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CONTENT ADVISORY

This novel contains mature content intended for readers aged 18 and older.

The King's Secret Omega includes the following themes and content:


●  Explicit sexual content between consenting adults

●  Paranormal world-building including pack hierarchy, designation dynamics, and fated mate bonds

●  Referenced past trauma including systemic loss of autonomy

●  Depictions of political coercion and power imbalance within a fictional world-building context

●  Brief scenes of violence in the context of network conflict

●  Themes of forced separation, hidden identity, and secret pregnancy


If any of these themes are not suitable for you at this time, please take care of yourself first.

This novel ends with a complete and unambiguous HEA.



​DEDICATION

For the women who built something real in the place they stopped running.

You know which morning I mean. The one where you didn't pack the bag.

This one is yours.



​A NOTE ON THIS WORLD

The world of The King's Secret Omega operates under a system of wolf designation — Alpha, Beta, and Omega — that governs social structure, law, and biology within the five sovereign wolf territories.

In this world, Omega designation is rare, politically loaded, and legally precarious. The suppression of designation through chemistry is not sanctioned. Unregistered Omegas living under false designations exist outside the protection of pack law.

The designation politics depicted in this novel are specific to the fictional Voss Territory and are not intended to reflect or endorse any real-world social hierarchy. The story is, at its core, about a woman's right to name herself — on her own terms, in her own time, to the person she chooses.

All intimate scenes depict consenting adults.

All pack law depicted is fictional.

The wolfsbane tincture is also fictional. Please do not steep wolfsbane bark. It is poisonous. Eleven minutes or otherwise.

​COMING NEXT IN THE BORDERLANDS OMEGA SERIES

The Borderlands Omega Series continues with Maren’s story in The Healer He Was Never Meant to Find.

In The King’s Secret Omega, Sera Ashvale found safety in Greyfen. But Greyfen was never the only place where hidden Omegas were surviving in silence.

In the eastern territory, Maren has built a careful life as a healer. She is useful enough to be protected, quiet enough to be overlooked, and wise enough not to ask questions when powerful men bring her wounds they do not want recorded.

Then a message from Greyfen reaches her.

Not a rescue.

Not a command.

A warning.

Because some wounds are not only injuries. Some are evidence.

And when Maren is asked to heal the wrong patient, she discovers a secret buried deep inside eastern pack law — a secret that brings a royal investigator to her door.

He was never meant to find her.

But his wolf recognises her anyway.

The Healer He Was Never Meant to Find is coming soon from Raven Cole — a new standalone romance in the Borderlands Omega Series, with a new heroine, a new territory, forbidden fated-mate tension, dangerous records, and a complete HEA.

PLAYLIST

Songs that lived inside this book while it was being written. Best experienced at night, by a fire, with something warm.

Shelter — Birdy 

Control — Zoe Wees 

Cosmic Love — Florence + The Machine 

Heavy — Birdtalker 

Saturn — Stevie Wonder 

The Night Will Always Win — Manchester Orchestra 

I Found — Amber Run 

Hunger — Ross Copperman 

Wolf — First Aid Kit 

Slow Burn — Kacey Musgraves 

Running with the Wolves — Aurora 

Almost (Sweet Music) — Hozier 

Done For Me — Charlie Puth ft. Kehlani 

Come Back When You Can — Barcelona

For Lyra, who would assess every one of these and report that the wolf approves.



​BEFORE YOU BEGIN

She ran.

She was right to run.

This is the story of what happened when she stopped.

––––––––
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Chapter One begins on the next page.
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​CHAPTER ONE
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The suppression tincture had to steep for exactly eleven minutes.

Not ten. Not twelve. Sera had learned that the hard way in her first year in Greyfen, when she'd rushed the process and spent three days exuding a scent so wrong for her registered designation that her nearest neighbour, old Brann, had knocked on her door to ask if she was unwell. She'd told him she had a cold. He'd accepted that. People in Greyfen were good at accepting things that didn't quite add up, which was one of the reasons she'd chosen it.

She counted now while she worked, the way she always counted — silently, in the back of her mind, while the rest of her attention moved through the morning. The copper pot sat over the low flame, the dried wolfsbane bark giving off its particular smell: medicinal and faintly wrong, like something the body recognised as a warning before the mind caught up. She didn't find it unpleasant anymore. She'd stopped finding it unpleasant around year two. That felt like a significant thing to have stopped noticing, though she tried not to examine it too closely.

The kitchen was small and warm. That was the first thing she'd asked about when she'd taken the building — the kitchen, and whether the hearth drew properly. Everything else could be managed. A cold kitchen with a bad flu could not. The landlord, a Beta woman named Ostren who had an admirable policy of asking nothing and recording less, had shown her the kitchen first, without being asked. They'd understood each other immediately.

Steam curled from the pot. Sera reached across the worktop for the straining cloth, her fingers brushing the worn edge of the wood where years of use had softened the grain to something almost smooth. The smell of the tincture sharpened as she lifted the pot — bitter green underneath, the wolfsbane bark's edge cutting through — and she poured slowly, watching the liquid change colour as it passed through the cloth. Dark amber. That was right. Anything lighter meant the bark had been compromised; anything darker meant she'd let it steep too long.

Eleven minutes exactly.

She drained the last of it into the small glass bottle, sealed the cork with a push of her thumb, and held it to the light from the east-facing window. The colour held. She set it on the shelf beside its predecessors — four identical bottles, each one representing a week of sustained performance — and let herself stand there for a moment, watching the morning light move across the glass.

Upstairs, she could hear Lyra.

Not words yet — Lyra at three years old communicated in a system that was roughly sixty percent word, forty percent sound that meant something specific to those who knew her, and Sera had learned to parse it the way she'd learned to parse the tincture's colour. The thump of small feet hitting the floor. The particular pattern of movement that meant she'd woken on her own and was now navigating the route from her bed to the window, which she did every morning regardless of weather, to assess the situation outside with the gravity of a general surveying a field.

Sera gave herself until the end of the current sound before she moved.

There was a specific quality to mornings in Greyfen that she had spent four years growing into rather than noticing. The town woke slowly and with purpose — not the frantic edge of a capital city, not the performative stillness of a settlement trying to seem smaller than it was. Greyfen simply was what it was. Fishing and trade at the river. A healer's district that operated on informal referral rather than registration. A market that ran four days a week and traded in things that were not always listed. People here had come from somewhere else, most of them. They'd arrived trailing the particular weather of people who needed to stop moving. They did not ask questions, and they did not expect questions, and the community that had grown from that shared policy was oddly warm underneath its silence.

She had not expected to feel at home here. She'd planned for six months, maybe a year, and then further movement. That had been the plan.

The plan had not accounted for the way Lyra would learn the name of every vendor in the market by sight before she was two. Or the way Brann next door would start leaving fish on the step after Lyra was born without ever saying why or expecting thanks. Or the way Greyfen itself would grow up around them like something living, indifferent and sustaining at once.

She had not run again. That was the decision she had never quite made and somehow never unmade.

Upstairs, the window-assessment had apparently concluded. Footsteps moved toward the stairs with the particular carefulness of a child who had been told about the third step and was demonstrating that she remembered.

Sera was already at the bottom.

✦ ✦ ✦

The market ran along the river road on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays, and this was a Thursday, which meant Sera's route to the apothecary took her through it rather than around it. She preferred going around on days when she had a lot to carry. She preferred going through on days when she needed to take the temperature of the town — who was moving differently, who was watching the road, whether the fish-seller's boy had his usual post or had been replaced by someone she didn't recognise.

She'd developed the habit in year one and had never been able to make herself drop it.

Today the market was ordinary. That was the word that settled first: ordinary. The fish-sellers had their usual spread across the river-end tables, the smell of yesterday's catch sharp and honest in the cold morning air. The bread stall two rows in was already doing good business — she could see the particular steam that meant they'd pulled a fresh batch, and the small knot of people who had materialised around it with the speed of long practice. A dog she recognised, a brindle thing that belonged to no one in particular but was fed by everyone, was working the gap between the vegetable tables with an optimism that had historically been rewarded.

Lyra, in the cloth carrier against Sera's chest, observed all of this with her usual intensity.

"Fish," Lyra said. This was not a request. It was information. She had spotted the fish stall and was filing it.

"Yes," Sera said. "We have fish at home."

"Different fish."

"It's the same fish."

Lyra considered this with the expression she used when she was humoring someone. Sera kept walking.

The tincture was working — she could feel it in the absence of anything, the way she could feel a properly-sealed window in winter. No draw. No leak. The masking sat over her designation like a second skin, not uncomfortable exactly, but present in the way that all sustained performance was present: a constant background expenditure that she'd learned to ignore the way she ignored the sound of the river. You noticed it when it changed. The rest of the time it was just the sound the world made.

She stopped at the herb table to pick up fresh thyme she didn't strictly need, mostly to have a reason to be standing still for a moment in a position that gave her a clear sightline down the main row. Old habit. She paid with the particular coins she kept in the left pocket for market use — small denominations, unremarkable, untraceable to anything — and spent the time of the transaction running her gaze along the stalls with the practised casualness of someone who was doing nothing of the sort.

The market was ordinary.

She was almost sure of it.

The thyme went into her basket. She shifted Lyra's weight slightly on her chest — Lyra accepted this with the tolerance of someone who had long since made peace with being cargo — and turned toward the apothecary road.

She did not look at the man near the river-end again.

She had already looked once, which was one time more than she should have.

✦ ✦ ✦

She knew what a tracker looked like.

Not because she had been told — no one had sat her down and described the specific quality of attention that Kael's people carried. She knew because she had spent four years developing the reverse skill: how to be looked at without returning the signal, how to move through a space in a way that generated no useful data, how to be present and entirely unremarkable. Understanding the skill required understanding its opposite. She had become, over time, something of an expert.

The man at the river-end was not shopping.

He was standing at the correct angle. He was dressed correctly — border-town labour, nothing branded, the kind of clothing that cost exactly the right amount to disappear. But he was standing near the fish table without looking at the fish, and his attention had a direction that he was trying very hard not to show, and the direction was this row.

Sera kept her pace exactly the same.

Her hands, inside the basket, had gone very still. She noticed this — first beat — the sudden cessation of her own fidgeting, the way her body had moved into a different mode without consulting her. She noticed the weight of Lyra against her chest, the warmth of her, the specific smell of her hair, and the way that smell was the thing that mattered most and was also the most dangerous thing she was carrying. An unregistered Omega and a three-year-old who smelled like what she actually was: a bloodline claim, a liability, a fact someone had decided was worth finding.

She interpreted the tracker — second beat. Not law enforcement. The town's law enforcement had two constables and an attitude of profound incuriosity. This man had resources behind him, and resources meant organisation, and organisation in the borderlands meant one of two things. Either he was guild, which would make this about trade and not about her, or he was Kael's.

She decided — third beat. Not yet. She did not run yet, because running created information. She walked to the end of the row, turned onto the apothecary road, and shortened her route by exactly one block without appearing to.

The decision cost her something. She felt it in her sternum, a specific tightening that she had learned to name precisely because naming it kept it from becoming something larger. This was not panic. Panic was for people who had not planned. She had planned. She had multiple plans, nested inside each other like the carved wooden dolls Brann had brought back from the river market last spring, each one smaller and more essential than the last.

She had simply hoped she would never need to use them.

"Sera?" Lyra said.

"Yes."

"You're walking differently."

Sera looked down at her daughter. Lyra looked back with the particular directness that she deployed when she had noticed something and wanted confirmation.

"Am I," Sera said.

"Fast," Lyra said. "Like when you forgot the pot."

"I didn't forget the pot today."

Lyra accepted this with visible skepticism.

Sera slowed down.

Behind her, at a distance she did not check, she heard nothing unusual. That was either reassuring or it wasn't, and she spent the remaining block to the apothecary deciding which. By the time she had the door open — the bell above it giving its small brass sound, the smell of dried herbs and beeswax meeting her at the threshold — she had arrived at the conclusion that she did not yet have enough information to know which way to move.

She stepped inside and locked the door.

✦ ✦ ✦

She put Lyra down in the back room with the wooden blocks and the particular arrangement of low shelves that had been Lyra's dedicated domain since she'd been old enough to commandeer territory, and then she stood in the middle of the apothecary and did what she always did when she needed to think clearly.

She worked.

The morning orders were simple. Two tinctures — one for Maren the weaver's persistent joint pain, one for the young Beta couple near the north edge who'd asked, delicately, for something that might help with sleep. She had the ingredients ready. Her hands knew the process well enough that the rest of her attention could run parallel, which was what she needed right now: the discipline of the hands, the specific physical requirement of measuring and combining and timing, to keep the other part of her mind from running ahead of the evidence.

She measured dried valerian into the small brass scale. The needle moved. She adjusted. Levelled.

Facts: the tracker had been in the market. The tracker had been watching her row. She did not know if he had identified her specifically, or if he was running broader surveillance and she had simply noticed him before he'd narrowed his target. Both possibilities were live. Both required different responses. She could not plan for both simultaneously, which meant she needed more information, which meant she needed to go back out.

She did not want to go back out.

The valerian went into the mortar. She ground it slowly, the pestle's motion steady and even, the smell rising green and slightly sedative — she'd become mildly immune to it over time, an occupational inevitability. From the back room, she could hear Lyra arranging blocks with the architectural seriousness she brought to all structural projects.

The tincture tincture sat on its shelf. Four bottles. A week of cover per bottle. If she had to move, she had enough for a month before she'd need to source the wolfsbane bark again, and wolfsbane bark was not universally available. The settlement three days east had a dried goods supplier who stocked it without logging it, which had always been a contingency. She had contingencies.

She had spent four years building contingencies and hoping the thing they were contingent on would never happen.

The mortar worked. Her hands worked. She noted, with a specific and particular attention, that the thing she was feeling was not fear — or not only fear. Underneath it, quieter and more unwelcome, was something that she hadn't let herself name in so long she'd almost forgotten its shape. It was the sensation of something ending. Not the apothecary, not Greyfen, not the tincture or the bottles or the morning routine. Something older than all of that. Something she'd been outrunning since before Lyra was born.

She had always known, at some level she kept well-insulated from the rest of her thinking, that this was borrowed time.

She had simply borrowed more of it than she'd expected to get.

✦ ✦ ✦

After Lyra was in bed, the apothecary locked and the back window checked, Sera sat at the kitchen table with the four tincture bottles in front of her and did not pack.

This was a decision, though it didn't look like one. It looked like sitting. It looked like a woman who was tired, with her hands flat on the table and the candle burning low, not doing anything in particular. But the bag was in the closet and the bag was not on the table, and the fact that it was still in the closet was a decision that had required more effort than anything else she'd done today.

She had packed before. Three times in the early months, before Greyfen had started to feel like anything other than a temporary arrangement. She knew the specific feeling of it — the awful efficiency that came over her when she reached that point, the way the world narrowed to what was essential and what was weight she couldn't carry. She had been good at it. She was probably still good at it. That was not a comfort.

The candle flame moved. The kitchen was quiet with the particular quality of late night in a building that contained a sleeping child — not silence exactly, but muffled, padded, a held breath that had grown comfortable with itself. Outside, the river made its sound. The dog that belonged to everyone was probably somewhere warm by now. Brann's light had gone out an hour ago.

She looked at the bottles.

Four weeks. Four weeks of cover and then she would need the bark again, and if she was somewhere she couldn't source it, she would need a new plan, and plans required stability, and stability required staying still, and staying still required — what? Confidence? That the tracker had been guild and not Kael's? That she had not been specifically identified? That the four years of careful, deliberate, daily effort had built something solid enough to trust?

She thought about Lyra's face in the market. The observation. You're walking different.

She thought about Lyra learning the name of every vendor by sight. The blocks in the back room. Brann's fish on the step.

She put her hands in her lap, looked at the bottles, and made the decision that was not a decision but felt more definitive than anything she'd made in years.

She was not going to pack tonight.

She was going to find out who he was first. And then she was going to decide with information rather than reflex, because Lyra deserved a mother who decided with information rather than reflex, and because four years ago Sera had run on reflex and had been right to, and she was not certain she was right in the same way now.

The candle guttered. She cupped her hand around it.

Something was coming. She could feel it the way she felt the tincture's absence when the masking was working — not in what was present, but in what the world had stopped doing. The ordinary sounds of Greyfen, the river and the dark and the neighbours' dogs, continued exactly as they always had.

That was not reassuring. That was just the world, doing what it always did.

She pinched the candle out and sat in the dark for a long moment before she went upstairs to check on Lyra, and then to lie in her own bed with her eyes open, listening to the river, not sleeping.

The morning would come.

She would find out what it brought.
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​CHAPTER TWO
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It started the way all the worst things started — quietly, and too early to be sure.

Sera was at the worktop when it happened. Six forty in the morning, the copper pot not yet on the flame, the wolfsbane bark sitting in its cloth pouch beside the scale. She'd reached for the pouch and felt — nothing specific. Nothing she could name. A shift in the quality of the air, maybe. The sensation you got sometimes in autumn when the weather was about to change: atmospheric, sourceless, the kind of thing you registered and then dismissed because there was nothing to do with it.

She did not dismiss it.

She stood with her hand on the bark pouch and waited, the way she'd learned to wait when something moved wrong at the edge of her attention. The kitchen was cold — the hearth had banked overnight, and the morning had not yet taken the chill from the stone floor under her bare feet. Outside, the river ran. A bird called once and stopped.

Nothing.

She set the pouch down. Reached for the pot.

Her wolf stirred.

That was the only word for it — stirred — the way something very old and very still will move when it senses a change in pressure. Sera had spent four years keeping her wolf quiet through discipline and chemistry, and the wolf had complied with the resignation of something that had learned the cost of non-compliance. It did not disappear. It could not disappear. It sat in the place just behind her sternum where she'd learned to neither acknowledge nor ignore it, and it was quiet, and today it was not.

She stood at the worktop and breathed through her nose, slow and deliberate, the way her mother had taught her to triage sensation before it became response. Cold stone under her feet. The bark's medicinal bite. The residual warmth from yesterday's baking still caught in the walls.

And underneath all of it, barely there — something else.

Something that had no business being in Greyfen.

She put the pot on the flame. Measured the bark with hands that did not shake. Counted to eleven in the back of her mind while the rest of her ran very fast through everything she knew.

✦ ✦ ✦

She left Lyra with Brann.

This required an explanation — she didn't usually leave Lyra on Fridays, and Brann was a man who noticed patterns without commenting on them, which meant that breaking one registered on his face even when he said nothing. He said nothing. She told him she had a delivery to make before the apothecary opened, which was true enough to not feel like a lie, and he took Lyra with the particular ease of a man who had, without ceremony or announcement, made himself available for exactly this kind of thing over the past three years.

"Fish," Lyra told him, by way of greeting.

"Good morning to you too," he said.

Sera was already moving.

The tincture was working. She'd checked it
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