was competition beautiful, reckless, a reminder of a past already erased. But something about her presence refused to fade.


	Dragons weren’t made for longing. We took what we wanted and scorched what resisted. Yet for the first time in years, I wasn’t thinking about conquest. I was thinking about the sound of her voice, the way her eyes didn’t back down from mine.


	The phone buzzed on the counter. My aide’s voice came through. “Mr. Dravik, Phoenix Industries just filed a new claim for an ore site in Ethiopia right inside your territory.”


	Of course she did.


	I laughed softly, swirling the amber liquid in my glass. “She wants a war,” I murmured. “Then let her see what fire really looks like.”


	The city lights flared against the glass, reflecting in my eyes two golden rings burning quietly in the dark.


	***


	Aurelia


	The following morning, I walked into Phoenix headquarters as dawn spread gold across the skyline. The air smelled faintly of metal and ozone the scent of new beginnings. My board waited in the main conference room, nervous, expectant, watching me like I held the key to salvation.
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