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        Trapped by power, bound by desire—can she survive his deadly game?

      

        

      
        From the highest seat of power, King Malloron rules his corrupt kingdom with an iron fist.

      

        

      
        But secretly, he searches for the one thing that could secure his reign for eternity: an omega.

      

        

      
        When he discovers one hiding in plain sight, he traps her in a sordid deal, granting him full use of her body. Defiant and beautiful, she is the perfect prey for his manipulations.

      

        

      
        But she ignites a fiery obsession within him that threatens his control.

      

        

      
        Amara, an omega spy, knows better than to trust King Malloron. Her mission to uncover his secrets is paramount, even as his sinful touch becomes dangerously addictive.

      

        

      
        Determined to survive him, she fights the carnal hold he has over her.

      

        

      
        But each encounter strips away their cat-and-mouse duel, leaving only his possessive claim that she is his.

      

        

      
        BEWARE: This story is only for those who love an obsessive, manipulative king and battle-of-wits dark romances. See author website for full warnings.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        MALLORON

      

      

      

      The wet slapping of flesh, vulgar mutterings, and the sour stench of unwashed, sweaty bodies went almost unnoticed by King Malloron. It was the same assault on his senses every time, regardless of the variation of people that filled the large, dimly lit space.

      The king strode through his most popular pleasure chamber, barely glancing at the bodies restrained and spread on various shaped benches, being used by the ones who paid for the privilege. He had seen it all before. The tenebris was what had his attention right now. The powerful magical force inhabited every inch of him. It writhed constantly, agitating his irritation as it swirled along his limbs, bursting in little explosions in the corners of his body. Because of his hurried and extended trip to the Eastern Lands, the pressure on his shoulders, elbows, and knees ached more than usual. He’d been without his potions for too long.

      He maneuvered through the large benches and apparatus that filled the chamber to the shaved-headed Alpha tasked with overseeing the pleasure chamber and its bookings. Standing in a corner, the Alpha was transfixed, watching a fat, hairy lord desperately clawing the back of a young male as he jerked wildly, emptying his balls into his foaming ass.

      “Any news, Banon?” Malloron asked, as he approached.

      “No, Your Majesty.” Banon dragged his eyes away as the young man groaned. “All is well here.”

      Malloron exhaled, glad for the news, but it was a relief he couldn’t enjoy. His territory was in a constant delicate balance of power, and his recent absence hadn’t helped. It would certainly catch up with him eventually.

      “Your pet hasn’t visited much though, so it might be worth checking with him about the others,” the Alpha added tersely.

      “What do you mean by that?” Malloron frowned.

      “Since you’ve been in the Eastern Lands, he hasn’t bothered⁠—”

      Malloron froze, snapping to attention. Someone just used magic nearby.

      Anger burst within him and steadily built. His great-great-grandfather had prevented everyone but family from being able to even access magic in his castle, let alone use it. What the fuck was going on? He scanned the chamber slowly, his anger gradually tempered by intrigue. Who could do this? Nothing looked out of place, yet the magical fluctuations continued.

      “Your Majesty?”

      Malloron’s gaze flicked back to Banon. “What is it?”

      “I was just saying that since you’ve been in the Eastern Lands, he has hardly been down here.”

      “Who?”

      “Your pet.”

      “He is not my pet,” Malloron said irritably. He didn’t have the patience for the politics between his staff right now. Someone was evading his great-great-grandfather’s prevention spell, and that was no small feat. As he focused harder on the fluctuations, he realized they were coming from outside the chamber.

      “—administering the chambers if he doesn’t know⁠—”

      “I will speak to him,” Malloron said briskly. He left before the Alpha could say anything more.

      He navigated through the darkened underground corridors of Eiros Castle, following the trail of the fluctuations, but the increased discomfort of the tenebris made it difficult for him to feel them. Agony shot around his body, as though a force was ripping through every muscle. He needed to get to his potions soon; every moment that passed could cause his entire body to seize. But he had sworn he would never let the tenebris control him and he wouldn’t let a criminal escape just so he could tame it. So he pressed on, cursing under his breath that Emperor Drocco of the Eastern Lands had forced him into this situation.

      Malloron had run out of his potions while assisting the foolish emperor in his ridiculous pursuit of his Omega—the man was utterly obsessed with her. It was a terrible position to be in—she would forever be his weakness. But at least he had her. Malloron never would have wagered that Drocco, of all people, would be the one to discover an Omega.

      Omegas had mysteriously disappeared from the known Lands over a century ago, and young female children were still disappearing regularly, regardless of attempts to protect them. Malloron never understood why some Alphas were so concerned. Omegas made Alphas weak and foolish, and nothing he’d witnessed yet disproved this. The lengths Emperor Drocco, a strong and fearless warrior in his own right, had gone through to secure his Omega was fucking ludicrous. In fact, the city around Malloron’s castle was still suffering the effects of his actions. The only thing that made it worthwhile was the information he had learned there.

      Apparently, Omegas walked freely in his castle, and not only that, but they could hide their dynamic through use of the Talent—the ability to manipulate magic. Malloron had been searching for an Omega for years and yet, if he were to believe Emperor Drocco, they had been hiding in his castle the whole time. The idea had almost sent him into a blinding rage when he was first told. He prided himself on being the most accomplished Talent-crafter in the known Lands—his family were the ones that created the Talent, for fuck’s sake. No one should be able to hide from him with it. No one.

      He slowed down as he thought. If Omegas could use the Talent and hide themselves, and if someone was illegally using magic within the depths of his dungeons, somehow bypassing the spell that had been cast to prevent such activity, could that person be an Omega? Curiosity pushed him on, a spark of excitement thrumming underneath the tenebris crashing through his body.

      The fluctuations led him to the entrance of one of his training dungeons. These were the most sensitive areas of his entire operation. The restrained—his pleasure slaves—not only had to be trained to deal with surviving their time with clients, but also to remain loyal to the royal family. There were many who would love to poach his slaves, and many had tried, but the specific training they received kept every one of them in place. The training dungeons were more unpredictable than the pleasure chambers. Sometimes it was completely wild—slaves hysterical and fighting or orgasming while being beaten or tortured, or they were subdued.

      Malloron’s curiosity soared at the idea of magic being used in a training dungeon. Of all places.

      He entered, hoping the dungeon wouldn’t be too disorderly to locate the culprit. Equipment, makeshift beds, and medical supplies filled the large main area. Archways and doors led off from the primary space to more specific training rooms used when needed. Luckily, it was a subdued day. Most of the slaves were sitting or lying on their makeshift beds, while their trainers stalked among them.

      “Good to see you here today, Your Majesty,” greeted Dilys, the head trainer. “Can I help you with anything?”

      “Is there anyone new here?” Malloron asked, scanning the main room.

      “Last shipment of slaves was a week ago, Your Majesty. No one is newer than that.”

      He noticed the magic use wasn’t happening in the main area. “And no one has been any trouble.”

      “Oh, they are always trouble.” She grinned cruelly with a flourishing bow. “But no more than usual.”

      Malloron did not respond. Dilys took great pleasure in training the slaves. She ensured she followed the required method, but always relished delivering punishment when slaves were disobedient. Malloron didn’t care as long as she got the job done.

      As Malloron strolled further into the space, an explosion of pain ripped through his whole body. He froze, trying not to make it obvious, and took a long moment before he began walking again, battling against the onslaught of agony. Without his potions, all he could do was try to calm the tenebris by pulling magic into himself, but he preferred not to use magic that way, particularly in public. Whenever magic was manipulated, it became visible, and he didn’t need anyone knowing he could feed magic directly into his body. The tenebris had remained a secret in his family for hundreds of years and he would not be the one to reveal it.

      Malloron took a deep breath as the raw pain rolled through him. Closing his eyes and focusing his mind, he sought the magical fluctuations.

      He followed the trail down a corridor and into one of the smaller healing rooms. Most of the training slaves lay on beds, bloody and swollen, while servants trained in healing techniques and procedures tended to them.

      Malloron moved slowly across the room and pinpointed the fluctuations coming from one of the beds. He strode to a corner where he could see the bed more clearly.

      A young man lay on it groaning, while a servant hunched over him dabbed his wounds and checked his breathing. They didn’t seem to do anything that could cause fluctuations, and yet he continued to feel them coming from that direction. Malloron watched them closely, trying to figure out how magic was being used.

      Once the man was cleaned up, the servant moved on to another bed, and the fluctuations moved with her. Malloron suddenly understood. The fluctuation of magic was coming from within the servant.

      An excitement built in his chest. The servant had to be an Omega. There was no other way that magic could fluctuate inside her unless she was a Talent-crafter who had woven some kind of unusual spell or charm around herself, which was highly sophisticated and dangerous. If she was an Omega, what was she doing down in his dungeons working as a servant? Talent-crafters could secure plenty of jobs in the Western Lands. Her position as a servant in the dungeons made little sense.

      He watched her as she moved from bed to bed. Her jet black hair was tied back into a round ball and her hands were pale, but other than that, he could not tell much about her. She wore the black tunic of a dungeon servant, only permitted to those who worked in the dungeons. She kept her head down as she methodically treated the slaves, not even seeming to notice his presence in the corner of the room. That was not unusual. Most servants were trained to focus on completing their duties in silence and to be practically non-existent in the presence of royalty or important guests, especially in the dungeons. None of the other healing servants in the room paid him any attention either.

      Suddenly, she stood upright and looked slowly around the room at the beds. Malloron was shocked to discover that she was much younger than he first thought. And not only that, but she was actually very good-looking, even in her servant wear. It wasn’t unusual for a servant to be pretty, but this young woman was in a league of her own. And that raised more questions; someone who looked like her could get a much better job working in Eiros. Why was she here in the bloody, reeking, training dungeons? From where he stood, he could not see the color of her eyes, but her snowy complexion and dark hair were striking enough.

      She wandered around the room, gazing at the slaves on their beds, and the fluctuations became wilder. As she turned and looked over the entire room, her eyes drifted to his. A thrill of excitement, desire, and intrigue shot through him. Her long-lashed eyes were deep blue, dark like the deepest depths of the White Ocean. Utterly stunning when contrasted with her black hair and fair complexion. She wasn’t good-looking; she was beautiful.

      In the weightless moment their gazes held onto each other, she didn’t smile or bow her head or even break eye contact with him, as servants were supposed to do. Malloron held his breath, both stunned and intrigued by her behavior. Her eyes seemed to harden on his and a sense of resistance radiated from her. Then she turned away, and the moment was gone.

      Malloron inhaled, an intense curiosity and longing enveloping him. This woman had to be the most interesting thing he had come across for a long time, and all of his senses told him she would be a compelling challenge.

      Drawing on a sliver of magic from around him, Malloron wove together a small orb. He shaved off a tiny flake and embedded it into the palm of his right hand, then drifted the rest toward the servant. Carefully, he attached it to her hair as she bent over a bed, holding it in place so it could seep in until it penetrated every strand. Once secure, the center of his right palm pulsed with the signal. He could now tell where she went, giving him time to figure out what the hell she was. Of course, he could just take her and force her into telling him whatever he wanted, but where was the fun in that? Besides, for his purposes, he needed an Omega who was willing, even if reluctantly, so he would need to convince her.

      Although the crippling pain still bounded through him, Malloron’s excitement built. If he had indeed found an Omega, he just made a giant leap closer to his ultimate goal. He continued to watch her covertly, appreciating how her black tunic moved around her small, shapely body.

      If she truly was an Omega, he would entrap her. And if she wasn’t, he would just have fun with her, anyway.
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      AMARA

      
      “I’m telling you, he used magic in the dungeon.”

      Helenka crossed her arms and glared at Zanya. “That’s not funny. It was strange enough him being there in the first place—don’t jest about it.”

      Lisara chuckled from the opposite bed. “When have you known Zanya to jest around when it comes to work?”

      Helenka uncrossed her arms slowly, her frown deepening as she stared at Zanya. “You’re being serious? The king used magic?”

      “Don’t jump to any conclusions,” Amara said firmly, folding the last black tunic and placing it in a neat pile on her bed. After a long shift in the dungeons, her mood was low. Two of the slaves she was trying to heal in the training dungeon did not survive. The young man suffered internal bleeding, while the woman had been refusing to eat and drink until she suffered a seizure and died in a pool of her own blood and waste. Amara simply wasn’t in the mood to listen to the other Omegas arguing over something as disturbing and enraging as the king.

      His dominating presence in the dungeons did not help those who were suffering. It wasn’t as though the man could shrink quietly into a corner—he was an Alpha and was known to be the biggest in the Western Lands because of his royal lineage. Amara didn’t give a shit who he was. His total arrogance was clear when he stood over that room of dying, suffering slaves and leered at her.

      “Maybe he used magic, maybe he didn’t,” she said, shrugging. “But since we can’t access magic here, we won’t know unless something comes of it. If he was using magic in the training dungeons, it could have been for any reason.”

      Lisara and Zanya nodded thoughtfully as they folded their own tunics, but Helenka frowned. “True, but it was unusual that he was in one of the healing rooms. I don’t recall him ever entering one before.”

      “He’s just come back from a trip away,” Lisara pointed out. “So he could have come to the healing room for many reasons.”

      “Can you think of one?” Helenka asked pointedly.

      In the moment of silence that followed, the door to the large communal servants’ quarters opened and another nine Omegas entered. They threaded through the rows of beds to the far corner where Amara and the others were carrying folded tunics of their own.

      “Did you see the king in the healing room today?” Vanna asked as she approached.

      “We were just discussing it.” Helenka made room for her to sit next to her on the bed. “Zanya is sure he used magic⁠—”

      “It is rare for us all to be together and alone like this,” Amara interjected, trying to sound efficient rather than annoyed. “We need to focus on our mission and discuss strategies to move forward.”

      All of her team immediately quietened, sitting on the beds and giving her their full attention. “We have been here now working on this mission for nearly two years,” she began. “I can’t say I am pleased with the progress we’ve made. We still cannot get into the red dungeon.”

      “These things take time,” said Kekia, an older Omega who sat opposite her. Although she wasn’t strictly a part of Amara’s team, it was important that she was in every team meeting where possible. Kekia was a seasoned spy who had been assigned to the Western Lands for the last nine years. Her major role was to oversee new Omegas and provide them with guidance so they didn’t stand out as foreigners. Although Amara had learned most of the languages spoken in the Western Lands, there were things that couldn’t be learned without experience. Kekia was the main reason she, and many other Omegas, had settled in so easily—a primary reason the Omegas avoided detection. “Everything here needs carefully navigation,” she said gently, tucking a bushy strand of brown hair behind her ears. “You know the risks.”

      “Those children in that dungeon do not have time,” Amara argued sharply. “While we are here gossiping about the fucking king, they are suffering in all kinds of awful ways.”

      The other Omegas’ faces dropped, and the mood of the group shifted to a somber one.

      “We are failing them with every day that goes by.” Amara made eye contact with each of them.

      “We don’t know for sure they are suffering,” Zanya said. She was the strategist of the team; highly analytical and reliant on facts. “I don’t think we should make any such assumptions. All we know is, children have been disappearing from the known Lands, who many assume must be Omegas, but not all have been. We know they are taken to that dungeon and we do not see them again; it could be for any reason.”

      Amara took a breath. That was true. She just scolded them for making assumptions, yet she was making them herself. “You’re right. But we know the activities the king and his fellow rulers like to engage in. That we still don’t know what happens to them after two years of trying is a disgrace.”

      The team was silent at that.

      “We are probably the most diverse and skilled Omega spy team in the known Lands,” Amara continued. “We should be able to proudly announce our results to the Mothers. Instead, we are not much further ahead than when we arrived. For the rest of our time, we need to do better. I want progress. The Mothers believe we have exceptional skills—I want to see them. I want no one to rest until we know what is happening to those children.”

      Several Omegas nodded, determined expressions on their faces, while others sat up straighter, but Kekia slowly stood.

      “Amara,” she said, moving to stand in front of her. “Working in the training dungeons is difficult. I understand how you must be feeling.”

      Sudden tears sprang to Amara’s eyes, but she kept her gaze on Kekia. “It has nothing to do with that.”

      “No?” Kekia took her hands in her own. “You just worked a double shift, and you only finished a previous shift there three days ago. It is horrible what happens to those slaves. I do not doubt you are feeling traumatized.”

      “I’m not traumatized,” Amara snapped, though the tears welled in her eyes. “I am fucking angry. I’m angry that I have to watch those people suffer and do nothing about it. Alpha feels he can do whatever he wants with no consequences. I am angry that I’m not making a difference here, that the Mothers have put their trust in me—in us—and we have nothing to show for it. I might as well be back at the Omega Compound, doing assignments throughout the Eastern Lands, where I can actually make a difference.”

      Kekia squeezed her hands. “You are making a difference, Amara. You’re being too hard on yourself. Just because you have not yet found a way into the red dungeon doesn’t mean you and your team have no other achievements. It’s because of you we even know where the dungeon is. You have increased our knowledge of what is happening across the different territories and allowed the Mothers to better analyze where to send spies. You have created connections all over the Western Lands that have allowed Omegas in Eiros the ability to complete their assignments quicker. Since you and your team formed, assignment completion rates in the Western Lands have doubled. The Mothers are pleased with you all.”

      Tears tracked down Amara’s face and she lowered her eyes. “It’s not enough,” she whispered. “Nothing is enough if we cannot help the ones we came for.”

      “We are helping them, Amara,” Zanya said, her voice suddenly closer.

      Amara glanced up to see Zanya standing next to her and the other Omegas rising to their feet.

      “Everything we do makes the Western Lands more tolerable,” Zanya continued, her bright blue eyes determined. “Every change that happens because of the things we do, every piece of information that we learn for the Mothers to use, we are helping those children.”

      “We’re getting closer and closer to learning more about them each time,” Lisara said, coming toward her.

      “It could not go any quicker than this,” Kekia added. “The Mothers know that. It is why they got us jobs and official papers and fake families. They are familiar with the Western Lands and its politics, and know it will take time. We cannot be foolish and rush into anything that would cause our discovery. Then we would truly fail the ones we came for.”

      Amara’s vision blurred with tears and her throat ached as she swallowed. They were right—she was being unfair to her team. Everything that could be done without detection had been done, and they had done it well. She smiled at them all as they crowded around her.

      The Mothers put together Amara’s team. They were diverse in so many ways, and all of them had unique skills. They’d all arrived at different times and taken different routes to end up at the castle. Amara hadn’t met any of them before arriving at the Western Lands, but they were solidly dedicated to her and their mission. Maybe it was true—maybe the training dungeons had affected her more than she expected, but she couldn’t allow it to make her reckless. She tried desperately to save those two people today, going as far as trying to access the magic she felt around the room in order to provide them with some relief. Of course, it didn’t work. And even when they died, their bodies draining of all life, their eyes dull and empty, she had looked around the room only to see the other slaves on the beds heading in the same direction—hopelessness in their eyes. King Malloron’s slaves were his most prized possessions in Eiros. His scouts took men and women from all over the known Lands to train them, some of them with specific traits and features that pleased his clients. According to the mission information the Mother provided her with, no one had ever escaped.

      Amara looked around at her team’s worried faces and
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