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Chapter 1: The Hidden Flame
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The thrum of bass vibrated through Sienna’s bones, the music so loud it threatened to crack her skull. The air inside the underground club was thick with sweat and pheromones — Alpha pheromones. Sienna gritted her teeth, tightening the worn leather jacket around her slender frame as if the flimsy material could mask her presence. The suppressants were wearing off. She felt it in her pulse — a low, burning ache clawing up her spine.

“Just one fight,” she muttered to herself. “Win, get paid, get out.”

Her fingers flexed at her sides, knuckles already bruised from her last match. Blood still crusted beneath her nails. The crowd was rowdy tonight — restless Alphas spoiling for a brawl. She knew their kind too well: arrogant, hungry for control, and ruthless when denied it.

“Oi, Sienna!” A voice barked from behind.

She turned to find Maddox, the wiry club runner, grinning with his gold tooth glinting in the dim light. His shirt was stained with old blood — likely from the poor bastard who lost before her.

“You’re up,” Maddox sneered, jerking his thumb toward the cage in the center of the room.

Sienna swallowed hard. The steel mesh of the fighting cage stretched high above the crowd, lights blazing down on the two fighters already circling each other. One Alpha roared and slammed his opponent against the bars, the sickening crunch of bone audible even over the shouting. Blood splattered across the floor.

“You backing out?” Maddox teased, but there was a sharpness to his tone. He wouldn’t tolerate a coward — not when the crowd had already placed their bets.

“I’m not backing out.” Sienna’s voice was steady, though her insides twisted.

She climbed into the cage, boots scuffing against the blood-streaked floor. Her opponent was already waiting — a towering Alpha with jagged scars lining his arms. His scent hit her like a punch to the chest, triggering something primal inside her. He smelled like violence, like control — and he knew exactly what she was.

“Pretty little thing,” the Alpha sneered, voice gravelly. “Didn’t know they let Omegas play with the big dogs.”

Sienna flexed her fingers. “I’m not here to play.”

The bell rang.

The Alpha lunged.

Sienna sidestepped him just in time, but the force of his swing still grazed her arm. Pain flared hot and fast, but she ignored it. She knew better than to let an Alpha smell her pain — they fed off it like sharks in bloodied water.

The Alpha turned faster than she expected. His fist shot out again, this time catching her across the ribs. Sienna stumbled, biting her tongue to keep from crying out. The coppery tang of blood filled her mouth.

“Not bad,” the Alpha grinned, “but you’re still just an Omega.”

His words cut deep, not because they weren’t true, but because they were meant to be. Omegas weren’t supposed to fight back. They were supposed to submit — quiet, obedient, powerless. But Sienna had never been good at following rules.

“Yeah?” she growled. “Then you’re about to lose to one.”

She shot forward, feinting left before swinging her elbow into his throat. The Alpha staggered, choking on his own breath. Sienna didn’t give him time to recover. She slammed her knee into his ribs and drove her fist into his face. Bone crunched beneath her knuckles.

The crowd roared, voices deafening as blood sprayed across the floor. The Alpha collapsed, barely conscious, his face a mess of crimson.

Sienna stood over him, chest heaving. For a moment, she felt triumphant — powerful. But then the heat surged beneath her skin, and her vision blurred.

The suppressant’s wearing off...

Panic gripped her. She stumbled back, shoving past the crowd and ignoring Maddox’s shout as she staggered into the grimy hallway behind the club.

Her skin burned. Her scent — sharp and unmistakable — would draw Alphas like wolves to a fresh kill. She fumbled in her jacket pocket for her emergency vial of suppressant. Her fingers trembled as she uncorked the bottle.

“You shouldn’t be here.”

The voice stopped her cold.

Sienna’s head snapped up to find a man stepping out of the shadows — tall, sharp-jawed, with piercing grey eyes that seemed to cut through the darkness. He wore a black leather coat that stretched across broad shoulders, and his presence was suffocating. Power radiated from him — undeniable, unmistakable.

An Alpha.

“I don’t want trouble,” Sienna warned, gripping the vial tighter.

“You’ve already found it,” he replied coolly.

The man stepped closer, and Sienna’s heart pounded in her chest. Her scent was getting stronger, curling through the air like smoke. She knew what he smelled — knew what it did to Alphas.

“You’re not safe here,” he said. “They’ll smell you.”

You already have.

Sienna clenched her jaw. “I can take care of myself.”

The Alpha smiled faintly — humorless, dangerous. “If you could, you wouldn’t be shaking like a leaf.”

“I said back off.” She held up the vial, threatening to smash it against the wall if he stepped closer. “I don’t need your help.”

“You need a hell of a lot more than that little bottle.”

Before she could respond, the door at the end of the hallway slammed open. Three figures crowded the narrow space — all Alphas, their eyes already darkening with hunger as they caught her scent.

“Looks like we’ve got ourselves a prize,” one of them sneered.

The man beside her — the cold-eyed Alpha — stepped in front of her like a wall of steel.

“She’s not yours,” he growled.

“And who the hell are you?” one of the Alphas spat.

“Darius Thorn,” he said. “Try me.”

The name struck like a slap. Everyone knew Darius Thorn — the Council’s most brutal enforcer, a man with blood on his hands and death in his eyes. The Alphas faltered.

“Fine,” one of them sneered. “But she won’t last long out here. Not an unclaimed Omega like her.”

The men vanished into the shadows.

Sienna turned to Darius, her pulse still racing. “I didn’t ask for your help.”

“You’re welcome,” Darius said flatly.

“I’m not —”

“Don’t waste my time,” he interrupted. “Whatever game you’re playing here... stop.” His cold stare locked with hers. “You won’t survive it.”

He turned and walked away, leaving her breathless, trembling, and marked by the scent of a powerful Alpha who’d just put a target on her back.
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Chapter 2: Hunted
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Sienna’s breath misted in the cold night air as she hurried down the narrow alley behind the club. The faint scent of blood still clung to her skin, her bruised knuckles aching from the fight. Her head pounded, her pulse racing far too fast — a warning sign that her suppressant was still failing. She couldn’t stay here. Not after what had happened in the hallway.

Darius Thorn.

His name echoed in her mind, sharp and unforgiving. He had saved her, but men like Darius didn’t do anything for free. He was an Alpha — powerful, dangerous — and he knew what she was.

The cold air did little to calm the fever building beneath her skin. Her scent was getting stronger, clinging to her like a second skin. If she didn’t find a place to hide soon...

“You really shouldn’t be walking alone.”

Sienna spun, her heart leaping to her throat. Darius stood at the mouth of the alley, shadowed by flickering streetlights. His cold grey eyes locked onto hers.

“I told you,” she said through gritted teeth, “I don’t need your help.”

He didn’t smile. “You’re making yourself a target.”

“I know how to stay hidden.”

Darius arched a brow. “Really?” His gaze flicked over her trembling hands, the sheen of sweat on her brow. “You’re burning up, Omega.”

She hated the way the word rolled off his tongue — like it was both a threat and a promise.

“I can handle it,” she snapped, turning away.

“You can’t.” Darius’s voice turned sharp. “There are Alphas on every street corner tonight, and with you smelling like that...” He exhaled harshly. “You’re walking straight into their teeth.”

“I’m not your problem,” she shot back.

“You became my problem when you walked into that club.”

Sienna’s fists clenched. “I don’t need a savior.”

“No,” Darius said coldly. “You need a leash.”

She moved before she could stop herself, pivoting on her heel and driving her fist toward his face. Darius caught her wrist with inhuman speed,



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3: Shackles of Power
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The cold bite of steel burned against Sienna’s wrists as she yanked hard against the handcuffs. The metal bit into her skin, a sharp reminder that no matter how fiercely she resisted, she was trapped.

“Don’t fight it,” Darius muttered from the driver’s seat. His voice was calm, but there was an edge to it — one that warned her not to push him too far.

“I swear to God,” Sienna growled, her breath ragged. “If you don’t let me out of this car—”

“You’ll what?” Darius cut her off, barely sparing her a glance in the rearview mirror. “Scream? Shift? Run? You can’t even stand without falling over.”

He wasn’t wrong. The fever was getting worse — her pulse too fast, her muscles trembling from the heat pooling beneath her skin. Her scent filled the car like smoke, thick enough to make her feel dizzy. Every breath made her feel vulnerable — open — and she hated it.

“I don’t need your help,” she snapped again, though her voice wavered this time.

“You keep saying that,” Darius muttered. “Yet here you are.”

“You cuffed me!”

“You were about to run face-first into a pack of feral Alphas,” Darius shot back, his voice turning sharp. “I did you a favor.”

Sienna’s head fell back against the car’s worn leather seat. The cool material did little to ease the heat coursing through her body.

“I was fine,” she muttered weakly.

“You were five seconds from ending up in someone’s basement,” Darius said flatly. “So spare me the attitude.”

She glared at the back of his head. He didn’t look like a hero — not with that grim set to his jaw and the scars that slashed across his knuckles. His black leather jacket strained over broad shoulders, and the silver chain around his neck glinted in the faint light from passing street lamps.
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