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​Chapter 1: The Spreadsheet Life

[image: ]


They tell you in school that life is a straight line. You study, you get a degree, you land a job, you get a promotion, and then, eventually, you achieve happiness. It’s a nice little fairy tale, isn't it? It’s the kind of story they feed you so you’ll spend four years of your life studying calculus and economics, convincing yourself that your self-worth is tied to your GPA.

Well, I have an MBA from a top-tier university. I have a specialized degree in financial risk assessment. I have a pile of student loans that is currently taller than my expectations for the future. And yet, here I am, sitting in a cubicle that is exactly four feet by four feet, staring at a screen of flickering Excel cells, waiting for the weekend.

My name is Ananya. And if you’re looking for a hero, I’m afraid you’ve clicked on the wrong life. I am a Junior Analyst at the Obsidian Group, the biggest, most aggressive, and frankly, most terrifying conglomerate in the city.

In the normal world, a conglomerate is run by a board of directors. In the Obsidian Group, it’s run by a Pack. Yes, with a capital P. As in, werewolves.

But don’t go looking for shirtless guys howling at the moon in the breakroom. This is a corporate environment. The "Pack" doesn't howl; they hold quarterly meetings. They don't tear clothes; they tear apart their competition’s quarterly earnings. They are the apex predators of the business world, and their Alpha—our CEO—is the apex of the apex.

I am an Omega. It sounds like a scientific term, doesn't it? Like something from a biology textbook. But in this building, it’s a job title. It means I’m the one who gets the coffee, the one who stays until 9 PM to finalize the projections, and the one who is expected to have the "nurturing disposition" to handle the chaos when the Alphas lose their tempers.

It was 8:45 AM on a Monday. I was sitting at my desk, clutching a lukewarm latte I’d bought from the kiosk downstairs, trying to remember if I’d left my straightener on. My heels were already digging into my skin. Whoever invented stilettos clearly never had to run for a local train or rush to a meeting on the 40th floor.

"Ananya!"

I didn't even turn around. I knew that voice. It was Mr. Gupta, our department head. Mr. Gupta is the human equivalent of a middle-management nightmare. He has the ambition of a tiger but the constitution of a squirrel. He is terrified of his own shadow, and doubly terrified of the Alphas on the upper floors.

"Yes, sir?" I said, spinning my chair around.

Gupta was sweating. He was always sweating, even in the freezing air-conditioning that Obsidian Group cranked up to ensure we all stayed alert and miserable.

"The Board is here," he whispered, his eyes wide, as if he were announcing the arrival of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse. "And the Alpha is coming down to the trading floor. He wants the Q3 reports. He wants the physical copies. Not the digital ones. The physical ones."

I blinked. "Physical? Mr. Gupta, the printers are down. We’ve been complaining about it for three days."

"I don't care, Ananya! Fix it! Or find a way to print it! He’s in the elevator. If he walks onto this floor and I don't have those reports in his hand, he’s going to rip my head off. And I mean that literally. He has a very aggressive management style."

I sighed, grabbing my tablet and my notebook. "I’ll go to the secondary server room. Maybe I can override the lock."

"Just go! And fix your hair, you look... frayed."

I looked at my reflection in the dark monitor. Frayed was a nice way of putting it. I looked like I had lost a fight with a wind turbine. I tucked a stray lock of hair behind my ear, grabbed my files, and started walking toward the elevator bank.

The lobby of the Obsidian Tower was a masterclass in intimidation. It was all glass, steel, and black marble. The air smelled of expensive sandalwood, pine, and something sharper—something metallic, like the scent of ozone before a lightning strike.

As I walked, I saw Kabir standing near the security turnstiles. Kabir is the only person in this entire building who understands the absurdity of our existence. He works in IT, which is the only department that doesn't really care about the hierarchy because, let’s be honest, even werewolves need someone to fix their Wi-Fi.

"Ananya!" he hissed, waving me over. "You look like you’re heading to a funeral."

"Worse," I said, leaning against the turnstile. "I’m heading to a meeting with the Alpha. Gupta is having a meltdown about physical reports. Why do they need physical reports in 2026? It’s a waste of paper."

"It’s not about the paper, Anu," Kabir said, fixing his glasses. "It’s about control. They like to hold things. They like to see their signature on a piece of paper. It’s primitive, but hey, their ancestors hunted mammoths, so we cut them some slack."

"I don't care about their ancestors. I care about my job. If I mess this up, I’m fired."

"You won't get fired. You’re the best analyst we’ve got. Even the Alphas know that. Well, they’d know it if they ever looked down from their ivory tower."

"Exactly," I muttered. "They don't look down. They just stride past, looking like they own the sidewalk, the street, and the entire city."

"Speaking of which," Kabir whispered, his voice dropping an octave. "Look."

I turned. The elevator doors at the end of the lobby had just slid open.

Rohan Malhotra stepped out.

I’ve seen him before, of course. He’s on the cover of every business magazine. He’s the guy who turned a struggling textile firm into a multi-billion dollar tech-shifter conglomerate in under five years. But seeing him on a magazine cover is one thing. Seeing him in person is entirely different.

He was wearing a navy blue three-piece suit that fit him with the precision of a second skin. He had that height—that looming, effortless height that made everyone else in the room seem like they were shrinking. But it was his face that caught you. Sharp, angular, and perpetually bored. His eyes were the color of molten gold, and they seemed to catch the light in a way that defied the laws of physics.

He wasn't alone. He was flanked by two VPs—men who were massive, hulking figures even in their tailored suits. They walked with him, their gait synchronized, their heads tilted slightly as if listening to things the rest of us couldn't hear.

The lobby went quiet. It wasn't the silence of a library; it was the silence of a hunting ground. The receptionist stopped typing. The security guards stiffened. Even the air seemed to thicken.

My heart—that traitorous, biological pump—did a weird, uneven flutter.

It was the Bond.

That was the Fated Mate nonsense that everyone whispered about. It was supposed to be a romantic thing, the stuff of novels. In reality, it was just a massive, inconvenient anxiety attack. Whenever Rohan was near, my body decided to betray my brain. My skin would heat up, my pulse would spike, and I would suddenly become very, very aware of the fact that I was an Omega and he was an Alpha. It felt like standing too close to a high-voltage wire—you know you shouldn't touch it, but your hair starts standing up on end anyway.

Don't look at him, I told myself. Look at the floor. Look at the elevator. Look at anything but the gold.

He walked past us. He didn't slow down. He didn't acknowledge anyone. He was a force of nature, moving through the space with absolute, terrifying ownership.

And then, just for a fraction of a second, his head turned.

It was slight. Almost imperceptible. But he looked at me.

The world seemed to tilt on its axis. The golden eyes locked onto mine. For that split second, I didn't feel like a Junior Analyst with student loans. I felt... seen. It was a terrifying, exhilarating sensation, as if he were reading the grocery list of my insecurities and finding them amusing.

Then he looked away.

The elevator doors opened, and he stepped in. The VPs followed. The doors slid shut, and the pressure in the lobby lifted instantly.

I let out a breath I didn't know I was holding. My hands were shaking.

"Whoa," Kabir said, exhaling loudly. "That was intense. He looked right at you, didn't he?"

"He didn't look at me," I said, forcing my voice to be steady. "He looked through me. Like I was a glitch in the software."

"Yeah, well, he’s a glitch in the system. Come on, you have a deadline."

I nodded, my legs feeling like jelly. I made my way to the server room, printed the documents, and sprinted back to the elevator.

The 40th floor was the executive suite. It was quieter up here, more expensive. The carpets were thicker, the lighting was softer, and the air smelled like success and cold ambition. I reached the boardroom, my heels clicking aggressively on the marble floor.

I took a deep breath. I smoothed my skirt. I checked my reflection in the glass door.

You are professional. You are competent. You are not a swooning fangirl. You are a financial expert.

I pushed the door open.

The boardroom was a sea of dark mahogany and glass. The view behind the massive windows overlooked the entire Mumbai skyline, a spread of concrete and dreams under a grey, overcast sky.

Rohan was at the head of the table. He was reading a report, his pen tapping against the mahogany. The room was full of senior executives—men with grey hair and expensive watches—all of them waiting, expectant.

I stepped into the room. The clicking of my heels sounded like gunshots in the silence.

"Mr. Malhotra?" I said, my voice barely audible. I cleared my throat. "The Q3 reports you requested."

He didn't look up. "Put them on the table."

I walked over. My hand was shaking as I laid the documents down. I felt the Bond again, a pull in the center of my chest, dragging me toward him. It was magnetic, a physical ache that I had to fight to ignore.

"Ananya, isn't it?" he said, still not looking up.

I froze. "Yes, sir."

"You wrote these projections?"

"Yes, sir. I utilized the volatility index from the last quarter and cross-referenced it with the market trends in the South Zone."

He looked up then. The gold in his eyes was vivid, intense. He scanned my face, and I felt as if I were being undressed, not physically, but mentally. He was searching for something—maybe a lie, maybe a flaw.

"The numbers are aggressive," he said.

"The market is aggressive, sir."

A few of the VPs chuckled. It was a cold, practiced sound.

Rohan’s mouth quirked into a ghost of a smile. It wasn't a kind smile. It was the smile of a predator who had found something interesting to play with.

"An aggressive analyst," he murmured. "That’s a dangerous combination."

He reached for the report, his fingers brushing against mine.

The contact was electric.

It wasn't a static shock. It was a jolt, a surge of pure, primal energy that shot up my arm and settled in my spine. I gasped, and my heel caught on the edge of the carpet.

It was a clumsy, pathetic move. I stumbled, my feet tangling, and I fell forward.

I didn't fall to the floor. I fell at him.

My hands slapped against the edge of the mahogany table, and I ended up braced right in his personal space. I was looking into his eyes from two inches away. The smell of cedar and rain was overwhelming. The heat radiating off him was enough to melt steel.

The room went dead silent. You could have heard a pin drop.

For a second, the gold in his eyes flared, and he didn't move. He held me there, his gaze intense, and I felt it—the pull, the hunger, the ancient, biological demand that we didn't get to choose.

Then, his expression shuttered. The gold retreated, replaced by a cold, hard indifference.

He didn't help me up. He didn't offer a hand. He just leaned back, his chair creaking.

"You’re dismissed," he said. His voice was flat. Dismissive.

I scrambled to my feet, my face burning with the heat of a thousand suns. I didn't look at the VPs. I didn't look at him. I turned and practically ran out of the room.

I didn't stop until I reached the elevator bank. I pressed the button, again and again, praying for the doors to open.

My phone buzzed in my pocket.

Kabir: Are you alive? Did you survive the board meeting?

I leaned my forehead against the cool steel of the elevator door, closing my eyes.

Me: I want to quit. I want to move to a farm. I want to be a goat farmer. Goats don't have Alphas to deal with.

Kabir: Goats don't have a 401k either. See you at lunch?

Me: Only if you bring enough coffee to drown me.

The elevator doors opened. I stepped inside, the reflection of the glass showing me a girl who looked like she’d just been through a war. And maybe I had.

The Obsidian Group was a corporate beast, and I was just an Omega trying to survive. I had come here to make a career, to prove that I was more than just my biology. But as the elevator descended, moving me further away from the top floor, I couldn't shake the memory of those golden eyes.

He had looked at me. He had felt the bond. And he had rejected it.

I clutched my bag to my chest, my knuckles white.

"Fine," I whispered to the empty elevator. "If you want to play games, Rohan Malhotra, then let’s play."

Because I wasn't going to wither away. I wasn't going to be the broken Omega in the corner. I was Ananya, and if I had to fight my own biology to survive this job, I would.

But as I stepped out into the lobby, back into the noise and the crowds of Mumbai, I knew one thing for certain.

Waking up is overrated. Especially when your dreams involve falling at the feet of your terrifying CEO and your reality involves taking the Mumbai local train during peak rush hour.

They tell you to follow your dreams. My dream was to have a comfortable job, pay off my student loans, and perhaps, one day, afford a flat where the windows actually opened. It was not to be the center of office gossip for the Obsidian Group.

It was 8:15 AM. I was squeezed into the ladies' compartment of the local train, pressed against a woman holding a basket of vegetables and a student frantically revising her notes. The train rattled and screeched, throwing us from side to side. It was a chaotic, sweaty, human-filled mess. And honestly? It was the most relaxing part of my day.

Why? Because here, nobody knew I was the "Omega who tripped in the boardroom." Here, I was just Ananya, the girl with the slightly frayed bag and the tired eyes.

But as the train pulled into the station near the Obsidian Tower, the reality hit me like a slap. I had to go back to the office. I had to face the whispers. I had to face the fact that Rohan Malhotra, the most powerful man in the city, knew my name. And he had rejected me.

Well, technically, he hadn't "rejected" me. He had just... stared at me. And then sent me away. But in the world of Alphas, silence is louder than an eviction notice.

I walked into the lobby of the Obsidian Tower, bracing myself for the judgment.

The lobby was a cathedral of capitalism. Polished granite floors, soaring ceilings, and people in suits so expensive they could pay for my mother’s retirement. I kept my head down, staring at my sensible flats.

"Ananya!"

I froze. It was Riya, from the HR department. Riya was a nice person, but her life force was derived entirely from knowing things before anyone else did. She was the human equivalent of a Twitter trending topic.

"Oh my god," she said, catching up to me by the elevator. "Did you hear? The rumors are flying."

I gripped my bag. "What rumors, Riya?"

"About the board meeting yesterday. People are saying the Alpha—you know, the Alpha—was in a mood all morning. And then there was this incident. With an analyst. A girl, apparently."

I forced a laugh. It sounded brittle, like dry leaves. "Must be some misunderstanding. I’m sure it’s nothing."

Riya squinted at me. "You know, you look a little like that girl. The one in the reports."

"I was in the meeting, Riya. I’m the analyst. I tripped on the carpet. It’s not a soap opera; it’s a workplace hazard. HR should really look into the uneven flooring."

Riya’s eyes widened. She clearly wasn't looking for a hazard report; she was looking for romance. "You tripped... at him?"

"I tripped on the floor," I corrected, stepping into the elevator. "And then I left. It was very professional."

As the elevator doors closed, I let out a long, shuddering breath. Professional. Right. If falling at your boss's feet was professional, then I was
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