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Chapter 1 – Alpha Signs Contract
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The rain pressed against the windows of the forty-second floor, streaking the glass with silver veins that glowed faintly against the city lights. Inside, the office boardroom was quiet, almost unnaturally so. A heavy oak table stretched the length of the room, polished to perfection, its surface reflecting the fluorescent light like a calm lake disturbed only by the stack of papers lying in its center.

Alexander Wolfe—known in hushed tones among both businessmen and beasts as “Alpha Wolfe”—sat at the head of the table. His broad shoulders filled out the tailored suit as though it had been stitched directly onto his frame. The expensive navy fabric could not disguise the primal aura that radiated from him, that unsettling mixture of power and restraint. His steel-gray eyes scanned the documents before him, though he was less concerned with the words than with the weight they carried.

The contract.

It wasn’t just ink and paper. This was the binding of two worlds—corporate and primal—into something both dangerous and unavoidable.

Across the table, the board of directors waited. Some were ordinary men and women, their nerves taut beneath their masks of professionalism. Others were not human at all, though their disguises held. The scent in the air gave them away to Alexander, each heartbeat whispering secrets, each shift of posture betraying an animal beneath the business veneer.

Among them sat familiar figures. Tony Stark lounged with his usual irreverence, the glow of his arc reactor faint under his dark shirt, his fingers tapping a rhythm of impatience. Bruce Wayne was present too, immaculate in his charcoal suit, his expression unreadable save for the sharp intelligence flickering in his eyes. These were men whose names carried weight in the human world. Yet even they understood the room’s true hierarchy—the hierarchy of the wolves.

Alexander’s fingers brushed the edge of the fountain pen laid before him. Gold, engraved, a gift from an old rival. He remembered the night he had earned it, a night of blood and broken promises. The taste of iron lingered on his tongue even now.

“Mr. Wolfe,” came a voice from the far side of the table. Smooth, calm, calculated. Bruce Wayne, of course. “This agreement finalizes your merger with Helios Enterprises. Once signed, your reach extends across three continents. But more importantly, it grants legitimacy. No more shadows. No more whispered dealings. Are you certain you’re ready for that?”

Alexander’s lips twitched in the hint of a smile. He lifted his gaze, letting it rest on Bruce. “Legitimacy is a human word, Wayne. Wolves don’t care for labels. But contracts...” He tapped the papers with one large hand. “Contracts are power. Power written, sealed, undeniable. Even packs honor paper when it’s bound by an Alpha’s hand.”

Tony Stark leaned forward, smirking. “And here I thought you were all about fur, fangs, and ripping throats. Look at you, Mr. Wolfe, going corporate. Next thing we know, you’ll be launching a tech start-up.”

“Careful, Stark,” Alexander said softly, his tone edged with something not quite a threat, not quite a joke. “I bite harder than your sarcasm.”

A murmur rippled down the table, some amused, others unsettled. The tension that always accompanied Alexander seemed to swell, pressing into every corner of the room.

It was at that moment that she entered.

The boardroom doors opened with a quiet click, and in stepped Elena Voss—new counsel for the firm, her dark hair pinned back, her gray blazer perfectly tailored. She walked with the precise elegance of someone who had been taught to command a room with her presence rather than her voice. Her eyes, sharp and watchful, landed immediately on Alexander.

He felt the faint stir of recognition, though he had never seen her before. A scent carried to him, subtle beneath the sterile air of the office: cedar and rain. Something wild masked in restraint.

“Elena Voss,” Bruce Wayne said, motioning toward her. “Legal counsel, brought in to oversee the final execution of the contract. She’ll ensure everything is sealed properly.”

Alexander studied her as she crossed the room and placed a folder beside the contract. Her fingers brushed the oak table lightly, and for the briefest moment, her eyes flickered—not fear, but defiance, testing the waters of the Alpha seated before her.

“Mr. Wolfe,” she said. Her voice was smooth but steady, betraying no nerves. “I trust you’ve reviewed every clause. Once you sign, there is no reversal.”

He held her gaze longer than was necessary, gray eyes locked on hers, searching for the smallest crack in her calm. She did not look away.

“Good,” Alexander said finally. “I prefer binding chains.”

She raised a brow slightly, but did not comment. Instead, she opened the folder, revealing additional sheets, amendments, and legal notations. “Then let’s proceed. But understand—this is more than a merger. This contract cements accountability. No Alpha operates outside the law once his name is written here.”

The board shifted uneasily. Everyone knew the implications. For centuries, Alphas had ruled their packs with absolute freedom. Signing meant bending the knee to laws not written by wolves but by men.

Yet Alexander reached for the pen.

His thoughts rippled like storm waves beneath his calm exterior. He remembered the promises of his pack, the long nights beneath the full moon where loyalty was everything. He thought of the enemies that circled him, waiting for the first slip, the first weakness. And above all, he thought of control—control he could either seize now or risk losing forever.

The nib of the pen touched the paper. Silence smothered the room. Even Stark stopped tapping his fingers. The city’s noise below seemed distant, irrelevant, as Alexander Wolfe scrawled his name with deliberate precision across the dotted line.

The ink bled dark and permanent.

When the pen lifted, the room exhaled as one.

“It’s done,” Bruce Wayne said softly, though the weight in his tone betrayed the significance of the moment.

Elena closed the folder with a quiet snap. “Legally binding. Irreversible.” Her eyes flicked once more to Alexander. “Congratulations, Mr. Wolfe. You’ve just rewritten history.”

He leaned back in his chair, folding his hands before him. “History is nothing but a chain of Alphas marking territory,” he said. “Tonight, I mark mine.”

The rain outside intensified, hammering against the glass as though the storm itself recognized the shift in power. Somewhere beneath the noise of thunder, Alexander swore he heard the faint echo of a wolf’s howl rising from the city streets below.

“Careful,” Tony muttered under his breath. “Storms tend to follow wolves.”

Alexander allowed the corner of his mouth to lift in amusement, but his eyes never left Elena Voss. She had not looked away once, not even as he signed. There was something there—a challenge, unspoken, waiting. He recognized it instantly, the same spark that lived in every rival Alpha.

This contract had bound him to men. But in that silent exchange of gazes, he realized his greatest battle might not be written on paper. It would be in the shadows, in the pull between loyalty, law, and instinct.

And the game had only just begun.
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Chapter 2 – A Stranger in the Boardroom
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The storm had passed, but the city still glistened as though drenched in silver. Morning light broke through the clouds, casting beams that pierced the skyscraper windows of Helios Tower. Inside, the scent of fresh coffee, polished wood, and something sharper—wolf musk buried beneath expensive colognes—filled the boardroom where the contract now rested, sealed away in a black leather case.

Alexander Wolfe stood at the window, his reflection staring back at him, cold and implacable. His suit jacket was draped over the back of his chair, his sleeves rolled to the elbow, exposing the strength beneath. Signing the contract had not weakened him, though the humans thought it had. No, it had given him legitimacy, a weapon sharper than claws. Yet his instincts told him a different battle had begun.

The door opened, soft footsteps echoing against marble flooring. Elena Voss entered, carrying a small tablet tucked under her arm. Her eyes, sharp and unreadable, went first to the leather case on the table and then to him.

“You didn’t sleep,” she said matter-of-factly.

“I don’t sleep when storms sing,” Alexander replied without turning. His voice was low, steady, carrying the authority of someone who never explained himself unless he chose to.

Elena placed the tablet on the table and tapped its screen, revealing glowing documents and charts. “The merger is already making waves. Media outlets in New York, Tokyo, and London are calling it the boldest move of the decade. Your name is on every headline.”

“My name was whispered long before your papers caught wind of it,” Alexander said, finally turning. His gray eyes fixed on her. “What interests me is not the chatter of men but the silence of wolves.”

She did not flinch, though his gaze had unsettled men far stronger than her. “The packs will adjust. They’ll either follow, or they’ll challenge.”

“Challenges are expected,” Alexander murmured, moving toward the table. “But you, Miss Voss... you intrigue me more than the packs.”

Her lips curved, not quite into a smile. “I’m here to keep you within the lines of the contract. Nothing more.”

The air between them thickened, unspoken questions brushing like claws beneath skin. She gathered her papers quickly, as though retreat was the wiser course, but the door opened before she could leave.

This time, the presence was heavier, older.

A man strode into the room with the quiet confidence of someone who never asked permission. His suit was black, perfectly tailored, but his aura carried centuries of weight. Silver hair slicked back, dark eyes that gleamed with too much knowledge—Victor Von Doom.

The board members who had begun to trickle in froze, their conversation cutting short. Even Stark, who had followed Doom in with a coffee in hand, rolled his eyes but said nothing.

“Wolfe,” Doom greeted, his tone rich with disdain and respect braided together. “So it is true. The Alpha bends his neck to men’s laws.”

Alexander’s jaw tightened, but
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