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	Billionaire Obsidian


	Description


	Some empires are built from steel and calculation. Others rise from fire, revenge, and a hunger older than any bank balance. Three billionaires stand on the edge of rivalry, obsession, and immortality until the women who confront them burn their rules to the ground.


	A corporate predator understands takeover deals more than intimacy. His rival is brilliant, sharp, gorgeous, and just as relentless. From the moment she walks into his glass office, every negotiation feels like a spark in dry air, every argument a slow pull toward something reckless. They were never meant to cooperate, yet desire drags them past the line where winning blurs into surrender. He has never lost on the trading floor. In love, he might lose everything.


	Gold is his legacy, ambition his native language. A private tycoon built his empire under the pressure of diamonds, corruption, and men who only wanted his seat. The woman who steps into his guarded life notices the cracks beneath the shine, refusing expensive gifts or easy answers. Their attraction glows hot and unstable, like metal fresh from the forge, and in that heat the past threatens to scorch what future he still has.


	Beyond offices and skylines, a ruler from another age walks alone. His empire formed from frost and memory, his heart sealed by an oath no mortal can break. When a living woman crosses his path, she doesn’t flinch from the cold. She sees the man beneath the legend, and with one touch the weight of eternity shifts.


	Three kings of desire. Three women who refuse to bow.


	In a world defined by power, who claims the crown?


	***


	Within this world of ambition and desire, each book reveals one of the many battles where power meets passion and only the heart decides who wins.


	The Luxe Power Collection is a world of billionaires who don’t ask for permission, dynasties built in secrecy, and desires that refuse to behave. Each book follows men who command empires corporate, ancient, or immortal only to learn that influence collapses the moment they meet the one woman they can’t bend to their will. From glass-walled boardrooms to private estates and realms carved from frost and gold, these romances trace the collision of dominance and vulnerability, submission and strength. Every story runs on sharp stakes, raw emotion, and temptation that gets under the skin. Here, love isn’t a luxury it’s the force that brings kings to their knees.




The Enemy’s Kiss


	Description


	Emma Grant built her reputation on crafting narratives and tearing them apart. When she’s hired to dismantle tech mogul Luca Devereaux’s empire, it feels like just another assignment. But the man behind the headlines isn’t the cold strategist she expected. His presence unsettles her, his gaze breaks through every defense she’s built, and suddenly control feels like an illusion.


	Luca thrives on power and precision, yet Emma disrupts both. Her sharp mind challenges him, her defiance tempts him. What begins as a battle of strategy turns into a dangerous pull neither can define. Each move blurs the line between ambition and desire, truth and manipulation.


	But in their world, trust is currency and every secret has a price. As the stakes rise, Emma must decide if surrendering to him means victory, ruin, or something neither of them saw coming.


	Love was never part of the plan. Now it’s the one variable they can’t control.


	*** 


	Each book in the Bound by Wealth series explores a different kind of power financial, emotional, or moral and how even the most dominant hearts must eventually bow to love.


	They built their lives on ambition and power, chasing what the world called success. But behind every fortune lies a price no one talks about. In places where glass towers touch the clouds and private jets blur the horizon, five billionaires learn that control can’t buy peace and desire can ruin even the strongest plans. From boardrooms to secluded shores, where loyalty is tested and secrets never stay buried, each must face the same truth: the heart is the only empire that won’t be conquered.




Chapter 1: The Contract


	Emma


	The office lights burned long past midnight, the skyline beyond my window a scatter of ambitions pretending to be stars. My coffee had gone cold an hour ago, but I kept sipping out of habit small rituals make you feel like you still have control. In this business, you pretend until the truth follows.


	I stared at the encrypted file blinking on my laptop: PROJECT: DEVEREAUX. The name pulsed on the screen like a warning. Luca Devereaux media tycoon, billionaire, untouchable. The man who turned scandals into empires and rivals into ruins.


	And I had just signed a contract to destroy him.


	The paper beside my keyboard still smelled faintly of printer ink. I’d done dirty work before spin, rebranding, silencing but this felt different. Sharper. Riskier. Gregory Shaw wanted Luca’s empire crippled before an acquisition vote. All I had to do was expose the cracks, twist the narrative, and let public opinion do the rest. Easy, on paper. Except Luca Devereaux didn’t leave cracks.


	***


	By morning I stood outside Devereaux Global’s glass fortress, pretending to be just another PR consultant invited to a “tech summit.” The lobby gleamed like a cathedral marble floors, digital displays streaming his company’s triumphs a monument to control.


	He was onstage when I entered: no slides, no teleprompter, just him in a charcoal suit, sleeves rolled up, voice smooth and practiced. He spoke about innovation, ethics, “the duty of influence.” Every sentence flexed dominance beneath a veneer of virtue.


	The crowd hung on him. My jaw tightened.


	When his gaze swept the room it landed on me. For a second I forgot to breathe. His eyes were sharp blue-gray and assessing, a predator that disguised itself as winter water. I looked away first, furious at myself for feeling noticed.


	Applause thundered. I clapped too, measured, careful not to let whatever that look was unwind me.


	Afterward the networking floor fizzed with champagne and small talk. I lingered by a display, pretending to study a data model, when a shadow fell across my glass.


	“Emma Grant,” a voice said behind me. “From Stratagem PR, right?”


	I turned. Luca Devereaux, in the flesh close enough that I caught the faint cedar in his scent and something darker beneath it.


	“Mr. Devereaux,” I said evenly. “I’m surprised you know me.”


	“I make it my job to know who’s trying to rebrand the competition.” His smile was polite and edged with steel. “You have a reputation for...creative tactics.”


	“Flattery from you sounds like a challenge,” I shot back.


	“Maybe it is.” His eyes lingered, too long to be casual. “Enjoying the summit?”


	“Immensely,” I lied. “You’ve built quite the empire. Must be exhausting keeping the shine on.”


	A flicker amusement or warning crossed his face. “Some things are worth polishing.”


	He handed me his card, silver foil glinting. “Let’s talk soon, Ms. Grant. I like knowing my rivals personally.”


	Rivals. The word hummed between us like static.


	When he walked away I realized I’d been holding my breath. My pulse thudded against ribs that had practiced not feeling things for years.


	***


	That night, back at my desk, I replayed the encounter more times than I wanted to admit. I told myself it was reconnaissance study the target, map his weaknesses. But the way he’d said my name lingered: confident, unhurried, like a man who already believed he knew the ending.


	I started phase one of the campaign leaks, misattributed emails, subtle board whispers. I dug through filings, tracked shell entities, chased alliances that looked clean in public and messy in private. The deeper I went, the more oddities surfaced. Luca’s philanthropy looked genuine. His innovation funds weren’t laundering anything. He was ruthless yes but not crooked.


	It would have been easier if he’d been dirty.


	By midnight I found myself staring at his glossy public photo sharp suit, half-smile and felt less triumph than a dangerous curiosity.


	Two days later an invitation arrived, hand-delivered to my office: an exclusive gala at Devereaux Global. Media moguls, investors, a chandelier big enough to hold a scandal. It wasn’t addressed to Stratagem; it was addressed to me. Tucked beneath the printed invite was a handwritten note:


	Let’s see how creative you really are.


	 L.D.


	I laughed, but it sounded like surrender. The man wasn’t merely aware of my game; he’d turned it into his own.


	I leaned back in my chair and watched the city pulse with light. This wasn’t going to be a campaign. It was going to be a war.


	And maybe just maybe I was already losing.


	 




Chapter 2: The Bait and the Trap


	Luca


	There’s a certain thrill in watching chaos unfold especially when it’s aimed at me. The morning headlines screamed betrayal, whispering about a “whistleblower leak” inside Devereaux Global. Allegations of data manipulation. False, of course too clean to be coincidence. It had fingerprints all over it. And one of them belonged to Emma Grant.


	I almost admired the precision. Almost.


	By noon, I’d traced the source her firm, Stratagem PR. She’d done her homework, but she’d underestimated mine. I didn’t just build a tech empire; I built the tools that see through illusions. One phone call gave me everything I needed: a name, a timestamp, a digital trail that led straight to her office.


	I didn’t call her. I wanted to look her in the eye when I dismantled her move.


	That afternoon, I walked into Stratagem’s headquarters like I owned the building. The receptionist blinked, clearly unsure if she should stop me. I gave her a smile that made people say yes when they wanted to say no.


	“Tell Ms. Grant her problem has arrived,” I said.


	When Emma appeared, she wasn’t what I expected. Black slacks, fitted blazer, hair tied back, every inch the professional but her eyes... they gave her away. Sharp. Alert. Amused, even.


	“Mr. Devereaux,” she said coolly. “You should have called. I’d have scheduled a more dramatic entrance.”


	“Why ruin a perfectly good ambush?” I stepped closer. “Impressive work this morning. You even fooled the press for a few hours.”


	She didn’t flinch. “If you came to gloat, I’m late for another meeting.”


	I leaned on her desk, lowering my voice. “If I came to gloat, you’d already be fired. I prefer to give my opponents a chance to clean up their mess.”


	Her jaw tightened. “What do you want, Luca?”


	That was the first time she said my name. It sounded like a dare.


	“I want you to stop playing with matches,” I said evenly. “Because if you burn me, I’ll make sure you’re standing in the ashes too.”


	Her lips curved, not in fear but in defiance. “Then I guess we’re both holding the same lighter.”


	I almost laughed. Almost. Instead, I straightened and left her office with a parting shot. “Next time you try to bury me, at least pick a deeper hole.”


	***


	Emma


	I watched him go, heart hammering against my ribs. He moved like a threat wrapped in charm calm, confident, and utterly infuriating. I should’ve been proud he took the bait. Instead, I felt something else. A pulse beneath my skin, part fury, part fascination.


	The plan wasn’t supposed to get personal. The fake leak was just phase one a diversion to test how he handled pressure. And he’d handled it perfectly. Too perfectly. He didn’t just defend; he countered. That made him dangerous.


	I stared at the door long after he was gone, the faint scent of his cologne lingering. I hated that I noticed.


	The next day, the counterattack hit. A high-profile journalist suddenly had access to internal memos from Stratagem real ones. Luca had hit back with surgical precision, exposing one of my client’s shady accounts. The fallout was instant. Phones rang. Clients panicked. Gregory Shaw screamed through the line, his voice sharp with blame.


	“You said this would be clean,” he shouted.


	“It was,” I snapped. “Until Devereaux decided to play dirtier.”


	“Fix it, Emma. I don’t care how. You get one shot.”


	The call ended, leaving a ringing silence in its wake. I sat there for a long time, watching the city blur into streaks of light. My reputation was built on control but control was exactly what I was losing. Luca had made his point. He wasn’t just untouchable. He was clever enough to make me look like an amateur.


	***


	Two nights later, I found him at a charity gala hosted by a mutual sponsor. The air smelled of wealth and pretense champagne, perfume, ambition. I wore red. Not subtle. Not meant to be.


	He noticed me the second I entered. Our eyes met across the room, and the noise dimmed. He smiled like we shared an inside joke. I almost rolled my eyes, but something in that smile pulled me forward.


	When I reached him, he raised his glass. “You look like trouble, Ms. Grant.”


	“Then you finally recognize me.”


	“Always did.”


	We stood there, too close, pretending it was just business. Cameras flashed. People mingled. But between us, the air felt charged.


	“You leaked my client’s documents,” I said quietly.


	He took a slow sip of his drink. “You threw the first punch.”


	“That wasn’t personal.”


	“Neither was mine.” His gaze held mine. “Until now.”


	I hated the way my stomach tightened. “Careful, Luca. You don’t want to start a war you can’t win.”


	“I don’t fight wars I can’t enjoy.”


	I should have walked away. Instead, I let him take my hand when the band began playing something slow and sinuous. His touch was warm, deliberate. His hand rested on my back like a claim he hadn’t earned.


	“You’re good at pretending you’re in control,” he murmured.


	“And you’re good at mistaking confidence for surrender.”


	He chuckled softly, the sound brushing my neck. “Maybe I just like watching you try to keep up.”


	We moved together like the world didn’t exist. Every turn, every breath, every heartbeat blurred the line between hate and something dangerously close to desire.


	When the song ended, he didn’t let go immediately. Neither did I.


	Later, alone in the back of a taxi, I stared out the window at the glowing skyline. My reflection looked different flushed, restless. I told myself it was adrenaline. The thrill of competition.


	But deep down, I knew better.


	This wasn’t just a feud anymore. It was foreplay disguised as warfare.


	And I had no idea who would win.


	 




Chapter 3: Smoke and Fire


	Emma


	The invitation arrived like a dare sleek black envelope, no return address, hand-delivered to my desk. Inside, heavy paper and a short note in an angular hand:


	You wanted a closer look at my empire. Join me tonight at the Devereaux Global Gala. Let’s see if you can keep your balance when the floor burns.


	 L.D.


	I read it twice, irritation and curiosity tangling in my chest. He knew how to bait me. He wanted me under his chandelier to watch me squirm or to prove he could control the story. Either way, I wasn’t backing down.


	By the time I stepped from the car, the city had traded daylight for gold-lit windows and velvet shadows. Cameras snapped as I climbed the marble steps. I wore black silk, a deliberate echo of his signature color; my heels clicked like punctuation on polished stone.


	Inside, the ballroom glimmered with excess glass chandeliers, crystal flutes, and a kind of arrogance you could smell. I found him almost immediately: surrounded by politicians and investors, laughing low and sure, the center of a carefully curated orbit. A sight that made something inconvenient and warm shift beneath my ribs.


	He saw me before I reached him. His gaze swept me slowly, memorizing angles as if he were cataloguing evidence. When I stopped at his side, he smiled like someone who expected the final line to be his.


	“Ms. Grant,” he said. “You clean up well for someone planning my downfall.”


	“I thought funerals were in order,” I replied coolly. “Yours, preferably.”


	He chuckled, the sound practiced. “Careful. People might mistake that for flirtation.”


	“Let them.”


	He leaned closer, voice low enough that only I could hear. “Are you always this dangerous, or only when you’re losing?”


	“I don’t lose,” I said. “I adapt.”


	“That’s what losers say.”


	I was about to retort when the band slid into a slow, sultry number. Before I could think better of it, Luca offered his hand. “Dance with me.”


	“No,” I said.


	“Yes.” His smile didn’t falter. “Unless you’re afraid.”


	Afraid a word I’d spent a career pretending not to hear. I placed my hand in his and let him lead.


	On the floor, the world narrowed. His hand at my waist was confident, not possessive; our steps fit together with a casual ease that felt unfair. His cologne was wood and spice, subtle and distracting. Every time I glanced up those blue-gray eyes were waiting, steady as a threat.


	“This is dangerous,” I whispered.


	“Then stop.”


	I didn’t.


	He drew me closer; the room blurred into a watercolor of lights and muffled applause. For a second I let myself imagine what it would be like if the rivalry meant nothing if we were only two people without all the armor and agendas.


	Then he murmured, “You leaked that story too perfectly, Emma. Almost like you wanted me to notice.”


	My pulse stumbled. “You think this was part of my strategy?”


	He smiled, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “I think you like playing with fire.”


	“And you think you can control it.”


	His hand tightened at my back, a small, possessive pressure. “I know I can.”


	Something inside me snapped like a taut wire. I stepped back, breaking contact. “Good luck with that.”


	I turned away before he could see the tremor in my fingers.


	Outside, the night tasted of rain and possibility. I stood beneath the awning, trying to breathe through the sticky, electric aftertaste of him. I hated that one dance could undo weeks of careful restraint.


	When I looked back through the doors, he was watching me no public mask, just a man who didn’t know if he should chase or let me go.


	For one dizzy moment I wanted him to cross the room.


	He didn’t.


	***


	Luca


	She left the ballroom like a spark cutting through smoke calm and lethal. I didn’t follow. The line between control and desire had already blurred, and I didn’t trust myself to cross it in public.


	Inviting her was supposed to be strategy: put the prey in the center of my world and see how she reacts. But the second she stepped into the room, every pretense unraveled. She didn’t flinch at my world; she inhabited it. Confident, razor-sharp, the kind of woman who’d torch what I’d built just to watch whether I’d rebuild it stronger.


	The gala continued laughter, deals, the hum of success but I felt detached. Her words kept sliding through my head: You think you can control it. She was wrong. Control had become boring. I wanted to know what happened if I let go.


	The next morning I should have been in a board meeting, but instead I watched the security feed loop: her silhouette moving through the crowd, never glancing at the camera. It felt personal, like she knew I was watching and didn’t care.


	Then legal pinged the inbox Stratagem had filed a counterclaim against one of my subsidiaries for defamation. Clever. Escalation.


	I smiled the way you smile when a chess player hands you a move you can’t ignore. If that was her play, she’d given me permission to respond.


	But even before I mapped the counters, I knew the rules had shifted. The line between us was gone. Whatever this was enemy, rival, partner it was rawer and more dangerous than either of us had planned.


	We weren’t enemies anymore.


	We were something far more volatile.


	 




Chapter 4: Crossing the Line


	Luca


	The storm arrived like a warning gray clouds pressing low over the mountains as our shuttles climbed the winding road. I’d tried to cancel the trip twice. Too many investors. Too much risk with Emma attending. But the board insisted. Public visibility. Positive optics. Unity in the industry.


	Unity. That word had lost all meaning the second Emma Grant stepped into my world.


	I saw her the moment I entered the resort lobby. She stood near the reception desk, scrolling through her phone, her dark hair pulled into a sleek ponytail. A few strands escaped, softening her sharpness, framing a face that demanded attention.


	“Of course,” I muttered. “She’s here.”


	She looked up as if she’d heard the thought. “Luca,” she said coolly. “I thought billionaires sent assistants to these kinds of events.”


	“I tried,” I said. “But apparently no one could match your charm.”


	Her mouth curved faintly. “Then you’re in trouble.”


	***


	By evening, the sky cracked open. Lightning forked above the peaks as rain slammed against the glass walls of the resort. The conference schedule disintegrated flights grounded, power flickering, guests stranded for the night.


	The organizers cobbled together a smaller dinner in the main hall. Half the executives vanished to their rooms; the rest drank too much and pretended to be interested in networking. I stayed because leaving meant thinking about her.


	Emma ended up beside me at the bar, hair damp from the humidity, perfume cutting through the heavy scent of whiskey and rain.


	“So,” she said, twirling her glass. “Trapped in paradise with your favorite enemy. Must be your nightmare.”


	“You overestimate how much you haunt me.”


	“Do I?”


	Her tone was light, teasing, but her eyes told another story curiosity, defiance, maybe something hotter. The air between us tightened.


	The bartender poured another round, but neither of us touched it.


	“Why did you really invite me to that gala?” she asked.


	“To see if you’d come.”


	She arched a brow, waiting.


	“And,” I added, “to see how close I could get before you pushed back.”


	Her lips parted. “You don’t like losing, do you?”


	“Not when the prize is interesting.”


	For a moment, neither of us breathed. The thunder rolled through the valley. She looked away first, her voice barely audible. “You should be careful, Luca. You keep calling this a game, but someone’s going to get burned.”


	“Then maybe we both do.”


	***


	Emma


	The power went out not long after, plunging the resort into a soft amber glow from emergency candles. Rain hammered the windows, and word spread that several corridors had flooded. Guests were reassigned to different rooms.


	That’s how I ended up in the wrong one or maybe the right one, depending on how you looked at it.


	When I opened the door, Luca was already there, jacket off, sleeves rolled, glass of scotch in hand. He turned at the sound.


	“Let me guess,” he said. “They ran out of rooms.”


	“Apparently.” I held up my key card. “Unless you bribed the desk.”


	He smiled faintly. “Do I look that desperate?”


	“Yes.”


	He laughed, but the tension underneath was unmistakable. The air in the room felt charged, the storm outside echoing every pulse.


	“I can call for a reassignment,” he said.


	“Don’t bother. It’s one night.”


	His gaze met mine. “That’s what worries me.”
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