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​PROLOGUE
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The city did not sleep.He was only pretending.

From above, the lights looked like artificial stars embedded in the asphalt, blinking with a promise that always ended in debt, blood, or silence. That night, the rain fell with the same constancy as secrets: unannounced, without warning, erasing traces that should never have existed.

She was running.

Not out of fear—not exactly—but because staying still had ceased to be an option long ago. Her boots pounded the wet pavement with an irregular rhythm, keeping pace with her ragged breathing and the ferocious pounding of her heart. Every corner she turned was a gamble. Every shadow, a threat. Every reflection in the closed shop windows showed her a version of herself she no longer fully recognized.

I had made a mistake.

One that couldn't be corrected with apologies.

The soaked leather jacket clung to her skin, heavy and uncomfortable, as if trying to drag her down. Even so, she didn't take it off. It was her armor. Her way of telling the world that she wasn't going to give up, even if the world insisted on breaking her.

Behind her, the city breathed a sigh of relief.And he watched.

Very few knew that this neighborhood, seemingly forgotten by modernity, was a nerve center of true power. Not the kind that appeared in headlines, nor the kind that was...He did not sign in air-conditioned offices, but rather in closed rooms, with glances that did not need words and decisions that did not allow for turning back.

He was in charge there.

He didn't have a name that was spoken aloud. Not because he didn't exist, but because doing so would have had consequences. In the corridors of fear and ambition, they called him the Alpha, not out of arrogance, but because no one had managed to wrest control from him since he took the city into his hands as if it were an untamed animal... and decided to tame it in his own way.

She shouldn't have seen it. She shouldn't have heard it.

And, above all, he shouldn't have survived.

He paused for a second under the eaves of an abandoned building, leaning his back against the cold wall as he tried to regulate his breathing. His heart was pounding so hard it hurt. He placed his hand on his chest, closed his eyes, and mentally counted to five. It didn't work. The fear was still there, coiled in his stomach like a wary snake.

She was not a fragile woman. She never had been.

She had grown up learning to resist, to grit her teeth when life pushed her.She spoke out too forcefully when others bowed their heads. That's why they called her a rebel. Not because she sought trouble, but because she never accepted the place others tried to impose on her.

But that night she had crossed an invisible line.

"Damn it..." he whispered, more to encourage himself than as an expression of anger.

A clap of thunder ripped across the sky, illuminating the deserted street for an instant. And in that briefShe felt it. She didn't see it. She didn't hear it. She just knew it.

She was not alone.

The presence was dense, dominant, like an invisible pressure that disturbed the air around her. She opened her eyes suddenly, turning just in time to find herself face to face witha silhouette outlined against the gloom.

He wasn't running.

He wasn't hiding. He wasn't in a hurry.

He advanced with the dangerous calm of someone who knows that the outcome already belongs to him.

Tall and impeccably dressed despite the rain, his figure commanded respect without the need for exaggerated gestures. Every step he took seemed measured, calculated.

as if the city itself were parting to let him pass. When the light from a streetlamp illuminated his face, she felt a shiver that had nothing to do with the cold.

Dark eyes. Deep. Relentless.

The kind of gaze that doesn't judge... because it has already decided.

"You shouldn't have run," he said, his voice low and deep, gliding through hisskin as a warning.

She clenched her fists.

—You shouldn't have followed me.

The corner of her lips curved slightly. It wasn't a smile. It was something more dangerous.

"Nobody follows me," he replied. "I decide when a runaway ends."

The silence that fell between them was thick, charged with electricity. She held his gaze, refusing to back down. She knew that showing fear meant losing. She knew thatBowing one's head was tantamount to accepting an early defeat.

"If you're going to kill me," he said, raising his chin, "do it now."

He took another step, closing the distance until she could perceive the scent of leather, of rain now somewhat darker, indefinable. He stopped in front of her, so close that his shadow enveloped her completely.

"If I wanted to kill you," he murmured, "we wouldn't be having this conversation."

His hand rose slowly, stopping just inches from her face.He didn't touch her. It wasn't necessary. The threat was in the intention.

"You got involved in things you don't understand," he continued. "You saw things you shouldn't have."

See. And yet... here you are.

She swallowed, but didn't look away.

—I didn't ask to be there.

"Nobody does," he replied. "Destiny doesn't ask for permission." Those words chilled her blood.

Because, in some unsettling way, I felt I wasn't facing a simple enemy. There was something deeper about that encounter, something that vibrated beneath the surface.

surface of fear and rage. As if two opposing forces had just collided on the

The exact point where everything could break down... or be transformed.

He lowered his hand.

"You have two options," he said, with a serenity that was terrifying.

Disappear tonight and live forever looking over your shoulder... or come

with me.

"And why would I do that?" she asked defiantly.

His eyes locked onto hers, as dark as the night that surrounded them.

"Because you're already part of my world," he replied. "And believe me... it's not a world of..."

that she gets out unharmed.

The rain continued to fall.

The city continued to watch.

And at that moment, without knowing it, they both sealed the beginning of a story marked by power, betrayal, and an attraction as dangerous as it was inevitable.

Because when the Alpha finds his equal, destiny doesn't ask who will win.Just watch who will dare to fall first.

––––––––
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​**CHAPTER 1

The city has an owner**

The first rule for surviving in the city was simple: don't ask questions.

The second, even more important, was not to believe you were safe just because nobodyI was looking at you.

She had learned both too soon.

Dawn found the city shrouded in a thick fog, as if night refused to fully relinquish its grip. From the small apartment where I lived, the world seemed distant, muffled, almost irrelevant. Yet, the feeling of danger lingered.It was still there, clinging to her skin like dampness after the rain.

I hadn't slept.

Every time she closed her eyes, she saw those other eyes. Dark. Still. Dominant. The way he had observed her, as if he could read her beyond the words, beyond the fear she refused to show.

"Relax," she said to herself softly. "It was just one night." But she knew she was lying.

She got out of bed without making it, walked barefoot to the kitchen, and poured herself a coffee, which she forgot to drink. Her hands trembled slightly, just enough for her to notice. She placed both palms on the counter and took a deep breath, forcing herself back to the present.

I needed to think clearly.

I couldn't go to the police. It was never an option. Not when what I'd seen impliedNames that didn't exist in official records and transactions that were never signed in ink. He had overheard conversations not meant for human ears. Orders given with the same coldness with which others ordered a drink.

And he was there.The Alpha.

She didn't need anyone to confirm it. She had known it from the first second.The way everyone fell silent when he entered. The way the atmosphere changed, as if the air itself grew thicker. That kind of power isn't learned; it's imposed.

She ran a hand over her face and let out a dry, incredulous laugh.

"Great," he murmured. "Of all the possible places, it had to be that one."

The clock struck eight when the sound of an engine stopping in front of the building sent shivers down her spine. She peered cautiously out the window. A black car, far too elegant for that neighborhood, was parked by the curb. The engineIt was still on.

He didn't need to see any more.

The knock on the door echoed seconds later. Firm. Sure. Definite.It wasn't a call. It was a statement.

His pulse quickened, but he didn't back down. That was another rule he'd learned the hard way: running only prolonged the end. He walked to the door, rested his forehead against the wood for a brief moment, and then turned the handle.

Two men were watching her from the hallway. Both were dressed in black, both had theA neutral expression from those accustomed to obeying without question. One of them spoke.

—The gentleman wants to see her. He didn't ask which gentleman.

"I'm not interested," she replied, crossing her arms. "Tell him he's mistaken me for someone else."

The man didn't even blink.

—You're not wrong.

The second one took a step forward, leaning in just enough to look her in the eyes.

"You have five minutes to take whatever you need," he added. "The Alpha doesn't wait."That word made her shudder again.

She closed her eyes for a second, evaluating options she knew didn't exist. Then she sighed andHe nodded with controlled resignation.

—Give me two.

They didn't handcuff her. They didn't touch her. That detail was more unsettling than any violent gesture. They went downstairs together and outside. The cold air of theTomorrow cleared his mind just enough to put his mask back on.

The car started silently, driving through streets she knew all too well.Some were beautiful, others I'd never set foot in before. With every kilometer, the city changed its face. Taller buildings. Darkened windows. Visible and invisible security.

The place they arrived at didn't look like a fortress. It didn't need to be.

The building was austere, elegant, almost bland. Precisely for that reason, it commanded respect. They took her to the top floor, where a spacious office opened onto the city.through a large window that offered an impressive view.

He was there.

With his back to the viewer, his hands in his pockets, he gazed at the horizon, as if he owned not only that space, but everything within his sight. Hearing her enter, he turned calmly.

"You're always on time," he remarked. "It's a quality I appreciate." She held his gaze, refusing to lower her head.

—I didn't come here for fun.

"Nobody comes here for fun," he replied. "Sit down." It wasn't an order. It was worse: a certainty.

She sat down opposite him, keeping her back straight. He observed her intently, withouthaste, like someone evaluating a piece they didn't expect to find, but which might be useful.

"Do you know why you're here?" he asked.

—Because I saw something I shouldn't have.

A slight nod was all the confirmation he got.

—And because you didn't run away —he added—. That also says a lot about you.

—Should that reassure me?

"No," he replied without hesitation. "It should concern us both."

Silence settled between them once more, laden with dangerous possibilities.

"You have character," he continued. "That can destroy you... or turn you into someone."

indispensable.

She clenched her jaw.

—I don't want to be part of your world.

He leaned forward, resting his forearms on the desk.

—You already are.

That statement was beyond dispute.

"From today onward," he continued, "your life is going to change. Not because I want it to, but because the balance was broken the moment you crossed that threshold last night."

He stood up and walked until he was standing in front of her.

"The city has an owner," he said quietly. "And now you're in the middle of it."She raised her chin.

"Then you'll have to learn to live with a rebel." For the first time, a genuine smile crossed the Alpha's face.

—That —he replied— is exactly what interests me.

​**CHAPTER 2

Rules that are not negotiable**

The office fell silent when he turned around.

It wasn't a comfortable silence. It was one of those heavy silences that forces you to become aware of the space you occupy and the space you've lost. She remained seated, her back straight and her hands clasped in her lap, watching the Alpha walk toward the window as if the conversation were already over.

"Is that all?" she asked, breaking the stillness. "You brought me all this way just to tell me my life no longer belongs to me?"

He didn't answer immediately. From where he stood, the city stretched out below him.Like a living organism, complex, untamable for anyone who didn't know where to push. That landscape was its chessboard.

"I brought you here," he finally said, "because I needed to see you clearly. Far from the chaos, far from the fear."

She let out a short, incredulous laugh.

—I don't see much difference.

The Alpha barely turned his head, just enough to fix that gaze on her that did notHe admitted frivolities.

—Believe me, there is one.

He returned to the desk and placed a hand on the polished surface.

—Last night you were running away. Today you're choosing.

—I haven't chosen anything.

"Yes, you did," he replied. "You could have closed the door. You could have screamed. You could have tried."disappear. But you're here.

She held his gaze, refusing to concede that point.

—I'm here because you left me no other choice.He nodded calmly.

-Exact.

That response unsettled her more than any threat.

The Alpha walked around the desk and sat down opposite her, but this time there was no protective distance between them. They were too close. She could make out the fine lines.From her face, the tension contained in her jaw, the way each of her movements seemed calculated not to reveal more than necessary.

"I'm going to be clear," he said. "From today on, there are rules."

—And what if I don't accept?

"Then there would be no conversation," he replied. "And believe me, you wouldn't like the alternative."

She inhaled slowly, maintaining control.

-Heard.

"First rule," he began, "what you saw, what you heard, and what you sense stays with you. No one else should know. Not friends, not family, not people you think you trust."

—And what if someone asks?

"You will deny it," he said without hesitation. "Always."

"Second rule," he continued, "you will not move around the city without my knowledge." She stood up abruptly.

—That's absurd.

—It's about survival.

—I am not your prisoner.

"No," he admitted. "But you're not free either." The silence fell again, tense.

"Third rule," he added, "don't try to play the hero. Rebellion without strategy."It only produces corpses.

That struck a nerve.

"Is that what you think of me?" she asked. "An impulsive idiot?" His eyes darkened slightly.

"I think you're dangerous," he replied. "To others... and to yourself."

She pressed her lips together, holding back the answer that was burning to come out.

"And what are you?" he finally asked. "The savior who sets conditions?" The Alpha leaned back in his chair.

"I'm the man who keeps this world going," he said. "And that means making decisions that aren't always understood."

She stood up, unable to remain seated for another second.

—I didn't ask to be part of your balance.

He also stood up, without raising his voice, without losing his composure.

—Balance doesn't ask for permission.

They stood face to face. The tension was almost palpable, a dangerous mix ofchallenge, curiosity, and something else that no one was willing to name.

"What happens now?" she asked.

—Now —he replied— you're going to see up close how my world works.

One gesture from him was enough. The office door opened and one of the men fromMorning arrived.

"Take her," the Alpha ordered. "I want her to know the terrain."

"The land?" she repeated. "As a warning?"

—Like a lesson.

The journey was different this time. There was no rush, but there was a purpose. The city revealed itself raw, unfiltered. Areas she had avoided for years appeared before her.His eyes: windowless clubs, buildings where luxury and decadence coexisted, streets where the law was just a decorative word.

"All of this," said the Alpha's voice from the back seat, "works because someoneTake control when others fail.

She observed him through the reflection in the glass.

—And you decide who fails?

—I decide who puts the system at risk.

The car stopped in front of a seemingly ordinary building. No eye-catching signs. Nothing.obvious signs.

"Get down," he ordered. They went inside.

The interior was spacious, elegant, filled with controlled murmurs. Men and women.They barely glanced at her, but long enough to recognize who was in charge. The conversations died down as she passed.

"Look closely," the Alpha whispered. "This is real power. It's not shouted. It's not boasted about. It's wielded."

She swallowed.

—Why are you showing me this?

He stopped and looked directly at her.

—Because someone already knows you were there last night.The phrase landed like a dead blow.

-That?

"And because that person is going to try to use you," he continued. "Or eliminate you."

-Who?

—That —he replied— is what we're going to discover together.

She felt the fear creeping back in... but this time she wasn't alone.

"I don't trust you," he said.

"I'm not asking you to," he replied. "I'm only asking you to survive."

Their eyes met once more, sealing an uneasy, fragile, and dangerous alliance.

Because in the world of the Alpha, nobody got in without paying a price.And she was about to find out what hers would be.

––––––––
[image: ]


​**CHAPTER 3

Territoryenemy**

The place had too many eyes.

She felt it the moment she crossed the threshold, even before she fully understood it. They weren't open or brazen glances; they were brief flashes, silent assessments, likeBlades that grazed the skin without cutting. People who knew how to observe without being seen. People trained to remember details.

"Don't look directly at anyone," the Alpha murmured beside him. "Here, attention is a dangerous currency."

She nodded without answering. She walked with her back straight, her step firm, feigning a confidence she didn't entirely feel. Every fiber of her being was on alert. That wasn'tIt was a club. It was a meeting point. A hub where interests converged that didn't need to be introduced.

The atmosphere was carefully designed to be deceptive: low music, warm lighting, tables occupied by groups that appeared to be enjoying themselves in leisurely leisure. But beneath that facade, a constant tension was palpable, as if everyone were waiting for an invisible signal to switch roles.

"Is this one of your domains?" she asked in a low voice.

"It's one of the places where silence is negotiated," he replied.

They walked toward a secluded table. No one intercepted them. No one greeted them. That, paradoxically, was a sign of respect. The Alpha took a seat first; she sat opposite him, aware that several conversations had fallen silent around them.

"Relax," he said. "Obvious fear is a common mistake."

"I'm not scared," she lied.

"You are," he replied calmly. "But it's not a weakness. It's information."

She squeezed her fingers around the glass of water that someone had left in front of herwithout him noticing.

—Information for whom?

"For you," he replied. "If you learn to listen to her."

A man approached the table. He didn't seem intimidating at first glance: gray suit, polite smile, relaxed posture. However, there was something in his gaze that...It made me uncomfortable instantly.

"Alpha," he greeted. "I didn't expect to see you so early."

—Surprises keep opportunists awake—he replied.

The man glanced down at her, scrutinizing her with restrained brazenness.

"A guest?" he asked.

"No," said the Alpha. "Unfinished business."

The man's smile tense up for just a second before it regained its composure.

-I understand.

He didn't insist. He left after a minimal nod of his head.She released the breath she hadn't known she was holding.

"That man..." he began.

"He's one of those you should avoid," interrupted the Alpha. "Too curious. Too ambitious."

—Is he the one who knows about me?

"No," he replied. "But he's close to someone who is."

The phrase left her frozen.

—How many people know what happened last night?

"More than I'd like," she admitted. "Fewer than they could." She leaned forward.

—Then it's not just about me.

"It's never about just one person," he said. "You're an unexpected variable. That's unsettling."

The Alpha observed his surroundings with apparent disinterest, but she noticed how his eyes lingered on certain gestures, on almost imperceptible movements. He wasn't there to socialize. He was sizing things up.

"Why don't you hide me?" she asked suddenly. "It would be the logical thing to do." He slowly turned his head toward her.

—Because hiding would confirm that you matter.

—And it doesn't matter?

"You matter too much," he replied. "That's why I can't let it seem that way." She looked at him in disbelief.

—Your logic is... twisted.

-Effective.

Silence settled between them once more. She took a sip of water to buy herself some time.

"Last night you said someone was going to try to use me," she said. "How?"

—Provoking you—he replied—. Making you react. Forcing you to make a mistake.

—And what if I don't do it?

"Then they'll find another way," he warned. "No one gives up on an opportunity without trying to exploit it."

The music changed tempo. A side door opened. Two men escorted a woman inside. She didn't appear injured, but her stiffness was evident.

"Look at her," said the Alpha. "She also crossed a line she shouldn't have."

—What will they do to him?

"It depends," he replied. "They're still deciding how much their silence is worth."

The woman looked up for a second and their eyes met. It was a brief moment.

But enough. In those eyes there was fear... and something more. Resignation.

She looked away with a lump in her throat.

—This is sick.

"It's real," he replied. "And pretending it doesn't exist doesn't make it disappear."

"Is that how you justify everything?" he asked. "By saying it's necessary?"

"I don't justify it," he said. "I manage it."She stood up abruptly.

—I can't stay here.

Several eyes turned towards them. The Alpha stood up with her, unhurriedly.imposing a calm that forced the environment to return to normal.

"Breathe," she said softly. "You're giving them exactly the reaction they're hoping for."

—I am not like them.

"No," he admitted. "That's why you're still alive."

They left the premises without incident. The outside air hit her hard, returning apainful clarity. She walked a few steps before stopping, resting her hands on her knees.

"I can't be a part of this," he said. "I don't want to get used to it."The Alpha stopped in front of her.

"You don't have to get used to it," he replied. "You just have to understand it."

-So that?

—To decide what you will do when the time comes.She looked up.

—What moment?

He hesitated. It was brief, almost imperceptible, but she noticed it.

—When someone forces you to choose—he said—between protecting yourself... or protecting others.

—What others?

"You don't know yet," he replied. "But you will."

The car started again. This time, the journey was silent. She looked out the window, watching the city pass by with different eyes. No longer as a place she inhabited, butlike a board full of traps.

"Why me?" he finally asked. "Really. Why not someone stronger, more prepared?"

The Alpha watched her intently.

"Because I wasn't looking for someone strong," he said. "I was looking for someone who wasn't corrupt."

She laughed humorlessly.

—That's going to end soon.

"Perhaps," he admitted. "But in the meantime, your resistance is a problem for my enemies."

The car stopped in front of his building.

"Go back to your life," he ordered. "Go to work. Walk your streets. Pretend everything is normal."

-And you?

—I will observe.

-Always?

—As long as it is necessary.

She got out of the car and turned towards him.

—If this goes wrong...

"It's going to go wrong," he interrupted. "The difference is whether we survive to tell the tale."

The door closed. The car drove away.

She climbed the stairs slowly, with the unsettling feeling that something hadchanged irreversibly. Not only in her surroundings, but within herself.

Because now he knew too much.

And because, for the first time, he understood that the Alpha wasn't only dangerous because of his power...

but because, against all logic, he was beginning to trust her.

––––––––
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​**CHAPTER 4

Normality is a trap**

The routine was a carefully rehearsed lie.

She understood the moment she stepped outside the building. The same street vendor on the corner, the same bus screeching to a halt, the same people hurrying toward destinations that seemed urgent only because someone had taught them to believe so. Everything was the same. And yet, nothing was.

He sensed the surveillance before he saw it.

It wasn't a specific look, nor an obvious sound. It was a constant pressure, as ifThe air would have become denser around his body. He walked two blocks without turning his head, forcing himself to breathe normally, remembering every word of the Alpha: Fake normal.

She entered the café where she had breakfast almost every morning. The smell of freshly baked bread and strong coffee greeted her with a deceptive familiarity. She greeted her usual waiter,He ordered the same as always and sat down at the table by the window.

ANDwait.

I didn't know exactly what, but I knew something would happen.

As she stirred the sugar, she observed her reflection in the glass. It looked the same as before.Always: hair casually pulled back, dark jacket, concentrated expression. No one would imagine that the night before she had been sitting across from the man who pulled the invisible strings of the city.

"Don't dramatize it," she said to herself quietly. "Just live." But the calm didn't last long.

The man sat down opposite her without asking permission.

This wasn't the guy from the club. This one was different. Younger, more casual, easy smile. Too easy.

"Always so punctual?" he asked, pointing to his cup. "That speaks well of you." She slowly raised her gaze, measuring every gesture.

—Do we know each other?

"Not yet," he replied. "But that can be fixed."

His heart gave a sharp blow. He remembered the Alpha's words: Provoking you.Forcing you to make a mistake.

"I'm busy," she said. "If you're looking for a table..."

"I'm not looking for a table," he interrupted. "I'm looking for you." The coffee lost its flavor in his mouth.

—You're wrong.

He leaned forward, lowering his voice.

—Last night, at the pier, there wasn't much light. But you remember well, right?She held his gaze, though inside every muscle tensed.

—I don't know what you're talking about.

"Of course," she smiled. "And you know something else interesting: you weren't the only one who overheard that conversation."

—Then you should talk to that person.

"I already did," he replied. "She wasn't as cooperative as you could be." The message was clear.

She stood up calmly, studied, picked up her purse, and left money on the table.

"I'm not interested in playing riddles," he said. "Step aside."

He also stood up, naturally blocking her path.

"Relax," she said. "I just wanted to invite you to talk. Somewhere else."

-No.

"That's a shame," he added. "Your friend doesn't like it when invitations are turned down. That was the mistake."

Because when she said "friend," her smile became more strained, more fake. And she knew it.I wasn't talking about Alpha as an ally, but as a bargaining chip.

"Tell your boss," she said, getting close enough so only he could hear her, "that no."I'm an easy target.

The man's smile faded.

—We'll see about that.

He stepped aside, letting her pass. She left the café without running, without looking back, with thea clear feeling that the game had begun before she agreed to participate.

The phone vibrated in his pocket as soon as he crossed the street.

Unknown number.

-Yeah?

"I told you to pretend everything was normal," the Alpha's voice said. "Not to provoke an intermediary."

—Did you see it?

-All.

She stopped.

—So you also saw that he was threatening me.

"I saw it," he replied. "And now I know who sent it."

-Who?

A brief silence.

—Someone who wants to test how far I'll go for you.

—I didn't ask for that.

—Nobody asks for it.

The car appeared in front of her seconds later, as if it had been summoned byThe thought. He went up without protesting.

"I told you not to expose yourself," he said as soon as the door closed.

—And I told you I'm not your pawn—she retorted. —I'm not going to be intimidated.

The Alpha observed her with a mixture of irritation and something deeper, less defined.

—Courage without calculation is arrogance.

—And unlimited control is tyranny.

The words hung suspended between them, tense, dangerous.

"Do you realize who you're talking to?" he asked.

"Yes," she replied. "And yet I don't intend to lower my head."
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​**CHAPTER 5




























































































“We know you’re with him. It doesn’t have to end badly.”
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