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Chapter 1: Ashes of the Calvetti Name
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The storm hit the city long before the clouds arrived. It rolled in on whispers, carried through bullet-riddled streets and down the alleys where empire once reigned. Rain hadn't yet touched the cracked pavement of old Canto Heights, but the scent of war was thick in the air—gunpowder, oil, ash, and the faint, unmistakable trace of heat. Not the kind that made men sweat. The kind that made monsters rise.

Sasha Calvetti stood on the roof of the crumbling building she’d slept in for the past five nights, wrapped in a secondhand leather jacket that reeked of someone else’s smoke and someone else’s blood. Her boots, stolen from a dead man three blocks east, scuffed against gravel as she crouched near the edge, eyes scanning the streets below. There were no cars. No footsteps. Just silence—a silence too loud in a city that had once worshipped noise.

Beneath her skin, something writhed.

Her heat was coming. Early. Violent.

Sasha cursed under her breath and gripped the jagged edge of the roof. Her fingers ached. Her spine burned. The bastard body she’d grown used to ignoring was beginning to betray her in ways that made her want to scream.

She wasn’t supposed to feel like this. She wasn’t supposed to feel anything.

“Another goddamn mistake,” she muttered.

She was nothing. Or so they’d told her all her life. An orphan raised on the scraps of the empire her blood had helped build. A nobody with a cursed last name and no pack to call her own. The Calvetti name had once meant power—iron, blood, and gold. Now, it meant target.

They’d murdered her family one by one. First her father, Don Emilio Calvetti, blown to pieces in a cigar lounge where half the city's elite had gathered to toast his downfall. Then her brothers, her uncles, her cousins—every last Calvetti male gunned down or sold out or disappeared until only one remained.

Her.

A broken omega they hadn’t bothered to finish off. A girl they thought too weak to matter.

But they’d made a mistake.

Sasha stood slowly, hands trembling, body pulsing. The heat was tearing through her, and with it came memories she’d buried deep—her mother’s perfume, bitter like cherries left too long on the vine; her father’s voice, sharp and commanding; the scent of blood and smoke as her childhood home burned to the ground.

She should’ve run when the signs began—the aching bones, the phantom scent of alphas, the need that lived like a ghost beneath her skin. But where would she go? The only family she had was six feet under or hidden behind guns and secrets. No one came to help the last Calvetti. No one except the men who wanted to use her, mark her, own her.

And Sasha would rather burn.

A shiver racked her body. She turned away from the edge of the roof and moved toward the stairwell door, kicking it open with more strength than she meant to. Her breath was coming too fast now, and the scent of her own heat filled the air like a promise. A warning.

She didn’t make it past the third floor before she collapsed.

It hit her like a bullet to the gut—her knees buckled, hands clutching the railing as every nerve in her body caught fire. She bit down on her own tongue to stifle the scream. Her thighs were slick. Her heart was pounding. Something primal had woken up inside her, something hungry and desperate and—

Voices. Below.

Sasha’s head snapped up.

Footsteps echoed in the stairwell. Heavy, deliberate. More than one pair. A scent hit her then—no, five of them. Different. Dangerous. The sharp tang of cigars, the burn of leather, the cold steel scent of blood and gunmetal. Alphas.

They were here.

Not just any alphas. The five kings.

Rafe Valentino. Leonel Varga. Cato Moretti. Massimo D’Angelo. And Killian fucking Roque.

Her mouth went dry. Her body betrayed her, arching against the stairwell wall as though begging them to come closer.

No. No.

She couldn’t let them find her like this—broken, burning, needy. It would be the end. They wouldn’t just take her. They’d claim her. Use her. Turn her into a pawn in the war for the throne her bloodline had lost.

The door on the second floor groaned open.

Sasha forced her body to move, dragging herself upward step by painful step. She needed to hide. To fight. Anything but submit. But her legs gave out again on the landing and this time, she couldn’t stop the moan that escaped her throat.

They heard her.

“Third floor,” a voice barked—rough, dark, amused. Rafe.

Another set of boots thudded up the steps. “She’s in heat.”

“Fuck me,” came the low, growling chuckle of Leonel. “That scent... she’s pure.”

“She’s Calvetti,” said Killian. His voice was ice. “And she’s ours.”

The stairwell door burst open, and the five of them spilled in like shadows with teeth. They weren’t just alphas. They were predators—each of them wrapped in tailored suits and sin, carrying the weight of their own legacies on broad, scarred shoulders.

Rafe’s eyes found hers first. Dark brown, nearly black, filled with fire. His jaw ticked as he took in the sight of her trembling on the floor. “Fuck. She’s worse than I thought.”

“She’s beautiful,” Massimo said softly. His voice didn’t match the cold lines of his face. “Like her mother.”

Cato stepped forward next, squatting beside her. He was the youngest of the five but somehow the cruelest. He tilted her chin up, eyes gleaming. “Tell me to stop, little omega. Tell me, and I will.”

She couldn’t. Her throat wouldn’t work. Her body was melting.

“Get away from me,” she whispered.

Cato smiled. “That’s not the same as stop.”

Leonel came up behind him. “Enough games. She’s not ready. If we take her now, we’ll break her.”

“We might need to,” Killian said. “She’s the last of her kind. Either we break her or the others will.”

“They’ll come for her,” Rafe added. “Every pack, every cartel, every fucking dog who wants a piece of her bloodline.”

“Then we mark her first,” Cato said, standing. “Let the world know she’s protected.”

Sasha tried to crawl back, but the wall was at her back now. No way out. Her body was hot enough to blister. Her vision blurred.

“Stop,” she begged.

And for a moment, they did.

Rafe crouched beside her, slower than the others, his voice quiet. “Sasha Calvetti, we’re not here to hurt you. We’re here to save the empire.”

She let out a broken laugh. “The empire’s already dead.”

He leaned closer, and his scent washed over her—spice and war. “Then we’ll build a new one. With you.”

The world tilted.

Sasha’s heat claimed her completely.

And five kings watched as the omega they never expected to want became the woman they could never let go.
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Chapter 2: The Heat That Brought Hell
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The walls bled heat.

It clung to the air like the thick smoke of war, filling every crevice of the decrepit stairwell Sasha had collapsed in. Her breath came in broken gasps, shallow and sharp, as if her lungs no longer knew how to pull oxygen from this new, stifling world. Sweat slicked her skin, soaking through the threadbare fabric of her stolen clothes. Her spine bowed against the cracked plaster of the wall, body taut and trembling, caught in the clutches of her first omega heat—and there was no escape.

Not now.

Not with them standing over her.

The five kings watched her as if she were prey—but not the kind they wanted to slaughter. No. The kind they wanted to cage. To own. Each of them radiated a different kind of danger, five hurricanes wrapped in human flesh, eyes gleaming with something between hunger and war. Sasha knew their names, their reputations, their sins. She’d grown up on the whisper of them, the stories told in blood under the Calvetti roof before it was reduced to ashes. Now those legends breathed in front of her, surrounding her with teeth bared and patience thinned.

Killian Roque stood the farthest back, arms crossed, his cold gray eyes unreadable. The ghost king, they called him. Silent, brutal, calculating. No one knew where he came from—only that every room he entered eventually tasted of blood. Even now, he said nothing, but she felt the press of his gaze, the weighing of her body, her weakness, her value.

Cato Moretti loomed closest, crouched at her side like a wolf deciding whether to devour or defend. His grin was wicked, a slash of white against a face carved from cruel amusement. He smelled like heat and gasoline, volatile and teasing. His fingers brushed the curve of her jaw, not gently, but not roughly either—testing, tasting. His thumb smeared the wetness from her bottom lip, and his eyes narrowed when she flinched.

Leonel Varga leaned against the opposite wall, the sleeves of his blood-red suit rolled up, tattooed forearms flexed with impatience. He exuded violence, the kind that simmered under control but could break loose in an instant. Sasha remembered the stories about him—how he once burned down an entire estate because someone disrespected his brother. He had no brother now. Only a rage he never buried deep enough.

Rafe Valentino didn’t move. He stood like a statue of old Rome—tall, sculpted, his eyes shadowed by something more than desire. He stared at her as though remembering something he wished he could forget. She knew him. Not personally, but enough. Rafe was the strategist, the king who never showed his hand until it was too late. His loyalty was a weapon. His betrayal was worse.

Massimo D’Angelo was the last to approach. Unlike the others, he didn’t speak. He knelt at her side, his hand reaching into his coat to pull out a water bottle. He unscrewed the cap and brought it to her lips.

Sasha turned her head away.

He didn’t try again.

“You’ll dehydrate,” Rafe said. His voice cut through the tension like a blade. “This is your first heat, isn’t it?”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

“It’s going to get worse,” Cato murmured, almost kindly. “This part’s just the beginning.”

Sasha clenched her jaw. “You think I don’t know that?”

“You don’t know shit,” Leonel snapped, pushing off the wall. “If you did, you wouldn’t have waited until you were writhing on a stairwell to find help.”

“I didn’t ask for help,” she hissed.

“No,” Killian said from the shadows. “You didn’t. But you’re going to take it.”

The words weren’t a threat. They were prophecy.

Her heat surged, worse than before, pulsing through her like fire in her veins. Her body arched against her will, a desperate sound catching in her throat. It was unbearable—this consuming, humiliating need. She felt it everywhere, the slick heat between her thighs, the aching throb at her core, the way her senses betrayed her, latching onto their scents, their strength.

She hated it. Hated herself. Hated them.

“I won’t beg,” she whispered.

Massimo’s brows lifted. “We don’t need you to.”

“We’ll keep you safe,” Rafe said. “But that safety comes at a cost.”

Of course it did. Sasha didn’t believe in protection without strings. Especially not
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