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	The Obsidian Pact


	Description


	At the top of the global food chain, five billionaire alphas run empires and guard an older truth. A centuries-old blood pact keeps their shifter lineage hidden. Break it, and they lose everything: power, immortality, their future.


	Lucian Blackwood has carried that oath for three hundred years. Then Elara Vaughn walks into his tower. She’s sharp, relentless, and inside his company for one reason to uncover what really happened to her brother. As a corporate spy, she expects ledgers and lies. Instead, she finds primal secrets and a man who watches her like he already knows every move she’ll make.


	Their clash is immediate. Tension coils in boardrooms, in the hush of a private jet, in moments that linger too long. The pull between them grows harder to contain. As desire deepens, Lucian starts crossing lines he swore he never would, risking his place in the brotherhood and the blood he’s sworn to protect. Elara is caught between her mission and the man who makes her question why she came at all.


	With enemies closing in and the truth close to breaking free, one choice could bring an empire down.


	How far will an alpha fall when the secret he guards wants her?


	*** 


	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: Shadows of the Oath


	Lucian


	The underground chamber beneath the Obsidian Tower smelled of old stone, aged cedar, and the faint metallic tang of blood long dried into the ritual circle at the floor’s center. Five high-backed ebony chairs, each inlaid with silver sigils, formed a perfect pentagon around it. Lucian sat in the northern position traditionally reserved for the hybrid, the one who carried more than one beast beneath his skin.


	He hated this room.


	Not because of the perpetual chill in the stone walls or the way the single iron chandelier cast claw-like shadows across the floor. He hated it because every gathering here thickened the air with the weight of an oath none of them had chosen.


	Four centuries ago, when humanity’s numbers threatened to swallow their kind, the first alphas forged the blood pact. One drop from each mingled in the circle’s heart, binding them to protect shifter bloodlines at any cost. Break it, and the legends were clear: loss of immortality, unraveling of power, eventual death. No one had ever tested the consequences.  


	No one had dared.


	Until tonight, Lucian felt the old magic stir uneasily beneath his skin, as though it already sensed the fracture coming.


	Across the circle, Darius the dragon alpha leaned back, arms crossed, golden eyes half-lidded with boredom. “Let’s make this quick. I have a board meeting in Tokyo at dawn.”


	“Always so impatient,” Selene murmured. The lunar alpha’s silver hair caught the chandelier light like moonlight on water. Her smile never reached her eyes.


	Viktor, the vampire, remained silent as always. His pale gaze simply watched patient, predatory.


	Ronan, the pure wolf alpha, sat ramrod straight, hands clasped like he was still commanding an ancient battlefield. “The perimeter wards reported a breach last week,” he said, voice low and gravelly. “Human tech. Someone sniffing too close.”


	Lucian felt five pairs of eyes snap to him.


	He kept his expression neutral. “My security team traced it. False alarm. Corporate espionage, nothing more.”


	“Corporate espionage that tripped wards designed for supernatural interest?” Darius raised a dark brow. “Convenient.”


	Lucian met the dragon’s stare without flinching. “My people are handling it.”


	They always deferred to him on human matters. The hybrid curse or gift, depending on who spoke let him walk among mortals without triggering the same primal alarm the others did. He could blend. He could lie. He could build empires of glass and steel while the rest ruled from shadows.


	Lately, though, that gift felt more like a cage.


	Selene tilted her head, studying him. “You seem… distracted, Lucian.”


	“I’m not.”


	“You always say that right before something interesting happens,” she replied softly.


	Ronan leaned forward. “If there’s a threat, we eliminate it. No exceptions. The pact demands it.”


	Lucian’s jaw tightened. “I said I’m handling it.”


	A long silence followed.


	Finally Viktor spoke, voice like velvet over steel. “Then handle it.”


	The meeting ended without ceremony no renewed bloodletting, only the quiet scrape of chairs on stone and the soft click of the iron door sealing behind them.


	Lucian stayed seated long after the others left.


	He stared at the faint red stain in the circle’s center and wondered not for the first time how much longer he could pretend the oath still held him as tightly as it once had.


	*** 


	Elara


	The forty-second floor of Blackwood Enterprises was hushed at 7:42 p.m. the particular stillness that arrives after the last day-shift workers leave and before the night cleaners arrive. Elara stood at the floor-to-ceiling window of the executive conference room, arms folded, watching the city lights glitter below like scattered diamonds.


	She had been inside the building for exactly seventeen days.


	Seventeen days of calculated smiles, rehearsed small talk, and the slow, deliberate work of earning just enough trust to gain access to places she had no right to be.


	Her official title was Senior Strategy Consultant, hired by the board to “optimize cross-departmental synergy.” In truth, Meridian Global Blackwood’s fiercest rival had paid her seven figures to uncover proof that Lucian Blackwood was hiding something massive. Something that could topple his empire and hand Meridian control of half the global energy market.


	Elara didn’t care much about energy markets.


	What she cared about was the photograph hidden in her blazer’s secret pocket: her older brother, Ethan, smiling at the camera during his last Christmas at home. The same Christmas before he joined Blackwood as an analyst. The same Christmas before he started acting strange late nights, paranoia, cryptic mutterings before he walked out of his apartment one rainy Tuesday and never returned.


	Official report: suicide.


	Elara knew better.


	For three years she had chased every lead, every whisper, every rumor about the man who owned this tower. Every trail led back to Lucian Blackwood.


	Tonight she was here to copy files from the executive server files supposedly encrypted beyond anything she’d ever cracked. Meridian’s tech team had given her a custom drive disguised as an ordinary USB stick, one that could supposedly bypass any protection.
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