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Chapter 1: Overtime With Omen
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The clock on the wall ticked toward midnight, its steady rhythm louder than the faint hum of the air conditioning. The office was nearly empty, most employees having long since fled the cubicles and conference rooms for the comfort of their homes. Yet the fluorescent lights remained on, bathing the carpeted floor and glass walls in a cold glow that seemed almost unreal.

At the far end of the hall sat the last occupied desk in the open-plan office. Piles of reports and draft proposals spread across it like a battlefield, the faint glow of a monitor reflecting off carefully organized stacks. Amelia Hart rubbed her temples and pushed her chair back slightly, staring at the spreadsheet that seemed determined to mock her. Numbers blurred, formulas tangled themselves in her head, and for the hundredth time that evening, she asked herself why she agreed to stay late again.

Her manager had framed it as opportunity—“a chance to prove yourself, Amelia”—but the truth was simpler. She didn’t know how to say no. She was diligent, responsible, always the one to step up when others stepped back. But as the office clock struck twelve, she felt less like a rising star and more like a moth caught circling the same fluorescent light.

A rustle broke her train of thought. She looked up, expecting the janitor who sometimes came by at odd hours, but instead she saw someone—something—leaning casually against the glass partition.

The figure was tall, cloaked in a long coat as black as spilled ink. His face was obscured, hidden behind a sleek mask that gleamed faintly in the fluorescent glow. A shifting haze of shadow seemed to cling to him, making the office background bend strangely around his outline. His eyes glowed faint crimson through the mask, steady and unblinking.

Amelia froze.

The figure tilted his head as if amused by her silence. “You work too hard,” the voice murmured, distorted and smooth like silk stretched thin over glass.

“Omen,” Amelia whispered before she realized she had spoken aloud.

The name wasn’t hers. It belonged to him, the infamous masked controller of shadows from another world—one she had only seen in headlines, broadcasts, whispered conversations at crowded cafes. Omen, the enigmatic tactician, the phantom who slipped between places as if walls and doors were no more than suggestions. He was a legend from battles fought far beyond the city’s horizon, a figure both feared and admired.

And yet here he stood, in the middle of her dull corporate office, surrounded not by warriors and flames but by filing cabinets and printers.

“I...” Amelia stammered, her mind scrambling to reconcile the absurdity. “Why are you here?”

His gaze shifted toward her desk, the piles of work, the endless spreadsheet glowing faintly. He stepped closer, silent despite his boots striking the carpet. “You stay in cages made of paper and light,” Omen said. “You hide behind numbers. But still, you burn yourself away. Why?”

She blinked, unsure whether he truly wanted an answer. But the exhaustion of the night loosened her tongue. “Because if I don’t, someone else will take this from me. And I... I can’t afford to lose.”

Omen tilted his head, as if studying her through layers of shadow. “Ambition,” he murmured. “It tastes like fire. It consumes, even as it warms.”

For a long silence, Amelia stared at him, half expecting him to dissolve back into whatever realm he came from. Yet he didn’t. Instead, he turned and walked slowly toward the breakroom across the hall, his cloak brushing lightly against the wall. The shadows seemed to follow him, stretching unnaturally far in the sterile office glow.

Almost against her will, Amelia rose and followed.

The breakroom looked ordinary enough—rows of cabinets, a humming refrigerator, the stale smell of coffee that had sat in the pot far too long. But Omen stood beside the vending machine, studying it as though it were some ancient relic. His mask tilted slightly as he peered through the glass at the rows of snacks.

“Strange offerings,” he mused. “Salt, sugar, wrapped in plastic. A shrine to hunger, locked behind glass.”

Amelia stood uncertainly at the doorway, her exhaustion battling with disbelief. She could hear her own pulse in her ears. “Do you... want something?” she asked, her voice absurdly small.

A faint chuckle echoed from his mask. “Perhaps later.” He turned his head toward her, the faint glow of his eyes steady. “Tell me, Amelia Hart. Do you know what it is to be unseen? To walk among many, yet remain as shadow?”

The fact he knew her name should have startled her, but instead she found herself answering without hesitation. “Every day. No matter how much work I do, I’m just another face behind a desk. Unseen until someone needs a problem fixed.”

He regarded her in silence for a moment. Then, to her surprise, he lowered himself into one of the breakroom chairs with a quiet grace. The shadows around him dimmed, though they never disappeared entirely. He gestured to the chair across from him.

“Sit.”

Amelia hesitated only briefly before sliding into the chair, folding her hands nervously on the table. The surrealness of the moment pressed down on her. Omen—world-renowned, feared, untouchable—was now across the table in her dull gray office breakroom.

“I have walked battlefields where the air itself trembled,” Omen said softly. “I have seen kings crumble, and towers fall. And yet here I find you, alone at midnight, fighting battles with numbers and deadlines. Is this not war, too?”

Amelia let out a shaky laugh, surprising herself. “It feels like it sometimes. Except no one writes songs about these victories.”

“Perhaps they should.” His voice was calm, thoughtful. “The wars of paper and time devour more than swords ever could.”

They sat there, the silence between them thick but not uncomfortable. For the first time all evening, Amelia felt the weight in her chest ease slightly.

But as quickly as the comfort came, reality returned. “You shouldn’t be here,” she said quietly. “If someone sees—”

“No one will.” His words were certain, a finality to them that silenced her. “Shadows are patient allies. They keep secrets.”

The office beyond remained silent, empty save for the two of them. The computer screens dimmed into sleep mode, casting the space into softer hues. Somewhere outside, the city stretched into darkness, neon lights blinking like distant stars.

Omen leaned forward slightly, his mask reflecting faintly in the fluorescent light. “You wish to rise. To be seen. But tell me, Amelia—when they finally look at you, will you still recognize yourself?”

The question sank into her like a stone in water. She wanted to answer, but the words tangled in her throat.

Before she could speak, the overhead lights flickered briefly, then steadied. The air felt heavier, the shadows in the room deepening. For a moment, it seemed as though the office itself bent around Omen’s presence, as if acknowledging something vast and unseen.

Amelia swallowed hard. “Why are you really here?”

He tilted his head once more, as though considering. Then, in that same soft, dissonant voice, he said, “Because even in your quiet wars, I see echoes of mine. And because sometimes, even shadows grow weary of being alone.”

The words lingered long after the silence reclaimed the room. Amelia sat across from him, the hum of the vending machine filling the pause, and for the first time in months, she did not feel entirely invisible.

Outside, the city clock struck half past twelve. Inside, among fluorescent lights and weary paperwork, something unseen had begun to shift.
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Chapter 2: The Coffee Break Pact
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Morning came to the office in waves of muted light through tinted windows, the kind of gray dawn that left even the most determined employees yawning at their desks. The building hummed awake: printers clattering to life, phones ringing, conversations bubbling along the halls. Amelia Hart sat at her desk with a paper cup of coffee between her hands, the steam curling upward like smoke from an offering.

She hadn’t slept much after the night before. How could she? Omen had appeared in her office breakroom, spoken with her as if she were someone who mattered, then slipped back into the shadows like he had never been there. And yet the memory of him remained sharp. She could almost hear his distorted voice whenever her thoughts strayed, asking if she would recognize herself when others finally looked at her.

Her screen flickered with unread emails. Reports piled high, each demanding urgent attention. Yet Amelia’s gaze drifted to the reflection in her monitor, half expecting to see a dark figure standing behind her. Nothing. Just the office, loud and bustling again, indifferent to her private encounter with something—or someone—who should not belong in this world at all.

She pressed her lips to the rim of her coffee, trying to force herself back into routine. Numbers, deadlines, formulas. Forget shadows. Forget crimson eyes.

“Amelia, you look like you wrestled a thunderstorm,” said a voice to her right.

She turned to see Daniel Chen, one of her colleagues from
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