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Chapter 1: The Omega File
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Rain slicked the streets of Virelli City, casting a mirrored shimmer over the pavement that distorted the glow of neon signs and the pulse of taillights. The night clung to everything, heavy and whispering. In the underworld’s throat, where shadows twisted into alliances and betrayal was as common as breath, Eden Black moved like a ghost.

She ducked beneath a rusted service staircase, her boots silent against the wet ground, her heart a steady rhythm only she could hear. The club above was a decadent cesspool—chrome and blood, sex and secrets. It was the kind of place where names were exchanged like weapons and bodies were currency. And tonight, she had a file to retrieve.

They called it the Omega File.

It was supposed to be a myth. A legend whispered between enforcers and smugglers, the kind of tale used to keep the betas compliant and the alphas paranoid. But Eden knew better. Her agency had traced its existence through encrypted lines and blood-spattered informants, and now it was here—in the possession of the Fourth Floor Kings, a mafia syndicate so brutal, they made the city’s other crime families look like children playing gangster.

She reached the access panel behind a dumpster slick with rot and rain. Her fingers, gloved in tactical black, moved fast, punching in a sequence that opened the maintenance door with a soft click. Inside, the hallway was dim, humming with power and the faint throb of bass from the club above. She moved like she belonged, wearing her role like a second skin.

A beta. That’s what they thought she was.

In this world, betas could be trusted with just enough authority to do grunt work but not enough to ever threaten the kings. Omegas, though? Omegas were property. Prized. Controlled. Chained.

That’s why Eden had hidden the truth her whole life. An unmarked omega was as good as free. Without a scent, without a visible bond mark, she could move through the world like a beta. Invisible. Forgettable. Useful.

Until her body betrayed her.

She paused at the door to the records room, heart thrumming now not from nerves but from a deep, primal heat beginning to flicker at her core—like a whisper of fire curling into her bloodstream. She cursed silently, pressing her palm to the cool steel door, grounding herself.

Not now. Not here.

The omega file wasn’t just a record of names. It was the key to who controlled the underground omega trade—a database of black-market sales, stolen identities, illegal scent suppressants, and false beta registrations. Eden wasn’t just stealing data. She was cutting out the mafia’s lungs.

And they’d kill her if they found out.

Inside the records room, red security lights pulsed faintly in the dark, casting everything in a blood-tinted haze. She found the terminal and jacked in the drive from her belt. Lines of code bled across the screen. She worked fast, the information flowing into the drive with surgical precision. Pages of files. Names. Photos. DNA sequences. Alpha pairings. Heat schedules.

A chill ran down her spine. Some of these omegas had already been culled. Others were sold to alpha dens deep in the mountains, never to be seen again.

And then she saw it.

Her name.

Eden Black. Registered Beta. No alpha. No pack. Age twenty-seven. No known heat cycles.

And then a file within a file—redacted but not deleted. Unmarked Omega. Classified.

The terminal beeped once, softly. Transfer complete.

But it was too quiet.

A sudden shift in air pressure made her spin, yanking the gun from her holster. A man stood in the doorway, a silhouette carved from shadow and dominance. Tall. Broad. Drenched in scent that made her knees threaten to buckle—cedar and smoke, raw and violent.

“Put it down,” he said, his voice low and thunderous.

Eden’s gun didn’t waver. “You first.”

More footsteps. Heavy. Purposeful. Three more shapes emerged behind him, each as lethal as the first. One leaned against the doorframe like he owned the building, his lazy smile not reaching his cold, black eyes. The second was lean, sharp-jawed, watching her with calculating interest. The third was silent, a ghost with a cruel smirk and a hand on a wicked-looking blade.

The Fourth Floor Kings.

She hadn’t planned for this. They weren’t supposed to be here. She’d come on a dead night, during a scheduled shift change. Someone had fed her the wrong intel. Or someone had set her up.

The first man stepped forward. His eyes, silver and unreadable, locked onto hers. “You're not just a beta, are you?”

The heat flared.

She staggered back, her body suddenly traitorous. A wave of fire coiled through her abdomen, her scent flaring uncontrolled into the air like a cry for help. No suppressant could stop it now. Her heat had broken, and the scent—her scent—saturated the room.

Every man inhaled.

And everything changed.

“Fuck,” one of them growled, eyes glowing. “She's an omega.”

“Unmarked,” said the one with the knife. “Unclaimed.”

“Not for long,” the first man murmured, taking another step closer.

Eden lifted her gun with shaking hands, but she knew it was useless now. Not with her body pulsing with need, not with instincts that screamed to submit, to survive, to be claimed.

“Back off,” she rasped. “Don’t come closer.”

They didn’t listen.

The moment snapped like a thread.

The one with the blade lunged first, and she fired—but he twisted midair, too fast, too sharp. Her shot missed, cracking into the wall. The silver-eyed leader was already behind her, catching her wrist, twisting it until the gun fell. Another grabbed her from behind, pinning her arms, while the last one stepped forward, his hand curling around her throat—not to hurt, but to hold. To claim.

“You’ve been hiding a long time, little omega,” he said, his voice a velvet threat against her cheek. “But we found you now.”

She thrashed, teeth bared, but it only made them hungrier. She could feel it—how their alphas rumbled beneath their skin, how the scent of her heat was dragging out their primal sides. She’d never been around unbound alphas during a heat. She didn’t know what they were capable of.

She was about to find out.

“Take her,” said the silver-eyed king. “But don’t mark her. Not yet.”

The knife was gone. The smiles were gone. Only hunger remained.

Eden screamed into the dark, but the club drowned out everything. And the file in her pocket burned like it was alive.

She’d come for the truth.

But she’d just become the center of it.

And now, the Kings had her.
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Chapter 2: Beneath the Beta Mask
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She woke up in velvet.

Not silk. Not cotton. Velvet—the kind that whispered against the skin and clung to heat like a secret. Eden’s lashes fluttered against the low ambient light, her body aching in ways she couldn’t name, her thoughts crawling back into coherence like limbs out of ice. She wasn’t bound. She wasn’t gagged. But she wasn’t free, either.

Her wrists felt raw where strong fingers had gripped them. Her neck throbbed with the echo of touch—possessive, reverent, threatening. The heat had subsided into a smolder, but not enough. She still felt it in her belly, a slow grind of hunger, a yearning that clung like a second scent.

She sat up.

The room was rich and wrong. Crimson walls. A fireplace carved into the stone, flickering like a heartbeat. One long window, fogged with condensation, veiled the city lights outside. She was on a massive bed draped in dark sheets, her body cleaned and changed into a charcoal-gray slip dress that barely covered her thighs. Her boots were gone. Her gear. Her gun. The drive with the Omega File—gone.

Panic clawed up her throat. Her hands flew to her chest, checking her skin. No bond mark. No scenting burns. They hadn’t touched her that way. Not yet.

The door opened before she could stand.

Lucien walked in like he owned gravity.

Silver eyes. Black tailored shirt unbuttoned just enough to reveal the bite of muscle. His sleeves were rolled, his forearms inked with sweeping lines of violence and sin. He was the one who'd held her throat like it was his and spoken of claiming with a voice built of low thunder and silk.

“Good,” he said. “You’re awake.”

“Where am I?”

“Our wing. Private. You’re not a prisoner, Eden.”

She stood anyway. Her knees wobbled but held. “You stole me.”

Lucien smiled—slow, dark, without an ounce of guilt. “We found you. There's a difference.”

She scanned for exits. A second door. Likely a bathroom. No weapons in sight. She was still in the lions’ den, but her instincts whispered something stranger. Not danger. Not quite. Something thicker. More primitive. A call her body didn’t know how to ignore.

“You drugged me.”

“We let your heat finish safely. We’re not monsters.”

“Bullshit,” she snapped. “You’re alphas. Mafia kings. You run the omega trade and you nearly—” her voice caught, remembering how close they’d come to tearing her down right there in the records room.

Lucien stepped closer. She didn’t move, but her skin buzzed with every inch he stole.

“You were spiraling. If we hadn’t intervened, you’d have gone feral. And you know what happens to unbonded omegas who spiral.”

She did. She’d seen the footage, the classified cases. Omegas who turned on themselves, bodies driven by unrelenting need and no safe outlet. Most didn’t survive. Most were found curled in corners, bloody, broken, burned out from a heat that turned into a death sentence.

“Why didn’t you mark me?” she asked, the question trembling between them.

Lucien’s gaze dropped to her throat, lingered, then lifted again with deliberate slowness. “Because we want you to choose it.”

“You think I’d ever—”

The door clicked again. This time, it was Cain.

He was the brute. The enforcer. His dark brown hair was damp from a shower, his T-shirt clinging to a body built like war. He leaned in the doorway, unreadable. His scent rolled through the room like a tide—smoke, leather, something spiced and feral. Eden’s knees nearly gave again.

Cain tilted his head. “She’s feisty.”

“She’s pretending,” Lucien said softly. “But she felt it.”

Felt what? That pull. That thick, invisible thread that wrapped itself around her spine and yanked her forward whenever they were close.

More movement. Ryker slipped in next, catlike and quiet. Sleek dark skin, gold eyes that gleamed with curiosity. He looked her up and down and didn’t hide the fact that he liked what he saw. She recognized him as the hacker, the ghost in systems. The one who probably fed her the bad intel, the one who knew she was coming and when.

“You knew,” she whispered. “You let me come. You wanted me to steal the file.”

Ryker smiled. “We wanted to see who’d be stupid enough to try.”

“I’m not stupid,” she said, shoulders squared.

“You’re something
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